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(908) 232-3673

Asm. Jon Bramnick (R)
251 North Ave. West
Westfield, N.J. 07090
(908) 232-2073

Asm. Eric  Munoz (R)
57 Union Place, Suite 310
Summit, N.J. 07901
(908) 918-0414

---LD-22---
Sen. Nicholas Scutari (D)

1514 E. Saint Georges Ave.
Linden, N.J. 07036
(908) 587-0404

Asw. Linda  Stender (D)
1801 East Second St.
Scotch Plains, N.J. 07076
(908) 668-1900

Asm. Jerry  Green (D)
17 Watchung Ave.
Plainfield, N.J. 07060
(908) 561-5757

LD-21 includes Westfield, Mountainside,
Garwood, Summit and Cranford.

LD-22 includes Scotch Plains, Fanwood,
Plainfield, Clark  and Linden.

E-mail Addresses
senkean@njleg.org
senscutari@njleg.org
asmbramnick@njleg.org
asmmunoz@njleg.org
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asmgreen@njleg.org

I Tried to be Careful, Mr. Jones;
Thank You Santa for Understanding

When I was a young boy, admittedly a long time
ago, Christmastime was a time of great joy, wonder-
ment, warmth and merriment. True, Santa Claus was
on my mind. I thought I’d been good most of the year
and that Santa would be good to me.

He’d understand that when I broke Mr. Jones’
window with the foul ball that it was an accident. I
was sure Santa would also understand that when we
heard the shattering glass, there was a moment of
panic. Yes, we all ran and even thought we’d get away
with it – undiscovered.

Our mothers knew about that broken window
before we even got home. A stern lecture and direct
orders to go over to Mr. Jones and confess that I did
it – that’s what I got. Mr. Jones tried to be very stern
and asked if I’d rake and weed his garden to help pay
for it. I did. He then thanked me for owning up and
asked that I be more careful next time. I think he even
smiled, now that I look back on it.

It must have been the right thing to do because
Santa did get me the Lionel train that I had so longed
for. And next year I got the red Western Flyer bicycle.

Christmas then was also such a happy time of the
year – everyone smiled and wished all a Merry

Christmas and a Happy New Year. For a moment at
least, there was “Peace on Earth and Goodwill To-
wards Men.”

I didn’t understand political correctness back then.
The only thing I believed was that “Merry Christ-
mas” was the warmest possible greeting that one
person could give to another. It was only pure good
in the intent.

Well, after all those years, I might have broken a
few other windows since – but I always owned up. I
tried to be careful, Mr. Jones. And thank you Santa
for understanding.

I still think it’s okay to say “Merry Christmas.”
In the warmest sense, Merry Christmas everyone

– and Happy New Year!
Reprinted from the December 26, 2002, edition of The

Westfield Leader and The Scotch Plains-Fanwood Times.
Missing from my thoughts as a young boy at the

time was the sentiment for others as I spent wonderful
moments during Christmas with my family and friends.
The country was not at war then as we are now. Today,
hundreds of thousands of our soldiers are away from
their families, protecting us. Join us in wishing them
a Merry Christmas and a heartfelt “Thank You.”

Merry Christmas from The Leader/Times Correspondents and Photographers: Fred Rossi, Ted Ritter, Wayne Baker, Raynor Denitzio,
Martin Sweeney, Beth Budnick, Victoria McCabe, Jessica Jaskula, Caraline Koellhoffer, Christie Storms, Marylou Morano, Susan
M. Dougherty, Bruce Johnson, Betsey Burgdorf, Dale Neseman, Jayne Salomon, Linda Condrillo, Katherine Emire-Nieves, Greg Ryan,
Michael Goldberger, David Samsky, Carolyn Freundlich, Patrick Connor, Michelle LePoidevin, Debbie Madison, Eric Nierstedt, Susan
Cook, Debbie Hoffman, Jim OConnor, Ingrid McKinley, Paul Lachenauer.

’Twas the Night Before Christmas,
Account of a Visit from St. Nicholas

by Major Henry Livingston, Jr. (1748-1828)

’Twas the night before Christmas, when all through
the house, Not a creature was stirring, not even a
mouse; The stockings were hung by the chimney
with care, In hopes that St. Nicholas soon would be
there;

The children were nestled all snug in their beds,
While visions of sugar-plums danced in their heads;
And mamma in her ‘kerchief, and I in my cap, Had
just settled down for a long winter’s nap,

When out on the lawn there arose such a clatter, I
sprang from the bed to see what was the matter.
Away to the window I flew like a flash, Tore open the
shutters and threw up the sash.

The moon on the breast of the new-fallen snow
Gave the lustre of mid-day to objects below; When,
what to my wondering eyes should appear, But a
miniature sleigh, and eight tiny reindeer,

With a little old driver, so lively and quick, I knew
in a moment it must be St. Nick. More rapid than
eagles his coursers they came, And he whistled, and
shouted, and called them by name;

“Now, Dasher! now, Dancer! now, Prancer and
Vixen! On, Comet! on Cupid! on, Donder and Blitzen!
To the top of the porch! To the top of the wall! Now
dash away! Dash away! Dash away all!”

As dry leaves that before the wild hurricane fly,
When they meet with an obstacle, mount to the sky,
So up to the house-top the coursers they flew, With
the sleigh full of toys, and St. Nicholas too.

And then, in a twinkling, I heard on the roof The
prancing and pawing of each little hoof. As I drew in
my hand, and was turning around, Down the chim-
ney St. Nicholas came with a bound.

He was dressed all in fur, from his head to his foot,
And his clothes were all tarnished with ashes and
soot; A bundle of toys he had flung on his back, And
he looked like a peddler just opening his pack.

His eyes — how they twinkled! His dimples how
merry! His cheeks were like roses, his nose like a
cherry! His droll little mouth was drawn up like a
bow, And the beard of his chin was as white as the
snow;

The stump of a pipe he held tight in his teeth, And
the smoke it encircled his head like a wreath; He had
a broad face and a little round belly, That shook,
when he laughed like a bowlful of jelly.

He was chubby and plump, a right jolly old elf,
And I laughed when I saw him, in spite of myself; A
wink of his eye and a twist of his head, Soon gave me
to know I had nothing to dread;

He spoke not a word, but went straight to his work,
And filled all the stockings; then turned with a jerk,
And laying his finger aside of his nose, And giving
a nod, up the chimney he rose;

He sprang to his sleigh, to his team gave a
whistle, And away they all flew like the down of
a thistle. But I heard him exclaim, ere he drove out
of sight, “Happy Christmas to all, and to all a
good-night!”

Letters to the Editor

Without The Bucket Brigade, There
Just Can’t Be a Good Western

One of the real highlights from my
youth was going to the movies on Satur-
day afternoon, and, if I was real lucky,
one of the two movies – yes, back then
you watched two movies, back then it was
called a double feature – would be a
western. To this day I like westerns. One
of my favorite scenes from The Oaters is
when all the townspeople unite to form a
bucket brigade to extinguish a fire burn-
ing the general store, the saloon, a
neighbor’s barn or to help avert a major
catastrophe. In these movies, it seemed,
everyone pulled together.

Bucket brigades were brought to mind
over these last few weeks as national
events unfolded. There was a “fire” of
sorts in Michigan, which caused several
from Detroit to put out an alarm for a
needed brigade, but something happened
that never happened in the movies. Lead-
ers of other communities to the south and
east refused to join the brigade. Their
leaders told the ever-desperate people
from Michigan to go and pound sand. It is
very unsettling really; I never thought I
would live in a place where people would
actually refuse to answer calls for help
from neighbors.

On the heels of the sad story from
Michigan, came news from The Land of
Lincoln. To my knowledge, the idea of
bucket brigades works in Illinois. Only
there, the leader of the Illinois applies a
unique twist. His unique spin is this. It
seems that when someone needs a bri-
gade and comes running to his house
shouting “Help!” he very quickly comes
up with a total price package in order for
the victim of the disaster to get a helping
hand. He calls it a “Bucket Brigade Tax.”
The beauty of the scheme is capped off by
his pocketing the proceeds with a nod, a
wink and, of course, he expresses good
wishes like, “It’s a pleasure doing busi-
ness with you.”

No one even noticed he was doing this
until the other day. Then he tried to ex-
pand his scheme and charge a bit extra to
someone who has recently moved from
Illinois to Washington, DC, that fella’
blew the whistle. As of today, the leader
in Springfield just does not think his
Bucket Brigade Tax was wrong or even

somewhat awkward or clumsy. He was
overheard to say, “It might have been a bit
over done, a bit over the top, but after all
a guy, even Governor, has bills to pay.”

Then we have the news from Gotham.
It seems that a whole host of foundations
and charities, you know, the kind of orga-
nizations that go around the country, the
world even, form bucket brigades and get
people, whole communities out of trouble,
bad trouble. Doing all those brigades takes
a lot of money, and not just to pay some
guy in Illinois either. These charities and
foundations needed to invest some of
their money to ensure that next year and
the year after that there would be enough
money to continue the brigades.

There was this guy who operated an
investment business who came up with a
scheme to take the money from these
folks, put it in his own pocket and become
very rich. So he did. Last week he was
finally caught. However, this week we
have already noticed that there are less
bucket brigades than there were a week
ago, and next year we may see more fires
becoming ever larger and more danger-
ous because those that usually form the
bucket brigades that put them out, well,
they may never be formed.

Along with the charities and founda-
tions that were victimized by the New
York conniver, were other, just ordinary
people – the kind of people that man a
bucket brigade – only now, because they
were scammed, they can no longer afford
the transportation costs, or any costs for
that matter, to get to the site of the bucket
brigade.

In the westerns that I remember, after
the bucket brigade met the disaster, put
out the fire, everyone who helped usually
had a big picnic, sang some songs and had
what appeared to be a very good time.
This week, with the apparent collapse of
the concept of bucket brigades, there is no
such good ending. There is just the feel-
ing that is every man and woman for
themselves and the hell with the rest of
‘em. You just cannot make a good west-
ern that way.

Richard Bennett
Westfield

Letters to
the Editor

Merrily Recycle
Christmas Wrappings
Please recycle all of your Christmas

paper. Remember, there is no reason for
the amount of garbage we residents put
out at the curb the pickup day after Christ-
mas to be any more than what we usually
put out. All of the wrapping paper that we
receive is just that – paper – it all can and
should be recycled. All of the cardboard
toy and gift box packaging is paper. That
too can be recycled. So can Christmas
cards and envelopes.

If we were to take a look at the plastic
wrapping around our gifts, most of it (I’ll
admit not all) has the recycling symbol
and numbers 1 or 2 inside it. This too can
and be should be recycled. Remember,
plastic comes from oil. Recycle our plas-
tic and maybe we can reduce our oil use,
dependency, cost and carbon imprint!

In these days when we taxpayers con-
tinue to complain about high taxes, and
we pay for our garbage by weight and
volume, I urge all of us to try to remember
that the two thoughts go together. If we
reduce the amount of garbage we gener-
ate, we pay less for it in our taxes. We also
become more environmentally respon-
sible and caring citizens. Let’s see if we
can all increase our recycling piles after
Christmas this year instead of our gar-
bage piles. Save a tree! And make it an
annual habit!

Merry Christmas to all.

Bill Nierstedt
Garwood

License Charges Are
Going to The Dogs

Editor’s Note: This letter was sent to
Westfield Mayor Andy Skibitsky and
Westfield Town Clerk Claire Gray and
copied to the newspaper.

*****
I received the renewal for my dogs’

licenses December 6, 2008. I was quite
dismayed that the cost of the license has
gone from $7 last year to $16 per animal
for the new year. With the present
economy, I find it hard to believe that
such an increase can be justified.

I wish someone would explain to me
how this could possibly be necessary.

Donna Falcone
Westfield


