
    We are living in a Goldilocks world -- or were until just recently.  Things were mainly in 
proportion, not too big, not too little.  It meant we could wrap our minds around practically 
anything; nothing was so out of proportion as to scare us, disgust us, intimidate us.  We were, 
after all, masters of all we surveyed, purveyed, parlayed, King of the Hill. 
    Sure, there was a bit of hubris there, but so what?  Things seemed to be in balance, 
averaging out, and in the grand scheme of things we were marching forward to a brighter future, 
resolutely, haves and have-nots in lockstep. 
    You could read it on the faces of people buying their first TV, home, or car.  You could meet 
your neighbor across the fence that separated your cookie-cutter properties and know that 
person was much like yourself.  Your families went to the same movies on Saturday night, the 
same churches Sunday morning.  You could share food with them at the Cub Scout picnic, 
allow their eldest daughter to babysit your kids, give them the key to your front door “just in 
case” when you went on vacation.  
   Neighborhoods were bastions of civility.  Schools were as peaceful as churches.  And all the 
storekeepers on Main Street knew you were good for the five or ten dollars you were going to 
be paid that Friday.  It was the good life -- the best it was ever going to be, in fact -- but we 
didn’t know it at the time, did we? 
    It’s something called nostalgia.  Not quite a mental condition worthy of DSM-5, but certainly 
pervasive and difficult to rid.  It transports us into a past now only found in photographs, 8mm 
movies, and perhaps a tape recording or two.  When we hear from survivors of a natural 
disaster of some kind -- a flood, tornado, forest fire -- their whole story is about saving, or not 
being able to save, the photograph album.  That and the family Bible are the most precious 
possessions of the household, pets not included.  
    We tend to look at the past through rust-colored glasses, to milk a cliche.  The further back in 
the past we go, the fuzzier our view.  Our childhoods are virtually myopic, dreamlike, even with 
the yellowing photographs that bring certain cherished memories into sharper detail.  
   Returning to the old neighborhood, our first reaction is how everything looks smaller, more 
fragile.  The trees in the park have all grown up and died, and the new saplings are in stark 
contrast to the giants recalled.  The swing sets and see-saws are all gone thanks to new 
insurance protocols.  A basketball court covers a plot of land once coveted for its gentle hillside 
and the American Flyer sleigh riding it provided in winter.  
   And what happened to the row of single family attached homes facing the park -- one from 
which you and your brother were born?  Now it’s a eight-storey apartment building.  The church 
on the corner is gone too, a victim of fire.  But rather than rebuilding, the deacons decided to sell 
the land to a car dealership.  
   So much for the Church’s parking lot that served the community pot-luck Sunday lunches and 
gave the kids a giant roller skating rink and stickball field on the weekdays.  Because, after 
school, what was there to do before supper but to hang out and play sports?  Homework?  That 
could wait for after dinner...unless Milton Berle was on. 
 
 
 
 



 
 
 
 
   And Main Street!   Gone is the candy store that had the balsa wood model airplanes that you 
so carefully carved and sanded.  So too, the grocery store, the barber shop, the post office, the 
luncheonette, the bakery.  Those boarded-up properties tell only half the story.  The other half is 
10 miles down the road in the “shopping center” that now serves as the town’s lifeblood.  Main 
Street is now Maimed Street, and if you live close by to it yet have no transportation, you either 
get shuttled to the shopping center for vittles by the twice-a-day senior bus service, pay ⅓ of 
your Social Security check for an Uber, or die in your bed from starvation.  
   Of course, the more things change, the more things remain changed.  Unless some City 
Council, in order to advance tourism, had declared an area “Historic” and a “Preservation Zone” 
and the facades of buildings, at least, could not be altered from their original design and 
material, giving the appearance of a set for a “Twilight Zone” installment.  Such are parts of 
Greenwich Village in downtown New York City today… literally in the shadow of the 9/11 World 
Trade Center disaster. 
   We need to remember, they say, so the future won’t forget us.  And sometimes memory is the 
only thing left when everything else has been taken from you as some Holocaust survivor might 
tell you.  But those sentiments can only go so far when the world demands change.  For without 
change, how would we grow and prosper?   Remain King of the Hill? 
   Maybe what you’re looking for is a museum tour, after all. 
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