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What is one of your
fondest childhood

memories?

From June 1946 to June 1950, I lived in Royal Oak, Michigan,

at 1907 N. Connecticut Ave. I was 6 years old when I moved into

that house and 10 when I left and came to California.

AN OVERVIEW OF MY FIRST TEN YEARS

My sister Sue was born in 1945, and until my mother met

Clyde Riggs in late 1948, we three were the only occupants of the

house. Sue’s dad, Reg Rosevear, had worked for Montgomery

Ward, and much later (1964) became a director for W. T. Grant

Company. I’ve no memory of his living with us, perhaps because

he was working in New York City or perhaps he simply chose to

support my mother and not live with her. I’ll never know.

Admittedly my memory goes back only so far. I’ve wondered why

I don’t recall seeing Reg around in October 1944, when Sue was
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conceived.

After Sue was born, my mother worked for Stanley Home

Products and occasionally gave Stanley Hostess Parties, which

were similar to more recent Tupperware parties, at which she

would demonstrate “ultra-modern housekeeping and personal

grooming aids.”

I only had one Grandma in my life, and that was my mother’s

mom, Rose Rogers (1895–1989). She married my grandfather

Paul Rogers in 1917, and divorced him on November 13, 1944. He

then moved to the Los Angeles area, remarried, but died of a

heart attack in a Glendale hospital in 1948. When he died, my

grandmother said, “I’ll dance on his grave.” I have no memory

of him.

I regard these as my childhood years. Memories that might

be regarded as “fond” would be those prior to the time when

Clyde entered my life, which was when I was about 8½. Sue was

five years younger than I, too young then to be my playmate.

I PLAYED WITH NEIGHBORHOOD FRIENDS

When I was not going to school, I was either playing with my

friends—Kenny Kryscio and Chris Cowden are two names I can

recall—or I was entertaining myself.

I was using the last name of Rosevear, my mother’s married

name. She and Sue were Rosevears. Kenny called me “Rose that

grows in a bottle of beer.” I responded by calling him “Crisco in
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the can.” He was Polish—we called him a Polack. We would also

say things like, “Chinky chinky Chinaman, sitting on a fence,

trying to make a dollar out of 15 cents.” Or, “Eenie, meenie,

miney, mo, catch a nigger by the toe. If he hollers, let him go.”

Of course, to us these were harmless phrases.

I ALSO PLAYED ALONE

I enjoyed doing things by myself, which included (1) Playing

in the basement, (2) Riding my bicycle, (3) Spending time

climbing a favorite tree on a nearby vacant lot, and (4) Collecting

stamps.

Among these activities, I’d regard my fondest childhood

memory as amusing myself with my stamp collection.

MY INTRODUCTION TO STAMP COLLECTING

I give credit to my mother for recognizing that stamps had

both an entertainment and an educational value. Initially she

gave me a bag of stamps and a stamp album to put them in. I still

have that album, called the Modern Postage Stamp Album, with

a copyright date of 1946. I dumped the stamps out of the bag and

started sorting them.

Many were from Great Britain, and bore the profile of a

British monarch, usually King George VI, who reigned for 15

years starting in 1936. Stamps with names of countries on them

sent me to a map of the world. Japanese stamps had

unrecognizable symbols, but I learned that if a stamp bore a
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circular image known as a Chrysanthemum, then it was from

Japan.

South America was easy to figure out, given that it had only

13 countries in it. I learned the names of the countries in Europe

and determined that if a stamp had Magyar Posta on it, it was

from Hungary. Stamps with Norge or Sverige or Polska on them

were from Norway, Sweden, or Poland. Stamp collecting was an

entertaining, fascinating, and even challenging hobby.

MY COLLECTION GROWS

Periodically I’d receive stamps “on approval” from the H. E.

Harris & Co. in Boston, or the Kenmore Stamp Co. in Arlington,

Massachusetts. I’d carefully look through them and keep some.

For stamps that I chose to keep, my mother would send back a

check for only a few dollars; she would return the stamps I chose

not to keep. Some of the stamps she purchased would be

canceled (“used”), and others new. I remember being captivated

by the Puffin stamps, issued by Lundy, a tiny island in the Bristol

channel not too far from Cardiff, Wales.

I’d mount stamps, both used and unused, into a stamp

album, which had photos of stamps indicating where they are to

be mounted. I’d lick a piece of adhesive tape and attach it to both

the stamp and the album page. Today, all stamps are mounted in

an album by placing them in a transparent plastic sleeve that

holds the stamp in place in the album. This protects the stamp
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and ensures that any adhesive on the back of the stamp remains

intact.

Occasionally my mother would purchase a new bag of

stamps. When I could not identify where a stamp was from, I’d

consult my Stamp Finder pamphlet, published by the H. E. Harris

& Co. This interesting task intrigued me and undoubtedly

educated me.

After I came to California in 1950, I spent less time on my

stamp collection. At one point I gave the collection to my cousin

Billy. When I got it back from him a number of years later—he

had grown older too, and like me had lost interest in the

hobby—I simply put it on a shelf and it has mostly languished

there since.

COUNTRIES HAVE COME AND GONE

The world has changed since 1946–1949. During these years,

there were only three independent countries in Africa: Liberia,

Egypt, and Ethiopia. The remainder of the continent was

colonized, with countries bearing names such as French

Equatorial Africa, Belgian Congo, and Anglo-Egyptian Sudan.

Portugal owned Angola and Mozambique. Britain owned North

and South Rhodesia, Kenya, Nigeria, Bechuanaland, and more.

Spain and Italy had African possessions. Today, not only are

there no more colonies in Africa, but the countries there are

known by different names, and have different borders.
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Europe has undergone changes as well. Czechoslovakia is

now two countries. Yugoslavia is now six. Germany, once split, is

now united. Estonia, Latvia, and Lithuania are no longer Soviet

republics. Even the U.S.A. has changed. We’ve added two

states—Alaska and Hawaii—and relinquished control over

Panama.

Postage stamps reflect all these transformations, but during

the years I was an active and serious collector, I didn’t

understand that the world would constantly evolve, and that I’d

need new albums to mount future stamps in if I was to continue

collecting them.

THAT WAS OVER 70 YEARS AGO

Today my stamp collection sets quietly in my closet. It’s an

artifact of my childhood. It provided me with great pleasure,

teaching me about the structure of the world of the late 1940s.

I’ve offered the collection to my grandkids, but no one has

shown interest. I have considered donating it to a philatelic club

at the local senior center.

Occasionally I get the albums out. I look at the stamps and

the maps and the Stamp Finder book, and I’m transported back

to my childhood. For a moment, I might even consider becoming

a philatelist again. But that feeling quickly passes, and I put the

albums and the stamps back into the closet and return to the

present.



7

Larry Riggs

May 1946: Mom (see arrow and cigarette) at a Stanley Home

Products convention in Flint, Michigan
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2021: A Zillow photo of the Royal Oak home we lived in from

1946 to 1950
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May 1948: Grandma with Sue and me in Royal Oak
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May 1949: I’m with Sue; “The children look like Russian

refugees,” says Mom
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May 1949: Mom and Sue stand in front of our home ● Note

prayer book in Sue’s hand
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1946-1949: The cover of my stamp album and the notation

inside it
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1949: A page from a stamp album showing both photographs and

stamps I’ve placed on the page
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1946-1949: Map of Africa showing its colonies


