
PREFACE 

I wrote this, in part, to encourage others to do likewise. Our season on this earth 
is all too short. Before long, all of our generation will be gone—along with our 
memories. So why not leave a little of yourself for those who are to follow? 

The time I spent writing this was a very pleasant recall of happy times past. So 
please, write some notes about your favorite lake memories—or make a short 
addendum like Suzanneʼs Teen Town. Donʼt worry about your writing skill, the 
things you remember is what makes it valuable. 

–Buzzy Green 

Memories of Kingsley Lake 

My earliest memory of the lake is from the summer of 1946. I had just turned 
eight, and our place had been vacated by the “Camp Blanding folks” who had 
lived there during the War (WWII). Momma and Edna were cleaning the place 
up—the mattresses were outside in the yard “airing” and Momma was 
complaining that the place was a wreck and everything was broken. 

 I really liked the back porch that looked out over the lake. The porch and the two 
stories of stairs were “screened” with fence wire so kids wouldnʼt fall off. The 
house was unsealed and unfinished inside. When you looked up, you saw the 
underside of the tin roof, and the boards you touched on the inside walls were the 
exact same boards you would touch if you were outside. The walls of the three 
bedrooms didnʼt reach up to the ceiling, and each bedroom had windows to the 
outside and to the large living room too, for ventilation. There was a big stone 
fireplace on the north wall that always seemed to smoke when you built a fire in 
it. And there was a pot hanging in the middle of it, to cook in and heat water. 

In the kitchen was a big electric cooking stove that had legs like a kitchen table. It 
had four elements on one side and a large oven on the other. I remember it 
because if you touched a pot while it was cooking, you would get a big shock.  

There was a bathroom in the middle and I remember how cold and red the water 
was when Momma made me take a bath. You couldnʼt flush the toilet twice in 30 
minutes or the pump would “lose its prime,” and we were limited to one inch of 
water in the tub, too! The whole house had a floor of bright orange linoleum that 
looked like small tiles. The lights were attached to the rafters and you turned 
them on and off with a pull string. The whole house had only three electrical 
outlets (plugs)—one for Daddyʼs radio, one for a reading lamp and one spare. 

There was a front porch, too, a great place to play. It had a really neat walking 
board extending from the porch to the kitchen door. And there was a fence along 
the street with swinging gate—this was to keep the wild pigs out. 
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A neat thing about the place was the water system. There was a big metal tower 
on the side yard with a large bucket-shaped tank on the top. It seemed to be a 
hundred feet tall—but really was only about thirty. I always wanted to climb it but 
Daddy said absolutely not. At the base of it was a cistern (a large concrete pipe 
inserted into the hill vertically) which captured the artesian spring water flowing 
out of the hill. There was a large hand pump to raise the water into the tank on 
the tower, and from there the water was piped into the house. A modernization 
effort resulted in a small electric water pump under the house to bypass the tower 
tank and to pump the cistern water to the house. 

The water pump was a mixed bag. If you used more water than the cistern 
stored, the pump would run dry and loose its suction (its “prime”), then you would 
hear the “ka-whump-ka-whump” from down there and someone would have to go 
stop the pump, take off a plug that covered the pump reservoir, fill it with water, 
turn the pump back on and wait to see whether the noise subsided, which would 
indicated the pump was pumping water again. Unless someone did this, there 
was no water and the noise would not stop. Daddy showed me how to do this 
and it became “my job.”  

The overflow from the cistern was piped down the hill to a pretty diamond-shaped 
fishpond that was about eight feet long and topped with small field stones like the 
larger ones on the fireplace. The fishpond overflow was piped onto the lake. At 
each end of the fishpond was a tall queen palm tree.  

The dock wasnʼt in good repair (war shortages) and the bathhouse had gaps 
between the floorboards. There was a large hand wringer in the dressing room 
for washing clothes in the lake with Ivory Soap and a rubbing board. 

Every morning Daddy would walk down to the lake in his “union suit” underwear 
with a bar of soap and a towel to go “washing” (himself). Sometimes I would go 
with him. Heʼd then sit outside on the front porch and drink his coffee before 
going to work. He would read the headlines in the Times-Union which he had 
delivered to the lake—which I thought it was magic to be able to get it like that. 

I remember fishing through the cracks in the bathhouse floor with bread and 
catching fish. Their size was limited by the fact that we had to land them through 
the floor cracks. I did find a secret fishing hole where a knot could be pulled out. I 
tried to keep it secret to no avail. Edna would fry the fish and say they were just 
large enough to “make the grease stink.” We thought they were great. 

 Momma would let us walk to the little store down by the “hard road” and get a 
drink—usually a Big Orange or a Pepsi—out of the ice-water filled cooler. 
Sometimes we would have enough for a Moon Pie or crackers. It seemed an 
adventure because it was such a long way to go alone (was really only a couple 
hundred yards or less). 
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We slept with our windows open and our doors were never latched. The land side 
breeze came at night. It was quiet and we were safe at the lake. 

The Remodeling 

When he bought the place in the 1920ʼs, Daddy was a bachelor. The house was 
down near the water. At the urging of his Mom, they pulled it up the hill. He said 
cars kept getting stuck where the street next to the house ran down to the lake. It 
was open to the public then and folks would go down there at night, drinking, and 
make nuisances of themselves.1  My cousin “Midgie” told me a large part of the 
reason really was that “Ma” didnʼt like having to walk up and down of the hill. 
Anyway, the house was moved.  

I was fascinated how you could pull a house up a hill. I asked Daddy and he said 
they used a “dead man.” A dead man! How in the world could a dead man help 
move a house? He patiently explained that they buried some long logs with 
chains wrapped around them, lengthwise, about six feet deep at the top of the 
hill, across the road (he even showed me the spot). They then attached long 
ropes to the chains and to the house at the bottom of the hill, and using more 
logs as rollers and a series of pulleys, pulled it up the hill. Amazing, absolutely 
amazing! I had great fun telling kids we had a dead man across the street. 

 Then Daddy decided he wanted to remodel the place—again. 

You must understand, Daddy was an amateur architect. His idea of fun was to 
get a couple of carpenters/handymen (“jacklegs”) and then build as you go. His 
efforts were functional but usually not very pretty, least that was the case at the 
lake. The house was a typical low-roofed lake house shell (there isnʼt but one 
left—the two-story “Perryman place” five houses south of us). He closed in both 
porches with windows all around, sealed the inside with pecky cypress and clear 
v-groove pine paneling, installed new linoleum floors, moved the bathroom, 
removed the wall between the old lakeside porch and living room. Then, to top it 
all, he put brick veneer all around the outside. The result, to be tactful, was 
unique. He left the pull string lights and put heavy wire “grilles” on most of the 
windows. Most of the materials—except the paneling—was Camp Blanding war 
surplus that he bought from Quigley & Davis in Starke. (The salvage from Camp 
Blanding was used on many houses around the lake, and Starke and as far as 
Gainesville.) 

Tom Slade had purchased the Kingsley Village water system and made water 
available. He extended the water main (a one-inch galvanized pipe) past our 
house, so Daddy quickly tapped into it and shut off the pump. Wow, enough 
water for a shower in the new bathroom! This was fine until Slade went out of the 
                                                

1 That street, along with others, was closed by a Special Act of the Florida Legislature in about 
1951. There is currently no public access to the lake except through Camp Blanding. A shame! 
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water business—then we finally had a well drilled. 

Daddy did things in stages. His next project was to deal with water washing down 
to the house from the street. He devised a network of retaining walls and a really 
ugly slew next to the house. He toped this off with a large pile of rip-rap in front of 
the house and another beside the house. 

Needless to say, Momma was not a fan of his creations. But the remodeling was 
an ongoing project for years.  

Dock Lights 

I was envious of places that had electricity down at the dock. You know, it made 
it so nice to have a radio or Victrola down there, and to be able to swim and fish 
at night. When I was about 12, I got a bunch of war surplus wire and fixtures from 
Quigley and Davis. I ran the wires from the house on the hill down to the lake. I 
put in poles and lights on the way down the hill to the bathhouse—even an outlet 
in the bathhouse. In those days, the correct way to string wire was with two 
separate wires between the poles—and thatʼs how I did it. I figured out how to 
connect these to the wire at the bulb by the back door, and it worked fine 
(although it would trip the circuit breaker now and then). The lights worked fine 
for my purposes until we had a bad thunderstorm and the wiring fell down. I later 
rewired the whole thing with better wires. Itʼs a wonder I didnʼt get electrocuted. 
When I was that age most boys were really into electricity and radios—sorta like 
computers and video games now. 

Horses 

I had a horse at the ranch outside of Starke. For several years, I would bring 
“Little Bit” and another horse to live at the lake for a while. It was a ten-mile ride 
and took hours. It was fun to get the horses to swim in the lake. There was no 
trouble feeding them—they grazed constantly—but the piles added up and 
Momma started making us bury them to keep the smell down. That took a lot of 
the fun out of having horses.  

Stays 

For most years, until I left for college, we moved out to the lake when school let 
out and moved back to town when school started, or a week or two after that. 
That was the way most folks did it. There were only a few year-round residents. I 
remember the Stricklands, the Slades, the Blackshears, the Canovas and a few 
others.  

Thinking about the early fifties, my “crowd” included George, Levy, Jr. (“Bogie”) 
and David Canova; Clair Jean Mundy; Butch Smith; Marilyn Norton; Tom and 
Dave Long; cousins Suzanne and Monteen Matzat; the Schnaus brothers; and 
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friends from Starke (e.g. Carol and Walter Jennings; John Mack Newsome; Louis 
and Wallace Wise; Roddy Struth, Lesilie Libby). John Maines, Billy Bolton and 
Mary Kay Murphree were Bogieʼs friends, and a little older than we were. David 
Canova, his cousin George Patten and Rudy Gertner were younger. Add to these 
my other cousins: Mary Lou and Yancey Kate Harris (Gainesville); Jerry and 
Betty Lou Harris (Washington, later Starke); Arlen Harper (Starke); Betty Speer 
Boland (Pahokee); and Mack and Pat McGriff (Starke). Betty Green Ritch, 
Caroline (“Midgie”) Green Raney, Collette Green Rosier, and Anice Green 
Dittmar. Relatives came and went each year. There were also the friends of my 
sister, Lu and my brother, Bill (e.g. John Adams, next door, Martha Smith, Mary 
Ann Ware, and many others). 

Bill Adams next door was a baby who cooed in his crib by the window. There 
were lots of kids around—from Starke, Gainesville and Jacksonville. Fro 
Strickland welcomed lake kids (“lakees”) to the Landing to swim, to use the new 
water slide and bowl. He never charged us anything but we always tried to buy 
our boat gas from him.2  

Suzanne and Monteen3 

My Daddyʼs “favorite” first cousin was Irene Alvarez Matzat, She and Raymond 
had two daughters: Suzanne and Monteen. They lived in Jacksonville. “Cousin” 
Raymond was an engineer—a real one who drove a train. I thought that was 
really cool. Anyway, they bought a place across the lake in the late forties. It was 
only a lot, really, and they put a house on it. Raymond was a hobby carpenter 
and tinkerer. He and Irene continually improved the place, doing most of the work 
themselves—and I thought that was really cool, too. Suzanne was my age; 
Monteen a couple years younger. Both were really pretty girls and popular 
around the lake. Raymond doted on them. When we got a boat, he got them 
two—a Chris-Craft runabout and a large outboard. Raymond quickly figured out 
that one way to keep teenagers near and out of trouble was to feed them. He 
regularly cooked out hamburgers for the crew, and fed us inside when the 
weather was bad. He could really cook. He had a large homemade cooking grill 
outside. It was brick with a large metal grate, like you would see on a street drain, 
to cook on. He could cook a couple dozen ʻburgers at a time—and we could put 
all of them away. We spent many an evening there eating hamburgers, sitting on 
the dock and dancing to records. Suzanne was a piano student and had to spend 
a lot of time practicing. My friend, George, was crazy about Suzanne. Heʼd show 
                                                

2 Stricklandʼs Landing was a family oriented place—no drinking, no cutting up; New Kingsley 
Beach, next door, was the opposite. NKB wasnʼt really bad but we thought it was a den of 
iniquity then--they sold beer, had pool tables and rented Correct Craft speedboats to patrons. 
The dock at NCB was huge and lit up with neon lights like a Las Vegas Casino. Loud music 
could be heard across the lake on weekends. We all thought most of the trouble on the lake 
started there. 
3 A lake memory of Suzanneʼs follows at the end. 
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off on skis for her at the drop of a hat. Suzanne learned to ski—on two, but was 
never much inclined to ski. She was a watcher. Monteen was another story—she 
was a natural skier and enjoyed it. She and Marilyn Norton were fast friends and 
skied behind Marilynʼs boat a lot. I remember one day Irene was having some 
kind of church meeting. George and I decided to pull in and see if Suzanne 
wanted to ride. He got so distracted he ran square into the dock—and he was 
going fast. The dock deflected like a rubber band and sprag back to its original 
shape.4 Suzanne was mortified and Irene was mad as hell. They all later moved 
to Tampa and, later, to Charlotte. Suzanne married Mike Degni—whom she met 
at FSU, and they later lived at the lake while Mike finished at UF.5    

Skiing and the Boat 

In 1951 or ʼ52, George and “Bogie” got a new boat. It was a shiny new Correct 
Craft “Dart” Utility. It had a 115 hp Grey Marine engine and was just beautiful. In 
those days, most boats out here were outboards with 5-25 hp “kickers”.6  Anyway, 
George and Bogie learned to ski behind their new boat. Skiing was the latest “in” 
thing.7 They decided to teach me how to do it, but I was so clumsy, it took days. 
They were incredibly patient. I finally–finally–could do it. A whole new world 
opened up for me. The three of us skied all the time. There werenʼt salom skis 
back then—we learned to “drop one” and ski on one of the pair. That was really 
neat and impressed everyone. Mr. Dye (Fred Dye) across the lake made each of 
us a pair of skis with our name on the tips—Levy, George, Buzzy. They were just 
beautiful. He made them in his workshop up on the hill and charged us nearly 
nothing.8 

I wanted a boat, too. Daddy always thought outboards were too dangerous—but 
inboards were better. There was a man who lived at Park-of-the-Palms in 
Keystone Heights and who preached at our church occasionally, Al Feigert. He 

                                                
4 A tribute to Raymondʼs building skills. 
5 Weʼve been close to Suzanne over the years, and see Monteen occasionally. 
6 The inboards were few. There was “Mud” Brownʼs Chris Craft “Betty B”; Helen Grayʼs Gar 
Wood utility, “Helen M” (which had to be left in the water on itʼs hoists every spring so its bottom 
could swell), and “Mullet “ Smithʼs “Shubuta”, a 16” Chris Craft racing runabout that was the 
fastest boat on the lake when it didnʼt sink. It was reputed to have a floating time of about 20 
minutes. (I guess it needed bottom work after not being used during the War.) Later, Billy 
Dowling had a 21” ChrisCraft Racing runabout; Edgar Norton, Marilynʼs father, had one too 
which was the fastest boat on the lake: Dr. John E. Maines had a Correct Craft, Jr. with a really 
neat dual carb Gray Marine engine ; Billy Bolton had a Correct Craft Jr, too (or was it Correct 
Craft Atom)? My cousin Suzanne had a Chris Craft 17” Runabout. We were really impressed 
when Marilynʼs father bought a second inboard boat (a White Higgins utility). I think he was in 
the business then and later was the Century dealer on Cedar Creek in Jacksonville. 
7 Before that the “Aqua-Plane” was the thing. This was a solid board about 4ʼ long by 2ʼ wide 
with a rope tied to the front end of it. It had ropes for handles and was pulled behind a boat 
rather slowly. You stood on the far end of it. 
8 His place was where the Leavelʼs and Hipps live now. 
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was a friend of Mr. Walt Meloon who owned CorrectCraft near Orlando. Daddy 
approached him and learned he was going to make a run of 50 special boats for 
Dick Pope to use at his Cypress Gardens attraction near Winter Gardens. They 
were to be 17ʼ utility runabouts with double planked bottoms and plywood sides 
and decks. They were to be powered by a 110 hp Nordberg engine, which was 
the same basic engine as ChrisCraft used, and came in five colors. They were 
named “Aqua-Skier.” I was wowed! Daddy decided to order one—green sides, 
white stripe, and red bottom like the Christmas colors, and it really was that for 
me. It finally came in the spring of 1953. The sight of it behind the truck with 
CorrectCraft on the door was something to behold! We came right out to the lake 
and launched it. Mother named it the “LEXILU.” 

It wasnʼt a fancy boat like the Canovaʼs, but that didnʼt matter. The pillows just 
snapped in and the interior was painted grey—no nautilex floors or fancy 
paneling. It didnʼt have a gas gauge. We checked the tank by sticking a yardstick 
into the filler hole. It did have one thing that Georgeʼs didnʼt—a chrome ski-pull 
behind the front seat (something new). Because it was light, I could out 
accelerate George, but his boat was faster at top end. I was in heaven. 

In those days, you had to “break-in” new engines, and the boat was no exception. 
The factory specified 10 hours at no greater than 1200 rpm (we did have a 
tachometer, but no speedometer—those came later). I spent that time riding 
round the lake with Lu and Bill, Clair Jean Mundy (next door neighbor), Butch 
Smith and anyone else who wished to ride. Finally, the time came, or almost, so 
Butch was the first to ski. He was lightest and we thought it would “strain” the 
boat less; then Clair Jean went. I didnʼt try it until later when George could drive. 

From then on, it was ski, ski, ski. Behind my boat; behind Georgeʼs boat; behind 
Marilynʼs boat, or any boat. If we had a $1.50 to buy five gallons of gas, we 
skied.9 

Parties 

In high school, the lake place was always great for partying, most usually without 
my parentsʼ knowledge. Although my parents strongly discouraged it, I would slip 
out there with friends and weʼd “raise cain”. Weʼd drink beer and play loud music. 
Usually, weʼd end up taking the boat out—at night. We liked to ski by the 
moonlight if it was not too cold. The trick to it was for there to be a good moon 
and ski “into the moon”—that way, hopefully, those in the boat could see you if 
you fell. We never considered the danger—we were kids! 

Once, we mixed up a concoction of gin, vodka, fruit juice and who knows what 
else (“panther p---”). We took the whole gallon, went out about 200 yards from 
                                                

9 Yes, thatʼs correct: gasoline was $.25–.30 per gallon. The boat consumed about one gallon 
per hour. 
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shore, swam and howled at the moon. It was early in the year because lights 
started going on around the lake. We later learned that folks thought we were in 
distress. Daddy learned of it and had the lights turned off to deter us from using 
the place. We used it anyway—and burned furniture in the fireplace for light and 
heat. Now, I cannot believe we actually would be so brazen. It is said that the 
Lord takes care of fools and little children. We surely qualified as the former. 
Amazingly, no one was ever injured. 

Lake Level and the demise of the “LEXILU” 

The lake level didnʼt change much until the late fifties. In about 1956, it dropped 
around two feet. The water in the boathouse was too shallow to get the boat in 
and out. For a while we could drop it into the shallow water, run the engine with 
the propeller turning and “jet” enough sand out from under it to float it. Then, we 
would drag it out. This became impossible when the water under the boat 
became dry sand. Daddy decided to extend the dock and put a boathouse at the 
end. The posts were sunk, support beans attached and we moved the chain 
hoists from the boathouse to the new beams. Somehow we got the boat out of 
the boathouse. I think we lowered it onto the roll-around dolly that we got from 
CorrectCraft and put long boards under its wheels until we had rolled it out into 
deeper water. We hung the boat out there at the end. Daddy never finished the 
boathouse (I guess he was spending too much money on us in other ways, like 
for college). It just hung there and rotted. I didnʼt have the good sense to even get 
a cover. A few years later, the lake came up and we moved it back into the 
boathouse. But the damage was done. The boathouse was a cobbled up affair 
with a large open end—another one of Daddyʼs architectural marvels. The 
morning sun shone on the stern of the boat and caused the transom to rot out 
about every two years. The boat was returned to the factory in Orlando several 
times to fix this, and the other damage. Mr. Brown down the lake also worked on 
the boat when it needed it. We got to know him really well. Daddy got him to 
fiberglass the bottom to stop it from leaking—but it still leaked.10  

Finally, many years later, I stripped the boat of everything I could save, towed it 
out near the center of the lake and scuttled it. In tears, I came back in, climbed up 
on the roof of the house with my small children beside me, and watched the small 
oil slick dissipate (I hadnʼt thought to drain the engine oil). It was the only fitting 
end to an object that had been the source of so much enjoyment for so long. I 
greatly regret that we didnʼt take better care of it. There is just no excuse. Today, 
I would never allow oil to get into the water that way—but 35 years ago, no one 
thought of those things. 

                                                
10 Maintaining the boat is a story in itself. We used it hard. Every winter we would haul it out and 
refinish it, or send it to CorrectCraft for repairs. One day I hit the Mundyʼs dock and put a hole in 
its side, it sank three times while we had it tied up to the dock and storms came up, and the 
transom rotted out three times. Thatʼs a story for another time. 
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Later years 

After I left for college in 1956, the family use of the place largely ended. After I 
graduated, Sandra and I lived there while remodeling the place in Starke. After 
that, Lu and Curtis, and Bill and Diane lived there from time to time.  

The place just wasnʼt used much.. Occasionally, Sandra and I would spend days 
cleaning it up to stay there and Lu would decide she wanted to use it instead. 
That caused family problems so we just opted out. 

In the late ʻ60ʼs, Sandra and I bought the old Jacobs place from Mary Ann Ware 
Glover.11  I wanted a place for my kids to grow up on the Lake I loved. I had given 
up hope of ever having the old place. We bought a used CorrectCraft12 and I 
taught the kids to drive it and to ski. They socialized a lot with Georgeʼs kids, 
Wade and John Hampton, Sherrie and Otis Starling, John, IV, Stewart, Kirby and 
Timmy Maines, Hollly Hoffman, Marty, Jeff and Mike Shaw, Steve Rutledge and 
George Brown. Interestingly, many were the children or grandchildren of long-
time lake people. We had fine times. On more than one occasion the youth group 
from our church in Gainesville came out. I cooked a million ʻburgers.  

As the kids grew older, social attractions in Gainesville made coming out less 
frequent. We sold the place to David Wainwright in the early ʻ70ʼs. 

I never expected to have a place at Kingsley again. I had a job that made Clay 
County residence impossible.13  When Sandra and I moved back to Starke in 
1980, we again lived at the family lake place while, again, remodeling the Starke 
house. It rekindled many memories. When Mother died in 1987, her will left the 
place to Lu, Bill and me, jointly. I knew that would never work for a variety of 
reasons. As it ended up, Lu and Bill agreed for me to inherit it.  

When we moved back to Starke the last time14, we bought another used 
CorrectCraft—for Lex to ski and barefoot. When we moved back to town, we sold 
it to George. After I inherited the place, we rebuilt the dock and “boathouse,” and 
I bought a really nice, but used, Nautique15  

We were planning to rebuild and make the Lake our permanent home.16  We 
                                                

11 Tom and Ingrid Smith live there now. They replaced the house a few years ago. 
12 Sandra named it “Nose-Job” because we bought it instead of her rhinoplasty; I called it “Ka-
Mel-Lex” after the kids. 
13 Circuit judges are required to live within his/her circuit. Clay County was not within the 8th 
Circuit. 
14 We had moved from Starke to Gainesville while I was attending UF (1959-62 ), back to Starke 
(1963-64), then again to Gainesville (1965-80). We returned to Starke in the spring of 1980. 
15 thatʼs what CorrectCrafts are called now 
16 I left the Bench in 1987 and practiced mediation and arbitration from Starke. To live full time 
at the lake was now “vocationaly” possible. 
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found it too expensive and bought a house nearer town. I traded the Sport 
Nautique for a much older “Ski-tique.”17  Ironically, the Ski-tique (“the Minnow”) 
was similar to the one Marty Shaw and our Melanie were in when a racing 
outboard came across its bow. We now have a Nautique 176, and guess what? 
Our grandchildren are avid skiers. 

I made it my long-term goal to rebuild and live here permanently. By the grace of 
God, and the understanding and unselfishness of my wife, Sandra, it has 
happened.  

 To be continued.... 

         Buzzy Green, March 20, 2009 

First Addendum: Teen Town – 1950ʼs – contributed by Suzanne Matzat Degni 

A couple of Friday nights a month, the teens around Kingsley Lake would pile 
into a car driven by a willing parent (usually someoneʼs mother) and head to the 
National Guard Armory in Starke on Highway 301 for “Teen Town,” an evening of 
socializing, listening to the latest 45 rpms, flirting and dancing. Dreams came true 
at Teen Town and hearts were broken as well. Slow dancing to Smoke Get In 
Your Eyes was reserved for the special heartthrob while you could dance with 
any and all to Elvis, The Four Tops, or The Platters. Layers of colorful net 
petticoats under wide full skirts, and white blouses with peter pan collars for the 
girls—and blue jeans (not too tight, of course), plaid shirts and slicked-back 
greasy hair for the boys. 

At 9:00 p.m. weʼd get the signal from the chaperones—time to go. With one last 
look around for the new heartthrob, weʼd pile in the car and head back the seven 
miles to Kingsley Lake. We loved it. A time to party and have a good old time with 
our lake friends and the “townies.” Teen Town Friday night offered us that 
wonderful “time in-between” when we could slip away from our childhood for a 
couple of hours and get a glimpse of the excitement and (sometimes) 
disappointment that lay ahead for us in life. 

Clark, my original plan was to add to this from time to time and to invite others–my 
contemporaries, primarily–to add to it. For example, I sent it to Suzanne and she 
contributed the addendum. However, many if not most of my contemporaries, are gone. 

 It may not be obvious, but I tried to write it in my “voice” at the age I was 
remembering. And as you suggest, I probably do have some photos of the old house but 
digging them up will take some time. I don't think I kept any of the boat, although I do have 
an old brochure the kids gave me, somewhere. Thanks for the kind words about my effort. 
Some of the “anomalies” are stylistic and some are careless proofreading, please fix. I 
revised the preface to invite others to contribute. -Buzzy 

                                                
17 Sandra argued, logically, that the Nautique was too expensive to hang out there and not be 
used. 


