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W e l c o m e 
Class of 2013 

Twelve of the twenty one Palisades children who began kindergarten in the 
South Orangetown School District this September gathered at the Palisades 

Library to have their picture taken. 

Front Row, left to right: Jordan Dubbs, Michael Anderson; Middle Row, left to right: Venita Ren, Emily Funk, 
Dominic Nemesdy, Brian O Connor, Samuel Hyde; Back Row, left to right: Savannah Smith, Kate Plotkin, May 
Adzema-Herold, Allison Kroenert, Amanda Kramer. Not pictured: Jessica Arias, Yvonne Cheng, Steven Cheng, 
Colby Cohen, Jeremy Kayas, Leonard Minuto, Alexandria Nelson, Joshua Panter, Jinseob Yoon 
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A L I C E H A A G E N S E N 
Celebrates Her One Hundreth 

Birthday 
Alice Haagensen, who was 

born on August 22, 1900, 
celebrated her one hun

dredth birthday this summer on 
Metoxit Point, on Cape Cod, 
across Waquoit Bay from the 
house that she was born in. For 
fifty years she and her husband 
Cushman Haagensen, a cancer 
surgeon, lived in Palisades in the 
house at the end of Woods Road 
now owned by the Lonbergs. 
Shortly after moving here in 1941 
she became interested in local his
tory and in 1986 she published 
Palisades and Snedens Landing, 
the definitive history of our 
community. She was the 
founder of the Palisades \ 
Historical Committee and con
tinues to serve as a resource 
when people have questions 
about the past. She now lives in 
an apartment in her daughter 
Alice Gerard's house, at the end ol 
Corbett Lane. Although she has 
difficulty both seeing and hearing, 
she still goes for walks, enjoys life 
and her family, and has an excel
lent memory. When asked to share 
her experience of the last one hun
dred years for readers of 10964, 
she wrote the following. 

A PERSONAL VIEW OF 
THE TWENTIETH 
CENTURY 

Ihave lived through the whole of 
the twentieth century and can 

look back on momentous changes. 
In my childhood, the first ten or 
fifteen years of the century, daily 
life was much like that in the 
nineteenth century. We had no 

transportation except trains, boats 
(the nicest), horse-drawn vehicles, 
and our feet.We had no electricity, 
no radio, TV, movies, or super 
market. We made our own amuse
ments: reading, walking, sailing 
and playing games. 

In the small village on Cape 
Cod ——-

where we 
spent our long summers - four 
months or more - we must have 
lived as we would have 100 years 
before. We had running water and 
a flush toilet - the only one in the 
village - only because we had 
built a large tank in the attic and 
pumped a thousand strokes every 
day to fill it from our well. Today 
it is hard to imagine a family of 
seven with only one bathroom. 
My father and older brother 
chopped wood for the kitchen 
range, which heated water and 

cooked our food. My father, with 
help from all the children, grew 
all the vegetables we ate and we 
all fished, caught crabs and dug 
clams and mussels. We had ice 
only when there had been a cold 
winter. Other summers we had a 
round cellar under the kitchen, 
reached by a trap door in the floor, 
where we kept perishables. 
Kerosene lamps and candles pro
vided our only light in the 
evenings. 

In Madison, Wisconsin, where 
\* o lived in the winter, we had 
many of the same lacks, 
although we had stores to sup
ply food and "help" from a cou
ple of German or Scandinavian 
farmers' daughters. To allow for 
the two more added to our fam
ily, we had one full bathroom 
and one lavatory with toilet and 

uashbowl. And we had gas lights, 
fhere were of course no school 
buses, and we often walked to 
.school between six-foot drifts of 
snow. 

I still go back to Cape Cod 
every summer, as do my children, 
grandchildren, and great-grand
children, living in the house my 
husband, Cushman, built for us, 
enlarging it as our family grew 
during his lifetime. Now we have 
to take turns. All the descendants 
of my brothers and sister do the 
same, living in their own houses 
and sharing as we do. I am the 
only one of the second generation 
left, but there are lots of third, 
fourth and fifth generations and 
even two sixth-generation babies. 
Children continue to sail and 
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swim and walk and catch crabs 
and dig clams, just as we did. 
They have warm relationships 
with family, friends, and the place 
that give them a sound foundation 
for their whole lives. 

When we first came to live in 
Palisades, sixty years ago, things 
were very different from today. 
Houses were for rent or sale at 
prices which seem ridiculously 
low to us nowadays. Many people 
who lived here didn't have much 
money; a number were artists, 
writers, and theater people. The 
village had an intimate feeling -
everyone knew each other and 
helped each other out. Children 
spent afternoons after school play
ing unsupervised in the village 
and in the woods. Everyone swam 
at the Waterfall and attended the 
yearly tennis party; more people 
did their own home repairs and 
took care of their own gardens 
than today. 

The library, which had been 
supported so far by members of 
the Lawrence family, was 
orphaned when the last Lawrence 
patron, Lydia Hyde, died. After 

Alice and her great-granddaughter, 
Peri Gerard-Little. 

being run for several years by vol
unteers, it had a chance to join a 
larger library system, but at an 
emotional meeting the library 
board, of which I was a member, 
decided to continue alone. A few 

months later the board changed its 
mind, attracted by the many 
advantages of membership in the 
Ramapo-Catskill Library System. 

Alice as child with brother. 

The school, like the library, 
was one of our great concerns. 
My two daughters, like all their 
friends, went to the public school 
in the village. It was governed 
completely by ourselves, with a 
well-attended meeting every 
spring, and a board of directors 
whom we elected. The "Old 
School" to the south of Oak Tree 
Road was left to the kindergarten, 
hot lunches, and for a time the 
library, while the "New School" 
across the road accomodated eight 
grades in two classrooms. 
Eventually the school was first 
incorporated into the South 
Orangetown School District, and 
then closed. We lost any kind of 
direct control over our schools. 

My lifetime has spanned the 
First World War, the market boom, 
when everyone was rich, the 
crash, the Depression, when 
everyone was peer, the Second 
World War, the wild sixties and 
the Vietnam War. Looking back 
on the century I have a feeling of 
cautious optimism. Women and 
blacks have made great advances. 
No longer is communism a men

ace; instead we are trying to help 
them. The United Nations has 
some influence, and I hope will 
have more. The warring parties in 
Ireland and Israel are negotiating 
instead of fighting. 

I must say I am worried about 
the great population increase all 
over the world. Another thing I 
worry about is babies. Nearly 
every mother has a job and many 
of them have to go back to work 
and leave the baby with a caregiv
er. Since the early years of a 
child's life are important for future 
development, this may make trou
ble later. I also worry about the 
computer. It has been around for 
only about twenty years, and 
already it is involved in almost 
every facet of life. As time goes 
on, I expect the whole world will 
be dependent on computers and 
thus a virus could cause a huge 
disaster. 

I now live in a sunny apart
ment in Alice's house, filled with 
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Alice on her one hundredth birth
day with young relative. 

plants and flowers and with views 
of the river from every window. I 
enjoy writing about the past, and, 
since there are few people my age 
left in the village, being an 
authority on early days. One of 
my greatest pleasures is seeing my 
two talented daughters, my six 
interesting grandchildren, and my 
six unusually attractive and intelli
gent great-grandchildren. 
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Y O N D E R H I L L 
Rises Again 

by Milbry Polk 
Photographs by Mary Tiegreen 

ft Ne 
"ever in our wildest 
dreams did we ever 
think we would own 

Yonderhill," mused Ernest Quick 
one late August morning sitting 
amidst an antique tableau in the 
main room of the antique shop. 
"Richard and I trained under 
Tippy," (O'Neil, longtime propri
etor of Yonderhill and renowned 
auctioneer and antique dealer). 
"He was remarkable. So when we 
purchased Yonderhill, which we 
now call Yonderhill Associates to 
keep the name alive, we wanted to 
continue that quality look he was 
known for." 

The building on the corner of 

9W and Closter Road was built in 
1859 as a Methodist meeting 
house. But by the early 1900's its 
flock dwindled and the building 
had been abandoned by the time it 
was purchased by O'Neil in 
1935. Over the years Yonderhill 
became known as one of the pre
eminent antique auction houses in 
the New York area. Generations of 
Palisadians, not to mention 
legions of folk from New Jersey, 
New York and Connecticut, were 
entertained by Tippy at his regular 
auctions, and by the way learned a 
tremendous amount from him as 
they furnished their homes with 
his chosen antiques. 

An equally large part of the 
Yonderhill persona was Palisadian 
John Garrison. He began working 
for O'Neil when he was a teenag
er in the early days of the busi
ness. Over the years John became 
respected in his own right for his 
considerable knowledge and sage 
advice. John and his wife Jill even 
lived upstairs at Yonderhill for a 
time. John's sister-in-law Loni 
Garrison later joined the team and 
soon was as known for her knowl
edge of antiques as for her gra
cious welcome to everyone who 
crossed the threshold. Miss 
Marshall who kept the business 
running, rounded out the team. 

Left to right: Steven Lonsdale, Ernest Quick, Dominick Marangi, Micheie Fox, and Richard Benizio 
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