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WEST END STORY 

—Philip Creutzmann, September 2025 
    

I’m not in Valley Stream very often these days, but when I am, I often pass by the old family house on Waldinger Street 
and take a quick look at the old neighborhood where I grew up. My family owned the house from 1959-2005. If I let my 
mind wander, a lot of memories from those years can swirl around in my head. Most of them good, a few regrettable, but 
many unforgettable highlights that can still make me smile even all these years later. Of course, there’s a spattering of the 
painful, but I guess no one escapes their youth, scar-free. They were complicated years to navigate. 
 
     I also like to look around for changes in the community, to spot something new, like a building or a business, then try 
to remember what was there years ago. Believe it or not, back in the 70s there were still empty lots on Merrick Road. Not 
everything was packed like it is today. My old memory isn’t perfect, but it’s hanging in there. I can still picture a lot from 
those years. 
 
     If I imagine walking from my house on Waldinger Street down to Merrick Road early to mid-‘70s, I find the Snow Valley 
Inn on the corner and Bob Howard’s Transmissions across the road. I turn left and head east past “Z” Motors. I probably 
stop to look through the glass at the muscle cars they always featured in their showroom. A few years later, Dad would 
buy my first car from there, a powder blue ‘68 Camaro SS with a monster 396/4-barrel. Man-o-man—what was he 
thinking?! Way too much power under the hood for a wild and unseasoned 17-year-old's first car. It remained a great car, 
up until two years later when my guardian angel blinked and that beautiful Camaro got totaled by a telephone pole that 
came out of nowhere (I swear), but I walked away unscathed. Things could’ve ended much worse—I’ve been very lucky in 
my life. 
 
     Continuing to walk east on Merrick, I cross N. Montgomery and past Martinians Welding. Next was the used car lot with 
the owner who I seem to remember always wore a cowboy hat, bolo tie, and maybe white shoes (or maybe cowboy 
boots?). He had a very distinctive look with a mustache trimmed real thin to line his upper lip, and a permanent tan, no 
matter the season. At least that’s how I remember him; looking more like a character from “No Country for Old Men” than 
a local Valley Streamer. 
 
     Across the street still moving east was Boening's Florist; then a photographer and Kodak film developer (what’s that?); 
Henry Lam’s Texaco Station; and Marshall’s Drug Store. At the corner of Merrick and Central, I seem to remember a small 
building on the SW corner that housed a realtor's office, before being converted into a bar a few years later called the 
Foxy Hutch. Valley Stream was rich with “gin mills." Having driven a local cab for so many years, I was familiar with a lot 
of the regular drunks. Those were still the hard-drinking years. Men were more commonly macho. It’s not the same today. 
When I think of the afternoon bar crowd back then, I picture grizzled looking old guys, mostly veterans, smoking filterless 
Camels, drinking away the remaining afternoons of their lives, swapping old war stories like a scene from “The Best Years 
of Our Lives.” 
 
     Thanks to my cab driving years, I still, to this day, find drunk people to be insufferable. The afternoon bar business was 
active back then and each place had their regulars. The Rock Front, Couglans, Central Inn, Gateway, Night Cap, The Club 
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(later Larry’s Pub), The Colony Inn, The Walk Inn (later Terry O’s), and of course Trees Lounge, made famous by our 
classmate “Buse.” My father was a lunch regular at Carl Hoppl’s. Bill the bartender would serve up his “eye opener”—
double martini, dry, no olive. Same beaten war stories, I'm sure, just in a classier joint. 
 
     The mood changed after dark when the young crowd moved in. The age limit back then was 18. I seem to remember 
not every local bar wanted or welcomed the under twenty-ones. You couldn’t blame them. Young men were different 
back then, too. We were a rougher crowd. Between the occasional bar fight, and the underage drinking, trouble loomed. 
If I owned a bar, I’d want no part of that, either. My crowd landed at The Back Door. I had my first drink there at the ripe 
old age of 15, and nothing about that was out of the ordinary. It was the ‘70s and that was just par for the course back 
then. The Back Door was owned by a guy named Mike. He and his wife would sit at the bar many nights, protecting their 
investment. I remember everyone respected Mike and was on their best behavior when he was around. 
 
     The Back Door had the best pool table in town and Mike took good care of it. If you put your beer down on the edge of 
the table, he’d pick it up and give you a stern warning. Everyone got with the program when he was present. I played a lot 
of pool there in those years and got pretty good. I still believe to this day, proficiency at pocket-pool is a glaring tell for a 
misspent youth. You never get really good without putting in the time at bars and pool halls. And if you’re in those places, 
chances are, you don’t spend much time at the library studying anything more productive. Most local bars back then had 
pool tables and pinball machines. This was still before video games like Pong and Pac-Man changed the vibe. These were 
also the years when damn near everyone smoked. The dark bar atmosphere masked the wall-to-wall haze of smoke that 
clung to everything, including our lungs. How different it was back then compared to today. Health consciousness was 
barely a thing. When your parents smelled your clothes the next day, there was no hiding where you were the night 
before. 
 
     Back to my walk…At the corner of Merrick and Central, the Porterhouse was catty-corner and Rivoli TV was straight 
across. Rivoli's tall storefront windows were lit up with TVs that ran most of the day. If I turned right, I’d find the Central 
Inn and Pat's Deli. To the left, one block over, was Central Hardware and a little further up was Hendrickson Bros. at the 
corner of Stein. But I keep walking east with a familiar destination in mind. I pass the Gateway Bar and Ascher’s 
Luncheonette with Barth Spencer across the street. Further down that side was the big beverage center and Dairy Barn. I 
can still picture Hills Supermarket with the Belair Theater next door, along with Etcetera Drugs, and Vinnie’s Pizza Place 
with the guy who I remember maybe being a little too handsy with all the young girls. There was a Chinese joint in there, 
too, located in the end store next to Merrick, before it became a bank. 
 
     Further east maybe Burger King was there or maybe it was still an empty lot. I forget what year they opened, maybe 
1973. But across the street was the original Carvel Ice Cream stand with that grey house next door behind the tall bushes 
where the bee keeper lived. You could never enjoy your ice cream without the nuisance of swiping away curious 
bees. When I played Kiwanis Little League, the coach Mr. Colonna and his senior citizen assistant coach Mr. Guargenty, 
would literally pile us into their cars after games and head to Carvel for ice cream cones. As a baseball player, there weren’t 
many kids on the team worse than me. I mean, I was really bad. But one game, God blessed me with hitting in the winning 
run. I say “God” because it was nothing less than a miracle. I played Kiwanis Little League for three years and it’s the only 
moment I remember… because… on that day at Carvel… everyone got a small cone but Mr. Colonna bought me a large! 
Winning, I learned, had its benefits. Funny the things that stick in your mind. 
 
     Paul’s Diner was at the corner of Fletcher and across the street further down was Carl Hoppl’s Park Inn with its rustic 
exterior and iconic water wheel. They even had goldfish. That place was a landmark for VS, and always busy, until it wasn’t. 
Carl died, his sons took over, and that I seem to remember, began its inevitable death spiral. I think that structure remained 
vacant for a couple years before the redevelopment of the property. 
 
     I turn into the parking lot at the VS Pool, passing that tiny police booth. I just remember the pool for freezing cold 
morning swim lessons, Summer fun in the early years, and then the pool dances with live music. Having the pool was a 
real bonus for the village. I take the path past the tall painted cinder block wall that lined the west side of the pool, past 
the paddleball courts where I spent many many hours, to arrive at my final destination… The Benches by the gazebo, next 
to the Administration Building, to hang out with all my mischievous friends. I spent many years in The Park. The early years 
fishing the lake with Spooky Furino and Johnny Montana and also ice-skating when the lake would freeze. Then in maybe 
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7th-9th grade we hung out at The Bridge before graduating to The Benches when we reached high school. Twenty years 
later I’d do loops around the lake on my Trek 750, a nostalgic return to my old stomping ground, but then with a young 
Emily strapped into her baby seat. 
 
     In the early 70s, there were always dozens of kids hanging out at The Benches. It was far less complicated being there 
than being home. They were great years, filled with all kinds of coming of age experimentation and growth. I’m not a 
nostalgic guy per se, and I may not remember every moment, but I never forgot how great it felt to get out of my house, 
away from my parents, to meet up with friends, just to hang-out and have fun. 
 
     I can’t say I wouldn’t change a thing, because today I’m a grown man with much more sense and a lifetime of well-
earned wisdom, but I’d be lying to say that I didn’t thoroughly enjoy my youth. I lived in that moment, feeling the future 
would take care of itself, and that’s exactly what happened. We broke rules and did dumb things, but somehow we made 
it into adulthood unscathed (for the most part), with good memories that lasted a lifetime.  
 
     When I reminisce about 1970s Valley Stream, I can’t help but think how my generation, the ones born to mostly WWII 
and Korean vets, came of age in a perfect pocket, just after the Vietnam War and before everything got so friggin’ 
complicated. I would not prefer growing up in today’s world. My formative years were guided by the wisdom of The 
Greatest Generation, and we the people they call “Boomers” today, have had a lot of valuable experiences, even though 
they don’t always translate well to young ears. The time period of our lives span from the Old World to the new. Our 
grandparents immigrated to this country with all the simple traditional values of their world, and now we watch our 
children and grandchildren navigate a much different world with all the complications and benefits it has to offer. 
 
     Time marches on... and everyone marches along with it. 
 
     In the big picture, me and my Valley Stream contemporaries were all lucky to have grown up where we did, when we 
did, and with whom we did. We had a beautiful looking school in a safe neighborhood, an oasis of a park, options to play 
every sport, places to go at night, a shopping mall, easy train access to beaches and the Big City, great music, great cars, 
and great hair. What more could a young guy ask for from his youth?  
 
About the Author 
 
    Phil Creutzmann graduated Valley Stream Central High School and the University of Buffalo (English major) in 1975 
and 1980, respectively. He worked for Valley Stream Taxi on-and-off between 1976 and 1991. He owns Mailbox Shoppe, 
a retail business, since 1993, and has lived in Northport for almost as long.  

 

 
17-year-old Phil and his mother in front of their home. 

26 North Waldinger Street 
  

 


