
 1 

This is Marian Krzyzowski and I’m at the home of Mr. Edward Maliszewski and today is 
January 24, 2003  and we’re here to talk about Chene Street and businesses on Chene 
Street and particularly Mr. Maliszewski’s business, the furniture store on Chene Street. 
Let me first begin by asking you a little bit about your family.  Your parents, maybe your 
grandparents, where they were from, their names, and how your family ended up in the 
Chene Street neighborhood. 
 
EM: I don’t know 
 
MK: Your dad’s name? 
 
EM: My dad is Peter, and of course he founded the business.  My mother is Sophie 
Wysocka, and I don’t know what else I can tell you. 
 
MK: They’re Polish I assume 
 
EM: Yes, they both are 
 
MK: Do you know if they were born in Poland? 
 
EM: Dad was born in Poland, Tyszowce.  In the county of Lublin.  Mother was born in 
Toledo, Ohio.  Her parents were in the grocery business and how he met her I don’t 
know. 
 
MK: Did they meet in Detroit do you know? 
 
EM: I don’t know. I presume they did though. 
 
MK: Do you know when your dad was born, the year of his birth? 
 
EM: I have no idea. Even he didn’t know 
 
MK: When were you born? 
 
EM: 1919, October 
 
MK: What do you know of the store and the business? How did he get into it? 
 
EM: He started out by painting the bottom of railroad cars with tar. Not a very good job, 
and to save the price of the streetcar fare, he’d walk home. And walking home, he used to 
pass by Prus Furniture. And it was always busy. 
 
MK: And where was Prus Furniture? 
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EM: I don’t know. I think it was on Canfield.  He finally figured out that it would be a 
pretty good business, so he started by buying a table, an end table, and putting it in the 
window where he was living. 
 
MK: Do you know where he was living at the time? 
 
EM: I do not. 
 
MK: Was it in that neighborhood? 
 
EM: It was in the Polish neighborhood, but not on Chene Street.  So he sold the one table 
and he bought two tables, and he sold two and he got started. At that time, stoves were 
the automobiles of today and they formed the, if you had a big stove, you had a lot of 
money, and he went to Detroit, Michigan Stove Company which made the Garland and 
the Jewel Stoves copied by that big stove they had near the Belle Isle Bridge and he went 
in there cold and started ordering stoves. And the order was so big that the salesman 
decided he’d better meet the president of the company. So they took him to the president 
and they asked him, after they spoke for a while, he mentioned that that was quite an 
order, how did he intend to pay for it? And my dad said, when I sell them, I’ll have some 
money and I’ll pay you and it was such an honest reply that the guy went along with him.  
That was a big part of his beginning. They had a team of horses that ran from Milwaukee 
Junction to the Chene Street store, which he had built in the meantime. 
 
MK: When did he build that store? 
 
EM: 5520 and the idea was he’d build half a store. The idea was that when the war was 
over—this is World War I--what he would do is he would build the other side and then 
join them together.  Well the war came along and that stopped everything, so he just built 
the one and then he added the second one to it when he could. Things were pretty rough 
there for a while and my dad was, he either was so busy, you didn’t have time to build or 
you were so broke, you didn’t have money to build and that was pretty much the story of 
his life. He never went broke. For a while I used to call him semi-annual Pete because he 
would pay them semi-annually and they knew it so they just added it to the price, the cost 
of the merchandise. But that was the way it was then.  He employed about five people all 
together, and a truck driver and a helper, but he was happy in it. His life was on Chene 
Street and my mother was, she wanted off of that street and into a better neighborhood, so 
they moved to Chicago Boulevard and they built a big home there, and then just before I 
went into the first grade, they moved onto Buckingham in Grosse Pointe. And then from 
Buckingham to Bedford and from Bedford he passed away, not knowing his age. It was 
either seventy or seventy-two. He had a stroke and the doctors thought he wouldn’t last 
the night and he lasted two years before he succumbed, and that was pretty much it. 
 
MK: What year did he die? 
 
EM: You know I can’t remember it, but it was about 35, 40 years ago. 
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MK: Okay, so when you were born, your family was actually living in Grosse Pointe? 
 
EM: No, I was born on Chene Street. 
 
MK: So they lived in the store or above the store? 
 
EM: No, no, no, he— 
 
MK: Where did they live: 
 
EM: Two doors away 
 
MK: which way? 
 
EM: Away from the river, they had a house there and I remember very vaguely that 
house, it was-- They used to dry the clothes in the attic and they did their washing and 
stuff in the basement.  I had the pleasure of walking--or falling--down the steps and 
landing in a bucket of starch.  But they were there for quite a while. 
 
MK: so, this was two doors down from the store? 
 
EM: Two doors away from the store. 
 
MK: Going south 
 
EM: Going north.   
 
MK: Going north. 
 
EM: Yeah. 
 
MK: So 
 
EM: The river was south. 
 
MK: Right. So it’s 5520 was the store, so it probably was  
 
EM: I think they went three numbers to the footage. 
 
MK: Okay. 
 
EM: So it’d probably be about 5515 to 18, right in there, because the store addresses were 
5512 and 5520.  It was a very busy neighborhood. 
 
MK: So, I’m a little confused. The store was 5512, 5520 so that’s going north. The 
numbers get bigger as we go north.  
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EM: So that would be 5522-23 where I was born. 
 
MK: Okay. So was this a wood frame house? 
 
EM: Yes it was 
 
MK: And was it a two story house? 
 
EM: Two story house 
 
MK: And you occupied the entire house? 
 
EM: Yes we did 
 
MK: And how many brothers and sisters were there? 
 
EM: I have four sisters, no brothers  
 
MK : And your sisters are older, younger 
 
EM: Two are older, two are younger. I’m in the middle 
 
MK: So when you were born, you were actually born in the house, or were you born 
somewhere 
 
EM: At that time, when I was born, hospitals were pretty sophisticated and I was born 
with I think a midwife or a doctor, I’m not sure which. But, it was a long time ago. 
 
MK: Yeah. I know, I know. So then they lived in that house, when you were born, you 
were living there. How long after did they move out? Where did you go to elementary 
school? 
 
EM: I went to St. Claire in the Pointe on Mack.  From the first through the eighth grade 
and I had four sisters that did the same 
 
MK: So by the time you were six, you were ready here 
 
EM: Yes 
 
MK: What do you remember, and your sisters were all born, some of them were born 
there but some of them were born-- 
 
EM: As I say, two were older, they were born on Chene Street too and two were younger. 
The last one was born in…you know I don’t know 
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MK: Your mother, did she have any role in the business at all? 
 
EM: No not at all. My dad’s theory was you take care of the house, I’ll take care of the 
store. 
 
MK: And when you first remember, if you can, as far back as you remember, how many 
employees were in the store? 
 
EM: One, two, three—three were on the sales floor—or four--and two were in the back 
 
MK: Can you describe the store? Let’s say someone were to be standing in front of the 
business across the street looking at it, what would they see and then when you walk 
inside what would you see? So if you can start from the outside.  
 
EM: Well, you started, the part you saw first was the built part.  There was three stores to 
it. The original was wood and one story. When you looked at it, you looked at a sixty 
foot, no, you looked at about seventy feet of frontage. 
 
MK: A big store 
 
EM: Yeah.  And it was 143 feet deep.  That I remember. And we had a warehouse. It was 
on the Chene Street and the back was in an alley. Across the alley, we had a big two-story 
warehouse with elevators and the whole package.  But as you looked, the offices were on 
the far right and as you walked in the store, you looked down a long aisle with the 
traditional right side and left side. And then you had a wall and then you had the original 
store, which was just one big room. I had it when, before my dad died, I had, we had 
opened the wall up and made arches through it. 
 
MK: The wall was on what side if I’m walking--on the left side, okay. 
 
EM: And we had i--towards Nowak’s.  We had at the time, there was a woman next door 
had a delicatessen in the Lendzons, who were the big five and dime. 
 
MK: Five and dime 
 
EM:  They were there the whole time we were there. I can’t recall the woman’s last 
name, but I remember she used to make two ton of kielbasa. 
 
MK: Mrs. Przekora? 
 
EM: I think it was.  And that’s actually how I got the store. We went to Grand Rapids to 
look at some furniture, my mother and I, she wanted to buy a few things. That’s when she 
moved in here, and they disposed of a lot of stuff and they had to scale it down and that’s 
pretty much what you see here.  When I came back, the awnings on the left side of the 
store, the wood store, had been scorched and looking at it, when you walked in it got a 
very strong smell of smoke, and I walked in and felt the wall on the left side and it was 
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not warm or anything, but we just had smoke damage.  So I called the insurance company 
and went all through that and I was strictly an employee at that time 
 
MK: What year was this, do you remember? 
 
EM: I came back from the service in almost 46, and it was 17 years later. 46 and 17 is 70-
-- 
 
MK: ‘63 
 
EM: Yeah.  And then I worked there after dad died. I worked there all together seventeen 
years, taking time off to go to college. 
 
MK: Where did you go to school? 
 
EM: I went to school in Ohio. I went to Denison University and it was a very nice school, 
a small school. My sisters went to, one of them, the oldest one went to U of M, and the 
second one went to the University of Chicago. She became an artist, commercial artist. 
And the younger two just got married. She was on a train going back and forth to the 
University of Michigan. But the first and the youngest were the two brains in the family.  
They were both brilliant. The oldest one, Angeline, was a big woman on campus. She 
was a beauty queen, one of the Big Ten beauty queens. She was a very good looking girl 
and went all through, she became--I know she was a big woman on campus, that I 
remember. And the younger one just got married. She finished college in three years and 
to keep busy--we all spoke Polish at that time-- 
 
MK: I was wondering too whether your family spoke Polish at home. 
 
EM: Well, when we were very young, we all spoke Polish. That’s all that was spoken in 
the house, and then as we grew older my mother was smart enough to realize that we 
weren’t going to stay in that neighborhood all of our lives, so we’d better do something 
and get acclimated to something new, so she told my dad, when we’re home let’s talk 
English, and of course, I couldn’t speak English at all as a child, a young child and then 
when I went to school you had to learn it and you did.   
 
MK: What was your youngest sister’s name? 
 
EM: Lillian. Lillian. There was Angeline, Irene, Mildred, and Lillian.  Lillian is married 
and living out in California, Millie is divorced and living in Kansas City. Irene is living in 
a suburb of Las Vegas and Angeline, who they call Angel just passes\d away. She passed 
away about a month ago. 
 
MK: Sorry to hear that. 
 
EM: Well she was 80--about 87, so it was time.  But she lived with her daughter, she was 
divorced and— 
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MK: So let’s go back now. You were born in 1919, you were living in the building two 
doors down from the store.  At that point, the store was just the wood, the old wood 
frame store right? 
 
EM: No, it was both stores. 
 
MK: It was already— 
 
EM: It was both stores.  Soon as the war ended, my dad built the second one, three 
stories. 
 
MK: Okay, was it a brick exterior?  
 
EM: Oh yeah, all brick 
 
MK: What color brick  
 
EM: Red. 
 
MK: And were there windows?  Were there big show windows or not? 
 
EM: Big show windows. The little store had windows all the way across. The big store, 
the one you entered into had a window on the left, then the center entrance, then the 
window on the right, and it was, I remember 143 feet or 134 feet, but the width,  enough 
for a couple of sofas on each side.  Longways. Lord knows I moved enough of them. 
 
MK: So what kind of furniture did the store sell? 
 
EM: Sold to the neighborhood. It was very much a Polish neighborhood and competitors 
were all Jewish. 
 
MK: Tell me about some of the competitors. 
 
EM: Well, there was--they followed my dad’s theory. If you’re going to open a business, 
open it as close you can to the most successful guy on the street and Central Stores 
opened on the corner. They owned the building from the corner, they owned two 
buildings. 
 
MK: which corner now are we talking about? 
 
EM: The corner of Ferry and Chene.  
 
MK: Ferry and Chene, okay. 
 
EM: Yeah. And Margolis came in and he opened a store on the opposite end near Palmer. 
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MK: Okay, so Central Stores, was that the Raimi Store? 
 
EM: yes it was 
 
MK: Okay, the Sam Raimi store 
 
EM: Yes. So that was a very busy street for a long time. I understand from some of the 
peddlers that used to sell us that Chene Street was second to Fifth Avenue in New York 
in volume and dollar volume per front foot. That’s taking the long way around, but that’s 
what it comes to. And they were busier than hell, they were, they stayed busy right along.    
 
MK: So on the one block you had actually three furniture stores--the Raimi store, your 
dad’s store, and Margolis.  
 
EM: Right 
 
MK: Margolis started out though further down the street didn’t he? Wasn’t he down by 
Warren or someplace? 
 
EM: No, no, right down by Palmer. 
 
MK: Okay, but didn’t he have a store before that down the street? 
 
EM: I couldn’t tell you. I couldn’t tell you.  
 
MK: So do you remember how old were you when Central Appliance, I mean Central 
Stores moved in? 
 
EM: I can’t remember, but they moved in--I’m not even sure if it was before World War 
II or after, I think it’s before. It was before. And then Margolis came in third, but I don’t 
recall.   
 
MK: So you guys must have moved a lot of furniture off of that block 
  
EM: Oh yeah yeah, yeah, it was busy 
 
MK: When did you actually begin working in the store? 
 
EM: After World War II, in 1946, I came in and I worked there for 17 years. 
 
MK: And what was your job in the store; what did you do? 
 
EM: I did everything from firing the furnace, keeping some of the books, salesman, part-
time refinisher.  My dad did a good job. He had us all around.  
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MK: Tell me about your dad, can you kind of describe him, what he was like, what he 
looked like? 
 
EM: Well, he was kind of a handsome man. Short and stocky, and he enjoyed Dom 
Polski very very much. That was his life really, he wanted to stay on Chene because of 
that.  He worked hard and played hard and he and my mother would—there wasn’t any—
any entertaining was done in the house, at home.  
 
MK: None? 
 
EM: None. There was quite a bit. They had a group of people that they were [?] another 
furniture man from Hamtramck and he had another furniture guy from Hamtramck 
 
MK: Do you remember their names’? 
 
EM: I’m trying to think. I don’t remember their names. 
 
MK: Were they Jewish? 
 
EM: Oh no. They were Polish. I think the other one, I think there were three Polish 
people in the whole Hamtramck and Detroit that were in furniture and they were my dad, 
there was oh dear, I can’t recall. They were all good friends 
 
MK: Perkowski? 
 
EM: Yes. Yes. One of them and another one was--damn, I can’t remember anything.   
 
MK: So the Perkowski store was further south. 
 
EM: Well Perkowski was—oh yeah, that would be the fourth one—he was further south 
yeah. They were near Warren and we were near Ferry. My dad had the better of the two 
locations 
 
MK: Why is that? 
 
EM: He had the Ferry Market across the street, and the Wednesdays and Saturdays were 
awfully busy. They were just loaded. Traffic was hard to move around for a while and 
then after the war, it slowed down and then of course all the old timers started moving out 
and the only people that were coming in were Blacks or what you normally refer to as 
Displaced People from areas around Poland and Germany.  Ed Nowak could help you out 
there.  
 
MK: So you were in the store though between 1947, 1946 and 1963, you were working 
there in the store. 
 
EM: Yes. Yes. 
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MK: And did you ever actually, were you the manager of the store? 
 
EM: I ran it, after my dad passed away, my mother, I don’t think she knew where the 
store was as far as the location.  That’s kind of a ridiculous statement, but. I remember a 
couple of times she walked into Central Stores by mistake. She wasn’t down there very 
often, but she was--now I worked there, I remember 17 years without a vacation. My dad 
was tough. If you worked there, you worked.  We had a driver that was with us for 42 
years, retired for two and came back for two.  
 
MK: Do you remember his name by any chance? 
 
EM: John Bartkowiak.   
 
NJL How’s that spelled? 
 
EM: B-A-R-T-K-O-W-I-A-K. That was kind of funny. There was no such thing as you 
charge your gas, you’d pay for it, and he would take the truck right next door to the 
Sunoco station, Bristol, next door to Nowak’s. 
 
MK: At Palmer. 
 
EM: Yeah, before he moved across the, yeah, and then it became Hoss. Hoss’s. Joe Hoss. 
I’m losing my track of everything. I haven’t talked about this in a long time.  Where was 
I? 
 
MK: Bartkowiak. You were talking about the driver 
 
EM: Oh yeah. What he would do is he’d go down and fill a tank and you could fill it up 
and he’d always keep a five dollar bill with him and when he came back, he’d give my 
father a receipt and as soon as I went to work there, I noticed that it was always 
misspelled P-A-I-D 3dollars and something to fill the tank so I said dad, we’re losing 
some money here every time he fills up which was probably once a day. He would stuff 
his pocket with the change and my dad asked, when did you notice that? I said I just 
noticed it, and he said well it’s been going on for years and he said as long as I know 
what he’s taking, it’s okay.  What you don’t know is what’s going to hurt you, so he left 
it at that 
 
MK: So, did your dad pass away in ‘63? 
 
EM: Yes 
 
MK: then what happened to the store and to you? 
 
EM: I went to my mother and then when we took that trip to Grand Rapids, I couldn’t 
afford to buy it. I had nothing. The banks found out that I was strictly an employee, not a 
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member of the firm, so I gave her my life savings and I came up with ten thousand 
dollars and that was a down payment and then for about fourteen years after that, I paid 
her by the week because I couldn’t afford to put that much together in a month, so I paid 
her every week, I give her my lump, and I remember the last, when I gave her that last 
payment for the store, she said, why don’t you forget it you’ve been so good about paying 
it, never missed or been late a day. Why don’t you just not pay me that and I’ll mark it 
Paid In Full and I just decided and I said no, I’m not going to do that, I paid this much, 
I’ll pay the rest of it. I paid her off and that was it and then for quite a few years I stayed 
there and then I finally decided nothing was coming in. It was getting Blacker and 
Blacker, which is all right. It’s not very condusive to business and I decided to make a 
move, so I went out to, the only place I could find was in St Claire Shores. I was in 
Grosse Pointe first on Mack and 8 Mile and I put down 100 dollars down and I sold it, I 
bought it from they guy who, I tried to buy it, or rent it, from the guy that had all the 
property in Grosse Pointe, up and down Mack Avenue. Any time I saw an empty store, it 
was the same telephone number to call, so I finally we had to move a stove out--furnace 
out. There was a lean to in the back that I’d figured would be great for seating, and my 
intention was to go into Novelty Furniture and wall stock. 
 
MK: What year was this? Was it the ‘70s? You said you paid off your mother over 
fourteen years, so that would have made it ‘77 when you paid her off, right? ‘Cuz you 
said-- 
 
EM: I would say after I paid her off.  I’ve been on Mack Avenue for about forty years. 
 
MK: Forty years. 
 
EM: Wait, does that come out? 
 
MK: That comes out to be-- 
 
EM:  I was in business for forty years.  I’m terrible at dates and names. 
 
MK: But let’s see, your dad died in ‘63, so you were still in the store then, and then you 
bought it for the down payment of ten grand. 
 
EM: After quite a few years. When we decided to go out of business because there wasn’t 
any, people were afraid to come down to Chene. 
 
MK: What year, was that in the ‘70s? 
 
EM: I can’t recall.. I think it was—before the race riots.   
 
MK: Before the riot. 
 
EM: Before the riot 
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MK: The riot was in ’67. 
                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                                         
EM: So then this would be--I was on Mack Avenue for about four or five years at that 
time because I owned a house behind the store next to the warehouse, And we used to 
have four families in it, and they found when a new administration came in, they told me 
that I couldn’t have four families; I’d have to have no more than two because of the 
means of egress. So I had a fellow that did the remodeling of the store go over there and 
he says “why don’t you put an outside entrance in? Put a stairway up the front.” So he did 
and I remember I wanted to ensure that for 5,000 dollars and the good hands people said 
they wouldn’t take it for five, they’d take it for nine.  I said okay give me nine, and I 
remember being on Mack Avenue when I got a phone call that said people are jumping 
put of windows, and the place is burning up. All hell is breaking loose here, so I got in 
the car, went down and nobody was hurt. People didn’t jump out the windows, but the 
basement was a crawl space and one the fellow was downstairs doing something, one of 
the tenants, and when he came, he left a cigar on the furniture and he was down there 
much longer than expected and the cigar started a fire. That’s how that happened and the 
place burned down. It was totaled. I can’t remember the dates though. 
 
MK: Was that before the riots though, or after the riots? 
 
EM: It had to be after the riots. 
 
MK: But you were not in business on Chene Street when the riots came? 
 
EM: No.  
 
MK: You were already on Mack Avenue. 
 
EM: On Mack Avenue. But the police, I remember, came by and they said why is it that 
the Central Store was robbed, they broke out the windows, they robbed, they cleaned the 
place out; it was on television, you could see people carrying, they were basically 
appliances. But they were carrying televisions out  
 
MK: This was on Chene Street 
 
EM: On Chene and Ferry, and Margolis got broken into and they didn’t even break a 
window in my place at that time. 
 
MK: But you weren’t open 
 
EM: No, the building was my mother’s, she rented it out to--do you remember Gregory 
Mayor and Tom downtown Detroit, office supplies. She rented it out to one of the 
Gregorys, and he was in it at the time, but they didn’t even break a window and the police 
were amazed, how was it--there were some markings on the window. What they meant, I 
don’t know, except maybe to leave this guy alone: they always took care of us. But they 
vandalized, it was clearly an exception. That store was not bothered a bit. 
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MK: Ed Nowak told me when I talked to him, because he was on the street during the 
riot. He was upstairs in the store above, and he told me that what he saw was not Black 
people, but he said he saw white people from the neighborhood-- 
 
EM: Oh yeah.  
 
MK: Breaking into stores 
 
EM: I don’t know about that, as I said, I wasn’t there at the time. I’m just reporting what I 
saw on television. A lot of blacks were going, you know the way they are. Hoopdedoo. 
But it almost put Central Stores out of business I think. 
 
MK: Was Central Stores was even there before the war. Before World War II, do you 
remember as a kid was Central Stores there?  
 
EM: As a kid no, they were not, that was a bank. A bank and then a store next to it. There 
were two lots. On the corner was a bank, next to the bank was a store that I don’t recall 
what was in it, and then my dad’s two stores. 
 
MK: So when you came back from the service, was Central already in there? 
 
EM: Oh yeah, they were in before the war I think. They were for sure. Margolis was 
there, and-- 
 
MK: Do you remember the owner, Sam Raimi, do you remember him at all? 
 
EM: No, they had a manager. I can’t recall his name right now, but the owner never came 
by. I never met him 
 
MK: Was the manager Polish? 
 
EM: No, Jewish. They went into manufacturing at that time. They were manufacturing, I 
can’t remember the name, some sort of a washer. I don’t remember that you couldn’t sell 
an automatic appliance. You had to sell an old-fashioned kind. You know by hand. 
 
MK: Yeah I remember because my mother had one of those. 
 
EM: Oh yeah. The old-timers didn’t like to change very much.  When my mother was 
alive, she wanted a television set. She decided that the television that I had gotten for her 
wasn’t any good; it worked perfectly good for me but it didn’t work for her. So I 
remember I got her a new one and it was color, and I brought the thing home, to her and 
she would have nothing to do with it. She said don’t take it, don’t even open the box. 
Leave it in the box. I don’t want it. I want one, a 19 inch black and white, which she had, 
and she wasn’t going to have any push buttons or whatever they had, but she was quite, 
she was very, very advanced in her thinking except on, she always loved the Hot Point 
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stove. My dad gave her a GE electric and she never accepted that, she wanted a Hot 
Point. It’s the same stove with a different name on it. But that’s the way they are. You 
can’t get them to change. 
 
MK: What about Margolis? Who ran that store? 
 
EM: Herbert, Herb Margoles, the son and the daughter. 
 
MK: Do you remember the daughter’s name? 
 
EM: I do not 
 
MK: And so the father, because it was a branch, right, he had a bunch of stores right? 
 
EM: I think they had two. One in Hamtramck and one, before they went to Hamtramck, 
they opened that store on Chene. 
 
MK: That was the first store? 
 
EM: I think it was, and then from there they moved into Hamtramck and built a beautiful 
store there. 
 
MK: So Herb Margolis was the name, Herb was his name? 
 
EM: Herbert 
 
MK: Do you remember him at all; what he looked like; what he was like? 
 
EM: Oh, short, chunky, typically Jewish. Very very nice, and apparently a very good 
business man. 
 
MK: Was he a Polish Jew? Did they speak Polish? 
 
EM: They all speak whatever language they’re in, but I don’t know, he wasn’t born in 
Poland I don’t think. 
 
MK: ‘Cause Raimi was, I know. I talked to Sam {Ralph not Sam] Raimi, to his nephew 
and he told me they were all born in Narzedz, Poland. All the Raimi brothers came over 
from Poland ‘cause there were three of them on the street. There was Jacob who had a 
curtain store, Sam who had the Central Stores, and Zalman who was the least successful 
had a musical instrument store which went belly up, but they were all Polish Jews. 
 
EM: We never, never discussed it. It never came up, we never discussed it, if you were 
Jewish, you were Jewish, who cared.  
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MK: What was it like to have those three stores there?  I mean, was there friendly 
competition, did it get-- 
 
EM: Oh yeah, oh yeah, we would get  _______]?] Winogrocki in Hamtramck, was a very 
beautiful store and it was on Hamtramck near Yemans. Federal Furniture, the father was 
a wood craftsman and they became butchers, but they kept going broke, so the dad said 
“You’re in the wrong business; get into the furniture business.” So he did.  They became 
very strong competition, very strong competition.   
 
MK: Who did the marketing and advertising for the Maliszewski store? 
 
EM: I did it. 
 
MK: You did it? 
 
EM: Yeah 
 
MK: So you were the one responsible for placing ads and-- 
 
EM: Ads and what have you, such as we did, which wasn’t very much at that time. I 
remember when the gal from Yellow Pages came by, and they’re the best salesmen I ever 
run into, the Yellow Pages people, and she kept insisting on running an ad and my dad 
was starting to succumb to it, so I said we’ve been here x number of years at that time, it 
was a long time, they opened in 1913 and I said we’ve been here long enough, if they 
don’t know we’re here by now, to hell with them and she said the church on the corner 
rings its bells every Sunday and they’ve been there a lot longer than you have and if you 
can’t beat them you might as well join them.  It was like family. You hated their guts, but 
you had to put up with them.  I remember the first time I, I was talking, and I lost her as a 
customer, and she walked out of the store and I told my dad she’ll be back. My dad said, 
look out the door, I’ll give you a 10 to 1 odds—and he was not a gambling man—I’ll 
give you 10 to 1 odds that he or she will go into Margolis, if they turn that way, and she’ll 
go into Central if she goes that way. Sure enough, I bet and I lost a dollar. She turned in 
Margolis, never saw her again and my father said if you lose them you lose them, you 
know, they’re gone, old fashioned business--but my dad was a--they would check on him 
for everything. They would get invited to the weddings, the births. It was always 
personal. 
 
MK: Who were his closest friends on the street, of the business people, who did he? 
 
EM: Lendzon. 
 
MK: Lendzon. What was his name Konstanty or Constantine? 
 
EM: Yeah, and Winogrocki and you said the other one 
 
MK: Perkowski? 



 16 

 
EM: Not Perkow--oh yeah John Perkowski. He and my dad started out as a partnership. 
 
MK: I didn’t know that 
 
EM: In 1911, but they split very friendly.  They were friends to the day they both died, 
and they would, Perkowski was, every Sunday they would get in their Pierce Arrow and 
my dad would get in his Cadillac and they would drive out to Ryan Road some damn 
place hundreds of miles out it seemed like, probably on 18 Mile Road and 9 Mile Road at 
that time, and to those Polish picnic grounds? 
 
MK: Oh like Warsaw Park or Wanda Park? 
 
EM: I can’t remember the name, but we’d always go to the park and that was always a 
big deal and I remember the Perkowski boys. They had four too I think, and we always 
had a good time together.  Ed Perkowski and John and his sisters. 
 
MK: Are any of them alive, do you know? 
 
EM: I don’t know. I lost track of them. 
 
MK: So, Perkowski you said, Winogrocki you said, and Lendzon? Anybody else? 
 
EM: Those were--I was an inside man. I was, get up in the morning and I’d go to the 
store, I’d work there until we closed and then I’d come home. And away from the 
neighborhood. My dad usually, when he had any spare time, would wind up at Dom 
Polski. 
 
MK: Tell me about what connection with Dom Polski was. 
 
EM: That was the like Detroit Athletic Club for Poles.  That’s the only club my dad 
belonged to that I know of, but he tried, he bought a big part of, when they put the 
viaduct up over Chene, my dad had owned, he bought about 200,000, that was a lot of 
money back in those days, a lot of money. And he had bought farmland where 
Bartkowiak would take the horses when he first started with my dad.  He and ____ 
whatever they did.   
 
MK: So your dad bought, when did he buy that land? 
 
EM: Just before they—I don’t remember the dates—but just before they put the viaduct 
over Chene Street into Hamtramck, over Joseph Campau, pardon me. And he opened a 
store on Harper just--Van Dyke runs how, east-west? 
 
MK: No, north south.  Harper runs east-west.   
 
EM: It was on Harper near Van Dyke. 
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MK: A Maliszewski store? 
 
EM: Yeah, yeah. And he sold that finally when they got out of business there. The only 
thing wrong with that was, is what Perkowski had, they went up instead of out and 
elevators were a commodity most of them didn’t have them so you had to climb stairs in 
order to get there, and that was not a good idea, so Perkowski went broke.  Winogrocki 
was pretty much broke but sold out.  My dad tried a couple--if he’d have held on to that, 
he’d be a rich man.  
 
MK: What, the one by— 
 
EM: The one on Chene Street—on Joseph Campau--because as soon as they put the 
viaduct up, the stuff jumped from dollars to hundreds of dollars and my dad had quite a 
bit of property.  Most of it he lost you know when the Depression came. 
 
MK: So he bought it early on? 
 
EM: He bought it early on. His timing was off, and that’s why my dad never got 
interested in the stock market or anything like that.  He said, “You’re in the furniture 
business, stay in the furniture business,” and that was about it. 
 
MK: Because I remember Margolis also had a store on Van Dyke, just north of Harper. I 
remember seeing—because when we moved from Chene Street area we moved to Harper 
and Van Dyke area. And I remember seeing there was, I remember the Margolis store on 
Van Dyke. But that was a later store. That was a later store. So the Dom Polski was a 
place where he would go to do what? 
 
EM: It was a social club.  
 
MK: So he went there for dinners, or to have a drink, or, you know— 
 
EM: To the bar usually. And that’s where all the old timers would meet and discuss 
business, such as it was. Just a meeting place, really, but important to Perkowski, who 
really stayed around there too long. And-- 
 
MK: How long did Perkowski stay there? Longer than your dad? 
 
EM: Oh no, he went out past on Chene Street. He went out, was going out, when I came 
in. And Ed went to work at Cedar Furniture, I remember, on Jos. Campau. And we had 
lunch about two weeks later. And he said, “I learned more from the Jews in one week 
than I did from my father in all the years I been there.” And they never went to, I don’t 
think they went to college, any of them. I remember that. But he was very much 
impressed by what he learned, the way they do business. 
 
MK: What were the hours at your dad’s store?  
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EM: Nine to nine. 
 
MK: Six days a week? Five days a week? 
 
EM: Well, it was Monday, Thursday, Friday, and Saturday. A day off was—My day off 
was at one o’clock on Tuesdays, until six. On short days. Tuesdays and Wednesdays 
were short days. All the other times you were there from nine until nine. 
 
MK: So where’d you eat lunch; where’d you eat dinner? 
 
EM: Usually at Martin’s Restaurant. Or right in the store.  
 
MK: So tell me about Martin’s Restaurant. What was Martin’s like when you went there? 
 
EM: Oh, Martin’s was great. That was a very, very popular, popular place. They used to 
have about a four or five page menu. You could buy chicken in a stewed, boiled, baked, 
cooked. They always had big helpings, very reasonably priced. Very good food. And then 
when General Motors discovered them, they started bringing their friends over, 
Remember we were just kitty corner from Martin’s in the same block. But we could get 
in the car, drive to what’s the place on Russell? The restaurant there on the end of—
Roma! My dad and I could go to the Roma Café, have lunch there, and be back in the 
store, faster than we could eat at Martin’s. It was just one of those things that became 
very popular very fast. And then he sold out.  
 
MK: Do you remember what his name, who owned Martin’s back then? 
 
EM: Marcin— 
 
MK: Marcinkowski? 
 
EM: Yes, I think so. 
 
MK: Marcinkowski. 
 
EM: Yes, and then he opened up on Harper and 10 Mile Road. And the place is still open, 
but it’s changed hands several times.  
 
MK: What’s the name? Is it named Martin’s? 
 
EM: No. No. It’s changed hands three or four times. I can’t recall. 
 
MK: It’s on what and what now, again? 
 
EM: Harper and 10. There’s a, it’s about a hundred feet past 10 Mile, north of 10. Yeah, 
north of 10. 
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MK: So you went to Martin’s, you had lunch or dinner at Martin’s, and then— 
 
EM: And then of course when Zosia’s opened up at the Round Bar, I used to get a kick, 
all the, again, I’d take, when the salesmen would come in, or a friend of mine, they’d 
usually want to go to, like we’d either go to the Polish Yacht Club on Frederick and Jos. 
Campau, or Zosia’s. If you had to be fast you’d go to Zosia’s. If you didn’t care about 
time and wanted a few drinks, you went to the Yacht Club. Both were great at that time. 
They were really wonderful. 
 
MK: Can you describe Zosia’s? What was it like inside?  
 
EM: Oh sure. It was a store, it started out as a place called Jozko’s. Jozko was, I think 
they referred to him as the Bob Hope in America.  
 
MK: You know how it’s spelled, Jozko? 
 
EM: No. Joey’s. It was Joey’s, actually. But they always called it Jozko’s. And the 
waitress there was Zosia. And very very slow moving and not too brilliant. But when she 
took over, everybody was surprised. We were all surprised. She became almost an instant 
success. It was on the balcony of the Round Bar. And the most, it had squeaky tables, 
squeaky chairs and tables. And it would seat about twenty people, thirty people. Good 
food. The lunch was forty-nine cents. And you got a full lunch. Complete with soup, 
salad, the works. Very fine. And they’re still in business, again. Zosia sold out. And it’s 
about four owners later. But they’re on Yemans and Jos. Campau. 
 
MK: Polish Village, yeah. 
 
EM: Yeah, Polish Village. In the basement. And then on the other end of the parking lot 
was what used to be the Workman’s Coop, I think.  
 
MK: Detroit Workingman’s Coop. 
 
EM: Yeah. And they’re both running, doing very well, I understand.  
 
MK: Yeah, and I interviewed Zosia, by the way. 
 
EM: Oh did you? 
 
MK: Yeah.  
 
EM: Is she still— 
 
MK: Two weeks ago. I tracked her down. She lives in Warren. She’s not working, you 
know. She’s in her 80s. You know. I interviewed her, and we had a great time. She’s just  
a wonderful woman. 
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EM: Yes, she is. 
 
MK: Very dedicated. Very hard working. Very, you know, kind of, really, I was very 
impressed with her. 
 
EM: Yeah. Well she did a fine job in the restaurant. Everybody was surprised. You know, 
I thought she’d be gone by now. 
 
MK: She’s still alive. She lives in Warren. 
 
EM: I’m glad to hear that. That’s good. 
 
MK: Actually, she’s in pretty good shape. I mean, she goes to church every day. Over at 
St. Louise over there on 12 Mile. 
 
EM: Oh yeah. 
 
MK: And, you know, she’s got a couple of daughters. And she’s doing—I thought she 
was dead, you know. And then I kept asking, asking, and I came across a woman who 
works at the Polish Village, she’s a waitress there, who was a waitress at the Round Bar. 
Her name is Hannah. And I asked her, you know, “When did Zosia die?” And “She’s not 
dead. She’s still alive.” And she gave me her phone number and I got hold of her and— 
 
EM: That’s nice. That’s wonderful. 
 
MK: Yes.  
 
EM: The one aspect that I remember is Zosia’s was the kind of a place, a beat up bar, if 
you didn’t know what was inside, you wouldn’t go there. It was beat up outside, it was 
beat up inside. And they had, all the old timers I think would give their social security 
check to the owner, and they’d drink off of that. And I remember these three old timers, 
really old, they were sitting at the bar, all drinking beer, and talking. And I was sitting 
right above them, on the balcony. And we had, all of a sudden, an old woman came in. I 
mean an old woman. And every time the guy started talking, she’d interrupt him. And the 
old timer said to her, “Shaddup, you!” I’ll never forget how he said it: “Shut up, you!” 
Not “You, shut up,” but “Shut up, you.” And he said it about two or three times and she 
kept yapping. And he slapped her. He knocked her right off the stool. On to the floor. 
And we all kind of, we were looking at, figured oh my God, you know, what happened 
now? And she kind of shook it off, went up to the bar, grabbed a beer bottle, and hit this 
guy across the head, knocked him right—he was still laying down there when I left. It 
was unbelievable. Just “Shut up, you!” I’ll never forget it, just that. [laughs] Yeah. 
 
MK: Well Zosia told me that she had a deal with the homeless people, that they could eat 
up there for free.  
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EM: Oh, is that right? 
 
MK: Except that she told them not to come during lunch hour. Always come after two 
o’clock. And she would give them food. 
 
EM: I never knew that. And who was that fellow that ran the bookstore down there?  
 
MK: Zukowski. Zukowski. John. 
 
EM: John. I’d forgotten all those things. 
 
MK: His father was Martin. The guy who started the bookstore. And then in the ‘50s 
John took it over. And I interviewed John. John lives here in St. Clair Shores. You know, 
he’s in an assisted living place. Eastwood Manor I think it’s called, something like that. 
Up here. Did you go in that store? Did you go in that bookstore? 
 
EM: I used to all the time. When I was working down there. 
 
MK: What would you buy in the store there? 
 
EM: Newspaper, usually. 
 
MK: Did you buy the Polish paper? Could you read the Polish paper? 
 
EM: No. I spoke Polish. And if I looked at it long enough I could make it out. I could 
interpret it. But I didn’t read or write Polish.  
 
MK: So what about the Ivanhoe? What was that like, the Polish Yacht Club? 
 
EM: Oh, they were big customers. They lived above the bar, and—Sienkiewicz—and 
they lived above the bar. And they had a son-in-law, John, who eventually, John and one 
of the daughters—I remember, I was never upstairs. But my dad was, many times, and he 
said that he always had to order something special for them. They always wanted 
something better than what we had in the store. And, but they were busy. He was busy. 
He, John would pull out half a bottle of vermouth every so often. When he made a dry 
martinis, he made them dry. And Mrs. Sienkiewicz—he passed away very early, or 
earlier than she did, and then she passed—but she did all the cooking. I remember she 
had a great big pot. And I remember I took my landlord at that time, Bob Winkley, an 
architect, I took him to lunch, and he fell madly in love with the peppers and the pickles. 
They were homemade. He said, “I’m going to buy these and take them home.” I said, 
“No, you won’t. She won’t sell them to you.” And she wouldn’t. And he went up to 
twenty-five dollars for a jar and she said, “They’re not for sale.” And then as we were 
leaving, she had a small jar, handed it to him, no charge. Which I think showed her class. 
But everybody loved her. Everybody. She did all the cooking. And the [unintelligible] 
was perch. Pickle. Or perch. And on special occasions it had meat. You’d have to ask for 
them, though. But again, always busy. And everybody who’d eat there once would want 
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to go back and eat there again. And that’s how we went to Zosia’s, because they were 
that busy, let’s try someplace else. We went to Zosia’s, which I’d been to many times, but 
[Robert Tethers?] never had. The guy said, you wouldn’t go in there unless you knew it. 
But Zosia’s at that time was good. I mean she would, you’d buy, I remember, fellow by 
the name of Jerry Clancey and Jerry and I would go there and have lunch quite often. At 
the end we would order four lunches. All of it. A smorgasbord, you know. But it was 
marvelous. It was good eating and when you went down you put down a five dollar bill, 
you got three dollars in change back. That was even better, you know. [laughs] And she 
had the good coffee in town. She made the good coffee. I’ve never been able to get, I still 
go there once in a while. I don’t get around much anymore, but before, well a year ago, 
before that, we’d go down quite often. 
 
MK: You mean to Polish Village? 
 
EM: Yes. And the place— 
 
MK: Yeah, the Polonia now.  
 
EM: The place across the parking lot, a gal ran it, very attractive, blonde. They always 
had very good looking waitresses. 
 
MK: They still do. 
 
EM: They still do. And I think that was a big part of the draw, for the old timer guy, the 
guy that walked in there and enjoyed sitting there talking— 
 
MK: I remember as a kid, because you know when we came, because we were DPs, I’m a 
DP, we came in ’51, and the very first house we lived in was on—the parking lot wasn’t 
there—it was on Yemans next to the, at least it was, you know we had a house right past, 
I think there was an alley, it seems like there was a house right next to the Workingman’s 
Coop. And then later on I’d go to the Workingman’s Coop a lot. It always had very 
cheap, good Polish food. It was all white inside. And it had FDR portrait behind the 
counter— 
 
EM: I remember FDR, that’s—I remember back in college, when I was later—Dennison 
was a good school, very, it was pretty expensive. And supposed to be very hard to get 
into. But in the Roosevelt year, when he was running for president, I kept tooting his horn 
because what he did at home. FDR was a very charmed, very, very popular name in the 
Maliszewski household. And they would have, there were a lot of Republicans and I 
would say, give you ten to one for Roosevelt. And they laughed me down and gave me a 
hell of a time. I used to make a killing. 
 
MK: So who were the Republicans? 
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EM: I don’t remember. Vacuums. But a lot of people wouldn’t buy them because of me. 
They’d figure, “I’m not going to support that son of a bitch.” [laughs] They had no use 
for him. I’m trying to remember those names that we would—no, they’re gone. 
 
MK: So why did you go to Denison University? 
 
EM: I got a scholarship to Kenyon College, in Ohio, for tennis. Two of my very best 
friends, one was a track man, the other was a football man. And we all were interested for 
whatever reason in Kenyon. And we went down, a few of us drove down, to Kenyon 
College, to look it over. It’s a very beautiful place. It was a very beautiful place. It’s 
being modernized now.  But they had big buildings that have been there forever, you 
know. They had this small town built around the college. Unfortunately, when we went to 
Gambier, which is Kenyon, they had a very effeminate couple of people show us around, 
and I couldn’t take it. It was all boys at that time, it was all men. But when these guys got 
through showing us around, I figured, no way. And one of them, one of the other two, 
had a brother that went to Denison. Why he went there, I don’t know. So it was about 
forty miles away, an hour or something like that, Granville. So we decided to take a look 
at that. We went down and fell in love with the place. It was great. And we were pledged 
on the spot by Phi Gamma Delta. Which was a fraternity, they call it a hundred year 
chapter. It’s had the president, we had the editor and business manager of the school 
yearbook, the paper, the captains of the basketball, baseball, football, and track teams. All 
Phi men. And that was the one I really wanted to get into. And we were rushed by what 
turned out to be the rushing chairman and didn’t get [unintelligible] out of it. So when we 
went to school there, when we went the first day, which we were either rushing or the 
second day, we already had our pledge pins in our pocket. And I had three years there, 
then I went to war. Which I loved, I enjoyed the war, that was the best six years of my 
life. 
 
MK: How’s that? 
 
EM: I was scared a lot of times, but it was just, oh, you’re on your own living. I was 
pretty lucky— 
 
MK: Where were you? 
 
EM: We went to England. We were the first bunch in England. And at that time there 
were only four groups in the whole U.S. Air Force. No fighters. Just four groups of 
bombers. So I never flew anything bigger than a 60-pound weight [?] 
 
MK: That was a B-29? 
 
EM: B-17s. 
 
MK: B-17? 
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EM: Later I went in 29s, when I came home. I was the fifth pilot to finish his tour of duty 
in England. And we had a 78.9, 80% pass rate. But I was in a good squadron. We got 
along pretty good. We were the first over Germany. But they used to kick the hell out of 
us. They’d punch their way in, half way across the Channel, and hit you. And we’d start 
for one place and we had it timed so that by the time they came up to hit us again, we’d 
have hit back on the target. I almost washed out, not because of my flying, I was the first 
to solo. But because of mathematics, I never learned how to use a-- 
MK: Slide rule. 
 
EM: Yeah. I never did. They used to give us some problems. Well the test, when you 
came out, a three hour test, there’d be three problems. Well I’d look at that thing and I 
guess it was just a complete blank. So when they told me, they called me in, because I 
was the first to solo, they called me in and said, tell us how to do it. You do it the long 
way, you know, multiply it out. But if you tell us how, I’m sure we can do it, and we’ll 
give him a passing grade. But mathematics is always my downfall.  
 
MK: But you kept the books you said for the store. 
 
EM: Oh yeah! I kept the books. Well, you know, they teach you a lot of stuff that you 
don’t really need. Or use. And you do it because you have to. I’ve never used it since. 
That’s like parachute jumping. We were the first class that didn’t have to make a jump a 
real jump. Somebody was smart enough to figure it out, if you flunk it, you lose a pilot. 
It’s a stupid thing, you know. I never had to jump. I flew all the combat missions and all 
and at home, I had about 3,000 hours. Never had to jump. I thought about it a couple 
times. But never had to. But I loved it. I had, when I came home, I was the fifth pilot to 
finish in the Air Force. To complete a tour of duty. Came home, and I remember it was 
around the time we had the biggest losses in Germany--German. When we left there, the 
dining room was full, we came back, there was two guys over here, one guy over here, 
two guys over—that was all, just a handful of people. So when I came home, there was a 
little publicity and I mentioned to the newspaper reporters that it’s too bad the United 
States didn’t get one bomb at least once, in every big city, so they’d know what it was 
like. And that captured Washington. And a couple days later I was there plastered like 
wallpaper on the wall and some guy was chewing my ass off, chewing the hell out of it. 
“Don’t ever represent the government.” And “Keep your opinions to yourself.” [laughs] 
And I said I got some publicity at that time so it was not a very smart thing to say.  
 
MK: Are you married? When did you get married? 
 
EM: I got married in the service. 
 
MK: Oh you did. 
 
EM: A nurse.  
 
MK: In England? 
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EM: And when I came home, the most successful baseball team at that time was St. Louis 
Cardinals. And the manager of the St. Louis Cardinals had a son who was a very good 
friend of mine. And I had a car, and he didn’t. [INTERRUPTION] 
 
MK: So you got chewed out and— 
 
EM: Oh, they chewed, oh God I remember that chewing. That was the second best 
chewing I ever had. The best chewing I ever had was I was a fighter pilot by training. 
And a half hour after I got my commission and wings, I was on the way to McChord 
Field in the State of Washington for immediate duty overseas. So we were in there flying 
P-43s, which is a small P-47. We were there and a sergeant came up, this is, we were 
almost through for the day. [unintelligible] your orders came through. “Where we 
going?” “Utah. Salt Lake City.” I said, “You got to send us BACK?” I says, “We’re 
supposed to go overseas THIS way.” And everybody wanted to be [unintelligible] at that 
time. We were a [unintelligible] bunch. And he said, “I’m just reading you the orders.” 
So we went to Salt Lake City—we went to McChord Field, and after about four or five 
days, man, I was really ticked off. Oh, I was a fighter pilot, and what am I gonna do, fly 
in a box? [unintelligible], you know? And they said, well, you’re going to do so and so 
and so and so. And they told us in flying school that the Officers Guide, that’s it, it’s our 
Bible. Every time we have a problem look in there, it’ll give you the solution or tell you 
what to do. And the solution was, you could resign your commission. And we had, eleven 
of us had tried for the Flying Tigers. Which is strictly an adventure thing. And when the 
war started, those contracts were all torn up. So I figured, okay. So I went to the 
commanding officer, the second lieutenant, [unintelligible] yet. I went to see the 
commanding officer, to talk to him. And was told that he was not seeing anybody that 
day. Says, “What do you want to see him about?” So I says, “I want to resign my 
commission.” Now the war had just started. The war had just started. And I said, “I’m 
gonna—my [unintelligible] with the commanding officer.” So she, “I think your 
commanding officer’ll see you.” When I went in, the commanding officer, to my horror, 
was a general. I’d never seen a general! He had on a Smokey Bear hat, a long gray coat, 
almost down to his ankles, a blouse, tie. When he finished with me, his coat was off, his 
hat was off, his tie was off. He was right down to the bare minimum almost, and chewing 
my ass like you wouldn’t believe. Every time I’d move he’d say, “Suck an egg,” or just 
stick out that magnificent chest and just, I was like wallpaper on the wall. He chewed me 
out for about twenty minutes. It’s one of these, “You won’t be promoted for two years 
after your promotion becomes due.” All that stuff. So that was, he had a good showing.  
 
MK: So you were saying you met your wife in the service? 
 
EM: Yes, I met Rose—oh, Billy Southworth was the manager. And Billy Southworth, Jr. 
was my friend. I hated baseball. It was fun to play but not to watch. But we would get in 
a plane and to St. Louis and we’d fly over the stadium and flip our wings, you know. And 
there’d be a car waiting for us. We’d go in and we’d go to the ball park and we’d sit right 
in the dugout. With the team as they were playing their game. It’s a lousy view because 
the mound, the pitcher’s mound is in the way. Not a very good view. He said to me, 
“Take me, I have to change my date.” So I said, “Okay.” The nurses’ quarters were long 
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buildings connected by a overhead ceiling, roof. And Billy went in one of the buildings 
and I saw this beautiful girl—I thought she was gorgeous. This beautiful little, walk by, 
and I was smitten. So I went, when he came out about five minutes later, she went in the 
same building, she followed him in. So when he came out, I said, “I wonder who that 
nurse is that just walked in.” And he said, “That’s Nurse Kathy Sullivan.” So he said, 
“Why?” And I said, he said, “That’s my date tonight.” And I said, “Well have a good 
time because I’m going to marry her.” And he said, “Well, lots of luck to you.” And I 
did. I went after her and I was fortunate enough to get her. And we had 27 good years, 
four children. And she died. Cancer.  
 
MK: How long ago did she pass away? 
 
EM: Forty-one years. 
 
MK: Oh, a long time. So you were still working at the store then.  
 
EM: I was still working at the store. And I wish I was more accurate on those dates. 
 
MK: So you have four children, right? Who are they? What are their names? 
 
EM: John, Kathleen, Peter, and Amy.  
 
MK: And John is the one that runs the store on— 
 
EM: Peter runs the store. 
 
MK: John? 
 
EM: Yeah. He’s a pilot.  
 
MK: But he works at the store now, right? 
 
EM: He’s at the store now. He and Peter are both at the store. Kay’s in Florida. Kathleen. 
And Amy is here. So she, but it’s been a good life. I loved the service, though. I wanted 
to stay in. And my dad and my wife talked me out of it. 
 
MK: Any last thoughts about Chene Street?  You know, your experience there? Anything 
that you can sort of share with me? 
 
EM: I don’t know about share but I’ll tell you about it. My Polish, that’s all I spoke for 
awhile, went [unintelligible] out of it. I didn’t speak Polish at all. I went to St. Clare on 
Mack and Whittier to school and then I went to Grosse Pointe High, then I went to 
Dennison, then I went in the service. And there was no Polish spoken. So all those things 
were pure English. And home was pure English. So when I went back in with my dad, in  
the furniture business it’s kind of tough, I had to learn it all over again. I understood it, 
but I didn’t speak it very well. And I remember one time, it was on a Wednesday, 
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because a woman came over, a farmer from the market, came over and she wanted to buy 
a refrigerator. So I showed them to her and shelves on the door had just come out. And 
they surprised people. And they said, “What are those for?” And I said, “Those are for 
your jajki.” The woman cracked up. She laughed, she roared, and I said, I figured jajka is 
one egg, jajki would be more than one egg. Didn’t come out that way. So I told her about 
it. I told her what they were for and she laughed. I never saw—she was crying she was 
laughing so hard, telling her to put her testicles in the refrigerator. She brought back, that 
day, one woman and the Saturday after, the same week, three women. And I had to repeat 
the story, what the shelves were for. Well I didn’t do—so my dad was listening to my 
spiel on refrigerators, and he said, “Don’t ever say that!” [laughs] So but that was the one 
thing that sticks out. I remember baby carriages was all I could sell. And then the story 
would change, my Polish got better and my sales got stronger, whatever.  
 
MK: What about crime? Did you guys have to worry about security and safety in the 
store? 
 
EM: Well, the chief would come by. It was really political. They’d come by and tell you 
be sure and get your sprinklers, your hand held extinguishers taken care of, new dates and 
stuff, and they were always in inspecting something and then they’d present you with a 
bill for some charity or something. It was a pain in the ass, really. You knew it was 
coming. And they still do. At the carpet store, they still come in every year or so and 
needle you. But that’s part of business, I guess. 
 
MK: Did you ever get robbed? 
 
EM: Well, that’s the reason I got off of Chene Street. It became habitual. We had iron 
gates on the back door. They’d back into it with a car, hook a bumper on it and just drive 
forward, and rip the thing right off the wall. So we had those repaired. We had old coal 
heat, so they would take, they would come in through the coal shoot. We had that 
repaired, they’d come in through the ceiling. We had that fixed, they’d come in through 
the wall. You couldn’t keep them out. 
 
MK: What would they take? What would the robbers take? 
 
EM: Money. We had three big safes in there. Two great big ones.  
 
MK: Where were they in the store? 
 
EM: In the office, in the front. And we’d keep them lit, you know, the light on, but it was 
a deep store. And you couldn’t see it if you had the lights off. Even with the lights on in 
that particular area you couldn’t see there. A guy could go in there and they’d just pop it. 
And safes are funny. They come apart easily, but they go back very hard. The steel that 
they make them out of, you can open with a screwdriver, most of them. And even though 
we had very good safes, but they’d always—they wouldn’t get anything. We would 
deposit every day.  
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MK: Where would you do your banking? 
 
EM: We did it next door at Peninsular State Bank for a while.  
 
MK: Which was where, now? 
 
EM: That’s where Central Stores became. That’s where my dad banked. And because 
they were right next door. And then later we banked just one long block south of the 
expressway, at the Commonwealth. And we’d bank at the Commonwealth. And we’d 
deposit every day. If we couldn’t take it when they were open, we’d take it in a night 
drop. It was always handy that way. And if you were a little late they’d wait for you, and 
you could make your drops. But nobody could keep them from robbing the place. They’d 
come in and take small appliances, small radios, mixers, television sets, any of that stuff 
or all that stuff. 
 
MK: So you were first on the block to close, of the three furniture stores? 
 
EM: We were the last ones. 
 
MK: The last ones. So Central was gone. 
 
EM: Central is still there.  
 
MK: So Margolis closed before you did.  
 
EM: Oh yeah, many years. I think at least seven years before we closed up. Or ten, 
whatever. It’s very hard to remember dates. It became, after Margolis it became 
Studencki [?] for a little bit. And then became a Salvation Army. Or Goodwill. One of 
those, for awhile. I don’t know what it is now. 
 
MK: It’s empty. It’s just sitting there. 
 
EM: Yeah. That was a fine street for a long time. When the Poles moved out, the Blacks 
moved in. Until finally when we were leaving, the Blacks, you had to keep track of them. 
We used to carry our own paper. We never sold anything. When the Blacks moved you 
had to stay with them to know where they went. They probably still owed you some 
money. But when they would move, you’d do anything you could to get at least a street. 
When you’d say, are you going to move—when Hastings Street went down, “Are you 
going to move in closer?” And they’d say, “No, we’re going to move to Van Dyke-
Harper area, in there.” And they’re looking for something better. And across from 
[unintelligible] park. A lot of them went to Pennsylvania and those streets in there. But 
until they took over it was a good street, good business. A lot of them, I should say. But 
when it died, it died. 
 
MK: Do you have any old business cards, any stuff at all from the store. Anything? 
 



 29 

EM: I may have them someplace, but I don’t know where they are. 
 
MK: No old stationery or bills or invoices, nothing like that? 
 
EM: Like I say, it’s been forty-some years.  
 
MK: Any photos of the store? Do you have any old photographs of the store? 
 
EM: No. I don’t. I’m sorry, but I don’t have anything at all. My dad would always try 
to—passbooks. He would always try to get a couple passbooks. And those people would 
not give you—you couldn’t buy them back. And so, that’s my, paid in full. 
 
MK: Yeah, I picked up a few things recently. Those little books for Max’s Jewelry when 
they’d buy on credit, you know. 
 
EM: Well that’s what we used to do. Who was that very popular—he was the Arthur 
Godfrey of the Polonia. He would broadcast from— 
 
MK: Konstantynowicz? 
 
EM: Yes, Konstantynowicz.  He would broadcast from there and we used to say, “Can 
you come in the store and broadcast?” He used to say— 
 
MK: Where did he broadcast from? 
 
EM: From the store. Down on Chene. He brings on Max’s Jewelry. He was a nice guy. 
 
MK: Max Rosenbaum? 
 
EM: Yeah. And we had stuff we’d pass out, what have you, from them. But that was so 
long ago, I just—what I do remember is the Chene Business Association. The Nowaks 
were very prominent in that. That was always a good time to come for the 
[unintelligible]. I do remember, there was one guy that would always make a speech. And 
his speeches were always about, “Be proud of your heritage.” Blah, blah, blah, blah, blah, 
blah. I’d say, “What’s his name?” And he’d say, “Eddie Shell.” And I’d figure, what’s 
that, Szelkowski or something? No, it was, one of those, you know. But it used to make 
me sick. 
 
MK: Practice what you preach. 
 
EM: That’s right. They had, I think it was Eddie Shell. But we had Monsignor 
Borkowicz, from St. Stannie’s. I remember he came to a meeting one time, that would be 
above the Palmer bakery. 
 
MK: Nowak Hall? 
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EM: Yeah. And he came in and he said, “You people are the heart of the business in here. 
If you don’t do something about those goddamned Blacks—“ [laughs] Coming from him, 
they’re going to take over everything. And they did. They won out eventually. We used 
to have to go to all the, they would come over to the store and would, “Would you be the 
godfather of my newborn son” or daughter or whatever. I used to hate that. And they’d 
say, first I’d say no. 
 
MK: Who would do that? 
 
EM: Oh, customers. We had a very friendly type of store. No pressure, no interest, no 
carrying charges. But they would always come in and invite you to their weddings and 
their announcements of any type, and I said no, my dad heard it, and he came in and said, 
“Don’t you ever do that again. If a guy offers or wants you to be the godfather to his 
newborn or whatever, you have to go. You know, if you want to stay in the business, 
you’ve got to go.” So I said okay. So I’d go to the Masses and there’d be Borkowicz, 
he’d be blathering on about how—I remember one, it was just before he came to the 
meeting. And it was all about how, love your neighbor, skin color didn’t mean a thing, 
we’re all one people and all. Turn around and he’d take the other side. 
 
MK: Was your family religious? 
 
EM: Yeah. I lost it. During the war. Not at all, not at all now. I don’t hate it or anything. I 
just don’t do it. I think it’s a bunch of bull. That’s all.  
 
MK: Borkowicz seemed hypocritical, then. 
 
EM: Yeah. Yeah.  
 
MK: Did you know the other pastor over at Hyacinth’s? Woznicki? Bishop Woznicki? 
 
EM: No. No. Stannie’s used to come over quite a bit. The nuns would, I’ll never forget, 
they came over one time and [unintelligible] schools. They sold very well, in chrome, 
with chrome legs and plastic seat. And the nun came in, three of them, and the head nun 
said, “We’d like to buy some kneelers for our rooms.” And I think it was 15 or 17, 
something, I can’t recall, and I said, “Sister, you understand, you know we can’t sell 
these. We don’t sell them.” They wanted yellow with white painted legs. And those don’t 
sell. They didn’t sell. So I finally, I said, this is a one way deal. And we had to set them 
all up. It was a pain in the ass to set them up. So we set them all up. Took them all over. 
And a week later had them all back. Took them back. You know, had to do it. But I hated 
that. I think they were still there when I got out of the business. That yellow paint. They 
wanted ones with no backs on them. I said, “What do you want a seat like that for?” They 
said, “Come to our rooms and you’ll see.” So I went to—the Monsignor got all the stuff. 
From Dad. And always ordered the best you could buy, special order stuff, the best of 
what you had. And the poor nuns, they had orange crates next to their beds as night 
stands. [laughs] They took a beating. You know, they got nothing, Monsignor got 



 31 

everything. But that’s life, I guess. He had a sister, I think a sister. I wish I could help you 
more with the dates and all. 
 
MK: This is great. What you gave me is terrific and I really do appreciate it. I want to 
thank you for taking the time. 
 
EM: You’re welcome. 
 
 
 
 
 


