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The year 1948 produced many famous babies: Mikhail Baryshnikov, 

Terry Bradshaw, Alice Cooper, Billy Crystal, James Elroy, Peggy Fleming, 

Al Gore, Grace Jones, Bobby Orr, Johnny Ramone, Cat Stevens, Donna 

Summer, James Taylor, and Garry Trudeau, just to name a few. It produced 

me, as well, although my fame extended only to those who knew me. My 

parents were the first.

After eighteen hours of labor, my mother had just enough energy to 

read a message from my face: "I'm a boy and what are you going to do 

about it?" My parents had been hoping for a girl, having two boys aged 

three and a half and five. Mary Ruth was the name they had picked for a 

girl but they would have been under strong pressure to name her Agnes. 

Dad's Aunt Agnes had died a few weeks earlier and January 21, the day I 

was born, was the feast of St. Agnes. Being a boy, I came as a peace 

maker and averted a family feud.

I was the source of a later family crisis. After the standard ten day 

stay in Mercy Hospital, I arrived home to a small 1.5 story green shingle 



house on the edge of Sheraden Park. Sheraden was a pocket 

neighborhood on the western edge of Pittsburgh. The house had a small 

bedroom off the living room where my two brothers slept. I occupied a crib 

in the upstairs bedroom with Mom and Dad. 

This was the first house my parents owned. In 1946 my Uncle 

Raleigh had driven them around the area, looking for a house near a 

school staffed by the Sisters of Charity. The nuns staffed Mercy Hospital 

where my mother had worked as a nurse during the war. Sheraden was 

home to Holy Innocents Parish and the Sisters of Charity taught in the 

parish school. The school was two blocks away from the house where I 

learned to walk. My first memory is not of that house but of the minister's 

house nearby. I was playing with my brothers and the minister's kids when 

Chick, my oldest brother, said it was time for lunch. My memory faded as 

we walked back toward the house.

By my second birthday it was apparent that the little house was too 

small for a family with three growing boys. My arrival had tipped the scale 

and my parents looked for a larger house. They found one three blocks 

away at the corner of Ashlyn and Thornton, a half block from the school. 



3100 Ashlyn Street is the first house I remember and my parents lived there 

for 45 years.

The sale of the little house financed the down payment on the larger 

house and the purchase of a 1948 Ford coupe. The car transformed my 

family's life. My dad had sold his prior car in 1941 to purchase furniture for 

himself and his new wife. For the remainder of the decade, my parents 

relied upon trolleys to get to work and visit family. When I decided to come 

into the world, Mother had to rely on brother Dave to drive her to Mercy 

Hospital, five miles and two trolley rides away. 

The 1948 Ford opened the door to life beyond the reach of trolleys. It 

shortened Dad's work commute and carried the family on numerous 

excursions not accessible by trolley. My birth was partly responsible for the 

transformation. It triggered a series of events that defined the life of our 

family. Defiantly I had asked: here I am, what are you going to do about it? 

My parents responded by doing many things and the sale of the little house 

was probably the most defining moment.
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