
Roy O’Dell 

 
PS #22 was a typical elementary school in the city of Yonkers, a two story 

brick building  located within a residential area with city streets on all sides. 

We had a large playground area next door with a baseball field, a football 

field and a soft ball field. There was an auditorium and classrooms K-3 on 

the first floor, the second floor held classrooms 5-8 and the principal's 

office, the basement held a classroom for the 4th grade and the janitors 

room. We did not have a cafeteria but fresh milk, ice cream and some 

snacks were available, we would put our lunch boxes and bags on the 

stage every morning. The bookmobile would come every other Monday and 

park on the side street, every Wednesday  afternoon would be religious 

instruction and many students would leave to go to church. 

All of us as students came from a few local neighborhoods where our 

parents went through the great depression, WWII and the Korean War. 

Many were first and second generation immigrants from all over Europe, 

Middle class and had a strong work ethic. 

 

Our school was predominantly white with a very small minority of African 

Americans, Hispanic and Asians.  Over 90% of the teachers were white but 

our janitor Mr. Lucas was African American who struggled with writing and 

reading but could shovel coal for the furnace and hot water. We had a 

women principal Mrs. Benjamin who was very strict and matter of fact.  

 



In every class attendance and lining up for gym or fire and air raid drills was 

done my alphabetic order.  When I was in 6th grade our teacher Mrs. Hale 

was very science oriented and we made and did a lot of science 

experiments. Many of us knew this would be our last year together as next 

year we would go on to a junior high school and not all of us would be in 

the same school again. This was the year when Roy became a curious 

friend and worthy of my respect. 

 

I learned about carhartt pants, blue work shirts, construction boots, 

baseball cap as this was his everyday outfit, his lunch everyday was on 

white bread and a school milk. I never noticed if he had chips, fruit or 

candy. As with most of us if it was your birthday you would have a party 

and invite your friends but Roy never had a party and most of us never 

invited him to ours.  

 

Roy was always quiet in class and did his work but would not read aloud. I 

do Remember that on certain mornings he would come to school with 

cartoon drawings he got from the hobos and bums who hung out at the 

railroad Station. Roy walked to school every day and had to cross the 

railroad tracks to get to the school. Roy seemed to get along with everyone 

but was never a best friend to anyone. Most of us knew where everyone 

lived and the house they lived in, who there mom and dad were, brothers or 

sisters and maybe even the type of car you had. But not for Roy- Just he 

lived near the railroad tracks and always walked everywhere. 



I often thought of Roy over the years and the memory of the carhart pants 

but never tried to reach out to him. Due to the wonders of the internet Roy 

reached out to me as a friend request and I felt warm inside. He has 

seemed to have had a good life and has shown many talents. So this story 

is a tribute to you Roy and that without knowing it you have had a best 

friend all these years. You probably wouldn’t think that anyone would care 

about your youth and growing up back in the 50’s but I do. 

 

So my friend Roy may you be in great health, enjoying your years as a 

senior citizen, have grandchildren and be at peace with the world. May the 

Great Spirit always have your back.  Your friend, 

Doug Safford 

 

 

 

 

 
 
 


