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Flip Side

by craig piechura

- Fuming about gas crisis

Sentimental? Absolutely

Most parents have their favorite stories about their
children’s escapades through the years and maybe most
kids have stories about their folks, I know mine do,

“THERE IT IS,” they would exult, when they spotted
the flag. “Mom’s flag. There it is.” .
And if we had any else in the car with us, the children

At cocktail parties lately, Larry Troy has been
badgered worse than funeral directors about his
chosen line of work.

Troy, of Troy, owns one of the highest volume gas
stations in the state. It’s in Southfield, on the corner
of Eight Mile and the Southfield expressway.

Bucking the current trend, Troy’s Shell station is
usually open 24 hours a day and even has a service
bay. Remember those? Last year Troy sold 2.5 mil-
lion gallons of gas from the station and took in more
than $2 million in cash.

Over the years he’s been shot at and robbed. He's
got a ‘78 Bronco pockmarked with buckshot to
prove it. He figures the only thing that saved him
was that he happened to drop a bank satchel on the
ground and was stooping to pick it up when the shot
was fired.

It wasn't the first time. An employee of his was
gunned down on the driveway in 1975 during a rob-
bery attempt. A tow truck driver was beaten with a
chain by a man who was mad because his car
wouldn't start.

HE HAS TO put up with people “who all claim to
be loyal customers” bringing in “a kid’s rotten old
bicycle tire.

“Tend up putting six patches on it and then I hear
‘Are you going to charge me for this Larry? I buy
all my gas from you.’ Oh, boy, that’s terrifie. A mil-
lion people drive on Eight Mile each way every day.
I gotta lotta loyal customers. More than I can
service.” :

‘Troy’s used to being reamed out by customers
who blame him for the failure of a headlamp. After
all, they brought the car in for a tune-up the day
before.

But lately Troy's been on the receiving end of a
heavy verbal barrage. It comes from customers
who aren’t happy about filling up their tank and
getting a five back in change from a twenty.

No aggravation holds a candle to the heat Troy
receives about the high price of gas.

It’s not that he doesn’t appreciate the business,
It's just that he’s a little touchy about being blamed
for the oil price crisis and the scanty-allocations.
He's just as mad, maybe more, at the oil i

‘The suit was dropped last week when the feds
released 3 percent of the 1974 statewide allocation
and ordered equal distribution to the state’s service
station owners. For Troy, 3 percent equals 8,000
more gallons monthly. “It means I'm open
Sundays.”

Until the threat of a lawsuit, 5 percent was being
set aside for emergencies and dealers had to fill out
federal forms to get more than their allocation.
Now 2 percent of the 1974 state allocation is being
held in reserve for emergency sale to police and
fire departments in the state.

. Before that action, Troy made a good case for
fraud on the part of jobbers. Dealers in the metro-
politan Detroit area got suspicious about areas
where gas was plentiful, Troy said, and demanded
access to public records of gas transactions.

Troy said they discovered one small independent
gas station chain in Detroit bought a large purchase
from a Flint jobber earlier this year.

Troy says much of the 5 percent that was being
set aside for emergencies was ending up in the pos-
session of independent gas suppliers or “jobbers”
‘who made a quick profit on the gas. .

By claiming their area dealers were experiéncing
a hardship supplying public service agencies, Troy
says jobbers would receive an increased allocation
and end up with more gas than they could sell at the
upstate stations.

The jobber makes 4.5 cents per gallon of gas sold
to dealers, Troy said. With an excess 100,000 gal-
lons, they’ve made a quick $4,500 bucks in the name
of energy conservation.

Because there are only two officials in the Lans-
ing office of the Department of Energy, Troy said
the phone number is always busy. Besides, be fig-
ures the feds were probably swamped with work
and too busy to check out the legitimacy of hardship
claims.

He feels the new set-up is fair and “is working a
Iot better.” But Troy is still trying to convince the
Dy of Energy to establish a system that
guarantees at least one dealer in a large city is open
on “so 1

and federal government over the allocation sret-up.
After all, it’s affecting his livelihood,

IN FACT, Troy nearly filed suit against the De-
partment of Energy last week in an effort to force
the feds to release some of the gas set aside for
emergencies.

the knows body’ll

be out there.”
So far he's gotten nowhere on that suggestion.
Government officials tell him the ics of

Recently, Bruce, Lauren and Elaine, my three off-
spring, tease me by saying:"Careful or she'l! quote you.”

And let's face it, I'm guilty occasionally of using their
words to make a point. -

But through the years, their favorite thing to tease me
about was that. old family anecdote of “mom and the
flag.”

It's almost 20 years since I was a wet-behind-the-ears
president of a Jewish War Veteran Auxiliary. We had
about 50 members and I was their “Once and fearless
leader.”

I was also a budding historian, several years from the
degree, but very conscious of this country’s history — and
of its flag. .

The JWV activity gave me a chance to feel good about
this deep sentiment for the flag. Americanism was a vital
part of our work,

We dido’t only give flags to Scout {roops and schools,
we shared our expertise on the care and display of the
flag. And that’s where the story begins.

would explain my patriotic campaign to have that flag
own,

And when I went to the city offices for anything for

months afterward, I'd hear the whispers about myself
- and the knowing grins, too.

Nevertheless, I didn't regret the incident ever. Not for
making city employees in the little town aware that peo-
Pple notice things like that and care, and not for making
my children aware as well. .

In the ensuing years, being a flagwaver became some-
thing lots of people put on the back burner. The unhappy
years of the Vietnam War left strains in many people’s
patriotism.

Lots of times, I watched painfully as the flag was ig-
nored in disdain at public events. It hurt.

Recently, [ was reminded of my previous championing
of 01d Glory. And I realized my love affair with the stars
and stripes is far from over.

The paper sent me to Grand Rapids to accept the Gold-
€n Press Award from the American Legion Auxiliary of
Michigan. I felt very much at home back in the company
of stalwarts of the veteran’s movement.

My husband Jack and I drove up one Friday morning.
‘We found the building where the auxiliary was meeting in
convention. And I was introduced to the woman in charge
of the awards.

“Should television carry a warning by the Surgeon
General?" was the name of the series of articles that won

RUNNING around the area on the dozens of chores my
i and my children I noticed several
times that there was no flag flying on the large pole at
the Huntington Woods City Offices.
For weeks I waiched and became more irritated. A
large flagpole at the seat of government in my city —
and no flag.

One morning I phoned the city and asked if they had a
flag. They did. Then I said: “Then I want to be put on the
agenda of tomorrow's council meeting,”

‘That was all right with the secretary. But after making
the arrangements, I got a quick call back from the city

manager.

He wanted to know what it was I wanted to speak
about. And I told him about my distress that the city flew

no flag.

City officials explained that they simply had no one
person to stick with the job of raising the flag each morn-
ing. But I told them they had better find someone — and

00D,

They did. And ever since, the American flag flies
proudly every day in Huntington Woods, And they have a
standing offer that my auxiliary will replace the flag

when it wears out.

For the first few weeks after my encounter with city
officials, every time we got in the car, Bruce, Lauren and
Elaine, then 6, 7, and 8, would insist we go by the city

offices.

the stage.

me their citation for “Youth Interest Writing,” and a
handsome plaque.

Grace Ventland, the awards chairman took me into the
large room where more than 400 auxiliary members and
guests were assembled.

And there on the dais was a huge mass of American
flags, more than 50 flags across a long expanse in back of

It was a scene of pure Americana, one seldom seen
today except in the halls of patriotic organizations like
the Legion. The moment was emotional for me. Surely,
red, white and blue are the brightest and best of colors?

‘They announced an essay topic for next year“What Can
I Do to Be 2 Better American?” And I learned that this
year’s topic had been “America Makes Freedom Great.”

Being a part of that gathering gave me a warm feeling
and -2 more complete understanding that mainstream

America loves the flag as I do.

offices.
It was.

After we got home, I found myself glancing up to make
sure “Mom’s flag” was flying when we went by the city

such a plan would be too unweildy. Troy laughs and
holds up reams of required paperwork and asks how
a grocer would like posting a sign on his shelf stat-
ing how much he could charge for a can of peas.
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By Emory Danlels

Why this fisherman is optimistic

If it's not raining today, while you are reading
this, I will be sitting in a boat, with a can of night
crawlers nearby, drifting atop the waves of Indlan
Lake near Manistique.

1left Saturday morning for my annual voyage to
the U.P. in quest of the walleye and expect to have
much better luck this year, even though the “keep-
er” size was raised to 15 inches last year.

I'm optimistic for two reasons: First, the gasoline
scare is keeping tourists out of northern Michigan
and the U.P. The fewer boats on the lake, the befter
my chances of getting a good catch.

Another reason is a discussion 1 had last week
with Joe Ratke'from the Motor Club. Joe also goes
up to the U.P. each summer after the walleye. In
fact, his hunting grounds are just a few miles to the
east of Indian Lake- Manistique Lake up near
Newberry.

Joe, like a lot of other fiskermen, believes the
middle of July is the:best time for walleye because
the water is well warmed by then and they go down
into the deep holes for feeding.

I opt for the first part of August, partly because [
think the seasonal changes in Michigan are such
that we can count on a late spring, late summer
each year and are more likely to find mid-July con-
ditions in early August.

But Joe seems to have more luck than I, 50 ke
may be right. This year, though, the walleye fishing
was a bit slow in July. He had just returned from a
couple weeks’ fishing when I was talking to him and
said most of his catches were the 12-13 inch varie-.
ty. (Wonder if they’ll grow two inches in a month?)

So Joe was going to try his luck on the St. Clair
River, also an excellent spot for walleye. But I'll be
thinking of Jos today while waiting for some
action.

AND PATIENCE is the key to waiting for some
action!

‘The best way to fish for walleyes is to drift over
a deep hole with a night crawler harness, The shiny
little spoons on the harness attracts their attention,
but it doesn't guarantee success,’

Just because you pass over a deep spot without a
hit, it doesn’t mean there's no fish there, It may
take several to lure a walleye into action.
Wl:lleye are a smart fish, unlike their cousin — the

€.

A pike will strike fast if hungry, as soon as any-
thing dangles by his long nose. But a walleye, even
if hungry, will play around with your bait. You have
to “feel” his ice near your line,

One trouble with walleye fishing, in fact, is that |
you 2lways run across pike instead, Pve caught
many northern pike, and thrown ‘em all back, while
walleye fishing,

Pike are a very bony fish, hard to fillet, and
rather flat in taste. But it’s easy to come up'witha
boneless filet from a walleye, which also is one of
the tastiest fish you can catch in Michigan waters.

Actually, yesterday was my first day of fishing
up here but tday should be The Day. The first day
is a time to explore the lake, dabbling here and
there to check out the holes, bécause in a year's
time it's easy to forget where they are.

Tinkerindround

by LOUISE OKRUTSKY.

It’s only a ride: don’t worry

. Carnival rides are one of the myster-
{es of civilization.

, Persons actually pay for rides which
have the same affect on them as a
sound beating. In the world of amuse-
ment parks such a thing is regarded as
funay not felony. .

1 must have been standing behind the
door when they passed out stamina for
carnival rides. I size up a ride by tak-
ing a poll of the ages of all the persons
Lined up for it. If the average age is less
than 10, I know that ride is for me.

Only persons with squeamish sto-
machs will appreciate the trouble I
have trying to convince someone to go
on the merry-go- round with me.

Once you finally find someone to ride
the painted ponies with you, it’s embar-
rassing when the carnie won't let you
on the merry-go-round because you're

too big.

But it's equally embarrassing to ad-
mit that you're terrified of just about
every other ride in the fair,

Last year a friend of mine cajoled

me into riding on the State Fair’s dou-
ble ferris wheel. When we at long last
alighted from the monster, he was
sporting a series of half-moon shaped
dents in his forearm from my finger-
najls. I was the one who was trying not
to give into my initial impulse to kiss
the earth.

DURING THE RIDE the car had
Stopped at the top of the ferris wheel.

“Isn't this a great view,” my friend
said. )

“I can't see it," I answered.

*“Try taking your head out from my
shoulder,” e suggested.

1 cautiously removed my head from
its hiding place. Even more cautiously,
I opened one eye, caught a quick view
of the city lights and then returned to

my original scaredy-cat position.
“OK, I saw it. It looks nice,” I,said.
“Quit rocking the car.”

“That's the wind,” he answered.
But for every ride I've gone on and

suffered through, there are two I'm for-
ever grateful I never tried.

There's one ride that resembles a
huge drum. By using centrifical force,
the riders' are plastered against the
wall as the drum turns around and
around with sickening speed.

Some of the riders get creative about
the position in which they torture them-
selves on this thing. They assume posi-
tions normally seen in Egyptian tomb
paintings. -

One slightly plump man took on the
appearance of the Pillsbury doughboy.

Fbecame dizzy just watching.

THE TYPE OF RIDE I enjoy actual-
ly is very tame. I loved the haunted
mansion in Disneyland. Riders were
taken through this haunted mansion
and got to see cute ghost cartoons pro-
jected onto the wall. It was nice.

And no one said I was too big
dAnd o one said I was too old for the
e.
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Right to inquiry

Editor:
The recent letter from Rabbi Hal-

pern requires a reply raising, perhaps

for the last time, the concerns reflected
by the censure of the Birmingham
Temple by the organization of which
Rabbi Halpern is president.

The rabb reveals 2 critical flaw in
his logic and a sad failing of hfs person-
al philesophy when he writes, at once,
that the Detroit area rabbis, ..
the right of organizations and individu-
als to espouse any viewpoint..,” but
have an obje‘enon, *.to an

nviting

{whose) position is antithesis to..the
Jewish community."The issue Is not
now and pever was L F. Stone, The is-
sue is the importance of intellectual ex-
ploration of even unpopular ideas.
‘Whether the majority of the Jewish
community disagrees with Stone er not
{and I certalnly have no way of know-
ing: T wonder how Rabbi’ Halpern'is
able to be certain) the reason. for the

Temple iovitisg L F.

Stone to speak was not because each
member agrees with Stone, but that
enough members were curious enough
about his views to want to learn more.
‘That type of curiosity about even un-
popular ideas is essential if one Is to
continue to grow. .

It makes no difference how many —
or how few — might agree with L F.
Stone or whether Stone is correct or
not. The Birmingham Temple, at least,
understands the importance of free in-
quiry and the difference between lis-
tening and concurring. Rabbi Halpern,
it seems, would condemn the one as
much as the other. That Is very sad.

MARK H. COUSENS,
Southfield

History
co_’verage _

. Spea\klngasn“pldﬁmgt‘ql

ington, rhay I thank you for giving in- '
creasing coverage in the Observer to
local historical matters? I refer specif-
ically to your recent story on local
cemeteries.

One probably should not expect a pa-
per to dig up ali facts with accuracy.
You bave deadlines to meet and re-
search takes time. May I quarrel with
the last couple of paragraphs in the ref--
erence story? )

Constantine Wood, purported to be
the third person buried in Oakwood
cemetery, was no woman, as reported
by you. Constantine was a man — an
unfortunate man. His widow, Lucy
(Clark) testified many years after his
death that his tombstone kad been in-
correctly engraved. She stated that he
died 3 October, 1826, rather than 1827.
The casual reader probably couldn't
careless, . N




