








My Town - Lakewood
by Rosemarie Coleman 

Of course Lakewood, CA does not really belong to me and it's not a town; it's a city. 

However on April 26, 1951 our family of four, my husband, Vince, our two boys, picked 

up the keys to the new house in the hinterland of Long Beach. Lakewood was county 

territory. While my husband was at work, I took the two boys, Pat (almost 3 years) and 

toddler Michael (15 months) to the new house to wax and polish all those hardwood 

floors. In those days it was paste wax, so on my hands and knees I applied the wax and 

the boys skated around on old towels to "help" me polish. We were to move in the next 

day.

We moved the next day, but I didn't help. I was in St. Mary's hospital delivering our new 

baby girl. Kathy frowns when we remind her that she is the same age as our Lakewood 

house.

Those first weeks were busy. We needed to plant a lawn, meet new neighbors, and keep 

track of the boys, since there were no fences yet. The field at the end of our street had tall 

grass then; later Gompers Elementary school was built on that land. One day both boys 

disappeared. I called the sheriff's department. The neighbors, the police and I looked 

every where. Suddenly the two heads appeared in the overgrown field, "We were 

exploring," the boys said. 

After the school was built, our tract was out of the district for our children to attend 

Gompers. All neighborhood children must cross two main streets to go to a school in 

Bellflower. Our neighbor, Mrs. Lynn Welch, submitted a petition (signed by every parent 

in the area) to the Long Beach and Bellflower school districts to have the boundaries 

changed. As I understand it, from then on this area had a choice of which schools to 

attend. Naturally when our children started kindergarten we appreciated efforts of Mary 

Welch.

The other natural phenomenon for a new housing development was the sales people. The 

fence folk, the water softener demonstrators, insulation showmen, and the proverbial 

stone barbeque merchants all were ringing the doorbell several times a day. Running after 

children and going to the door constantly did tend to keep my weight down then. Our 

budget was tight so we avoided most of the "great promotions."  

The trees in the new subdivision were very small, so the children were not accustomed to 

old established trees. They had seen forests only in books, so on a trip to Bellflower one 

day, Michael, about age 2, stepped out of the car where we parked under a huge oak, 

looking up and UP he exclaimed, "What 's that?"  

The trees grew and so did we. The residents voted to incorporate Lakewood, now it was a 

city. Nevertheless, there is a home town feel to the place. The years raced by. We raised 

eight children here and stayed in the same house (remodeled a few times). I have often 

thanked God for Lakewood. My town!



In this short story, I have related a few interesting incidents, which occurred 

during his service in WW II. I hope our readers find them as interesting as I did 

when Jim told them to me.

I have tried to retell the stories Jim has told me as accurately as I could, and any 

errors are mine.

Mrs. James (Jean) Carder 














































