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Introduction

| 0 Vived a blessed life. | have gone through a lot
in my lifetime, most of it good. | had some hard
times while growing up, and a few disappointments
in business, but from the beginning to now my life
has been very, very interesting.

| have a wonderful wife, Helaine , who | 6 \b&en
married to for fifty -six years. We have two beautiful
daughters, Cynthia and Bonnie, who have given us
four amazing grandchildren, Jake, Aida n, Zach, and
Leah.

| 6 Mowed my career as a master baker, and |
continue to have great joy being a creator of food
products and watching my kids and grandkids grow

up. My only disappointment in life is that | wasnodt

able to pursue my dream of becoming a major
league baseball player. But otherwise, 1 0 mn lucky
guy who worked hard, and | dsay it paid off.

This is the story of my life. | hope you enjoy it.
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Beginnings

| was born on December 30, 1932, in Brooklyn,
New York, in a hospital called Israel Zion. Today it's
called Maimonides. | was given the name Abraham
Dunayer, but | decided when | was young that |
didn't want to go through life with everyone calling
me Abraham, so | changed my name over the years.
Abraham Dunayer is still on my birth certificate, but
my official name on my checkbook, license, and
everything else is Albert. After going by Albert for a
few years, people eventually started calling me Al |
never had a middle name. | don't recall any of my
friends having middle names. T h at prgbably
something they started doing a bit after my time.

My f at h eam& svas Benjamin Dunayer and my
mother was Dora Dunayer. Her maiden name was
Rosenthal. | have an older sister, Ann Ross, and a
younger brother, Harold.

| was told my father was from either Austria or
Poland, right around the borderline between those
two count ries. They wer e nvéry precise about
borders at that time in Europe, so we ar e rsdré .
This is before Czechoslovakia was created in 1918.
And my mother was from Poland.

My parents came over to the United States in their
twenties or early thirties. They met here and got
married. My father, believe it or not, was one of
eight boys, and all eight came here, not at the same
time but sporadically over the course of four or five
years. They settled in New York, all around Brooklyn
and Manhattan. Some of my unc les were in Canarsie,



Al Dunayer

Brooklyn. | had an uncle in Coney Island, and my
father had a sister who settled in Washington D.C.

Early Days

My memory is good, thank God. The memories
are everything. What | remember most about
growing up is that we were poor. We lived in a four -
story walk -up in Borough Park, Brooklyn, at 1456
44th  St. between 14™ and 15" Avenues. Our
apartment had four room s: a kitchen, a living room,
and two bedrooms , plus one bathroom. That was it.
My parents had one bedroom, my sister had the
other bedroom, which was small , and my brother
and | shared the sofa bed that pulled out in the
living room .

We we r e meélly aware of the fact that we were
poor. It was normal. Everyone around us was poor
too. No one really had anything. But when | say we
were poor, | don't mean that we were destitute. We
had food to eat and we had a warm home. | had a
mom and dad who went to work. The whole section
of Brooklyn lived like we did.

Both my mother and father worked as sewing
machine  operators in the garment sector of
Manhattan , the old sweatshops. They had probably
done that work in the old country, putting coats and
dresses together. All they knew was how to make
clothing. | remember my mother working hard at i,
and | remember my father going into the city and
coming home. They would take the subway back
and forth. 1d o n Bnbw if they liked it. They had no
options. It was their method of making a livi ng.
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They di dnearh a lot of money, and they di dnot
have the unions at that time to make sure they made
a decent wage. Later on, they were able to join the
labor unions and make a better wage, but it was not
much Dbetter.

Probably my earliest specific memor y is playing
ball when | was about nine years old. | loved to play
ball, always did. We would play stickball in the
streets of Brooklyn. In the baseball off -season we
would play football. Since we didn't have any money
for a real football, all the kids would wrap
newspapers up tight and put tape around the
newspaper. That was our football and we would
play catch with it in the streets. It worked. It was
heavy enough. When you threw this paper football |,
it would almost spiral like areal football.

| t Basd to explain this to my kids and grandkids
now because they can't conceive of what we did to
play ball when we were poor. When we played
softball, we played with wh at éalded a clincher
softball. The ball would get so old that it started to
rip apart when we hit it. The seams would start to
unstitch, so we used to buy half -inch tape and tape
the softball up, and just keep taping it and taping it
because we c o u |l dbuy @nother one. T h a t hbow
poor we were as kids. But we made do with what we
had.

Another early memory is going with my father to
help my Uncle Willie, who was my favorite uncle,
with his moving business. He had one small moving
truck and made a living moving furniture, moving
this and that. He di d nddtvery well, made just
enough to support his family.
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My dad and | used to go with Uncle Willie
sometimes. | remember going to the Salvation Army
to pick up food packages and deliver them to all the
poor people. | used to sit in the back of the truck as
a kid because there wa s ndhaugh room for me in
the front seat with my dad and uncle. It was
exciting, but awful cold at that time of year around
Thanksgiving, Christmas, and Hanukkah. |
remember being bundled up. Every time we stopped
to deliver the food packages to people, | used to
help my uncle carry them up. And some of the
packages we could bring home for ourselves.

I t dfusny how you remember certain things. |
remember that vividly. | d o n ddmember much
about my other uncles. They lived in different areas,
and we didn't have cars in those times. It was
difficult to be with other parts of the family, so we
didn't see them often.

Also, | remember that when | was young my
parents spoke some Yiddish, Yiddish -American. |
can understand Yiddish, and | speak it a little bit. |
understand every bit of German | hear, because
German and Yiddish are close. Throughout the
years | knew a lot of Jewish people who spoke
Yiddish, so | picked it up. | like Yiddish.

| remember my mother had a lot of phrases, but
the meanings di d nréaly come through when
translated into English . For instance, she used to
say, 0 T h guy is such a great salesman he can talk
you into ein kinden boykh . That translates to 0 L i & e
child in your b e | | He.isésuch a great salesman he
can talk you into having a child in your belly. In
Yiddish it came through meaningfully, but in
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American it doesn't sound like it means anything.
You can't translate it. | remember my mother telling
me a couple of them over the years. She spoke a lot
of Yiddish and alot of English in my house.

Dad Has a Stroke

Unfortunately, when | was about twelve years old,
my father had a stroke and couldn't work anymore .
He was paralyzed on his right side and lost his
speech, so he had to stay home after that.

He was a nice guy who tried hard to make a living,
but he had bad luck with the stroke. He lived
another twenty years, but he rarely left the house.
It may have been a major stroke because his whole
right side was completely paralyzed . He coul dndt
walk well. He lost his speech completely. In those
years, there wa s n fhach therapy for a stroke.
Today , when someone has a stroke, they can
rehabilitate in two years. But back then,they di dn dt
know how to treat it.

He went to therapy, but he c o ul dimgrave
enough to be normal. We used to walk with him
downstairs. He had a wheelchair and walkers. He
regained a little bit of his speech eventually, but the
stroke was too much and he d i d ngéttthe care he
needed, the care you would get today. It must have
been a massiv e stroke.

I can never remember him being mad. He was
always sorry for himself that this had happened to
him and that he couldn't help out. Here he was with
two boys and a daughter, and | guess there's a
certain feeling of bad luck. | can hardly remember
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him being a normal father before the stroke. He was
always sick. He lived until he was about seventy. |
was probably about twenty -two when he passed.

Family Time

| can honestly say we practically never had fun as
a family. The only fun | can remember was lighting
candles on Hanuk kah. We d i d nhawe money for
gifts. We had little things, like a scarf or gloves,
never anything of real value. We went to temple
together on the high holidays , and when we were
young we went to the sukkahs a little bit, but that
was really the only fun | can remember having.

Besides the holidays, we d i d rhéve the time for
religion to come into our lives. We did what
everyone else did, just enough religion to get by and
know we were Jewish. | went to Hebrew school and
had a bar mitzvah. There was atemple three blocks
away called Mazucki Talmud Torah, and t ha
where | learned my bar mitzvah lessons.

After all this time, | 0 still not a spiritual person.
| believe in Judaism, and | go to temple on the
holidays and for the k i d s mitzvahs , but | never
got into it on my own. | never joined atemple. | had
to learn Hebrew for my bar mitzvah. But that came
and went fast.

We never went any place on vacation. That would
have been unheard of. My mother was always in the
house taking care of my father. She c o u | dleaget
Shed i d rntalied me to the park or the beach. If | went
to Coney Island, it was by myself or with other kids.
Mom would sometimes go down to do a little
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shopping, but t h a takbst it. She was a mother and
a nurse at the same time. My father was diabetic so
she had to give him insulin shots. Wec o u | daavet
him alone. He ¢ o ul dwali tvery well . God forbid
he fell.

Mom tried very hard and did the best she could.
She worked, and she always did well with what we
had, making supper, putting food on the table. At
one point when | was a kid, we were on welfare. The
checks used to come in and they paid the rent and
bought alittle food. And then when | started to work
we went off of welfare because | earned enough.
Things got better for the family little by little when
| was working. All of the sudden we had money
coming in.

When my father passed, it was hard for my
mother. But my brother, sister and | had enough
money by that point to send her to Florida for three
or four months in the winter where she had friends.
She used to stay in small hotels, and now those
small hotels are South Beach, Miami. Now i t ths
happening place. She had a little bit of a better life
with her friends in Florida. We had enough money
at that point and she di d nwviaht for anything.
Otherwise, she always stayed in the little apartment
in Brooklyn. She loved that apartment and never
moved . She was about seventy when she passed.

My Brother Harold
| remember when | was around twelve and Harold

was six, Har ol fdehé came running up to the
apartment and said, 0 Y o brother is bleeding in the
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ey elran to the schoolyard to find him crying. A
kid had thrown a stick and caught him in the eyelid.
It was bleeding profusely. Sowe put atowel over his
face. | wa s ngbihg to be able to carry him all the
way across town to the hospital, which was about
six blocks away, so we had to wait for the bus, which
we took to Israel Zion Hospi tal where we were born ,
which today is Maimonides Hospital.

| remember the emergency room vividly. There
were a load of people there, but when the nurses
saw all the blood they took Harold before every one
else. | had to wait outside while they stitched up the
eye. He had to wear a patch for a bit after that, but
he was fine . They told me nothing was wrong with
his eye.

| was like a parent. | would actually say | brought
Harold up, more so than our parents did. And | was
his mentor too because | taught him everything in
the business i how to bake, how to sell. He was a
good boy, a nice kid. And | was like a father. Of
course h e &l my kid brother. | remember he used
to come watch me play ball. He wa s ndidt enough
to play and compete with us.

My brother d i d rh@ve to go through what | went
through when we were growing up. Whatever |
di d rhave, he had. There was a little more money
coming in when he was young, nothing great but
some extras. We could buy a litle more clothes. |
can honestly say that he never really had to want for
anything, thank God.
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He got married a year before | did. His wife,
Myrna, lived on the East Sde. After they were
married they moved to Bensonhurst, about twenty
blocks from where we lived in Borough Park.

Harold has two boys. Mark is a dentist and lives
in Closter, New Jersey, and Barry does social work
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for the state of New York. He 0a& supervisor, in
charge of placing single mothers in need of housing
to help them start over. | love being an uncle to my
br ot hkdsds

Working

When | wa s nid school, | was working. | worked
after school and on the weekends in a mini grocery
store about three blocks from where we lived. |
worked a couple of hours after school packing
canned goods, and | helped behind the counter with
certain things. And then | worked on the weekends,
and | earned a little money to help the family. This
was necessary because Dad was ill. | remember our
rent for the apartment was $48 a month.

My sister Ann left the house after she graduated
high school . She also held a job before getting
married. Shed i d rh@vé the money to go to college.
She did some office work in the city. She was a
pretty girl, always had a nice figure, so she mo deled
a little bit for a clothing company called Cordet . She
met her husband, Charlie Ross, after he came out of
the Navy from the Second World War. | was eighteen
then. She was twenty -one.

| remember Charlie used to come over after she
came home from work and help do things around
the house so Mom could go out, which was great.
Charlie is a great guy. Ann and Charlie went steady
for about a year, and then they got married. After
raising three children (all girls), they retired to
Florida and are still married t oday é sdeven y
years!
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Baseball!

When | wa s nidtschool or working, | played
baseball. No one ever taught me how to play . | was
self -taught. | used to play in the schoolyard, and
then after work on the weekends. | knew | was a
good ballplayer because | shined over my peers. |
was a pitcher in both softball and hardball.

| was pretty athletic, and alittle stronger than the
average boy. | grew strong from working at the
grocery store, from handling heavy bags of flour
and carrying heavy cases up the stairs. It helped me
later on in life to be stronger physically. | wasnot
especially big, but for my size and age | was strong.

When | was about
fourteen years old i this
was in 1946 A | was
awarded a few medals. In
high school , | was one of
the best pitchers in
baseball. | pitched one no-
hitter, which was a big
accomplishment. PAL, the
police association , gave me
this medal .

And | was awarded New
York City champ of
schoolyard softball by
Mayor O6 Dwy. er
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Learning the Baking Ropes

At that point, when | was in high school, we
needed money in the house so badly that | went
from working a little bit in the grocery store to
working in a bakery around the corner from my
home in Borough Park. It was a retail bakery called
Young's Bakery. After school | worked from three
until supper time. | scraped and cleaned the floors.
| brought up big bags of flour from the basement.

In those years we had big, hundred -pound cotton
bags of flour. Today flour comes in paper bags, but
at that time it came in acotton bag. | wa s ntlat big,
but every day | had to bring up ten hundred -pound
bags of flour from the basement into the bakery for
the night bread bakers. | weighed maybe one
hundred and twenty pounds.

The owner of the bakery, Mr. Young, taught me
how to carry them up. You stand the bag up on a
stool, and you can make ears out of the corners of
the flour bag. You turn around, grab the ears, lay the
bag against your back and over your head, and lift
it up with your back. Putting that flour bag on my
back made it easier to walk the twelve steps up to
the bakery. It made me stronger too. Every day |
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carried those bags that were almost my weight. | had
tried carrying the bags all different ways, but that
method of putting it on your back was the only way
to do it, because your back can take a lot more
weight. And it got easier.

On the weekends | worked full days with the cake
baker, and he taught me little things: how to use the
weights to scale the flower, how to take food out of
the oven. | learned how to do a lot of things, and I
liked it. I liked it very much.

| graduated high school when | was seventeen
years old, which was a little early because | was a
good student and | had to go to work. When |
graduated, | thought | knew enough to be a baker's
helper, and | needed to make more money. Sol went
to the unio n and asked if they would help place me
in some bakeries. | had to join the union and pay
dues, and the guy found spots for me in retail
bakeries.

Years ago we had a ton of retail bakeries all over
the city, in Manhattan, Brooklyn, Queens. Every
second block was a litle mom -and-pop bakery. So
there was a lot of work for bakers and baker's
helpers, and | became a helper. In less than one year
I must've worked in twenty bakeries. |1 di d mdrk
every day. The work was more on the weekends
because t h a twhen bakeries are busy. Fridays,
Saturdays and Sundays are a b a k e r bugiest time.
I moved around, work ing in one bakery for maybe
two weeks, and then in another bakery for one or
two weeks, and | got to know a lot of bakers and a
lot of methods.
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When | had a formula, | always marked it down
and remembered it. For example, | knew how
different bakeries made sponge cake in their own
ways . | dldarn how to make honey cakes and layer
cakes and chocolate icings in one bakery, and then
how to make those same thing s in another bakery a
little differently. | wrote the formulas down , and it
all stuck in my head. That helped me become a
baker.

| learned that | could make the best of the best.
One bakery was better than another bakery; it was
in a nicer area, so they used more butter. Another
bakery couldn't afford to use so much butter. So |
learned the best of the formulas. And yes, | ate some
of the products too. All kids love to eat sweets.

| earned about $68 a week by working on the
weekends , and | worked a lot of hours. | can
remember going in on a Friday, working all Friday
night through  Saturday, Saturday night, and
Sunday. After Sunday's baking was done in the
afternoon, | could go home.

When | tell people about my childhood, when I
tell my grandchildren, they can't conceive of what |
and other people did to survive in those days. They
can't conceive of working sixty or seventy hours in
three days and earning $68 a week. In those days
$60 was probably $150 or $200 today. It was a lot
of money for that time.

As a b a k e hdper , | would work six or eight
hours, then the baker would let me go downstairs
and sleep on the flour bags for two or three hours,
and then h e dwhke me when it was time to come
back to work. So | &gkt a little rest, and there was
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always ple nty of food, plenty of rolls and bread, and
the bosses brought in cold cuts. We d i d nsigeép a
lot, but we were never hungry. | di d nnind it |
didn't know any better. | had to work. That was my
life: learning how to be a baker and earning money
to bring home to Mom and Pop.

What was great was that not only was | earning
money, but when | went home after the weekend , |
brought bread and rolls and cake with me for the
family. Sowe always had bread in the house that we
di drhé@ve to buy. | t j@ag of being a baker that the
boss lets the bakers take home their own product.
The boss would never charge the bakers. | did that
for about a year.

From B a k e Hélper to Night Baker

When | was about eighteen -and -a-half, | got some
jobs as a night baker in high -end restaurants and
cafeterias throughout New York City and Brooklyn.
At that time, there were a lot of cafeterias i big,
beautiful, buffet -style cafeterias with tremendous
showcases over the counter. | worked at alarge one
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in the Flatbush section of Brooklyn called Garfield,
and another one in the Garment District of
Manhattan called Dubr owo s .

Du b r o wa@ssa tremendous cafeteria , one of the
best places to eat in the whole city. Everybody in the
Garment District ate there. It was on 37" Street and
Ninth Avenue , and it was the place to be. The food
was great, and they had everything.

Jquou"f

AFETERIA

| was one of the night bakers and my job was to
bake all the morning goods, such as muffins,
danish es, croissants, everything . But | d i d nniake
bread or bagels, only cake. When it came to bagels,
the cafeterias and restaurants always bought them
because the bagel was an art in itself. There were
little bagels shops all over the city, and all they did
was make bagels. It i s nt@at easy to do, believe it
or not. | t @cst like making a loaf of white bread
where you just take flour, mold it, and put it in a
pan. Bagel-making requires different ovens and a
different method of baking .
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Baseball Tryouts

On the weekends | played ball. | loved it, and |
knew | had talent. | always listened to the baseball
games on the radio and read about them in the
newspaper. All | wanted to do was play ball, though
| hardly had the time.

So one day when | was
nineteen vyears old | read
in the newspaper that
there were tryouts for the
New York Giants baseball
team. This is when the
Giants were still in New
York City, before they
went to San Francisco. We
had three teams in New
York at that time. The Giants were never really good,
a so-so team. The Brooklyn Dodgers and the New
York Yankees were good.

Tryouts were in a complex in Lodi, New Jersey,
from nine in the morning to twelve in the afternoon |,
and kids around my age were coming to try out. So
| decided | would go to the tryout right from work ,
right after the nightshift . | brought my glove, my
spikes and my uniform to work with me, and after
work | went to Lodi. | had made enough money to
support my family and to buy a little car, what we
used to call gunk. 6 It was an old Pontiac Catalina ,
green on the bottom with a grey top. | paid around
$600 or $800. It was used and old, but it was a car
and a method for getting to work. So | went down
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there right from work to try out with about four
hundred kids my age.

| was sleep deprived, but | was lucky because this
complex was big, like at a small college, and they
had showers on site. So | took a quick shower, and
that revived me. | put on my uniform and tried out.
| was a pitcher, and | faced five kids, peers my own
age. | struck out three, and two hit weak ground
balls to third base. With that, the scouts came over
and said, 0 Wethink you have some talent, and we
would like you to come back tomorrow to face some
semi professional hi t t eThe .bast of the bunch
were asked to come back é | was one of them!

| always felt confident that | could do very well
with my peers. | was always a tick above the other
kids in the schoolyard .| felt | had alot of talent, and
it showed at these tryouts. Sol went home, got some
sleep, went to work the next day, and then again |
went right to Lodi from work. | took a shower and
was able to wake up. They had brought
semi professional hitters down. These guys were Six -
foot -three, six-foot -four, and they were whacking
the ball. They must have been twenty -two, twenty -
thre e, twenty -four years old hitting the ball three
hundred feet. | thought | had met my match. But I
said to myself, | & here, what have | got to lose, so
let me try .

| faced five of them: three of them | struck out,
one hit a pop -up to third base, and one popped up
to first base. The scouts came running over to me
and said, 0 Ho wquick can you go to Mobile,
Alabama? We 0 rgeing to send you to the minor
|l eagues. 0



Al Dunayer

And | said, 0 We Il support my f ami | y. 0O

Sol was invited to go play baseball. They offered
me $110 a month with room and board. Young
players today get millions just as a signing bonus,
but there was no television in those days, so there
was no money.

But | couldn't leave my parents. $110 a month
was not enough. As a baker | was earning around
$300 to support my family. Not only that, but my
family needed me around. | would have loved to go
play baseball, but | just c oul d My kid brother
Harold was only eleven or twelve, and my sister was
getting married and was going to be leaving the
house. So | kept working to support my family.

| felt all my life | could have been a major leaguer ,
and the scouts had seen enough in me to send me
to the minors. | had an excellent repertoire of
pitches. In baseball today, they look for a six-foot -
four guy who <can throw ninety -mile -per-hour
fastballs. The faster the better. Then they will teach
you how to throw a curveball or aslider and all the
other aspects of pitching.

But | had just the opposite. T h at Why they
c oul dhit drte, and why the scouts wanted me so
badly. | had acurveball with a substantial break, and
a sinker that would fall from head to toe. | had a
screwball, which was unheard of for a kid to have.
The screwball goes from inside to inside. Normally
the curveball goes from inside to outside and the
batter has to reach for it. With the screwball, the ball
comes at you, and then all the sudden you can't
swing at it. There ar e nmany pitchers today who
throw screwba lls. 16 mnot sure they even do it
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anymore. My fastball wa s n that fast because |
wa s nthat big, but they didn't expect that from a
young kid.

The key to my stuff was my control. Most kids
could throw hard, but they couldn't control it. They
would hit you in the head or throw it three boxes
wide. But | could control my curveball and my
sinker, and t h a widysthey ¢ o u | dhit &ny pitches.
These semiprofessional  batters were big, but | threw
my curve and they thought it was going to hit them,
so t h e ygetdfrightened and step back. And all of a
sudden it broke. You always start out by throwing
your curve right at them. They d o n thinhk you have
control of the ball and it's hard for them to swing.
Then the ball breaks and they ¢ a nhittit. T h a twys
two popped up and | struck out three of them.

They were not kids my age, and | think they were
embarrassed that a nineteen -year-old kid was
striking out six -foot -four minor -league ballplayers.
So that's when the scouts came over and said they
wanted me.

Thos e were different times. | had a lot of
compassion for my family. | was very close with my
parents and that's why Ic o u |l deatthem. | loved
them. Maybe a lot of kids would have left their
family and run away to go play ball, but Icoul dndt
do it. It was not my nature. | earned money because
| had the ability to help keep the family okay when
they c o ul dWeénever had alot but we always had
enough. We always had food in the house. We
coul dgodoh vacation. We d i d nkdow anything
about vacations. It was work work work and try to
stay healthy.
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Pitching was my pride and joy; | loved the physics
of it. 1 knew what to do with the ball i the curve ball,
the screwball, the sinker, and | always had con trol
of it. That's the key in baseball, when the pitcher
can control his pitching and not walk batters. The
strikes | used to throw were so good that the batter
really couldn't make contact. Today they d o n éven
call them curveballs; they call them sliders. Even the
terminology of the pitching is different today .

I never had any coaching. |taught myself through
playing softball in the schoolyard and hardball in
the parks. | always went to the park by myself, never
with anyone | knew from school. | was a loner when
it came to baseball. To be honest, | didnt have that
many friends growing up. | worked nights, then had
to catch up on sleep, and | never had time to go out
with friends or meet girls on the weekends. Earning
money was my life. 1d i d rhé@ve the time that other
kids had.

Korean War Draft

Not long after the baseball tryouts, the
government tried to make me 1A, draft me into the
Army, and send me to fight in Korea. | graduated in
June 1950, the same year that the Korean War
began . There were draft boards all over Brooklyn.

At that point in my life | didn't understand it. |
said to myself, Why should | go and fight in Korea
when | have to support my family ? 1t d i d nniake
sense. | could not conceive of going halfway around
the world to fight. Against whom was | fighting, and
for what? It wasn0 ta situation like World War I
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where we had to go fight or the country would be
overrun.

But the good thing was that because | was
working and earning that kind of money to support
my family , | could go to the appeal board. They said,
0 Wh ghouldn't you go fight in Kor ea? 6

And | said, 0 Wh ghould | go? Can the government
or state give me enough money to support my
family? Who will support my family? | have an ill
father, a mother who doesn't earn enough money,
and ababy br ot her . 6

| went to the appeal board three times , and they
still said | had to go to Korea. Sol asked if there was
another agency where | could appeal this, and they
said there was an appeal board in Washington D.C.
They wrote a letter for me, and then two people
came from Washington and | told them my story. |
had to show them paychecks and prove that | was
legitimate.

They went back to Washington, and three weeks
later two out of the three from the appeal board said
| should stay, that because | did earn money to take
care of my famil y there was no need for me to go to
Korea. They made me 3A, which means 0 har dshi p
dependency. 6

Now that | think about it, if | had gone to Alabama
to play minor league baseball, then I probably would
not have been able to argue the hardship
dependency, and | likely would have been drafted
and sent to war. And it was a stupid war to begin
with, like Vietnam. Why were we there? Because
communism was going to take over the country?
Even today | wonder why we & inethe Middle East.



Al Dunayer

To try to make other countri es democratic like we
are? | t deser going to happen. T h a tthdsscountry:

we get involved in other ¢ o u nt rheadshies, and

it gives us nothing but trouble. | t i@oesense. That 6 s
my feeling.

Becoming a Real Baker

After my stint as a night baker, | started to work
for some big companies in Brooklyn. In those years
delivery was completely different. These companies
had tons of trucks and truck drivers delivering to
grocery stores and the smaller mom and pop stores.
This was before the big bust of supe rmarkets.

| got a job as the managing foreman of a big
bakery in  Williamsburg, Brooklyn, called F&S
Bakeries. It was owned by two broth ers and a
partner, F for the Foster brothers and S for Stern.
F&Swas a wholesale shop with twenty -five bakers. |
was young when | went in there, in my early
twenties, and the bakers were a lot older than me,
mostly in their mid -forties, so they d i d rha@ve alot
of respect for me in the beginning.

| was always a good formulation man, and a good
creator. F&S basically made  three items:
cheesecakes, muffins, and big ten-inch layer cakes
that they sold to small mom and pop grocery stores.
There we r e thé big supermarkets in those years.
Nothing was packaged in film or cellophane. It was
all bulk, loose, so if you wanted a thr ee-pound layer
cake, they would cut it by the pound and wrap it in
wax paper or put it in a box. It was completely
different than today.
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F&S made big cheesecakes, not the heavy cream
cheesecakes of today, but light and fluffy
cheesecakes. We also made big corn and bran
muffins. We d i d nniake them in paper, we made
them in greased cups. We greased the pans, put in
the cake, and the muffin rose up with alittle ring on
the top. The restaurants used to slice them in half,
put them on the grill, and serve them for breakfast.
You d o n &de muffins baked in grease anymore .
Everything changed .

But F & S big piece of business was their layer
cakes. They had six or eight varieties, including
chocolate, butter cream, and coconut, all basically
the same cake with different fillings. There was a
big table with seven men around it, and each man
would do one job in the assembly line.

One man took the two layer cakes and put them
together. Then he handed it to the next guy who had
a bowl of cream. He put the cream top on and then
handed that layer to the next guy who did the sides.
They did everything with their hands in those years,
never spatulas or bowl knives. It didn't have to be
fancy as long as it had a certain amount of cream.
Then another guy had a bowl of coconut and he put
it on the sides and the top. Another guy did the
sprinkles, whatever that variety of cake called for.
Eventually it went onto a rack until the rack was
filed up with cakes, and then the rack was taken
down to be wrapped.

When | started at F&S as the managing foreman, |
saw that each baker stayed in one spot the whole
time . Can you imagine staying in one spot for four
hours, then having your lunch, and then coming
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back to do the same thing? When the men went
home their arms and legs ached. They had to reach
for the cakes and every cake was three pounds. You
do that six or eight hundred times a day, everything
starts to hurt.

I had seen conveyor belt systems at other
factories , so | said | had to put aconveyor system in
here. But the union and the men fought me tooth
and nail. They saw that they would be making a lot
more cakes and maybe losing pay. They were on
salary, not commission, so they may have thought
they'd make less money per cake made. But |
assured the bosses that we wanted this conveyor.

Sowe brought all the men into a meeting, and the
bosses said, 6 We dgoiag to make this conveyor. Al
said that we 0 going to get better productivity, you
wo n @da home tired and aching, and y o u &de lthat
i t Dester. All the cakes will be coming to you, so
you wo n @ave to stand in one spot and lift a three -
pound cake all the t i me . 6

We put the conveyor alongside the building, built
it with a turn, and made a hole in the building so it
went down into the packing area. When the guys
finished making a cake, it went right down to be
packed, into the boxes and onto the racks in the
shipping room.

You wo ul d befieve it. A month -and-a-half or
two months after instaling the conveyor, after
these guys were so doubtful of me, they were
thanking me. Now after a day's work , they went
home like people. So not only did | do well for the
owners but | did well for the bakers, my peers. | had
earned their respect. These older guys saw that a
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young kid like me knew his stuff , and that | was
there to help them and increase the business. They
were good bosses and they really appreciated the
help. In turn, they increased my salary.

How | Met My Wife

| used to go to Frank's Luncheonette for lunch
every day. It was about two blocks from F&S. It
didn't take much time to go out and grab a
sandwich, and the guy s who owned the place, Frank
and his brother, were nice guys . They knew me from
my uniform, my whites. Pfizer, the pharmaceutical
house, was three blocks off that main road, and a
lot of the chemists used to go to that luncheonette
in their white coats also. It was quite a big lunch
place . There were counters, booths all along the
walls, and also tables and chairs.

Sometimes | sat up front at the counter.
Sometime s, if it wa s nthat crowded, | grabbed a
seat. | went in every day to grab a sandwich. Frank
and | got to know each other . | told him | was a
supervisor at the wholesa le cake factory two blocks
away .

One day it was crowded in Fr a n &nd shere were
no tables available. But there was one empty seat at
a table with an elderly woman who was the top
bookkeeper for a wholesale hardware concern in
Williamsburg, and a young lady, who was also a
bookkeeper. Frank tells me that they came in there
every day too, and would 1 like to sit next to that
pretty lady. | spotted her and said, My God, what a
beautiful girl . Love at first sight. So |l said, why not?
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| c oul dbel@éw he was introducing me to her!
Her name was Helaine Rita Blitzer, and we got
friendly. She and her bookkeeper colleague made
sure they had lunch at a certain time each day, and
| tried to get out at a certain time, so every day we
would meet at the luncheonette and have lunch
together. Because | wore whites, they both thought
| was a chemist from Pfizer. And then one day | told
them | was a baker.

They were both surprised. Helaine said, 0 Ge e z,
that sounds so interesting. We never knew there was
a bakery just two blocks away . 0

So | said, 0 On éay, if you have an extra ten
minutes, | Owalk you down to the bakery and show
you how we make cheesecakes. 0

| took Helaine and her friend down one day. We
went into the side door and just as we walk in, here's
this big tall black fella mixing marble cheesecake
with his long arms all the way into the vat, and
cheesecake hanging from the hair under his arms.
To make the marble cheesecake you had to mix the
chocolate and the white cheesecake together. So he
had his arm in there right up to his armpit, and he
was marbleizing the chocolate and white togethe r.

They were shocked. 0 Wh ai$ he d oi n gty
asked.

0 We | llsaid) 0 t h acheesecake. H e dnsxing the
chocolate in to marble ize it. 6

They d i d nsayt anything untii we walked out.
Then Helaine said, 0 Yo do that every day ?A0
woman couldn't fathom that that's how it's done. It
was unbelievable to her.
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| started to see them every day. | had my own
apartment at the time in Sheepshead Bay, Brooklyn,
and she lived on Church Avenue in the Flatbush
section. The other lady lived only two blocks from
the factory, but Helaine would take the bus home.
One day | said, 0 Wh @ o n d drive you home after
wo r klxot off at five and she finished around five.
| passed by her neighborhood anyway. So | started
to drive her home.

This must've been six or eight weeks after we
met. | started driving her home every day. And at
that point | asked her if she would like to go out for
supper one night, and she said fine. And then we
started dating.

We went to the movies mostly. There used to be
a drive -in in Valley Stream, Long Island, called
Sunrise . It was one of the first open-air drive -ins. We
used to go up the Belt Parkway right through
Brooklyn, and as soon as you go past Queens you
hit Valley Stream. We went there a couple times, but
mostly it was the Loews movie theaters in Brooklyn.
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Loews was very big at that time. Their theaters
were like castles. They had balconies and high
ceilings that were full of lights and looked like stars.
Some of the theaters had big unbelievable
chandeliers. They made movie theaters in those
years second to none, not like today. And the Loews
Theaters were on Flatbush Avenue, which was a
main drag in Brooklyn. There were three Loew&
Theaters within about a three -mile area. If you went
to the Loew & off Albemarle Road, they called it the
Albemarle, and then there was one not too far from
my house on Church Avenue, which they called the
Loew & Church.

When you went to the theater, it wasn't just a
date. You saw aterrific movie and then you went for
a malted or ice cream at the ice cream shop near the
movies. These were different times, and that was
the most enjoyable thing to dofi go to the movies
and then go out for ice cream. Today that would be
nothing for a kid, no excitement. Of course, those
years we saw Clark Gable, Jimmy Stewart, Alan Ladd,
Ginger Rogers, all the top actors and actresse s.
Esther Wiliams had the swim pictures in those
years, with the synchronized dancing in the water
like they have in the Olympics today. It was so
exciting to see that in those years, really
unbelievable.

And these films were all about nice things. There
was nothing dirty in them, nothing too sexy. Sexwas
taboo in those years. T h a twhyg we grew up with
morals. The grandparents of t o d a ykidls had
morals back then, but today it's a completely
different world. It seems as though kids thirty years
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and youn ger, all of the sudden their culture is not
moralistic.  Everything has become about sex. It
overtook the schools. In my day we couldn't go to
school wearing what the kids wear today. | would
wear a sweater and atie. There was a certain respect
for the school and the teachers which | think is lost
today.

What can | say? You always look back and you say
things were better then, although things were not
better then. We were poorer than hell. But we had
morals and respect, and | think the kids of today
have lost alot of that.
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Helaine and | dated for about a year, maybe not
even. Her mother and father were very nice, and my
mother liked her very much. They hit it off pretty
quickly. Helaine had asister who had already gotten
married and moved to Baltimore, Maryland , by that
time .

From when we first met until we were married in
1957, it was about a year -and -a-half.
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Our Wedding

Helaine Rita Blitzer became Helaine Rita Dunayer
on December 24, 1960, in Garfield Temple in
Brooklyn  Heights, which is downtown Brooklyn.
We 6 vien married almost sixty years now. It
wasn't a big wedding because we didn't have much
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money. Some relatives and a couple close friends
came.

After the ceremony, we went to a little Jewish
restaurant on the East Side of Manhattan called
Moskowitz and Lupowitz. It closed in the mid -
1960s. The restaurant had to be a kosher restaurant
because Helaine 6 grandparents , who came up from
Baltimore, were religious. The restaurant  was
downstairs, but they let us have our celebration in
a little room upstairs .

Helaineand | with my parents



