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To the old neighborhood

Ye Olde Book Shoppe

A Story for the Christmas Season

The Last Roll on Old Number 95

Paul John Hausleben

This is a work of fiction. Names, characters, businesses, places, events and incidents are either the product of the author’s eccentric, strange and unusual imagination or used in a fictitious manner. Any resemblance to actual persons, living or dead or actual events is purely coincidental and it was not the intention of the author.
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A special thank you to whoever set up that little Christmas tree and electric train set in the window of that old store on Belmont Avenue in Paterson, New Jersey about forty-five years ago.

“May the joy and hope of Christmas Day ring out forever more! We pray that everyone continues to hear the peal of the church bells of the old neighborhood, if not in their ears, then in their hearts, no matter where they are on the face of God’s great creation.”

Paul John Hausleben

November 2013
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This novelette was the result of two pieces of inspiration. The first inspiration was a very faint memory of a storefront located on Belmont Avenue in Paterson, New Jersey. The store was just over the Borough of Haledon border, just beyond Burhans Avenue on the left side as you headed towards West Broadway. As a very young boy, I remember the store often-changing hands and the type of goods sold there constantly changing too.

It was a television and radio repair shop, then a store that rented various items, then a store that sold hubcaps and other miscellaneous items, a myriad of failed retailing ideas that could not, or in fact, did not survive in the old neighborhood. It never was, as far as I can remember, what my old man would label the classic, typical, Paterson, New Jersey, “front for a bookie joint.”

However, you never know!

What I do remember, is that in one of its many incarnations, the store owner at Christmas time, had set up a dusty, old Christmas tree in the front store window with a small, electric train that chugged around the base of the tree on a circle of tracks. I can recall, to this very day, staring at that holiday display and viewing it through smutty windows while watching the soft glow of the lights as they blinked Christmas loud and clear to me.

It brought great joy to a young boy, and I would happily dash down there after school when it was dark, to stare at the tree and the train. I remember how sad I was when after Christmas the store owner removed the display!

I often wonder why, and how, such simple things stick in our minds for so long.

This year, about one week before the holidays turned up into a full swing, the other piece of the inspiration puzzle came into place.

I encountered a few days earlier, a particularly obnoxious entrepreneur who decided to inflict pain and suffering on not only me, but on some of my close associates too.

In a sweeping outlet of pent-up frustration, I decided to create a story with the classic storyline of Christmas, a poor downtrodden soul, lost romance, and the classic, money-grubbing, character stomping on Mr. Downtrodden.

I had been searching for quite some time to find suitable material to fill in timeline gaps of the characters from the adventures of Harry and Paul. In addition, I also had a specific character in mind that I had sought to create for quite a long time. I quickly recognized that this would be the perfect vehicle for that twofold mission.

Therefore, I put a bit of a twist to it, in order to link some older stories together, then I combined it with the memory of that Christmas display in the old storefront of so long ago, and it was finished!

Take that, obnoxious entrepreneur! I guess you can tell that I had a lot of fun writing this one!

Christmas is now a setting that I have featured often in my work, and I have to admit that the subject matter often surprises me sometimes. I know that it comes as the result of wonderful memories.

Christmas in the old neighborhood was very special. I trust and pray that Christmas, and every day, in your own neighborhood remain very special too.

It is my sincere hope that you enjoy reading this little Christmas season novelette as much as I enjoyed writing it.

Thank you for reading it.

Paul John Hausleben

November 2013
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Gramps shuffled across the floor of his little apartment on the second floor of the house at 182 Belmont Avenue in Haledon, New Jersey.

“Now, Joanie told me that Paulie boy left a copy of his manuscripts here on the table for me,” Gramps spoke aloud to no one.

His eyes spotted the papers on the kitchen table; he picked them up and smiled.

“Yes, here they are, oh, good. . ..”

Gramps held them in his hand and slowly shuffled from the kitchen to his easy chair in the living room. He sat down in his chair, turned on his reading lamp, and put his reading glasses on over his eyes. Settling into his chair, he opened the manuscripts and glanced through the pages. Gramps laughed aloud a bit and smiled while reading; he stopped reading, put the papers down on his lap, and stared out into the air while he was pondering a deep thought.

‘I will bring these papers to Chadwick and he will give me his opinion, and provide a bit of advice to me to tell, Paulie boy. After all, I do need to pick up a Holmes book or two, wish him a happy Christmas, and let him read this. He is still such a congenial and wonderful man, despite his meager circumstance. I will go tomorrow as long as the weather is good.’

Gramps picked up the manuscript again, flipped the pages, and scanned them while speaking aloud, “Now, where is it? I just love that part when they all sing, that drunken rendition of, ‘Silver Bells.’”
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Chapter One


A Meeting of Fate
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OF ALL THE TIMES OF the year, Christmas can bring great joy to many people. It can also, at the same time, bring great sadness too. For the poor, the lonely, the sad, and the downtrodden of this world, Christmas can be a holiday of dread. It is a season to revisit lost hope, lost love, and memories of wonderful Christmas celebrations that are lost forever more in a maze of old memories. 

The fortunate people of this world sometimes, often seem to forget how fortunate they are to have received the blessings of wealth, family, friends, and love. Some of these misguided folks never stop, even at a special time such as Christmas time, to count their blessings, and realize just how lucky and fortunate they really are. They look down upon the less fortunate and in many cases, try to take advantage of them, to promote their own wealth, or needs.

Yet, underneath it all, some less fortunate people prevail, they charge on and keep the faith, while staying the course no matter what the circumstance of their lives happens to be. The poor, the subjugated, those people who are down on their luck, and in need of a break, but still, they keep their faith secure and strong. You will not find the true measurement of a person’s wealth in a bank account. You will find it in their spirit.

The poor shepherds in the fields, watching their flocks by night, the outcasts of society, the ones who other people did not want to be around, were in fact, the first to hear of Christmas joy, the chosen audience of the good news before all others. Not the rich gentry, not the wealthy, but the lowly shepherds. . .. 

You cannot help but think that for these poor folks, this is really why we needed Christmas in the first place.
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“TWELVE DECEMBER 1973. My Dearest Chadwick,” Chadwick B. Ripplewood Jr. began to read the letter aloud to himself, while standing in the center of his bookstore located at 782 Belmont Avenue in Paterson, New Jersey in early December 1976.

He continued, “I regret that we had to part with each other’s company under such difficult circumstances, but please be assured, I vow someday to return to your arms. Until then, I know you will hold me in high esteem, and even though we will be apart, our love will transcend both time and distance, and it will survive. Until I can return, I will write to you as often as my time allows, and perhaps even a long-distance telephone call or two, but you will never be far from my mind and my heart. As soon as I am able to stabilize the family estate and a precarious situation here in Sherwood, I will return to you. I look forward to that day and moment, and together we will read from those leather-bound classics, and share white wine and cheese. Perhaps, we can read a classic Christmas tale together on
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