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Bloomfield

AMERICAN
HISTORY
IN SONG

The Historical Society of
Bloomfield will begin its 2003-
2004 season with RICHARD
RODEN, lecturer, singer and gui-
tarist, at the Oakeside-Bloomfield
Cultural Center, 240 Belleville
Avenue at 8:00 p.m., Tuesday,
September 23rd.

Mr. Roden best described his pro-
gram: "With a blend of music and
narrative the panoramas of

American history is played out in a
most interesting and enlightening

manner through the presentation of
folk songs to mirror the events and
temperament of the people who
formed our nation. The songs will
be presented live with guitar
accompaniment."

A retired New Jersey teacher,
member of the Actor's Equity and
American Guild of Musical Artists,
New York, graduate of Texas
Christian  University, Richard
Roden has entertained audiences
for four decades with this and other
programs covering such disparate
subjects as Stephen Foster and the
Book of Kells.

Mr. Roden, besides his work in
entertainment, music and history,
was a varsity letterman at TCU and
captained the tennis team at Fort
Monmouth, and served as Captain
in the United States Signal Corps.

This program is free of charge
and open to the public. Light
refreshments will follow the pro-
gram, Parking is available.

ILLUSTRATION BY AUDREY MOORE

A Flood Named Floyd

Remembering The Hurricane Floyd of 1999
The Worst Flood In Bloomfield Since 1903

by Joseph Testa

It all started on Thursday, September 16,
1999, which was a rainy day due to a hurricane
coming up the East Coast. The entire area was
soaked from several other hurricanes which
had hit the weeks before. At about 5:00 p.m. I
heard my neighbor, Joe, hammering on some-
thing by the entrance to his basement. When I
went to check, he was at the bottom of his
basement stairs with a slight amount of water
in the area he was working. I asked what was
wrong and he stated that he was going to make
a hole in the concrete and place a small pump
in the hole to pump out the water that was
there. John, who is another neighbor from
across the street, arrived. We were all working
on the project when John exited the basement
and stated that he didn’t think the hole we were
making was going to do any good. Joe and I
exited the basement to see a wave of water
rolling from the river towards the houses. Joe
closed the basement door in hopes of stopping
the water from entering. I ran next door to get
my car keys to move my car to higher ground.
y As I did this, I also informed my daughter,
Eilene, to move her car. Where we park our
cars is about 50 ft. from the river. I pulled my
car up the drive, which was higher ground. My
daughter also attempted to move her car, but it
was too late. My neighbor from the other side
of the house asked if I would move her car. By
the time I got the keys from her the entire area
was flooded up to my knees. As I approached
her car, which was in the same area as mine
was prior to the storm, the alarm started to
sound and the car moved slightly. The water
was rising at a rapid pace and was now waist
high. I looked into the car and saw the water
over the front seats. I opened the door and
reached in to find the car filled with water. A
search was made for the hood release to open
the hood. The alarm was then disconnected.
My neighbor’s car was only going to be moved
if the force of water continued to move it. I
waded back to my neighbor and ‘stated that
there was not much that could be done. She
stated that she was just worried about someone
getting hurt if the car moved. A tear was drip-
ping down her cheek. She always said she
loved that car. I then waded back to the rear to
a two-car garage where I have a woodworking
area with many power and hand tools. As I
looked into the window I could see that the
water was up over most of the power tools. I
then opened the door to find everything that
could float was. I attempted to place some
items on higher shelves, but it was too late. I
then came back to the house and looked into
the basement window to find it filling up
quickly. In a matter of several more minutes
the basement was filled to the point where the
water was exiting the basement through the
foundation. At this time [ knew that there was
not a lot anyone could do. A check of the
neighbors in the area of the flood was made to
determine if they were alright. This was also
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fence post marking the height of the water
pouring into his Jerome Place property
from the Second River during the deluge.
Since Mr. Testa is at least six-feet-tall, and
the wall on which he is standing is close to
twelve feet, with an additional three where
he is pointing, that adds up to an awful lot of
water.

done throughout the night. As you waded from
house to house you had to be careful crossing
between them due to floating debris. All of the
houses lost heat due to the furnaces being
flooded, but most had lights. At approximate-
ly 3:00 a.m., the rain seemed to slow down and
the water started to recede. By daylight on
Friday, the water had almost disappeared. The
only thing that was left in its place was
destruction. All the items that were kept in the
basements were either lost or damaged.
Another check of the neighbors was made to
again make sure they were alright. Not one of
us had any sleep the night before, but we were
all wide awake. I then walked to the garage
where all my tools were. This is the time that
I realized that everything in the garage was
lost. Everything was soaked and still dripping.
I went to the basement to find everything
pushed against the front wall from the force of
the water. Now it was time to clean up.
Everything had to be removed from the base-
ments and discarded because there wasn’t too
much left that was worth saving. The entire
weekend was spent by all the neighbors
removing the contents of their basements and
garages. By Monday morning it looked like a
disaster area. By Tuesday morning it was
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