
Milchidika with Marty: I’ll Have a Two-Cents Plain 
 
[Note: This article originally appeared in the January 2017 issue of the CAS Newsletter] 
 
When I was growing up in Astoria, Queens, it seems that all the local stores in our 
neighborhood were always referred to by the owner's last name, not the name of the store. The 
local fruit market was owned by an Italian man named Albano, the candy store was owned 
by Mr. and Mrs. Schwartz, the bakery was owned by The Walken family, and the drug store was 
Genovese Drugs. 
 
So when my father wanted me to go and pick up a newspaper for him, he would say, "Go to 
Schwartz's and get me a copy of the Daily News." Or my mother would send me to Albano's for 
two onions. 
 
Schwartz's candy store was a throwback to the past. They had a soda fountain, where for four 
cents you could have an egg cream, which contained no eggs, nor cream, but was two pushes 
of chocolate syrup from the soda fountain dispenser, a "splash" of milk and seltzer. While a 
"two-cents plain" was simply a glass of seltzer. 
 
Outside of the store was a wooden news-stand where you could buy the Daily News or the Daily 
Mirror for two cents, or the Journal-American for a nickel. No one in my family ever read the 
New York Times. 
 
But most importantly, inside the usually dark and gloomy store (Schwartz rarely turned on the 
electric lights in order to save money) was a glass fronted wooden candy show case, where for 
a penny, you could buy such delicacies as Tootsie Rolls, Black Licorice Laces, Bubble Gum, 
Mary Janes, and Raisinettes. 
 
I think that was my first lesson in decision-making, and it took a long time. Mr. Schwartz seemed 
to have a lot of patience then. All for a one-cent sale. 
 
He also sold wax mustaches, wax monster fangs, and big red wax lips, which I'm sure only the 
boys would buy. 
 
On Saturday mornings, the local movie theater would offer something called "Kid's Special." It 
would begin with the "Fox Movie- Tone News with Lowell Thomas" and it showed black and 
white films about Germany and something called Nazis. It didn't mean too much to us then. 
 
The newsreel was then followed by three or four comic shorts; followed by the weekly 
installment of the adventures of the "Lone Ranger," or "Jack Armstrong-All American Boy," or 
"Buck Rogers in the Twenty-Fifth Century," followed by two feature films. 
 
We would love to see such scary movies as" Frankenstein," “Son of Frankenstein," “Daughter of 
Frankenstein" all of them starring Boris Karloff, as well as "Dracula" with Bela Lugosi, and finally 
"The Hunchback of Notre Dame" with Charles Laughton. 
 
I remember watching most of those movies turned to the rear of the theater, away from the 
screen, with my hands over my ears. Boy, was I scared. Boy, did I love them. 
 
My mother would give me a couple of empty soda bottles to cash in for the deposit at the 



grocery store, and off I would go to the movies, to sit for the next five hours or so with my 
friends. We were ten or eleven at the time, and somehow I remember only boys in the theater, 
but I would guess here and there were a couple of girls. 
 
Initially, before the movie began, there would be a lot of throwing of popcorn, and wrestling in 
the aisles. But somehow the ushers would manage to quiet the over-energetic boys and the 
show would begin. 
 
When the show was finally over, the theater manager would open the side door of the theater 
and as we filed out, he would hand each of us a comic book and a chocolate ice cream pop. All 
this for eleven cents. 
 
Hadn't yet discovered girls, but that's another story. 
 
 


