
Tony Fallone tells the story of how the Lizzy’s Bikes charity started.WPR members enjoying a story about kindness and generosity















I sometimes want to criticize my son-in-law for al-
lowing his six-year-old grandson to drive his lawn 
tractor on his one acre plus lawn. But then I think 

back many, many moons ago and remember my Great 
Aunt Miriah and her two sons, Albert (Bert) and Ed-
die Kuhns. (Bert went on to become a politician. Ed-
die was handicapped from birth. He could get around 
with the help of two canes, but very slowly. However, 
sit him down at their family’s huge player piano and he 
could make it sing.)  Their family owned a large farm on 
the corner of George’s Station Road and what is now 
McWilliams Road that goes past the lower lake overfl ow 
at Twin Lakes Park.  My Uncle Arthur and my dad both 
purchased one acre of ground from Great Aunt Miriah 
at the farm’s end towards the dam breast. The lakes at 
the time were known as the Luxor Reservoir, and there 
were no trespassing signs everywhere around both the 
upper and lower lakes. My uncle and dad made what 
they called a “fi sh trap” that they would toss out into a 
swampy area and go back the next day to harvest their 
catch of bass and yellow perch.
     On my Aunt Miriah’s farm their was an old Fordson 
Tractor.  Only an old-time farmer would know what that 
was - a very large, all steel and cast iron tractor.   It’s 
rear wheels were about one foot wide by fi ve feet high 
with one inch cleats about ten inches apart all around the 
wheel.   
     My Great Uncle, Miriah’s husband, died before I was 
born, so she had a hired hand named Huey Lewis do a 
lot of the farming. He knew I liked the farm and would 
stop by and say to me, “I could use some help today.”  
When the old Fordson was needed he would take hold of 
the hand crank. No starter was available for this ma-
chine. The three speed transmission, clutch and brake 
were all the same pedal – half way down was the clutch, 
and beyond that was the brake.  If I stood on the pedal I 
could shift the gears.  If I had to stop – good luck – 
I couldn’t push down hard enough to stop and had to 
depend on gravity.  I did most of the farm chores with 
Huey for quite a few years. 
     Another thing I remember was the beautiful, very 
large white frame farm house with seven large rooms, a 
very large covered porch, and a bathroom at the top of 




