Ed Zindel Remembers Crystal Lake 

Crystal Lake 
One summer day in the late 50s, Glenn Speakman and I took his 8’ plywood pram from the end of Jerome Ave in Pleasureland up the Ramapo River to Crystal Lake. Our adventure took us past the Pleasureland swimming area, under the Doty Road Bridge, under the Island Terrace Bridge, through Reed's Pool, (a deep river bend at W. Oakland Ave and Doty Road) past Lieberman Island, and around the west side of Potash Island.
At this point we carried around the Dam (the Hemlock Street Weir) that spanned the river between the southern end of the Colony and Sandy Beach. Farther upstream, we passed the Peninsula Club, the rope swing at Oakland Beach, the railroad trestle, (then Oakland's swimming beach), and the West Oakland Ave Bridge. Approximately one half mile farther upstream we arrived at the Crystal Lake outflow (Pond Brook) and scrambled up the bank to look over the lake.
On the return trip we carried around the weir on the Sandy Beach side and ran the rapids on the east side of Potash Island. This zipped us past Muller Park before slowing at a wide bend in the river we called Young’s Pool. On the final leg from Young’s to Jerome Ave, we passed the Island Terrace summer bungalows, the confluence of Little Pond Brook, and the concrete remains of the original Pleasureland swimming area that was used back in the early 1900s.
Our trip to Crystal Lake was just one example of what life was like on the pristine Ramapo River of my youth. Jerome Ave was a paper street where Pleasureland residents who did not live on the water kept their boats. In summer, we used them for fishing, swimming, and exploring from the islands north of Doty Road down to the falls on Pompton Lake. These activities, like the beautiful clear Ramapo River were always available to us, and as a consequence we took them for granted. Little did we know the water quality would be the first to go, followed by Potash Island, and then the weir at Sandy Beach.
In my mind’s eye I can still remember this adventure and all of the aforementioned historic landmarks along the way. And for decades I have known how very special they were. Now I can only wish the youth of today could drop their computer games and enjoy the wholesome recreation that was available to us in Oakland - back in the day.

