Frozen Custard Polar Bears
 by Carol Austin Bogan
 It was a ritual, a rite of passage, an iconic concrete memory. Who can forget the polar bears? 
 Sunday evening at Del Ray Baptist Church was also a ritual at the Austin house on West Custis Avenue. Carolyn Weaver and I would do our best to behave as we sat on our own pew within view of my mother's eyes, which were purported to be in the back of her head! What is it about little girls in church who cannot help but mindlessly giggle? However, if I had been attentive and had behaved in church there was always a treat to follow. 
 Somehow, when Daddy's car would head over the Monroe Avenue bridge I knew we were going for frozen custard.  I was young, perhaps at Mt. Vernon School still, but I remember one night especially. The lines were so long, and I was full of angst wondering if the delicious treat would run out before I could have some.
 Then I did what others of you have done over the years, and what every tom boy or little lady girl would do. I hopped up on the pedestal of one of the two polar bears, hugged him and tried to dance with him.  
"Get down, he's dirty," Mother would say, and my sensible hero Father would admonish her, "You would do that if you were her age!"
 Memories......which did I enjoy most - the polar bears or that yummy frozen custard?  Soft serve vanilla ice cream is a pale sister compared to frozen custard.
Reactions to the Polar Bears anecdote:

Like most everyone who grew up in Alexandria, I got frozen custard there from the time my grandmother and mother wheeled me there as an infant (from my grandmother's house on Oronoco street).  My father was away in WW2.

My relationship with the Polar Bears grew very personal my freshman year at GW when, as a pledge, I had to both caress a bear and end with a kiss on its derriere.  For the record, the Polar Bear on the right was my favorite.
Bill Thomas
