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FOREWORD

When I was a little boy my mother began telling me stories from 
her childhood. At the time I wasn’t always interested, and now she is 
very old and doesn't remember much. She was born in 1922 and lived 
through some of the most exciting times of the twentieth Century, 
including the Roaring Twenties, the Great Depression, and World War 
II.

When she was a little girl, mother went to live for a time with 
her grandparents in Archbald Patch, and every morning she would crawl 
into bed with the old woman who boarded there with them, her great-
grandmother, who told her stories in her room behind the kitchen. The 
old woman's maiden-name was Martha Carey, and she had married my 
mother’s great grandfather, a man named Engles.

When I began to research my family tree, I visited the Family 
Research Center at the Church of Jesus Christ of Latter Day Saints in 
Bellflower, and I never go to Bellflower for anything. I found my 
grandfather listed in the records for the 1920 census. The old 
census' are a great way to begin tracking down your ancestors and the 
Mormons provide a wonderful archive for any who are interested.

Along with the name of my mother's grandfather and grandmother, 
and all of her uncles that she told me time and time again were 
packed into that one little company home, was the name of Martha 
Engles, boarder. It was written on a separate line, and indented 
differently, and we nearly missed it. I said, "Mom, who was Martha 
Engles?" "That's her," she said, "the old woman I told you about," 
and she was all excited to have one of her oldest and dearest 
memories confirmed. Things get a little cloudy, I guess, when you get 
into your eighties.

At the time the census was taken Martha Engles nee Carey was 60 
years old, so after a little figuring, I learned that she was born in 
Pennsylvania in 1860, just before the start of the Civil War. She is 
my earliest ancestor that I know much about, but I also learned that 
her mother and father were both born in Pennsylvania too. I haven't 
really gotten into tracking them down yet, and even if I never do, 
it's still pretty humbling to know that you have ancestors all the 
way back to the very birth of our nation.

Regrettably I only remember two snippets from the stories that 
my mom told about Martha Carey. The first was that she had been out 
West somewhere and came East with her family in a covered wagon. The 



other, my mom asked her once what nationality we were, and the old 
woman snapped, "We’re Yankees!"



A PREQUEL

“Looming like a mirage on the desert was a row of the most 
beautiful houses Rosa had ever seen. After her lifetime in Carmelas, 
the streets of dirt, the houses scattered haphazardly up and down the 
dusty lanes, roofs sagging, the best of them a riot of colors that 
screamed of pinks too hot to touch and blues that would put to shame 
the eyelids of a whore, this row of houses, each painted in colors 
soft as Frankie's flesh, seemed like paradise. And Shoemaker was just 
the first of ten more streets, filled with houses, that rose from the 
earth like rows of corn.

She had watched it all, a tract of houses rising from a former 
flower field. First, there had been the skeletons, naked against the 
blue of heaven, then the weeks of maturation as the frames had grown 
flesh, becoming, finally, finished jewels -- houses, empty, waiting 
for people to fill with children.”

From "Malinche's Children" by Daniel Houston-Davila

“And he led Him up and showed him all the kingdoms of the world 
in a moment of time. And the devil said to Him, 'I will give You all 
this domain and its glory; for it has been handed over to me, and I 
give it to whomever I wish.'”

Book of Luke, Chapter 4

Your wound is incurable
And your injury is serious.
There is no one to plead your cause.
No healing for your sore,
No recovery for you.
All your lovers have forgotten you,
They do not seek you;
For I have wounded you with the wound of an enemy,
With the punishment of a cruel one,
Because your iniquity is great
And your sins are numerous.
Why do you cry out over your injury?
Your pain is incurable.

Book of Jeremiah



ABOUT THE AUTHOR

I was born in Scranton, PA in 1951, but moved to a suburb of Los 
Angeles when I was three years old. The world was a different place 
then. America was different. And the people were remarkable.

I was looking through a list of great people once, and though 
there were hundreds perhaps even thousands of famous names, one entry 
stood out from all the others for its brevity.

On the line it read: "Anne Frank - Diarist."

I thought to myself, what a lovely tribute to be remembered for 
sharing your personal thoughts and recollections.

Most of this blog is a hodge-podge of stories about my youth and 
my days in the Navy.I hope you enjoy reading my stories as much as I 
enjoy writing them. They are true for the most part, but the world 
doesn't always obey the laws of Physics - in love, and life there 
isn't always an equal and opposite reaction, and sometimes nothing is 
conserved, not even the truth. Please feel free to email me any of 
your comments, or suggestions.

My father was a sea of contradictions. He only had an eighth 
grade education, but he was the smartest and most resourceful man 
I've ever known. He loved my mother dearly, but hurt her irreparably. 
He was incredibly kind, and immeasurably cruel. When he left us, we 
missed him terribly but there was no denying the weight that had been 
lifted from our shoulders.

Not long after my father died, I found an old wallet that he was 
carrying at the time of his accident. In the back was a photograph, 
brown with age, of a proud Corporal in the paratroopers, with 
airborne wings on his chest and the unmistakable ball on his garrison 
cap. My dad carried that photo with him 'til the day he died. There 
were some other things too - a heavy St. Christopher medal sealed in 
a cloth pouch, and a flat piece of leather. I have since come to 
believe that the medal was once stitched inside his cap, behind the 
ball. Paratroopers did that, to have a weapon at hand when they went 
to town. I also think that the leather, might have been a piece from 
the tongue of one of his jump-boots. On the back of the photo were 
written MAX 3-3165 and words that look like MARU and NANNIE. He had 
also written C.O. followed by a number, and below it a long name that 
begins with a B, but is now illegible. Maybe someday I'll have it 



examined under ultra-violet light, where it should be easily 
discerned. There was one other thing, a small piece torn from a 
silver certificate dollar bill, that contains a tiny "statue of 
liberty" face etched into the design, and just below that, a dot 
surrounded by concentric circles.

My dad had a story in his wallet, that he was burning to tell 
me, but he died before I could get home to hear it.



STORIES ABOUT MY MOM 
AND DAD



DEATH AT THE ANTIPODES

There is no greater bond than that which exists between a father 
and son. Even before the son is born, he lives inside the father, and 
from the day of birth the father begins to grow in the son. Hardened 
to something akin to steel, and tempered by tears and time, the bond 
connects them forever, and the son must learn to live with that man 
inside him, or go mad. I understand now, that my father never wanted 
to hit me or my brother. He always gave us ample warning before his 
patience wore thin as the thin plaster walls of our tiny two-bedroom 
house, before he stormed into our room and drew his belt from his 
pants. Even as the last moment approached, we couldn’t stop our 
giggling, at least we never did, until we heard the unmistakable 
sound of the belt coming out, and by then it was too late.

You could say that dad was a patient man, but his patience had 
limits. You could say he was a just man, but lucky for us, he never 
measured out our punishments. Dad wasn’t the kind of man who meted 
out justice and counted the strokes. Nor did he ever feel the need to 
explain himself afterwards or fashion it into some sort of a life-



lesson to rationalize his behavior. He was working two jobs and just 
wanted us to be quiet so he could sleep. In short, what you saw, was 
what you got, with him. Because Eddie was the oldest, he would wale 
on him several times until his anger had nearly subsided and then, he 
would give me my two or three licks with the strap too. I was always 
small and thin. Eddie, on the other hand, was thick and heavy-set. 
His body absorbed the beatings better than mine did, and he was 
always first with the wise-crack after Dad had left the room.

I feared my father for most of my youth, and detested the harsh 
way he treated my brother, and I carried that mixture of hate and 
fear for a long time. But, in truth, the beatings were few and far 
between, and the benefits of having a strong and unambiguous parent 
far outweighed the bad. One day I woke up to the realization, that 
despite everything I had grown to love him over the years, and that 
most of what I had tried to accomplish in life was for him. But I 
also discovered how little I knew of him.

I met my father, Edward Dubiak, for the first time in the spring 
before my fourth birthday. He had left us nearly two years before to 
travel to California to find work. The post-war years were very hard 
on everybody in Scranton, but especially hard on my mother and 
father. The two major sources of employment, the coal mines and the 
railroad, had both closed down, and many men and women found 
themselves without work. Competition for the remaining jobs was 
stiff, and while other men were returning from the war with medals on 
their chest and honorable discharges in hand, my father waited for 
the War Department to process his case. 

He was released from the Army in July of 1945, and at the time 
of his discharge he had to surrender all of his uniforms and unit 
insignias. Finally in 1950, more than five years after the end of the 
war, he received a copy of his discharge form signed by the Adjutant 
General of the Army; he had not received the honorable discharge he 
had hoped for, but other than honorable.

I found this document many years later and the picture it paints 
is not inconsistent with the story I was told of his time in the 
service. I can’t remember who told me exactly, or how it was 
divulged, but I grew up believing that my father enlisted in the Navy 
immediately after Pearl Harbor, and that he had struck an officer. He 
was a young man, with only an 8th grade education, burning to get 
into the war. He was court-martialed and discharged from the Navy, 
but later was accepted into the Army. In the Army he wore many hats, 
serving for a time as a mess-cook, and an Engineer, and finally 
volunteered for training as a paratrooper. He was injured, however, 
in a training jump from a high tower, and, when he never made it into 
combat, he started going AWOL and sat out the rest of the war in the 
brig.



Thats the story I grew up with, the story my father wanted his 
family to believe. While other boys spoke openly and proudly about 
their dads in the war, I kept silent. But it wasn’t the story that he 
carried in his heart or his wallet, where pressed tightly between a 
piece of boot-leather and a cloth pouch with a silver-dollar sized 
St. Christopher medal, was a faded photograph of a proud, disciplined 
young soldier with Corporal stripes on his sleeves and silver 
Airborne wings on his chest.

It was in the winter of 1972 that I first got an inkling of the 
pain his silence hid, and I was home on leave from the Navy for the 
first time in over a year. We sat at the kitchen table, and he 
listened quietly with his big brown belly protruding from beneath the 
unbuttoned flannel shirt, as I told and retold the story of how our 
ship had been attacked by a MIG in the Tonkin Gulf, and how one of 
our escorts had shot it down.

“Are you a shell-back?” he asked. I knew that was important to 
him somehow.

“Yes,” I replied, and proceeded to tell him how we had crossed 
the equator on my very first cruise down to Singapore.

“My brother was a shell-back too,” he said. Which brother, I 
wondered.

That night when I got home, Dad was still sitting there at the 
kitchen table, poring over his collection of silver coins and other 
trinkets he had accumulated over the years.

“You’re still up,” I said. I could tell that he had been 
drinking some. He wasn’t supposed to do that anymore, but we all 
suspected that he had a bottle or two of Kessler’s whiskey stashed 
around the house.

“I couldnt sleep.” he said, “I was thinking…” and his voice 
trailed off, helpless.

“When you go out,” he asked, after a moment, “do you go out with 
the other guys or by yourself?”

I knew that he meant my comrades in the Navy, and not the old 
high school friends that I had been with that night. “Sometimes,” I 
said, “but I usually end up by myself.”

“Me too,” he said, gently stroking the blue letters of the word 
Ski tattooed on the web of his right hand, between the thumb and 
forefinger. “I was a loner too.”



He never got to tell me what he tried to tell me that night. I 
went back to Vietnam, and he was hurt on the job in March of the 
following year, when he became trapped between two train-cars. One of 
the heavy laden cars hit his big belly and left a large bruise. At 
home that night he woke suddenly and rose up out of bed to go to the 
toilet, and my mom saw that he had been bleeding. She dialed 911 and 
that night they took him to the hospital, where he died several hours 
later.

My ship was in Yokosuka, Japan at the time, preparing to go back 
to sea. That afternoon the ship’s Chaplain called me to his office in 
the library and said that the ship had received a radio transmission 
from a ham radio operator near San Francisco, who informed them that 
my father had been injured on the job and might not survive. I was 
immediately granted an emergency leave and hustled out to the airbase 
at Yokota to board the first flight back to the States. I sat by 
myself on one side of the transport plane, staring at the wooden 
casket containing an officer’s dead dependent son, and everything 
else was just a blur. Death and I, it seemed were racing home to my 
father.

It was a long flight to Travis Air Force Base, and would have 
been the worst flight I had ever been on, had I actually digested any 
of it. The plane rose up and dipped and bounced continually as if it 
were a roller-coaster, and the compartment was very cold. A young 
Airman, one of the members of the flight-crew, stood outside the 
cockpit door, quietly listening through a head-set that he had 
plugged into a jack by the door, and occasionally he would repeat 
aloud what he heard spoken on the intercom.

“Were flying at 50,000 feet.”

“Anchorage is snowed in, so we cant land.”

When I arrived home, Dad was already gone. Death had beaten me. 
And it wasn't until several days later at his funeral that I actually 
got to see him, to say good-bye for the last time. I wasn’t prepared 
for that day, perhaps nobody ever is prepared for the death of a 
parent. I stood there by his casket staring at the life-less form 
before me, and all I could think was, it wasn't the man I knew. The 
body that lay there was cold and gray, and nothing like the wistful, 
brooding man I had talked to less than a year before. I said good-
bye, as if to a noble stranger. I watched as the body was laid to 
rest, and the first shovelful of dirt shoveled in on top of it, but 
somehow I sensed that his spirit, once broken, perhaps shamed, 
perhaps bound to secrecy by some sacred duty or honor, was now free 
and alive somewhere in the world, and that it still had work to do 
and one day it would seek me out.





THE SEARCH BEGINS

Many years passed, and the memory of my father faded into the 
landscape of my daily routine. For several years I was able to visit 
his grave once in a while at Rose Hills in the City of Industry. I 
would stop by and just sit with him on the grass, trying to make 
sense of it all. When I left I always felt better, more assured than 
I had felt when I arrived. But as the years went by, I was thrown 
farther and farther away from him, and rarely gave the past much 
thought.

That all changed in 2001, the year the movie Band of Brothers 
aired on HBO television. That year, I began my own strange and 
wonderful odyssey into the past. I didn’t see the movie at that time, 
but I borrowed a copy of the book by Stephen Ambrose on which the 
movie had been based from the public library. I began reading about 
the men who volunteered to be paratroopers in WWII, and how they 
trained and strove to “be the best,” to obtain their wings and the 
voice reading the words in my head began to sound differently than 
the usual narrator who resided there, but became more like my father. 
It was as if he were telling his story, and I had heard it all 
before, perhaps as a little baby on his lamp that he felt he could 
talk to. He told me how he had made several jumps from the 250 foot 
training towers, and how he was hurt, and afterwards he had jumped 
from a C-47 aircraft, and I realized that he had made those jumps, 
that he wouldn’t have had the wings on his chest if he hadn’t. I saw 
myself back in Navy boot camp, standing in line to jump off the 
platform into the pool, and how I had felt him in front of me and it 
had given me an unexplainable confidence, and we had jumped together. 
And though I couldn’t swim, and sank immediately right to the bottom 
of the pool, that confidence had made all the difference and kept me 
in the Navy.

And then I read the following:

“On December 26 (1942), the last jump, each got a certificate 
declaring that he was ‘entitled’ to be rated from this date as a 
qualified parachutist. Then the proudest moment of all, the one 
toward which they had been working for six months, the pinning on of 
the silver wings. From that moment, never to be forgotten, each 
member of Easy, every member of the 506th, was forever special.”

I began to feel the shame my dad must have felt when, after 
getting his wings, he was transferred from the Airborne to another 
unit for going AWOL.



I read further how Colonel Sink, the regimental commanding 
officer, sent the men home on a ten day furlough, and how when the 
furlough was over, many of the men reported back late for duty.

And then I read this:

“Colonel Sink held a regimental parade. The men turned out in 
their class A, or dress, uniforms. They were marched down a sandy 
street to an empty lot behind the cooks’ hutments. Sink called them 
to attention, then gave the command ‘At ease.’ They watched and 
listened in silence as a lieutenant read a list of names, one from 
each company, from among the men who had reported in last.

‘Private John Doe, E Company,’ the lieutenant called out. A 
drummer, standing beside the lieutenant, beat a soft, mournful roll. 
Two sergeants, bearing submachine-guns, moved to Private Doe. He 
stepped from the ranks. His face was pale. The sergeants, one on each 
side, escorted him forward. The drum continued to roll. They stopped 
in front of the lieutenant. he read out the orders. Private Doe was 
being drummed out of the paratroopers, condemned to the infantry.

The lieutenant ripped the 506th patch from the private’s arm, 
the wings from his chest, the parachute patch from his hat, and threw 
them all on the ground. It was so humiliating that the officers and 
men were cursing under their breath….There was more. A jeep drove up 
and dumped out Private Doe’s barracks bags. He had to take off his 
boots, put on regular shoes, wear his pants down like a regular 
infantryman (’straight legs,’ as the paratroopers called them). He 
picked up his bags and, followed by the submachine-gunners, marched 
sadly away, the drum continuing to roll, a picture of bleak 
loneliness. This was repeated nine times….”

Suddenly, I broke into tears. Could my father have been one of 
those Private John Doe-s?



SCREAMING EAGLE

After reading the Stephen Ambrose book, “Band of Brothers” I 
began to search in earnest for any old photos or documents around the 
house. I remembered that there were several photographs of dad 
wearing his Army uniform in one of our old photo albums. I got those. 
They were small photos, perhaps taken on the same day as the one he 
had kept in his wallet, and they all clearly showed the Airborne 
wings and the paratrooper ball on his cap, but nothing more.

I had nearly given up on the idea of researching dad’s military 
history, when three items popped up seemingly out of nowhere, or 
perhaps out of the ether. I found two more photos. The first photo, 
which I found laying out on the top of a dresser, was a much cleaner 
copy of the one he carried in his wallet. Like the one in the wallet, 
it had been folded into thirds, but there was no writing on the back. 
The second photo was a print of a “multiple negative” of him and his 
sister. This proved to be my most valuable find, despite its 
imperfections, because it showed his left sleeve very clearly. On the 
sleeve he wore corporal stripes, and the Screaming Eagle patch of the 
101st Airborne Division.

Since my discharge from the Navy, I had kept all of my own 
DD-214 form copies in a large manila envelope in the hall closet. One 
day I went to get one, and another older looking document fell out. 
At the top it read “Transcript of Military Record” and it was dated 
June 16, 1950 and signed by Major General Edward F. Witsell, The 
Adjutant General. The document contained a lot of information about 
my dad’s service in the Army, so much that I had to take a step back. 
He had been inducted on February 4, 1943 and entered service on that 
same day, had qualified Expert with the M-1 rifle on September 6, 
1944, and his highest rank held was Pfc. The document also showed 
that he had not served outside the continental U.S., but that he had 
had prior service in the USNR for 10 months and 7 days.



He was discharged July 21, 1945 under “Other than Honorable” 
conditions. When I read this, I couldn’t fathom what that meant. Had 
he been “dishonorably” discharged? I knew from my own days in the 
service about honorable discharges, dishonorable, bad conduct and 
medical discharges, but I had never heard of this one. Clearly he 
must have deserved at least a Bad Conduct discharge, because he had 
lost 509 days of service, nearly two years, under Articles of War 
107, which I gathered was the Army’s way of saying “time spent in the 
brig for AWOL.”

I felt, that with this document, I finally had enough 
information to submit a FOIA request to the US Army. His unit was 
listed as Btry B 797th AAA AW Bn. In the letter to the National 
Personnel Records Center, I noted this and the other information I 
had from the document and the photos, and sent it off. And then I 
waited for the reply.

As I waited I began to search the internet for answers to 
questions I had about the document itself. I wondered why it had not 
been issued until 1950, nearly 5 years after the war had ended. I 
also wondered why it had not been signed by his own commanding 
officer. I found scanned images of similar documents on the internet, 
and they were all signed by the local commanding officers, and dated 
1945 or 1946. I began to feel more and more certain that my dad had 
probably been waiting for some kind of a decision concerning his 
case. That would explain the phone number, if it were one, on the 
back of his wallet photo. But, most of all, I began to remember 
little things about my dad, that just seemed to add up to much more 
than the blank spaces on his military record.

I also concluded that my dad could not have been one of the John 
Does mentioned in Band of Brothers. That court-martial took place 
shortly after Christmas, 1942, and my father wasn’t inducted into the 
Army until several months later. As I was soon to learn, he couldn’t 
have been court-martialled out of the paratroopers, because, at the 
same time, he was being court-martialled out of the Navy.

But that’s another story.



THE NPRC

The first letter I actually wrote for information about my 
father’s military service was to the Freedom of Information Act 
office at Maxwell Air Force Base. I included a wealth of information 
that I had accumulated, and have layed out in my earlier blogs. 

They replied several weeks later:

“Dear Mr. Dubiak

This is in response to your Freedom of Information Act request 
dated March 25, 2003, for documents, photographs, records of awards, 
promotions, courts martial, etc., pertaining to the service of Edward 
Dubiak, formerly attached to the 11th Infantry Regiment. The 
information that you are requesting does not fall under our purview; 
therefore we have referred your request to the Department of the 
Army….”

They mentioned that I asked for a lot of stuff. I wondered where 
the information about the 11th Infantry Regiment came from – though 
the record hadn't been under that department's purview, I became 
convinced that that particular officer had purviewed it nonetheless.

Two weeks later, I received a similar letter from the Chief at 
the Freedom of Information and Privacy Acts Office of the US Army, 
Bruno C. Leuyer. After noting that I had requested a “myriad of 
records pertaining to my father’s military service,” he explained 
that all of my father’s personnel records, “to the extent they 
exist,” would be located within his Official Military Personnel File 
at the National Personnel Records Center in St. Louis, MO, and that I 
should make my request for records with that office.

Finally, after many weeks I received a reply from the NPRC. I 
didn’t know what exactly to expect. I had asked for so many documents 
and supplied so much information, that I honestly hoped that a truck 
would be involved. Instead, I received several pages, though not as 
thick as I had hoped, the first of which read:

“Dear Sir or Madam:

Thank you for contacting the National Personnel Records Center.

The ARMY record needed to answer your inquiry is not in our 
files. If the record were here on July 12, 1973, it would have been 



in the area that suffered the most damage in the fire on that date 
and may have been destroyed. The fire destroyed the major portion of 
records of Army military personnel for the period 1912 through 1959…”

I was honestly devastated. I wondered how this could have 
happened to my sacred heritage, to the precious truth I was seeking. 
I thought how ironic it was, that at about the same time as the fire 
occurred, I had been in the Navy standing a fire-watch, when the ship 
went to General Quarters during combat, over a Motor-Generator unit 
for a tracking radar, and how I had never once shirked that duty or 
fallen asleep on watch. I wondered too what effort if any the 
archivist, knowing the files had been destroyed, had made to search 
other pertinent records that he might have had there.

But the request wasn’t a total loss. For, farther down in the 
letter, it read:

“We are pleased to respond to your request for NAVY Personnel 
Records by providing the enclosed documents.”



DAD'S NAVY SERVICE RECORD

I looked at the documents that the Navy sent me as the first few 
pieces of a real-life puzzle that I felt needed to be assembled. 
There were ten sheets of paper, photo-copies of pages from dad’s 
service record that spanned a period in his life that before this 
time were a complete void to me. The enlistment contract, or one just 
like it, I had seen before when I joined the Navy in 1970. Not much 
in that document had changed over the years. This one was dated 
January 21, 1942, and it contained very little information that I 
didn’t already know about him. It was for a two year enlistment in 
the Naval Reserve, but the document had been stamped with an 
appendage to the oath of allegiance stating, “I further obligate 
myself to serve throughout the war or national emergency, if so 
required.”

Next came a summary sheet dated May 4, 1950 and addressed to “To 
whom it may concern.” It had been prepared by the Discharged Naval 
Personnel Records branch of the Bureau of Naval Personnel in Garden 
City, New York. On the page were listed 8 different stations with 
dates and codes for various actions such as transfer and receiving. 
He had reported to the Navy Recruiting Station in Philadelphia on 
January 21, 1942 and arrived at the Naval Training Station in Newport 



RI that same day. Six days later he was received (R) there, and less 
than a month later on February 18 he was transferred (T) to Comm 
Inshore Patrol in Boston, MA and quickly handed off to R/S, NYD., in 
Boston. On March 1 he arrived at the Boston Section Base at Lockwood 
Basin and finally ended up at MTBS Training Center, Newport 
(Melville) RI on April 17, 1942. Having been in the Navy, I assume 
that somewhere between all of those transfers he underwent a battery 
of tests and received some sort of basic training, but nowhere near 
the 13 weeks Seamanship training or the 18 weeks of electronics 
training that I had received.

I have tried to glean whatever I could from descriptions 
whenever they were provided for each station; for example at the 
Boston Section Base at Lockwood Basin, he was transferred to the C.O. 
BosSecBase FFT, which abbreviation means “for further transfer,” to a 
Mine Assembly Unit, Hinghan(m), Capt. R.C. Grady. It’s fruitless to 
speculate, but at this time in the war U-boats were placing all 
manner of explosive mines up and down the east coast of the United 
States, so perhaps he was being trained to deal with them.

My dad arrived at the new Motor Torpedo Boat (MTBS) Training 
Center at Portsmouth RI on April 17, 1942. Contained in the documents 
are no indications or clues of any training provided other than the 
mine assembly, but there is one promotion on May 21 and a string of 
disciplinary actions after that, leading up to a Bad Conduct 
Discharge on December 9, 1942. On April 24, 1942 he went AWOL for 
four days and 20 minutes, and after a Captain’s Mast conducted by Lt. 
D.J. Walsh, was confined in the brig for 5 days on bread and water. 
Less than one month later, Lt. D.J. Walsh promoted him to Seaman 2nd 
Class. In September he went AWOL again for 8 days, and on September 
18 1942 in “Deck Court” held by Lt. D.J. Walsh he plead guilty and 
received 10 days confinement, and loss of pay of 10 dollars for two 
months. Finally in November he was AWOL for 4 hours and apparently 
had been arrested driving a stolen car, and two days later plead that 
he did “unlawfully take, drive, and operate an automobile, the 
property of John Hogan, Usher Place, Bristol RI.” The Court-Martial 
was held by now Lt. Cmdr. D.J. Walsh.

One month later, on December 9, 1942 Edward Dubiak was 
discharged from the Navy with a Bad Conduct Discharge signed by the 
ubiquitous D. J. Walsh, paid $34.28 by the disbursing officer, one 
Ensign G.C. Ferguson, and notified to report to his local draft 
board.

There was one other document in dad’s Navy service record, a 
copy of a letter sent by the Bureau of Naval Personnel to the 
Headquarters of the Antiaircraft Artillery Training Center, at Camp 
Stewart GA dated September 18, 1944. It was written in reply to a 
request August 29 by the Army Assistant Adjutant General, Major W.A. 



Rugg for a report on the circumstances of discharge from the United 
States Navy in 1942 of Seaman Second Class Edward Dubiak. Why, I 
wondered, was the Army doing a background check on my father at this 
time? My first thought was that he had gotten into further trouble, 
perhaps finding himself in an Army stockade for being AWOL or some 
other reason, but his Army transcript that he received after the war 
clearly states that on September 6, 1944 he qualified Expert with the 
M-1 rifle on the rifle range. It didn’t make sense to me that a 
soldier confined in the stockade or awaiting trial, would be allowed 
to fire a rifle. The only other explanation is that he was being 
trained for something secret, that required a background 
investigation.



LITTLE THINGS I REMEMBER ABOUT DAD

The more I delved into my dad’s story, the more I began to 
remember little things that he had said and did, that didn’t seem 
very important at the time, but in this new context took on perhaps 
an entirely new meaning.

My dad always drank his beer warm. He would buy a perfectly cold 
quart bottle of Olympia beer and let it sit out on the counter all 
day long, before he drank it. I don’t know where he acquired this 
taste for warm beer, but I know that the only place where beer is 
commonly drank warm is in Great Britain, and many of the U.S. 
soldiers who went to England during the war, learned to drink warm 
beer from the Brits. Unfortunately, my father never left the US, 
according to his military transcript. He also preferred very dark, 
bitter beer, and at times he would come home with what he called 
“Bock Beer.” This was the beer made from the bitter dregs at the 
bottom of the barrel.

Dad said “he knew JFK, when he was stationed at the PT Boat 
training station in Connecticut.” The MTBS training station was in 
Melville, RI.

My dad only had an 8th grade education. But he seemed to know a 
lot about rockets and radios. One time my brother and I were trying 
to get an old short-wave radio to work, and he taught us how to make 
an antenna using a spoon and a glass of water.

He was especially interested in the early Project Mercury space 
launches. When I was a boy, he would wake me in the middle of the 
night and we would sit on the couch and watch the broadcasts 
together. He was a great fan of Dr. Werner von Braun, who was the 
head of NASA at the time, and he seemed to know a lot about him. 
After von Braun left NASA, my dad seemed to lose interest in the 
Space Program though. But several years later, he sent away for a 
silver medallion he saw advertised in a magazine, commemorating those 
early space-flights, and kept it in his collection with his 
“valuable” coins.

Dad’s pride and joy was his coin collection. He would sit up 
late at night poring over those coins and trinkets, as if they were 
medals. In his collection he had mostly Eisenhower Silver Dollars, 
Kennedy Half-dollars and many old dimes with lady Liberty on the 
face. He also had many rolls of Buffalo nickels. In the same box with 
his coins, he also kept two old US Army issue wristwatches. Both of 



the watches were stopped and maintained at 1:00.

When I asked my mom once what my dad did in the war, she said 
that he had gotten in trouble for going AWOL, and that he hit an 
officer in an altercation. I have been able to verify that when he 
was in the Navy, he did indeed get in trouble several times for going 
AWOL, and even received a bad conduct discharge from the Navy. What I 
can’t understand is, if he continued to go AWOL when he was in the 
Army, why did he not get a Bad Conduct Discharge from them. And if he 
later struck an officer in the Army, why didn’t he receive a 
dishonorable discharge or go to prison?

Dad told me once that “he was a loner.” General Omar Bradley 
once said, he was a loner. In 1959, nearly fifteen years after the 
war, my dad received a visit from a friend in the Army, an old guy in 
his 60’s, whom he referred to as Irwin. Dad was very respectful to 
Irwin, and even wore a dress shirt that day, and asked mom to take a 
photo, which was so out of character. The man in the photo bears an 
uncanny resemblance to General Stafford L. Irwin, who served under 
General Bradley during the war and was one of his classmates from 
West Point. But General Irwin died before 1959.

Dad had his nickname “Ski” tatooed on his hand. I asked him 
once, why they called him Ski, and he said, “You know, like 
Dombrowski or Dubiak-ski.” I got the feeling he was telling me a fib, 
for whatever reason. I had the same name, but I was never called Ski.

According to his military transcript, my dad spent nearly two 
years in the stockade. Yet he never uttered a bad word against the 
Army, or the Navy for that matter. He did, however, have another 
habit - he called every man he met, Sir, in a very respectful manner. 
I have listened to men who have been in the military a lot, and some 
of them exhibit this same learned behavior. They all seem to be NCOs 
in HQ units, who associate with officers a lot in their daily 
routine.



HOT-CAKES

My dad worked as a Car Inspector for the Santa Fe Railroad in 
Los Angeles. I think he preferred to work nights, so he could sleep 
all day while my brother and two sisters were at school. Some days I 
hardly saw him, but many a time I would awaken to hear him coming in 
the back door early in the morning while we were all still in bed.

He worked Monday through Friday, but, because he was on the 
night-shift, his week actually began Sunday night and, because he 
always worked extra days when he could, Saturday was his only real 
day-off. On that day, he was always up early cooking his famous 
pancakes.

My dad made the best pancakes in the world. Nearly thin as 
crepes, and dark never burnt, you could eat them by the stack and you 
never needed to use more than one pat to smother them in savory 
butter. The butter would sit on top, slowly melting into the syrup, 
coating each pancake with just the right combination of ingredients 
as it dripped down the sides. My brother and I would eat them by 
stacks of ten, and dad just kept them coming.

He cooked his pancakes on an old griddle that he had found one 
night in one of the railroad cars. He said that a bum had probably 
left it to escape with his life. Tirelessly dad would stand, all 
morning, at our old O’Keefe and Merritt stove, pouring out the thin 
batter and flipping the nearly charred cakes, reflecting, not saying 
a word.

But one Saturday, when he and I were in the kitchen alone, he 
suddenly began to laugh to himself and said: “When I was a cook, we 
used to put cigarette butts into the food for flavor.” At first I 
thought that he was just thinking out loud, and didn’t realize it, 
but he continued: “I worked on PT Boats at a base up in Connecticut,” 
he said. “They had twin Packard engines.” Then he looked at me and 
said, “I knew John F. Kennedy there, when he was a Lieutenant.”

My dad was proud of his time in the service. He wasn’t bitter 
about it at all. But something that happened was eating him up 
inside, not unlike the way we were eating the hot-cakes.



BUTT

“Butt, hey Buuu-ttt!!!” The voice rang out across the field, and 
in the distance she heard the whistle of the coal-train, working it’s 
way up the long grade.

“Mom, mooo-ooom! Get up.” When Butt awoke out of her cat-nap, 
Eddie was tugging at her sleeve. She heard the commotion out in the 
passageway, and sat up on the edge of the bed, to clear the cob-webs.

“What is it honey? What’s going on?” she asked, putting on one 
of her black pumps, and feeling around underneath the bed for the 
other.

“He’s at it again, mom.”

When Butt stood up, even in high-heels she was barely over five-
feet tall. Her long, black hair, a bit disheveled now from the nap, 
had been neatly pulled up, and rolled into a cylinder over each ear, 
in the fashion of the day. She ran her tongue over her lips, in a 
girlish attempt to gauge the amount of lipstick she still had on, and 
made a face at the closed door.



“Oh boy, I wonder what it is this time” she muttered. When she 
opened the door she was surprised to see a small crowd of people had 
formed outside the compartment, and they were jabbing one another and 
laughing. There were two soldiers - one was holding Billy, while the 
other was just letting go a heavy metal plate and fitting it back 
into position on the deck. He got up, and swiped away some dust from 
the pant-leg of his uniform.

Billy saw his mom, and ran to her, tears streaming down his 
cheeks, and buried his face into her lap, and she began to stroke his 
blonde curls.

“I don’t know how he managed to get it up, ma’m. It’s pretty 
heavy,” the soldier said. “Problem was he couldn’t put it down. And I 
don’t know what woulda’ happened if he fell in.”

Butt just stood there, holding Billy. She didn’t know whether to 
kiss him or spank him, so she started to cry.

“I could help you with him…”

“No you won’t,” she reacted. “He’s been very sick…”

“I meant we’d be happy to keep an eye on him for you, ma’m, 
while you rested a spell. My buddy and me both love kids, and it 
wouldn’t be any trouble.

Indicating Eddie and Karin peeking out from the compartment, he 
added, “Why just by hisself, he’s got you outnumbered. And you got 
two others.”

“Three,” she corrected him. “The baby is asleep inside.”

When Butt was alone at last in the compartment, she lay down on 
the bed and the rattle of the train began to work it’s soothing magic 
on her, relaxing and cooling her. She pulled the cover up tight 
around her shoulders, and tucked in her chin. Trains always put me to 
sleep, she thought, just like Billy and vacuum cleaners. She chuckled 
at the memory of him following her through the old house on Farr 
Street, whenever she ran the cleaner, and finding him fast asleep, 
his ear right up against the canister. I suppose he got it from me, 
she thought. Or how, when he was sick with pneumonia and wheezing at 
night and couldn’t breathe, she and Ed would take him out in the car 
and just drive him around until he nodded off. She wondered if she 
was doing the right thing by him, if the weather in California would 
really make a difference. Ed thought it would. And there was work out 
there - she had written the letter to the Santa Fe herself. But she 
had only done that to get rid of him, to get him off her for a while. 
And now she was on a Santa Fe train, going to be with him. How long, 



she wondered. How long has it been since I had any real sleep? Not 
since the night before we left, she thought. Nearly two days ago.

The day they left, the train had been on-time. The Phoebe Snow, 
Lackawanna’s New Streamliner had arrived at the Scranton station from 
Hoboken at 1:45 that Thursday in April, and left five minutes later. 
Thankfully, Butt and Edith had done all of the heavy packing the 
night before. They got to the station well ahead of the train, 
entrusting all of the luggage to one of the black porters, and Butt 
might have been able to catch her breath, if Ma hadn’t given Billy 
that darn paper-sack full of pennies. When the train pulled in, 
blowing steam, Butt and Mabel were on their knees, picking pennies 
off the floor of the station.

They boarded the train together, she and Mabel and all the kids. 
Karin and Eddie had been little angels all day, or maybe they better 
understood who was awaiting them at the end of the line, and what, if 
they misbehaved. Billy became Butt’s primary focus, her only real 
raison d’etre as it were, and she was rapidly running out of steam, 
and peanut butter and jelly sandwiches with which to bribe him. Then 
Mabel had left the train in Buffalo, where they made their tearful 
good-bye in a genuinely sooty station.

While Mabel was heading back to Scranton, she had put the kids 
to bed, and spent her first night alone in the compartment. I wonder 
how much I should tip the porter, she thought. He’s been awfully 
nice. Snooping around her confines, she had found a brochure for the 
Phoebe Snow, with a cute little jingle on the cover. It began, “A 
cosy seat, a dainty treat, make Phoebe’s happiness complete… “

Phoebe couldn’t have gone all the way to Chicago, she mused. 
Chicago was a nightmare, she hoped she would not remember in the days 
to come, literally dragging Billy, who wanted to play with all the 
children he saw, and lugging little Cheryl across town from the 
LaSalle station to the Dearborn station. But after Chicago everybody 
was worn out, and it looked like it would be smooth sailing all the 
way to Los Angeles, until Billy found a way to mischief, while she 
dozed. But now all was quiet again on the western front.

“With linen white and silver bright, upon the road of 
anthracite.”

Butt knew all about the hard anthracite coal, and the men who 
dug it. She heard the sound of the train whistle, and her dreams took 
her back to Archbald Patch, the little mining enclave where she grew 
up, where the steam locomotives would pass, pulling up the grade a 
long line of coal hoppers, the name of the DL&W Railroad brightly 
painted on the side. Evenings she would sit out on the porch singing, 
and strumming her guitar, and Tom Butler would yell, “Play it again.” 



Later Tom would be drunk, and she could hear him beating young Tom 
with the strap, or taking his wife on the kitchen floor, or if he 
were in a good mood, smothering Betty with his sour kisses, and Betty 
would have to run next door and crawl into bed with Butt or Edith.

Sometimes when she found herself alone, like now, she’d imagine 
she was back there in the Patch, and in her mind she’d walk down 
Prince and Williams streets, visiting all the neighbors from one end 
to the other, from the mines to the woods. She’d always begin at the 
Sanchek house, where her own life had begun, where her dear friend 
Annie still lived, and little Georgie with the weak heart lay in bed 
upstairs. They were her neighbors until she was 7 years old, when a 
roomier place came vacant just down the street. Next came the 
Powells, and the Fraleys, and Doc Butler’s house with the big 
bulldogs. Doc was nothing like his brother Tom. Then came Betty’s 
house and the Markwick home, that her pa rented from the mining 
company. On she’d walk past her own door, where they lived last, 
saying hello to the Sippels and the Echkharts, to the home of the 
pretty Bray sisters, with their pretty red hair and freckles. Emma 
Bray had polio, and her leg atrophied terribly and she had to wear a 
brace just when she needed to be pretty the most. Then together she 
and Emma would walk, Emma dragging her leg and hurrying as best she 
could to keep up.

And they would cross broad Keyser Avenue to the home that her 
grandfather built with his own hands, where she stayed for a long 
time with Gramma and Grampa Seibolt, and all of her uncles who worked 
in the mines. It was the only time she had ever been separated from 
her ma and Edith. Grampa Seibolt would draw cartoons, and play the 
piano, and she would cut her Uncle Lew’s hair, and he called her 
Butt, because she looked like little buttercup, a character in the 
funny papers. And the nickname had stuck, and one day even one of her 
teachers at Taylor High School, had asked her if he could call her 
Butt, and she had said yes.

And always they would stop at the intersection of Prince Street 
and Keyser Avenue, a major crossroad in her life. To the left was 
Taylor, where as a young girl she walked every day to high school, 
down past the James Store, until she became sick in her graduating 
year, and had to drop out and the whole left side of her face was 
left paralyzed. To the right was Mattie Prestwood’s store, and the 
O’Malley home, and beyond that lay the city of Scranton, where Butt 
would catch the Laurel Line, the first electric streetcar in America, 
that took her to Chickie O’Malley’s tavern, and to the home of the 
wealthy woman, a faith-healer who healed her face, and helped her to 
smile again.

She knew everybody on those two streets, and all the boys knew 
the pretty Markwick girls, and the bad boys all knew Betty. Her 



father coached many of the boys in baseball, and after the games he 
would drive them back to the Markwick home, and they would linger 
outside on the porch and in the yard waiting to talk to Butt and 
Edith. And whenever Butt would walk to town or to school, they would 
see her, and shout, and their voices would ring out across the field, 
“Butt, hey Buuu-ttt!!” And she would smile and wave, and wait for 
them as they came running.

One day a stranger from up the mountain came to the house with 
her cousin Jackie. He was a brash and rowdy boy, with a shock of 
blonde hair, and Butt didn’t know what to make of him. Jackie said 
his name was Eddie. He didn’t have to tell her the boy’s last name - 
the resemblance to his sister Susan, a girl in her class at Taylor 
High, was obvious. Eddie didn’t go to high school, but had dropped 
out after eighth grade to go to work.

After Pearl Harbor, most of the boys went away, but Eddie 
managed somehow to keep coming around. He joined the Navy, and was 
assigned to a PT Boat base not far away, in Rhode Island. On weekends 
he would come home and see his mother, and then he would walk down 
the mountain to Butt’s house. He became a regular fixture at the 
Markwick home, so much so that the Shore Patrol had to come and get 
him two times. Had Butt known the terrible punishment the Navy 
inflicted upon the sailors who were AWOL, she would have encouraged 
him to get back on time. But how could she, in her tiny little 
enclave, ever imagine that he was sitting for 5 or 10 days alone, in 
solitary confinement, with only bread and water, and his thoughts of 
her, to sustain him?

Finally, one weekend he showed up in a car, and he took her and 
Edith to New York City, to Coney Island. It had been her first trip 
to the big city, and he wanted to take them on the parachute drop. 
Gazing up at the 200 foot tower, Butt needed no time to think it 
over. She said flatly “No,” and she meant it. She was deathly afraid 
of heights. Eddie rode the ride alone, and she and Edith clapped for 
him and held their breath, until the parachute opened, and he floated 
safely down. Little did she ever imagine, that a year from now, he 
would be in the Paratrooper corps, dropping from the sky for real, 
without a cable to assure his safety.

He dropped them off at home that night, and she didn’t see or 
hear from him for a long time after that. In the vacuum he left 
behind, they came to the house, men from the government they were, 
with a lot of questions about Eddie, about his loyalty to the 
country, and particularly about the night they went to Coney Island. 
The next time she saw him, he was wearing an Army uniform, and 
showing off his newly earned airborne wings. He told her the Navy had 
kicked him out, for going AWOL, and he had been ashamed to tell her. 
Then he went away again, and didn’t write.



After the war was over in Europe, Eddie was the first of the 
boys to return. He asked her to come with him to his mother’s house. 
She lived up on the mountain west of Scranton, in Ransom township. It 
was a long walk from Archbald Patch. Eddie showed up on her porch 
bright and early that morning, and she had packed a lunch. When they 
got to the home, she was saddened to see that it was an old shack 
with dirt floors and no plumbing or hot water. The old woman, who 
still lived there with Eddie’s niece, told Butt that when she first 
saw the place, she cried. She was only thirteen years old when she 
came to America to marry Eddie’s father. Their first child, Mary, 
died in 1918 of influenza when she was 10 years old, and her husband 
died when Eddie was a boy.

On the way back down the mountain, they stopped to eat, and Butt 
kicked off her alligator shoes, opened up her basket and began to lay 
out the picnic she and her mom had prepared. Eddie lay down beside 
her and began to kiss her, and suddenly he wasn’t the same person. He 
began to kiss her hard, and it hurt, and his hands groped beneath her 
dress and touched her in the wrong place. And then he was on top of 
her, and she couldn’t match his strength, and he was inside of her 
and had his way. Anger, like she had never felt before, welled up 
inside of her, while she lay helpless beneath him, and when he was 
done she slapped his face as hard as she could and shoved him off.

She gathered herself together and ran down the mountain, and he 
came running after her, but she shook him off. “Get away from me, ” 
she cried, and he ran off down the mountain ahead of her. “Run, you 
son of a bitch,” she yelled after him, biting her lip. And he did. 
But he didn’t run away, he ran to her mother’s house.

When Butt got home, she could hear his voice inside, from out on 
the landing. He was begging for his life, swearing that he loved Butt 
and only wanted to marry her.

“He raped me, mama,” cried Butt, charging into the room, 
pointing at the despicable face of the animal that stood before her. 
“He held me down, and he…he…” His presence sucked the air out of the 
room, and she couldn’t get the words out of her mouth, but she formed 
her thumb and index finger into a ring, and stuck her other index 
finger through it, and repeated it over and over. “Like this, mama,” 
she cried, “like you taught me how it was done, that’s what he did.”

That was nearly ten years ago. And now she was on a train, going 
to meet him, the man who had given her four children in less than ten 
years. Her mother had betrayed her. Butt couldn’t understand, how ma 
could ever have taken his side, after what he did. They were married 
at City Hall, and when they were leaving, a teenage girl asked if 
they had just gotten married. Butt had somehow managed to smile. If 
he had only run away, she thought.



When she awoke, she was still alone with the baby, and the 
compartment was already bathed in the dim light of late afternoon. 
Tomorrow at 11:15 the train would arrive at Union Station in Los 
Angeles, and Butt had no idea what to expect, what her future would 
be like. She knew the baby would be up all night, but past that she 
couldn’t speculate. She had dreamed so much that day, it all still 
swirled around in her head. She loved her children, but she wasn’t 
sure if she could ever truly love the man she had married. He hadn’t 
changed at all; he still bullied her once in a while, and there was a 
darkness inside him, and when she beheld it she could only stand 
frozen with fear, like little Billy when he had lifted the heavy 
plate from the floor of the train, and gazed into the dark abyss 
below.

She sat down and started to cry, but just then she heard 
footsteps outside in the passageway. She hurriedly pulled a piece of 
tissue from her pocket, and daubed the tears from her cheeks just as 
the door came open. “Mommy,” they cried. Karin and Billy ran in, each 
of them wanting to be first to wrap their arms about her. “We had 
milk and cookies.”

“You did?” she laughed.
Hands in his pockets, Little Ed sauntered in last, but Butt 

reached out and pulled him in too, kissing his face all over and 
making him blush. The soldier who had brought them just smiled, and 
turned on his heel, and when Butt looked up to thank him, he was 
already gone. She held her little family tight, and didn’t want to 
let go. And up ahead, she heard the whistle of the train, and the 
voice of someone who loved her was calling, 

“Butt, Hey Buuu-ttt!!!”



A BRIEF CHRONOLOGY FROM *OFFICIAL* SOURCES

Jan. 21, 1942 Edward Dubiak enlists USN at NRS Philadelphia , PA Lt. 
K.B. Emmons USNR

Jan. 27, 1942 NavTrSta, Newport, RI

Feb. 18, 1942 RecSta, NYd (Comm. Inshore Patrol), Boston, MA Capt. 
R.C. Grady, USN(RET)

Mar. 1, 1942 Boston Sec. Base, Lockwood Basin, FFT Mine Assembly 
Unit, Hinghan Lt. Cmdr. J.L. Merrill USNR

Apr. 7, 1942 RecSta, NYd (Comm. Inshore Patrol), Boston, MA Capt. 
C.A. Abele USN(RET)

April 17, 1942 MTBS Training Center, Melville, RI Lt. D. J. Walsh, 
USNR

April 28, 1942 Captain’s Mast. Offense: AOL from 0730 4/24/42 to 0750 
4/28/42, a total of 4 days 20 min. Sentence: Confinement (SOL) 
[solitary] for a period of 5 days B&W [on bread and water]. Lt. D.J. 
Walsh, USNR

May 21, 1942 Changed rating from AS to Seaman 2nd Class. Lt. D.J. 



Walsh, USNR

Sept 10, 1942 Declared a straggler since 0600 9/7/42. Lt. D.J. Walsh 
USNR

Sept 15, 1942 Declared a straggler from 0600 9/7/42 to 0625 9/15/42 a 
period of 8 days 25 minutes. Lt. D.J. Walsh USNR

Sept 18, 1942 Deck Court. Offense: AOL from 0600 9/7/42 to 0625 
9/15/42, a total of 8 days 25 minutes. Plea:guilty Sentence: To be 
confined for a period of 10 days and to lose ten dollars per month of 
his pay for two months. Lt. D.J. Walsh, USNR

Oct. 12, 1942 U-608 is ordered to lay mines in NY harbor.

Nov. 9, 1942 Unidentified man holds up rationing board clerk at White 
haven near Wilkes-Barre and escapes with gasoline rationing coupons.

Nov. 10, 1942 U 608 completes mining operation of NY harbor, approach 
to Ambrose Lightship.

Nov. 10, 1942 German Mine Explodes in New York Harbor.

Nov. 11, 1942 Captain’s Mast Offense: AOL 4 hours until 12 PM Nov. 
10, 1942. Theft of car in Bristol, RI. Award: Summary Court Martial. 
Lt. Cmdr. D.J. Walsh USNR

Nov. 13, 1942 Summary Court Martial held. Offenses: (1)AOL from 0800 
to 1200, 11/10/42. (2)Unlawfully take, drive, and operate an 
automobile, the property of John Hogan, Usher Place, Bristol, RI 
without permission and did damage same. Sentence: To be discharged 
from USN with a Bad Conduct Discharge. Lt. Cmdr D.J. Walsh USNR

Nov. 29, 1942 Lt. John F. Kennedy meets with Sen. D.I. Walsh of Mass. 
Chairman of the Senate Naval Affair Committee.

Dec. 9, 1942 Discharged from USN with Bad Conduct Discharge. No 
Travel Allowance Paid. Lt. Cmdr D.J.Walsh Executive Officer. Paid 
$34.28 signed Ens. G.C. Ferguson. Man has been notified to report to 
local draft board. Desire to be discharged at this station. Signed 
Edward Dubiak.

Jan. 8, 1943 Obituary for Nannie Lyons 88 Wellsburg, WV appeared in 
Weirton Daily Times. Note that 88 days from the date of the obituary 
is Apr.6 1943.

Feb. 4, 1943 Inducted into US Army at Wilkes-Barre, PA

Apr. 6, 1943 Obituary for Maru Musto 36 Holidaysburg appeared  in 



Weirton Daily Times. Note that the Army had a Radio Operator's 
Training School in Holidaysburg.

Aug. 29, 1944 HQ Antiaircraft Artillery Training Center, Office of 
the Commanding General, Camp Stewart, Georgia requests information 
from USN for circumstances of discharge from USN in 1942 of Seaman 
2nd Class Edward Dubiak. Major W.A. Rugg, Asst. Adjutant General.

Sep. 6, 1944 Qualification Expert M-1 Rifle.

July 21, 1945 Date of Separation under AR 615-368 Discharge: Other 
Than Honorable.

Total Length of Service: 1 year 24 Days
Prior Service: 10 Months 7 Days USNR

897 Days total in US Army
509 Days Lost under AW 107



U-608

On the morning of October 20, 1942 a U-boat set sail from the 
port of St. Nazaire in occupied France. Situated on the right bank of 
the Loire River estuary on the south coast of the big thumb of 
France, St. Nazaire was the home base to the men and ships of the 6th 
Unterseebootsflottille, commanded by KorvettenKapitan Wilhelm Schulz. 
The base, and especially the massive concrete submarine pens had been 
targeted numerous times in the last year by the RAF, and the 
surrounding waters were constantly being mined by British Wellington 
bombers, and swept by German minesweepers. In March 1942 British 
commandos had staged an unsuccessful attack on the base, but still it 
remained hardly damaged.

The submarine that departed that gloomy day in October was a 
recently constructed type VIIC U-boat. It’s keel had been laid down 
the previous year on March 27, 1941 at the Blohm und Voss shipyards 
in Hamburg. A year later, on February 5, 1942, the new U-boat was 
commissioned into the Kriegsmarine, and after much hoopla placed 
under the command of a young naval officer, Oberleutnant Rolf 
Struckmeier, and assigned to the 5th Ausbildungsflottille in Kiel for 
training preparatory to entering the fleet.

The commander of the 5th Flotilla at the time, Kapitanleutnant 
Karl-Heinz Moehle, was a dedicated submariner and holder of the 
Knight’s Cross medal for valor. In 1940, shortly after the outbreak 
of hostilities, he had taken charge of U-123 and on his second patrol 
in the North Atlantic sank five ships in an attack on an Allied 
convoy that lasted over five hours. After the war he would be 
sentenced to five years in prison, not for that heroic deed, but for 
encouraging obedience to the infamous Laconia Befehl, an order issued 
by Admiral Doenitz in the aftermath of the Laconia incident. The 
Laconia, a British passenger liner, was sunk in the South Atlantic on 
September 12, 1942. Shortly after the sinking, Cpt. Hartenstein, the 
Captain of the U-boat sent out several radio calls, including an 
uncoded distress signal requesting assistance in picking up survivors 
and promising to cease hostilities. The first message was short and 
direct:

Sunk by Hartenstein British “Laconia”. Grid FF 7721 310 degrees. 
Unfortunately with 1,500 Italian POW’s. Till now 90 fished. 157 cubic 
meters (oil). 19 eels, trade wind 3, ask for orders.

The second un-encoded message, transmitted on 25 meter band, was 
desperate, and to men like Doenitz and Moehle, a serious breach of 
discipline:



If any ship will assist the ship-wrecked ‘Laconia’-crew, I will 
not attack providing I am not being attacked by ship or air forces. I 
picked up 193 men. 4, 53 South, 11, 26 West. - German submarine.

This must have infuriated Admiral Doenitz, because he promptly 
issued the following order:

1. Every attempt to save survivors of sunken ships, also the 
fishing up of swimming men and putting them on board lifeboats, 
the setup right of overturned lifeboats, the handing over of 
food and water have be discontinued. These rescues contradict 
the primary demands of warfare esp. the destruction of enemy 
ships and their crews.

2. The orders concerning the bringing in of skippers and chief 
engineers stay in effect.

3. Survivors are only to rescue, if their statements are important 
for the boat.

4. Stay hard. Don’t forget, that the enemy didn’t take any regard 
for woman and children when bombarding German towns.

Largely because of this order, Admiral Doenitz was charged with 
war-crimes after the war and tried at Nuremberg along with the other 
major Nazi war-criminals, and narrowly avoided being hanged.

For six months Struckmeier and U-608 trained under Moehle’s 
watchful eye, and underwent inspections and a battery of trials at 
Kiel designed to test the limits of his men and his boat. Finally on 
September 1, 1942 the boat was transferred to the combat flotilla in 
St. Nazaire, the 6th Unterseebootsflottille. On its first patrol in 
September, U-608 operating as part of a 12 boat Wolfpack, designated 
Vorwarts (Forward), was credited with two of the ten total sinkings. 
A 32 ship convoy, with two Canadian destroyers and four corvettes as 
escort, was first sighted by the Wolfpack on September 9, 1942 by 
U-584, but the Captain of U-584 lost them in the dark that night. 
U-96 picked them up the next day, and moved in, sinking two ships and 
damaging another. That night U-608 also arrived on the scene, and 
missed in its first attempt to torpedo a freighter. But the following 
night, Captain Struckmeier sank two stragglers, that had previously 
only been damaged. That patrol, their first, Struckmeier and crew 
received credit for the sinkings of The Empire Moonbeam, a British 
ship of 6,849 tons and the Hektoria, another British ship of 13,797 
tons.

Now the U-608 was headed out on its second patrol. When the boat 
was past the breakwater, Captain Struckmeier turned over the watch to 
his second in command and retired to his cabin to open the special 
orders for the cruise. He poured himself a hot cup of ersatz coffee, 
and tore open the manila envelope, and might have missed the piece of 



scrap paper that fell out, but for the fact that it landed in his 
saucer. It was a small triangular piece of green paper with a cloth-
like feel, and Struckmeier immediately recognized it as a corner torn 
from an American currency note. It had been folded into the 
triangular shape, in the manner that one would fold a piece of paper 
into an airplane. Upon closer examination, he could barely discern at 
the vertex of the two intersecting creases, that a Statue of Liberty 
face had been etched into the grain of the bill itself, adjacent to a 
dot surrounded by several concentric circles, work that could only 
have been accomplished by a clever forger.

Struckmeier refolded the dollar bill, and stuck it in his shirt 
pocket. He didn’t know exactly what to make of it, but when he read 
the heading on the first page of the orders it all came clear: New 
York Mine-laying Orders for U-608. He grabbed a bottle from the 
overhead shelf, and poured some brandy into his coffee, and began to 
read.

12.10.42.

New York Minelaying orders for U 608.

Task:

a) Extensive mining of area “Ambrose”. If this is impossible, 
mining to be carried out in “Alternative area Ambrose”. If no success 
with latter in spite of repeated attempts, mining to be completed in 
“Outer area New York” (See sketch).

b) Enemy traffic is to be observed beforehand, so that mines can 
be laid inside specified area where greatest success can be expected. 
If observation is impossible of provides no information, mining to be 
carried out around “Ambrose Lightship” and S.W. of it.

c) The commander is, under all circumstances to try with 
tenacity and energy to lay the mines as far in as possible where they 
promise most success, i.e. in “Ambrose” area. The alternative or 
outer areas are only to be mined when all attempts on the inner one 
have been smashed and further attempts to mine seem hopeless.

Geographical boundaries:

a) Area “Ambrose” lays within following degrees:
 400 27′ N. 730 55′ W. 40 30′ N. 730 49′ W.
 400 28′ N. 730 45′ W. 40 23′ N. 730 54′ W.

b) “Alternative area Ambrose” is bound on east and south by 
circumference of circle whose center is by light bell buoy 2A 
(400 30′ N. 730 65′ W.) and on the N.W. by a line from Long 



Beach (730 41′ W.) and from point on Jersey coast (400 23′ N.).

c) “Outer area New York” lies between circles drawn from light 
bell buoy 2A with radius of 13 and 22 miles respectively.

Mine Material: 10 TM C mines.
 Settings - Period of effectiveness 60 days, period of delay 2 
days, sensitivity 10 meters, 5 mines set to go off first run 
over 5 at fourth. 5 mines with red field, 5 with blue field. 
Mines set to fall to depth between 20 - 33 meters, minimum range 
1,000 meters.

Map D 455 to be employed.

Black and green painted wreck buoy marked 3″ in position 400 
25.4′ N. 730 52.1 W.

See Standing Operational Orders 492 paragraph 2; 495 paragraph 2 
“Operational Intelligence for Navigators” 687 - 42: 688 - 42.

See Appendix.

Reports to be made as soon as possible after mining completed, 
by short signal, but at least 50 miles from mined area.

Following code to be used:
LT IQ = Mining of “Ambrose Area” completed.
LT GO = Mining of “Alternative area Ambrose” completed.
LT JR = Mining of “Outer area New York” completed.

The Captain sat for a moment, reflecting not on the difficult 
and deadly assignment, but thinking rather how he would inform the 
crew, wondering if he should mention the dollar bill at all. His 
palms were wet, and he felt the beat of the diesel engines inside his 
ear drums, and realized it was his own heart-beat that he was 
hearing. It would have been difficult enough, even if the orders were 
crystal clear, but this deception, this little dollar bill, this 
arrow pointing at the Statue of Liberty - was this what Germany was 
about? No, this was what the Nazis were about - sneaking around back-
allies, whispers in the night, rule by terror and fear. What a great 
propaganda victory this would be for the Fuehrer and Dr. Goebbels - 
like the Reichstag fire that brought them into office and the 
fabricated attack by Poland that began the war. He could see the 
headline now in all the Berlin newspapers: U-BOAT DESTROYS STATUE OF 
LIBERTY!! He and his crew would nonetheless be Heroes of the Reich, 
placed on high pedestals for all Germans to admire, but all the rest 
of the world would detest them.



Struckmeier finished off the coffee in one swallow, and snatched 
the top sheet off the desk and left his cabin. He intended to go 
right to the Navigation Officer’s station, but he hadn’t quite gotten 
his sea-legs back yet, or perhaps the brandy had hit him already, and 
he lurched forward into the table. Gripping the edge of the table-top 
he said, “Pull the map for sector C-A, Hans. Sofort.”

“Ja wohl, Herr Kapitan.” snapped the youngofficer. 
“Immediately.”

He laid out the sector map on the table and took the tiny paper 
from his pocket and felt that the eyes of the whole crew were on him. 
With the tip held fixed on Liberty Island, he rotated the paper until 
one of the creases pointed to a course that avoided any land masses. 
As he had suspected there was only one way in, straight in - he took 
the ruler and drew a heavy vertical line through the statue, all the 
way to the bottom of the map. He held his finger on the spot where 
the line met the bottom, and tapped twice to emphasize the location.

“Plot our course to this point right here,” he said. “We don’t 
have to be there until the 9th, so play it safe. I’ll be in my 
cabin.”

“Ja wohl, Herr Kapitan, and we’ll need to allow for the bad 
weather.”

“Yes,” he replied. “At least we have that.”

When he got back to his cabin, Struckmeier shouted for the cook. 
He needed coffee, lots of it, if he was going to get an 865 ton U-
boat, that was 67 meters long and 6.2 meters wide, inside New York 
Harbor without being detected. He knew the orders came right from the 
top, from the Grand Admiral himself. Doenitz had said many times, and 
even been quoted in the papers saying that he believed a U-boat could 
steam right into any American harbor on the surface at night, without 
so much as a challenge. But why now, he asked himself?

Struckmeier had no illusions about the war. He had heard the 
latest reports from North Africa and Stalingrad on the BBC and the 
American broadcast stations. Oftentimes they were the only stations 
they could receive out at sea. But the strategy was working better 
than ever. When the U.S. first entered the war there was some 
question of whether mine-laying would be possible on the U.S. coast 
but the U-boat Captains quickly figured out that there were two 
strips, divided by a channel of water 35-50 meters deep, that were 
suitable for mining, that ran from the Fire Island light ship, east 
of New York in the north, all the way to Cape Canaveral in the south. 
All of the large ports on the US east coast had already been mined, 
and they were seeing good results. Nor was the laying of mines 



prejudicing in any way the U-boat attacks, which continued virtually 
uninterrupted, because mines were generally layed in shallow water 
where submarines could not operate anyway. Over 170 ships had been 
sunk off the Atlantic Coast in just the last 6 months, many within 
sight of shore. Why risk entering a major port now, when the 
Americans had installed anti-submarine nets in most of their ports 
and shore batteries all along the east coast?

In New York, Mayor Fiorello La Guardia himself doubted if even 
Coney Island could be defended if push came to shove, but an anti-
submarine net had been strung from Norton’s Point on Coney Island to 
Hoffman Island. In fact on December 10, just three days after Pearl 
Harbor was struck, a notice went out to all shipping in the area that 
“A mined area covering the approaches to New York Harbor has been 
established. Incoming vessels will secure directions for safe 
navigation from patrol vessels stationed off Ambrose Channel 
Entrance.” Struckmeier wasn’t worried about the mines or even the 
nets though. He knew that New York was all about access, and he had 
divers on his ship who could punch a hole in the nets. What bothered 
him was what was positioned at either end of the net.

There were two gate tenders stationed at the submarine nets in 
New York, designated by the Coast Guard YNG-3 and YNG-39. YNG-3 was 
an observation platform with visual signalling equipment and a 
detachment of sailors armed with Thompson submachineguns. YNG-39, on 
the other hand, was a fully equipped gun-boat fixed in the harbor, 
and only able to be moved with the aid of tug-boats. Equipped with 
the latest electronic anti-submarine detection devices and connected 
directly to Harbor Entrance Command at Fort Wadsworth, YNG-39 also 
had a 50 caliber machine gun, 2 - 30 caliber machine guns, and a 1 
pounder cannon. Though U-608 had an 88 mm naval gun and a 20 mm anti-
aircraft gun, it was not equipped to fight a prolonged battle with 
any kind of shore installation. 4 bow and 1 stern torpedo tubes were 
its primary armament, and beneath the waves was the only safe place 
for a submarine to be.

The transit across the Atlantic Ocean went extraordinarily 
smoothly, and the crew was revitalized, and in excellent spirits. 
Sailing south from St. Nazaire along the French coast, they loitered 
in sector BF for two days charging their batteries at night, and 
listening for any last minute radio instructions. Each day they ran 
submerged, slowly picking their way through the Bay of Biscay that 
the RAF mined regularly. On October 24 they had cleared the Spanish 
coast and just entered open water when they sighted an American 
Battleship sailing with a lone Destroyer Escort on a course of 240 
degrees at medium speed. Contact was lost immediately, however, and 
after searching for a couple days they resumed course 270 degrees, 
due west on October 27.



For five more days they sailed due west, sticking to the B 
sectors on the map, shadowing the main merchant route from Bristol in 
England to Halifax in Newfoundland. On November 1 they slipped down 
south into sector CD 13 and were now due east of New York City. 
Finally on November 5, they reached sector CB, and found themselves 
south of Newfoundland in the middle of a gale, where they charged 
their batteries to the fullest, and began to skirt the areas of high 
traffic. Struckmeier didn’t want to stir up the hornet’s nest just 
yet. The rough seas would play havoc with the American ASDIC 
equipment and make their periscope harder to spot, but their best 
hope was to remain undiscovered.

Aftermath

According to the Kriegstagebuch, or daily log kept by Captain 
Struckmeier, the U-608 completed her mining operations on November 
10, 1942 in the early morning hours and the next day was granted 
freedom of movement along the whole American coast to Newfoundland, 
for refueling and re-supplying. One can only speculate, if there were 
indeed any other unwritten orders carried out by the U-608, but on 
that day several explosions occurred in New York Harbor. It is also 
interesting to note that another U-boat, the U-518 dropped off an 
agent that very same night several hundred miles to the north on the 
southern shore of the Gaspe Peninsula, Quebec. The man, Werner 
Janowski was apprehended several hours later, when he stupidly threw 
away a box of Belgian matches in a hotel room and aroused the 
suspicions of civilian hotel workers. 

[Reference http://www.history.navy.mil/faqs/faq114-1.htm]

On the 15th of November, U 608 sank a 5,000 ton freighter in 
sector BB 8898 on course 160. Later they ran out of fuel in the 
middle of the Atlantic Ocean, and drifted for several days, this 
occurring shortly after they had rendezvoused with a ship returning 
to port, from which they took on “air torpedoes” but evidently no 
fuel. They returned to port, entering St. Nazaire on December 9, 1942 
and didn’t go out again that month.



THE maX-FILES



THE maX-FILES ARE BORN

I started the maX-FILES on my Blog as a loose collection of 
facts, and other tid-bits of information and perhaps even some well-
placed mis-information that I happened upon on the internet that may 
or may not have had any bearing on my father's military service. I 
had very little to go on, but what I had seemed remarkably sound to 
me. Mostly what I had were contradictions: I had a photograph, and a 
Military Transcript document that seemed to contradict one another; I 
had a day that should have been terribly important, that wasn't; I 
had the name of the Executive Officer at a high-profile base in WWII, 
that nobody remembered; and I had memories of a man who felt his only 
crime in life was that of being a dumb Polack.

I had some hard facts, to be sure that I obtained in documents 
from my own father’s Navy Service Record. Dad was stationed at MTBS 
in Melville RI from April of 1942 until December 9, when he was 
discharged for Bad Conduct. After several previous AWOLs, on that 
night my dad, admittedly it seems, stole an automobile from a 
location in Bristol, RI at Usher Place, a car belonging to one John 
Hogan, and took it on a joyride to either Scranton, or New York City. 
Among the other crimes to which he confessed, he damaged the 
automobile. I don’t know if he came back to the base on his own, or 
was brought back by police, nor do I know if he was alone in this, 
but the documents show he returned at 11 AM the next day. I suspect 
that there was a police report filed for the accident or arrest in 
Bristol - there must have been, since he was handed back over to the 
Navy base.



What else have I learned?

That morning, while he was still AWOL from the base, according 
to historian Samuel Eliot Morison’s “History of United States Naval 
Operations in World War II,” a noted work upon which the famous 
documentary series “Victory at Sea” was largely based - several mines 
planted by a U-Boat the evening before, blew up in New York City 
harbor and the harbor was subsequently closed to traffic for several 
days, the only time it was closed during the entire war. I have 
learned from the actual ship’s log or “KriegsTageBuch” for the U-608 
that the mines were indeed planted that night.

Perhaps the attack was just a coincidence, or perhaps all of the 
details fit together in some way, I don’t know. But here’s what else 
I do know. On that very same night, 200 miles to the north in Canada, 
a German saboteur was dropped off by another submarine, the man 
walked into town, and promptly turned himself into the Canadian 
authorities.

I’ve talked to a man at a historical society in Bristol, and he 
told me that on that date in 1942, Usher Place would have been a 
vacant lot. He said he knows this, because several months earlier the 
fire department went there by mistake, after a fire alarm was called 
in for Usher’s Place, the home of the Usher family - and the home 
burned down, because the fire department went to the vacant lot 
address. Because of this the address was later changed to Usher 
Terrace.

Also on that night, near Wilkes-Barre, PA, a local almanac 
recorded that a store was held up at gunpoint for gasoline ration 
coupons. I considered this related, because my dad came from 
Scranton, and would have known the area. If he were running, or 
needed gas for a long return trip, that’s where he might go. I also 
considered the possibility of coincidence, that this might have been 
a more common occurence during the war, what with gas being rationed 
and all, but after searching through the almanac, it’s the only event 
of that type that got recorded.

I became particularly interested in David (D.J.) Walsh because 
he was the officer who signed all of my dad’s punitive documents, for 
the AWOLs and he also presided over the Summary Court-Martial, and 
signed that document. I’m not bitter or seeking to harm or tarnish 
his reputation in any way, I have mixed feelings about my dad myself, 
I just want to learn what happened, and I think he knew the entire 
story.

And there is one other “coincidence” that could have some 
bearing on what happened - prior to coming to MTBS, my dad had been 
assigned to a mine-assembly training unit at Lockwood Basin. Therein 



lies a logical connection to the mines in NY, and, considering that 
the distances to Scranton and to New York City from Bristol are 
practically the same, there's a physical connection that 
theoretically should not be ruled out either.

So what was going on in America at the time? Uboats were sinking 
American ships right off our coast; two (that we know of) teams of 
German saboteurs had landed on American shores several months 
earlier, one on Long Island and another in Florida, all of the men 
from both teams were soon captured and tried and all but two were 
executed, and in December their accomplices, including family members 
were still being tried in Chicago; the nation was in a panic to 
protect military bases and industrial and transportation centers.

Here’s where the facts move into the rarified air of the upper 
stratosphere of wild speculation and amusement: On top of all that, 
if you read Nigel Hamilton’s definitive biography of John F. Kennedy, 
which I will outline in these notes, who was at MTBS at Melville at 
this very time, you will learn that JFK was also experiencing some 
trouble at the base. Note that there were two types of sailors at the 
MTBS - those on permanent assignment to the training center, like my 
father and Mr. Kennedy, and those being trained for several months as 
PT crews. Most of them wanted to get into the war. Those who were 
doing the training, had little chance of that. According to this book 
JFK was unhappy with his teaching assignment, disappointed with the 
way Newport had changed, having trouble with his commanding officer, 
and burning to get into combat. D.J. Walsh was the executive officer 
of the training center, and would have been Kennedy’s direct 
superior, though his name is never directly mentioned in the book. In 
fact, Kennedy is portrayed having troubles with another officer, 
Lcmdr Harllee.

To resolve his issues, Kennedy (or his father Joseph Kennedy) 
contacted Massachusetts Senator David I. Walsh in early November, 
just about the exact same time my dad entered the brig, and Jack 
actually met with Senator Walsh at his home. They had some sort of 
discussion and later Senator Walsh sent him a copy of a geography 
book. This seemed somewhat strange to me, that the Senator would give 
a young Navy officer, educated at Harvard, a basic book on Geography. 
The book contains very low-detail maps, depicting just the land 
masses and a few major cities, with circles drawn to show the air-
mileage away from one large city. One particular map centers on 
London for example, with circles going out as far as Normandy in 
France. Another is centered on Stockholm, with circles out into 
Germany and Poland. Evidently, it was the notes on the maps itself 
that were important.

Was the Navy running an intelligence operation that night? Was 
the court-martial part of a plan to get young sailors back into the 



work force and use them as agents, at a time when there were few 
ships to which they could be assigned? My dad scribbled two words on 
the back of his paratrooper photo, the words “maru” and “nannie,” 
which seem to have little or no meaning or reason to be there at all, 
but a search on the internet calls up two obituaries in the Weirton 
WV Daily Times for the period in 1943 when my dad was not actively in 
the service. Were these obituaries a means for the Navy to stay in 
touch with him, to give him further instructions? Was he still 
working for the Navy even after he enlisted in the Army?

And Senator Walsh was a colorful figure in his own right; a 
noted isolationist, opposed to the war from the outset, just prior to 
this he had been raked over the coals and censured for allegedly 
frequenting a homosexual brothel in Brooklyn, where German spies were 
thought to be operating. And for some reason, J.Edgar Hoover, the 
head of the FBI who had the brothel under surveillance and actually 
bugged, could have cleared him of the allegations, but didn’t. 
Nonetheless, with Senator Walsh’s help, JFK managed to get out of 
Melville, and away from “that Newport” that had been such a 
disappointment to him, and assigned to the PT-109 in the Pacific.

And the rest, as they say, would have been history had the story 
ended there. For later in the war my father became a paratrooper and 
trained for the Invasion of Fortress Europa, but according to his 
military transcript, he spent nearly two years of that time in the 
stockade. Meanwhile John F. Kennedy's older brother Joe died in a 
botched secret mission against a German V-Weapons base just before D-
Day. In September of that year, my dad was back in Camp Stewart, GA 
and the Army was asking questions about the circumstances surrounding 
his Bad Conduct Discharge from the Navy.

In other searches I have found several photos of a man I am 
quite certain was my father, training with the 508th PIR, Parachute 
Infantry Regiment, a unit which actually jumped into Normandy on D-
Day. His name however does not appear among the roster of men in that 
unit

Were John F. Kennedy and my father simply two Plutarchian 
parallel lives, one noble and the other ignoble, that never met or 
intertwined? Not according to my dad. “I knew John F. Kennedy,” he 
told me once, and I believe that.



THE maX-FILES

Note 1: Max 3-3165

On the back of the photo that my father carried in his wallet was 
printed "max 3-3165." I initially took this to be the phone number of 
a friend of his named Max. But one day, I typed it into the Google 
Search engine, and one of the hits was to a phone number for the 
Freedom of Information Office at Maxwell Air Force Base in Alabama. 
The page was an on-base listing of phone numbers at Maxwell AFB. To 
dial the FOIA office, a person on base merely had to dial 3-3165. For 
persons wishing to dial the office from off-base, they would dial 
953-3165.

If my father had been involved in some sort of paratrooper 
activities, that were classified, he might have to make any inquiries 
through an Army Air Corps base. It seemed very likely that the "max" 
on the photo was a reference to Maxwell AFB. And this would also 
imply, that my dad was actually on that base, at least for a while. 
Otherwise, he would have had to dial the prefix. I also presumed that 
he had written the number down prior to July 4, 1966, the date the 
Freedom of Information Act became law, perhaps as far back as 1945. I 
wondered what office it might have been at that time. I figured that 
the Army probably didn't change their phone numbers very often, so 
whatever it was, it probably served a similar function for the 
servicemen as the present-day FOIA office.



Note 2: U-boats lay mines in the NY Harbor

According to Samuel Eliot Morison's book "The Battle of the 
Atlantic", The German submarine U-608 laid 10 mines in the NY Harbor 
on November 10, 1942. The first mine was discovered by a sweeper and 
the NY Harbor was closed for a period of two days, the only time the 
harbor was ever closed during the entire war. This corresponds to 
data from the War Diary of the Eastern Sea Frontier dated November 
13, 1942.

"At 1117 Hours, Minesweeper YMS-20 witnessed an under water explosion 
two miles from Ambrose in 40-25-42N; 73-44-00W, bearing 170 degrees 
True from minesweeper, range 300 yards. YNS-20 considers explosion 
actuated by reverse pulse. Column of water 200 feet high was seen. 
EDC reports all Army mines have been accounted for. Explosion 
evaluated as magnetic mine or old depth charge. Port entrance closed 
until 1800/14 while twelve minesweepers operate in area".

Note 3: JFK - Reckless Youth by Nigel Hamilton
I began reading this book hoping to get some background 

information about the base at Melville, RI. I also hoped to confirm 
my dad's story that he had been there at the same time as JFK. Sure 
enough, the dates listed in my dad's US Navy Service Record coincide 
with the dates that Kennedy was there. The author of the book relies 
heavily on letters written by and to Lt. Kennedy, to reconstruct his 
biography from this period. I found some of it to be very 
interesting...

For the record, my father arrived at MTBS in April, 1942 and was 
being held in the brig continuously from November 10, 1942 until his 
discharge on December 9. According to this book, JFK arrived there on 
or about September 29, 1942. Note also, that this is shortly after 
Mr. Kennedy's assignment with Naval Intelligence, and his association 
with Inga Arvad, which he still maintained.

Following are some notable quotes from the book:
"Fred Rosen, Jack's friend...recalled how at Melville 'Kennedy was 
the only one with a car....Some of the officers would stay on the 
base...and some of us would go to Newport - we weren't too far from 
town. And we'd pile into Kennedy's car, oh, five or six of us in this 
convertible, and go to dinner. We'd have marvelous times in Newport. 
And on weekends we'd go down to New York; he and I would go down to 
New York almost every weekend'.... 'We'd go down to New York and we 
had to catch a train at Grand Central sometime in the middle of the 
night to get back to base for our morning exercise around six A.M.'" 
[pg 508-9]



"Jack was boiling with rage, certain that Harllee [Senior Instructor] 
was keeping him at Melville...as a useful name."

"Jack's disappointment was mitigated, however, by the fact that he'd 
finally managed to engineer a place for Torbert Macdonald at 
Melville. The Naval Inspector's Office in Boston was only too glad to 
see the back of Macdonald. As Jack's mother heard the story, Torb had 
been in a dreadful mess again. It seems some woman, who signed 
herself 'A Conscientous Taxpayer' complained that one Torbert 
Macdonald was using a Navy Station Wagon to call at a certain number 
on a certain street every day...The street and number turned out to 
be Polly Carter's house...all very complicated.'"

"If Harllee thought that Jack was going to take his "shafting" (navy 
slang for unpleasant orders) without a struggle, however, he was very 
much mistaken. With the help of his grandfather, Jack quietly 
arranged an interview on November 29, 1942, with the all-powerful 
Massachusetts senator David J. Walsh, chairman of the Senate Naval 
Affairs Committee."

Note the date of the correspondence with Sen. Walsh. I found the 
timing of this especially interesting because all of my father's 
Captain's Masts were conducted by Lt. D. J. Walsh, and later Lt. 
Cmdr. D.J. Walsh. Both my father and Lt. Kennedy were having trouble 
at MTBS at precisely the same time, and both cases were resolved by 
somebody name Walsh.
"Walsh was impressed by Jack and his grasp of war strategy and 
international relations. 'Frankly, I have not met a young man of his 
age in a long time who has impressed me more favorably,' Walsh 
subsequently wrote to Honey Fitz [JFK's Grandfather]..."

"'It was a distinct pleasure to see you on Sunday,' the senator wrote 
to Jack, 'and I am looking forward to keeping in contact with you, 
and will try to be helpful in the matter we talked about as I am 
returning to Washington today.' He informed Jack that he was 'sending 
under separate cover a book which I thought might interest you, 
entitled New World Horizons. I am sure the distances portrayed on the 
maps will be informative and will help you to follow the war more 
closely.'"

"'I was damn glad to get out of Melville,' Jack wrote to Billings 
afterward. 'That job of instructor you can have. That Newport was a 
different Newport than that which your family dominated in the years 
before 'jerry started his big stinks,' if I have quoted you 
correctly.'"

"Unwilling to rely on naval bureaucracy or allow time for his father 
to interfere, Jack had already telephoned Washington and had spoken 
to Senator Walsh. The good impression he'd made the previous November 



now paid off. Even before Jack's formal application for transfer was 
processed, Walsh had set the wheels of the navy's personnel 
department humming." [that is, to put through his transfer to the 
Pacific in February 1943]
[To a friend in North Africa he wrote:] "Rip Horton...was currently 
in the Quartermaster Corps but was 'contemplating going into 
Paratroopers'"

Though not written in the same time-frame, but several months later, 
I found the next quote interesting, because my father came from 
Scranton, PA, and that is where I think he drove while he was AWOL:
"On stationary headed 'Mark Hopkins Hotel, Nob Hill, San Francisco' 
Jack wrote at the end of February 1943 to Billings's mother, asking 
her to forward to Lem in Africa what would 'probably be my last 
letter to him for a good while.' In the Harvard Alumni Bulletin for 
that month Jack claimed to have seen a picture of American Field 
Service personnel in the desert, and although they had 'Lem listed as 
Somebody O'Malley Toole from Scranton, PA,' Jack was positive it was 
(Lem)..."

Note 4: Maru and Nannie
I did a web search on the words MARU and NANNIE that my father 

had scrawled on the back of the photo that he carried in his wallet. 
It led me to the following web-page, an obituary index from the 
Weirton (WV) Daily Times for the year 1943. The last time I looked, 
it was still there:

I found this interesting for several reasons:

The fact that the index was still on the internet after all 
these years, that it was from the year 1943, exactly the period when 
my dad would have been between the two services and would have been 
able to read them. Also because they were published in a newspaper 
that would have been central to the industrial centers in the eastern 
US, but also close to Washington D.C.

Each obituary entry in the index I presume refers to an actual 
obituary message that was placed in the Weirton Daily Times on the 
day referenced, but I have been unable to obtain copies from the 
several archives that maintain copies of the Daily Times.

These are the actual entries as they appeared in the index, that 
contained the keywords Maru and Nannie:

Maru, Musto 36 04/06/43 Holidaysburg



Lyons, Nannie 88 01/08/43 Wellsburg

Note that the entry for Nannie Lyons would have appeared in the 
newspaper on 1/8/43, the date of the obituary. The reader would have 
read that her age was 88 at time of death and she died in Wellsburg. 
If you count 88 days from that date, you come up with 04/06/43, the 
date of the obituary for Musto Maru.

Note that the Index contains the dates of the obituaries 
themselves, and not the date of death, which seems like it would have 
been more useful to genealogists.

ENTER THE 508th
Note 5: 508th PIR

I had several photographs of my father in his Army uniform, but 
because of the Army's intransigence or inability to provide his 
service record, I have yet to determine conclusively what regiment he 
served with as a paratrooper. One photo clearly shows the Screaming 
Eagle patch of the 101st airborne, but his own admission that he was 
not in that unit nullifies that. Initially I began searching for 
units that changed divisions during the war, and that's how I 
happened upon the website for the 508th PIR. Paratrooper regiments 
were generally elite units, and to serve in them many soldiers from 
regular outfits often had to take a demotion in rank. I know from 
dad's photo that he was a corporal at least for a time, and this 
sleeve rank was hard to come by.

In the photo gallery of the website for the 508th PIR, in the 
training section is a photo taken of unknown 508th men at Camp 
Blanding. After close examination, my brother and I both believe that 
the man in the lower left of the photo is my father. It's not just a 
gut feeling – my father looked much like my brother did when he was 
young. Sure enough one of the men in that photo of unknown troopers 
looks like my brother, except he is "smiling" in a manner that my 
father always was accustomed to do, i.e. gritting his teeth.

Though all these men were listed as unknown, there was another 
photo on the same page with one of the same men, and a sign that said 
1st Battalion HQ Company.

Interestingly enough, what first led me to consider the 508th 
PIR was a completely different photograph. Well, actually two of 
them. When I was a boy, I would imitate my father's unique casual 
stance, or at least I thought it was unique. He had rickets when he 
was a boy, and most people would find it awkward or uncomfortable to 
stand with their hip thrown out to the side in the manner that he 
did. I know, because I couldn't stand that way for very long, when I 



would try to mimic him. It puts a great deal of pressure on the hip, 
to keep both feet pointing in the same direction. I discussed this 
with an Orthopedist once, and she suggested another thing to be aware 
of was whether he was right or left-footed. I immediately told her 
dad was right-footed because I knew he was right-handed like myself, 
but it turned out that what she had meant was the foot that usually 
gets all of the body-weight. Right footed kickers usually rest their 
weight on the left leg, and vise versa.

To make a long story short, while searching the web one day I 
happened upon a photo taken of the 508th Pathfinders just before they 
took off for Normandy. The man on the far right stood just like my 
father. I asked the webmaster for a blow-up, and he was kind enough 
to provide one. Everything about the man's size matched photos that I 
had of dad. Even the way he was holding his cigarette. Yet, I could 
see from the blow-up that the face was obviously different. No matter 
how I wanted to believe otherwise, the face was not that of my 
father.

I think it important to emphasize, that all of the men in that 
photo were heroes, who parachuted into occupied France hours before 
the actual invasion of Normandy, and the Pathfinders went in an hour 
before the first wave of paratroopers even. So this was pretty 
hallowed ground I was digging into. I don't want anybody to think 
that I am saying that the man in the photo is my father, or that I am 
trying to detract from their bravery. The face is surely not my 
dad's, and I was only drawn to this photo and this particular unit 
because of the man's unique stance.

I wrote the man who had provided the photo to the website, his 
name was Francis Lamoureux, and he told me the names of the two men 
on either end were Lt. Gene Williams and Lt. Edward Czepinski. Both 
men were in his stick on the aircraft, and died in Normandy. 
Initially, he told me that the men were wearing each other's jackets, 
and later I read that he had written a somewhat different account 
wherein he stated that Lt. Williams' uniform had instead been given 
to a French boy who was assisting the troops. So I can only assume 
that he had not learned the story first-hand, but was telling me what 
he had heard from someone else. Still I found it interesting that my 
curiosity had touched upon a story of some human interest. Throughout 
this whole search one fact clearly shines through, that the truth, 
whatever it may be, strives to reach the light of day. I feel it 
myself, and I'm sure the families of those two men feel it even more 
strongly than me.

In the course of my search through the endless rosters of men in 
the 508th PIR, I happened upon a familiar name. Several years ago, 
when I was working as a cab-driver, an older man named John Melton 
began working there. He and I quickly became friends, and often we 
would work the same hotels. One day I gave John a ride home in my 



truck, and he invited me up to his place, and we had a beer and 
talked mostly about John F. Kennedy and WWII and the Army, all very 
casually, and he mentioned several times that he was John Melton III. 
Several years later, when I was poring over the rosters of the men of 
the 508th, I ran across that name again - only this time it was John 
Melton Jr. Of course, it could have been just a coincidence, but I 
prefer to believe that our meeting was more than just chance. To this 
day, I wonder if he had known something of my father, something he 
had heard from his own dad, and if so, why he didn't tell me. 
One other note: 

When she was a Senior in high school, my sister began dating a 
boy who was in the Army, and joined the paratroopers, and was in the 
101st Airborne stationed at Fort Ord. One day, he went AWOL, and she 
asked my dad to talk to him, to get him to go back. I happened to 
overhear a little of the conversation, and my dad was telling him 
that he had not been in the 101st Airborne, but a different unit. 
This doesn't jive with the photo of my dad, however, in which he is 
wearing the Screaming Eagle patch of the 101st. I don't know how to 
explain this discrepancy. It seems to suggest that either my dad was 
transferred, or perhaps the entire unit changed divisions. I do know 
that the 508th was part of the 82nd Airborne when it went into 
action, and that it was derived largely from the 502nd PIR, which did 
belong to the 101st.
Note 6:

In the course of my search for information for the maX-Files, 
one of my focal points is of course D.J. Walsh, the Executive Officer 
at the Motor Torpedo Boat Station training center in Melville RI who 
signed all of the punitive documents in my dad's Navy Service record, 
and another is John F. Kennedy, not because I suspect any wrong-doing 
or new conspiracy material, but solely because he is a high-profile 
conduit to information about that place at that particular time. Or 
at least he should be, but in truth, the facts about JFK's service at 
Melville, and even the base itself are somewhat sketchy. On the other 
hand, Mr. Kennedy had just completed a stint with Naval Intelligence 
in Washington, D.C. and the nation was in a panic during most of 1942 
over U-boat sinkings right off our Atlantic coast and German agents 
landing on our shores to commit acts of sabotage against railroads, 
manufacturing plants and even some notable landmarks.

Much of the responsibility for homeland defense fell on the US 
Navy, who found themselves having to work with the Coast Guard, the 
FBI, Army Intelligence and even the American Mafia to combat this 
real threat. I think therein lies the rub, and is the reason why so 
much of this story still can't be told even today, 65 years after the 
fact. I suspect that if the story could be told it would be a great 
one, even better than an Alan Ladd movie. I suspect that there would 



be spies, and lovely female counter-spies, and sabotage attempts, but 
who would ever suspect a male brothel would be involved.

Such is the strange case of Senator X. 

The following is reprinted from a Time Magazine article dated 
June 1, 1942, which is freely available to read on the internet:

"The incident opened on May 1 when the pro-New Deal [New York] 
Post published a first installment based on the affidavit of one 
Gustave Beekman, convicted proprietor of a Brooklyn male brothel 
where "Senator X" was alleged to have met sailors. For illustration, 
the Post ran a front-face silhouette of the Senator's head with the 
features washed out.

Later the Senator's name was spelled out: SEN. WALSH NAMED AS 
SEN. X—LINKED TO NAZI SPY NEST. A bold-head box quoted the Senator: 
"It's a diabolical lie." In an editorial the Post declared there was 
no evidence to show that Senator Walsh had "wittingly or unwittingly" 
given away secrets to Nazi agents. The story was generally known in 
New York City and Washington, but except for Manhattan's PM (which 
published brief, cautious mention of the Post stories) all the rest 
of the U.S. press, afraid of libel and shrinking from dirt, avoided 
the story like the plague. The Senate tiptoed about, unwilling to 
face the fact that accusations of the worst kind had been publicly 
leveled at one of its members. Senator Barkley last week offered an 
excuse: when Senator Walsh came to him, "visibly agitated," he 
advised him to sit tight until the FBI could be got to make a private 
report.Senator Barkley also congratulated Senator Walsh "upon the 
calm demeanor which he has exhibited in the face of this contemptuous 
and contemptible charge." Last week, after Senator Barkley revealed 
the scandal to the nation at large, Senator Walsh's calm demeanor 
continued. Up to this week he had yet to file a libel suit against 
the Post.

Once the scandal was announced in the Senate, however, several 
of those in the Senate and in the press who last year were 
isolationists took up the cudgels for Senator Walsh. Missouri's 
Bennett Clark demanded an immediate Senate investigation of "the old 
hussy who runs the New York Post" (38-year-old Dorothy Schiff 
Backer). Senators Wheeler and Nye denounced the Post's exposé as a 
"diabolical attempt" to smear all isolationists. Senator Nye said he 
knew for a fact that "a secret society" had been operating for two 
years to gather smear material.

Uncontrite. the Post promptly called Senator Barkley's report a 
"whitewash." demanded the FBI's report be made public, asked for a 
full Senate investigation.

It got hold of Beekman again, published his affidavit declaring 



the FBI had third-degreed him into admitting that he had mistaken 
Senator Walsh for another man, called ''Doc." from Connecticut.

The known facts made only one thing indisputable: either a 
serious scandal was being hushed up or a really diabolical libel had 
been perpetrated."

As it turned out, the story had broken after New York City 
detectives, accompanied by Naval Intelligence Officers, had raided 
the homosexual brothel in Brooklyn, believed to be a nest for Nazi 
spies. Questioned after his arrest the proprietor had identified 
Senator Walsh as a regular customer, and stated that he had seen him 
conversing with a known Nazi spy, Mr. E. We learn from J. Edgar 
Hoover's confidential letters and papers that the FBI didn't really 
have to open an investigation of their own into the matter to 
exonerate the Senator, because they had already had the brothel under 
surveillance at the time of the incident, and had even planted 
listening devices in the establishment. It is from these and other 
wire-taps by the New York City DA's office that we also learn of the 
link between organized crime and Naval Intelligence.

Lieutenant Commander D. J. Walsh

I’ve been learning a little about my father’s Commanding Officer 
at the MTBS Training Center at Melville, in tiny Rhode Island. I can 
almost see why dad thought it was in Connecticut. If you leave the 
base, whatever direction you go, it’s not too long before you find 
yourself in either Massachusetts, or Connecticut, which wouldn’t 
matter at all if you were on your way to Scranton, I suppose.

David J. (DJ) Walsh was the Executive Officer (XO) of MTBSTC 
from April 1942 until September 1943. Before that he had been the XO 
of the USS Niagara, which was as near as I can determine an auxiliary 
ship of the fleet that was later converted for use as a PT Boat 
tender. He took over the position at MTBS from Cdr William C. Specht, 
who, at the time of the attack on Pearl Harbor, had commanded Motor 
Torpedo Boat Squadron 1 at Pearl Harbor. Walsh stayed on as 
Commanding Officer until June 1945 when Cdr Thomas G. Warfield took 
over as his replacement.

I have also learned that David J. Walsh was not related  to 
Senator David I. Walsh, but his father was a state Senator from 
Connecticut, John Walsh, though I have yet to confirm this. David I. 
Walsh was from Massachusetts. This all came known recently after 
another man named David J. Walsh was killed in a boating accident, in 
Buzzard Bay near Dartmouth MA, not awfully far from the old Motor 
Torpedo Boat station. On the other hand, it “is” an election year. 
Can you really believe anything that happens right before an 
election?



THE PLOT CONTINUES TO THICKEN

I’ve recently unearthed a couple of interesting tid-bits of 
information regarding the night in November of 1942 when my father 
admitted he stole a car in Bristol, Rhode Island. As you may or may 
not recall, the automobile that he took was listed in his Navy 
Service Record in the summary of his Summary Court Martial as the 
property of one John Hogan, whose address was given as Usher Place, 
in Bristol. I emailed several historical societies in that neck o’ 
the woods, about Usher Place, hoping to learn what type of building 
or home was at that address in 1942 and if there was any way to 
obtain the police report of the stolen vehicle, and I got back one 
reply from a gentleman named Derwent Riding at the Bristol Historical 
& Preservation Society. 

He wrote:

William –

Ray Battcher, our staff person called Richard Usher and this is 
the story: Yes, Usher Place was a street in Bristol. In 1941 there 
was a five alarm fire: for Usher’s place and the fire trucks went to 
Usher Place, which was a field. By the time they realized that it was 
the Usher’s place, the house had burned down. The street was 
subsequently renamed Usher Terrace to avert any other confusion.

As far as the police record, that would be through the police 
department * and I’m not sure that they keep records that long. 

If you’d like more, you could call Ray Battcher at the Bristol 
Historical & Preservation Society, (401) 253-7223 and he might be 
able to find out more.

Hope this is helpful.

Derry Riding
President
Bristol Historical & Preservation Society

**********************************

The joy-ride my father took occurred on the evening of November 
9, 1942, and he was missing without leave until the following day, 
when he was returned to the PT Boat base in Melville by the local 
constabulary it would seem. I began to think about the incident, and 
remembered how gasoline was strictly rationed at that time. I 
wondered how dad had gotten enough gasoline to drive to Scranton that 
night, if indeed that’s where he went. With mines going off in New 
York City harbor that next morning, and considering that he had 
trained at a mine assembly installation in Boston, earlier that year, 
it would have been quite remiss for the Navy and the FBI not to have 
suspected him of involvement, all things being as they were, and the 



distance to Scranton and New York City being practically the same 
from Bristol.

I wondered if anything might have been written in the local 
Scranton papers, if perhaps they had got wind of my father’s arrest 
that evening. Well, as the Russian immigrants in the area would say, 
“skazanna-sdyelanna” lo and behold, there it was. I found the 
following entry in an archive for the Wilkes-Barre Almanac:

“[November]9[1942]. Unidentified man holds up rationing board 
clerk at White haven and escapes with gasoline rationing 
coupons . . . “

I don’t know how common an occurrence that was during WWII, but 
further perusal of the almanac pages showed no other similar events 
took place for that month, and for as far as I searched. Nor do I 
believe in coincidence that much either.

If my dad did indeed drive to Scranton that night, he would have 
needed gas, and he would have figured he was too well known in 
Scranton to steal ration coupons there. I’m sure he was familiar with 
the area around Wilkes-Barre too, and it would have been right on the 
way. But stealing a car, and armed robbery, these are the acts of a 
desperate man, not a sailor going out for a joy-ride. Why would he 
have been so desperate to get to Scranton that particular night, in 
the middle of the week no less?
**********************************

Finally, I hit upon one final coincidence, that came up in the 
course of my search. I began to wonder who the District Attorney 
might have been in New York City at the time, and if he had written 
about the mines exploding that next morning, and lo and behold again, 
I learned that the DA was Frank Hogan, probably no relation to John 
Hogan, the man who resided in either a burnt-down home or an empty 
field in Bristol, RI but still another coincidence, I thought. And 
then I read this:

“The street address of the main office of the New York County 
District Attorney is “One Hogan Place” in his honor. One Hogan Place 
is the same building as 100 Centre Street, the main criminal courts 
building for New York County.”

So, my dad’s tale has become a curious one indeed, of two 
Walshs, two Hogans and two Places. And did you know, John F. 
Kennedy’s secretary was named Lincoln, and Abraham Lincoln’s 
secretary was named Kennedy?

[Note to self:] If the man who was held up in Wilkes-Barre turns 
out to have been named O’Malley Toole, then you’ve got something.



SCHOOL DAYS



I NEVER ATE IN THE CAFETERIA

I have often wondered what the food was like in the cafeteria at 
Glenn High School. I attended school there from September of 1965 
until June of 1969 and never once ate in the cafeteria. Does anybody 
remember if it was good? Was it expensive?

I always preferred to eat outside at the snack bar, where I 
could just grab a quick burrito or a package of Hostess Cupcakes and 
a carton of milk. At that time, I lived on chocolate cupcakes. Today 
I live on tacos.

It never rained on the people who stood in line at the snack 
bar, at least I can't recall ever needing an umbrella. Nor did 
anybody ever pass out from the heat, but not because the lines 
weren't long. The lines were always long there. One day Tom tried to 
cut in line, and the guy behind him confronted him. Tom asked him 
what he was going to do about it, and the guy said he was going to 
break his leg. I saw Tom the next day. Sure enough, he was wearing a 
cast on his leg.

And Tom was a pretty tough kid. He lived down the end of my 
street, but I never knew him that well because he attended a 
different elementary school. Most of the kids in my neighborhood went 
to Ramona School up until the 8th grade. I think he was pretty good 
friends with Danny, and that's probably how I knew him. I'll have 
much more to write about Danny and his brother Phillip in another 
chapter.



tp

I never liked the toilet paper in the bathrooms at Ramona 
school. It came out of the dispenser in individual sheets that were 
very thin, nearly transparent, and it took an entire handful to make 
one regular sheet of toilet paper. Of course, when you really needed 
a full handful, you were sure to find barely a few sheets left. And 
if you weren't careful, those last few sheets would fall out of the 
dispenser by themselves, and land in the puddle at the foot of the 
toilet.

The puddle always seemed to be there. I suppose the custodian 
mopped it up several times each day, but by the time I got there, and 
I was a pretty regular customer in those days, the pudddle had 
already formed, not unlike old faithful, the geyser in Yellowstone 
Park.

But despite all of that it was good to be independent, and be 
able to go to the bathroom by yourself. That wasn't always the case 
though. In second grade, Miss Briggs had a tiny little bathroom 
inside the classroom, and I have several vivid memories of having had 
to use the facilities she provided. I remember once, I had a problem 
with the toilet paper - that damn paper, again, and she came in and 
helped me finish up. I don't know how she knew when to come in, but 
she did. We must have arranged some sort of a signal beforehand, to 
notify her when we were done. It must have been something simple, 
because when you have to go, there's not a whole lot of time for 
discussion.

Miss Briggs was a nice lady, and I loved her very much. But she 
married somebody else, and moved to Oklahoma. She wrote me once; I 
think I still have the letter in a shoe-box with a lot of old 
photographs. It seems like all of the girls I loved, married somebody 
else.



KICKBALL BEFORE CLASS

Every morning when the weather was nice, my brother and I would 
try to get up at least an hour early to play kickball before school. 
I don't see the kids around the neighborhood playing anymore, but we 
used to love it almost as much as baseball.

The game is played very much like baseball, with two teams of 
nine. But rather than pitch the ball, the "pitcher" either rolls the 
ball or bounces it to the kicker. The kicker is allowed to choose 
which he prefers, by saying either "Slow rolls" or "Baby bouncies." 
He then kicks the ball with all his might, and runs to first. If the 
fielders catch the ball on a fly he is automatically out, but if not, 
and the ball remains in fair territory, he can continue to run the 
bases. Like baseball, he can't be tagged out, or hit with the ball, 
at a base where he is safe, but if caught in between bases he is fair 
game. In that case, he must dodge the throw, or be out.

We played at the school, where a little kickball diamond had 
formed from years of wear, just inside the gate behind the 
Principal's office; where the bases, shallow dirt holes, and the 
base-paths were etched indelibly into the grass. It didn't matter who 
won or lost. Most of the time the game would end in a tie when the 
bell rang for school. Nor do I ever remember starting a game. By the 
time we arrived, the games were already underway, and we just took 
our place on one team or the other.

One year, we returned from summer vacation, and an auditorium 
had been built over our kickball diamond. It was a fine new 
auditorium, with a stage for plays and talent shows, and a spacious 
hall large enough for hundreds of parents to sit, and storage 
cabinets for hundreds of folding chairs. That was the year the game 
moved to the basketball courts. This was actually a lot better for 
kickers, like myself, who liked the ball bounced to them, because the 
ball bounced better on the asphalt court than it did on the grass. I 
liked the ball just a little bit higher than my shoe-top, so I could 
get my foot completely underneath and leverage it off my ankle a bit. 
But I was nowhere near the best kicker out there.

That honor went to Sammy Silva. Sammy was a tall, 8th grader, 
who lived in Carmelas. Carmelas was predominantly Mexican, and at 
that time the homes were pretty run-down. There was a local gang that 
thrived there, and when the boys were old enough many of them were 
inducted into the Carmelas gang. Practically overnight their demeanor 
and their dress would change. One day they would be wearing jeans and 



sneakers like the rest of us, and the next day they had on khaki 
trousers, neatly pressed, and the unmistakable short-sleeve black and 
gray shirt, squared-off and worn out of the trousers.

When Sammy's turn came to kick the ball, he didn't have to ask. 
Everybody knew to throw him "slow rolls." With barely a break in his 
demeanor, he would take several great pachuco steps, and with the 
sharp point of his spit-shined shoe, kick the ball way out into the 
field beyond the basketball courts. It usually took a while to 
retrieve his kicks. To us, Sammy Silva was like Babe Ruth, and like 
the Babe, Sammy mostly kicked home-runs. But then, he had to.



THE GREAT BIG HOPE

I went to Ramona School for Kindergarten through 8th grade. The 
only other school in our district was about a mile and a half down 
the road, past several dairy farms. Carmenita was the older and 
larger of the two schools. My older sister Karin had had to bus to 
Carmenita for 7th and 8th grade, and afterwards went to Excelsior 
High School, on the other side of town. But the city of Norwalk was 
growing in leaps and bounds, and homes were popping up where once 
only cows had trod. And it wasn't long before Ramona had two spanking 
new classrooms for 7th and 8th graders.

There developed a strong athletic rivalry between the two 
schools, and since many of the boys played in local Little Leagues, 
baseball became the defacto competition. They played in those days by 
standard Little League rules, but the boys used a softer 10-inch 
baseball. I liked pitching the 10-inch ball better than the harder, 
9-inch baseball, because it was easier on my shoulder.

Mr. Boersma was our 6th grade teacher that year, and as boys in 
his class, we automatically inherited the rivalry and a position on 
the team. He was a tall, no-nonsense Dutchman, with thinning hair and 
a wealth of stories, but I don't think he knew any more than what was 
written in the curriculum about baseball. He didn't know anything 
about pitching. If he had, he would have known that you can't teach 
someone to pitch a baseball in a week.

But Mr. B. had a plan, and at the time, it seemed logical 
enough. Albert Salazar had to have been at least 6 feet four. He 
towered over all the other boys in the class, and was even taller 
than the teacher himself. He threw very hard, and if he could be 
taught to pitch, Mr. B. figured he would be very intimidating.

Unfortunately, Albert had never pitched, and couldn't pitch. He 
was very wild and very nervous, and even threw the ball over the 
backstop a couple times in practice. So on the day of the big game, 
it wasn't long before we were down to Carmenita 5 to nothing.

I relieved Albert on the mound in the first inning, and 
proceeded to throw my most memorable game. I was a prima-donna, I 
admit it, and I loved to be on the mound, but I preferred to come 
into the game as a reliever, partly because I wanted to be like my 
favorite pitcher Elroy Face of the Pittsburgh Pirates, and partly 
because I didn't have a very strong arm. I threw very slow, prided 
myself on my good control, but my best pitch was a sweeping curveball 
that must have been hard to hit, because in all the games I pitched, 



I only remember two players who could hit it consistently.

It was always great fun for me to watch the opposing players 
watching me as I began to warm up, and to see the smiles appear on 
their faces when they saw how slow I pitched. But those smiles 
quickly changed to looks of complete frustration, as I nibbled away 
at the corners of the plate with my fastball, or brushed them back 
with the curve. It's funny how a batter will instinctively bail out, 
even though he knows the ball is going to curve.

The Carmenita hitters went down one after another, and when they 
hit the ball our defense was solid. Meanwhile Scott, our best hitter, 
had managed to figure out the Carmenita pitcher, who played in the 
Frontier Little League, and had a good fastball and a sharply 
breaking curveball.

I'll never forget the way we clawed our way back into the game. 
I don't recall who did all the hitting, or scored all of our four 
runs, but I'll never forget seeing Scott as he rounded the bases and 
stumbled on his way to third; and then, the great natural athlete 
that he was, he rolled into a ball, tumbled and came back to his 
feet, without ever losing a step.

I see a lot of kids playing baseball today, even the talented 
boys from around the world who make it to the Little League World 
Series, but never have I seen a group of boys who played ball with as 
much skill and maturity as our 6th grade team that day. We lost the 
game by one run, and we all had a good cry afterwards, but I don't 
think any of us felt like losers that day.



A VERY TOUGH OUT

John Zahn probably weighed 200 pounds in the 6th grade. He was 
easily the best hitter in the Eastside Little League that year, and 
the Cardinals were the best team. Taking the mound that day against 
them for the Pirates, all I knew was I couldn’t get him out.

In fact, in my entire Little League career there were two 
players that I had difficulty getting out. Billy Algire was the other 
one. He was a small, scrappy hitter who had lead off for the 
Cardinals the year before, and somehow always managed to get his bat 
on the ball, and though he was never a home run threat, I was happy 
to see him gone. Of course that didn’t help me much against John Zahn 
this year.

The first time I faced John that fateful day, he hit a home run 
over the left field fence. I threw him a no-nonsense fastball, and 
when he hit the ball I didn’t have to look, but I did. It was a 
majestic shot, that easily cleared the fence and the bleachers behind 
the fence, and landed in the cow pasture back of that. The space for 
our Little League field had been donated by the nearby Norwalk Dairy, 
and was named Van der Ham Field after the owner.

The second time he came to bat, I threw him a curve ball, a real 



beaut that started right at him and broke down and over the plate, 
and he waited on it, and doubled it over the left field fence. I 
looked just in time to see the line-drive skip over the wall and 
disappear into the bleachers. I walked around the mound, and doffed 
my cap and wiped the sweat from my forehead, and looked at John just 
arriving on second base. I knew if I could just keep the ball in the 
park, we could get him out; he wasn’t very fast at all.

Finally in the 5th or perhaps it was the 6th inning, I faced 
John for the third time. By now we were losing the game, but not by 
much. I had seen him there in the on-deck circle, on one knee, 
swinging two bats, and he was intimidating as always. I didn’t know 
it at the time but my friend Jim King, from my class at Ramona School 
was coaching third base. Many years later he wrote an email to me, 
telling me how he remembered it. He wrote:

“My one moment that always sticks in my head when I think of you 
is when John Zahn hit that line drive bullet back to you when you 
were pitching in Little League. I was coaching third base and saw it 
clearly. You started to cry and I didn’t blame you. It scared the 
hell out of me too! I didn’t think a 12 year old could hit a ball 
that hard. Do you remember that?”

I’ll never forget that pitch to John either, I wrote back.

I tried to throw him something he hadn’t seen before, in this 
case, a knuckleball that didn’t knuckle. I know I was standing in 
back of the mound holding the ball when I came out of shock. I 
actually had a cousin back east, Craig Noakes, who died while 
pitching, when a ball hit back at him, hit him in the chest. But I 
wasn’t thinking about Craig then, all I could think was “I got him 
out.”

I don’t remember crying on that occasion, but for me every game 
was serious business, and I used to cry a lot when I would make a 
mistake, or after we would lose a game. My dad took it seriously too, 
and sometimes he would punish my brother and me when we got home. In 
fact, one of the earliest memories I have after coming to California, 
is of my brother Eddie getting a beating after he threw a pitch and 
hit a boy on another team. I don’t think my dad was at this 
particular game though. Somewhere along the line he had quit coming 
to my games, when he saw that I played better without him there.



MY GIRL

I had a girlfriend once. Her name was, well... that’s not 
important. Suffice it to say, that she had the face of an angel, and 
hair like corn-silk. We grew up on the same street, and started 
Kindergarten at the same time. It was a small school just 5 minutes 
walk from my house, for Kindergarten through 8th grade, and each 
class was small and personal, with barely 35 or 40 students.

I first noticed that she was something special in the 3rd Grade. 
One day we were running out in the field back of the classrooms, when 
I turned around and saw her chasing me. It wasn’t long before I 
realized, or maybe I only imagined, that she was always chasing me, 
or watching me. Everything that happened to me, good or bad, she was 
always there. If I struck out a batter in a baseball game, she was my 
biggest fan. If I got into trouble and got chastised, she was always 
the first person I’d look to afterwards for comfort. Once I sprained 
my arm in a fall from the monkey bars, and I can picture her now, 
standing beside me, and me standing there with my thumb stuck in the 



belt-loop of my corduroy pants in lieu of a sling. I’ve often 
wondered what she saw from her perspective, for she saw me as no 
other person in the world ever could.

In 7th grade, whenever there was a dance at the school, she and 
I would always dance together. One time she gave a birthday party at 
her home, and only three people came. Her best friend Nancy, a boy 
named Eddie, and me. I always suspected that it wasn’t really a 
birthday party, and she never invited anybody else on purpose.

In the eighth grade, we started to hold hands. And one night at 
a party she took me outside, and kissed me. It was our first and only 
kiss. Several days later, school let out for the summer. I stayed 
late that day, getting yelled at for a wise-crack, and by the time I 
reached the street most of the other kids had already made their 
good-byes for the summer and were gone. Still shaken a bit from the 
upbraiding I had received, and not a little apprehensive about the 
looming prospect of attending high school, I started across the 
street when another boy came up behind me. He and I had always been 
pretty good friends. But on this day, he tapped me on the shoulder, 
and said, “I like your girlfriend, and I’m going to take her away 
from you.” Taken somewhat by surprise, but not sensing any immediate 
threat in his manner or expression, I accepted his challenge and 
replied jovially, “Go ahead and try.”

I didn’t see my girl that summer, but that didn’t bother me. 
Most of the other kids went on vacation with their family, at least 
that’s what they always said on the first day back to school when 
pressed by teachers to stand up before the class and tell about their 
summer. Besides, I had a lot to do if I were going to work for NASA. 
I wanted to sign up for Algebra that summer at the new high school, 
so I could take Calculus in my fourth year and get a jump on college. 
I also wanted to try out for the football team. I didn’t make the 
football team, my heart just wasn’t in it, and the oversized hip-pads 
I was issued kept making my pants fall down; and after two days in 
the grueling heat, my body ached so much I could barely walk. And I 
got a B in Algebra. That was pretty good I thought, for an 
accelerated course, but I knew I'd have to work much harder in the 
future. I was on my way, a year ahead of the game or so I thought, 
but when school finally started in the Fall, I discovered that I 
didn’t have any classes at all with my girl.

That day I looked for her, and couldn’t find her. As I was 
searching, another girl approached me, and said, “Gosh Bill. You got 
really ugly over the summer.” I didn’t quite know how to take that. 
Was she referring to my short hair-cut, from the football fiasco, or 
to the fact that there were so many new boys to look at, men really, 
with cars? Or had I really gotten ugly all of a sudden?



I was almost thankful I hadn’t found my girl that day. In fact, 
I thought it better not to look for her any more. She would see me 
soon enough, and then it would be all over for me, if I looked that 
bad. And then one morning at PE, fate stepped in, as only fate could. 
It was cold that morning, and there was still a light layer of ice on 
the grass. We were playing soccer, and just as we were about to be 
dismissed, another boy kicked the ball my direction and hit me square 
in the face. It stung a bit, and I just shook it off, but on the way 
back to the locker-room another boy said, “Hey dubie, your nose is 
bright red.”

My nose was red, very red, red as could be, and it would stay 
that way well into adulthood. I didn’t know what to do, so every 
morning I would daub a little of my sister’s make-up on my face, or 
some Clearasil, and then try to blend it in as best I could. But 
Clearasil looks awful on your skin after it dries, and often I'd find 
myself walking around with a greenish looking nose. Days passed, even 
months, and I still hadn’t encountered my girl in school. Oh, how I 
dreaded that meeting that never came. In fact the whole year went by, 
and not once did we ever come face to face. I saw her a couple times, 
standing with some other girls outside another classroom, but I 
quickly ducked back into the crowd so she wouldn’t see me.

And then in my sophomore year it happened. On the first day of 
school I walked into History class, and there she was sitting by the 
wall on the far side of the classroom, beneath the map of the world. 
I took a seat at a desk as far away from her as I could find, near 
the door, and stuck my red nose into my book, and immediately after 
the bell rang, I was out the door like a shot. I played that game for 
a few days, but my innate desire for attention and learning soon got 
the better of me, and I was raising my hand at every opportunity. I 
wanted her to see me, to see the clown that I had become, to be done 
with it. But she never did. Our lives had become two diverging lines, 
that once intersected, could never meet again.

That year I played basketball on the C team, though I mostly sat 
on the bench even at that level. Every week we had a game, and most 
of the time we would play our games on Thursday, the day before the 
varsity game, and in front of a very small crowd. Finally, one day 
near the end of the season, we had a game right before the varsity 
game. After our warm-ups, I sat watching our team get thrashed. 
Occasionally, I would get bored, and turn to watch the early-birds 
slowly filing in for the varsity game until before long, the bleacher 
seats were packed. As usual, I rode the pine most of the game, but in 
the fourth quarter the coach suddenly tapped me on the shoulder and 
told me to go in. This was only the second time I had been called to 
play all season, and my legs felt like rubber as I waited for the 
referee to whistle me in. Once on the floor, I quickly settled down. 
The game was lost, anyway. I ran down the court and set up to one 



side of the basket, as one of our guards dribbled the ball down. When 
he shot me the ball, I quickly faked this way, or that, and ran past 
the defender along the baseline to the hoop. Two points. On my fresh 
legs, I ran the length of the floor, set up beneath the basket, and 
the opposing guard drove in on me and leaped up before me, but I got 
all ball and blocked the jump-shot before he could release it. Back 
down the floor we ran, and I got the ball again, but this time I 
faked a drive, and let go a jump shot that banked off the glass into 
the basket just before the buzzer sounded to end the game. As I 
released the ball, I don’t know why, but I looked up into the crowd 
of faces, and there she was, my girl was watching me. For only an 
instant, that seemed like an eternity, our eyes met. I knew from its 
initial trajectory, that the ball had gone in, even before I heard 
the crowd cheer - it was a simple matter of Physics. I stood there 
dumb-founded, and didn’t feel the coach slap me on the back, while my 
brain worked feverishly to process and store every pixel of her face, 
and extract the spectrum of every subtle emotion that I had captured 
in that one unguarded moment. And then the rest of the team were 
around me, congratulating me. “You really voited that guy,” said one 
team-mate. And another, still excited said, “Boom baby!!” describing 
the shot I hadn’t seen go in.

I didn’t play basketball anymore after that. In my Senior year, 
one of the coaches saw me and another boy playing a pick-up game in 
PE, and asked us both if we wanted to transfer to 6th period gym, so 
we could be on the team, but I couldn’t. I was taking Calculus that 
year at the community college at night, and studying Physics at 
another high school across town. At graduation that year, I gave a 
speech. I wondered, as I stared out at the proud faces of all the 
other parents in the Excelsior high school stadium, what would become 
of us all, and I could hear my knees knocking together. I knew my mom 
and dad wouldn’t be out there - they never came to any of our 
graduations, but I knew they were proud of me. I couldn’t see the 
girl who once had been my girl, but she was there with the other 
graduates probably wishing I would drop dead, and I could feel her 
eyes on my back. Several teachers congratulated me after the 
ceremony, and later that night at the all night party, one girl told 
me her father liked my speech but thought I was Communist.

After graduation, I heard that my girl was dating another boy 
seriously. I drew a low number in the draft lottery that year, and 
joined the Navy and was sent overseas to Vietnam. Two years later, I 
came home for a couple of weeks on emergency leave when my father 
died. One day my brother and I were sitting in Burke’s Coffee Shop, 
when he got up to pay the check. Like many of the younger guys in the 
Navy, I had grown a beard after Admiral Zumwalt eased the dress code 
for sailors. My brother stood at the register for quite a long time, 
talking to someone. I finished my breakfast and wiped the coffee from 
my beard. “Who was that?”, I asked, when he returned to the table. 



“Your old girlfriend,” he replied. “She was asking about you. But 
when I told her you were sitting right over here, she said she had to 
leave.”

That was the last time I saw my girl until our 15 year class 
reunion. I thought I was ok with it, when I heard not long after that 
she had gotten married. I had dated a girl in Japan myself, and 
another in college, but each time it would all unravel and fall 
apart. One girl asked me to meet her mother, and on the way to the 
meeting I stopped off for a drink. When I met her mother, I was 
stinking drunk.

When I got the letter about the reunion, I wasn’t feeling very 
good, but a friend talked me into going. I was suffering terrible 
anxiety attacks at the time, and had taken a minimum wage job driving 
a delivery truck for an auto parts dealer in Norwalk. I knew I should 
be doing bigger things with my life. After the Navy, I had gone to 
college and studied Physics and Russian. And after college I took a 
job doing technical translation for the government in Washington 
D.C., an important job, the same job that Robert Redford had in 3 
Days of the Condor, but that’s when the panic attacks began in 
earnest. I came home, and after a brief respite, went to work for a 
bank as a teller, and after several more years they asked me if I 
wanted to work with a task-force, overseeing all the banks, but the 
attacks started up again. Every time I achieved a little success or 
happiness in my life, I fell apart.

I wanted desperately to speak to her at the reunion. She had 
come alone, without her husband, and I overheard someone say that 
they had separated. She didn’t seem very happy, and I didn’t see her 
dance all night. She just stood there, lovely in the darkness, 
silhouetted against the dance-floor, and chatting with friends, and 
time hasn’t moved since, and won’t until I see her again.



DANNY AND PHIL

Phillip and Danny were brothers. Danny was a rough and tumble 
kid, with big ears and an impish grin. Phillip was three years older 
than Danny, and three or four inches taller, had jet-black hair and 
was full of the devil. Together they made a formidable pair. As soon 
as Danny would see me, he'd put his head down and charge at me and 
knock me to the ground and pummel me without mercy until I cried 
"Uncle." But he never would hit me in the face or the head, and 
afterwards he'd pick me up and dust me off, and remind me that, 
unlike him, I was a genius because I got good grades in school.

Phillip, on the other hand, was a genius in his own right. 
Together with my brother he plotted some of the most outlandish 
schemes imaginable, and somebody was always chasing him down for it. 
I don't think you'll find either Phillip or Danny in the senior 
yearbook, but they both graduated cum laude from the school of hard-
knocks.

Danny was in my class at Ramona, and Phillip was in my brother 
Eddie's class, and we played little league ball for a year together, 
on my dad's team, the Tigers. They had lost their father, at a pretty 
young age, and one of their siblings had died too. I visited their 
home several times, and it was always neat and clean, and I liked 
their sister Diane. But it always seemed very quiet inside their 
house, and Danny told me that his mother had a room that she kept 
vacant in remembrance of her lost child.

By the time Danny and I started high school, Phillip was working 
and had bought an orange 55 Chevy Bel-Air, with a 265 V-8 and black 
naugahyde upholstery. He brought the car by our house one day, to 
show it off, and that week-end we all went to the drive-in. Danny and 
I sat in the back seat, and Phillip and Eddie sat up front looking 
for girls.

I don't remember the movie we saw that night, but Phillip, as 
usual, kept us all in stitches the entire evening. And after the 
movie we drove out Firestone Blvd to Downey, and waited in line to 
cruise Harvey's Drive-In Restaurant. Harvey's was the most popular 
place to cruise in the area after hours, and local teens would come 
from miles around to get a burger and a cherry-coke and flirt with 
the car-hops.

We cruised the boulevard once, and Phillip pulled into a closed 
gas-station down the street, to check over his new car. Another guy 
with his hair combed up in a Fabian pomp pulled in right after us, 



and got out, and crawled under the side of his car. Phillip said, 
"Hey check it out, that dude's uncorking his headers." Sure enough 
when he turned the engine over again, it sounded like an explosion, 
and flames shot out the side.

We finally got a parking spot, and it wasn't long before the 
car-hop, a pretty young woman in her twenties with brownish hair, 
hustled over to take our order. Phillip had left the motor running, 
and just as she leaned her arm on the car-door, a man in the car next 
to us said, "Hey buddy, your car is smoking." Sure enough there was a 
steady stream of dark smoke issuing from both sides of the car. 
Phillip pushed the door open, as the car-hop stepped back out of the 
way, and he walked around to the front of the car and raised the 
hood. He had barely got the hood raised half-way, when suddenly a 
huge flame jumped out from under the hood, and completely engulfed 
him. Unabashed, he carefully lowered the hood, and got back in the 
car, and closed the door.

The car-hop stood by, her back nearly pressed into the car 
beside us, despite the fact that the driver had already started the 
car, and, though reluctant to give up his space, was edging slowly 
back. I looked at Danny, who was completely dumbfounded as I was, but 
before I could say anything, Phillip had a rag in his hand and was 
back out the door. He stood once again before the hood, as if ready 
for a repeat performance, and waved the rag, and looking at us he 
said, "Hey Rocky, watch me pull a rabbit out of my hat." Then he 
quickly raised the hood and reached in, this time smothering the 
flame before it could jump out.

I thought I heard a little cheer go up from some of the other 
cars, and the car-hop seemed a little friendlier after that too. But 
the cherry-cokes were the best.



A JOKE

Back in the 60's it was fun to load up the car (and sometimes 
the trunk) with friends on a hot summer night and go to the drive-in. 
Situated right off the Santa Ana Freeway, the La Mirada Drive-In was 
barely a mile away from Glenn High School, was easy to access via a 
little traveled frontage road that ran beside the freeway, and 
admission was only a dollar and 75 cents for an entire car-load. They 
showed many great movies there, but I mainly went for the jokes.

Phillip told the best jokes. He knew them all, and at 
intermission he would sit back in the driver's seat of his 55 Chevy, 
and rattle them off, one after another. I can't remember all of his 
jokes, and I was never good at retelling them either, but I listened 
attentively and was probably his biggest fan, I'm sure. He knew all 
the latest escapades of Little Johnny and little Susie, and the 
travelling salesman, but my favorites were the more imaginative jokes 
where some guy wanted to become a monk, or a priest. I don't know if 
Phillip actually wrote any of his material, or what his sources were, 
but his ability to learn them all and perform them without repetition 
was nothing short of uncanny.

He would always direct each joke to my older brother, saying 
"Eddie, did you hear the one about..." but Eddie's answer was always 
"No," because his jokes were always somehow new, even if they were an 
old classic. Phillip had a way of re-telling and re-working even 
stale old jokes, to make them fresh and vibrant again.

So Eddie, did you hear the one about the guy who wanted to 
become a monk? No? Ok, so this guy goes out to a monastery and knocks 
on the big wooden door. "What do you want?" a voice asks, through the 
crack in the door. "I want to become a monk," he says. "You'll have 
to talk to the head monk..." the man replies. "Come in."

"It's not easy to become a monk," the head monk says, leading 
him into the office. "You'll have to meditate a long time, and take a 
vow of silence and that means you won't be able to speak to anyone 
for 30 years." "That's Ok by me," the man replies.

"All righty then," the head monk says. "Just follow Brother John 
there, and he'll get you squared away."

S o ten years goes by, and the head monk calls the man into his 
office for his first review. "Well, Brother," he says, "How do you 
like being a monk?"



"My food is cold," the man replies, and walks out.

After ten more years, he calls the man into his office again, 
and asks him, "Well, it's been twenty years, now how do you like 
being a monk?"

"My room is cold," is all the man says, and walks out.

Finally, after ten more years the head monk calls the man into 
his office one last time, and asks him, "Well, it's been thirty 
years. Do you still want to be a monk?"

"I quit," the man said.

"Well, I'm not surprised to hear that," the head monk replied, 
shaking his head. "Since you've been here, all you've done is 
complain."



TO A WATERFOWL

I never had to memorize the Gettysburg Address, like my older 
brother and sister did, but once in the 5th grade I did have to 
memorize a poem. I always thought it was 6th grade, but I have it on 
good authority that it was Mr. Grannis' 5th grade class. On the day 
of the recital, Jim surprised everybody by reciting a different, 
though no less difficult poem about a knight in search of El Dorado. 
I didn't know it at the time, but he had heard the poem in a John 
Wayne movie, and the rest of us recited "To a Waterfowl" by William 
Cullen Bryant.

Mr. Grannis had chosen the poem for us, and I have to admit, it 
is my favorite poem even today. I have all of the verses stored 
somewhere in my brain, but because I use the first two verses and the 
last one more often, they have gotten separated from the rest.

The first verse is a little tricky, and requires the allocation 
of a little bit of short-term memory, because it contains one very, 
long clause of some sort; I don't know if its dependent, independent 
or subordinate, but it's one of those. It goes like this:

Whither...

Now you have to hold that word in your short-term memory for a 
long time, while you bring out the rest.

'Midst falling dew
While glow the heavens with the last steps of day
Far, through their rosy depths...

ok, now you can continue with the rest of the sentence.

...dost thou pursue Thy solitary way?

It's easier to understand if you imagine Smokey Robinson and the 
Miracles singing the poem. Smokey sings "Whither..." and holds it 
while the Miracles chime in "midst falling dew while glow the heavens 
with the last steps of day far through their rosy depths" and then 
Smokey sings "dost thou pursue thy solitary way?"

The second verse is also very cool, because it's about a hunter, 
or a fowler as he is called, taking a bead on a duck with his shot-
gun.

Vainly the fowler's eye



Might mark thy distant flight to do thee wrong,
As, darkly painted on the crimson sky,
Thy figure floats along.

The third verse is about what the duck wants and why he's up 
there. He's looking for a home, a place where he can finally rest. 
But that fowler has a home and a family too, and wants the duck for 
dinner.

Seek'st thou the plashy brink
Of weedy lake, or marge of river wide,
Or where the rocking billows rise and sink
On the chafed ocean side?

But somebody or some force is looking out for this duck, and 
wants him to find his home.

There is a Power whose care
Teaches thy way along that pathless coast,--
The desert and illimitable air,--
Lone wandering, but not lost.

Press on little duck...

All day thy wings have fann'd
At that far height, the cold thin atmosphere:
Yet stoop not, weary, to the welcome land,
Though the dark night is near.

And take heart...

And soon that toil shall end,
Soon shalt thou find a summer home, and rest,
And scream among thy fellows; reeds shall bend
Soon o'er thy sheltered nest.

Wow, the duck is gone. Now what? Like Elmer Fudd, I missed my 
opportunity to plug me a duck. Or did I?

Thou'rt gone, the abyss of heaven
Hath swallowed up thy form; yet, on my heart
Deeply hath sunk the lesson thou hast given,
And shall not soon depart.

And this is the part I like best, the part about God and how 
he's watching out for me.

He, who, from zone to zone,
Guides through the boundless sky thy certain flight,



In the long way that I must tread alone,
Will lead my steps aright.



ANGELS TWICE DESCENDING

Angels, twice descending,
Reimbursed my store.
Burglar, banker, father,
I am poor once more!

Like the poet Emily Dickinson, I've known a couple of angels in 
my lifetime. When I was in 8th grade, our class went to Newport Dunes 
for Ditch Day and I must have been the only person on the excursion 
who couldn't swim. For most of the morning I stayed by myself hugging 
the shore, wading in up to my waist and splashing around. The other 
kids had all swam out to a platform with slides and diving boards. 
The platform was tethered to shore by long nylon ropes; I began to 
pull myself out to the platform along one of the ropes but soon I was 
in over my head and lost hold of the line. I could see where the line 
of the rope should be, but my flailing wasn't getting me any closer. 
When I went under for the third and final time, I suddenly felt the 
rope pushed into my hand and pulled myself back to shallow water and 
safety.

As I was catching my breath, I looked up to see the girl I liked 
swimming over. She was the cutest girl in our class, at least I 
thought so. She stayed and talked for a while, and not long after she 
left, two of the boys came over in a paddle-boat, and one of them 
jumped out and asked me if I wanted to try it for a while. Of course, 
it was all her doing.

I don't think she pitied me, at least I hope she didn't. If 
every dog has his day, I had already had more than my share. I 
thought she had plans for me though, and fancied she was keeping a 
close watch on her investment. Nor did I think at the time it was a 
very big deal to her that I couldn't swim; in fact, I believed that 
she saw very little difference between my helpless flailing in the 
water that day, and my hopeless flailing on the dance-floor.

But one day she was gone, nevertheless. I saw her occasionally 
in high school, but never talked to her again and she always seemed 
to look away, or I did. Just recently I was talking to an old 
girlfriend of hers, to whom she had confided that summer she had 
fallen in love with a boy she met at the beach. When I was in the 
Navy, she married a boy from my class, the same boy who told me once 
in 8th grade that he liked her.

I met my second angel in Bangkok, when I was in the Navy. My 



shipmates and I had taken the bus from Sattahip shortly after liberty 
call, and that night we all gathered at the Rhapsody, a nightclub on 
the main strip in Bangkok. We had just come off the line after many 
days of continuous fighting following the Second Tet Offensive. The 
Oklahoma City had been in Yokosuka, Japan when the offensive started, 
and we were one of the first Navy ships to arrive on scene. All day, 
every day we labored, passing heavy 5 and 6-inch projectiles hand to 
hand from amidships to the focs'l, and all night we stood watch or 
lay awake to the constant drumming of the big guns, or the sharp 
report of the 5-inch counter-batteries.

We were drinking quart-size bottles of Singha beer to get drunk, 
and I must have passed out early. I came to just long enough to see a 
pretty Thai girl dressed in a white pants-suit picking me up from the 
table. When I awoke the next morning she was laying beside me in my 
room at the New Heaven Hotel. She told me her name was Supapa, and I 
asked her how much I owed her. She told me, "Nothing." It wasn't 
until we went downstairs to the hotel restaurant for breakfast that I 
could see how strikingly beautiful she was. She had a lovely oriental 
face and slender figure and walked with the grace and posture of a 
trained dancer, like a ballerina. Her body was exquisite and perfect 
but for one large Caesarean scar on her belly, that she showed me.

Supapa stayed with me for the entire time I was in Bangkok. She 
never asked for money, nor did she seem to desire anything other than 
my companionship. Several of the senior Petty Officers tried to 
entice her away, with offers of money, but she declined all of their 
offers. We would talk, and swim but mostly we just held hands, and I 
honestly couldn't take my eyes off of her after the first morning. I 
walked in on her accidentally while she was in the bathroom, and she 
became embarrassed and blushed, but even then her beauty washed over 
me and I'll never forget the image of her sitting there.

I didn't ask for her address, and she gave me a red rose that I 
kept for a long time. I looked for her the next time we were in 
Bangkok, but I knew I wouldn't find her. A friend thought that he 
recognized her as one of the dancers at Timland, a famous tourist 
attraction, but it wasn't her. When we got back to Japan after that 
first cruise, he gave me a photo that he had taken of the two of us 
that first morning in the restaurant. I kept it in an album for many 
years, but one day it disappeared. Nor do I have any photos of the 
other girl, sad to say.



PILLOW TALK AND PARTY-LINES

Remember the old Doris Day and Rock Hudson movie Pillow Talk?

Doris played an interior decorator, Jan, who shared a phone line 
with an obnoxious, Lothario song-writer named Brad Allen, played by 
Rock Hudson. When Brad learns that Jan is single and attractive, he 
pretends to be a Texas gentleman, Rex Stetson, who is everything he 
is not, and then tries to ingratiate himself to her by convincing her 
via the party-line that Rex is too good to be true, that even nice 
guys are only interested in one thing.

Party-lines were pretty common in the fifties. When we first 
moved into our home on Liggett Street we shared a phone-line with 
another party. I didn't use the phone much in those days, and rarely 
was inconvenienced but I remember my older sister Karin used to go 
round and round with the man on the other end of the line. He was 
always interrupting her when she was talking to her girl-friends, and 
of course, my dad would then start to yell at her for being rude to 
him and tying up the phone. And Karin would usually end up storming 
off to her room, in tears - unlike Doris Day, she could really act, 
in fact she was quite a drama queen.

I still remember our old phone number – it was UNiversity 
3-0707.



THE DAY THE MUSIC DIED

"On a cold winter's night in 1959 a small private plane took off 
from Clear Lake, Iowa bound for Fargo, N.D. It never made its 
destination. When that plane crashed, it claimed the lives of Buddy 
Holly, Ritchie Valens, J.P. 'Big Bopper' Richardson and the pilot, 
Roger Peterson. Three of Rock and Roll's most promising performers 
were gone. As Don McLean wrote in his classic music parable, 
'American Pie' it was "the day the music died.” Quoted from 
http://www.fiftiesweb.com/crash.htm

I was 8 years old when Richie Valens and the Big Bopper died, 
and I don't remember much about it, in fact I never heard of either 
of them before they were dead, and I can't recall one word ever being 
mentioned about it on the radio, or any of my friends or family 
discussing it at the time. I used to listen to KRLA and KFWB, the 
local rock stations in Los Angeles every morning before school, and 
at night I would fall asleep with the earphone of my Rocket Radio in 
my ear, listening to the Dodger game and the music that came on 
afterwards.

I must have known the songs though. I knew "La Bamba" by Richie 
Valens, though I couldn't translate or sing the lyrics, and I'm sure 
I had heard "Chantilly Lace," because it was all too familiar many 
years later when I saw the movie American Graffiti - but I didn't 
know it was by the Big Bopper. But I have to admit that I liked the 
song "Peggy Sue." A friend of my older brother used to make fun of 
it, referring to her as "Peggy Sloo." But I "totally" grew up during 
that whole period, and I swear I didn't know who Buddy Holly was, at 
least not before Don McLean recorded "American Pie."

At one time, I knew the song American Pie by heart. I could sing 
all of the verses, occasionally slipping and putting Lennon and Marx 
before the Devil, or getting the “book of love” verse out of 
sequence. I liked the song in the same way that I liked Sink the 
Bismarck, or the Battle of New Orleans, for it's historical content, 
but for the life of me I couldn't understand why anybody would drive 
all the way out to the levee just to make out.

I guess it's a Bible-Belt thing...

I don't think I'm having a problem with my memory, when I say I 
don't remember the day the music died, because I remember plenty of 
things. The Cuban Missile Crisis I remember. John Glenn's mission 



into space I remember. The Beatles I remember. I remember the young 
girls lining up to wave at Elvis, when he passed by in a train one 
time, and my sister crying and throwing a tantrum because my parents 
wouldn't let her go. I tried to cheer her up the next morning by 
singing "Hound Dog" and shaking like I had seen Elvis do on the Ed 
Sullivan Show, or maybe I just wanted to taunt her. In my defense, I 
was only 5 or 6 years old at the time. 

And I will never forget the Kennedy Assassination.

For the life of me, I just don't remember "the day the music 
died." In fact, I don't think it really did die - I think we just 
didn't feel like singing for a while.



WHERE I WAS WHEN KENNEDY WAS SHOT

The Kennedy Assassination is probably the most memorable event 
of my life, and the circumstances surrounding it will be studied long 
into the future and will likely be one of the first events that our 
future time-travelers will visit. President John F. Kennedy was 
ambushed by a gunman or gunmen on November 22, 1963 at 12:30 PM 
Dallas, Texas time. I remember that day - I was in the 7th Grade at 
Ramona School in Norwalk, California and that morning we were all 
outside at recess. One of our teachers, Mr. Boersma walked out to the 
old basketball court, where we were playing, and told us that the 
President had been shot, and that we should all go right home. Then, 
visibly shaken, he turned and walked away, evidently to get back to 
the office to watch more of the news.

If I knew then what I know now, I wouldn't have gone directly 
home. I would have used the free time to play. The week that followed 
was the darkest, most dreary week of my life, and it began the 
instant I walked in the door. Mom and dad were watching the news, and 
so I sat down and watched with them. As the days slowly passed, we 
mourned the loss of our President along with everyone else, but after 
a day or so I began to grieve not so much for our departed President 
any longer, as the fact that all of my friends were being held 
hostage in-doors, and all of my favorite television programs were 
canceled by the round-the-clock coverage of the funeral and the 
national mourning. Actually, there was one brief respite, when one of 
the stations ran a movie titled "The Miracle of Our Lady of Fatima," 
very late one night, about the three children in Portugal who claimed 
to have seen the Virgin Mary.

I remember clicking through all of the broadcast channels over 
and over only to find the same image emblazoned on all of them. I can 
still see the caisson with the flag-draped coffin of our departed 
leader rattling slowly down Pennsylvania Avenue, and Jacqueline 
Kennedy, standing beside the coffin, tears streaming down her face, 
so lovely and so bereaved in black. What particularly impressed me 
though, was the somber cadence of the military color-guard, marching 
alongside with measured steps, reverent, and respectful of their 
precious charge.

Many years later I became friends with one of the men who had 
been in that color-guard, when I was driving a taxi in Anaheim. He 
had retired from the Army after many years, and hired on as a driver 
and many of the guys called him Sarge. Like many of the other cab-
drivers, he didn't own a car; each morning a call would go out to 
pick him up outside of his condominium complex that was situated back 



of Disneyland. At night when his shift was over, he would catch a 
ride home with one of the night drivers, just leaving the yard.

I would see Sarge occasionally in the taxi stand by the Hilton 
or the Marriott hotel, waiting for a ride to one of the airports. 
Often when I came out, he would already be waiting in line, talking 
with my drinking buddy, Vinnie, a jovial, but rough and tumble, bull 
of a man, a few years younger than me. Gradually, I learned that he 
had a German wife, and two boys and a daughter, and some St. Bernard 
dogs that he loved as much as his family. He had spent most of his 
time in the service in Germany.

Before long, he and Vinnie got close, and Vinnie began picking 
him up in the morning and driving him in each day to save him the 
cab-fare. One day Vinnie took off, having finally been tracked down 
by his estranged wife in Arizona, and that evening John asked me if I 
would give him a ride home. It wasn't out of my way, so I said, 
"Sure."

I drove him home for several days, and finally one day he 
invited me to come up to his place for a beer. His wife, whom I had 
never met, had died, and he was all alone now. We didn't exactly talk 
about his father, but somehow I learned that his father was a junior 
and had also been in the Army, and that Sarge was a third direct son 
carrying his father and grandfather's name. It was then that I 
learned that he had been a member of the color-guard in Washington 
D.C. when Kennedy died, and that he had been one of the soldiers in 
the funeral procession. I don't remember if I mentioned in 
conversation with him, that my dad had known Kennedy when he was in 
the Navy, but I told him that I had loved President Kennedy, and said 
how exciting it must have been to be present at such an important 
event in history. He looked at me strange, for a moment, and told me 
on the contrary that most of the soldiers in the guard had hated 
President Kennedy and would rathered have been anywhere else.

Several more years went by and I began to research my father's 
military service on the internet. One day while searching through the 
rosters of the men in the 508th Parachute Infantry Regiment, I 
happened upon the name of Sarge's father. At least I thought it could 
be him, from the name and the resemblance. I tried to get in touch 
with Sarge on the phone to ask him about it, but by then he had moved 
elsewhere.

Still, what a small world, I thought.



PANIC IN YEAR ZERO

One of my all-time favorite Sci-Fi movies is Panic in Year Zero, 
starring Ray Milland, Jean Hagen and Frankie Avalon. I saw the movie 
at the Norwalk Theatre when I was a boy, and I'll never forget the 
image of a nuclear cloud rising over the Los Angeles Basin, as viewed 
from the local San Gabriel Mountains. The movie was released in 1962, 
at the height of the Cuban Missile Crisis. I was only 11 years old at 
the time, and knew and understood little of what was actually going 
on in the world.

The teachers at Ramona School knew more about the crisis, I'm 
sure, than they let on. In Sixth grade our teacher gave us a Civil 
Defense lecture about the Atomic Bomb and the immediate and after-
effects that a nuclear attack would have on our city. At the end of 
the lecture he asked one of the boys to come to the front of the 
class so he could use him to demonstrate to us what to do in the few 
seconds that we would have after seeing the unmistakable "blinding 
flash" of such an explosion. Afterwards we all lay down on the floor 
with our head resting on one arm and the other hand protecting the 
back of the head.

In the days that followed, as the tension mounted in the world 
we had weekly drills. I don't recall what the cue was, but on the 
teacher's command we all came out of our desks and had to hit the 
floor. One day someone decided that it would be better if each 
student curled up into a ball on the floor, with their head between 
their legs, a position which lead to the popular late-60's poster 
that suggested that in the event of a nuclear war you should "Curl up 
and kiss your ass goodbye." I personally preferred the prospect of 
dying in the first position, but orders wuz orders in those days.

The crisis was over in less than a month, and I don't recall 
when the drills were curtailed, but it probably wasn't long after. 
John F. Kennedy became our hero, for having stood up to Nikita 
Khrushchev and forced the removal of the missiles from Cuba that 
directly threatened the US, and for all intents and purposes it 
seemed like it was over. But had I understood the magnitude of the 
arms race that led up to the crisis, that was just the tip of the 
iceberg really, I think I would still be curled up in a ball 
somewhere. In 1961 Khrushchev had ordered a series of nuclear tests 
and President Kennedy responded immediately by authorizing Operation 
Dominic, a series of over 100 nuclear tests to be conducted in Nevada 
and the Pacific in 1962 and 1963.



A DAY AT DISNEYLAND

Walt Disney deserves to be a Saint. Disneyland was and always 
will be every child’s favorite place on earth. I went to Disneyland 
for the first time when I was 8 or 9 years old. Mom and Dad always 
preferred going to Knott’s Berry Farm as a family, because it was 
closer and cheaper, and they both loved Western movies, but one day 
they gave in to our yearly entreaties, and gave each of us, my 
brother and sister and myself, seven dollars to spend there. That was 
a lot of money for us in those days. Even though my brother and I 
always had a paper route, we rarely saw any of the money after we 
collected it. Mom would always use the cash we brought in for 
groceries, and daily expenses, and at the end of the month she would 
write a check to the Herald American and later the Press-Telegram. 
But money earned from collecting pop bottles was all ours, and she 
was glad to be rid of Dad’s empty quart-sized beer bottles, which 
brought 5 cents apiece at the Mayfair Market.

Our trip had to have been after June of 1959, because that is 
when the famous “E ticket” was first introduced, that got you on the 
best rides at the time, which were the Matterhorn Bobsleds, and the 
Submarine Voyage. At that time there were no all-day passes, but a 
minimal cost of admission into Disneyland, 95 cents seems to ring a 
bell, and each book of tickets cost 3 or 4 dollars. As it turned out, 
our seven dollars was enough for all the rides we wanted and a 
splendid dinner of tacos and tamales at the Frito-Lay Mexican food 
concession. We rode the Monorail, and the Bobsleds we rode twice that 
day, though the lines at that venue were the longest we encountered 
the whole afternoon, and I held my breath both times, releasing it 
only after our log splashed into the pool of water at the end of the 
ride.

My favorite ride of all was the submarine ride. I could have 
spent all day underwater in an octopus’ garden. In fact, one of my 
favorite dreams even to this day is to buy a home on a tiny island 
somewhere in the Solomons, and sail around the South Sea isles in my 
own submarine ala Captain Nemo. It’s really not all that far-fetched. 
I’ve seen some beautiful corporate submarines that sell for 150 -200 
thousand dollars, and there are plenty of wrecks to explore in that 
area from WWII, like the PT-109.

The management at Disneyland goes to great lengths to heighten 
the illusion of a land of fantasy and wonder, and I was mesmerized 
the whole time I was there. They make certain, even today, that no 
buildings in the immediate vicinity of Disneyland can be seen from 
inside the park, and they are very demanding in their hiring policies 



and employee code of conduct. Still my most vivid memory of that day 
at Disneyland, that I will never be able to completely expunge, the 
only piece of lint in my otherwise stellar day, or the flotsam in my 
jetsam, is of a mislocated pile of human waste.

Tom Sawyer and Huckleberry Finn have always been two of my 
favorite stories. So it was natural that I would be excited about 
going over to Tom Sawyer’s Island. We crossed over the mighty 
Mississippi on some sort of a raft, as I recall, or perhaps there was 
a bridge. All I know is we didn’t get to ride over on the river-boat, 
that was quietly tied up at the pier. Once on the island, of course 
we had to visit Tom’s cave, and while we were exploring the blue 
concrete innards of the cave, we happened upon the aforementioned 
mess around the corner in one of the cul-de-sac branches.

Well, of course after getting a whiff of that, we couldn’t get 
out of the cave quick enough. I’m sure Disney had a clean-up crew 
there in no time, who made apologies all around, but it didn’t matter 
to me, by that time I was halfway to Tomorrowland. 

Yep, Disneyland is an E-ticket in my book.

[Note:] For a very enjoyable AudioBook version of "Huckleberry Finn," 
read ever so charmingly and precisely by a true Missourian, please 
visit Annie Coleman's website at http://www.anniecoleman.com, or you 
can download it at Gutenberg.Org. Please be advised, however, that 
her reading is faithful to the original text, and she says the N-
word.



ELAINE STREET

A time to be reapin', 
A time to be sowin'
The green leaves of summer
Are callin' me home

I remember the summer of 1960. The movie the Alamo, starring 
John Wayne was playing in theatres, and the Brothers Four song "The 
Green Leaves of Summer" was playing on the radio, over and over 
again. I remember it so vividly because a friend of mine had recently 
moved away, and not long after, we found out that he had been killed, 
and the mood of the song seemed appropriate for the occasion. Several 
days later, his mother and father stopped at our house, and saw my 
brother and me, playing out in our garage with some friends, and 
invited us to Mark's funeral.

I had only known Mark for a year or so. He was in my class at 
Ramona School, and my brother was the same age as his brother 
Phillip. They lived in one of the nicer homes in our neighborhood, on 
the corner of Mapledale and Maryton. Being on a corner, it had a nice 
big front yard, but we never played outside. Mrs. Lee would always 
greet me at the door with a smile and invite me to go into Mark's 
room, where we would spend hours and hours playing games together, or 
swapping baseball cards.

I liked playing at Mark's house. He wasn't my best friend - that 
was Hank. Every day after school I would go over to Hank's house, and 
we would play football or baseball out on his front lawn, but I began 
to feel unwelcome there when every day his mother would charge out 
and grab him by the collar like Tom Sawyer's Aunt Polly, and drag him 
into the house. It seemed like Hank was always getting punished for 
one thing or another - not making his bed, or not cleaning up his 
room, or arguing with his sister Judy. And if Hank wasn't getting it, 
then Judy was. His mother wasn't particular. Mark's mother wasn't 
like that at all. I don't think she ever got angry at Mark. Mrs. Lee 
baked cookies instead.

One day they moved across town, to Seaforth Street. If I ever 
visited their new home, it was only once. Though it wasn't that far, 
Mark started going to another school, and not long after that came 
the news that he had been killed. I learned the details about his 
death from the obituary in the newspaper. Mark was riding his bicycle 
on Rosecrans, near Elaine Street, and the wheel of the bike got stuck 
in a groove in the gutter and he got hit by a truck that was backing 
up, when he couldn't maneuver out of the way.



I didn't attend Mark's funeral, but I felt bad about his death, 
and grieved for a long time. And even many years later, whenever I 
would ride my bicycle on Rosecrans, I would never go near Elaine 
Street. If I wanted to go to Norwalk Square, the shopping center that 
was only one block from there, I always rode my bicycle in the back 
way to avoid Elaine Street. It became a symbol of death to me, and I 
was deathly afraid of it.

Last year they began renovating one of the little nearby strip-
malls, that had a taco stand that was a popular hang-out for the 
local high school kids, called Taco Joe's. The day after they closed 
for business, I walked over to take some photographs of the old 
place, which I posted on the internet for friends to view. While I 
was standing there, I noticed an old couple sitting in a car, and 
took a picture of them. As I began to walk away, they pulled up and 
the old woman rolled down her window, and we talked for awhile. She 
was very old, with silver gray hair and she shook nervously a little 
when she spoke, and there was something very familiar about her. Like 
me, she said they had come to say good-bye to the old taco place. "We 
live up on Seaforth now," she said, "but we used to come here a lot." 
I started to ask her if she knew the Lee family, but something held 
me back. There is a time for raking leaves, and a time to just let 
them lie.



HUCKLEBERRY FRIENDS

Jimmy was a goof. He was a gangly kid, a couple years older than 
me, with crossed-eyes and flat feet and a crooked back and the 
demeanor of one of the Three Stooges. He had a brother Danny in my 
class at Ramona School, but I never tramped around with Danny as much 
as I did with Jimmy.

They lived in a ramshackle place in Carmelas, just down the 
street from the Mexican Store, a tiny little market on the highway 
that served the predominantly Hispanic half of our neighborhood. The 
Reeses were probably about as poor as we were, with several more kids 
to support, so Jimmy was always taking odd jobs here and there, 
wherever he could find one, yet I don't think he ever left the house 
in the morning with a dime in his pockets.

I rarely if ever had to look for Jimmy. He was always hanging 
around our house, waiting for my brother and his friends to ditch 
him. They were pretty cruel with him by present-day standards, I 
suppose but Jimmy didn't seem to mind much. He'd suffer their jibes 
and jabs, and entertain them with a few nyuk-nyuks, and every day he 
came back for more. I didn't mind being ditched myself, nor did I 
mind his company after they all tore out to go chasing after girls at 
Knott's Berry Farm or the beach. I did mind that Eddie left me with 
most of his half of the yardwork, but that didn't stop me from 
chipping in my share of the profits for their gas money either. 
Besides, Eddie had asthma, and I didn't.

The yardwork never took that long anyway. Most of the time we 
would pull a few weeds from around my dad's rose bushes, that he had 
planted around the perimeter of the backyard. The hardest part was 
avoiding the dead fish-heads that he had buried, and swore up and 
down were fertilizing the soil. Mom, of course was happy if we just 
stayed out of the house for awhile. 

We always had bikes to ride, but most of the time Jimmy and I 
would just take off walking. Sometimes we went east to the "Big A," 
the large new discount store about a mile down the highway, and he 
would tramp along beside me on his flat feet. I liked to go there 
because they had a wide selection of record albums that I couldn't 
afford, but it was fun to look and make plans to save up for a new 
Beatle album. Other times we'd cross over the Santa Ana Freeway via 
the Shoemaker bridge and scout for pollywogs and frogs in the 
drainage ditches that ran alongside the interstate. But most of the 
time we would go the other direction, past the outdoor Harvester's 



Market to Front Street, poking our way along the railroad tracks as 
we went in search of coins, bottles and other valuable litter.  

Sometimes we'd stop in at the Salvation Army store, that I 
always imagined smelled like dead people's homes, and I'd browse 
through all the old books and records looking for anything about the 
war. Then we'd go to the library.

It was a small library with a roof that leaked in the winter, 
and the books were arranged according to the Dewey Decimal system. 
Each time I would start on the same side at section  100, where the 
books about Philosophy and Religion were kept, and slowly make my way 
down each row, noting all of the books that I wanted to read one day. 
I didn't choose just any old book - over the years I had developed my 
own system of judging a book not just by its cover. My system 
involved many criteria, beginning with a cursory examination of the 
typography and layout of the book, but mostly the book had to be 
interesting and reflect a commanding knowledge of the subject matter 
by the author; I could usually tell that in the first few pages. I 
hated to see one of my books checked out though, because sometimes 
they never came back.  I'd take each book down from the shelf, and 
page through it, and sometimes try to read a few pages or a chapter. 
I remember one book in particular - a book about Philosophy with a 
red leather binding. It was written by a professor in England, and I 
remember it so vividly because it was one of the books that got 
checked out and never returned. Each chapter was about a different 
branch of Philosophy. The first chapter was titled Epistemology, and 
the first time I read it I didn't know what it meant.  The writer 
explained that it was the theory of knowledge, and he outlined the 
subject and then proceeded to tell what each of the great 
philosophers had to say about the subject. There were other chapters 
on Ethics, Empiricism, Naturalism and many other philosophical 
subjects that I could have used in my life. But one day it was gone, 
and I can't recall the author's name.

Besides Philosophy, I had earmarked many other books for future 
reference. There were books that taught foreign languages - even then 
I already knew I wanted to learn at least German and Russian. In the 
section on Mathematics, I had noted a whole string of books on 
Algebra, Geometry, Trigonometry all the way up to Calculus. When I 
would peruse one of the Calculus texts, it felt as if I was gazing 
upon some sort of sacred language or book of tomes. The names of 
Newton, Descartes, Laplace, Riemann were magical names, that struck 
magical chords within me. Their equations were so advanced they 
needed new, funny-looking symbols to express them, and that piqued my 
curiosity. There were books on Chemistry and Physics on my list too, 
specifically books about space and rocketry, and Orbital Mechanics 
and Nuclear Physics - all the things I wanted to learn.

Meanwhile Jimmy would wander off by himself, and every now and 



then he'd bring something over to show me - a book with a humorous 
title like "Take it Away, Sam," or that of a movie we'd just seen at 
the Norwalk Theatre. When I got to the 900's, in the last row, where 
the books about history and especially WWII were shelved, he would 
join me and we would pull each book one by one, so as not to miss any 
new ones that might have slipped in, and we'd discuss them. I usually 
would check out three or four of them, but I don't think I ever read 
them all. I read a lot of them, books like "God is my Copilot" and 
"Thirty Seconds over Tokyo" and "Sink the Bismarck" and "Guadalcanal 
Diary," that have over the years become my very favorites.  I read 
"The Great Escape" and saw the movie, and after that I couldn't get 
enough books about escaped POWs - there was "Escape From Colditz," 
where the men were incarcerated in an escape-proof medieval castle, 
and another called "The Wooden Horse," where the prisoners dug a 
tunnel beneath a vaulting horse that they would carry into the 
exercise yard each day. I imagined what it must have been like to be 
shot down over Germany, wandering alone at night in a strange land to 
make my way to the English Channel or to Switzerland. I wondered why 
they always got caught though - why didn't they just dig a hole and 
hide underground, until the Germans tired of looking for them? Years 
later, I read Simon Wiesenthal's autobiography, and learned that at 
one point he did just that. He buried himself in the backyard of an 
old woman's farm, and she would slip him food and water whenever she 
could.

I also read Anne Frank's "Diary of a Young Girl," and knew the 
story of how she and her family hid from the Nazis in Holland, and 
were captured and taken to a place called a concentration camp, but 
her story didn't touch me like those of the POWs. I knew nothing 
about the Holocaust, or the Final Solution as it was called then, 
until I read "The Rise and Fall of the Third Reich."

One summer between 6th and 7th grades, I took a class and the 
teacher had a paperback copy sitting out on his desk that he had been 
reading. I had never seen such a thick book, and I asked him about 
it, and he told me that it was all about Hitler and the war,  and 
about how the Germans put all the Jews in concentration camps. He 
wouldn't give me that book, but he lent me another about a man named 
Trachtenberg, who spent some time in one of the camps, and while he 
was there he thought up quick ways to perform mathematical 
calculations in his head. I tried to learn some of the techniques, 
but they were all just tricks that only worked in certain cases.

The idea of concentration camps fascinated me though, so one day 
I asked at the library if they had that book, and the librarian told 
me that it was on reserve and there was a long waiting list of 
readers. Afterwards I saw it at the Big A for a dollar and 65 cents, 
and I saved up and bought a copy for myself. I was a little 
disappointed with the book though - only a small portion of it dealt 



with the war itself, it being mostly about Hitler's rise to power in 
Germany. And the concentration camps weren't really places to think 
at all, but were brutal death camps. Why I wondered would anybody put 
Anne Frank in such a place? And what was so different about Jews, 
that they should deserve such treatment? The only people that I knew 
were Jews were in show business, like the Marx Brothers, Jack Benny 
and George Burns, and they made me laugh.

When we left the library, Jimmy and I would usually walk back on 
Firestone boulevard and stop for a soda or a burger at Norwalk Burger 
if we had the money. We'd sit and read our books and make plans for 
our next excursion. Until one day I heard my brother and his friends 
talking about how some of the older boys had stuffed Jimmy in a trash 
can at the high school. The next time he came over I just couldn't 
face him - I asked my mom to tell him that I was busy.



MOCKINGBIRDS AND LIP-SYNCHERS

One of my all-time favorite movies is To Kill a Mockingbird with 
Gregory Peck. I can especially relate to the scene where the little 
girl, played by Mary Badham, forced to walk home alone in the dark 
wearing a cumbersome yam costume, is chased by a killer, but rescued 
in the nick of time by an enigmatic recluse played by Robert Duvall. 
I can relate because a similar thing happened to me when I was in 7th 
grade. Well, it wasn’t really that similar - I wasn’t chased by a 
killer, and I wasn’t dressed like a yam, and I wasn’t even a little 
girl, and there were no enigmatic recluses around to rescue me, but I 
did have to walk home alone once in the dark in a humiliating 
costume.

We had a talent show at Ramona School that night, and Hank, 
Eddie and I had dressed up as Beachboys and lip-synched several of 
their hits - Surfin’ Safari and Surfin’ USA. At that time, lip-
synching was a relatively new and little understood talent, having 
only just been discovered several years earlier by Lloyd Thaxton, a 
local television celebrity. Thaxton hosted an after-school television 
show for teenagers in Los Angeles, where he played popular music, 
much like Dick Clark on American Bandstand, and each day he would 
have kids from a different local high school dance on the set and 
pretend to be young and exuberant and not alienated and 
misunderstood, as we all know we were. Often he would paint faces on 
his fingers and move them to the music, or he would pretend to sing, 
which he dubbed lip synching. Now it’s called lip-dubbing, but it’s a 
whole new phenomenon, at least as long as you don’t remember Thaxton 
it’s new.

Our little group couldn’t have been very good that evening 
because none of us had ever been near a surf-board let alone actually 
surfed, and to this day I still don’t know the names of half of the 
cities, whose names we were mouthing in Surfin’ Safari. I knew that 
they were “angling in Laguna and kicking out in Doheny,” but that’s 
as much as I understood of the song. Still we had a lot of fun 
wearing our baggies and pretending we were ho-dads.

It wasn’t enough that I felt foolish that evening walking home 
alone in the dark wearing that costume, but as I turned onto Maryton 
Street I spied a gang of older boys coming toward me in pack 
formation, so there was no way I could slip past them undetected. 
When they were close enough I recognized most of them as classmates 
of my brother, who was three years older than me, and I had barely 
let out a sigh of relief, when one of them suddenly reached out and 
grabbed me by the shirt collar and pressed me up against one of the 



trees that lined the street. Then another boy pulled out a funny, 
wavy-looking knife and held it up threateningly. 

I recognized the knife immediately as the same Malayan throwing 
knife that my brother and I had been looking at in a mail-order 
catalog several weeks earlier, and as soon as I saw it I began to 
laugh. This made the boy with the knife angry, and suddenly his face 
got all contorted and he pressed the sharp tip into my throat. Just 
then a tougher boy that I knew from my own street stepped out and 
saved me, “Ah, let him go. He’s just a punk.”

Since then I’ve been attacked several times for real. In Japan 
once I was accosted in an alley by two black sailors off of an 
aircraft carrier, when they were having race riots aboard their ship. 
I had just walked past them, when I suddenly felt a feeling of 
impending danger, and sure enough one of them had come back and 
punched me with his fist hard in the ear. Just then, down the far end 
of the alley, I saw several SPs walking past, and my assailant must 
have seen the same thing because he and his friend abruptly turned 
and ran away. Another time three Japanese men clubbed me from behind, 
and they too ran away when I didn’t immediately go down, but spun 
quickly around and hit the man with the club square with my fist. I 
never actually saw the man, but I felt the sinews in his jaw, and 
then something felt like it gave way.

I have never personally felt any need in my life to travel as 
part of a pack, or attack somebody who chooses to walk alone, but I 
have often wondered what sort of person does.



JOHNNY B. GOODE

We came to California just before my fourth birthday. By the 
time I turned four my older sister Karin had made-up with the two 
girls next door - Beverly and Kay Hunt - and I already had a little 
girlfriend across the street. Her name was Cindy, and she had an 
older brother Matt, and I gather from old photos that our favorite 
thing was to sit together and play in the gutter or on the hood of my 
dad’s old coal-black ‘48 Chevy. All old cars were black in those 
days; that’s how you could tell them from the new ones.

Cindy and Matt moved away the next year, and I don’t remember 
how long the house at 13107 Liggett lay dormant. It wasn’t long 
though before Ken and Ruth moved in with their two kids, Mike and 
Cathy. Before I even met Mike, I already knew his full name. His 
momma would stand at the front door every evening at dinner time, and 
yodel it, “Michael Leeeeee Posey,” and he’d come running. A lot of 
parents in those days had a unique method of summoning their boys. 
Brunie DiMaria would give off one high-pitched whistle for his son 
Freddy. Mr. Moore would stand outside and whistle too, with the 
little finger of each hand in his mouth, but it was a louder and 
meaner-sounding whistle meant to travel a lot farther because his boy 
Tommy was usually farther away.

The first time I was ever in Mike’s house was shortly after my 
next birthday. My grandma had sent each of us, me and Eddie that is, 
a felt cowboy hat, and Mike apparently tried to swindle us for 
something that he was going to throw away. It was practically a done-
deal, until my mom made us both march back across the street and get 
our hats back.

I don’t remember when I first heard Mike play his electric 
guitar. It was probably that first time I was in his house. Actually, 
I don’t remember when he wasn’t playing it. He was always practicing 
on it, never playing baseball or football with the rest of the boys 
on the block. His fingertips were hardened with callouses, and he’d 
chewed his fingernails far into the quick, but I never really 
appreciated how good he was though, until one time he played at our 
yearly Talent Show at Ramona School. He told me afterwards that the 
number he played was called the Wildwood Flower.

One day he came over and got Eddie, and I found them and a 
couple other boys practicing together out in Mike’s garage. Eddie 
couldn’t play a guitar at all, that I knew of, but Mike had taught 
him several chords - C, F and G and E for good measure. I wandered in 
half-way through their practice, and I was surprised how good they 



all sounded together. They had a drummer who could keep a beat - I 
don’t remember who he was though, and Eddie was playing rhythm 
guitar. Mike was all over the place, playing all the lead parts and 
helping Eddie out on rhythm. Their jazziest number was “I Fought the 
Law (and the law won)” but they also had versions of “Selma Sue” and 
“House of the Rising Sun and several songs by a a relatively new 
group, The Seeds.” I was very inspired.

So inspired, in fact that not long after that I bought my first 
electric guitar. My dad was game for anything musical, so it wasn’t 
too hard to get him to buy me one for my birthday. I found one in 
Penney’s mail-order catalog, but it turned out not to be a very good 
one. I could barely press down the strings, and when the bridge began 
to make a buzzing sound it seemed like a good excuse to send it back. 
I didn’t think I would ever get another one, but one day dad 
surprised me with a used gray solid body electric guitar that a guy 
at work was selling. It was a St. George model and seemed like a nice 
guitar - the man had said that it was “almost as good as a Fender.” 
The amplifier was small and old, and not as nice even as the one from 
Penneys, and every once in a while I would have to jiggle the plug 
when it would stop working. I took it across the street and showed 
Mike, and he liked it, and he showed me some chords and played a few 
runs that I practiced when I got home. It sounded real good when he 
played it.

Several years later, when I was in high school, my older sister 
married a young man named Harry, who worked at a piano store as a 
tuner, and he got me a deal on a nice Yamaha classical guitar with 
cat-gut, not steel strings. I loved that guitar, and by that time I 
could strum the chords to most anything the Beatles, Peter, Paul, and 
Mary, Bob Dylan or Simon and Garfunkel had ever performed.

I might have been pretty good, if only I had been able to sing. 
I knew a lot songs, and a lot of them by heart - even difficult songs 
and songs I had only heard once or twice on The Smothers Brothers or 
The Glenn Campbell Hour. As I learned more chords and variations, I 
found that I could play more and more of the songs that I loved. And 
one song always led to another and another. I’d go boombedy boom, 
boombedy boom on the bass, and before I knew it I was playing “Folsom 
Prison Blues” and then “A Boy Named Sue” and practically all of 
Johnny Cash’s entire repertoire. And I had all the Beatles’ 
songbooks, practically for all of their albums it seemed. I burned to 
be in a band, but by the time my playing matured Mike was already 
playing professionally in local night-clubs.

I would have taken the guitar with me when I went into the Navy, 
but one night after high school, when my dad was drunk, he and I got 
into a fight and he fell on it and broke the neck off the guitar. I 
ran out the door, and he followed me and grabbed me by the shoulder, 



and I could see how much he wanted to tell me he was sorry. “Dad, 
leave me alone,” is all I could say and shook him off. I bought 
another Yamaha though, better even than the first, when I was in 
Japan, and whenever we were out at sea I would sit alone by my bunk 
and play. Sometimes Bobby or Brian or some of the other guys would 
come over and sit and listen to me.

I hardly played at all while I was in college, having sold my 
guitar to Brian before I left Japan, and after Janie told me she 
didn’t want to see me anymore, I went to see her one last time at her 
apartment that she had taken with several girlfriends on Balboa 
Island. She was sitting there with a guitar that she had just bought, 
trying to play one of the songs in her Bob Dylan book, and when I 
asked her why she was breaking up with me, she said “Because you 
never do anything.” “Oh,” I replied, watching her struggle to get her 
fingers into position to play the next chord. “What do you do outside 
of school?” “I work with the homeless downtown, and I’m learning to 
play the guitar,” she chirped. “I can see that,” I said.

Music has always been a big part of my life, and it’s always 
brought me closer to people, and I owe a lot of that to Mike Posey. 
He’s dead now, and I regret that I never heard him perform when he 
was playing with his band down at the Pioneer Room and other places 
around town. I went hunting with Mike one time, or actually he went 
with Eddie, Harry and me. Harry had loaned me an old British 
Enfield .303 war-surplus rifle, that kicked like a small mule and was 
all original right down to the metal butt-plate. Mike wanted to fire 
my rifle, and when I tried to warn him about the kick, he quickly 
assured me how he was from Oklahoma and knew all about guns and 
hunting. He knelt down to fire the gun, and I could see a space 
between his shoulder and the butt of the rifle. When he fired, the 
gun punched him in the shoulder and literally knocked him off his 
feet. Of course, we all had a good laugh about it afterwards.

You see, Mike wasn’t really all that big. He just seemed big 
when he played his “gi -tar,” as he called it.



IN THE NAVY



THE ONLY LOTTERY I EVER WON

On December 1, 1969 the first draft lottery since WWII was held 
at Selective Service Headquarters in Washington DC. I wasn't affected 
by that drawing, but in July of the next year they drew again for all 
men born in 1951. My birthdate was picked fourth.

I learned about it the next day. My brother and I were shooting 
pool with some friends, and when it came my turn to shoot, my brother 
dropped that little bomb on me. I'm pretty sure I missed the shot.

The next day I drove down to the Recruiting Station on 
Studebaker Road, mainly to see if they could tell me when I was 
scheduled for induction. I had dropped out of college to go to work, 
so I had no hope of applying for a deferment of any kind, and I had 
already taken my physical and been classified 1-A. Eddie had 
suggested that I might join the Navy. He had had several friends who 
were in the Navy, and they liked it. When the Navy recruiter informed 
me that I was going to receive my notice in a matter of weeks, not 
months, I began to listen seriously to what he had to offer.

I signed the enlistment contract for four years with a guarantee 
that after bootcamp I would attend foreign language school for a 
year, where I would receive extensive training in Russian. 
Additionally, they gave me up to 180 days to report for duty. I had 
already studied German for four years, and had an aptitude for 
learning languages, and this fit in with my plans for college anyway. 
Later I would request overseas service in Europe, perhaps in Berlin. 
The prospect of finding myself smack dab in the middle of the Cold 
War excited me no end. Besides, what could go wrong?

Well, for one, I couldn't swim. Because of the two extra weeks I 
spent learning that skill and the two weeks delay over the Christmas 
holiday, I missed my school starting date, and was informed that I 
would have to spend several additional months in boot-camp. On the 
other hand, if I went to Basic Electronics School, I could get out 
right away.

In hindsight, I wonder that I did not choose wisely. After all 
how often do you win the lottery?



WEAK SWIMMER

When I joined the Navy in August, 1970 on the 180 Day Delay 
Program I knew I didn't know how to swim. The first day in bootcamp, 
I stood in line at the pool, as ordered, and followed the man ahead 
of me into the deep end of the pool. I stayed up for a couple of 
seconds; I remember one of the instructors shouting to me to get over 
on my back before I went under. After two sailors fished me out with 
their long poles, I was assigned along with 20 or 30 other men to a 
temporary unit, and given two weeks to learn how to swim.

Each morning we were awakened very early, long before sunrise 
and marched with our wet swim-trunks rolled up in our blue-jackets to 
the pools, where we spent virtually the entire day learning to swim. 
For four days I stayed in the shallow end performing various 
exercises to strengthen my legs and arms, but didn't feel any closer 
to being able to swim than I had felt on the very first day. Finally, 
on the fourth day an instructor took me and a young black recruit 
aside and told us frankly that we just didn't have any natural 
buoyancy. He told another man to jump in the water, and showed us how 
he floated from the waist up. 

"How the hell did you flunk the swimming test?" he asked. "You 
float like a turd!"

"I touched the side," the man replied.

We had been told that we had to tread water for three minutes 
without touching the sides of the pool before the test. He then told 
me and the other sailor to jump in - I floated with my mouth just 
below water level, and I could see the bristly black hair of the 
other man was entirely under water. He explained that the only way we 
two could ever keep from drowning was to keep air in our lungs at all 
times, and sure enough I felt myself rise up just enough to take 
another breath and hold it.

That was all it took. Suddenly, I felt rejuvenated, like I could 
swim. The instructor told us to go over to the deep end of the pool, 
and before long I was diving off the spring-board, and swimming the 
length of the pool. One time I swallowed a little water, but that 
didn't phase me at all. The instructor recognized my new feeling of 
confidence, and asked if I wanted to take the test, and I agreed.

For the test, all we had to do was jump in the pool, roll onto 
our backs and do a back-stroke, as we were taught, around the outside 
of the pool. When I jumped in this time, I rose quickly back to the 



surface and for a split second I felt like I was going to fail again. 
The instructor must have sensed it too, because he shouted to me to 
get over on my back and soon I was floating and had regained my 
confidence. Before I knew it, I had stroked my way around the pool 
and had passed the test.

The next day I was assigned to a new company - Company 433 and 
the following August I reported for sea duty on board the USS 
Oklahoma City (CLG-5). I handed my orders and the envelope containing 
my service record to the Yeoman in the Personnel Office. On the 
outside of the brown folder, stamped in big black letters, were the 
words "Weak Swimmer." Three days later the Oklahoma City put to sea, 
and second day out of Japan we ran into a typhoon.



IF IT'S HAZE GRAY AND GETS UNDERWAY, IT'S OK

After boot camp training in San Diego, I was assigned to the 
Fire Control Technician Class A school at Mare Island Naval Base, on 
the north shore of San Francisco Bay. The school lasted 6 months, and 
was, for the most part, just a refresher course in Basic Electronics. 
At least it would have been, if I had ever studied Electronics 
before. And had I enlisted for 2 more years, I would have gone on to 
a class B school, to train to use an actual piece of ordnance, but 
not wanting to overstay my welcome in the Navy I had only enlisted 
for four years. On the last day of school, I got my orders to report 
to the USS Oklahoma City (CLG-5) in Yokosuka, Japan.

I landed at Yokota Air Force Base, just north of Yokosuka, and, 
before too long, I was on a bus headed south toward the Navy base. It 
was a muggy, hot day, and being in my heavy wool dress-blue uniform 
didn't help the situation much either. I gazed out the window at the 
Japanese countryside, and it didn't look much different than any of 
the other parts of the earth I had seen. Nor was it exotic, as I had 
imagined it to be, except the smell of burning wood permeated the air 
everywhere. At first I thought they were just burning something near 
the airbase, but as the bus got farther and further removed from the 
base, it became clear that the smoke was uniquely Japanese.

When I saw the Oklahoma City for the first time, it was already 
dark. But even in the darkness, there was no mistaking that the ship 
had seen better days. The "old lady" was only 30 years old, but 
literally looked like she was on life-support, with her skin half 
sanded away, and all the cables and hoses coursing in and out of her 
bowels. I threw my sea-bag on my shoulder, and walked up the forward 
brow, and smartly saluted the OOD. "Request permission to come 
aboard, Sir," I shouted, and secretly hoped he would tell me it was 
all a big mistake. But he logged me aboard and sent for somebody from 



FM Division to show me the way to my bunk. On the way down I was 
informed that FM Division was full-up for the time being, and I would 
have to sleep in 2nd Division, with the deck force.

I think they sent all of the new arrivals to 2nd Division. I 
stayed there for a weekend and a day, just long enough for everything 
I owned to be stolen. They didn't have any lockers available when I 
arrived, so I had locked my seabag to one of the bedposts. That 
night, and Sunday night I went ashore, but Monday afternoon, after 
"Knock off ship's work" I returned to find that someone had cut the 
lock with bolt-cutters and stolen all of the clothes I had been 
issued.

It took a couple of months to recover what I had lost. Lucky for 
me I had been assigned to the FM Division Compartment cleaning crew. 
Aware of the predicament that I was in, JR, the petty-officer in 
charge, told me that I could have any articles of laundry that came 
back without a name. To this day, I think he secretly went out and 
bought a few pairs of dungarees and some chambray shirts and threw 
them in the laundry bag unmarked, because there was a lot of pickings 
that first week.

JR had a locker full of money, or at least that was the rumor. 
He was in his late fifties, with silver gray hair and spoke with an 
Iowa drawl. He told me first thing that he thought I was a "fuckin' 
creep" and he didn't like my beard. I told him I was just passing 
through on my way to college. That must have appeased him, and before 
long he wanted to tell me his whole life story out in a bar in Subic 
Bay. He had taught English at a college in Iowa, and there had been a 
woman. That was really all I needed to hear. Isn't it always a woman?

He and I did a lot of drinking together, over the next three 
years. And we talked a lot, and I think he came to like me. And one 
night, just before I left the ship for college, he even showed me his 
locker full of money.

And I grew to love the "old girl" too. We sailed into harm's 
way, and she brought us all safely home.



A TALE OF TWO BARS

To get to the bar district in Yokosuka from the Naval base it 
was just a hop across the main highway that ran through town, and a 
short skip up any of several alley-ways to what was lovingly referred 
to as the Hon-cho, or main drag. The Hon-cho was barely a quarter 
mile long, and looked like any other street in Japan during the day, 
but at night the bars were full of girls from the surrounding 
prefecture, and the streets were full of sailors.

The larger bars, like the New Yokosuka, and the Second New 
Yokosuka were money pits, where the girls were young and pretty, and 
to talk to them, you had to buy them a shot of tea, or Lipton whiskey 
as the girls called it, for 500 yen. How long the girls sat with you 
for that 500 yen depended a lot on how many ships were in port, and 
how many sailors were on liberty. If an Aircraft Carrier was in port, 
it wasn't unheard of to see a girl leave you for greener pockets 
after 5 minutes or less, and a lot of steady boyfriends got jilted.

My steaming days didn't last very long in Yokosuka. I bar-hopped 
for a couple of pay periods, but a Seaman's salary didn't go very far 
at that time, in that place. After a while I had eliminated all but 
two bars from my itinerary - one where I kept my bottle, and the 
other where I kept my girl. I met Eiko in the Bar Mary early on, and 
we had a standing agreement of sorts, that if I brought her all my 
money she would take care of me, whenever she could, which translated 
so long as there were no Carriers in town.

Eiko was probably forty, and very pretty, with ever-smiling, 
Miyoshi Umeki eyes, that glistened in the evening light, and a poetic 
nature. "Yes, Bill-san," and "No, Bill-san" she would say, very 
politely as she listened politely and taught me Japanese the Japanese 
word for everything she'd see. I never saw how or where she lived. 
She always hired a cab, and we would drive out to a little out of the 



way hotel, called the Hotel Fukusuke, which now that I think about 
it, may not have been it's real name. The hotel was very traditional, 
with paper walls and tatami mats, and a public bath down the hall 
from our room. I asked Eiko once if she would like to be married, 
while she rinsed me with a little bucket of water, and she politely 
replied "No, Bill-San."

I kept a bottle of Scotch whiskey at the other end of the Hon-
cho at the White Rose Bar. Sailors were allowed to purchase two quart 
bottles of Scotch per week, and before leaving the Navy Exchange they 
would crack the seal on the bottles, so they couldn't be resold in 
town for a sizable profit. Naturally, a lot of savvy bar owners in 
town found ways to reseal the bottles, and you could usually make 20 
or 30 dollars for each bottle you sold, but I was happy to stay out 
of trouble. I bought one bottle, and checked it in at the bar for a 
small fee, and it was there for me to drink whenever I wanted it.

I rarely saw the mama-san at the White Rose. Most of the time 
she would ask one of the regular girls, whom we referred to as 
Natalie Wood, to tend the bar, or her daughter Setsuko. I fell in 
love with Dimple-chan the moment I layed eyes on her. She was sweet 
and innocent, with a child-like nature, and the guys loved her like 
their own daughter. Every night someone would bring her flowers or a 
box of candy, and she would blush and smile, and then her dimples 
would show and we would all have a good laugh on her.

I wasn't much older than Dimple-chan myself, having just turned 
21. One night she overheard Brian or one of my friends call me Dubie, 
so from then on I was always Dubie. She hated my beard, and always 
she would say, 'Dubie, shave off." One day, I came in early, and it 
was so quiet in the bar I said, "Let's go to a movie." When she 
replied, "Ok, just a minute," I was floored. Together we walked down 
the street to the little movie theatre by the train station. It was 
the first time I had ever seen her in high-heels. The feature was an 
American movie that had been over-dubbed in Japanese, and the only 
part of it I could understand was the song "Brother Louie," that 
played over and over. Afterwards, I escorted her back to the bar, and 
she thanked me. I began visiting the bar early every day after that, 
and she would invite me into the back room where she lived for tea, 
and we would listen to records. One day I brought her a collection of 
Beethoven symphonies, that I had picked up in Singapore, and I 
thought might be a nice gift.

But all good things come to an end. I honestly didn't want to 
leave Japan, and seriously considered re-enlisting so I could stay 
there. But my dream was to go to college, and this would be my only 
opportunity. And then something happened that turned me upside down. 
One night I was waiting outside the Bar Mary for Eiko to come out, 
and three Japanese men approached me. One of the men had a cigarette 



dangling from his mouth, and as he walked toward me he pulled a 
lighter from his pocket and stuck it in my face. As soon as he 
flicked the lighter, I felt something hit me in the back of the head, 
and without looking I spun around and struck out blindly with my 
fist. I never saw the man who hit me, but I felt my fist hit bone and 
muscle, and it felt like I got him right in the jaw. I was just 
preparing to hit the man who had been in front of me, when I saw the 
three of them run off down the street. They must have thought I was 
drunk, or so I thought.

I could feel that I was bleeding from the back of my head, so I 
half stumbled into the Bar Mary, and the Mama-san saw immediately 
that I was hurt, and put a damp rag on my head. By the time I got 
back to the ship, the blood had dried on the wound, and the corpsman 
said he would have given me stitches, but it was a little too late 
now.

I don't know what had happened to Eiko that night, but I 
suspected that she had been involved somehow. I knew she wasn't after 
my money, because she had it all, or at least most of it. When I saw 
her the next day, all of a sudden she wanted to move in with me. I 
assured her that I was leaving in a couple days, and that I was 
already signed up for school in the fall. That night we went home to 
the little apartment Brian and I shared in Kita Kurihama, our home 
off-base, and she gave me a very hot "hachi" bath in the little tub 
in our bathroom, and afterwards I tucked her into Brian's sleeping 
bag (hope he doesn't find out) and she made love with me for the 
first time.

My last night in Yokosuka, my buddies from the FM Division threw 
a party for me at the White Rose Bar. I told Brian not to let me get 
too drunk, so I could walk down to the Bar Mary and say good-bye to 
Eiko. I danced a lot that night, mostly with my buddies. Brian told 
me that Whitt and I had danced cheek to cheek. Harrison Whittington 
was a tall, black 2nd Class Petty Officer from North Carolina, and I 
had never met a finer or better natured fellow. The last thing I 
remember from that night, was when Brian and I set out for the Bar 
Mary.

I don't remember saying good-bye to Eiko, but I know I did. I 
couldn't have left without seeing her. Brian told me the next morning 
that, we went back to the White Rose, and I danced with Dimple-chan, 
and told her I loved her and that I cried. He said, "You really cried 
Dubie, you shed a tear."

When I awoke the next day, I was thankfully in my rack aboard 
ship. Brian was there too, and he gave me a letter that Dimple-chan 
had handed him the night before. I opened the letter and read it, 
slowly. "What's it say," he asked. "She loves me," I replied. "Now I 



really feel like shit."



APRIL 9, 1972

Dear Mom and Dad,

I guess it's been quite a long time since last I wrote, but it's 
hard to get the time when we're in port. Ed has probably told you, by 
now that we're out to sea; we left Yokosuka on April 3. Originally we 
had intended this to be a short cruise to Korea and Sasebo, but if 
you've been keeping up on any of the news over here, it won't be hard 
to guess where we really are. It seems that the day before we were to 
leave for Korea, news arrived that the North Vietnamese had started a 
new offensive and were pushing the South Viets back all along the 
front (DMZ). So we left, along with the Carrier Constellation, to 
help slow them down. When we arrived here, the situation was a mess. 
There were no spotters over on the coast [for our guns], and one 
ship, a destroyer, had been hit by communist artillery. As a result, 
since we got here, we've been throwing hundreds of 6-inch shells over 
on the beach, with no idea of what we're hitting. I guess they're 
just trying to blow up everything in sight.

Friday night we were all up on the main deck, watching the 
shelling, when we saw a flash over on the beach. A few seconds later, 
a shell hit the water a couple hundred yards off the starboard beam. 
You really should have seen it. The entire deck was empty in about 
one micro-second. I, myself, was scared shitless. Luckily they can't 
really get a good shot off, because we're saturating the whole coast, 
and we only go in at night. Every once in a while a "star shell" will 
pass over the ship, and light up the sky, but by that time we and 
forty destroyers have blasted that battery all to hell. It's really 
quite exciting. No one is allowed out on the weather decks, unless 
absolutely necessary, and then you have to wear a "flak jacket" and 
helmet. But we've been out there anyhow. The one day, we trained the 
radar over on the beach, so we could look through the telescope at 
"Charlie." We didn't see anything, but a lot of beautiful white sand. 
Oh, we'll be going surfing today.

In all truth, we're all scared to death. It used ot be "fun" 
when we came over before and shot a few times and left. But now we're 
firing all day long, and getting shot at in return. Three destroyers 
have been hit by 105 mm shells so far, and we've almost been [hit] a 
few times. We're re-arming every day from the ammo ships, and all 
hands pass shells for about 5 hours a day. Then we go back and shoot 
them up. Hopefully we'll push them back in a few days. I can just 
imagine the time those poor bastards are having over on land.

In Subic Bay you see little 13 year old girls selling themselves 



on the streets of Olongapo for a few pesos. They have a good reason 
for it though, they're starving. To them, a sailor with fifty dollars 
is rich. And then you think how much we spend, every day, just to 
plow up a little land in Vietnam, or kill a few people who can't even 
read about why they're fighting; and you wonder if you're going mad, 
or if the world is. It's really sad! I don't blame the kids back home 
one bit for attempting to stop this, but I fear most of them are just 
doing it because it's fashionable.

I'll let you know when I get to Subic. For a while, in Yoko, I 
was going out every night and getting polluted But one night I drank 
half a quart of 151 rum, and I decided to quit, after I crawled back 
to the ship. One of the seamen in our division, that I was drinking 
with, got drug back by the SPs and refused to go on board the ship. 
So they carried him up the brow. There he hit the OOD and one SP, and 
they had to call six marines to take him to the brig. He went to Mast 
and got a suspended bust, and was fined 150 dollars. I'm glad I 
didn't go back with him!

Well, I can't think of anything else to write about. At the 
moment we're sitting about two miles off shore, waiting to go back in 
and kill, so I guess I'll go up and watch for a while. Oh, I'm 
actually starting to learn Japanese now. I got a real good book on 
it, and Eiko is showing me how to pronounce all the words and 
teaching me the more risque phrases.

Love,
Bill San.



APRIL 16, 1972

There has been so much happening in the past few days, I decided 
to drop you a few words, to let you know I'm still all right 
(physically anyway). The main reason is because one of the guys got a 
letter today with a newspaper clipping saying that the Oklahoma City 
had been hit by North Vietnames artillery, which is a lot of crap.

Since the day after my last letter, we have been playing PT 
Boat, in effect, running hit and run operations all along the coast 
with 3 or 4 old tin-cans. For the first couple days, we were in the 
vicinity of Vinh, No. Vietnam. We would have the destroyers go in and 
engage the shore batteries, on one particular island, and while they 
were shooting it out, the "Okie Boat" would go in and rap off a few 
salvos of 6 - inch shells at various targets: shore batteries, 
missile sites, ammo dumps, etc. Then we'd turn around and run like 
hell, before they could train their guns on us.

Yesterday we were assigned something a little different. The 
Exec came on the 1MC [public address system throughout the ship] and 
said we would sail up north to within 20 miles of Haiphong, and turn 
around and go right back. It was supposed to be a "display of force," 
at least that's the way he put it. We found out today that yesterday 
there was a big air-raid on Haiphong by some of our B-52s and we were 
supposed to run search and rescue missions for any downed pilots. 
There were none, however.

Today was especially exciting. We sailed up to within 6 miles of 
Haiphong and shelled a peninsula in that area, along with our 
escorts. Just as we were preparing to turn tail and run, a squadron 



of F-4 Phantoms flew overhead and the pilot in the lead plane bailed 
out right over us. One of the destroyers broke off to pick him up, so 
we had to stay there and cover for them. We were standing up in the 
shop, at the time, so we decided to don our helmets and flak jackets 
and "take a peek." There were two jets circling our ship and anti-
aircraft shells were blasting all around them...Shells were dropping 
in the water about 1,000 yards away...and our guns were just rapping 
them out as fast as they could load them. We could see dust coming up 
on the beach where they were hitting. Really good for grins. Who 
knows what's in store for tomorrow. Maybe we'll visit Peking!

Well, that's all the excitement over here. Right now we're 
cruising around looking for trouble, I guess. Earlier today we picked 
up a few MIGs, but somebody shot them down before we could get to 
them. Oh, one of our ships we were with in Yoko, the Worden, was hit 
by a missile from a PT Boat, yesterday I believe. I guess, no one was 
hurt, though. We won't be here much longer. All of our gun barrels 
are just about worn out, and we'll have to put in to Subic Bay to 
have those taken care of. By the time this gets to you, we should be 
there. I won't go over on the beach, too much, because I'm in the 
process of saving 600 dollars so I can come home in August or 
September. So I can't blow too much money on liberty.

Let's see, what to say. Have you read any good books lately? I 
joined the Book-of-the-Month Club and got "The Day of the Jackal" and 
"Bury My Heart At Wounded Knee." The first was real good; about these 
soldiers who hire a professional executioner to kill Charles De 
Gaulle. The latter, I'm reading now. It's about how we massacred all 
the indians in the latter part of the 1800's. It's pretty good too. 
Also, I've been reading a book on Japanese alot. I want to dazzle the 
women with words, when we get back to Yokosuka! If I get a few days 
off, I think I'll go up to Tokyo and stay there for a while. It's a 
real nice place.

I finally saw "Diamonds are Forever." They showed it the one 
night, and just about half-way through, they had a re-arming detail, 
so I had to go. The next night it was supposed to be a lousy movie, 
so I got a good seat. It turned out to be this movie. Everybody was 
pissed off because no word was passed, except me and a few others. 
It's really a bummer to watch a movie on the ship. They show them on 
the mess decks, an area about the size of our backyard, with poles 
all over. And if it's a good movie, 1500 guys crowd in there. There 
there's always somebody bitching at you to quit smoking, etc, so it's 
quite annoying.

Love,
Bill



APRIL 23, 1972

Dear Mom and Dad,

Not much happening in the way of the war. I suppose the 
offensive is nearly exhausted. The last excitement we had was on 
Wednesday, and believe you me, it was "quite exciting."

If you've been reading the news on the war, you know that Dong 
Hoi is one of the major hotspots at this time. It's just north of the 
DMZ and the North Vietnamese have moved literally everything into the 
area, including the kitchen sink. They have an airfield, and numerous 
shore batteries and even a PT Boat base up the river a ways.

To make a long story short, we went in on Thursday with the 
Sterret and the Higby to shell the airfield. Just after we got in, 
the shore batteries were getting kind of close, (50 feet off the 
starboard beam) so we started running and zig-zagging to get out. Me 
and three other guys were up in the shop [The Fire-Control Workshop] 



at the time, and two of them had stepped outside to watch. Anyway, 
they came running in with goose-bumps all over and said we had just 
about been hit. About a minute after we began our run, we heard a Jet 
go over. I remember saying, "What the cripes is that? It sounds like 
a rocket!", and these two guys ran outside and said a MIG had just 
passed over us, and dropped two bombs, that landed between us, and 
the Sterrett. [I ran to the door and saw this...] He went over and 
banked for a turn, and two missiles came out on the rails of the 
Sterrett and shot him down, bigger than shit.

After this, this whole ship was in a state of confusion. [Note: 
We had a speaker in the Shop and could hear all of the conversation 
between Weapons Control and the Fire Control stations] The guys down 
in Combat were seeing MIGs everywhere, but our search radars went out 
and said there was nothing there. We could hear them over the Bitch 
Box telling the Director to search at such and such place, but they 
couldn't see anything.

[Explanatory Note: The search radars for the missile system all 
faced aft, and could only see 180 degrees centered on that point. As 
the ship was maneuvering, the bearings were constantly changing, 
which caused all the confusion. Also, a target for our long range 
Talos missile system, had to be at least 10,000 yards away, give or 
take, to fire at them. These planes were directly overhead. The 
Sterrett, on the other hand, was equipped with a Terrier missile 
system, designed for short range to medium range. At the time I wrote 
the letter, I thought someone had said it was a Tartar system. The 
Director was the room where the tracking radar was controlled from. 
We had two radars, and two control rooms Directors 5 and 6. I worked 
in Director 6, but we always maintained a crew top-side during the 
day to service the antenna.]

When we were out of range of the big guns, we all went outside; 
I gave up my hiding place under the Chief's desk, [Note: One of the 
guys stole my helmet at one point, so I went back inside, and thought 
about getting under the desk.] and looked back, only to see one of 
our destroyers, the Higby, smoking from the fantail. It seems they 
had been hit by one of the shells. Four people were hurt, but no one 
was killed, luckily.

Today, the helo picked up some mail from one of the carriers, 
and with it came some newspapers. I've cut out the clipping about our 
little incident Thursday [I think the papers reported it as 
Wednesday, which it was back in the States], so I'll put it in. The 
way they have it here, the reader would assume the OK City was hit, 
but that never happened. The other clipping is about the pilot I saw 
bail out on Wednesday, when we were up near Haiphong. Don't believe 
the part about "Guns blazing". No one was shooting at them when they 
broke off.



Well, that's all the excitement so far. The last few days no 
one's been shooting, on either side. I guess they're trying to get 
the peace talks going again.

We got the official word yesterday that we'll pull into Subic 
Bay on either the 3rd or 4th of next month. I'm still trying to save 
money, but after all that's happened on this cruise I don't know how 
my will power will ever hold out. I'll probably end up going to 
Manila with some of the guys from the division [I never did] That's 
all they're talking about [They never did either.].

Still hoping to come home in August, but right now all leaves 
are cancelled.

Love,
Bill



AN ARTICLE IN "STARS AND STRIPES"

U.S. Ship Hit, MIG Downed

As Planes Attack 7th Fleet

SAIGON -- In the first such action of the war, North Vietnamese
MIGs attacked U.S. warships off North Vietnam Wednesday. One plane
was shot down, the U.S. command reported.

An American ship was damaged and four sailors wounded. Communist 
torpedo boats also swarmed out from shore as the U.S. vessels were 
shelling coastal targets and at least two of the torpedo boats were 
believed sunk by gunfire from the
guided missile frigate Sterett, the command said.

The air-sea battle broke out 20 to 30 miles north of the 
Demilitarized Zone separating the Vietnams at about 5 p.m. At least 
three MIGs opened fire on the line of U.S. warships. The command did 
not say how the MIG was shot down, but the warships are equipped with 
anitaircraft missiles.

The command statement indicated that the MIG attack damaged an 
unnamed warship but that the Communist patrol boats did not open 
fire. It said the Sterett opened up "on several high-speed surface 
contacts posing a thread to U.S. ships in the area."

The command did not indicate what targets were being fired upon 
by the U.S. ships when they were attacked. The location is just south 
of the coastal city of Dong Hoi. The command stressed in a statement 
to newsmen, that they had only "preliminary reports" on the 
incident., "subject to modification."

Among other ships known to be off the coast of North Vietnam is 
the cruiser Oklahoma City, flagship of the 7th Fleet, but spokesmen 
refused to say whether the flagship was hit.

"There are no further details available at this time," a 
spokesman said.

The statement said three MIGs began the engagement by swooping
down on the U.S. warships.

He did not specify what type of MIG aircraft or surface vessels 
were involved.



The incident was the third in four days involving U.S. warships, 
which are bombarding North Vietnam coastal targets in an attempt to 
blunt the Communist offensive in South Vietnam.

Last Monday, North Vietnamese shore batteries hit the destroyer
Buchanan in the Gulf of Tonkin, killing one U.S. sailor and wounding
seven.

The day before, the frigate Worden was hit by two missiles from 
U.S. planes raiding the port of Haiphong. It was first believed that 
North Vietnamese gunboats in the area had attacked the Worden, but 
the U.S. command Wednesday said it was an American accident.

The command said close examination of shrapnel taken from the Worden
"indicates the ship was inadvertently struck by antiradar missiles
launched from friendly aircraft." The super-secret missiles are used 
to deflect enemy radar being used to guide artillery or missiles 
being fired at American planes.



SUPERSTAR

One night I went to Tokyo. A musical friend had told me about a 
popular night-club there, and I wanted to see, or hear, for myself. I 
was always pretty good at finding good music overseas, often in the 
most unlikely of places. In the Philippines in Subic Bay I had found 
a little bar off the beaten path called the Cherry Club, that had a 
band with a masterful guitarist that performed all the latest Led 
Zeppelin songs impeccably. But in Japan there didn’t seem to be much 
in the way of local rock and roll.

I had seen Santana at the Budokan, but even they had changed 
their repertoire to suit their Japanese audience. The Japanese liked 
big band music, with a lot of brass. Santana came with a lot of 
drums. I remember being amazed at how many different kind of conga 
drums there were, after seeing their concert. It was nothing like the 
day I heard them playing in the pavilion at UC Berkeley - when some 
Navy buddies and I had visited the campus in search of hippies. We 
didn’t even need a ticket, we just stood outside and listened.

So it was with a hopeful heart, and a yen for music, and some 
Yen to spend that I boarded the densho train, that day at Yokosuka 
Eki. I had been to Tokyo several times before, but never by myself. I 
liked the Japanese, and their quiet, dignified manner, but some of 
them didn’t like my beard. I knew they were itching to talk among 
themselves about me, and they would have, had they been a more 
demonstrative people. From the little bit of Japanese that Eiko and 
Setsuko had taught me, I knew they weren’t. Mostly they would just 
grimace and nod, and say “So, so.”

It was big band night at the club. I walked in and knew right 
away, that I had either picked the wrong night, or this was not the 
place for me. But it had been a long trip on the train, so I sat down 
at a long bar that straddled the dance-floor and had my usual whiskey 
sour. I liked to order that, because I liked the way the Japanese 
bartenders would say “Wiss-ah-key Sah-wah.” I figured it was only 
fair, since I had to say “bee-ruh” every time I wanted a beer.

I sat nursing my drink, wishing I had ordered a Suntory Beer 
while I had the chance - only Kirin and Asahi were sold in Yokosuka - 
when a young gaijin woman in her twenties walked over and asked if 
she could sit down. She had dark hair, in a typical buster brown cut 
with bangs, and brown eyes, and she could have passed for a Japanese, 
but I knew from her voice that she was from California, my home 
state. She wore jeans and some manner of a long coat. I asked her how 
it was going, and she smiled and said fine. I asked if she wanted a 



drink, but before it was out of my mouth, I saw she already had one 
in her hand. “Would you… like to dance?” I blurted out instead. She 
said no, she couldn’t stay long, and I knew that she just needed 
someone with a friendly face, to sit with for a few minutes.

We sat and talked, and I didn’t probe, never asked her name. We 
talked about me a lot, and when I told her I was from Norwalk, a big 
smile came across her face and her guard went down. I should have 
recognized her, I suppose, but I was bewitched by her dark eyes, and 
I never made the connection, not until a friend told me later that 
she and her brother were performing in Tokyo. At the time I fashioned 
she might be a student, or the daughter of a diplomat - she could 
have been either one. I told her I didn’t think much of the band, and 
she just smiled into her drink. And then we danced a slow dance, and 
she had to go.

The next morning I woke early and went down to my neighbor’s 
house like I always did. Ed was in my division, and worked down in 
the computer room with one of my best friends, Bobby. He and his 
girlfriend had lived in town for over a year, and when an apartment 
became available, they had vouched for Ernie and me with the mama-
san.

When Ed appeared at the door, he was still in his skivvies but 
he already had a beer opened in his hand. Scratching himself and 
yawning like a bear, he told me to take one from the fridge, and I 
began to tell him about my night in Tokyo. He had told me once that 
he was a big Carpenter’s fan, but I still hadn’t connected the dots 
yet. I was telling him about the night-club and the girl I met, and 
when I began to describe her a picture came into my head and I 
realized that she looked a lot like the Carpenter gal. I walked over 
to his record player, and didn’t have to search too deep for a 
Carpenter’s album. “That’s her,” I muttered to myself. “That’s the 
girl I danced with last night.”

I don’t think my neighbor believed me, even though I swore up 
and down that it was Karen Carpenter. I listen to her music all the 
time now, and I think about her, and how our two musical souls like 
little search-lights in the darkness, had found each other that 
night, and how, when I was far away from home, her music helped me 
through a lot of rainy days and Mondays.



THE WORKING PARTY

The Navy called them working parties. Whenever a lot of stores 
or ammunition needed to be brought on-board ship in a hurry, the 
ship's Master-at-Arms would call all of the deck force or all non-
rated personnel, or even sometimes all hands to assemble on the main 
deck for the detail. At sea, they were called un-reps, which was 
short for underway replenishment, and vert-reps, when a helicopter 
became involved.

A few days after our arrival in the Tonkin Gulf, when the North 
Vietnamese were rolling over the towns just south of the DMZ, we had 
our first underway re-arming detail. It was an all non-rated affair, 
and because we were the only two Seamen in our division, Brian and I 
got the call. We were both temporarily assigned to clean-up detail in 
the FM Division living compartment. Each day we would tryst up all 
the bunks, sweep the deck and swab it down, and pass out clean 
clothes that had come back from the ship's laundry. On inspection 
days we stripped and waxed the floors and polished all the bright-
work in the place. The Navy loved shiny brass objects.

It was a sunny day when we got to the main deck for our working 
party, and the supply ship had already pulled alongside. They shot 
lines across to us, and we shot them back, and pretty soon they were 
able to send over a large hose to us, and the oil began to flow. We 
stood around gabbing with the Boatswain Mates. Nobody could smoke 
until the order for the "Smoking Lamp" was called, and it would be a 
long time before that happened because we were re-fueling and re-
arming. When the hose was finally disconnected, one of the Masters-
at-Arms ordered us all to form a long line from the fantail to the 6-
inch gun turret.

The helicopters looked like big brown wasps as they approached, 
each one carrying a pallet of heavy ammunition, that dangled by cable 
beneath the belly of the aircraft. The ship was rolling and pitching 
gently, and the helicopters dipped down just low enough to the 
fantail deck of the ship to touch the pallets, before releasing the 
cable. After the helicopter had cleared, a crew of men attacked each 
pallet, cut the broad steel bands, and hurriedly began passing the 
ammunition down the line to the men waiting on the deck. They had to 
clear the fantail of all ammuniton before the next helicopter 
arrived.

Hand-over-hand, all afternoon I passed the heavy projectiles and 
the somewhat lighter, gray cannisters filled with gunpowder to Brian, 
and he would pass them on to the next man. The 5-inch powders only 



weighed 40 or 50 pounds, and the projectiles about 75 pounds each, 
and each pallet-load moved swiftly down the line to the forecastle. 
But when the 6 inch ammunition arrived, which weighed about twice as 
much, the progress down the side of the ship came to an abrupt halt. 
Before long, each man in the working party had his very own shell or 
powder cannister to hold. The powders were very big and bulky, and it 
was easy enough to set them down and pick them back up again, but the 
projectiles were nearly impossible to pick up from the deck once they 
went down, and they were very explosive. Made of heavy brass, and 
shaped like a large cheese, the weight dug into your arms. 
Occasionally the flow would pick up again, and we were able to pass 
along our load to the next man, and each man savoured those few 
seconds that he didn't have a burden to bear.

As the day drew on, and the shadows grew longer, and everybody 
began to flag, some of the men tried to set their projectiles down on 
the deck, but the Masters at Arms would see them and threaten to put 
them on report. And then it happened, as it always does whenever men 
are struggling and suffering, our working party became an allegory. 
Right on cue, he came from the rear of the line, our Jesus figure. 
Down the line he trod, slowly, pitifully, a young man in blue 
dungarees, a boy who probably should have been assigned lighter work 
in the 5 - inch magazine. And he would stop before each man in the 
line, pleading with his eyes for someone to take the 150 pound 6 - 
inch projectile from his arms. But each man had his own burden to 
bear by then. I saw him in the distance, and motioned to Brian for 
him to look, and together we watched the boy work his way down the 
line toward us.

I always suspected that I was special, and this particular day I 
would be proved right. When the boy got abreast of us, he looked 
first at me and then to Brian, and I said to him, "I'm sorry, I can't 
help you. I don't think I can lift two of them." As he looked over at 
Brian, his legs began to buckle, and suddenly the high explosive 
projectile fell from his arms and hit the steel deck. When it began 
to roll on the rolling deck, it echoed like a garbage can turned on 
its side. I watched horrified for several seconds that seemed like 
eternities, before I looked over at Brian, who seemed to have lost 
all of his freckles. I laughed and said, "Aren't they supposed to 
explode when they do that?" "I think so," he replied.



NINE DAYS IN MANILA

The days dragged into months, and when the 2nd Tet Offensive 
finally ground to a halt at Hue, our ship was ordered south. Soon the 
monsoons would arrive, and everybody would hunker down for the 
winter. We re-armed nearly every day, and stopped running night raids 
up north. Instead the Oklahoma City was ordered to provide gunfire 
support for the ARVN troops that were being thrown into the counter-
attack.

At night we were able to get up on the main deck again to escape 
the unbearable heat in the compartments below. There we would lay out 
with all the sweaty, grease-soaked "snipes" from the engine room, 
smoking cigarettes one after the other, bull-shitting about home and 
watching the star-shells drift slowly back to earth. Our air 
conditioning unit, that Brian and I lovingly referred to as "Wagner," 
had finally given out. We called it Wagner because it had a habit of 
overflowing just before an inspection, and one time Gunner's Mate 
First Class Wagner had tracked through our compartment in muddy shoes 
just as we were all waiting for the captain of the ship, Captain 
Kanakanui to arrive to inspect us.

One particularly dismal morning I peeked outside to find our 
ship surrounded by an entire fleet of friendly ships. I was on the 
night section then, working twelve hours on and twelve off, and I had 
spent that night on watch up in the Fire Control Workshop. It had 
been a long night. Before stepping out into the pitch black, I had 
waited for five minutes in the red glare of the passage-way, getting 
my eyes accustomed to the darkness. I fully expected another dogging 
wrench to fall on my helmet again, the instant I got outside, like 
the previous night, but nothing happened this time. The ship was 
running dark, without any running lights, as we always did while in a 
combat zone, and I couldn't see my hand in front of my face, so after 
I negotiated the two short ladders from memory, one down and one up, 
and stood atop the missile house, I got down on my knees and crawled 
toward the superstructure that I knew lay just 20 feet aft. Once 
there I knew I would have something to hold onto, and could feel my 
way to the taller two story ladder up to the Workshop. I would be 
alone most of the night, and my only real purpose for being there at 
all was to make sure nothing got stolen, and to have a pot of coffee 
ready for the division Chiefs in the morning, and I thought how 
ironic it would be if I slipped off the rolling deck of the ship, and 
fell into the dark ocean. Not to mention, I couldn't swim all that 
well.

But I made it, and I made it through the night, and afterwards I 



snatched a fresh cup of coffee, that tasted much better than the 
strong nearly day-old coffee I had been drinking all night to stay 
awake. Out on the landing I ran into Brian hustling up the ladder to 
get his camera, a very expensive Nikon SLR that he kept up in the 
shop. When he came back down we found a nice spot on top the missile 
house to observe the action.

Promptly at 7:00 AM our ship opened fire with our 6-inch 
batteries, as did all of the other ships, and puffs of smoke began to 
rise up on shore. A tiny Vietnamese gun-boat with a life-saver pasted 
on the front, had pulled up abreast of us, and began to fire too, 
matching each of our three gun salvoes with a shot from its little 
pop-gun. Each time it fired, a tiny smoke-ring appeared at the barrel 
and hovered for an instant. I leaned against the life-lines, and 
sipped my hot coffee, feeling the dull thud of the guns each time we 
fired.

Not long after the bombardment began, a squadron of Hueys took 
off from a helicopter carrier behind us, appeared overhead, and 
lumbered off toward the shore. Behind them came the smaller and 
swifter Cobra helicopters, quickly overtaking them. Reaching the 
shore first, the Cobras went immediately to work. Dipping low they 
flew along the base of the densely wooded hillside just in from the 
beach, dropping here and there tiny objects as they went, as if they 
were pollinating a field. As each of the tiny specks hit the ground 
behind them, a huge new ball of flame boiled up, each one climbing 
hundreds of feet, until the entire hillside was a raging inferno.

I watched awestruck as the Huey's flew past, their silhouettes 
painted against the boiling napalm like a scene right out of 
Apocalypse Now, and continued to watch long after they were out of 
sight. Meanwhile Brian clicked away with his camera, capturing one 
breath-taking shot after another. This was the counter-attack we had 
expected; we later learned in the ship's Plan of the Day those Hueys 
carried several thousand South Vietnamese Rangers, and dropped them 
north of Quang Tri to cut-off the supply line to the invasion force 
to the south. This was in fact my first invasion, and I added it to 
the growing list of great historical events occurring in my short 
lifetime. Only this time I was an eyewitness.

With all the other ships in the area, and monsoons headed our 
way, our ship left the line and one of the first ports we visited was 
Manila. There was no room at dockside the day we arrived, so we 
dropped anchor out in Manila Bay, and a fleet of landing boats began 
arriving alongside to take the crew ashore. I climbed down into the 
bed of one of the boats, it quickly filled up, and we shoved off. The 
coxswain of the boat, seated up high at the rear, was the only one 
who could see the water. The rest of us stood in the large bay, like 
so many sardines, imagining what it must have been like to ride one 



of these craft into the beach at Iwo Jima or Normandy. I hoped that 
when he dropped the ramp, we wouldn't have too far to wade in to 
shore, never thinking he would do anything so mundane as to pull 
alongside the dock and we would all just climb out. But that's what 
we did, and I never got another ride because the next day our ship 
was moved into a slip at the pier.

In Manila our scouts quickly found a bar called the Guadalajara 
that advertised Happy Hour from 1:00 to 4:00 - 1 Peso for a beer. At 
that time a Peso was about 16 cents. At that rate, I figured even I 
would have no trouble affording nine days in Manila. Nor did I have 
any duty to serve on ship, having traded days with some of the brown-
baggers, which is what we called married guys who had wives in 
Yokosuka or waiting at the base in Yokohama.

While we were waiting for Happy Hour to roll around, I met a 
Filipino girl. We had gone to a restaurant first thing and ordered 
omelettes for breakfast. When I asked if they had any catsup, the 
waitress brought me a bottle that contained a thin, translucent red 
substance, not unlike catsup. I'm not sure what it was, but it was 
very sweet and spicy and the bottle had a red banana on the label. 
When we were done eating, an old Filipino man wearing a gray VFW hat 
filled with medals, limped over to our table and shook all of our 
hands, and welcomed us to Manila. I walked outside and looked around, 
and a young girl walked up beside me and took my hand.

She was a sweet young girl, from one of the nearby provinces, 
and she had come to Manila with several girlfriends from school when 
she heard that some American Navy ships would be arriving. I asked 
her if she wanted to come to the Guadalajara with us, and she said 
yes. She had already decided that she was going to be my girl in 
Manila. When we got to the bar, we sat for quite a long time, before 
an old woman sauntered out from behind a table in a shady corner. She 
asked us what we wanted, and we all said beer. As she walked slowly 
away, she shouted to someone in the back room, "Some beer."

We drank some beer that day, and for eight more days. Each 
morning we awoke at sunrise, and staggered back to the ship for 
morning quarters and roll-call. By 9:30 we were back in Manila, and 
by four o'clock we were well "underway" again. Some of the guys had 
taken rooms at the Hotel Filapinas; Freddy and I stayed with our 
girls, who it turned out were room-mates. Freddy was a hispanic, from 
San Antonio, Texas, and he and I had naturally gravitated to one 
another, being as we were both Vikki Carr fans.

I walked in on Freddy and his girl that first night, and they 
were sitting on the bed together, and she was singing a medley of 
hits to him. She had a lovely voice, and Lucinda told me that she and 
Teresa were studying music at the university. We sat together and 



listened, and after her set I asked Teresa if she knew where we could 
buy a condom. We had spent all afternoon searching, and couldn't find 
one anywhere.



MARINA

Marina worked upstairs at the D-Shell club in Olongapo in the 
Philippines. Freddie took me there the first time our ship docked in 
Subic Bay, to meet his steady girl there that he jokingly referred to 
as “Helen of Olongapo,” because, by way of servicing and sending on 
their merry way so many sailors who came to town, she had likely 
helped launch at least a thousand ships. The club was dark inside, 
even at midday, and had a huge hardwood floor and heavy expensive 
looking mahogany chairs and dining tables with white table-cloths 
that seemed out of place in such an establishment. The girls sat 
listlessly lounging on the chairs in the noon-day heat in their 
little cotton dresses, their slender brown legs bare to the thigh.

Helen was one of the prettier girls, thirty-ish with long dark 
hair and light skin and western features, and a splendid figure. When 
she saw Freddy, she stood up and smiled right away. 

“This is my little sister,” she said, “Marina.”

Marina was prettier even than her older sister. She inched 
toward me, timid and uncertain as a deer, and when we sat down at a 
table and ordered our San Miguel beers she had pulled her chair next 
to me. Neither of us knew how it worked, or the right thing to say, 
but as the day turned to night, in typical Marxian fashion, economics 
prevailed and we ended up alone together in a room at the Prince 
Hotel across the street. It was a one-room room with white plaster 



walls and an open window on the back alley, a tiny sink, a chair, a 
bed and a large fan whirring in the corner. The rattle of an 
occasional Jeep-ney passing on the street outside wafted in on the 
wind.

Marina lay beside me on the bed, and when I drunkenly began to 
grope at her, she turned quickly onto her stomach and buried her face 
in the pillow. I thought she was crying, but when I started to stroke 
the back of her neck she playfully rolled over, laughed and began to 
kiss me. Her dress had ridden up on her, and I pulled gently at her 
panties, and back she rolled onto her belly. I could see that she was 
toying with me, for whatever reason, and she didn’t want to get right 
to business as advertised. So I pushed her off the bed.

She lay there on the hardwood floor, and when I looked over at 
her she stuck out her tongue at me. I knew that occasionally you got 
a whacky one and, if so, I was in over my head with her and needed 
help, so I tried to think what John Wayne would do in my situation.

“Have you ever been spanked?” I asked her, thinking that might 
be what she wanted.

“I have had that one,” she spat back at me angrily, so I quickly 
took a new tack.

“Please get back into bed,” I said. “I’ll let you alone. I won’t 
bother you.”

“But then you won’t pay me.”

“No,” I agreed.

She lay there thinking what to do, and pounded at the floor with 
her fist. When I called her a spoiled little brat who only wanted her 
way, that only made her more angry.

“If you don’t get up off the floor, I’ll pick you up.” I said, 
finally. How heavy could she be? I wondered.

When she still didn’t get up, I knelt down beside her on the 
floor, and put my arms beneath her prostrate body on either side of 
her ample center of mass, which she pressed harder against the floor, 
but despite all her effort, dead-lifting her was only slightly more 
difficult than lifting a recalcitrant 100 pound bag of cement. As I 
held her in my arms, I suddenly realized how aroused I had become 
while we were wrestling on the floor, and after all those days of 
abstinence at sea, I just couldn’t hold it anymore. When I threw her 
down on the bed, she rolled quickly back onto her stomach but there 
was no longer any need.



I stood there feeling not very John Wayne-like, and a trickle 
down my leg. Her dress had ridden up in the back, exposing her 
panties, so I smacked her rear end with the flat of my hand.

“Ouch,” she said, a little after the fact.

I finally passed out on the bed beside her, and when I came to 
in the middle of the night, I fully expected to find Marina gone with 
all of my money. I wouldn’t have blamed her. But she was still there 
in all her glory. She had taken off her dress, and placed it on the 
chair with her shoes, and now lay on her back like the Queen of 
Sheba, with a triumphant simper on her face, her legs parted ever so 
brazenly. I rolled onto her and began to kiss her, but she didn’t 
wake up and after several more minutes of that I figured she must be 
pretending to be asleep. I pulled at her panties, and yanked them 
down to her knees, and didn’t get a response. I kissed her below the 
belly, and felt gently for her, and still she didn’t move. By now I 
was totally turned on to her little game, and the warm, blubbery 
moistness I felt inside her, so much so that I figured she must be 
menstruating. It never occurred to me that she might be ovulating.

When I awoke the next morning, Marina was standing at the little 
sink with her dress hiked up, and her panties pulled down.

“You f*cked me while I was asleep,” she said, accusingly.

“You were just pretending to be asleep,” I retorted.

“No, I wasn’t!” she insisted.

“Well, if you wasn’t,” I replied, mocking the way she had 
unvoiced the “S” , making it sound like “wassn’t”, “then you must 
have had quite a dream.”

“I was drunk,” she said, her lie betrayed by a sheepish little 
grin.

“Well, so was I,” I replied, and we left it at that.

I saw Marina several months later, and she seemed no worse for 
wear, though I noticed that she looked a bit heavier and felt thicker 
than I remembered, like she might have been retaining water. I’ve run 
it over and over in my mind for obvious reasons, and I didn’t think 
that she was pregnant, at least she never mentioned it and she wasn’t 
showing any bulge at all in her stomach. But when I saw her the 
following year, after who knows how many more months, she definitely 
was with child. I don’t know why I never thought to do the math to be 



sure - I just assumed after seeing her that second time, that I had 
dodged a bullet. Besides, I knew that many of the girls who worked 
the streets in Olongapo, had steady boyfriends that they lived with 
in Angeles City by the airbase, and Marina being one of the youngest 
and prettiest, was sure to have at least one.

Except for that one time, I had been careful not to get her 
pregnant, and she had been careful not to give me another 
opportunity. After our first encounter, I still liked her and would 
sit with her in the club and buy her drinks or dinner, or whatever 
she wanted, but I always left the bar well before closing. I’d 
stagger out to the street and buy a piece of the barbeque that the 
sailors lovingly called “monkey meat,” from one of the street 
vendors, and some girl would come along. Once I ended up way out on 
the edge of the city somewhere, with the “Ooh Ooh, Ahh Ahh” of the 
jungle birds cackling away and lizards stuck like decals to the walls 
and ceiling. Another time I found myself laying beside a young, 
pregnant girl, who wanted to make sure I got back safely, so she rode 
back to town with me on one of the Jeep-neys.

When it was clear that Marina had become pregnant, I began to 
feel a true affection for her, and a little sad that I wasn’t the 
father of her soon to be born child. We would sit and I would hold 
her hand or stroke her big belly, and she even spent the night with 
me several times. I knew that I shouldn’t fall in love with her for 
many reasons, not the least of which being the fact that she was a 
prostitute. We were fighting a war, and I was on a ship that came for 
days only, and went, and could be called away or sent home to the 
states any time, but she was just so lovely and vulnerable now - and 
safe.

We went away again to the war and on to Yokosuka, and many more 
months passed, and Freddy transferred to a ship in the Mediterranean 
fleet. When I stopped by the club the next time we were in Subic Bay, 
Marina had just had her baby and was still recuperating. She sat in 
her robe on one of the chairs with her feet up on another, and I 
could see one of the other girls holding a little bundle in her arms.

“Come and see your son,” she said.



THE GREAT OLYMPIAD

The USS Oklahoma City was a light guided-missile cruiser with a 
standing crew of about 1000 men serving in the various departments 
about the ship. There was an Engineering Department, a Weapons 
Department, Supply, Operations, and so on, each consisting of smaller 
Divisions. I was in FM division in the Weapons Department, the FM 
standing for Fire Control Missiles. There were about 50 sailors in FM 
Division. Because the ship was temporarily serving as flag-ship of 
the American 7th Fleet, there were an additional 400 or so flag staff 
personnel on board - yeomen, clerks, intelligence analysts, 
musicians, and assorted other sailors who worked directly for Admiral 
Holloway and his staff. Additionally there was a small detachment of 
Marines, who provided an armed security force for the ship in port 
and protected the weapons in the missile house.

Once a year, whenever the ship visited the base in Subic Bay for 
any prolonged period, all of the divisions would face off in a no-
holds barred athletic Olympiad consisting of several events, that 
culminated in a day-long football tournament, a barbeque and beer-
bust, and afterwards a lot of money would change hands. The event in 
1974 was particularly auspicious because it coincided with a visit to 
our ship by the new Chief of Naval Operations, Admiral Zumwalt and 
several other high-ranking Admirals.

Admiral Zumwalt was very popular with the younger sailors, but a 
controversial figure with older traditionalists, having issued a 
series of what he called Z-Grams that generally relaxed discipline, 
allowed sailors to grow mustaches and beards, to wear civilian attire 
in liberty ports, and doubled the pay for men in the lowest ranks. 
There had been racially motivated riots on several aircraft carriers 
the previous year, and racial tension was still very high in the 
Navy, despite all of his efforts. But the performance of our ship was 
largely unaffected, and we had already received several commendations 
that year in recognition of meritorius service in the Vietnam war, 
narrowly missing the coveted Presidential Unit Citation, which went 
to the USS Sterrett, a DLG in our squadron that had shot down several 
MIG aircraft at close range.

I arrived at the football field that Sunday just in time to 
catch the end of the game between the Marines and X Division, and the 
sudden-death elimination of X Division, the largest flag division 
aboard the ship. They had a smallish team and an agile quarterback 
with a long beard, but their offensive line melted before the tough 
and well-conditioned Marines. Their quarterback ran several plays to 
the outside, but wasn’t able to turn the corner to get down field, 



and was forced right away into a kicking situation. When the Marine 
punt returner took the punt all the way for a TD it became 
immediately clear what we were going to be up against. The Marines 
quickly formed a solid, impenetrable wedge, and the juggernaut drove 
down the far side-line pounding the opposing players one by one into 
the grass.

It didn’t look good for FM Division that day when we took the 
field against the Marines. We had several outstanding high school 
players, and had defeated several weaker teams in the Olympiad, but 
we had recently lost our best man on offense, an all-city and all-
state Quarterback from Washington, to the Yokosuka Seahawks, the base 
team in Japan. We did have a couple legitimate “ringers” on our team 
though - Rich had played Defensive End on the Freshman team at Notre 
Dame, and Chopper had been a highly touted fullback at Nebraska 
before he blew out his knee. Pound for pound we matched them in the 
trenches, but early in the game they ran a kick-off back for a 
touchdown, and when several of our players reported to the bench, too 
winded to get up for the next kick-off, it didn’t look good.

“Hey, little buddy,” Rich said, sucking in great gulps of air, 
and grabbing me by the shoulders. “Go in for me at Defensive End on 
this play, will you?”

“Sure,” I said, and ran out onto the field, feeling like 
Agamemnon or somebody.

We kicked off and as I ran down the field, I quickly ascertained 
that the Marines were setting up their wedge on the far side. The 
quarterback was about my size, but a little stockier and apparently a 
little slower, for as I played off the lone blocker in front of me, I 
saw I had outflanked them, and was gaining on him as he ran toward 
the far side-line, waiting for his blockers to clear the field before 
him. When I pulled the flags from him and dragged him to the ground 
for good measure, I don’t think he knew what hit him, and I could 
hear a cheer go up from our bench.

We went on to beat the Marines that day, quite soundly, and 
bright and early the next morning we assembled in ranks in our dress-
white uniforms awaiting inspection by one of the visiting Admirals. 
It wasn’t Admiral Zumwalt, but a small, wiry man with glasses and 
skin like leather. He stopped in front of me, and I looked right 
through him, careful not to let my eyes meet his. He looked me up and 
down, and then side-stepped to my left and I could see peripherally 
that he was giving Rich the same going over.

Placing a hand gently on each of our shoulders he said, “Chief, 
you have a fine group of men. Especially these two men, right here.”
The Chief winced, thankful I’m sure, he was another day closer to 



retirement.
After the inspection party moved down the line, I looked over at 

Rich.

“I thought there was a piece of corn in my beard,” he said out 
of the side of his mouth, and laughed.



OKLAHOMA CITY (CLG-5) YEARBOOK 1971-72

I found my old Navy yearbook the other day and began browsing through 
the pages. The photos, though mostly stock photographs from previous 
yearbooks, brought back a lot of memories. I’d like to share some of 
them that I could relate to on a personal level.

Gilligan and the Skipper may have only had to go to sea for 3 hours 
at a time, but the 1400 or so men aboard the USS Oklahoma City 
usually went to sea for 45 to 60 days. I went on quite a few of those 
cruises and enjoyed them mostly. But I had a lot of good friends.

I was assigned to FM Division. They were all great guys. I worked 
with them, drank with them, played football and baseball with them, 
and sometimes slept with them. Sure, if a guy came back from town 
after liberty a little drunk, it wasn’t uncommon to wake up and find 
him snoring there beside you.





Sometimes it was lonely out at sea, and you missed your home and your 
girl.



Sometimes there was work to do.



Vert-reps at sea were practically daily occurrences.



And that meant passing heavy, high-explosive ammo hand to hand.



Of course, there was the war. It was our job to support the land 
troops with heavy gunfire from our batteries. At night the gentle 
roar of the 6-inch guns literally rocked you to sleep. And the sharp 
crack of the 5-inch jerked you awake, because it meant we were being 
fired upon.



Da Nang was beautiful, from where I stood.



Sometimes on Sundays, we’d pull back off the line and have a picnic 
on the fantail,  with steaks and lobsters…



And boxing matches called “Smokers.”

And sometimes we’d fire a missile.

Benny bought a motor-drive for his camera and tried to photograph one 
of our missile shots. We were all standing back of the blast-shield 
listening to the countdown, and suddenly the world exploded in front 



of us. Before Benny could click to start the camera, the missile was 
gone.

When the guns wore-out or a typhoon came, we went to Subic Bay.

Olongapo City hummed, day and night.



And the girls looked good to me and Freddy.

And the San Miguel Beer was the best.



At least once a year, we crossed the equator. I was initiated in 
November 1971, on my first cruise. They shaved off half of my beard. 
Then the shell-backs made us crawl around the ship, while they beat 
our butts with pieces of fire-hose and threw slop on us.



Only then were we ready to kiss the royal baby.

It was more fun the second time I crossed the equator.

When we got back to Japan, the married guys went ashore, and the 
single guys stood their duty. A lot of guys needed to get shots. But 
most of the time, it was worth it.





Unless you had a girl waiting for you in town.

—–



POST-MORTEM



AN UNLUCKY FELLOW
I ran into a high school friend, Bill one day at UC Irvine. He 

already had a Master’s Degree in Bio-Chemistry and was working on his 
Ph.D. and I happened to see him out in the park. At UCI at that time 
all of the buildings of the different schools were situated in a 
circle, with a lovely park in the center. There were many tall, and 
beautiful trees scattered about the bowl shaped area of the park, and 
the lush grass was criss-crossed by asphalt paths for the students to 
ride their bikes or hike between classes.

I spotted Bill, with his backpack slung loosely across his back, 
just as he was walking up the path to the Bio-Sci building, a squat 
rectangular shaped building filled with tiny laboratories that 
smelled of formaldehyde and radioactivity. We agreed to meet that 
afternoon at the bar across the street from the University. I always 
figured Bill for great things. He always seemed smarter than me and 
could grasp difficult mathematical concepts better than I could. I 
don’t know what his IQ was, but doubtless it was pretty high. And his 
mind was like a box of Forrest Gump’s chocolates - you never knew 
what type of a response you’d get. He didn’t just think out of the 
box, but was literally out there all the time, having mastered 
everything inside the box.

That particular afternoon, we had gotten comfortable, and each 
of us had a domestic beer sitting in front of us, and I began talking 
about the Orient as usual. It was still on my mind a lot then. I 
commented on the ready availability of women in the Orient, and how I 
had indulged a number of times. He asked me if I considered myself 
promiscuous. I blurted out some sort of response, but wasn’t sure of 
the answer myself. I knew that promiscuity implies a certain 
recklessness and lack of selectivity, and I had surely been reckless, 
but hadn’t I always tried to be choosy?

After Bill left, I thought I’d play some music on the jukebox, 
so I got up and put a couple of quarters in the machine. The music in 
the selection catalog consisted mostly of disco music, but I found a 
couple Gladys Knight songs and pushed the buttons. When “You’re the 
Best Thing that Ever Happened to Me” began to play, a black man who 
was drinking alone at one of the other tables looked up at me, and 
then got up and staggered over to the jukebox.

Catching hold of the Wurlitzer to steady himself, he looked at 
me and said, “Did you play that?”

I said, “Yes.”



“Do you know who that is?” He asked me.

“Sure,” I replied, “that’s Gladys Knight.”

“Nope,” he said, shaking his index finger at me, “that’s Gladys 
Knight, my ex-wife.”

“Really,” I said.

“The story of my life,” he said. “Right after I divorced her, 
she became famous.”

I would have talked to him some more, but having said what he 
wanted to say, he just went back to the table and sat there looking 
at his beer. I envied him - he had a hit song written about him. 
Several actually.



GRADUATION DAY
I left the Navy in August of 1974, and was fortunate to get a 

nearly three month "early out" to start school at the University of 
California in the fall. I had submitted all of my enrollment papers 
and been accepted months earlier, but the whole concept of 
transitioning so quickly from sailor to student left me with an empty 
feeling in my stomach. I wasn't so much anxious about succeeding, 
because I had already attended school there for one quarter back in 
the fall of 1969, and knew that I could get good grades if I worked 
hard enough. I had already had my "Welcome to college - you aren't in 
high school anymore, kid" note, with accompanying grade of F, on my 
history paper, and knew what the professors expected of 
undergraduates. Nor was I anxious about money; the U.S. Treasury 
would be paying me a comfortable sum each month per the G.I. Bill. It 
was me that I was worried about.

It was because I had changed. I was no longer the innocent, 
optimistic youth, wide-eyed and bushy-tailed, breezing through life. 
I had been in a war, and my soul was tarnished. I had killed for my 
country, and no matter how I tried to rationalize it, I had helped 
forge the deaths of other people. I had real questions without 
answers, and doubts about myself, that I didn't think Physics and 
Mathematics could help me with.

I had always wanted to learn to read and speak Russian. In fact, 
when I entered the Navy that was what I was supposed to train for, 
but the Navy convinced me that I had a higher aptitude for 
Electronics, and threatened to keep me in "boot-camp" for several 
more months if I wanted to get into a Language school. I knew next to 
nothing about electronics, and wasn't interested in it at all. But I 
went to the Class "A" school at Mare Island, near San Francisco, and 
was able to learn the basics before entering the fleet. So naturally 
I signed up for a Russian class at UCI.

That's when I met Professor Helen Weil. Helen was somewhat of a 
floosy, I guess. She was slender, in her forties, with reddish hair 
that had been dyed blond, and she and I hit it off immediately. She 
had been born in the Soviet Ukraine, Helen Harmash in 1933 and after 
the war had emigrated to the United States, where she was able to 
continue her education. I don't know how she acquired the last name 
Weil, but she had two grown boys and never mentioned a first husband. 
She had only been teaching Russian at UCI for a year when I first met 
her, but she was already a driving force within the department. Her 
unique style included serenading the entire class with a battery of 
Russian folk tunes, which she would sing and beat out on her guitar.



Like most women on campus, Helen was caught up in the women's 
movement of the 70's, and I think she saw me as a challenge. I was 
older than her other students by four years, and one day when I held 
the door for her as she was leaving class she gave me a funny look. 
The very next day I collided with her at the Registrar's Office. She 
was just coming out of the building, and seeing me struggling with a 
stack of books as I came up the steps, she waited and held the door 
for me. "Well, the shoe's on the other foot, now isn't it?" she said. 
"Thank you," I replied, "you're a life-saver" and I think it must 
have pissed her off a little bit to find out that not all men felt 
threatened by strong, independent women. To be honest, those were the 
only kind of women I had ever really known or cared about.

Over the next four years we became great friends, and I found 
myself signing up for every class that Helen taught. I continued to 
study Math and Physics, but in the third year I signed up for a 
required course called Mathematical Methods of Physics and found 
myself playing a mad game of catch-up to learn several subjects that 
I had somehow missed or overlooked - Linear Algebra, and Vector 
Analysis. At the same time, I found that these were much needed in my 
other Physics course, Classical Mechanics, and I began struggling 
there too.

It is customary for those who find themselves inside a burning 
aircraft, to seriously consider the possiblility of bailing out, and 
that's what I did. I began to examine procedures for bailing out of 
school. I was closest to having a Bachelor's Degree in Russian 
Studies, so I dropped everything else and began to work on completing 
the few requirements that I needed for my degree. Russian itself, had 
been an easy "A" for me, so the following year I signed up for Fourth 
Year Russian, and several other Upper Division courses in Russian 
Civilization and Russian Literature. Meanwhile, I visited the Student 
Health Services and they prescribed me some mild tranquilizers to get 
me through the Russian Literature part.

I made it through year four with minimal damage. My grade point 
average was a respectable 3.67, despite my having had to drop several 
courses. Additionally, I had been accepted to Graduate School at UC 
Davis, up north and shortly thereafter was hired by a certain agency 
in Washington D.C. When I told Helen that I had decided to take the 
job, she was very upset. It was then that she told me she had hoped I 
would stay on at UCI - unbeknownst to me she had already arranged to 
take me into her Graduate Program in Administration, and even gotten 
a job for me teaching Russian part-time for one of the schools in the 
Huntington Beach School District.

Of course the job in Washington didn't work out. My anxiety 
attacks were getting worse, but I still wanted the degree in Physics 



and felt that I could do it, so I enrolled for another year at UCI. I 
dropped everything else and began to devote myself to Mechanics and 
Mathematical Physics, which was where I had left off. I studied, and 
studied and thought I had finally caught up by the mid-term exam. 
When I got my test back with a "B," I was elated.

Several days later I was sitting outside, waiting for one of my 
classes and I knew I didn't feel right. I got up, and somehow managed 
to walk over to the Student Health Center on the other side of the 
campus. When I got there I started to explain to the nurse how I was 
feeling, and the next thing I knew I was laying on a bed and she was 
shooting me in the arm with a hypodermic needle. I asked her what it 
was, and she replied, "Librium." I lay there for what must have been 
hours, and my whole life swirled around me like a tornado.

When I got home, my mother told me that my Bachelor's Degree had 
come in the mail.



THE HAPPIEST DAY OF MY LIFE

I drove a taxi-cab in Anaheim, Calfornia for several years. It 
was back in the 90’s and I had been let go from my previous job at a 
computer store in La Habra. I had been in charge of the service 
department there at the time, and it was supposed to have been my 
exclusive domain, per our agreement, and I had taken a computer chip 
from one of the warranty units that had been returned, and took it 
home to put in my home computer, so I could run the latest programs 
at home. I had told them several times that I needed one, and that I 
didn’t want to purchase it somewhere else, because they always got 
upset when I did that. But they just kept telling me, we’ll give you 
one when we get a spare.

Well anyway, I took it. Whether it was just an excuse to get out 
of our agreement, because I was getting a salary and a nice 
commission on each unit I repaired, or whether they really thought I 
had betrayed their trust, the owner fired me, and made me feel like a 
thief, and I had had enough of small business owners by then anyway.

I took a job with Anaheim Yellow Cab, and quickly got caught up 
in the hustle. There was a lot of money to be made downtown, running 
conventioneers out to the Orange County Airport or LAX. They would 
present their coupon guaranteeing a $25 flat rate for the fare, that 
they had received from the hotel. I had to honor the flat rate quote, 
even though I knew I could usually get them there for a couple bucks 
cheaper if I ran the meter. Likewise with LA Airport, which was $65 
from Anaheim. I wasn’t making a whole lot of money each day but the 
tips were good.

My longest fare went to Stateline, Nevada. I picked the lady up, 
literally, right in the Yellow Cab yard. She had just been dropped 
off by another cab driver who wanted to get off work. He had been 
driving her around town all night, and before he left he asked me if 
I would take over. So I asked her, “Where to, Ma’m,” and she replied, 
“How about Las Vegas?” I said, “Well, I’ll have to see how much that 
is.” She handed me her credit card, and the company quickly approved 
it, and said the fare would be $800. She said, “OK, and add $400 for 
your tip.” We got to Stateline, and suddenly she said, “Ok, drop me 
off here.” So I did.

But my most memorable fare, and one that I sorely needed, was a 
very short one, that I picked up at Angel Stadium. I was waiting for 
the northbound train to arrive from San Diego, and sure enough a man 
and a woman got off the train with a little girl, and got in the back 
seat of my cab. I started the car, and dropped the flag, and the man 



said, with an Aussie accent, “Tayk us to Disneyland.” I drove out of 
the stadium onto Katella, and the little girl couldn’t contain 
herself any longer. She stood up on the back seat, between the man 
and woman, and tapped me on the shoulder. “Are we getting close yet?” 
I said, “Do you see that bridge up ahead?” She said, “Yes.” I said 
“When we get there, you will be able to see Disneyland.”

Just then I felt an elbow land on my right shoulder. She was 
standing up on the hump now, leaning on me, straining to get that 
first glimpse of Disneyland. When we got to the bridge, I said, 
“There it is. See?” She looked, and didn’t say anything, and I said, 
“That mountain. Don’t you see the Matterhorn?” “Oh,” she replied 
excitedly, and leaned over and kissed me on the cheek. I could see 
that she had gotten quite comfortable with me by now, resting her 
elbow on my shoulder, and I looked up at her for the first time and 
saw her pretty red hair, and freckle face and smiled at her. She was 
only three or four years old at the most. “This is the happiest day 
of my life, ” she said, and I had to agree.



SPRING
A route of evanescence
With a revolving wheel;
A resonance of emerald,
A rush of cochineal;
And every blossom on the bush
Adjusts its tumbled head,—
The mail from Tunis, probably,
An easy morning’s ride.

I have a lantana bush outside my bedroom window that attracts 
hummingbirds better than any feeder on the market. It’s a pretty bush 
in the Spring-time, when it first begins to bloom, when it is 
bursting with red, orange and yellow flora and humming with a rich 
and varied assortment of fauna. Emily Dickinson would have a field 
day with it.

To mis-quote Cole Porter, birds love it, bees love it, and I 
suppose even educated fleas love it. Everybody loves it but me, I 
guess, when it becomes overgrown in the late summer and I have to 
crawl in there and trim it before it breaks something. Afterwards, my 
arms get all red and puffy looking, and itch terribly, but the effect 
is only temporary. The lady across the street gave the plant to my 
mother many years ago, when, like me, she discovered that she was 
allergic to it.

My little hummingbird especially loves that lantana bush, which 
is why I haven’t just dragged it out. Every spring for as long as I 
can remember, I have seen him there every day, hovering over the bush 
and spinning on an invisible axis like a little gyroscope, his wings 
beating at the speed of sound, his long proboscis focussed on a 
flower siphoning off the pollen. Then off he flits, in a rush of 



cochineal, heaven only knows where. Usually I wait until the winter 
to trim the bush back, but one year, thinking that he had already 
gone, I cut off all the flowers a little too early. Sure enough, that 
afternoon I saw him, staring confusedly at the nearly bare bush, but 
he managed to find one flower to pollinate, and then off he went. The 
next day he was working over at our morning glory vines alongside 
another old friend, the black bee.

When I was little everybody used to always tell me to be careful 
of the black bees, even though they don’t appear to have any kind of 
stinger. But I was always more afraid of the wasps that inhabited the 
hedge that grew between our house and that of Mrs. Hensley. It was a 
toss-up which was the meaner of the two - the wasps with their thin, 
jet-black bodies and golden wings, and their mud-daub nests, or the 
old woman with her sharp nose and dishevelled reddish brown hair. She 
was a widow, with two very attractive daughters, that she treated 
disparately different. Jane was a tall, buxom blonde, and Lorene a 
petite brunette. Whenever I had to get into the backyard, I would 
just duck my head and run for it.

After we moved into the house next door, I no longer had to deal 
with either the black wasps or Mrs. Hensley, but we did inherit a new 
wasp. Every spring I would find a new hive under the front eaves of 
the house, and one or two yellow wasps. I was leery of them, but over 
the years I think they have kept away the killer, or africanized 
bees. Every so often, I used to see strangely vicious, sleeker 
looking bees than the regular honeybees nosing about, and large 
swarms of bees on the move, but not anymore. I’m not sure if that is 
because of the wasps or the birds.

Over the course of a year a lot of different birds pass through 
our town, and some seem to be permanent residents. Each morning when 
I am in the bathroom, a family of sparrow-like birds that I recognize 
will gather out on the telephone wire. I think they like to hear me 
sing when I am in the shower. And when I go outside in the morning, I 
usually scare off one or two of the big black-birds that loiter 
there. One year, after a big storm with rain and high winds, I 
thought I heard a bob-white. And last year, for the first time, a 
little blue jaybird of some sort showed up in our backyard. He must 
have had a nest in one of the trees behind our garage, because every 
time I tried to go back there he would dive down and warn me away. 
Not long after that, I saw him sitting on the telephone wire, 
accompanied by a little replicant of himself. After that, whenever he 
saw me mowing the front lawn, he would venture out of the backyard 
and perch on the house, or the chain-link fence of our next door 
neighbor, and after I mowed each row, he would come along behind me 
and peck at the grass for any exposed insects. He and his family 
stayed around for most of the baseball season last year, and I hope 
to see them both again soon, this spring, when my hummingbird comes 



back.

SPRING UPDATE

Sure enough, the hummingbird is back. He showed up the first 
sunny day we had, and sadly there were no blossoms on the lantana 
yet. It's bursting with them now though, so hey, he had a few days 
off.

The other night I was sitting at my computer, and I felt 
something walk across my foot. I looked down just in time to see a 
large Japanese potato bug crawling behind my computer desk. I knew 
this bug, or one of his ancestors, from my Little House on the 
Prairie days in the backyard. I tried to catch him, but the dust and 
dirt was so thick on all my computer wires and power-strips, that I 
decided to wait for him to come out on his own. He finally did come 
out, and I had a can ready to snare him, but I missed my one good 
opportunity to make a clean scoop and he waddled off under my bed.

I gave up for the night, and the next day I got out the vacuum 
cleaner and went after the dust behind my computer desk, keeping one 
eye alert for the potato bug. It was very hot and after I was done I 
took a bath and then lay down on the bed and took a nap, and turned 
the little fan I use to cool my computer innards toward me. When I 
awoke there was the bug cooling himself in front of the fan, so I 
caught him up in my can that I use to catch spiders and other 
friendly critters and put him outside in what used to be a flower-
bed.

SPRING FINALE

My yard was becoming overgrown, especially in the back, and 
because of ”my” back and other health issues, I wasn't able to 
continue doing the work I have been doing all these years, to keep it 
mowed and neat-looking. My sister was nice enough to hire someone for 
me to clean it up, but in the process they killed the lantana bush. I 
haven't seen the hummingbird in my yard since, and bad things have 
begun to happen. It's true what the Chinese say about hummingbirds, 
that they are a blessing and bring good luck.



SPRING-TRAINING FOR HITLER

The other day I was watching the classic movie, The Great 
Escape, and it suddenly came to me, that the reason we won WWII was 
because of baseball. Try as they might, there’s no way the German 
guards could ever have broken Steve McQueen’s indomitable spirit in 
that prison camp, not even in the lonely confines of the “cooler,” so 
long as he had his glove and ball with him. And how many times have 
we seen one brave American soldier hurl a strike with a hand-grenade 
through a slit into an otherwise unassailable bunker, killing 
everyone inside and saving his buddies. I often think that if Adolf 
Hitler himself had come to know and understand baseball, had he 
learned to pitch instead of putsch, WWII and the Holocaust might have 
been avoided altogether. How might the world have been different 
today, if Hitler had played baseball instead of politics.

Like so many of our great American ball-players, Hitler was a 
country boy too, born in a rural part of Austria on the Inn river 
just before the turn of the century. He struggled as a youth, in 
fact, he later wrote a book titled “Mein Kampf,” which means my 
struggle or battle. Struggling is what ballplayers do best - when 
they go 0 for 30 at the start of a season, they don’t panic because 
they know it is just a slump, and they will soon break out of it. In 
Vienna Hitler studied to become an architect, but the Hapsburg world 
wasn’t ready for his neo-classical Roman knock-off ideas, so he 
headed north to Germany where folks were less imaginative. There he 
sat, dejected and no less unappreciated, while across the ocean 
American baseball fans screamed for unimaginative, Romanesque 
structures like Yankee Stadium, the House that Ruth built, 
figuratively speaking that is.

Hitler was a little guy, and we know from historical documents 
that he had good speed. He served in WWI in the German Army as a 
runner and was twice decorated for valor. And with a name like “Hit”-
ler, he had lead-off written all over him. Had he packed his things 
after the war and followed the trail of emigrants north to Bremen, 
instead of stopping off in Munich for a beer, he would surely have 
found himself sitting in good company in steerage on a boat headed 
for the United States reading a copy of the New York Times - Sports 
page. And if Hitler got a kick out of seeing Paris for the first 
time, just think how excited the budding megalomaniac would have been 
to see the majestic skyscrapers of New York City appear over the 
horizon.



Sailing across the wide Atlantic Ocean would surely have been a 
humbling experience for him, and seeing that mighty Colossus, the 
Statue of Liberty standing in the harbor, with her lamp extended 
would have put a lump in his throat. It might even have cured the 
morbid anti-semitism festering inside him, when he read those great 
words written by a Jewish-American poet, Emma Lazarus that stand at 
the foot of the statue, words of welcome even for him.

The New Colossus 

Not like the brazen giant of Greek fame,
With conquering limbs astride from land to land;
Here at our sea-washed, sunset gates shall stand

A mighty woman with a torch, whose flame
Is the imprisoned lightning, and her name
Mother of Exiles. From her beacon-hand

Glows world-wide welcome; her mild eyes command
The air-bridged harbor that twin cities frame.

“Keep ancient lands, your storied pomp!” cries she
With silent lips. “Give me your tired, your poor,

Your huddled masses yearning to breathe free,
The wretched refuse of your teeming shore.

Send these, the homeless, tempest-tost to me,
I lift my lamp beside the golden door!”

With all that in his rucksack, all he needed was a reserve seat 
at Ebbet’s Field.

It might be said that all roads in America lead to Chicago, 
where the Cubs and the Sox play, but Hitler would have wanted better 



beer than the Pabst Blue Ribbon at the Chicago World’s Fair. If you 
go practically any direction out of Chicago you’re gonna end up in 
Wisconsin, and from there any German worth his hops could find his 
way to Milwaukee, the beer capital of America. As a young German 
immigrant ball-player Hitler would have found himself struggling once 
again but in good company, and eventually he would have made it out 
of Milwaukee to Pawtucket or Altoona, or Pittsburgh where the real 
beer drinkers grow their bellies.

Pittsburgh was where Wagner played. Hitler loved to listen to 
Wagner, but that was another Wagner. This son of Bavarian immigrants 
Wagner was the greatest shortstop to ever play the game and had a 
lifetime batting average of .327. Honus Wagner was inarguably the 
toughest guy to ever play ball, and Hitler would have had to look no 
further for evidence of a master race. Ty Cobb was tough, and 
probably had a lot of Aryan in him too, but when they met in combat 
for the first and only time, Cobb left town with a bloody mouth. It 
is little wonder that Honus Wagner’s tobacco trading card is the card 
most highly coveted by collectors today and recently sold for 2.35 
million dollars at auction. And I’m keeping mine, so don’t ask me!

Sadly Hitler couldn’t have seen the great Honus Wagner play, 
even if he wanted to. He retired in 1917, though a lot of his records 
were still around. But in this land of opportunity he could have 
cornered the market on Wagner’s trading card, picking them up 
practically for peanuts (or Cracker Jack). But rich or poor, 
eventually Hitler would have become a manager. He was destined for 
that, being such a natural-born Fuehrer and leader of men. His 
tirades out on the field would have become legendary, and his long-
winded post-game speeches would have filled pages and pages of 
script. Instead of despising him, we would celebrate him today in the 
Hall of Fame in Cooperstown, along with Miller Huggins, Casey 
Stengel, Leo Durocher, Billy Martin and Earl Weaver, and all the 
other great, more vituperative Managers.

Hitler would have been a favorite with the fans in Pittsburgh, 



because he was all about offense. Attack, attack, attack. That would 
have been his motto. And the fans in Pennsylvania love that, and home 
runs. But he would not have been so popular with the sports writers 
there - some of them like to see pitching and solid defense too. 
Hitler was not good at defense and would have been too proud to 
listen to his coaches. So years later there would have been no great 
defensive players in the Pirate system like Roberto Clemente, no Bill 
Mazeroski.

And nobody but nobody could have outslugged the Yankees in the 
1920’s anyway. When the Bronx Bombers, Ruth and Gehrig came to town 
things left the park, and it would have been Goetterdaemmerung all 
over again. Which goes to prove, there’s just no getting around 
history.



FINN TO MOORE TO SEYBOLD

Like Huck Finn, I ran away from home once when I was little, but 
I made the mistake of announcing my intention to go to New York City. 
Several hours later when I tried to get back in the house the back 
door was locked, with a note that my sister Karin had written 
dangling on the door asking, “How is the weather in New York City?”

Which reminds me, I think New York City owes me a beer. One day 
I was playing catch outside with Tommy Moore, an older boy who lived 
down the street. He was throwing me some pretty hard stuff and one of 
them slipped over my glove and hit me in the mouth. Afterwards my 
mouth swelled together, and for several days I had to eat everything 
through a straw. Tommy Moore later went on to pitch in the big 
leagues for several years, and was part of the trade with the St. 
Louis Cardinals that brought Joe Torre to New York. So I think New 
York owes me.

I saw Tommy Moore pitch once on television when I was in the 
Navy, on the Game of the Week on NBC when he was on the St. Louis 
Cardinals. I was at a transit barracks at Treasure Island in San 
Francisco, and the game was on in the barracks lounge. The manager 
called him in to pitch late in the game and he threw very well. He 
had my wind-up though, or perhaps I had his, and pretty good stuff. 
Several batters hit him hard, but fortunately they were all right at 
somebody. 

Here’s a photograph of Tommy Moore, when he was on the Mets:

It’s kind of small but I never saw him play when he was on the 
Mets anyway. I did look up the names of his teammates though, and 
just happened to see Willie Mays on the list. When I was driving a 
taxi in Anaheim, I almost met Willie Mays. He and quite a few other 
Hall of Famers were there for a game, and a call came up on my 
computer screen for “Mr. Mays at the Stadium.” By the time I arrived 
there, Mr. Mays was already gone, and this other guy got in my cab. 

“Damn, did I miss Willie Mays?” I said. 

“Yep,” he replied, “He just left in one of the brown cabs.”



“He was my favorite player,” I said, “when I was growing up.”

“Well,” he replied, “I was pretty good too.”

“Yeah,” I said, “I know. 

He told me his name was Mr. Blue, and I told him about Tommy 
Moore and me, and how I had once struck out 13 batters in a six 
inning game.

“Really,” he said, “suddenly interested.”

“Yeah,” I said, “it was the same year, or maybe the one right 
after Sandy Koufax struck out 18 batters.” 

“I remember that,” he said.

Of course it’s fun to search for any connection we might have to 
big league baseball. 

My great grandfather’s name was Seibold, or Seybold – depending 
how you spell it – folks weren't that particular in those days. He 
was born in Pennsylvania in 1880 and had several brothers that worked 
with him in the coal mines near Scranton. One day I was perusing a 
baseball encyclopedia, and found a picture of a player named Ralph 
Orlando “Socks” Seybold who also hailed from Pennsylvania and played 
around the turn of the century for the Philadelphia Athletics. I 
looked up his photo in the Microsoft Baseball database I had, and 
Socks was a dead-ringer for my grandfather. They could have been 
brothers, except I think Socks would have been a few years older. 

Socks Seybold was a great ballplayer and is in the Hall of Fame. 
He held the American League single season home run record of 16 home 
runs for many years, until Babe Ruth hit 29 homers in 1919. Did you 
know that? 

You could look it up.

And did you know that Mr. Blue once struck out 27 batters in a 
nine inning high school game? I heard that somewhere; I wonder if 
it's really true.



A POEM I WROTE FOR A GIRL
I wrote this poem many years ago, when I was in college and 

studying poetry, and  coincidentally head-over-heels in love with a 
girl in my Russian class. I never got to give it to her though. I'm 
glad really, because I think poems are more important to the writer 
than the object of their affection anyway.

We were close friends for two years, or maybe three. Every day 
we would meet an hour before class and sit together, doing our 
homework or just chatting. In class she would always correct my test 
papers, and when she gave them back to me all my "i"s would be dotted 
with little smiley faces. After school she would walk back to her 
dorm room, and I would strap on my helmet and get on my motorcycle, 
and drive the long drive back to Norwalk on the freeway.

I still remember the first day I met Janie. It had to have been 
the first Monday of Freshman year, because lectures were Monday, 
Wednesday and Friday, and I was sitting in the middle of an empty 
lecture hall waiting for my next class to begin, and she sat down in 
the chair next to me. 

"Aren't you in my Russian class?" she asked, or maybe it was me 
who asked her. 

No, it was her - she was the forward one. She had on a pair of 
denim jeans and a little cotton shirt, and sandals on her bare feet, 
and when she sat, she crossed her legs like a boy. I looked over at 
her during the lecture, and saw that she had kicked off her sandals 
and was sitting with her feet on the seat-back in front of her, like 
she owned the place.

Janie worked evenings as a hostess at a Chinese Restaurant in 
Costa Mesa, called the Bamboo Terrace. It was a quiet little place, 
much nicer inside than out. She told me she worked there, and asked 
me to come by, and the first time I saw her standing at the podium, 
greeting customers in her flouncy little dirndl dress costume, I 
thought to myself, how can such a pretty girl ever like me? I began 
to go there much too much. I preferred to sit over at the little 
cocktail bar in the corner, chatting with the Filipino bartender, and 
when finally I would order a dish of Sweet and Sour Pork or my usual 
Green Pepper Steak and rice she would always bring it over and smile, 
and ask what we were laughing about, and it was not unlike the way I 
remembered it had been in Japan at the White Rose, in another time 
and place, with another girl.



One day, she said she didn't like me anymore, or something to 
that effect. She had asked me to come down to the restaurant, and her 
mother came in that night. I was drunk when I met her, and all I 
remember of the encounter is standing there in the foyer and feeling 
stupid. Her father was an alcoholic, and it was clear that I was 
becoming one, and if I had been sober I'm sure I would have heard the 
words "over my dead body" uttered a few times.

I was sitting alone one day outside the Humanities building, 
where Janie and I had sat together on many occasion, and I looked up 
and saw a tiny little ball floating on the sunlight. It was one of 
those puffy little balls that blossom on the end of a dandelion, and 
little kids like to blow on them. I watched it for a moment as it 
slowly made its way toward the Library, and just as it disappeared 
from sight, I saw Janie walking along the path, alone.

And that's the last time I ever saw her, until last night when I 
was astral planing.

Oh, yeah the poem. I've actually rewritten the poem several 
times in my head. I always hoped that one day I would get it right...

It's untitled, but it's about a treasured kiss.

I have at home a pleasure
That never fails to please
A verifiable treasure
A gift from God it was.

Similar to sunshine
And rare as Ephemer
I deign would not defend it
Though it may to thee defer.

But if you ask, I'll give it
For a sonnet or a song,
And when I ever want it back
I'll steal it back again.

There's really no such thing as Ephemer. I made it up. But it 
would be rare, don't you think?



MY WEEKLY READER AND SCHOLASTIC BOOKS

I was digging around in the garage the other day and found some 
dank, and dusty old paperback books in one of the boxes that took me 
way back. They were all children’s editions that I had purchased at 
school from the Scholastic Book Club. Every once in a while the 
teacher would pass around a catalog, and we would mark the books that 
we wanted to purchase. Though the books only cost 35 or 40 cents at 
the time, I know oftentimes I couldn’t order all of the books I 
wanted to read.

I still remember one of the books that I dearly wanted, but 
couldn’t afford. It was a story about an island native boy, and his 
struggle to become a man. The teacher had given it such a great 
build-up too, telling everybody how exciting it was and all. It was 
titled “Call it Courage” and I even remember the author’s name - 
Armstrong Sperry. I tried to get it at the library too, but of course 
it was always checked out. I think I would have stolen the book if 
I’d had the opportunity, I wanted it so bad.

To this day, I haven’t read Call it Courage. It’s probably a 
great story, and it won a Newbery Medal for children’s literature in 
1941. And now, even though I desperately wanted to read it then, I 
won’t order it from Amazon.com or even borrow it from the local 
library. I don’t know why - perhaps my pride was hurt. Or perhaps 
after desiring it for so long it became a life lesson to me. You 
can’t always get what you want. I did read the blurb about it at 
Wikipedia though, and I do hope everything worked out for little 
Mafatu.

One of the books I found in my garage was “Of Men and War” by 
John Hersey. It’s a collection of five true stories of World War II 
by a famous combat correspondent, including the original story of 
John F. Kennedy and PT-109. That’s what it says on the cover. Hersey 
interviewed Kennedy about the PT-109 for Life Magazine immediately 
after his return to the US from the pacific theatre, but it 
eventually appeared in The New Yorker as a story about survival 
rather than heroism. In fact, that’s the title of it in “Of Men and 
War” - Survival. Kennedy and Hersey were rivals at one time, chasing 
after the same woman. Hersey got the girl, or so I gather, and of 
course JFK went to Harvard and married Jackie and became President, 
and Hersey went on to Yale. I don’t think that had anything to do 
with the book being re-titled though. I think after the atomic bombs 
exploded over Hiroshima and Nagasaki, people really hoped that WWII 
would be the last war.



Hersey writes in the introduction:

“There are some who feel that “conventional” wars not only will 
be fought in future but even can be justified. I am not one of them. 
The stories in this volume may help readers to see why warfare, 
“conventional” or otherwise, cannot be justified as a means of 
settling disputes between nations, for these are stories of what 
common men, not necessarily leaders or heroes, feel as they wage war 
— and their feelings are inevitably reduced, in the end, to what men 
cannot help feeling about their worst crime, which is murder.”

I suppose I agree with most of that, I won’t say all. I never 
pulled a trigger or had a man or woman in my gunsight, but I’ve 
wrestled some with the guilt of having been in a war, and I have felt 
the overwhelming feeling of elation that comes when you’ve destroyed 
an enemy. In our case we extinguished a particularly elusive radar 
site and the soldiers operating the site, that was tracking our 
pilots over North Vietnam for their missiles. Nor would I ever call 
those who defend our country murderers. In war a man learns that 
there is big difference between murder and killing. Those who never 
fought in a war, have difficulty with that distinction.

My favorite book from Scholastic Books was “The Man Who Never 
Was” by Ewen Montagu. It’s a great story, and there was even a movie 
made about it in the 50s starring Clifton Webb, so I won’t ruin it by 
giving away the plot. The book cost me 35 cents.

I was hoping that I would find some of My Weekly Reader(s) in 
the garage too, but sadly there were none. Every week we would 
receive one of these four page newspapers and I really miss the 
simplicity and matter-of-factness of it all. As a newspaper, the 
Weekly Reader did leave out some major stories, such as the Civil 
Rights Movement in America, but I prefer to think that they were just 
saving the story for a special issue, and not ignoring it altogether. 
I hate reading stories in newpapers - the whole concept of the 
inverted funnel seems like such a waste of time, and smacks of 
repetitiveness to me. I think the idea is that you are supposed to 
read it until you can’t take hearing about it any longer.

Several days ago I read that the OJ Simpson saga, “If I Did It” 
was leaked to the internet. Afterwards I heard about it on the View. 
Barbara Walters said that she had already read it, and it had 
disgusted her. From excerpts that I read on the web it doesn’t appear 
to contain anything that wasn’t in the trial transcript. Even after 
all these years I still feel affected by the heinous murders of Ron 
and Nicole. 

I think I met Nicole once, though I can’t really be sure it was 
her. It was when I was driving a taxi-cab in Anaheim, and one 



afternoon just before quitting time I was sitting in my cab in the 
taxi-stand at the Mariott Hotel and a “Fare Waiting” came up on my 
computer screen. Just then the bell-man called me to pull up to the 
front of the hotel, and he held open the back door for a pretty young 
woman with a small boy. I asked her “Where to?” and she told me an 
address in Laguna.

I said, “I know how to get you to Laguna,” “but not that 
address. If you wait a second, I’ll look it up in my map-book.”

“I know how to get there. I can give you directions,” she 
replied. I closed my Thomas Guide - I like women who know their way 
around.

She had dark hair and very tan skin, and seemed a little sad. 
She sat quietly and attended to the little boy, who sat beside her. I 
could see them both in the rear-view mirror, and he was quiet too, 
and very cute, with milk-chocolate colored skin and wearing a dark 
blue suit, the kind for babies with short pants and a matching hat of 
some sort. She didn’t say much the whole way, just to stay on the 
I-5. Somewhere in the vicinity of Leisure World, she said to exit and 
not far from the freeway we pulled into an alley and stopped at the 
back of a condominium. She didn’t have any money with her, she said, 
but she opened the garage-door with her remote control and picked up 
the baby and said she’d be right back with the fare, which was 20 
dollars or so. I said I'd wait, she didn't look like a run-out at 
all.

There were two or perhaps three very nice cars in the garage, 
and the one in front was parked in sideways, which I thought was 
strange. It was a Mercedes convertible, and I had never seen one so 
black or so elegantly appointed before. When she came back out, I 
said “That’s a beautiful car.”

“It’s my husband’s,” she replied, and she handed me the amount 
of the fare and a generous tip for waiting. I guessed that her 
husband might be an athlete, and for a second I thought of OJ Simpson 
because I knew from seeing him on the Carson Show that he owned some 
expensive cars, but she seemed too young for him. As I was driving 
away my last thoughts about her were how sad she seemed, how pretty 
she was and I wondered why she was wearing that wig.

It saddens me to know that woman was murdered. When I see the 
photo of the crime-scene at Nicole’s condo, the one where you can 
just make out her pitiful body curled up at the foot of the porch, I 
just feel sick. 

There is a very marked difference between killing and murder, 
and I see it clearly.



MY AUTOBIOGRAPHY

The first car I ever drove was my brother’s 66 Chevrolet Impala. 
It had a 3-Speed Stick shift on the column, and my dad took me out in 
it one day to teach me how to drive. He was a lousy driving 
instructor. He didn’t trust me on regular streets, so he told me to 
drive down Firestone Blvd along the freeway to the La Mirada Drive-
in, and kept screaming at me all the way. Then he had me pull into 
the drive-in parking lot, and made me practice parallel parking over 
and over again, until finally I backed into some hedges. Then he got 
pissed, and told me to drive home.

I also had my first accident in that car. He was going to let me 
take it to school one day, if first I dropped him off at work. He had 
taken a part-time Security job at the Metropolitan State Hospital. I 
had spent all weekend washing the car, inside and out - my dad had 
started using it for work, and his job on the railroad left him often 
literally covered in grease. Just as I was making a left turn into 
the Hospital off Bloomfield, a man in a ‘49 Chevy tried to pass me, 
and T-boned into the driver side of the car - caving in the door and 
taking me completely by surprise. He tried to tell me and my dad that 
I had neglected to signal for a left turn, but the blinker was still 
going while he was talking.



Just before graduation from high school, dad took me down to 
Green Motors and bought me a ‘69 VW. It was raining that day, and we 
couldn’t really afford it, but he had just sold our house to get 
money for court. He had gotten arrested for drunk driving, and 
thought the judge was going to “sock it to him.” My sister and her 
husband lived in the house next door, and they wanted to move anyway, 
so it all worked out. We sold our house and moved into theirs, and 
they got the money for a down-payment on a new home in Huntington 
Beach. Except my mom hated this house - she much preferred the old 
one. And then it turned out dad only had to pay $500, so he bought me 
the car.

This was my favorite car. It was Peru Green and had white 
leatherette interior and cocoa mats, and I installed a Craig Pioneer 
Cassette player into the glove-compartment, so it couldn’t be seen 
from the outside and stolen. My favorite tapes were “Blood Sweat and 
Tears” and “3 Dog-Night” and “Bridge over Troubled Waters - by Simon 
and Garfunkel.” I used to play them all the time, when Jim Stewart or 
Dave and and I would cruise up to Whittier Blvd and eat at the Drive-
in at Bob’s Big Boy Restaurant.

I had that car until I went in the Navy, and then my older 
sister bought it from me or something. I don’t really remember. I 
don’t think they ever liked it as much as I did, and eventually 
traded it in on a BMW.



When I got out of the Navy, I bought a 4 cylinder Honda 550 with 
the Savings Bonds that I had sent home for four years. I drove it out 
to UC Irvine every morning, while I was attending school there, when 
the weather was nice. I didn’t mind a little rain, but if it was too 
wet, I would take the VW that my brother had swapped for my dad’s VW 
fastback after he died.

Thankfully I wore a helmet. One morning, during my fourth year 
in college, I was cruising in the fast lane of the Santa Ana Freeway, 
and just coming into Anaheim when the traffic began to slow down in 
front of me. It was very overcast, and the freeway was still wet. 
That Honda had a big, beautiful disk brake in the front, and I had 
allowed plenty of room between me and the pick-up in front of me, so 
I was casually pressing on the rear brakes while feathering the front 
brake, but I hit a patch of oil on the wet freeway, and ran smack dab 
into the back of the pickup truck. I’m not sure how fast I was going 
when I hit, but I flew off the bike and right over the back of the 
truck at an angle and then skidded on the freeway on my helmet for 
about 20 feet. When I finally came off the helmet, I somehow landed 
on my right knee.

I just lay there for a moment, and somebody helped me stand up. 
I couldn’t keep my feet though, because the freeway was so slick. 
After a while, we picked the bike up and put it into the back of the 
pick-up truck, and the driver of the truck drove me to the nearest 
gas station. The front wheel was all bent up, and my helmet was 
cracked, and my knee hurt, but that was it.

I never drove that motorcycle again. I sold it to my brother-in-
law, and he fixed it up and drove it for several years. I have driven 
other motorcycles since then though. I still think they are cool.



One of the reasons I sold the motorcycle was to get an 
apartment. I wanted to be closer to UCI, so I rented a small studio 
apartment at Oakwood Gardens in Newport Beach. I tried taking the 
OCTD bus to school every day, but that got old very quick. So I 
bought an old ‘69 Opel Kadett Station Wagon for $800.00 to get to and 
from. It was the ugliest car ever, but it ran like a clock.

One day my sister asked if she could borrow the car, to take my 
mom somewhere. When she got home they were still laughing, because 
they had had to drive in the slow lane on the freeway, and even been 
“passed by two nuns in a Volkswagen.”

I still had that car when I began working at Golden State Sanwa 
Bank in Downey. After a while, I decided I wanted to buy a new 
Mustang, so I went down to Keystone Ford but the salesman high-balled 
me on all the Mustangs but made me a great offer on a ‘79 Ford 
Granada.

My Granada was a beautiful car, nicer than the one in the photo 
above, and I kept it washed and waxed all the time. It had a small 
V-8, with an automatic transmission, air-conditioning, and power-
brakes and windows - the whole nine yards. I was tired of driving 
cars with manual transmissions by this time.



I can’t remember why I ever got rid of that car. It was after I 
left the bank. I traded it in on a Chevy S-10 pickup, and the dealer 
only gave me $800.00 for it. I was delivering auto parts at the time, 
and trying to save enough money to go back to college and get my 
teaching credential. Finally I had enough money saved, and got 
accepted at Cal State Fullerton, and even quit my job, but on the 
first day of school the counselor in the Teaching Department told me 
that I had not been accepted into the Teacher training program, and I 
needed some experience working with children.

So I took the money I had saved for school, and signed up for an 
NRI correspondence course in Microcomputer Technology. I passed the 
course with flying colors, and this time I enjoyed learning 
electronics. It was a hands-on course, where you actually build 
things, like oscillator circuits and amplifiers, and assembled and 
tested a complete computer, which I then used to learn Assembly 
language and several other programming languages. I already knew how 
to program in Basic, from dinking around with my Commodore 64, and I 
spent so much time at the computer store, that the guy finally hired 
me to his service department.

Well, that was the last car I owned. After I quit working to 
take care of my 80 year old mother, I wasn’t driving very much, and 
the car just sat in the drive-way. Occasionally somebody would ask if 
it was for sale, but I didn’t really want to sell it. It still ran 
beautifully, but the plastic had begun to fade and crack inside and 
the paint was weathering badly, and the battery went dead. Finally, 
my nephew said he wanted it, and I told him he could have it. I told 
him the battery was dead, so one afternoon he stopped by with a new 
battery, and it started right up.



MY POETRY

Every once in a while I remember a fragment or two from the 
poems that I wrote in college for a Literature class. I never liked 
or understood poetry before that, but since then I’ve learned that 
it’s a language unto itself, a very powerful language that appeals 
directly to all seven of the senses, seven if you include the heart 
and the intellect along with the usual suspects.

I’ve tinked with this poem for a long time. For some reason it 
just keeps popping up and biting me in the ass, metaphorically 
speaking.

I don’t being in love
Nor do dismal days that hum, and flee
Like pin-prick planes, bother me.

I don’t mind my company, the moon above
And night’s playful populace
Who mock my every sleepless dream.

In darkness on a crumpled map
I seek to mark my way to love
Tap, again tap, side to boundless side.

I don’t mind being in love,
Yet, lest love become its own pawn
Hasten love, and soothe my bright,
My dreary day.

In case you didn’t pick up on the imagery right away, the 
crumpled map is my computer keyboard. But I was also using it as a 
larger symbol for the brain, you know, how it’s all crumpled up 
looking and the tap, tap is that of a blindman tapping his way along 
and his map is all crumpled up anyway. And its reaaaally dark 
outside.

Poetry can get you in a lot of trouble too, and it can be very 
embarrassing. Women claim to love poetry, but I think they’d rather 
get handed a big bug, from someone they like than the most heart-felt 
poem from someone that they don’t care much about, or don’t consider 
worthy. 

I sent this poem to a girl once, and that’s how I know:

I found this flower in the trash



And thought to myself,
To myself I thought
I’ll send it to So-and-so with some chocolate.

Sweets for the sweet,
Hot damn! Oh, fudge
Sweet would just spoil a complex so fair
And So-and-so is fairly complex

So I’ll just send a card and a kiss
And God blex.

I wrote another poem for a girl once titled “So-and-so, whom the 
gods would destroy.” Apparently I was in my pantheonic period then, 
because it was all about the Greek gods. I only remember a small 
fragment from that poem:

Or cool woman, a gown of sighs
Pulled smooth across my frame
From burning eyes
I watch my sister’s robin’s breast arise
And fall, on tender sticks of symmetry
Her jealousy, sweet Sappho could but surmise.

Right after she read it, So-and-so introduced me to her 
boyfriend, who worked as the bouncer in the bar. He was real nice, 
but I’ll never write a poem for a cocktail waitress ever again. Or a 
pole-dancer.

Nowadays you don’t even have to write a full poem, just wax a 
little poetic and women will cut you right off at the knees. The 
other day I sent an email to a woman, telling her that her eyes could 
melt the polar caps, and she right after that wrote in her blog that 
her boyfriend reads her email.

But some women have poetic souls, I suppose. Emily Dickinson 
wrote some great poems, and this very brief one is perhaps my 
favorite:

To make a prairie it takes a clover and one bee,
One clover, and a bee,
And revery.
The revery alone will do,
If bees are few.

I think Emily had it right - except my spell-checker keeps 
underlining revery - it doesn’t take a whole lot to make a person 
happy or fulfilled, or feel in love for that matter. In return, I 
wrote a poem for Emily:



Jogging days,
And Disco nights.
I like Emily’s advice -
Little girls do need pudding.

I also wrote a poem about a bee, called Bee-Lines. It’s not as good 
as Emily’s bee poem.

Came I but by the money
'Twould fetch for you a pleasure
I’d entrust it to no bumbling bee
To post it at his leisure.

He’d breach a spider’s web
For wrap, at high velocity
Then slow, while slender, silver butterflies
Slide scissors down a rain bow.

Past sprinkling with nectar
Fresh from the vernal vines
He’d whisk it off to you dear
And right his tie, and learn his lines.

I learned about vernal vines and things in Lit class too.

And of course there was Elizabeth Barrett Browning. She’s always 
seemed a little high-brow to me, but good for a laugh...

How Do I Love Thee?

How do I love thee? Let me count the ways.
I love thee to the depth and breadth and height
My soul can reach, when feeling out of sight
For the ends of Being and ideal Grace.
I love thee to the level of every day’s
Most quiet need, by sun and candlelight.
I love thee freely, as men strive for Right;
I love thee purely, as they turn from Praise.
I love with a passion put to use
In my old griefs, and with my childhood’s faith.
I love thee with a love I seemed to lose
With my lost saints, I love thee with the breath,
Smiles, tears, of all my life! and, if God choose,
I shall but love thee better after death.

You’d be dead-meat, if you ever sent that poem to a girl.

My favorite poems were the spiritual ones. I’ve always felt that 



God was poetical too.

I, convinced that I could,
Strove on tip-toes and stacks of books
To touch the place of God.
Til, on my knees
I learned to count infinities
On my two, little hands.

I’ve always thought of God as the nicest neighbor you could 
imagine. His yard is verdant (and vernal too) and bursting with 
colorful flora, the lawn is always neatly mowed, His bushes are 
manicured, and He knows just the right flowers to plant for each 
season. And I always wonder, how splendid must be the inside of his 
home too.

Speaking of that, I wrote about the universe a lot too, like in 
these fragments:

Like the light that long after sun has set
Lingers to congeal into a billion shining parts.
I give of these to thee a shining star…

Where the cool blue diamonds of desert night
Glide along the taut fabric and go straight for my soul…

Sweet So-and-so - these sacred sounds bite my soul awake.
Like a stick-match struck on the cheek of god.

I'll never tell who “sweet so-and-so-” was. She was mean, and 
would bite my head off if she knew I was waxing poetical about her 
ass. In all fairness I wanted the poem to conjure up the image of a 
quasar on the very edge of the universe. It used to be one of my 
favorites. I wish I could remember more of it.

One time when I was baby-sitting my little nephew, I watched him 
walk off to bed with his two teddy bears, and thought of this:

Bears in Arms, Bears in Arms,
Pottied, and in pod-ed P.J.s
But light the light, just in case.

That was supposed to sound like a call to arms, you know, to 
Arms, to Arms… 

Oh well, I guess I’m just not cut out to be a poet. I don’t 
know why they even teach poetry in schools, it doesn’t get you 
anywhere.





A TALE OF TWO KITTIES

It was the best of times, it was the worst of times. I was 
feeling anxious most of the times, so I decided one day to dig up the 
back yard again, and plant a vegetable garden. It was about that time 
that I adopted a stray cat. A very beautiful grey and brownish-black 
Persian cat had wandered into our backyard and had a litter of 
kittens of assorted colors, all beautiful in their own way, but none 
as unique as she. There was a snow white one, and two tan tabby-
colored kittens, and several others. I let her and her brood stay for 
as long as she wanted, and each day I put food and milk out for her. 
She would lie there and nurse the kittens most of the day, and kind 
of stick her nose up real snooty-like at my proffer, but it was gone 
the next day, just the same.

I don’t know what happened to all the kittens. Some nights I’d 
hear a commotion out in the backyard, as only cats can make, and each 
day another kitten would be gone. Finally it was just her and one 
little tabby colored cat. I would watch her teaching him how to hunt 
birds and climb trees, it was quite an experience really watching the 
rigorous training that she put him through. One day she left too, but 
he stayed, and I kept putting out the food, and that’s when he began 
making up to me.

I didn’t want to domesticate “little pussycat” too much, he 
seemed to have quite a nice little life going. When I worked out in 
the yard, he would always come around and “show off” for me. He had 
great claws and he loved to climb our trees. And if ever there was 
any sign of danger, right up the tree he would go.

One day when I was digging out a section of the yard for my 
garden, he was playing with the shadows as the pick rose and fell, 
and finally when I came down with the heavy pick one time, he was 
right there and I struck him with it dead center. Well, the cat went 
flying out of the yard, and I finally found him about a half hour 
later hiding behind the lantana camara bush in the front yard. He was 
frightened of course, but not nearly as much as I was. I thought I 
had cut the little guy in two, but everything seemed to be still 
attached. I sat with him and comforted him, and after that he just 
became real friendly; he’d come to the screen-door every day about 
the same time, and I would let him in, and he’d jump up on me and sit 
on my lap while I was watching television. In the evening, when it 
was time for bed, he’d begin nosing around the front door, and I knew 
to let him out.

But evil was lurking only a yard away. I began seeing another 



cat snooping around that looked just like him. It was a bigger, older 
cat, but they really could have been twins. One day I saw the little 
girl next door holding him, so I assumed the “daddy” cat belonged to 
her. She was a cute little Hispanic girl, who loved animals. She had 
a big rabbit for a while too, and often she would see me outside and 
hit me up for carrots for her rabbit. I’d have to get them out of the 
refrigerator though, because her rabbit had eaten all the tops off my 
carrots out in the garden one morning not long after they had 
appeared. Before long this old cat was always up on my front porch, 
and I could tell he was after my little cat. They had already had 
several run-ins, so I started shooing him off when I saw him in the 
yard, but the little guy could really hold his own against him. His 
mom had taught him well, he was so agile and good with his claws.

One day after a real donny-brook the big cat left the territory, 
and I began seeing the little girl next door playing with my cat. And 
right after that she went away and took the cat with her. I don’t 
think it was a case of mistaken identity, but I felt it was a far 
better thing for me not to protest about it. Oddly enough, that 
wasn’t the last time I saw him. One day I was out in the front yard 
mowing the lawn, and it was very hot and for like a full 5 seconds I 
saw the little brown cat standing by the porch. He wasn’t moving, but 
just stood there transfixed, as I must have been. I was afraid to 
look away because I knew he wouldn’t be there when I looked again.



TOP 10 THINGS I DO ALONE ON THANKSGIVING

10. Don’t cook a big turkey, and don’t buy a turkey already prepared 
or you will have a lot of leftovers. The best part of being alone on 
Thanksgiving is wallowing in self-pity, but you can’t do that if 
you’re staring at a sumptuous turkey dinner and beaucoup left-overs. 
Instead buy a Turkey TV Dinner. I prefer Marie Callendar’s, but any 
comparable brand will do. Open a can of cranberry sauce and serve it 
on the side, and prepare any other trimmings that you like best such 
as yam boats and vegies. Pumpkin pie is easy to make, and it will 
make you home-sick, but don’t go crazy with the spices. Mom couldn’t 
afford them, and the cinnamon is all you really need. And that can of 
condensed milk in your cupboard is NOT the same as evaporated milk.

9. Watch the Macy’s Thanksgiving Day Parade and remember how much 
better it used to be in the old days.

8. Watch the football game on tv, even if you don’t like the Dallas 
Cowboys or the Detroit Lions, or football for that matter. Cheer for 
the home-team and you’ll be in sync with all the noise on the 
television.

7. Watch a movie and have a good cry. Here’s some of my favorites:
- “Breakfast at Tiffany’s.” I love that movie, and I always cry for 
“Cat” when Holly ditches him in the alley.
- “The Apartment,” with Jack Lemmon and Shirley Maclaine. I can watch 
it anytime, really, but when you’re all alone it’s even better. The 
moral: there’s somebody nice out there even if you’re just an 
ordinary, decent slob, which isn’t really true, but it’s fun to hope.

6. Watch a movie and have a good laugh. They’ll probably be showing 
Miracle on 34th Street and Charley Brown’s Thanksgiving on 
television, but you’re going to need much more than that to break out 
of your dumps. So pick some of your favorites. Here’s some 
suggestions:
- Monty Python and the Holy Grail -
- “Home Alone” is a good one, and seeing all the snow and ice on the 
street will remind you that first cold snap is just around the 
corner.
- Anything with Peter Sellers - Just because he’s a crack-up.

I would have suggested some really good and really long movies like 
“The Last of the Mohicans” (w/Daniel Day Lewis), “The Great Escape,” 
or “Dr. Zhivago,” but they go better when you are sick, because then 
you can fall asleep and wake up, and the movie will still be going on 
and, if you’re lucky you fall in and out of delirium and begin to 



dream yourself into the movie. If you suspect you might be terminally 
ill, try “Lawrence of Arabia” or “The English Patient.”

5. Curl up in front of a crackling fire-place, or even just turn on a 
noisy fan and read a book, preferably one that you love, or a time-
less classic that is NOT MOBY DICK!! Don’t read Diary of A Young Girl 
either - Anne Frank is all about the first day of spring.

4. Write a bunch of stuff in your blog, or read somebody else’s blog, 
and leave all kinds of snide little comments.

3. Go to a deserted beach and watch for mermaids, or search for them 
on the internet.

2. I couldn’t think of a 2nd thing - there’s just not that much to do 
on Thanksgiving by yourself.

So you’re better off not letting it happen. But if you honestly can’t 
help being alone on Thanksgiving, the number one thing to do is:

1. Listen to all the great Thanksgiving Music…



MERRY CHRISTMAS, DARLING

I’ve always loved the Carpenters’ Christmas song, “Merry 
Christmas, Darling.” It was originally recorded in November, 1970 and 
must have hit the radio stations and the store-shelves just in time 
for the Christmas season that same year, but I didn’t hear it then. I 
had joined the Navy earlier that year, and was in bootcamp in San 
Diego, California through February. In bootcamp, we weren’t allowed 
to listen to the radio much.

That Christmas I received several care-packages from home, and 
one special package came from my grandmother in Scranton. I remember 
it very well, because later that same day I got word that she had 
died of a stroke. There were lots of goodies in the box, that I 
shared with the other guys in my company, including several packages 
of Russell Stover candies and the ever-present tin of broken cookies, 
and there was a Timex electric watch for me. It was a nice watch, and 
I wore it for many years until one day I broke it when I was working 
on one of my old cars. I don’t think there was anything in the Blue 
Jacket’s Manual about it, but Chief Geiger, our drill instructor, 
told me it was all right if I wanted to go outside the barracks after 
lights-out to grieve for the loss of my grandmother. I remember 
getting up from my bunk and stepping out on the landing outside the 
door, but I don’t remember what happened after that, or how long I 
stayed out there. There were lots of stars out that night.

I spent the next Christmas in Japan. I had only been there about 
6 months, and it wasn’t my first time away from home, but for some 
reason Christmas hit me especially hard that year. Freddy had bought 
a car, and one afternoon he and Bobby and I drove out to Yokohama. 
And that’s when I heard “Merry Christmas, Darling” for the first 
time, on the radio in Freddy’s car, and it was new to me, and I loved 
it of course. It seems kind of nice now, in hindsight that God kept 
it fresh for me for that whole year.

We used to listen to the Armed Forces Radio Network quite a bit 
when we were in Japan. I think that they broadcast out of Tokyo. At 
night, whenever I was alone in our little apartment just off of the 
Hon-cho, I would fall asleep with the radio on, and often I would 
awaken in the middle of the night and Barbara Russell would be on the 
air. She was my favorite DJ on the AFRN. She would say, “This is 
Airman Barbara Russell, from Yokota airbase” and it was nice just to 
hear an American woman’s voice again. I don’t know what ever became 
of her. Maybe Art Bell, who was also an AFRN Disc Jockey, could do a 
show about her and some of the other DJs.



I hope our young men and women serving overseas, and especially 
those in Iraq and Afghanistan have somebody nice like Barbara Russell 
and Karen Carpenter looking out for them this Christmas.



BABY, LET'S CRUISE

Anaheim, California was a great place to be a cab-driver. The 
area around Disneyland is full of hotels and motels, and right in the 
center of it all is the Convention Center, that attracts 
professionals from literally dozens of industries to the area each 
year. One of the largest conventions was the yearly NAMM 
extravaganza, held each year by the National Association of Music 
Merchants. All of the major DVD and record companies were there, and 
always there were quite a few celebrities who would try to sneak in 
under our radar.

I didn’t always get to work the conventions like I wanted. Often 
I would get tabbed at the start of my shift to drive some handicapped 
kids to their school in the morning, and pick them up at the end of 
the day, leaving only a few hours in the middle of the day to work 
the area around the convention. It wasn’t hard work driving the kids 
around, but it could be heart-breaking - many of the kids had 
Cerebral Palsy and other debilitating diseases. I know I wasn’t 
always up to it. They were supposed to take the buses, which were 
better equipped to handle them, but some of them used cabs. One 
little boy wore a football helmet, and the first time I picked him up 
at his home, I had laughed. None of the kids could talk. He sat 
quietly in the back most of the time, watching out the window and 
drooling a little like most of them did, but one day he threw a 
tantrum and I understood why he needed the helmet. Another young girl 
named Jill literally broke my heart each time I would see her. She 
was in her teens, and she had a cute shape, like she could have been 
a high school cheerleader or something. Her parents would often dress 
her in short little skirts, and I would have to buckle her in to the 
back seat, and she would sit there, oblivious to me and the world 
around her, her sweet young face, all twisted and distorted by her 
disease or defect.

One morning I got a cab with a radio in it. It was nice to be 
able to listen to the music, but I wasn’t sure if the passengers 
would like it or not, so I left it off most of the day. I hadn’t had 
very many fares, and it was getting close to pick-up time for my 
kids, when a very pretty young black woman came out of the Hilton 
Hotel and got in my cab. She wanted to go to the train station over 
at Anaheim Stadium, and when I started up the Ford LTD the radio came 
on. She didn’t seem at all bothered by it, nor did she seem inclined 
to speak much, so I left the radio on and as I drove out onto Harbor 
Boulevard she began to hum along with the music that was playing. It 
was a song by George Michael that was a couple years old at the time, 
but still popular called “Careless Whisper,” and before long she 



began to sing along with the radio.

When the next song came on, she looked at me in the mirror and 
said, “I like your station.” “They play the nicest music,” she added. 
It was “Baby, Let’s Cruise” by Smokey Robinson. She began to sing 
that one too, but softer and more seductively now, and it was quite 
clear now that she was a professional singer, and had a lovely voice. 
I was getting close to the stadium, but there was plenty of time 
before her train would be there, so I slowed down to hear the rest of 
her number.

I waited at the station for another fare, and she smiled over at 
me once from the platform while she was waiting for her train to 
arrive. I didn’t know if she was famous, at least I didn’t recognize 
her. I asked some of the other cab drivers around if they knew who 
she was or who was in town at the time, and one of them said that 
Luther Vandross was giving a concert that evening, and Oleta Adams 
was with him. I had heard Miss Adams before, and I didn’t think it 
was her. She probably had just come down for the day for the NAMM 
convention.

That afternoon I picked Jill up at the special school in Costa 
Mesa, and drove her home.



FREDDY THE PIANO BEAR

 

Most folks think that bears aren’t musical, but that’s not true. 
In fact, there’s a little bear who’s been sitting on my piano for 
many years. I call him Freddy the Piano Bear, but that’s not his 
given name I’m sure.

I remember when Freddy first came to my house. It was just 
before Christmas and my little niece brought him over when her dad 
was throwing out a lot of her old toys. Though he wasn’t worn or torn 
or soiled much, somehow he had gotten ear-marked for banishment to 
wherever old toys are banished. In short, he wasn’t a bad bear; he 
was a little dusty is all.

I had a dog at the time, a large honey-golden retriever with 
monstrous paws that my nephew had named Rambo. Rambo tried right away 
to get at Freddy, to shake the stuffing out of him like he had done 
to countless other stuffed toys that somehow flew into the backyard, 
or shred him like he was wont to do to every ballcap that I dared to 
don or doff in his presence. That’s when I first put Freddy up on the 
old piano, for his own safety. I tucked him neatly inside my new 
Mickey Mouse ballcap that I purchased at the gift-shop inside the 
Disneyland Hotel, when I was driving my taxicab one day and needed a 
break. I had bought the hat to wear while I drove around Anaheim, but 
somehow it just seemed too nice for everyday wear, with the cute 



cartoon of Mickey on the front and his signature stitched into the 
back with orange thread.

Freddy doesn’t know this, but I only payed $300 for that piano. 
I was working with my brother-in-law, Harry at the time; Harry was a 
piano-tuner by trade, and he had rented a small space in an 
industrial complex in Huntington Beach, where he rebuilt and repaired 
old pianos. Anytime I needed work, Harry was always happy to put me 
to work replacing the bridal straps in some dusty old piano action, 
or grinding a set of plastic key covers. Harry was more than a 
brother-in-law to me; he was also a true and dear friend. He died a 
while back, and to write about him is still very hard.

Rebuilding a piano was quite a thrilling experience, and it 
usually took several months. Harry did all of the technical work 
himself, weighing the keys and adjusting the hammers and levelling 
the action. My sister Karin would order all the new parts. I would 
usually start by removing and polishing all the brass fixtures and 
screws from the old piano, and set them aside in a box. Then together 
we would lift out the heavy cast iron plate, and take out the 
keyboard assembly along with the action and set them up on a rack. 
Often when we would rebuild a piano, we would have to strip away the 
old finish with paint and varnish remover - it was a messy job, and 
the chemicals burned the skin and sometimes it would be hard to catch 
a breath afterwards, but the transformation was remarkable. Many 
times after the old paint and finish would give way, a lovely wood 
grain would be revealed beneath.

After seeing how it was all done, I asked my sister one day if 
she would help me find a cheap piano to rebuild for myself. I had 
always wanted to play the piano, and my mom played the accordion and 
I knew she would love to have one too. Karin searched the papers, and 
sure enough an old woman across town was selling a “Wurlitzer” piano 
for $300. I drove over to check it out, and it didn’t look like a 
typical Wurlitzer, the kind you saw being given away on tv gameshows 
practically every night. I didn’t even recognize what type of piano 
it was. It was too big to be a spinet, and it was too small for an 
upright. Nor was it much to look at. The white paint was dirty and 
greasy looking, and the keys were broken. It would need a lot of 
work, but that’s exactly what I wanted. When we got the piano back to 
the store, Harry took a look at it, and told me how much it would all 
cost to rebuild. Of course it would need new keys, and new strings, 
and a lot of work. He called it a coffin-case upright.

I began working on the old piano in my spare time, and the first 
thing I learned was it wasn’t a Wurlitzer, but a George Steck piano. 
According to their current website, “George Steck & Co. was 
established in 1857 by George Steck at 650 E. 132nd St., New York. In 
1904 they became known as Aeolian Weber and Pianola Co., affiliated 



with Aeolian American. Later George Steck became part of the Mason & 
Hamlin Companies.”

I did most of the rebuild work myself, even some of the tasks 
that I hadn’t done before, and Harry and I restrung it one day 
together, and then Harry “chip tuned” it, which means he brought all 
of the strings roughly up to pitch. He promised to tune it for me, 
but somehow he never did, and for all these years I’ve still never 
had the piano actually tuned. I removed all of the old paint from the 
case with stripper, and washed the wood and rubbed it with steel 
wool, but I couldn’t afford to pay the extra money to have it 
refinished. Even to this day, if you look closely enough you can 
still see little streaks of the old white paint in the natural wood 
finish, that had lain hidden for so long.

And that’s where Freddy has stayed all these years, with his 
big, broad grin and a green scarf worn rakishly about his neck. He 
loves that old piano as much as I do, and he and I both think it’s 
perfectly tuned.



MY SCREENPLAY

Everybody in Southern California has a screenplay that they have 
written, that is everybody but me. Like Beethoven, my greatest work 
is sadly only partly finished, even though I’ve been at it a really 
long time. I mean, I read “How to write a Screenplay” in college way 
back in the 70s, and I’ve had this great idea for years, that I’ve 
kicked all around and all over the place, but somehow I could just 
never get it right, or be done with it. Writers want to be done with 
things, and need to be done with them, and forty years is too long a 
time to have a foreign object like that banging around in your brain.

I’ve tried every way you can imagine to write this script - I’ve 
handwritten in pencil and ink on sheets of paper and index cards, 
typewritten on portables and selectrics, even employed several 
generations and brands of computers for the task, but always I’ve 
only gotten so far. My last serious attempt was on my old HP computer 
running Windows 95. I made a lot of headway that time, and when it 
was all over I had written 165 complete scenes. Like the author of 
the How-to book suggested, I made up an index card for each scene, 
and pinned them up on a board, and tried to juggle them around, but I 
just couldn’t fashion them into anything that worked, and eventually 
I accidentally deleted all the Microsoft Word document files from my 
hard-drive along with everything else I had created that year.

I didn’t miss the screenplay that much actually, because I still 
had it in my head. What I missed most were my two computer airbrush 
drawings that I had made with Fractal Painter, a paint program that 
simulates the functionality of real artist’s tools such as pencils, 



ink, chalk, watercolor paints and airbrushes. The first drawing was a 
lovely red rose, covered with dew-drops that had come out so real 
even I was amazed. The other was a copy of an Andrea Mistretta work 
that had caught my eye called “the classy bag-lady” that I had tried 
to sketch and airbrush. I love this particular drawing. Doesn’t it 
make you want to just go shopping on Rodeo Drive or the internet?

But that’s all in the past, and so much water-color under the 
bridge. So the other day I started writing my screenplay again, and I 
even found the book with the two drawings and scanned them and saved 
them on my hard drive, which now begs the question, how much longer 
will this hard drive of mine hold out?

To read my Screenplay click the “Danzig PDF Version” in the 
sidebar on my blog at http://dobee.wordpress.com.
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