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INTRODUCTION 
 
 
 

F or some time I have been thinking of writ-
ing the story of my life for the edification of 
future generations of the Harker family. My 

daughter, Harriet Burger and my granddaughter, Lori 
Burger  gave me the needed encouragement to get going 
on it, and so on this second day of February, 1999 at 
the ripe old age of 82 years and four months I'm going 
to start on it. 
 My approach will be to relive my life to the best of 
my memory, day by day and year by year.  I understand 
this technique was used successfully by prisoners of 
war to retain their sanity during torture and incarcera-
tion.  When writing about other individuals I will con-
fine myself to only those that I knew personally. 
 As you know, life is never dull and I will be de-
scribing funny things as well as sad things, but will de-
lete anything that might detract from my fine character 
and reputation. 
 Obviously, without grandparents and parents, I 
would not be here to write all this stuff for posterity.  
Therefore the following prologue will be devoted to writ-
ing about, and describing, those relatives who lived in 
my lifetime.  We will start with my mother's side of the 
family and then go to my dad's side. 
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The Bahn side of the family taken at Grandma Bahn's 80th Birthday.  
Seated left to right are: my brother Bud, Aunt Gertrude, Cousin 
Charles, Uncle Allen, Grandma, Cousin Evelyn, Harry Baylis, and 
Betty Baylis.  Standing left to right are: myself, Cousin Harry (Bud) 
Baylis, Cousin Allen Bahn, Friends Wick and Vivian, my mother and 
dad, Cousin Ruth Baylis and her husband Hank.  
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A gathering of the Harker, Finch, Kelly, Otis, and Lichty families.  Grandma Harker 
is in the center.  Cousin Alberta and my brother Bud are in front holding dogs. 
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Mother and me when I was little.  I adored her. 
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PROLOGUE 
 
 

 

G randpa and Grandma Bahn were Penn-
sylvania Dutch who settled in Langhorn 
Pennsylvania where my mother, Edith, 

her brother Allen, and sister Cora who died as a child, 
were born.  Grandma Bahn's name was Ellen and 
Grandpa Bahn's name was William.  He was a cabinet 
maker, carpenter and builder who constructed many 
houses in Pennsylvania and later, in California.  After 
graduating from High School my mother attended busi-
ness school where she studied shorthand and stenogra-
phy. 
 She then went to work for the great inventor, 
Thomas Edison, as his private secretary recording testi-
mony for use in protecting his many patents.  One time 
she told me that Edison was a bit absent minded, took 
short catnaps of a half hour several times a day and of-
ten working until 2 in the morning.  She said that his 
favorite snack was saltine crackers and milk and that 
he always had cracker crumbs and spilt milk on his 
suits.  One day while working for Edison she met the 
Wright Brothers, inventors of the airplane, when they 
stopped by to visit Edison's laboratory. 
 The Bahn's came to California in the 1890's and 
settled in Alhambra where they built a large home at 30 
North Curtis Avenue.  Grandpa had a parrot named 
'Polly' (what else?) that he kept in his shop behind the 
garage.  Her perch was an old highback wood chair and 
she would walk back and forth along the top of the 
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chair back saying "Polly want's a cracker." She was sure 
original!  However she did learn to mimic a lot of people 
and sounded like a real person when she talked. Some-
times while playing outside I would think I heard my 
grandma call me only to find out when reporting in the 
house that it was Polly!' 
 Grandpa had an office in their house and it was 
my favorite haunt whenever Grandma was taking care 
of me.  It reeked of cigar smoke, which I truly loved, and 
was a rather dark room as the walls were painted with 
dark green calcimine and furnished with an old rolltop 
desk that was illuminated by a green shaded desk lamp.  
He sat in a captain's chair which I now have and prize 
very much.  The rest of the walls in the house were 
painted with white calcimine and all the floors except 
for the kitchen and back porch were covered with Orien-
tal rugs. 
 They had an old cabinet victrola in the living 
room which I loved to play when I was there.  My favor-
ite record was one of Happy Hooligan singing "Yes, We 
Have No Bananas." They also had an old foot pumped 
upright organ (not to be confused with sexual ecstasy) 
in the living room and I spent many happy hours trying 
to play it.  I finally mastered it after taking piano les-
sons. 
 Thanksgivings were always spent at Grandpa and 
Grandma Bahn's house.  After dinner, while the women 
cleaned up and worked in the kitchen doing the dishes, 
the men would all congregate in the living room to talk 
and smoke cigars. 
 Mother's brother Allen and his wife Gertrude 
built a house just two doors away at 33 North Curtis.  
Uncle Allen was a very emotional fellow possessed with 
a short temper. He was the accountant for 
Hassbaracks, a large wholesale grocery company in Los 
Angeles which later became Smart and Final.  Aunt 
Gertrude was a bit of a flirt which upset my mother no 
end.  Mother's cousin and husband, Betty and Harry 
Baylis built a home further up the street at 120 North 
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Curtis.  Uncle Allen and Aunt Gertrude had two boys, 
Allen Jr. about my age and Charles who was several 
years younger. They were the cousins I played with 
when staying at Grandma's house.  The Baylises also 
had two children, my second cousins, Ruth and Harry. 
 Later on Grandma and Grandpa adopted a son, 
Raymond, who served in the Navy and married a girl 
named Barbara when he left the Navy.  She worked in a 
candy factory dipping chocolates and became quite 
heavy as a result of too much work sampling.  Aunt 
Barbara would always bring boxes of chocolates to the 
Thanksgiving dinners and Christmas parties. Uncle 
Raymond was a finger print expert with the San Marino 
police department.  They had a daughter, my cousin, 
named Evelyn who, when an adult, became a librarian 
in the LA County Library.  They also had a younger boy 
whose name I can't remember and I don't know what 
ever happened to him. 
 My Grandpa Harker was also named William and 
also a carpenter and builder who came to the United 
States from Sussex England.  He married my Grandma 
Harker, a school teacher, whose name was Grace.  Her 
Great Grandfather had married a Cherokee Indian 
Squaw and that is how I claim to be one thirty second 
Cherokee Indian. 
 They eventually moved to Mitchell South Dakota 
where my dad, Harry Finch Harker went to school and 
played football on the Mitchell High School team, some-
times on frozen ground in the winter.  Dad had three 
sisters, Mame, Lulu and Jane and two brothers, Joe 
and William.  When Aunt Mame was about four years 
old the family bulldog bit off her nose.  Plastic surgery 
was unknown in those days so she went through life 
without a nose just two holes where her nostrils were.  
Uncle Joe died in the smallpox epidemic in the 1920's 
and Uncle Will who was an expert trap shooter won a 
state championship for which he was awarded an en-
graved gold watch that I had for many years and then 
lost somewhere along the line. 
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 Aunt Mame married a fellow named George Kelly, 
a Texan about six foot three who wore size twelve shoes.  
He was a druggist and ran the pharmacy at the Owl 
Drug Store in downtown Los Angeles and was always 
bringing my folks samples of hair tonic, soap and elixirs 
of various kinds. Uncle George was a rather heavy 
drinker but carried his liquor well.  Aunt Jane married 
a fellow named Rubin who was a carpenter for the Un-
ion Pacific Railroad.  I think he repaired box cars.   Ru-
bin was kind of a weird fellow who had funny haircuts 
and always wore long underwear and high button 
shoes.  Aunt Lu married a fellow named Bert Lichty who 
was an insurance salesman.  They had two daughters, 
one that died in infancy and another, my cousin named 
Alberta. 
 Grandpa and Grandma Harker had a home on 
Lemon Street in Alhambra of which I have little memory 
as Grandpa died when I was quite young and Grandma 
moved in with the Lichtys who had a home on Garfield 
Avenue just around the corner from the house my folks 
built on Second Street in 1910 and where I grew up.  
Uncle Bert had a badly misshapen right hand, wrist and 
forearm, the result of a Model T Ford backfiring while he 
was cranking it to get it started.   Aunt Lu was blind in 
her right eye which had been cut by a shard of flying 
glass when she was a small girl watching my dad and 
his brother breaking glass bottles by throwing them 
against a stone wall.  She adjusted to the one eyed 
sight, however, and drove a car and was a very good 
typist. 
 Christmas afternoons were usually spent at 
Grandma and Grandpa Bahn's house and Christmas 
evenings with the Lichty's and Grandma Harker.  The 
only problem with this arrangement was that it took me 
away from my Christmas toys except for the one's I was 
permitted to take with me.  After supper Aunt Jane, 
who was an accomplished pianist would accompany the 
adults as they all sang hymns.  The one's I liked most to 
listen to were, "Bringing In The Sheep" and "When The 
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Roll Is Called Up Yonder". 
 After arriving in California my mother got a job 
as advertising manager for Hamburgers Department 
Store, later to become the May Company Stores.  She 
had an office in the LA Times building in downtown Los 
Angeles at First and Broadway. She and my dad were in 
the courting stage of their relationship at that time.  On 
the evening of October 1, 1910, around 8:00 p.m., the 
building was blown up with dynamite by union terrorist 
an hour after my dad had picked my mother up to take 
her to dinner.  The building was completely destroyed. 
20 people were killed and many more injured.  Among 
the dead and injured were a number of my mother's co-
workers and friends. 
 During the great air meet in 1910 at Dominguez 
Field, now the City of Carson, she went up in a hydro-
gen filled gas free flying balloon as an advertising stunt.  
The pilot was the famous balloonist, Dick Ferris, and 
they set a national distance record, landing up in Mon-
rovia. 
 But, enough of this background it's time to move 
on and get into the real purpose of this writing, i.e. to 
document my life as I remember it. 
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CHAPTER I 
 

 

E dith Harker was pregnant with her second 
child, having lost her first to convulsions 
in infancy.  He was named Baby Roy and 

is buried in the San Gabriel Cemetery.  The year of her 
second pregnancy was 1916 and as her delivery time 
drew near my dad took her to the Seaside Hospital in 
Long Beach were her pediatrician practiced.  His name 
was Dr. Jones and he wore horn rimmed glasses and 
looked a lot like the famous movie comedian, Harold 
Lloyd. 
 She soon went into labor and in the early morn-
ing hours of September 23 I arrived in this world and, 
after a sound slap on my back, took my first breath and 
my place as a member of the human race and citizen of 
the United States.  I don't really remember much about 
the event though. 
 After an appropriate time of laying-in Mother and 
I were taken home to my parents house at 1800 South 
Second Street in Alhambra where I was placed in a crib 
in an alcove of their bedroom.  My mother and dad had 
built the house themselves in 1910 with the help of my 
two grandpas.  In the summer of 1917 I became a vic-
tim of the terrible influenza epidemic that killed millions 
of people throughout the world.  Being somewhat of a 
survivor I managed to come through the ordeal with no 
apparent permanent damage.  About all I can recall of 
the incident was being wrapped in flannel and breath-
ing vapors of eucalyptus oil that was heated on top of a 
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gas burner in the room.  I'm not sure if I really remem-
ber that or if I heard my folks talking about it, but I do 
have strong memory of the flannel wrappings. 
 I don't recall a lot of detail of those first few years 
of my life, but I do remember getting my first dog when 
about 3 three years of age.  He was a little black and 
white Fox Terrier that Earl Vanderveer, a friend of my 
folks, brought to me.  Earl lived in Redondo Beach so 
we named the puppy "Dondo." I don't know what finally 
happened to him but I do remember we kept him tied to 
a pine tree in the back yard where I could play with 
him.  I also remember spraying my Grandpa Harker 
with a garden hose while he was working in the back 
yard and he came after me yelling "Aye, Aye, Aye Billy." 
That was my first terrifying experience. 
 On August 26, 1920 I got a little brother who 
they named Harry Harland Harker, and later nick-
named Buddy which in later life became Bud for short.  
I had plenty of things going by then so the competition 
of a baby getting a lot of attention in the house did not 
bother me much. 
 In 1923, at the age of seven my mother took me 
to Ramona Grammar School at 6th Street and Valley 
Boulevard to enroll me in the first grade.  I was so 
smart by that time that I skipped kindergarten. My first 
grade teacher was Miss Greenfield and I was scared to 
death of her.  We sat at the old fashioned school desks 
with attached seat and an ink well in the upper right 
corner of the desk.   We learned the alphabet and how 
to spell using wooden boxes about 12 inches long and 
two inches wide that had slots containing little cards 
with the alphabet letters printed on them in black.  We 
would then take the cards out and lay them on the desk 
to spell words, sort of like anagrams. 
 My second grade teacher was a  Miss Obe.  It was 
about this time that I had my second of a number of 
terrifying experiences in my life which I brought on my-
self.  In those days everyone had a garbage can that was 
put out at the curb every week to be picked up by the 
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city garbage collector who happened to be a black man   
One day while he was picking up the garbage at our 
house I ran out in the back yard and hollered, "Hey Nig-
ger!" He yelled something back to me which I can't re-
call, but Mother heard me and came running out of the 
house, dragged me inside and told me the fellow would 
be coming after me with a knife. 
 Turned out she had made an apology to him and 
he just laughed and said he understood as he had kids 
of his own. But for two weeks I would not walk to school 
alone and Mother had to accompany me as I watched 
over my shoulder for a black man coming after me with 
a knife. 
 It was about this time that my dad and his col-
lege fraternity brother Roy Harris decided to overhaul 
the family auto which was a two cylinder Tourist built 
in Los Angeles. They had both attended Troop College 
which later became Cal Tech and where Dad had stud-
ied electrical engineering.  I remember they took the car 
completely apart and hung all the parts on a wood 
board fence that ran along the north side of our back 
yard.  Some time later they put it all back together and 
had three parts left over and could never find where 
they went but the car ran OK without them. 
 The area where we lived in Alhambra was called 
Ramona Park and our house was only one of four on 
the block. Rabbits and squirrels would often run 
through our yard.  Also a lot of doves and quail.  Over 
the years however, the area built up until there was no 
more vacant land.  Garfield Avenue was  just a wide dirt 
road, but the streets where we lived had some sort of 
paving on them with concrete curbs and gutters. 
 We were just one block from the Pacific Electric 
car line that ran to Los Angeles.  In the 1940's that rail 
line was torn out to make way for the 1-10 Freeway, a 
real mistake if ever there was one.  Anyway, a lot of 
tramps would go along the tracks and often stopped at 
our house for some breakfast   Mother always gave 
them something and I would sit and watch them eat.   
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This was in the early 20's and most of them wore old 
army overcoats and hats.  I think many of them were 
Vets from World War I.  They were sure a scraggly look-
ing bunch with beards, dirty hands, and smelled bad. 
 These were the days before electric refrigerators 
and we had an ice box on the back porch that held a 25 
pound block of ice in the top and the food went on the 
bottom.  The ice sat in a pan with a drain hole for the 
water as the ice melted and dad drilled a hole in the 
floor of the porch and ran a small rubber hose down to 
it so the water would go under the house. 
 Our ice man, a Mr. Peterson delivered ice once a 
week with a horse drawn ice wagon.  When he arrived 
we kids would all come running to get some of the ice 
shavings to suck on. Only milk, cream and such things 
that had to be kept cold were kept in the ice box.   Oth-
ers, like vegetables, fruit, butter, etc., went in a cooler 
that was built into the house. It was just a small closet-
like affair that ran from the floor to the ceiling with a 
door on it and wood slat shelves and was open at both 
ends so it would draw the cool air from under the house 
up and out the top.  It actually worked very well. 
 Mother used to buy fruit and vegetables from a 
Chinaman named "Chang" but stopped using his pro-
duce when she caught him one day urinating on the 
side of his wagon.  We also had a junk man who was a 
Russian Jew and spoke a form of English that no one 
could understand.  He would come down our back dirt 
alley about every two weeks in his horse-drawn cart 
yelling, "yags, pecks, an bottoes secks,"  which translat-
ed into "rags, papers, bottles and sacks." We kids used 
him as our source of spending money, getting a few 
cents for junk we had collected while waiting for his ar-
rival. 
 Alhambra did not have a fire station to serve our 
area at that time so a number of men in the neighbor-
hood formed a volunteer fire department with a fire 
house located at the corner of Sixth Street and Valley 
Boulevard across from Ramona School on a bean field, 
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which played an important role in my life that will be 
told about later.  My dad along with some of the other 
men in Ramona Park were volunteer firemen and were 
alerted to a call for action by a large bell in the fire sta-
tion that held the only fire truck.  It was painted pale 
yellow and they called it "Betsy."  Dad kept his fire 
fighting gear that consisted of a heavy canvas and leath-
er coat, a black metal helmet, rubber boots and a spe-
cial wrench for turning on the fire hydrants, in my bed-
room closet.  When that bell rang, Mother would run to 
the phone and call the station to find out where the fire 
was while my dad came running into my room to suit 
up.  Since he worked in Los Angeles during the day the 
above sequence usually occurred at night and he could 
spot the fire's location by the orange glow in the sky.  Of 
course, all this activity would wake me up and he often 
took me with him to the fires.  The worst one I can re-
member was when the barns at the Midwick Polo 
grounds caught fire and destroyed a large number of 
valuable polo ponies.   The firemen would get them out 
but then they would run right back into the burning 
barns. 
 The volunteers would have to periodically check 
the fire hydrants in the neighborhood to make sure they 
were working OK. They would attach a fire hose and 
then water each other's front lawns. 
 Mother was way ahead of her time in the psy-
chology of raising children.  She taught me a lot about 
learning.  When I was little we used to play a game of 
mamma bear and little bear and would go around 
growling at each other.  We also played that the house 
was a ship and I was the captain.  Dad mounted an old 
steering wheel to the back porch railing and I would 
stand there like the ancient mariner working the wheel 
and steering the ship.  I also played electrician by pok-
ing at the insulators with a broom stick where the pow-
er wires came into the house.  When I was about 12 
years old Mother taught me how to balance the family 
check book and that became one of my chores each 
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time a bank statement arrived. Mail was delivered to the 
house by postmen on foot.  After balancing the check 
book I would then organize all the cancelled checks in 
numerical order and file them in a desk drawer. 
 By the time I reached the third grade at Ramona 
Grammar School we started using the black boards and 
chalk.  In those days they were really black, being made 
of black slate. Today most of them are green and made 
of a hard manufactured material.  I always looked for-
ward to the days when it was my time to be monitor.  
This duty was assigned on a rotating basis and  consist-
ed of passing out papers to the other students, sharpen-
ing the teachers pencils, cleaning the black boards at 
the end of the day and getting the chalk dust out of the 
felt erasers by smacking them together which always 
resulted in a cloud of choking white dust.  By today’s 
standards the teaching methods seem antique. 
 We were taught "Ritin, Readin,and Rithmatic," to 
the tune of a wooden ruler rather than 'a hickory stick.'  
I seemed to have a propensity for getting into trouble 
and one day while in the second grade I smarted off at 
Miss Obe and was sent up to sit on the bench on the 
second floor lobby just outside the principal's office.  
That bench was akin to capital punishment as far as we 
children were concerned.  It was a long mahogany affair 
with a high back and you were in full view of other stu-
dents as they passed by.  It was downright humiliating 
because they all knew you had done something wrong.  
 Anyway, on this particular day Miss Roule, the 
principal, came out and saw me sitting on the bench 
crying and I guess felt sorry for me because she gave me 
some animal crackers.  I had just started eating them 
when Miss Obe came by and saw what was going on 
and asked where I got the crackers.  When I told her 
she stormed in to Miss Roule's (pronounced Rowel) of-
fice and I could hear her screaming at the poor kind 
hearted principal for giving me the crackers when I was 
supposed to be doing punishment time. 
 Miss Roule was a tall slender older woman with 
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her gray hair piled up high on her head.  She wore long 
black ankle length dresses with a white lace collar that 
almost went up to her ears and her rimless eye glasses 
were fastened on a chain that hung from a small silver 
device pinned to her dress at breast height.  It was a 
spring loaded affair that retracted and wound up the 
chain so her glasses hung from it when she removed 
them from her face.  
 If you are wondering where the animal crackers 
came from I must tell you that it was my mother who 
started the school cafeterias and lunch rooms in Cali-
fornia.  Her first such effort was a small snack bar on 
the second floor lobby at Ramona Grammar School and 
that is where Miss Roule picked up the crackers.  In lat-
er years the snack bar was expanded into a full fledge 
cafeteria on the ground floor and, as the word got 
around, school cafeterias began appearing all over the 
State of California. 
 Mother was heavily involved in the PTA and over 
the years often had my various teachers to our house 
for dinner and always addressed them by their first 
names which was not lost on me.  One, my 6th grade 
teacher was named Frances E. Scott. She was a sharp 
looking gal and I sort of took a fancy to her. 

One day, during an afternoon penmanship exer-
cise in her class, when she was bawling out one of the 
other students, I rose to the occasion and berated her 
after addressing her as Frances E. Scott.  She made me 
stay after school and word of my misdemeanor got back 
to my parents who raised holy hell with me and then got 
a little book with a chain on it which was fastened to 
the belt loop on my pants.  I had to wear that damned 
book every day and, before I went home, the teacher 
had to make an entry indicating how my deportment 
had been that day.  It was very humiliating to have to 
wear that book because the other students eventually 
found out what it was all about.  It was very effective 
however, and my deportment improved over night. 
 Mother was always getting me involved in her 
PTA activities.  My folks had me taking piano lessons at 
an early age and Mother got me to giving piano recitals 
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at PTA meetings.  One time she got me in some sort of 
program that involved the March of the Wooden Soldiers 
that included a bunch of us little boys all dressed up in 
red pants, black coats and red and black soldier hats 
like the Foreign Legion used to wear.  We had to march 
around the stage to the tune of "The March of The Toy 
Soldiers."  We took quite a ribbing from some of our 
classmates over that. 
 In those early days I was fascinated by gravity, 
flying and centrifugal force.  I was always throwing 
rocks and things up in the air to watch them fall back 
to earth and used to tie heavy objects on the end of a 
line and then swing them around in a circle until they 
were straight out from my body and defying gravity, or 
so it seemed to me.  I was always looking for heavier ob-
jects to do this with and one day came on the idea of 
tying dad's square bladed spade to the end of a rope 
and swinging it around. 
 I was right in the middle of this experiment and 
getting quite dizzy from going round and round when 
my little brother Buddy, who was about 4 years old at 
the time, came wandering out into the back yard and 
right into the path of the flying spade.  Believe me I nev-
er saw him coming.  The sharp corner of the spade 
caught him right above his left eye cutting a deep gash 
in his forehead which bled profusely.  As he screamed 
and bled all over the place I thought for sure he was dy-
ing.  He survived but carried a small scar into his adult 
life marking the spot where he and the spade collided. 
That was another terrifying experience. 
 Mother wanted a rock garden and began collect-
ing all sorts of rocks the size of melons everywhere we 
went.  It did not seem to matter to her if they were gran-
ite, shale, volcanic, or cobble.  Dad made a big pile of 
dirt in the back yard upon which mother carefully ar-
ranged her rocks and planted various types of cactus.  
Rock gardens and empty discarded glass bottles should 
be kept out of reach of small boys.  Seeing the bucket of 
empty bottles out of one eye and the rock pile out of the 
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other gave me a great idea and I proceeded to throw the 
bottles into the rock pile.  Of course, they smashed and 
scattered broken glass throughout the rocks and cacti.  
As I neared the end of the bottle supply, Mother looked 
out the kitchen window, saw what I was up to, and 
screamed for my dad who was at the other end of the 
house fooling around with a radio he had built. 
 Dad came out of the house with his dreaded 
leather razor strop in hand.  I saw him coming and im-
mediately sensed trouble so started running around the 
yard while he chased me yelling "Confound you Billy."  
It was the first time I had ever heard him swear and 
provided me with one more terrifying experience.  Need-
less to say, the razor strop was applied to my bare be-
hind with great accuracy. 
 While on the subject of corporal punishment I 
should add that we had a wood shed attached to the 
side of the garage that was well outfitted with wood 
shingles.  Whenever Buddy or I got out of line a trip to 
the wood shed and a session with one of the shingles 
was a foregone conclusion. 
 As mentioned earlier, we lived just one block 
from the railroad track and one afternoon while a bunch 
of us neighborhood kids were playing kick the can in 
the street, word reached us that an old lady had been 
run over by the electric street car.  We all raced down to 
the track and I will never forget the sight that met our 
eyes.  Strewn along the track was a bunch of stuff that 
looked like old rags mixed in with raw hamburger.  It 
turned out later that the lady was 80 years old and 
deaf.  Just another terrifying experience for me. 
 Over the years our parents did a lot of remodel-
ing and adding on to our home with the result that it 
and other structures on the property just about doubled 
the original square footage.  One of the earliest improve-
ments was to the kitchen with installation of a new sink 
and drain board.  The old varnished wood drain board 
was replaced with a manufactured material that looked 
like, and was as hard as, polished granite. 
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 Mother had a hair brush that had belonged to 
her great grandmother of which she was very fond.  It 
was made of black ebony wood with an ivory surface 
where the bristles were imbedded.  She was standing at 
the kitchen sink one day cleaning the brush under run-
ning water when I said something that greatly dis-
pleased her.  She swung at me with the brush and I 
ducked causing her to miss and hit the edge of the 
granite like drain board.   The brush split in half and I 
started to laugh and she started to cry and ran out of 
the house saying she was going down to the track and 
let the street car get her.  Terrified, I started to cry and 
ran after her pleading for her not to do it.  I've no idea 
what the neighbors thought was going on, but she final-
ly relented and came back home with me.  When dad 
got home and was told what had happened to the hair 
brush I was immediately sequestered for a session in 
the wood shed. 
 Somehow Mother had acquired an old red tar 
lined water barrel that came off a railroad bridge and 
was kept full of water to fight the fires that frequently 
occurred on the wooden bridges.  She placed it in the 
back yard to collect rain water for use in washing her 
hair.  Bud and I always saved some of our firecrackers 
after the 4th of July to play with later.  We used them to 
blow up ant hills, tin cans and all sorts of things.  One 
year I had saved several cherry bombs and wondered 
what would happen if I set one off in Mother's water 
barrel.  There was only one way to find out! 
 I got a small empty glass jelly jar, drilled a hole in 
the lid, put some rocks in the jar so it would sink and 
stuck the cherry bomb fuse through the hole in the lid, 
screwed the lid on tight, lit the fuse and dropped the jar 
in the barrel. Nothing happened for a moment and then 
there was a loud 'kathunk.'  About a bucket-full of wa-
ter flew out the top and all the seams split open as the 
water poured out all around the barrel.  It was empty in 
nothing flat.  The barrel never would hold water after 
that and mother had to be content with using tap water 
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to wash her hair.   All was not lost however as Dad filled 
the barrel with dirt and Mother planted pansies in it. 
 Another of my favorite pastimes was playing with 
a magnifying glass, using it to focus the sun's rays to 
burn things.  I used to cremate ants and all sorts of 
bugs, burned designs into wood shingles, melted all 
sorts of stuff and even started a small fire in a pile of 
weeds in our back yard which I then extinguished with 
a garden hose. 
 During those years we kids all had what we 
called "Chugs" that were homemade coaster cars.  We 
also made the traditional soapbox coasters using skate 
wheels.  The "Chugs" were more sophisticated and con-
sisted of a frame of 2 x 4's on two axles and four wheels 
removed from wagons, tricycles, baby buggies or any-
thing else we could find.  A wood box was mounted in 
front as a hood and a steering wheel on a broom stick 
was run through the box and ropes, from each end of 
the front axle which swiveled on a bolt in the middle, 
were wrapped around the broom stick so the front 
wheels turned as the steering wheel was turned.  A can-
dle in an empty coffee can was nailed to the front of the 
box for a headlight and the motive power was any friend 
you could get to push you. 
 In later years I built a bigger chug and powered it 
with an engine and drive wheel that I had used on my 
bicycle.  It was my first powered car.  On summer eve-
nings we either rode in our chugs or played kick the can 
under the street lights.  There was not much traffic in 
Ramona Park in those days. 
 Somehow I managed to get through the eight 
years of grammar school in only eight years.  When I 
was in the 7th grade the PTA decided to put on a live 
stage play titled "The College Graduate" and I was cast 
in the leading role.  I was the only non-adult in the pro-
duction and made somewhat of a name for myself as we 
played to sold out audiences for three nights in a row. 
I have a lot of fond memories of those days at Ramona 
Grammar School. Like the time a guy in an old Jenny 
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biplane circled the school grounds at a low altitude dur-
ing lunch hour and threw out hundreds of Baby Ruth 
Bars attached to tissue paper parachutes.  They floated 
down and landed in trees and back yards bordering the 
school grounds as all us kids ran helter skelter to get 
them.  I still can't look at one of those candy bars with-
out remembering the event. 
 Then there was a game called mumblety-peg in 
which an open blade jackknife is flipped in such a way 
as to make the blade stick in the ground.  The school 
grounds had some long narrow wood benches for kids 
to sit on while eating their sack lunches or resting.  
Well, we chose to play mumblety-peg on those benches 
by straddling them while facing each other. One day I 
flipped the knife and it went further than I intended 
piercing my opponents penis.  After that the game was 
outlawed on the school grounds. 
 After Bud became of school age he and I would 
eat our lunches together that Mother had packed in our 
lunch boxes and if they contained hard-boiled eggs I 
would crack them by hitting Bud on top of the head 
with them.  One day Mother mistakenly put a fresh egg 
in my lunch box and you can imagine the results when 
I smashed it on Bud's head.  I had to take him to the 
boys restroom and scrub the egg yolk out of his hair. 
 We used to play a game called "Pirates and 
Treasure" in which we would draw little maps and hide 
them around the school for the others to find.  Our fa-
vorite hiding places was in the mortar between the 
bricks of the all-brick school building.  The mortar was 
of such a poor quality that we could scrape it out with 
our bare fingers.  It was no wonder that the building 
collapsed in the great Long Beach earthquake of 1933.  
Obviously the contractor had cut some corners pocket-
ing the savings but the school had been built so long 
before that they were never able to catch up with the 
guy. 
 One day, during noon recess a bunch of us were 
playing "work-up" baseball using one of those small 
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hard indoor balls that had leather seams that stuck up 
about an eight of an inch above the ball's cover.  I was 
next at bat and was standing just behind the kid who 
was up when he ticked a spinning foul that went over 
his left shoulder and right into my private parts.  There 
was an immediate terrible pain and then everything 
went numb.  I could feel my penis through my pants 
but it could not feel me squeezing it.  I felt dizzy and ran 
to the boy's room where I unbuttoned my pants to see if 
my penis had been knocked off.  Before I could find out 
I fainted and fell to the floor.  Someone reported the sit-
uation to one of the teachers and I was revived and sent 
home for the rest of the day.  Oh yes, I still have my pe-
nis!  
 That brings me to another subject. At the age of 
12 my parents decided to have my tonsils and adenoids 
removed. Since I had never been circumcised they ar-
ranged for that at the same time.  I will never forget the 
terror of having that sieve like thing with gauze on it 
placed over my face and mouth as they poured ether on 
it.  The smell was awful and the few breaths I took try-
ing to scream burned my nose and throat.  I woke up 
several hours later hurting at both ends! 
 My eighth grade class wanted to have a plaque 
mounted on the wall of the upstairs lobby commemorat-
ing our presence over the years.  It was decided to put 
on a stage play and charge admission to raise the mon-
ey to pay for the plaque.  Again, I had a leading roll and 
was becoming some sort of a ham, a quality that has 
never left me.  During a practice session one night after 
school a classmate, Don Wallach stood on the wash ba-
sin in the boys bathroom in an attempt to look through 
a ventilation grate into the adjoining girls bathroom.  
His weight broke the basin from the wall and ruptured 
the water pipes.  It was just after the rehearsal and we 
were all leaving so he said nothing about it. The water 
ran all night and seeped through the floor and the ceil-
ing below, flooding the classrooms underneath.  The 
damage was considerable and all the money we made 
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from the play went to help pay the repairs.  We never 
did get that plaque on the wall.  
 It was while I was in the eight grade that I had 
my "official" grammar school girl friend and her name 
was Louise Magill.  She was a pretty blond and about 
my own height whom, at the time, I thought the world 
of.  I never did get to kiss her but did get my arm 
around her waist on a few occasions.  She was frequent-
ly the object of my erotic nocturnal dreams and I was 
sure I was in love with her. 
 All of us have had childhood nightmares, but few 
that we can remember.  I do however remember my 
worst one because it repeated itself over and over for a 
long time.  It had to do with a little girl standing on tip-
toe trying to put an envelope in a mail box that was fas-
tened just above her reach on a telephone poll.  I would 
go over to help her at which time something, a monster 
that I never got a good look at, would begin chasing me.  
As I ran my feet kept sliding and I could not make any 
headway.  It was like running on a treadmill. Then, 
when little, I would wake up screaming and later when I 
was older I would wake up in a cold sweat. I never could 
figure out what it was all about. 
 Bud and I got a weekly allowance of 25 cents 
each for which we did the yard work, watering and help-
ing with the dishwashing in addition to keeping our 
bedroom clean.  There were a couple of big pine trees in 
the parkway on the north side of the house and we had 
to rake up all the pine needles which we would pile in 
the gutter and then burn.  One day I had a particularly 
large pile and the fire was intense when suddenly there 
was a large explosion and pieces of concrete went flying 
across the street.  Evidently there was an air pocket in 
the concrete curb and the heat caused it to expand 
where it blew out a two foot section of curb face. 
 When we had a bad infestation of garden snails 
Dad paid us 1 cent for each snail we captured and put 
in a can of salt which caused them to foam and boil to 
death.  We saved most of our money all year long to buy 
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firecrackers for the 4th of July and within a couple of 
days had blown away a year's worth of savings. 
 In the prologue to this book I mentioned that Dad 
studied electrical engineering at Troop College.  Upon 
graduation he went to work for Dr. Kilpatrick, an inven-
tor working on developing a perpetual motion machine.  
His idea was to have an electric motor driving a genera-
tor that would produce the power to keep the motor 
running.  Obviously the thing did not work, but they 
could keep it running for 20 or 30 minutes before fric-
tion finally took over and stopped it. People were really 
ignorant in those days and many were trying to come 
up with perpetual motion devices.  Kilpatrick had con-
structed a building up in Santa Anita Canyon which 
housed his device and I went there several times with 
my dad to watch them experiment.  I was always awed 
by the static electricity sparks that were thrown off the 
long leather belt running from the motor to the genera-
tor.  If you got near the edge of the belt blue sparks 
would jump out and nip you. 
 Another guy built a large wheel about forty feet in 
diameter that was mounted on a shaft in the side of a 
hill up were the Arroyo Seco Freeway (Now Pasadena 
Freeway) was later built.  The shaft pointed to the north 
star and the huge heavy laminated oak rim was sus-
pended by cables instead of spokes.  His theory was 
that once given a good start the earth's rotation would 
keep the thing going.  It didn't work either. 
 Dr. Kilpatrick was very fond of me and bought 
me a $100 Treasury Bond which Dad put away in the 
bank and then would take me down to let me clip off the 
dividend coupons.  The good Doctor was a physicist and 
mathematician of some repute, but it took a child to 
stump him.  My folks often related that one night when 
he was at our house for dinner I asked him where his 
lap went when he stood up and where the dark went 
when the lights came on.  He was unable to give me an 
answer and two weeks later committed suicide by jump-
ing off a ferry boat in San Francisco Bay.  However I 



32 

don't really feel responsible for his death. 
 For several years in a row during this period our 
family along with our friends, the Harris and Birkhahn 
families would take two week vacations together travel-
ing into Northern California and Oregon.  One year we 
spent a night at a place called Little Lake next to a hill 
covered with cat tail cactus.  After the morning break-
fast we kids, Gardner Harris, Phil Birkhahn and I decid-
ed to climb the hill which was also studded with volcan-
ic rocks.  Near the top of the hill we came across the 
bones of a goat or sheep that had evidently got jammed 
between the rocks and died. 
 This was indeed an exciting find for us and we all 
began running down the hill to tell our folks.  I was in 
the lead and no one had ever told me of the dangers in-
volved in running down hills.  I kept going faster and 
faster which required larger and larger steps until I was 
almost flying when I stumbled over one of the rocks and 
dove smack dab into the nearest cacti.  The rest of the 
trip down the hill was made at a much slower stiff-
legged-pace and it took Dad a half hour with a pair of 
pliers to get all the needles out of me.  They said I 
looked like a porcupine but the humor escaped me at 
the time. 
 On a later vacation we went salmon fishing at the 
mouth of the Klamath River in Oregon and setup camp 
near the small Indian village of Requa (pronounced 
wreckwaw).  The best fishing was where the river ran 
into the ocean as you could catch the big one's there as 
the salmon made their way up the river to spawn. 
 The technique was to row a boat out into the riv-
er and then drift with the current until you were about 
100 yards from the mouth of the river where it emptied 
into the ocean amidst large rolling breakers and masses 
of foam.  Dad and his friend, Abe Birkhahn rented a row 
boat and took Abe's son Phillip and me to go catch some 
salmon.  As we got to the point where about a dozen 
other boats were anchored Dad threw out our anchor 
and when it took hold in the river bottom the boat 
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swung around with the stern facing the ocean.  The roar 
of the surf was frightening. 
 We had caught several good sized fish, had eaten 
our bagged lunches and were into the Oreo cookies 
when another fisherman came down the river and an-
chored too close in front of us.  When his boat swung 
around with the current it hit our boat and knocked our 
anchor loose which began to drag along the bottom.  
Dad and Abe each grabbed an oar and began rowing 
frantically against the current which was a mistake and 
no-win situation.  They should have rowed the boat with 
the current and toward the shore. 
 In their panic they pulled so hard on the oars 
that they broke both of them and we were helpless to 
maneuver the boat anywhere.  As we passed an an-
chored boat occupied by an Indian, they threw Phillip 
into the Indian’s boat and then put me in the next boat 
we passed that had a fellow in it that looked like Gary 
Cooper.  He immediately pulled up his anchor and 
headed for a sand bar and pulled the boat and me up 
on the sand.  During this time I had not relinquished 
my fishing pole and in the midst of the excitement 
hooked a 20 pound salmon which I managed to land 
while on the sand bar. 
 The Indian who had Phillip on board pulled up 
his anchor and took off after Dad and Abe.  He was ob-
viously familiar with the river and knew just what to do   
He began rowing down-river and overtook Dad and Abe 
and then nudged their boat over to the shore about 50 
feet from the breakers.  That was one more terrifying 
experience, but one that I did not cause to happen.  
When we got back to camp word had already reached 
our mothers on what had happened and they were cry-
ing and overjoyed to see us.  We found out later that 
day that two fishermen had been swept out to sea and 
drowned just the day before. 
 Roy Harris and his son Gardner had decided to 
fish up river from a foot bridge so missed all the excite-
ment. They also caught several large 19 pound salmon.  
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The dads took all our fish to the local cannery at Requa 
and exchanged them for an equal amount of canned 
salmon which we took home.  
 One afternoon when we got back from fishing 
Phil and I got into some sort of argument over a matter 
that escapes me and the altercation escalated into a 
shoot to kill duel with our BB rifles.  We each scored 
several hits but our heavy camping clothes protected us 
from serious injury, just a stinging sensation when one 
of the BB’s found its mark.  Fortunately we did not hit 
either other in the face or we might have put an eye out.  
Both rifles were confiscated by our mothers when they 
found out what we were up to. 
 On another such vacation we camped at Blue 
Lake, arriving late at night after dark.  While driving 
around looking for a campsite, Roy Harris drove over an 
empty sleeping bag, the fortunate former occupant of 
which was in the nearby outhouse relieving himself. 
 While at Blue Lake we kids got on a wooden float-
ing ramp that was anchored to the shore.  It was quite 
cold and we all had on heavy clothes and wool sweaters.  
We got out on the end and started rocking the ramp 
from side to side.  The end was covered with wet moss 
and very slippery.  My brother Bud, who was about four 
at the time, slipped and fell in the water coming back 
up under the ramp.  We could not reach him so I dove 
in the ice cold water, got hold of him and pulled him 
out.  He was sputtering and screaming but none the 
worse for the wear.   That was a terrifying experience for 
all of us kids and we had some explaining to do when 
we got back to camp soaking wet and shivering. 
 After going back and reading what I have written 
so far it sounds like I must have been incorrigible but I 
did have some redeeming attributes which I shall relate 
further on if I can remember what any of them were. 
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CHAPTER II 
 

 

I  was in the sixth grade when the great stock 
market crash of 1929 occurred leading to the 
terrible depression of the early 1930's.  By 

this time Bud and I were now calling mother Mom and 
dad Pop.  There was all kinds of talk among the adults 
about famous people and others jumping out of win-
dows to their death on Wall Street and wealthy people 
losing their entire fortunes.  This did not mean much to 
Bud and me, but we were very much aware that some-
thing akin to catastrophic had happened. 
 We were among the lucky families however as 
Pop did not lose his job as so many others did, but took 
a 50% cut in his salary.  By this time he was a trust of-
ficer in the Security Bank at Sixth and Spring Streets in 
Los Angeles where he had been working for a number of 
years.  After the Dr. Kilpatrick fiasco he got a job de-
signing electric refrigeration systems for ice plants and 
became an architect in the process.  He built an office 
on back of our one car garage, that had a crushed rock 
floor, and set up a drafting table and desk. The office 
had a cement floor. 
 I used to enjoy watching him making drawings 
using his drafting set and inking in the preliminary pen-
cil lines he had drawn.  On his desk in that office he 
had a glass jar of some kind that was shaped like a 
wine glass but without a stem and had a flat base on it.  
The jar was filled with some kind of light blue violet 
powder that glowed in the dark when it was shaken.  I 



36 

used to play with that by the hour and was always mys-
tified by the thing.  I never did learn what kind of mate-
rial that powder was.  He also had a small glass of BB 
shot on the desk that he used to clean his ink pens by 
pushing the point up and down in the BB's.  I was ab-
solutely fascinated by his T-square and see through tri-
angles along with the other items and tools he used, in-
cluding his pencil sharpener.  It was a cone shaped 
thing with a hole in the top into which you placed the 
pencil end and then twisted the pencil 'round and 
'round. 
 His drafting and architectural ability is what led 
him to the job at the bank as an appraiser in the Trust 
Department   He would often have to go out and ap-
praise properties and sometimes would take me along.  
These included houses, commercial buildings as well as 
vacant land.  I remember one time when we went to In-
dio for the purpose of appraising a date ranch and we 
drove on the old wooden plank road through the sand 
dunes.  The sand was always shifting so it was not 
practical to build a regular road.  By using the planks 
the road could be re-routed as necessary to avoid the 
sand dunes. 
 Mom did a great job of economizing during the 
depression by carefully planning meals that would pro-
vide enjoyable left-overs and we ate a lot of chicken and 
soup.  Pop would buy live chickens and then bring them 
home for slaughter and cooking.  There was an old tree 
stump in the back yard that he used for a beheading 
block and he would let me watch as he chopped the 
chicken's heads off.  Mom would then dip the body in 
boiling water which made it easy to pull the feathers off, 
a job which she sometimes let me do. 
 One day I talked Pop into letting me be the exe-
cutioner. I held the chicken by it's legs and laid it's head 
on top of the stump and then with a hand hatchet I 
lopped off the head which caused some sort of muscular 
reaction in the chicken and it jerked rather strongly.  
This scared me and I let go of the legs whereupon the 
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chicken took off flying and traveled all the way across 
the yard until it collided neck first into the wood board 
fence leaving a large bloody splotch where it hit.  That 
blood stain on the fence lasted for years as a constant 
reminder of my botched execution. 
 It was about this time that they bought Bud and 
me a pair of live bunnies for Easter.  One was white 
with brown trim and the other was white with black 
trim.  I chose the brown trimmed one and Bud got what 
was left, the black trimmed rabbit.  Pop was assured by 
the person he bought them from that they were both 
males so we named them Pete and Pat. Mine was Pat 
and Bud's was Pete.  Pop built a rabbit hutch for us and 
we began the monthly process of going to the feed store 
for rolled oats and alfalfa. 
 One day when Bud and I went out to feed and 
water them we noticed that Pat was pulling fur out of 
the pouch under her chin and making a nest.  You can 
guess the rest.  Pat was a female and pregnant and in 
no time at all Bud and I were in the rabbit business.  
We took care not to make pets of the little bunnies that 
came along with regular frequency because we knew 
they were destined to end up on the dining room table 
as an alternate to chicken and pot roast.  We did allow 
a couple of females to reach maturity for use as produc-
ing does.  Old Pete never had it so good and managed to 
keep at least one of them pregnant all the time. 
 As the brood enlarged it was necessary to build 
more pens and Pop, as usual, was up to the task and in 
time the whole rear of the back yard was devoted to the 
rabbit operation.  We finally reached the point where 
our output was more than we could eat so Bud and I 
began selling some to neighbors.  We skinned and gut-
ted them before delivery and made enough to help pay 
for the feed we had to buy.  One Sunday Uncle George 
and Aunt Mame came for dinner and we had rabbit 
which prompted Uncle George to launch in to a lurid 
story about the time when he was in the merchant ma-
rine and they ran out of food and had to eat the cats 
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they kept on board to kill the rats.  That really went 
over big with Mom. 
 Just at the time we were going great guns, disas-
ter struck.  The neighbors across the street had two po-
lice dogs, named Nanette and Manfried which they kept 
in their fenced yard.  The dogs were not vicious and we 
used to go over and play with them once in a while.  An-
yway, one morning as I went out the back door to feed 
the rabbits before going to school, I was met by entrails 
and rabbit remains that were scattered all over the 
yard.  Nanette and Manfried had got out in the night 
and came over and wiped out our entire rabbit popula-
tion putting and end to that fledgling business. I re-
member crying at school and when the teacher asked 
me what was wrong I said, "The police dogs got all our 
rabbits." 
 While I don't recall any bread lines in Alhambra 
during the depression I remember seeing pictures of 
them in the large cities like New York and Chicago.  I 
think the west coast fared better than the east in those 
days.  About that time, the then well know wrestler Ed 
Strangler Lewis, built a restaurant on Main Street in 
Alhambra and he was always there to greet his custom-
ers.  We ate there often and I was quite impressed by 
the burly, big and fearsome looking guy. 
 When the 18th amendment was repealed putting 
an end to prohibition in the early 1930's Ed Strangler 
Lewis was the first in Alhambra to get a license to sell 
beer.  It was a rather weak potion compared to today as 
it was limited to 2% alcohol.  That beer sold for 5 cents 
a glass and the day he opened his beer sales there was 
a line of men a block long waiting to get into his place 
for their first legal glass of beer. 
 Bud and I were fascinated with wrecks and fires 
and every night when Dad got home he was greeted 
with the question, “Did you see any wrecks or fires to-
day?”  As I look back I have come to the conclusion that 
there were either an awful lot of wrecks and fires in 
those days or else Dad made them up to appease our 
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appetites for disasters.  Mother used to say we were 
both a couple of Calamity Janes. 
 As I entered the seventh grade some strange 
things began happening to us kids.  The girls began de-
veloping obvious lumps on their chests where their 
beautiful breasts would eventually be and we boys be-
gan getting fuzz on our pubic areas.  Our manhood's 
began growing longer and thicker than the finger size 
things we were used to and spontaneous erections be-
gan occurring without warning, often at the most inap-
propriate times and much to our embarrassment.  We 
had lots of nightly emissions while asleep, commonly 
known as 'wet dreams.' This was the beginning of pu-
berty which heralded it's arrival by our cracking voices. 
 As our sexuality developed so did our interest in 
the female body with particular emphasis on the area of 
the genitalia.  It was the original days of show and tell, 
you know, "You show me yours and I'll show you mine."  
Any time an accidental or intentional glimpse of the pri-
vate parts of a female happened it was referred to as a 
'sight' and we were always asking each other if we had 
seen any 'sights' lately which led to some really lurid 
descriptions embellished no doubt by the teller's vivid 
imagination. 
 Due to the nature of women's undergarments at 
the time, there were ample opportunities for 'sights.'  
Boys would fasten mirrors on top of the toes of their 
shoes in an effort to look up the girls dresses but the 
girls, and some women, soon got wise to that effort.  
Some guys who were old enough to drive autos even 
went so far as putting mirrors on the floor of the car on 
the passengers side, usually to no avail. Many of the 
autos in those days had front doors hinged at the rear 
so the door swung open at the front and this created 
many opportunities for 'sights' as the gals spread their 
legs getting out of the car.  Therefore the rule was to al-
ways watch for a female parking a car and then get in a 
position in front of the car for a good look when she 
opened the door and stepped out.  While a lot of sexual 
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experimenting went on I seriously doubt that we did an-
ything that kids of that age haven't been doing since Ad-
am and Eve began fooling around in the Garden of 
Eden. 
 One day, around this time, a kitten we had threw 
a fit. It ran around crazily, yowling and foaming at the 
mouth.  Pop finally caught it, put it in a gunny sack and 
drowned it in a washtub of water.  When I asked him 
what caused fits he said, "it comes from playing with 
yourself."  If he was trying to scare me his tactic 
worked.  In those days it was common for people to tell 
children that masturbation caused you to go crazy or 
blind  We kids wondered, if that were true, how come 
the world was not full of crazy blind people?  It was defi-
nitely not the age of enlightenment and a lot of kids 
needlessly suffered from guilt as a result. 
 We used to spend some of our summer vacations 
at Alamitos Bay in Long Beach where the Harris family 
had a large bay front beach home.  On the ocean side of 
the isthmus the city had built a long board walk atop a 
wood bulkhead to keep the ocean where it belonged.  
Due to the constant moisture the boards had shrunk 
leaving cracks of a half to an inch between them.  We 
kids dug the sand out from under the walk opposite a 
vacant lot and then proceed to make a cave under there 
large enough to sit up in.  We would lay under there 
waiting for women to walk past overhead with the hope 
of seeing a "sight" up through the cracks. 
 One day an empty five gallon glass jug with a 
cork in it washed up on the beach which we picked up 
and took to our cave for an experiment   It was agreed 
that anytime we had to urinate we would go to our cave 
and pee in the bottle to see how long it would take to fill 
it up.  It was finally full before the end of summer vaca-
tion and not knowing what else to do with it we would 
sit there admiring our handiwork.  By the next summer 
the jug had disappeared and I often wondered what the 
person that had found and taken it thought it was. 
 Several years before that while Mom, Pop, Bud 
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and I were driving down to the bay something happened 
I will never forget.  We were on Ocean Avenue when 
Mom said, "what's wrong with that plane," and we 
looked up just in time to see a Jenny biplane cross the 
street in front of us just clearing the telephone lines 
when it turned, knocked the chimney off a house and 
nose dived into the vacant lot next door.  Pop stopped 
the car and we ran over to the crash.  Pop helped the 
two guys in the plane out of the wreckage.  Both sur-
vived OK but the pilot had a broken bloody nose and all 
his passenger's front teeth were knocked out.  That was 
the first of many plane crashes I witnessed over the 
years. 
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Ramona Grammar School before it was destroyed 
in the 1933 Earthquake.  School was built in 1910. 

Louise Magill my first true love in the 8th 
grade.  Note the wide belt and pocket flaps on 
my corduroy  pants! 
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CHAPTER III 
 

 

A t the age of 12 I was fitted with my first 
pair of eye glasses to correct my astigma-
tism and suffered the usual and cruel tor-

ture of being called "foureyes" by my fellow students 
and other kids.  However, I did not suffer the agony of 
acne and pimples although I did have occasional sties 
on my eyelids.  It was about this time that our folks de-
cided it would be good for Bud and me to learn to play 
some musical instruments besides the piano on which 
we were both taking lessons.  I never did turn out to be 
a good piano player but Bud became very accomplished 
and mastered George Gershwin's "Rhapsody in Blue" 
along with a lot of other complicated pieces. 
 Both Mom and Pop played the piano, Mom by 
site reading and Pop by ear.  Pop was quite an accom-
plished musician.  He played the guitar, mandolin, cor-
onet, trumpet and harmonica. He was also a tenor and 
sang in the church choir as well as a men's chorus.  He 
organized and directed a fourteen member mandolin 
club whose members he taught to play and they gave 
concerts at many places and events.  They used to prac-
tice at our house when I was little and I enjoyed listen-
ing to them. 
 Bud and I were given our choices of instruments 
to learn to play and Bud chose the clarinet while I 
picked the trombone for some reason that escapes me.  
I think it was because I had noticed in parades that the 
trombone players were always out in front of the band 



44 

and that appealed to the "ham" in me.  We all went 
down to a big music store in Los Angeles to pick out our 
instruments which our folks bought for us. 
 They then engaged a young fellow named Tom 
Memoli as our teacher.  He was outstanding and we 
both became very good at playing our chosen instru-
ments.  His father Mr. Memoli, later became head of the 
music department at Oak Avenue School in Temple 
City.  Pop then taught Walt Mecackrin. a boy who lived 
across the street, to play the Trumpet.  Walt's dad who 
worked in the oil fields was killed in an accident on the 
job and Walt's mother supported he and his two sisters 
by making tamale pies which she sold to neighbors. 
 As we progressed in mastering our instruments 
and found some other kids in the area who played the 
cello, violin and drums, Pop put together an orchestra 
of sorts and we played at local gatherings and at our 
church every Sunday.  Later when we were in high 
school we played in the school orchestra and band, but 
more about that later. 
 Among my chores was watering the front and 
side lawns and this was before Pop installed a sprinkler 
system so I had to do it with a hose and nozzle.   Most 
of the men in the neighborhood who worked in Los An-
geles, including Pop, used the Pacific Electric line rather 
than their automobiles.  For one thing the autos were 
not all that reliable in those days and parking in down-
town LA was a problem.  As mentioned earlier, the track 
was just a block from our house.  The "Red Cars", as 
they were affectionately called, were electric and the 
heritage of Henry E. Huntington who had built a mass 
transportation system in Southern California in the ear-
ly 1900's and is better known today for the Huntington 
Library in San Marino which he established before his 
death. 
 Los Angeles was the hub of the systems and from 
there his red cars (which were painted red) ran east to 
Cucamonga, Pomona, Pasadena, El Monte, Alhambra 
and to the various beach cities of Long Beach, Seal 
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Beach, Huntington Beach and Santa Monica.  It was a 
grand system and contributed greatly to the develop-
ment of Los Angeles County and Southern California. 
 One summer Saturday afternoon as I was water-
ing the side lawn, Franklin Paden who was the Assis-
tant District Attorney for Los Angeles and lived up the 
street from us, came walking by our house on his way 
home from the red car stop where the tracks crossed 
Garfield Avenue.  He was dressed in white pants, shirt 
and tie with a tan coat and brown and white spectator 
shoes.  He was wearing one of those flat top straw hats 
called 'sailor straws,'  He said hello to me and unable to 
resist the temptation I squirted him with water.  He 
complained to my folks of course and I was dealt the 
appropriate punishment which was a trip to the wood 
shed with Pop.  For some reason the combination of Bil-
ly Harker and a garden hose with running water and 
nozzle was something to give wide berth to and avoided 
at all costs. 
 An east-west street named Ramona Boulevard 
ran parallel to, and on our side, of the tracks.  Across 
the tracks at Garfield Avenue there were a few stores 
where Mom did some of her shopping.  She would tele-
phone her orders and then I would go down and pick 
them up.  These included Beck's Meat Market, Link's 
Bakery and the Ramona Drug Store.  I really enjoyed 
running those errands for Mom because there was al-
ways some kind of reward involved.  Mr. Beck would 
give me a wiener and some of the frost off the refrigera-
tion pipes that kept his meat display cases cold.  Mr. 
and Mrs. Link were always good for a donut and the 
grocery store would net me a cookie or piece of candy. 
 The drug store was owned by a Mr. Sanford who 
was also a neighbor and he could be counted on for a 
piece of candy or chewing gum.  That drug store had a 
white marble top soda fountain along with several 
round white marble topped tables and wire lair backed 
chairs.  Mr. Sanford made the best chocolate sundaes I 
have ever eaten.  His ice cream sodas weren't bad ei-
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ther.  Sanford always stocked a big supply of fireworks 
and what he did not sell by the 4th of July he would sell 
to us kids throughout the year.  These included all sorts 
of firecrackers, sons 'a guns, skyrockets, Vesuvian 
Fountains, burning houses, torpedoes, sparklers, etc. 
 One day Pop drove his car to work because he 
had to use it during the day to check on some property.  
He did not show up at home at his usual time and Mom 
became quite worried. About a half hour after his nor-
mal arrival time at home the phone rang and it was Pop 
calling from Covina.  He had forgot that he used his au-
to that day and got on the red car for the trip home.  He 
fell asleep on the 20 minute ride from LA and when the 
street car stopped at Covina the conductor discovered 
Pop, woke him up and asked why he did not get off at 
the Garfield Avenue stop as he usually did.  Very em-
barrassed, Pop got off and called Mom.  Fortunately we 
had two cars at the time and she took off in the family 
sedan to pick him up in Covina.  He never did that 
again. 
 Pop seemed to have a weakness for gadgets, a 
trait inherited from him by my brother Bud who dis-
played the same weakness.  Anyway, Pop would spend 
his lunch hours in the basement of Bullocks Depart-
ment Store pawing through all the kitchen gadgets and 
watching sales demonstrations of how to peel carrots, 
etc.  One night he brought home a thing that was sup-
posed to remove peas from the pod.  It looked like a lit-
tle washing machine hand wringer.  You inserted the 
pod between the two small rubber rollers while you 
turned them with a hand crank.  He clamped the thing 
to the kitchen bread board and called us all in to watch 
him shell  the peas he had picked up at the market on 
his way home.  When he started operating the thing it 
shot fresh peas all over the kitchen floor and Mom made 
him take it back the next day. 
 It was around this time that I came down with an 
affliction common to most boys of that age.  I began fall-
ing in love with every little girl in school, but my love 
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was quite fickle and I would change the objects of my 
affection on a weekly basis.  I enjoyed carrying their 
books on the walk home from school and just the smell 
of them.  It was a form of infatuation called "puppy love" 
and nothing serious ever came of it other than my ina-
bility at times to concentrate on my school work.  I was 
always sending notes during class to whoever the cur-
rent object of my affection was that week and would be 
reprimanded by the teacher when caught. 
 An infamous kidnapping and murder occurred 
when I was in the seventh grade.  A young girl in Los 
Angeles, named Marian Davis, was kidnapped and after 
the ransom was paid her dismembered body was re-
turned to her parents in a cardboard box.  The kidnap-
per, whose name was George Hickman was caught and 
sentenced to death by hanging.  His execution was 
scheduled for 10 a.m. on a Tuesday.  That morning, at 
precisely 10 a.m., as we all watched the big clock on the 
wall with a sweep second hand, everyone in the class 
room dropped their heavy books on the floor at the 
same time.  It scared hell out of the teacher but was our 
way of commemorating the event. 
 One Christmas night the families all gathered at 
the Baylis home where they had a large artificial tree 
that was heavily decorated with lights and expensive 
ornaments and loaded with tinsel.  The Baylis kids, 
Ruth and Harry had got a pogo stick for Christmas and 
it was sitting by the tree. My cousin Allen Bahn Jr. 
picked up the pogo and started jumping up and down 
on it near the tree.  He suddenly lost his balance and 
fell into the tree knocking it down and smashing the 
tree and ornaments.  Uncle Allen grabbed Junior by the 
ear, pulled him out doors and began beating him un-
mercifully.  The other adults ran out and stopped the 
melee before he did any serious injury to his son.  The 
Allen Bahn family then departed the gathering and went 
home. 
 Grandpa Bahn always bought a large live tom 
turkey a couple of months before Thanksgiving which 
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he then kept in a pen to fatten up.  We kids used to love 
teasing the poor bird, but Grandpa finally found out 
and put an end to our fun by telling us we had scared 
our share of the turkey dinner off the bird and we would 
not get any of him to eat at the family dinner. In those 
days no one gave much thought to air pollution and 
everyone had a backyard incinerator in which they 
burned their combustible trash.  Pop made one out of a 
50 gallon metal drum in which he cut some holes in the 
bottom and then set it on a brick foundation about four 
inches above ground level to provide a good draft.  It 
was very efficient and would burn just about anything 
you put into it other than glass or metal. 
 We had two large sycamore trees in the back 
yard that shed a lot of leaves in the fall and it was my 
job to rake up and burn the leaves every week during 
that time of year. One foggy Saturday morning I raked 
the leaves up and stuffed as many as I could in the 
homemade incinerator.  Since the leaves were quite 
damp from the fog I decided they would need some help 
to make them burn and got a can of gasoline from the 
garage.  I then went into the house and got a wooden 
kitchen match and poured about a quart of the gasoline 
on top of the leaves in the 50 gallon drum.  When I went 
to strike the match on the bricks under the drum the 
match stick broke. I meandered back to the house, got 
another match, lit it and stuck it under the bottom of 
the drum.  There was an immediate explosion with a 
loud "hawoomph" that could be heard all over the 
neighborhood as flaming leaves and a fire ball shot out 
of the drum and up about 20 feet into the air. Burning 
leaves began falling all over the place as Mom came 
running out of the house to see what had happened.  
We both grabbed water hoses and managed to contain 
the conflagration before it reached the wood pile.  That 
delay between matches was evidently just the right 
amount of time to allow the fuel to form explosive va-
pors.  Fortunate I was kneeling at the bottom of the 
drum when things took off and thus avoided any injury 
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but learned a valuable lesson. 
 Some of the neighbor kids had bikes and as a 
youngster I learned to ride theirs.  I got my first bicycle 
for Christmas following my 12th birthday.  It was a 
Plymouth, painted blue with red rubber tires.  I could 
not wait to take it out to show my friends and after 
breakfast on Christmas morning I took it out, shot 
down our driveway, across the street and head on into 
the curb on the opposite side.  The impact blew out the 
front tire and threw me up on the parkway.  With no 
place to get another tire on Christmas day I was re-
duced to just looking at and admiring my new bicycle.  
Over the ensuing years that bike took me just about 
everywhere around Alhambra.  Auto traffic was light in 
those days so bike riding was quite safe. 
 In later years I powered it with a Smith Wheel 
which was a rubber tired disk wheel with a one cylinder 
Briggs and Stratton gas engine attached to it.  The con-
traption had a frame which attached to the bike's rear 
wheel axle by a swivel joint so the Smith Wheel could go 
up and down independent of the bike.  This compen-
sated for banking of the bike during turns.  The one 
quart gas tank yielded about a 60 mile cruise at a top 
speed of 30 MPH.  It had two controls that went up to 
the handle bars by encased cables.  One was the throt-
tle and the other was a compression release.  To start 
the engine you released the compression while peddling 
the bike and when you let the compression back on it 
would start and you would go put-putting down the 
street.  I bought it from another kid for $25.   There 
were two other kids that had them and we did a lot of 
group cruising together.  It was great fun, but I finally 
sold it to another kid for $15 who promptly went out 
riding after dark and plowed into the back of a parked 
car on Garfield Avenue nearly killing himself. He suf-
fered a concussion and messed up face and spent a 
month in the hospital. 
 I had a paper route at this time delivering the Al-
hambra Post Advocate and the Smith Wheel sure made 
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the job a lot easier.  Each month I had to collect the 30 
cent subscription price from each of the subscribers on 
my route.  I got to keep 5 cents out of each collection 
and got 25 cents for each new subscriber I signed up.  
Not much money, but it was during the depression days 
and a little went a long way. People were selling apples 
on street corners for 5 cents each just in order to sur-
vive. 
 Because burglaries were common during the de-
pression Pop decided to install a self made burglar 
alarm after we were robbed twice.  He installed batteries 
and a loud bell in the attic and wired the whole thing to 
the windows where he put dowel pins in place to hold 
the contacts open when the window screens were 
closed.  The system was controlled by an on-off switch 
in the back porch.  If you did not turn the switch off 
and opened a window screen the bell would ring bloody 
murder.  Mom almost lost her cleaning woman who was 
deathly afraid of the alarm after having forgotten the 
switch and set the thing off several times.  She finally 
got so she would not come in the house until one of us 
made sure the switch was in the off position.  
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CHAPTER IV 
 
 
 

M y Grandpa Harker died of a heart attack 
on June 27, 1921, just a year after my 
little brother Buddy was born and five 

years after my birth, so I never really got to know him 
very well. 
 One morning, in 1930, as I was getting ready for 
school Mother answered the phone and then began to 
cry.  When I asked  her what was wrong she said, 
"grandpa didn't wake up this morning," and I instinc-
tively knew what she meant. Grandma Bahn had got up 
and fixed his breakfast and then went in to the bedroom 
to wake him up but he was dead, having died of a heart 
attack in his sleep sometime during the night.  He must 
have gone peacefully because grandma was sleeping 
right next to him and did not know anything had hap-
pened. 
 There was no work for builders and carpenters 
during those first days of the great depression and 
grandpa had taken a job with the city as a street sweep-
er.  The men doing that work used push brooms and it 
was all manual labor for which they were paid $5 per 
day.  Not much but it kept food on the table.  Such cir-
cumstances may have contributed to his death at the 
age of 68. 
 A few months before our 8th grade class at Ra-
mona Grammar School was due to graduate we were 
subjected to a battery of test designed to determine our 
level of literacy and fitness to cope with the upcoming 
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rigors of high school. Our parents were evidently con-
cerned and worried about how we would handle the 
supposed sexual iniquities we would be exposed to in 
that institution of higher learning and took matters into 
their own hands. 
 Mother had a woman acquaintance who fancied 
herself to be some sort of psychologist.  Her name was 
Dr. Westcott and she had a weird red-headed son Doug-
las who was either weak minded or slightly retarded.  
He was very strange to say the least.  With the backing 
of the PTA Mother engaged Dr. Westcott to conduct a 
short lecture in sex education and it did not involve the 
birds and bees.  It was a little more earthy than that.  
Due to the sensitive nature of the subject matter it was 
decided to lecture the boys and girls in separate ses-
sions.  So, one day before lunch, the boys were sent out 
to play in the school yard while the girls remained in 
the classroom.  During lunch hour we boys noticed that 
some of the girls had funny looks on their faces and 
tended to avoid us boys. 
 As our session began after lunch, Mother intro-
duced Dr. Westcott who then launched full bore into the 
subject at hand.  She talked about uteruses, wombs, 
birth canals, breasts, testicles and penises, avoiding 
any references to bowels and their movements.  Her talk 
became quite graphic. The finale to her presentation 
was a description of actual intercourse which she de-
scribed as, "like putting your finger in your mouth."  
How more mundane could she have been? 
 Later that afternoon we boys took great sport in 
going up to the girls and asking if we could put our fin-
gers in their mouth or walking up to a girl and putting 
our finger in our mouth, much to their amusement and 
sometimes embarrassment. 
 About a year later Dr. Westcott was taking a trip 
to the east and her son was driving when he lost control 
and rolled the car several times bringing his mother's 
life to an untimely end.  It was later determined that the 
cause of his loss of control was due to a severe attack of 
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kidney stones. 
 Once a month on a Wednesday night in those 
days the City of Alhambra held community sings in the 
high school auditorium.  They were very well attended 
and the singing was led by none other than the superin-
tendent of schools, Forrest V. Route, a portly fellow with 
pinch-nose rimless glasses and a booming voice.  It was 
a lot of fun to go to those "sings" with our parents and 
hear a lot of people, who could not carry a tune, trying 
to follow the mimeographed music sheets handed to 
them at the door as they came in.  A piano played by an 
old lady was used as the accompaniment.  Eventually 
they found a way to project the words on a large screen 
set up on the stage and a ball bouncing from word to 
word to help the audience keep in time with the music. 
 The first day at high school as a freshman was a 
most traumatic experience, getting a locker assignment, 
locating the proper classroom and trying to avoid the 
stares of the upper class students.  We had all heard 
some hair raising stories about what happened to fresh-
men but it all turned out to be nothing more than ru-
mors designed to scare the new kids coming into the 
school.  I still have occasional nightmares about not be-
ing able to find my locker or going to the wrong class-
room.  Then there was the rule that we had to dress for 
gym and shower after.  It was kind of embarrassing 
since I had never been in a room with a bunch of naked 
boys before. 
 The thing I hated most about those showers was 
the older boys snapping at you with wet bath towels.  It 
really stung when you got hit by one and the older guys 
were not always careful about where they aimed the 
towel.  So called Physical Ed was probably the thing I 
hated most and sometimes avoided dressing for gym 
with the result that I got a one hour "W" for every time I 
did not dress unless I had a good excuse like, "My moth-
er didn't get them washed yet," or some equally lame 
reason.  A "W" meant one hour after school hoeing 
weeds at the athletic field or some similar chore under 
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the direction of the field caretaker. 
 "Pop" Hughes, the field caretaker, was a pretty 
nice old man who was well along in years and an easy 
con target.  If you really buttered him up you could 
work for only 20 or 30 minutes and he would sign you 
off as working for an hour. That "W" thing was some-
thing the coaches had dreamed up and it kept the field 
looking spic and span all year long.  You had to return 
the "W" slip, with "Pop's" sign off, to the coach who gave 
it to you in order to clear your record. 
 That first semester in high school was mostly one 
of confusion as I struggled to learn the ropes and find 
my rightful place among the student body   If ever there 
was a caste system it was at Alhambra High.  The social 
structure consisted of two parts; the "Front Porch Gang" 
and the "Patio Gang."  The Front Porch Gang were the 
sophisticates, the lettermen, the good looking girls, hon-
or roll students and the social climbers who gathered on 
the front porch of the building during lunch periods, 
between classes and after school.  The porch, which 
faced Main Street, was in the center of the building and 
about a third of the building's width.  It had a high ceil-
ing that went up to the second floor and large round 
Moorish columns across the front at the top of the wide 
concrete steps that went down to ground level. 
 The patio was located in the center of the open 
area in back of the "U" shaped building and faced the 
gymnasium.  The flooring was a mosaic tile and it con-
tained a large 10 ft. by 30 ft. red brick lined fish pond.  
The Patio Gang were the misfits, financially poorer and 
low achievers, whose prime recreation was throwing 
each other in the fish pond.  Being the shy type that I 
was at the time I naturally gravitated to, and became a 
member of the Patio Gang.  I think that I unconsciously 
felt a little superior to most of them and that gave me a 
sense of security. 
 I remember some of the fellows explaining how 
they could rip the spotlight off a car in 10 seconds flat 
and the best method of siphoning gas out of someone's 
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car.  A lot of them were constantly in trouble and their 
sense of humor left something to be desired.  Their fa-
vorite sport was to run up to some unsuspecting boy, 
grab the fly in his pants and rip it open, usually ripping 
all the buttons off at the same time.  One day a stray 
German Shepherd dog showed up and was running 
around the patio getting handouts from leftover lunch-
es.  He disappeared for a few minutes and the next we 
saw of him he was running back to the patio from the 
gym wearing a jock strap.  I'll have to admit it was a hi-
larious sight. 
 In the second semester of that first year I did 
qualify to be enrolled in the school band and orchestra 
and had to take my trombone to school every day for 
band or orchestra practice.  I tried riding the bus a few 
times but it was too uncomfortable and my trombone 
case was always in someone's way.  I finally resorted to 
walking the two miles from home to school and enjoyed 
the freedom of not having to conform to a bus schedule 
and proceeding at my own pace.  It gave me time to 
smell the flowers.  I got beat up a couple of times on the 
way home by the school bullies but the attacks were not 
enough to discourage me from walking to and from the 
school. 
 There was a small and quite pretty teacher, 
named Miss. Thornton who taught one of the math clas-
ses and drove to school in a very little car called an Aus-
tin.  It was a two seater, that people purchased by mail 
order, and so small that owners often used the packing 
crate it came in as a garage.  One morning when I was 
on my way to school with my trombone and about a 
block from home, Miss Thornton drove by, stopped and 
offered me a ride.  I accepted but we had a hard time 
fitting me and my trombone in the little car with her. 
After a bit of shoving, juggling and snuggling we finally 
made it and I became quite aroused sitting so close to 
the beautiful young woman. 
 She pulled up and parked on Main Street right in 
front of the school and I didn't miss any of the envious 
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glances I got from the Front Porch Gang as she and I 
got out of her car.  From some of the comments I heard 
later that day it was obvious that a lot of the kids read 
more into the incident than it warranted.  For whatever 
reason it tended to raise my status among some of the 
members of the Front Porch Gang, but not enough to 
grant me acceptance into their close knit group. 
 One of my classes at that time was first year 
Spanish and unknown to us our teacher was a lip read-
er who taught deaf classes in the evenings.  She was 
really sharp at it and could read the lips of the kids in 
the back row of the class. She caught me and some of 
the others whispering snide remarks about her and got 
her revenge in the end by flunking us which meant go-
ing to summer school and taking the course over.   I fi-
nally got wise and did quite well for the rest of the two 
years of Spanish.  Trouble was  I forgot most of it over 
the years and it only came back to me much later, the 
circumstances of which will be related further on in this 
book. 
 A classmate of mine named Jimmy Edwards used 
to usher at the Alhambra Theater and after we graduat-
ed he borrowed some money from his uncle and opened 
a movie theater at the corner of Garfield and Hellman 
Avenues which he named the Monterey Theater.  He lat-
er changed the name to Edwards.  It was the first of his 
theaters that are known today as The Edwards through-
out Southern California. 
 One large room in the school was used for band 
and orchestra practice.  The only furniture were chairs 
and an upright piano.  There was one little kid, Terry 
Sterling, who went through Ramona Grammar School 
with me and was learning to play the piccolo.  The head 
of the music department was a fun guy named "Pop" 
Ulmer who was also the band and orchestra director.  
One morning after practice we were fooling around and 
Pop Ulmer grabbed Terry, opened the lid to the piano 
and stuffed him inside then jumped up and sat on the 
lid.  We all thought that was very funny, all that is ex-
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cept Terry. 
 I did not belong to any of the clubs, like the de-
bating club, chess club, De Molays, etc., but as I was 
building model airplanes at the time I did help organize 
a model airplane club.  More about that later. 
 Evidently my Sophomore year was pretty dull as I 
can't recall a lot about it other than the fact that I did 
make the "B" football team and played one season and 
then gave it up because marching in the band at the 
games was a lot less strenuous and rough on the body. 
 There was one thing I do remember about this 
time but was unrelated to school.  As mentioned earlier, 
my Uncle Raymond was working at the San Marino Po-
lice Department.  A trustee with the last name of Eggars 
was assigned to some menial chores around the station 
as a janitor.  Somehow he got hold of a gun and shot 
his way out of the station and then went to his home 
and shot his wife to death.  A man hunt was started im-
mediately but the berserk fellow eluded capture for over 
a week and everyone in the area was scared stiff. He 
was finally spotted in a bar in El Monte and a gun fight 
erupted when they tried to capture him.  He was shot to 
death in the ensuing battle.  Uncle Raymond showed 
me an 8 x 10 black and white photo of Eggars after his 
body was taken back to the station.  They had pulled up 
his eye lids and fastened them in place with pins for the 
photo.  I will never forget the picture of that dead guy 
staring at me with open eyes and three bullet holes in 
his chest. 
 Things got a lot better as I developed a greater 
interest in girls and began going with Peggy Lamb, 
daughter of our church minister.  While my folks were 
raised as Quakers our church was called the Friends 
Community Church and the original building had been 
moved from Monterey Park to a location on Sixth Street 
just south of Ramona Grammar School.  Pop worked on 
the move which involved cutting the building in half and 
then putting it back together on the new site. 
 Mom had organized an all girl Sunday school 
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class which she taught and provided a lot of fun for the 
girls.   There were about twelve to fourteen of them and 
they called themselves "The Geisha Girls" a name Mom 
came up with.  I don't think she understood what Gei-
sha Girls were in Japan. Mom and the girls made elabo-
rate Japanese costumes which they wore for special oc-
casions and learned to sing several Japanese songs, but 
sang them in English.  It seemed there were always 
some of those girls hanging around the house working 
on costumes and things when I got home from school. A 
lot of them had gone through grammar school with me. 
 Anyway, I took Peggy to a school dance and had 
a horrible time because I hated dancing even though 
Mom had put me through a ballroom dancing class.  I 
always felt clumsy and awkward, often stepping on my 
partner's toes.  After the dance, our romance cooled and 
I began going with other girls. I had got my drivers li-
cense at age 14 and had use of the family car for special 
occasions at this point in time. I later had my own car, 
a 1926 Star Coupester, for which Pop paid $40. 
  I had been wanting my own car so Pop said he 
would get me one if I painted the house and other build-
ings on our lot during my summer vacation.  The build-
ings were painted bronze green with white trim and it 
took me all summer to complete the job.  The house was 
a California Bungalow with large overhanging eaves and 
painting under those eaves with paint running down the 
brush handle was no fun.  We had a family cat at the 
time, a beautiful long haired silver Persian named Nini-
ta.  One day I was high up on the ladder and the cat 
was laying down below when I lost my balance and 
knocked the can of paint off the ladder and all over Nin-
ita.  The cat screeched and ran all around the yard. 
Mom came out and we finally got the cat cornered and 
captured.  Mom had a devil of a time getting all that 
green paint out of Ninita's fur as the poor animal yowled 
and clawed for all she was worth. 
 Pop and I spent a couple of months completely 
overhauling the Star, grinding the valves, putting in 
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new piston rings, re-lining the brakes and replacing all 
the wiring, of which there was not much.  Auto engines 
were much simpler in those days.  I then painted the 
car seafoam green and Mom named it my "Green Mari-
gold."  That car was my pride and joy. 
 My second cousin, Harry Baylis, who was a cou-
ple of years older than me, had been working as a page 
at the city library for a couple of years and wanted to 
quit.  I was able to get his job and he stayed on with me 
for about a month of training.  The job consisted of put-
ting all the returned books back on the shelves in their 
proper places.  I had to learn Dewey Decimal system 
which I eventually mastered.  I was given a key to the 
library as I had to do the work when the library was 
closed.  I would go in around 6 a.m.  And work until 
school started at 8 a.m. and then go back at night and 
work until 9 or 10 p.m. all for the sum of $25 a month, 
but that went a long way in those days.  Gasoline was 
12 cents a gallon and hamburgers were 5 cents each.  I 
was therefore able to keep my car running and my 
stomach full. 
 When I really wanted to splurge I would join 
some of the other high school kids for lunch at Rich’s 
Malt Shop across the street from the school.  We had 
two favorite tricks we would play there.  We would care-
fully remove one end of the paper wrappers on the large 
drinking straws, dip the closed end in our malts and 
then blow them up to the ceiling where they would 
stick.  The place resembled the inside of a cave with 
stalagmites hanging from the ceiling.  The malted milks 
cost 20 cents each. 
 Our other trick was to take the full glasses of wa-
ter and turn them upside down very quickly after hav-
ing put a paper napkin on tap of the glass.  We would 
then pull the napkin out and the upside down glass of 
water would sit there on the table for the waitress to 
deal with. 
 At this point I want to revisit Alamitos Bay and 
the summers we spent there during the prohibition 
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days.  Bootleggers were doing a brisk business in the 
beach cities and wild parties took place at many of the 
beach houses during the weekends.  We kids would go 
down the alleys on Monday mornings picking liquor bot-
tles out of the trash cans for what we called our 
'whiskey bottle collections." 
 Over a couple of summers Bud and I had collect-
ed some 100 different bottles, everything from beer to 
scotch and gin.  A lot of them came from Mexico and 
had interesting labels on them, like American Eagle, 
Panther Piss, White Lightning and Flying Dutchman 
along with Vat 69, Haig & Haig, Old Crow, etc   I just 
wish we had kept them as some of those bottles would 
be worth a fortune today. 
 Most of the bottles would have a little residue left 
in the bottom which we called "droppings."  We began 
pouring all these droppings into one of the empty bot-
tles and eventually had two full bottles of an extremely 
potent mixture.  Not the kind of cocktail any bartender 
would consider serving to a customer.  This whiskey 
bottle collection played a role in a couple of incidents 
that will be related shortly. 
 Our cousin, Allen Bahn Jr., was an accomplished 
musician and could play any instrument he got his 
hands on except for strings.  He was great on the piano, 
wood winds and brass. Our music teacher, Tom Memoli, 
organized a bunch of us into a seven piece dance band 
that practiced every Saturday morning and Allen was a 
member of the band.  The tunes we played included 
such pieces as, Tiptoe Thru The Tulips, Up A Lazy Riv-
er, Blue Moon, Caroline and similar popular tunes of 
the era. 
 We played for some private parties and some of 
the impromptu school dances held in the gym.  We fi-
nally got a summer booking to play for the cotillion clas-
ses that the city sponsored in the Rec. Hall at Almansor 
Park.  We would have to play real slow for the beginner 
classes and then speed up the tempo for the more ad-
vanced kids.  It was a real kick to see some of those lit-
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tle kids stumbling around trying to do the waltz or fox-
trot. 
 Allen and I made a unique instrument using 
some of those empty whisky bottles.  We built a wood 
frame from which we hung fourteen of the bottles by a 
string around the neck.  We then filled the bottles with 
varying amounts of water so they would ring different 
notes when struck with a marimba hammer. We got 
them tuned for every note of the musical scale by strik-
ing the desired notes on piano keys.  We took the con-
traption to school orchestra practice one day and Pop 
Ulmer was very impressed and worked it in to some of 
the pieces the orchestra played.  Allen played the bottles 
along with the rest of us and it really sounded quite 
good.  Ulmer decided to work the bottles into a concert 
we were going to give at a general assembly.   
 The top of the wood frame from which the bottles 
hung was six feet from the floor which brought the bot-
tles to eye level.  The floor of the orchestra pit was plain 
cement.  At one point as Allen was playing the bottles to 
the subdued orchestra accompaniment, he got carried 
away and hit one of the bottles so hard it broke the 
string and went crashing to the cement floor scattering 
broken glass and water in all directions.  Members of 
the orchestra got to laughing so hard we could not play 
our instruments and Pop Ulmer doubled over with 
laughter.  It was a big hit with the students attending 
the assembly. 
 I had a lot of other girl friends at that time, too 
numerous to mention, usually changing every couple of 
months. It was around this time that Pop began a major 
construction project at the site of our home.    When the 
empty lot next door went up for sale Pop, and Mr. Rich-
ardson who lived two lots away, decided to buy the va-
cant lot and split it in half between the two of them.  
Thus they both ended up with very large lots. 
 Pop's first project was to build a bunk house for 
Bud and me to replace the playhouse we had outgrown.  
The play house was about 10 ft.  by 10 ft. with a wood 
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floor and wood sides 3 ft. high.  The rest of the sides 
were covered with window screening and the roof was 
canvas.  It had a screen door entry at one end.  The 
bunk house was all wood with a composition roof and 
double hung windows plus French windows at the 
sleeping end where two single beds were installed along 
with a dresser cabinet.  The building which was 12 ft. 
wide and 30 ft. long had a work shop with large work 
bench at the opposite from the sleeping quarters.  There 
was also a table and chairs near the center of the room.  
Whenever Bud or I had friends stay overnight we slept 
in the bunk house.  Our whiskey bottle collection was 
displayed on long shelves built into the wall opposite 
the entry door and above that we had hung some old 
Civil War rifles that Pop had collected. 
 Normally Bud and I shared the back bedroom, in 
the main house, which was warmed by an open flame 
gas heater.  One winter morning Grandma Bahn, who 
had been staying with us, came down the hall in her 
flannel nightgown on her way to the kitchen and got too 
close to the gas heater which ignited her gown.  She ran 
into the kitchen in flames and Mom who was in the 
kitchen at the time somehow managed to extinguish the 
flames, but not until after it had burned most of the 
hair off grandma's head.  It was a very traumatic experi-
ence for Bud and me. 
 Another time we were awakened one Sunday 
morning by a lot of yelling in the kitchen and Pop came 
in and told us to stay in bed.  Later, we found out what 
it was all about.  The night before, during a heavy rain 
storm, Uncle Allen had been drinking and ran out of 
booze.  Being short of cash but still thirsty he went 
down the street to a liquor store where he smashed the 
window and grabbed a couple of bottles.  He was imme-
diately arrested and Mom and Pop had gone up and 
bailed him out.  For some reason he resented their in-
volvement and came to our house with a gun to shoot 
our mother.  Pop managed to get the gun away and took 
Uncle Allen back home. 
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 One of our boyhood friends, Terry Stirling, the 
kid that Pop Ulmer had put in the piano, stayed with us 
for several months during a time his mother and father 
were going through a financial crisis.  We slept in the 
bunk house while he was with us and spent our nights 
looking at pictures in a magazine called "French Follies" 
that had photos of naked women in it.  Mom caught us 
one night and burned the magazine following a long lec-
ture. 
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That's me standing in the results of the big 1931 
snowstorm in Alhambra.  The bunkhouse is to the 
right and the old original garage with attached wood-
shed in background. 

Me with my first car, the Star Coupester. 
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 My "Chug" powered by the Smith Wheel used on my bicycle. 
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My dog Ginger in wedding gown. Ginger dressed as a house maid. 
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CHAPTER V 
 
 
 

A bout the time I entered my third year in 
high school Pop began a major project on 
our property in Alhambra.  He moved the 

old garage to the south side of the lot and replaced it 
with a two story building that had a three car garage on 
the ground floor and a recreation room on the second 
floor.  He converted his old drafting office into a wash-
room for Mom and painted the cement floor with gray 
waterproof paint   He actually only used two of the car 
stalls for autos and the third was made into a workshop 
with bench and power tools. 
 The upstairs rec. room was accessed by an exte-
rior stairway and the floor was all hardwood.  The walls 
were paneled in knotty pine and storage closets were 
built into the two corners at one end of the room.  The 
old garage that was moved became a boat house, but 
more about that later 
 The construction crew consisted of Harry Baylis 
and his son, Pop and myself, along with one of our 
neighbors.  It took most of the summer to get the build-
ing completed and one of my jobs was installing all the 
composition shingles on the roof.  It was a rather scary 
job as the roof had quite a pitch to it and it was a long 
way to the ground.  The nice part about it, however, was 
that I could see all over the neighborhood from my high 
perch. 
 A few years later Pop bought an old fashioned 
Brunswick pool table at an estate sale in Riverside.  He 
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got Harry Baylis to pick it up in his Model T Ford truck 
and bring it to our place.  We had to completely take it 
apart in order to get it up the stairs to it's destination 
which was the rec. room on the second floor where it 
provided many years of fun and enjoyment for family 
and friends.  I eventually inherited the table and it went 
with me on all our moves over the years until I passed it 
on to my daughter, Harriet, who has it in her home in 
Prescott, Arizona at this writing.  Thus the pool table 
has managed to stay in the family.   
 My folks had a friend, Homer Snow, who with his 
brother made documentary movies.  Santa Barbara 
County was experiencing an infestation of mountain li-
ons and hired a professional lion hunter, Jay Bruce, to 
reduce the lion population.  Bruce hunted with a pack 
of trained dogs that would tree the lions and he would 
then shoot them and collect his bounty for each lion 
eliminated   Homer Snow and his brother accompanied 
Bruce on several of his hunts documenting everything 
on film.  On one of the hunts they found a cute little 
motherless cub (Bruce had shot the mother) and Homer 
decided to take it home and raise it as a family  pet. 
 The resulting film they shot that season was out-
standing and they began getting bookings to show it at 
movie theaters all around California.  The film was 
about an hour long and they had a little stage act that 
went along with it.  Homer had named the cub "Bruce" 
in honor of Jay Bruce and had trained the animal to do 
a lot of tricks.  He would wrestle with it and had trained 
it to jump over him while he was bending over.  It would 
play dead and roll over on command and was much like 
a trick dog in that respect.  The cub, which by now was 
mature and full grown, had somehow broken a tooth off 
and Homer had it replaced with a gold tooth.  The lion 
loved to swim with Homer in the surf, much to the con-
cern of other nearby bathers. 
 The Snow's got a three night engagement at the 
Garfield Theater in Alhambra and they stayed at our 
house.  They kept Bruce outside in the back yard 
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chained to the clothes line and I would go out and play 
with him right after his dinner of raw steaks at which 
times he was particularly docile.  We really got along 
fine together. 
 I was a Junior in high school by this time and on 
the second day of their stay with us Homer took Bruce 
up to the high school at noontime in his special built 
trailer that resembled a circus lion cage.  He and I had 
prearranged what we would do when he got there.  He 
parked the car and trailer right in front of the school on 
Main Street and a large crowd of my fellow students 
were immediately attracted to the site. Homer then of-
fered a ten dollar bill to anyone who would get in the 
cage and wrestle with the lion. 
 Bruce was yowling and hissing and really putting 
on a good show and of course there were no takers at 
which time I volunteered.  Homer opened the cage and I 
climbed in and began playing with Bruce who was al-
ready accustomed to me. We put on a mock fight which 
probably lasted no more than five minutes but was suf-
ficient to impress the bystanders. Needles to say I exited 
the cage as some sort of fool or hero depending upon 
how you looked at it, but my status at school was se-
cured at that moment and I was unequivocally accepted 
into the Front Porch Gang as one of their equals. 
 Years later, when Bruce became too old to per-
form on the stage, he was donated to the Flieshecker 
Zoo in San Francisco where he was killed one night by a 
zoo keeper who claimed Bruce attacked him.  It later 
turned out the zoo keeper had been molesting him for 
some reason or other and as a result the keeper was 
dismissed and had to pay a heavy fine.  We were all dev-
astated by the news which made all the papers since 
Bruce was a celebrity in his own right. 
 I was really enjoying high school by this time, 
getting good grades and dating Betty Bettinger whose 
father was the superintendent of schools in Alhambra.  
This furthered my status with the Front Porch Gang as I 
climbed their social ladder. 
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 In the summer of 1933 Pop and Roy Harris took 
we boys to see the Boulder Dam, now Hoover Dam, 
which was under construction.  We stayed in the only 
hotel in Las Vegas at that time.  It was named the Sal 
Sagev (Las Vegas spelled backwards) and it was nothing 
like the hotels there today.  The first night at the hotel 
we met the world heavyweight boxing champion, Max 
Bear who was in town to watch his younger brother 
Buddy Bear fight.  Next day we went out to the dam site 
and stood at the bottom of the structure, which was 
about two-third completed.  We stood on ground that 
would eventually be the bottom of Lake Mead.  Today 
the water depth at that point is 320 feet.  So I can say 
that I stood on the bottom of Lake Mead. 
 These were the days of the "hot rods" and a lot of 
us boys were hopping up Model T's, '27 Chevy’s, and 
Model A Fords.  The modifications were sometimes quite 
extensive and included installing Franklin front axles to 
lower the car and putting Fronty Heads and twin down-
draft Winfield carburetors on the engines.  Empty beer 
kegs were converted to pressure fuel tanks with dash 
mounted hand pressure pumps.  Gear ratios were 
changed and straight pipes installed to eliminate ex-
haust back pressure.  The results were cars that often 
topped 100 MPH when we ran them through the electric 
timed speed courses at Murock Dry Lake in the Mojave 
Desert, now Edwards Air Force Base. 
 One of the guys in this group, and a fellow class-
mate of mine, was Sam Hanks who later got into midget 
auto racing and later in his career won the Indianapolis 
500.  He then became president of the Indy Speedway 
and eventually owned a Buick dealership in Los Ange-
les.  Sam was a great driver and well liked among the 
racing crowd.  He also made a lot of money during his 
racing career. 
 Alhambra had an annual event called "Hi Neigh-
bor Days," which included a parade and the high school 
marching band was one of the attractions.  Brother Bud 
was in the band with me and had been experiencing 
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sharp pains in his side during the practice sessions in 
preparation for one of the parades.  Our folks were con-
cerned but Bud was determined to march in the parade 
which he did, only to collapse at the end.  He was 
rushed to the hospital where they found his appendix 
had burst and peritonitis had set in.  He was in the hos-
pital for a month during which time we nearly lost him 
twice. 
 Somewhere along the line Pop had run across an 
old Model T Ford coil and gave it to Bud and me to play 
with.  I made an arc light out of it by plugging it into 
one of the electric wall outlets in the bunk house and 
using a pair of sharpened lead pencils as arc rods.  It 
really put out a bright light.  That Ford coil got us into 
trouble a couple of times though.  We had found out 
that every time we played with it the radios in the house 
gave forth a loud static sound.  This gave us a great 
idea on how we could communicate with our neighbor 
kids by Morse Code. 
 I found a roll of unused copper wire window 
screening in the garage and laid it out on top of the wire 
clothes lines and then hooked it up to the Ford coil and 
sparked it with the two wires used on the pencils to 
make the arc light.  The first report we got back by 
phone was from a kid six blocks away who said we 
came in real strong on his folks radio. This went on in-
termittently for several weeks until one day while I was 
transmitting, a white panel truck with antennas stick-
ing up all over the roof pulled up and parked by our 
house.  Two fellows got out carrying some kind of radio 
direction finders in their hands and headed for the 
bunk house and my spark gap transmitter.  They said 
they were from the Federal Communications Commis-
sion and got a lot of complaints from people regarding 
radio interference and had been looking for the source 
for two weeks. 
 They said at first they thought it was a doctor 
who lived up the street where he used some sort of elec-
tric therapy device on his patients.  They then gave me 
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a strong lecture while trying to keep straight faces and 
told me I would never be able to get a radio license from 
the FCC.  Needless to say I was scared and thought for 
sure I would go to jail.  I tore down the antenna as soon 
as they left. 
 The other thing we did was much more danger-
ous and could have resulted in serious injuries.  A 
friend of mine, Marshall LaCour, and I decided to make 
a bomb and set it off from a safe distance using the 
Ford coil   I had found a two-piece spun brass tube 
each half of which had rounded closed ends.  The two 
pieces went together with a slip joint where one half fit 
inside the other.  The tube was eight inches long and 
3/4 inches in diameter.  We got a bunch of Pop's shot-
gun shells and emptied the powder grains into the two 
halves and put hose tape around the joint. 
 At this point we solicited the help of my brother 
Bud who was eager to assist us.  After all, someone had 
to hold the bomb while I drilled two holes in it for inser-
tion of the ignition wires.  Undaunted, Bud held the 
bomb in his hands.  While I used a hand-held electric 
drill to make holes on opposite sides of the brass tube.  
With Bud still holding the bomb, I inserted two pieces of 
square spaghetti radio wire and soldered them in place 
using a hot soldering iron.  We then wrapped the entire 
bomb with several layers of black hose tape and then 
took it out in the yard, about 12 feet from the bunk 
house, placed it on the grass under a heavy wood box 
and ran two wires from the Ford coil to the terminals we 
had soldered into the bomb casing. 
 We then retired to the bunk house and cracked 
the door a bit so we could witness the results of our 
handiwork.  When the "All Clear" signal was given I 
pushed the button on the coil.  The resulting explosion 
was ear shattering and the heavy wooden box disap-
peared in a shower of splinters.  It brought Mom run-
ning out of the house to see what had happened and 
made a spot six feet in diameter completely devoid of 
grass with nothing but bare dirt showing.  There were 
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no remaining pieces of the bomb visible, but two weeks 
later Kenny Ingham, who lived one block north of us, 
found one half of the casing in his back yard. 
 Pop had now been promoted to Trust Officer at 
the Bank where his responsibilities involved managing 
trust funds and properties.  One of the properties was 
the Garfield Theater and the theater manager gave us 
unlimited passes which were good all year 'round.  We 
sure saw a lot of movies and Bud and I began going to 
all the Saturday matinees.  In order to keep the kids 
coming back week after week they would run serials, 
usually westerns, that were about 20 minutes long and 
always ended with the hero going over a cliff or being 
shot numerous times at close range.  Of course you had 
to go back the next week to see how he survived which 
he always did in order to keep the serial going. 
 One of the stars of those serials was the famous 
actor Buck Jones who would make a circuit of the thea-
ters, where his films were showing, to organize "Buck 
Jones Ranger Clubs" and enlist members.  For some 
reason that escapes me I had become fascinated with 
rope spinning and had become pretty good at it practic-
ing in the back yard.  One time when Buck visited the 
Garfield Theater he had a rope spinning contest on the 
stage that was open to all comers.  I won the contest 
and Buck immediately appointed me Sergeant in his 
club with the duty of teaching other kids how to spin 
ropes.  Buck Jones died in the well publicized Coconut 
Grove Fire on the east coast.  He along with some 200 
other people were trapped in the building and burned to 
death. 
 These were also the days of the touring vaudeville 
shows and the Garfield Theater was on one of the cir-
cuits.  Five of us kids from the school band had put to-
gether a small dance band that played at the matinees 
to keep the kids entertained before the film started.  We 
began playing for some of the vaudeville acts and sat in 
the orchestra pit in front of the stage which also includ-
ed the traditional theater organ.  One night a group of 
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Spanish dancers was the headline act and as we made 
our best attempt at playing Spanish music this tall slim 
gal in a red flamenco dress began twirling around when 
suddenly her shoulder strap broke and her left breast 
popped out and began flopping around.  It brought the 
house down and a blush to the confused lady's face as 
she quickly tried to stuff things back in place.  We kids 
nearly died laughing. 
 I took Betty Bettinger, who was one class behind 
me, to the Junior Prom and managed to stay off her feet 
while we were dancing.  I had managed to overcome my 
fear of dancing somewhat by this time.  Mom and Pop 
let me use the family car that night complete with radio 
and heater.  Since it was in the dead of winter and quite 
cold I had the heater turned on and the smell of the gar-
denia corsage I had got for Betty began to overcome me.  
I got an awful headache which tended to interfere with 
our petting after the prom while we were parked in her 
folks driveway.  I had her home, over her protests, by 
11:30 p.m. which was the deadline her folks had set for 
me. 
 As the end of the year approached I began look-
ing forward to becoming a Senior and was totally unpre-
pared for what happened that year.  I had begun to take 
part in a lot of student activities and was a member of 
the group that headed up the student body.  By my own 
appraisal I was a good looking kid and girls seemed to 
be attracted to me, but I lacked the courage to carry 
through on many of the unique opportunities that pre-
sented themselves. 
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CHAPTER VI 
 
 

 

M y Senior year was the most enjoyable of 
the four years spent at Alhambra High 
School.  I was getting good grades and 

things began coming my way.  I was elected Senior 
Class President and chaired the student committee that 
chose our class rings, pins and sweaters.  The rings 
were gold with a black onyx inset upon which sat the 
bold figure of a Moor soldier and the number 19 was on 
one side of the ring shank and number 35 was on the 
other side.  The sweaters we chose were powder blue 
with a white and blue W 35 sewn on the front.  Ours 
was the winter of '35 graduating class and the school 
was known as the Alhambra Moors.  If you still remem-
ber your geography you may recall that Alhambra was a 
Moor City.  That's why the architecture of the high 
school was Moorish. 
 That was the year we won the CIF football cham-
pionship and we not only won every one of our games 
that season but were never scored upon, much to the 
credit of our outstanding quarterback, Orv Mohler, and 
a great team coached by George Hobbs who went on to 
become head coach at Arizona State. Orv Mohler be-
came a star player at USC.  While attending USC he 
took flying lessons at the old Alhambra Airport and 
earned his pilot license.  Two years later he was flying 
an open cockpit biplane from Alhambra to Bakersfield 
when he ran into unexpected bad weather in the vicinity 
of Tehachapi and died when he crashed into a moun-
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tain.  
 That football season at AHS ended on a tragic 
note however as someone got the idea of our team play-
ing the USC freshman team in an exhibition game.  We 
beat the USC frosh but lost a much liked player in the 
process.  Bob Hart made a flying tackle on a USC ball 
carrier and broke his neck when he hit the other guy 
who was bigger than him.  Bob Hart died before they 
could get him to the hospital and his body lay in state 
in a funeral home across the street from the high 
school.  They let all the kids out one day, a class at a 
time, so they could file past the open casket.  It was 
pretty horrible and traumatic for many of the younger 
students. Flying tackles were later outlawed 
 South Pasadena High was our arch rival and we 
always played against them on Thanksgiving day.  They 
were the most attended of all our games and there were 
occasional brawls between students of the two schools.  
It finally reached the point where they were etching 
their school initials in lye on each others school lawns.  
Administrators, realizing things could really get out of 
hand, decided to stop all future games between the two 
schools.  After those games we would go to Grandpa 
and Grandma Bahn's house for Thanksgiving dinner. 
Following dinner, while the ladies cleaned up, the men 
would congregate in the living room to rehash the game 
and do a little Sunday morning quarterbacking.  
 Our Senior class had several fun outings during 
that last year at the school.  One was a train trip to the 
Salton Sea.  Back then the telephone poles, that ran 
along side the railroad track before the Colorado River 
flood inundated the area, were still sticking up about 
four feet above the water. A new rail track had been laid 
along the shore and that is where our train stopped.  
We all got out to look at the sea and listen to a lecture 
by one of the teachers on how the sea was formed.  
Some of the guys stripped buck naked and swam out to 
the phone poles where they climbed up onto the cross 
bars and posed for the girls lining the shore who were 
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screaming with delight and egging the boys on.   It got a 
little raunchy and the teachers told the boys to get off 
the poles, swim back to shore and put their clothes on.  
Things got pretty wild on the trip home and during the 
ensuing horseplay some damage to the passenger cars 
occurred.  That was the last train outing as the South-
ern Pacific Railroad executives took a dim view of the 
way the students treated their train. 
 Another outing was the unofficial, but traditional, 
"Ditch Day" when the whole class cut school.  It was an 
accepted practice and plans were made in advance for 
the event.  It was the dead of winter and we all motored 
up to Mount Baldy to play in the snow.  There were 
some wild snow ball fights and kids got thrown into 
snow drifts but fortunately there were no casualties oth-
er than some of the guys who got quite drunk on liquor 
they managed to smuggle to Mt. Baldy. 
 My folks arranged a party for the senior orches-
tra at our house and most of the members came.  They 
were all over the place, upstairs in the rec. room, in and 
out of the house and all over the yard having the time of 
their lives.  Some of them got into the bunk house and 
discovered our whiskey bottle collection.  One of them, 
Bob Ovington an oboe player, found our bottles of drop-
pings and took several large gulps of the potent con-
tents.  He began choking and then went out in the yard 
and threw up.  He was sick for the rest of the evening 
and none of the others cared to sample the stuff. 
 I had become pretty good at playing the trombone 
by this time and had memorized the tune "One Alone" 
from the "Desert Song." I was playing it one day in the 
music room at school while waiting for orchestra prac-
tice.  Pop Ulmer heard it and was quite impressed.  We 
had a concert coming up the next month and he decid-
ed to work my solo with orchestra accompaniment into 
the performance.  So for the next month we practiced 
that number until we had it perfected.  Mom was so ex-
cited about it that she bought tickets for a lot of her 
friends so they could attend. 
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 The concert took place in the high school audito-
rium and the place was packed.  A lot of our family 
friends and relatives were in the audience.  As men-
tioned earlier, the school was of Moorish architecture, 
and the ceiling of the auditorium was covered in mosaic 
tiles.  The printed program showed that my solo would 
be played midway in the concert just before the inter-
mission.  When that point in the program was reached, 
the house lights were dimmed, I stood up and a blind-
ing white spotlight was aimed on me.  I could not see 
the audience so I looked up at the ceiling which proved 
to be a fatal mistake.  I was counting the tiles and be-
coming hypnotized by the designs as I played along 
from memory.  All of a sudden I came to and did not 
know where I was in the musical score.  I was totally 
lost and things began to deteriorate at a rapid pace.  
Pop Ulmer, realizing what was happening, stopped the 
orchestra and turning to the audience said, "I think Bill 
got lost somewhere along the line so we are going to 
start over."   With that we went back to the beginning 
and a very red faced trombonist flawlessly played the 
most perfect solo of his life.  Like they say, "If you fall off 
a horse, get right back on."  My folks were very embar-
rassed and I was demoralized for the rest of the evening. 
 That was the last time I ever played my trombone 
and sold it shortly thereafter keeping only the sterling 
silver mouth piece that had been custom made to fit my 
receding chin and under bite.  Our Senior class play 
was “Growing Pains" which was a popular script at the 
time.  I was cast in a supporting role and the leading 
role was played by a girl named Virginia Bosch who was 
a member of my mother's Sunday School class and who 
I first came to know in the first grade at Ramona Gram-
mar School.  At that time she was a gangling dark-
haired little girl with knocked knees whose mother had 
her taking dancing lessons.  She used to wear her danc-
ing shoes to school which were black pumps with big 
black bows on them.  I never paid her much attention 
during grammar school but she would often be at our 
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house working with Mom on some Sunday school pro-
ject when I got home   She was also in our eighth grade 
play and an outstanding student. 
 Two weeks after our Senior play I received a post-
card from a talent search outfit in Hollywood saying I 
had been spotted in the play and they wanted to set up 
an appointment with me.  Mom called them and got an 
appointment for a Saturday afternoon and became very 
excited.  She took me out and bought me a maroon 
shirt with white pin stripes and a button down collar.  
To this she added a white necktie, black slacks and a 
gray jacket.  I guess I looked real "Hollywood."  During 
the trip to my appointment, with Pop driving, Mom kept 
lecturing me on how I could be in the movies and still 
live a normal life, that I did not have to start smoking 
and drinking and become debauched like so many of 
the movie actors were in those days.   
 At the appointed hour we arrived  at a building 
on Hollywood Boulevard and went up to the second 
floor to find a talent office.  The building was rather run 
down inside and the halls could have used more light-
ing.  We found the room number which was painted on 
the florentine glass in the top half of the door.  We 
knocked and nothing happened so we opened the door 
and entered just in time to see a pudgy little bald head-
ed guy with dark rimmed glasses scraping the crumbs 
from his brown bag lunch off his desk.  He did not both-
er to introduce himself but launched directly into the 
subject at hand.  "Let me see you act," he said as he 
took a business card from his pocket and folded it into 
a tent and set it on his desk. 
 "Here’s the scene," he said, "the folded card is 
your mother laying dead on the ground because you left 
a garden rake against the house with the prongs facing 
up and when your mother stepped on them the handle 
flew up and hit her in the head killing her.  Now show 
me some emotion."  Well I felt silly as hell as I got down 
on one knee by the desk and began wailing over that 
dumb card and emoting for all I was worth.  I must have 
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been good because Mom burst out crying, but evidently 
not good enough for the fat guy because he thanked us 
and said I would be hearing from him, which I never 
did.  The next week I mentioned this to one of the other 
kids that was in the play and found out everyone in the 
cast had received an identical postcard.  So much for 
the would be move star! 
 When the time came for our Senior Prom I had to 
find a date among the girls in our class because you 
could not take a lower grade student to the Prom.  That 
ruled out Betty Bettinger who I was still dating at the 
time.  Out of desperation I asked Virginia Bosch, who 
had become sort of a family friend and whom I felt com-
fortable with, to go to the Prom with me.  She accepted 
my invitation immediately which should have been a 
warning to me.  We had a good time at the Prom and 
afterwards with three other couples went to the Bilt-
more Bowl where Jimmy Greer and his band were play-
ing. The class had chosen the Biltmore as the post prom 
destination so most of the class was there.  The table 
service left a lot to be desired as the hotel crew did not 
take kindly to high school kids.  As our waiter presented 
the bill he had the nerve to say, "I hope you will give me 
a better tip than the kids at that other table."  This 
rubbed us the wrong way so we left him a tip of fifteen 
cents.  I think the total bill for our table was about $60! 
 I had made the mistake of getting Virginia a gar-
denia corsage and experienced the same headache 
again as the scent made me nauseous.  Nothing much 
happened that night and I had her home and to the 
front door at the appointed hour.  Frankly I was a bit 
afraid of her dad. 
 During the last couple of months prior to gradua-
tion I had come down with the flu which left me with a 
bad cough and I was experiencing night sweats.  The 
condition continued and I was running a slight fever 
most of the time.  After graduation, Virginia enrolled in 
the Sawyer Business School in Los Angeles and I got 
ready to enroll in college where I planned to major in 
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aeronautical engineering, but my failing health inter-
fered with those plans. 
 Things finally got so bad that I could not function 
properly and had to stay in bed.  Mom and Pop became 
worried and called in a doctor who, after examining me, 
had a meeting with my folks that ended up with Mom 
crying and Pop wearing a concerned look on his face.  
They then got up the courage to tell me that I had tu-
berculosis and would either have to go into a sanitari-
um or stay in bed at home for a year or more. I elected 
the latter and Mom became my untiring nurse for the 
duration of my cure. 
 The routine consisted of bed rest, lots of high 
protein food, medication, sun baths and a lot of love 
from my mother. 
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My boyhood friend Ted Dearing, right and examples 

Cast of our High School Senior Play at a party in Rec 
Room above the two story garage in Alhambra.  I am 
second from right in back row and Virginia is at right 
end standing. 
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CHAPTER VIII 
 
 
 
 

M y employment at California Consumers 
was a seasonal job and I was beginning 
to wonder what I would be doing next 

when I received call from the job placement office at 
PJC.  I was told to call U.S. Electric Motors in Los Ange-
les for an interview appointment and was told they were 
looking for a time study engineer.  I did not know what 
that was but got an appointment and showed up at the 
plant which was located on Slauson Avenue near South 
Main Street.  After filling out a job application I was in-
terviewed by the personnel office and hired on the spot.  
Bud, in the meantime had gone to work for Curtis Color 
Camera Co. in Hollywood and this meant doing some-
thing about transportation. 
 We sold the Chevy Coupe and he bought a 1937 
Nash Lafayette and I bought a 1936 Oldsmobile Coupe.  
My boss at U.S. Motors was an Englishman named Har-
vey Langton who had such an accent that I could hardly 
understand him but we quickly developed a good rela-
tionship.  Harvey gave me one week of training in taking 
time studies and then sent me out on the shop floor to 
take time studies and set piece rates on various produc-
tion tasks.  I soon found out there was a lot more to be 
learned about this time study business and enrolled in 
night school at UCLA where I took a course in Industrial 
Engineering.  My salary at U.S Motors was $80.00 a 
month.  I guess I did pretty good because in no time at 
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all my title was changed to Industrial Engineer but 
without any increase in salary. 
 After about six months on the job I was given the 
task of developing a layout for a new plant that U.S. 
Motors was going to build in Millford Connecticut.  It 
was my first experience in plant layout but they liked 
what I came up with and used it in building the new 
factory. 
 After completing my course at UCLA I enrolled in 
a night course in industrial management at Cal Tech.  
During all this time Virginia and I were making our ar-
rangements to get married.  We set the date for August 
3, 1940, and were married by Reverend Wright in the 
Alhambra Lutheran Church.  Wright was later killed in 
a Jeep accident overseas while he was in the service as 
a Chaplain during W.W.II.  We chose the Lutheran 
Church because we liked Rev. Wright and it was the 
church that Grandma Bahn belonged to and Rev. 
Wright was a friend of the family. 
 Since we were both working and could not get 
any time off, our honeymoon consisted of one weekend.  
We spent the night in the San Clemente Hotel and then 
drove back home the next day by way of the Ortega 
Highway and Lake Elsinore.  We stopped at the lookout 
point above Lake Elsinore to take pictures and while 
there a bee stung Virginia on her back which made her 
quite uncomfortable and sort of spoiled the rest of the 
trip home for her. 
 Upon our return we set up housekeeping in the 
Alhambra Bungalow Courts on Atlantic Boulevard, next 
door to the church in which we had just been married.  
The Court consisted of six little bungalows with three on 
each side of the center palm lined walkway.  Ours was a 
middle unit and the rent was $50 per month.  It had a 
bedroom, a combination living/dining room and a kitch-
en with the bathroom off the kitchen.  You had to go 
through the kitchen to get to the bathroom, the door of 
which opened onto the kitchen.  Not the best of ar-
rangements and probably designed to save on the cost 



97 

of plumbing installations. 
 One of our assignments at Cal Tech was to de-
sign labor saving devices and I came up with a rivet 
sorting gadget for salvaging rivets that had fallen on the 
floor of the numerous aircraft plants that were building 
war planes for England and France.  At the conclusion 
of the course executives from various industrial plants 
were invited to visit and review our projects which we 
had to demonstrate for them.  Among the visiting execu-
tives were:  Harvey Firestone of Firestone Tire and Rub-
ber Co.,  William Lear of Lear Industries, a man for the 
Ford Motor Company and Ray Parkhurst of Vultee Air-
craft Company.  Parkhurst was exceedingly interested 
in my project and offered me a job on the spot at Vultee.  
At his request I went down to Vultee the next day, was 
interviewed and hired all in the time of about 45 
minutes.  My starting salary was $250 a month, three 
times what I was getting at U.S. Motors. That afternoon 
I gave notice to U.S. Motors where they immediately of-
fered to double my salary to $160 per month but that 
was still far short of the Vultee position and I resigned 
on the spot from U.S. Motors. 
 Virginia was earning $152 a month from her 
Bank of America job and I insisted that she quit and be-
come a home maker.  I was not going to have my wife 
working as long as I could support the both of us.  We 
had got along quite well with our combined salaries 
while I was at U.S. Motors and we were living in the 
Bungalow Court.  We were able to go out for a steak 
dinner and a movie after every payday and also ate well 
at home on our combined income of $232.  We began 
looking for a larger space to live in and found a nice lit-
tle two bedroom house, with a large lot and several fruit 
trees, on Walnut Grove Avenue in Rosemead for $75 a 
month.  That is where we started raising a family.  We 
had not been married too long before I got Virginia preg-
nant in the spring of 1940.  We had planned on having 
children but not quite that soon.  The grandparents on 
both sides were ecstatic and we were excited.  Virginia 
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and I were going to become a family. 
 She had two siblings, a brother named Dick and 
sister named Doris.  Dick and Bud became close friends 
and Doris and I really loved each other as brother and 
sister.  On the morning of November 26, 1941 Virginia 
went into labor and I rushed her to the Queen of Ange-
les Hospital in Los Angeles where, a short time later, 
she delivered a little baby boy who, at the time looked 
like a Jap to me   We named him Richard William 
Harker after her brother Dick and myself.  He soon be-
came known as "Richy" and was a cute little baby boy 
with large expressive eyes and a continual smile on his 
face. 
 The next day I passed out cigars at work and I 
remember Ken Lehman, the machine shop foreman at 
Vultee, saying, "So you put the plumbing on the out-
side."  The photo department at Vultee sent a photogra-
pher to our house in Rosemead a couple of weeks later 
to take a picture of Virginia and me with Richy which 
was printed in the internal house organ called "The Vul-
tair." 
 I brought Virginia and my new son home from 
the hospital on Saturday, December 6, 1941 and the 
next morning, while listening to the radio, we heard 
President Roosevelt announce the bombing of Pearl Har-
bor.  We were now involved in W.W.II as a participant 
rather than the arsenal of defense for Europe. There 
were a lot of phone calls back and forth that day be-
tween family and friends and we all thought we would 
make short work of the Japs.  Our only experience with 
them had been the cheap imports of toys and gadgets 
they manufactured and we assumed the same would be 
true of their ships and military machines.  We were very 
wrong! 
 Bud and Dick were soon drafted into the service.  
Dick went into the Signal Corps. as he had been work-
ing for the telephone Company and Bud went into the 
photo unit of the 8th Air Force as a photographer.  I re-
ceived a deferment due to my employment in a critical 
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defense industry.  The war brought many changes to 
our way of living such as rationing of gas and food, 
blackouts, restricted travel and fear of bombings. So 
much has been written about the war and those days 
that I will not go into it any further here.  I will however 
mention a few things of possible interest. 
 Nylon stockings became unavailable and the gals 
took to painting their legs with a tan makeup to look 
like hosiery. One job I enjoyed was using an eyebrow 
pencil to draw a seam down the back of Virginia's legs 
to increase the illusion. She kept the bottle of makeup 
in an under-the-sink cabinet in the bathroom and one 
afternoon while she was busy in the kitchen, Richy 
crawled into the bathroom, got the makeup and 
smeared it all over himself and the bathroom floor.  This 
happened just before I got home so I took a picture of 
him sitting amidst the mess he had created. 
 When the appropriate time came we got a little 
toilet seat with a duck on the front of it that sat on top 
of the regular toilet seat to assist in his toilet training.  I 
never knew how far little boys could shoot their pee un-
til one evening while I was in the bedroom and Richy 
was on his ducky seat he let loose with a stream that 
cleared the duck's head and shot all the way into our 
bedroom.  I called Virginia to see what he had done and 
we both had a good laugh.  Richy evidently thought we 
liked what he had done and mistook our laughter for 
applause and thereafter would try his damndest to 
shoot his pee into the bedroom.  We finally convinced 
him that we did not like it and he stopped doing it. 
 At the time I went to work for Vultee, they were 
just getting started on changing their manufacturing 
methods and were preparing to install a conveyor sys-
tem on the assembly lines.  As a result I got in on the 
ground floor as a member of a team that revolutionized 
aircraft manufacturing in the United States.  One of my 
jobs was to set the speed of the conveyor lines, always 
increasing the speed and never the opposite   This sub-
jected me to a lot of booing and catcalls from the men 
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and girls working on the assembly lines, but I had cut 
my teeth on this sort of thing at U.S. Motors so it did 
not bother me too much. 
 We were building BT13s and BTl5 basic trainers 
for the Air Force which were two place low wing all met-
al planes.  One of the conveniences installed in these 
planes was a relief tube for the comfort of the pilots.  
One day I was taking a time study on one of the girls 
installing this device when she suddenly said to me, 
"Everyone has heard of Rosie the Riveter, well I'm Rosie 
of the Piss Tube."  It was a rubber hose with a funnel on 
the end of it and I tried to convince her it was a speak-
ing tube to assist communications between the instruc-
tor and the student but she wouldn't buy that. 
 In 1942 I was offered a position teaching adult 
night classes at Cal Tech in Production Control.  I ac-
cepted and the job paid me $10 per night for 3 nights a 
week.  Some of the fellows in my classes later became 
executives in the aerospace industry.  It was there that I 
met Trevor Gardner who later became Assistant Secre-
tary of Defense in Washington and he and I started 
moonlighting, doing consulting work for several small 
firms that had acquired defense contracts and were in 
over their heads.  Our clients included Day and Night 
Water Heaters, Plomb Tool Company and Rheem Manu-
facturing. 
 One night I was running a time study to set the 
pay rate on an operation that consisted of testing the 
airtight seal on 50 caliber ammunition boxes by im-
mersing them under water. Ralph Horn, the old man 
doing the operation, had been my tennis coach at Al-
hambra High School and had given me a bad time on 
more than one occasion.  The temptation to get even 
with him was overwhelming, but I really felt sorry for 
him and set a rate of pay that would properly reward 
him for the effort he put forth.  When the study was all 
over I told him who I was and he said he thought I 
looked a little familiar but could not recall where he had 
seen me before.  I guess he had seen so many kids in 
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his lifetime of teaching and coaching that we all began 
to look alike. 
 Virginia and I had sold my Oldsmobile and 
bought a 1941 Fluid Drive Dodge which was sort of the 
forerunner of today's automatic shift cars.  You could 
drive it without shifting. It just moved when you 
stepped on the gas.  By 1942 we had reached the point 
where we needed two cars so I bought a 1930 Willys 
Knight Coupe to use for going to and from Vultee which 
was located in Downey.  It had a sleeve-in-valve "L" 
head engine that required pouring boiling water over it 
in the winter before it would start   As our financial sit-
uation improved we bought our first home later that 
year, a three bedroom house on Charriet Street in 
Rosemead. 
 By late summer of 1943 I had Virginia pregnant 
again. Her sister Doris had enlisted in the Waves and 
met an Army Captain named Thomas J. Ferguson who 
she married.  When he was shipped off to the Aleutian 
Islands Doris came to live with us and was there when I 
found out I was going to be transferred to Allentown 
Pennsylvania to train and guide Pennsylvania Dutch 
people in building the Vultee TBY3 Torpedo Bomber for 
the Navy.  I was scheduled to leave in late December 
and Virginia was too far into her pregnancy to go with 
me so she and Doris stayed in Rosemead. 
 I boarded a United DC3 at the old Burbank Air-
port on the night of December 28 for a long cold cross 
country flight to my destination via New York.  It was 
snowing when I got there and I was freezing.  The plane 
had no heater so they gave all of us wool blankets and 
served us cold box lunches.  The day after New Years I 
checked in on my new job and got a place to stay in a 
rooming house where some of the other tenants were 
really weird, along with the two old ladies that owned 
the place.  I went through the blizzard and ice storm of 
winter 1944 which was a new experience for me and 
one I won't forget. 
 On the night of May 24, 1944 while I was speak-
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ing at a seminar on war production in Boston, I received 
a note from the hotel manager that I had a daughter 
born a few hours earlier out in California.  As soon as I 
got back to the plant in Allentown the next day I began 
making plans to get out to California.  The Company 
arranged for me to fly out to San Diego the following 
week in a B24 Bomber that they had converted into an 
executive airplane.  It was furnished like a club car in-
side with big bay windows where the side gun turrets 
had been removed.  It was a much more comfortable 
trip than the previous one in the opposite direction and 
upon landing in San Diego I picked up a Company car 
and headed for our house in Rosemead. 
 It was there that I met my new daughter whom 
we had named Harriet Ellen Harker having decided on 
that name ahead of time in the event the baby turned 
out to be female. 
 Vultee had given me two weeks leave to spend 
with my family and I made the most of it.  I went to the 
plant in Downey and again passed out cigars and was 
told that I now had a "gentleman's pair."  When the time 
came to return to Allentown Virginia's doctor decided 
she needed to rest up some more and advised against 
her and the two children going back with me.  So I took 
the Dodge and drove back by myself in the record time 
of four days.  I drove day and night and would pull off 
the road to take cat naps.  A very dangerous thing to do 
and something I would never try again, but I had milked 
my visit in California for all it was worth and was run-
ning short on time. 
 I left before daylight on a Thursday morning at 
4:00 a.m. and when I reached the Arizona border a cus-
toms officer asked where I was headed and if I would 
give a young Marine, who had been wounded, a ride as 
far as his home town of Oklahoma City.  I agreed to do 
so and in the ensuing conversations with the boy found 
out a grenade hanging on his belt had accidentally ex-
ploded during a skirmish killing his two companions 
and knocking all his innards askew   That night in a 
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motel room where we stayed he showed me his right 
side which was black and blue from his arm pit to his 
right knee. He had just been released from the Naval 
Hospital in Long Beach where he had spent three 
months recovering. 
 Gas rationing was in effect and the rationing 
board only gave me enough gas coupons to get me to 
Allentown.  They cut it quite thin on the basis of the 
number of miles I had to drive with not a gallon to 
spare.  I had exactly ten "A" coupons, each of which was 
good for 10 gallons.  In New Mexico I stopped at a road-
side diner for some breakfast and the lady running the 
place asked where I was going and when I told her and 
showed her a picture I had of my new baby daughter 
she asked how much gas they had rationed to me and 
when she found out she reached under the counter and 
brought out a cigar box full of "T" coupons, each of 
which was good for 20 gallons and gave me a full sheet 
of them.  She told me they were trucker's coupons and 
truckers had more than they needed and gave them to 
her to use as she pleased.  When I got to Allentown I 
disconnected the odometer and had all the gas I needed 
for a year. 
  On the morning of the second day I had 
the car radio on and heard war correspondent Floyd 
Owens describing the crossing of the English Channel 
on the way to Dunkirk.  It was "D Day" and he was on 
board one of the boats.  You could hear a lot of noise 
and gunfire amidst the static of his transmission which 
was by short wave radio.  It was quite exciting to say 
the least.  I drove through big thunder storms in Mis-
souri with lightening cracking all around me and ar-
rived in Allentown late Sunday night and reported back 
to work the next morning. 
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My ‘36 Olds at Muroc Dry Lake. 

Virginia and my wedding. 
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CHAPTER IX 
 
 
 

L eaving my wife and two children, which in-
cluded my newborn daughter, behind as I 
headed east was very difficult for me but 

family disruptions during the war seemed to be par for 
the course and I really had little choice in the matter. I 
at least found some comfort in the knowledge that our 
folks were nearby and that Virginia had the additional 
company of her sister Doris staying with her.  I'm sure 
the separation was just as uncomfortable for them as 
for me. 
 For many years, prior to my arrival in Allentown, 
I had suffered from frequent severe sinus attacks.  Dur-
ing my high school days they were sometimes so bad 
that I would have to stay home.  Two weeks after arriv-
ing in Allentown and facing below zero temperatures 
with snow and ice all around I had the mother of all si-
nus attacks which lasted three days and then suddenly 
cleared up.  I have never had any attacks since then 
and doctors have told me it was due to the change in 
climate.  Evidently the sudden change to cold dry 
weather turned out to be the cure for my condition. 
 The TBY3 Torpedo Bomber was not a Vultee de-
sign.  It was designed by Chance Vought Aircraft Com-
pany for the Navy, but they were so busy building their 
Corsair fighter planes that they could not produce the 
TBY3 so the Navy put the job out for bid by other air-
craft companies.  There were several bidders and Vultee 
won the contract but had no facilities or factory where 
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they could begin building the plane.  The Mack Motor 
Truck Company had just completed a new plant in Al-
lentown and had not yet moved their production equip-
ment into the building so the Navy confiscated the 
building and made it available for building the TBY3.  
That is how Vultee managed to get involved in Allen-
town 
 There were actually two separate buildings, a two 
story wood administration building and the concrete 
factory with a 200 ft. long sidewalk connecting the two 
buildings.  My office was on the second floor of the ad-
ministration building.  The building had two wings and 
the architects had designed the second wing as a mirror 
image of the first, thus saving the cost of extra design 
time and duplicate drawings. The only problem with 
this was that everything in one wing was just the oppo-
site from things in the other wing and that included the 
restrooms.  One day I had been sitting through a two 
hour meeting in the other wing from the one where my 
office was located.  As the meeting broke up I had to 
take a leak real bad and headed down the hall for the 
men's room not thinking that I was not in my own wing.  
Without taking the time to check the sign on the door to 
the restroom I rushed in, unzipped my pants and began 
looking for the nearest urinal.  I noticed the design of 
the urinal was different than what I was used to but did 
not have time to figure things out before there was a lot 
of feminine screaming behind me.  I had already started 
my stream running and could not shut it off so I just 
stood there red faced and finished the task.  I then 
turned around and apologized to the ladies who, by this 
time, were laughing and giggling their heads off.  Every 
female face in that restroom was indelibly imprinted in 
my mind and whenever I would pass one of the gals in 
the hall they would smile and give me a knowing look. 
Word soon spread through the building and for a week 
or more I was the laughing stock of the work force. 
 For about the first three months we spent our 
time getting the plant ready for production, installing 
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machine tools, conveyor lines, stock bins, etc.  We be-
gan letting contracts out to other firms to build sub-
assemblies for us and one contract went to Bud Manu-
facturing that built railroad passenger cars.  They be-
gan building fuselage assemblies for us.  Another com-
pany began building wing assemblies and so it went 
leaving us primarily as a final assembly and test flight 
facility. 
 War time housing and lodging were very scarce in 
Allentown and so Vultee had set up a housing depart-
ment to locate rooms and houses for the employees who 
were not regular residents of the area.  Anyone with a 
spare bedroom could register with that department and 
the company would soon find someone to occupy it.  
That is how I ended up in the rooming house run by a 
strange little old lady named Bertha Shaneberger and 
her woman friend Edith Schmaltz. 
 The rooming house was a three story brick build-
ing with the bedrooms on the second and third floors.  
The first floor contained a sitting room, kitchen, dining 
room, bath and laundry room.  The second floor had six 
rooms, all occupied by Vultee employees.  Bertha, her 
boy friend, Edith and her husband, who was dying of 
consumption, occupied the third floor.  Bertha was a 
great cook and we had plenty to eat for both breakfast 
and dinner.  My room was quite large and only con-
tained a single-wide bed, a closet, small table with a 
lamp and a lounge chair. 
 One night I came home from work and found an-
other bed in my room and was informed another Vultee 
employee would be sharing the room with me.  He 
showed up the next night with a big wooden box the 
size of a steamer trunk.  His name was Milan Momchilo-
vich and he was a big fellow weighing in at about 300 
pounds with a heavy accent.  His box was full of Com-
munist literature, books by Lenin and Trotsky and the 
Communist manifesto.  When I asked him what it was 
all about he said he was a student of political science 
and was studying up on the Communist type of govern-
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ment.  I have no idea of how he managed to pass the 
security checks to allow him to work in a defense plant.  
He had one habit that drove me nuts.  Every night at 
9:00 p.m. he would go down to the corner drug store 
and buy a quart of ice cream which he would completely 
consume before going to bed and never offered me any.  
I guess he had to eat the whole thing because we did 
not have a freezer in our room and it would melt if he 
didn't eat it all. 
 He and I started taking flying lessons at a little 
grass strip airport in Foglesville about three miles from 
Allentown and we organized a flying club at the plant.  
We soon had 22 people, both men and women in the 
club, all learning to fly. The planes used for instruction 
were J2 and J3 Piper cubs that were powered by either 
50 or 65 horse power engines. The Sunday morning 
that I made my first solo flight was in the Spring and 
the field was covered with clover blossoms.  I had no 
sooner taken off than I realized I had an unwanted pas-
senger in the plane with me a huge Bumble Bee that 
kept buzzing around my head.  I was so intent on flying 
the plane by myself that I gave him little heed and as I 
was turning on final for my first solo landing he must 
have figured it was time to get the hell out of there and 
flew out the window. That landing was one of the most 
perfect I ever made in my many subsequent years of fly-
ing. 
 Because of the war we were restricted as to 
where we could fly and had to stay away from the Atlan-
tic Coast.  I decided to join the Civil Air Patrol in order 
to get more legal range for my flying.  Among our vari-
ous CAP activities was mock bombings of hidden targets 
with paper sacks of white flour.  Phil Neuwieller, who 
owned the Neuweiller Brewery, was amongst our mem-
bers and on one of our practice bombing missions he 
filled his flour sacks with heavy rocks so they would fall 
more accurately. 
 A target had been hidden near a farm house 
some distance from town and when we located it Phil let 
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go with one of his weighted flour bags which missed the 
target and crashed through the slate tile roof of the 
farm house and ended up on the farmer's dining room 
floor.  The farmer was going to sue Phil for damages but 
the matter was settled out of court by Phil donating six 
cases of beer to the farmer's future well being.  After 
that, no one was permitted to add weight to their allot-
ted sacks of flour. 
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Our first house on Walnut Grove Avenue in Rosemead. 

Our house at Summit lawn in Allentown, Pennsylvania. 
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CHAPTER X 
 
 
 

I n September of 1944 Virginia got the OK to 
take herself and the children to Allentown.  
Doris would accompany her. The transporta-

tion department at Vultee Field in Downey got her a pri-
vate compartment on the Santa Fe.  In the meantime, 
during the period prior to her departure, she had 
shipped all our furniture and belongings to Allentown 
via Mayflower Moving Company and had rented our 
house in Rosemead to a young couple and set up ar-
rangements with a real estate broker to collect the rent 
for us and keep and eye on the place. 
 With my family about to arrive I had to make 
some changes in living quarters and the housing de-
partment at the plant found me a three story stone 
house in Summit Lawn on the outskirts of town.  It was 
in a part of the Pocono Mountains and a beautiful spot.  
Much to my liking, the YWCA summer retreat was right 
next door on about four acres of land.  I had to take a 
year's lease on the place at a cost $80 per month.  The 
house was built in 1796 and had been completely mod-
ernized by the owner who was a local building contrac-
tor of some note.  The house had an attached heated 
garage with a 100 gallon heating oil tank buried in the 
floor.  It had a basement with an electric powered well 
that produced the clearest and coldest water I had ever 
seen.  The water was so cold it would fog the kitchen 
water spouts when we drew water during the summer. 
 The kitchen was all stainless steel and had a 
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large walk-in refrigerator.  The house was equipped with 
forced air heating and air conditioning.  There were sev-
en bedrooms and three bathrooms   We never did use 
the third floor except for storage.  Doris and the chil-
dren each had their own bedroom and Virginia and I 
had the master bedroom.  To us it was a mansion, we 
had never had so much room before and the surround-
ing woods were awe inspiring, particularly in the Au-
tumn when the leaves would turn to brilliant colors.  We 
could look out over Center Valley from our back yard 
and the Liberty Bell electric car line from Philadelphia 
ran by just a block from the house.  It was called "The 
Yellow Death" by the locals due to the numerous acci-
dents it had on it's run. 
 When the moving van arrived I had them put all 
the furniture in place and all the boxes and barrels of 
dishes and clothing was just piled in the living room.  I 
got one of the girls from work to go up to the house with 
me and get all the boxed things put away.  The living 
room had a large stone fire place with the stone facing 
going all the way up to the ceiling and the actual fire 
area was gigantic, with a six foot wide opening and a 
height of four feet.  There was no mantle. 
 The dishes had all been packed in barrels with 
excelsior and as we emptied them I stuffed the excelsior 
in the fire place.  The girl's name was Bernice Herbert 
and she ran the employee savings bond department.  I 
had met Bernice at a dinner at the house of one of my 
mother's relatives from Langhorn who now lived in Al-
lentown and worked at the Vultee plant.  The relative's 
name was Fran Jackson and she also worked in the 
savings bond department.  Bernice's husband, Ed, was 
in the Sea Bees and stationed in the South Pacific at the 
time.  It took us three evenings after work to get every-
thing put away but the job was made easier by the Du-
bonette and Brandy drinks I mixed up for our mutual 
consumption. 
 On the last night I decided we would celebrate 
with our drinks and a roaring fire in the fire place.  I 
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had stacked several logs on the hearth.  I set a match to 
the excelsior and it practically exploded.  Fire and 
smoke came roaring, literally, out of the fire place and 
up the front toward the ceiling.  I had not thought to 
check for a damper and had not noticed the little handle 
sticking out of the rock fascia. Bernice jumped up and 
pulled on the handle and things began to calm down 
but the house was full of choking smoke.  We opened all 
the windows and turned the air conditioning on and to 
a casual observer on the outside it probably looked like 
the house was on fire with all the smoke rolling out the 
windows.  Once we were sure there was no more danger 
I drove Bernice home and she was probably glad to be 
out of there. I then returned to the house and began 
cleaning the soot off the ceiling and front of the fireplace 
rocks.  It was hard work but I finally removed all traces 
of the near disaster. 
 Within a few days my family, along with Doris, 
arrived and we had a great reunion.  They had used a 
wicker clothes basket to keep Harriet in on the trip and 
she was still in the basket when they arrived.  For the 
next few months that basket served as a sort of bassi-
net, but she soon graduated to a crib.  That ensuing 
winter was the year of the great blizzard and ice storm 
of '44 and we had a rough time driving as we had little 
experience with that kind of weather. 
 One morning I was driving on a country road 
through farm land on my way to Emmaus when the left 
front door on a car in front of me open and closed real 
quick.  At the same time the driver made a sudden left 
turn toward a road leading to a farm house.  I hit the 
brakes but kept right on going and plowed into the side 
of the other car.  The road was so slick that it just spun 
him around with minimal damage to either car. 
 The driver of the other car, who turned out to be 
a farmer who was merely trying to get to his own house, 
came out of his car cussing and when he saw my Cali-
fornia license plate said, "You Godamn Furriners don't 
know how to drive." He was really mad and was going to 
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call the police.  I said, "Go ahead, you didn't signal, it 
was your fault."  He replied, "Didn't you see me crack 
the door?"  and I said, "Yea I saw it open and close, but 
what does that mean?" and he came back with, "It 
means I'm going to turn, you stupid Ass!"  With that he 
got in his car and drove up his drive to his farm house 
and I took off.  I did not wait for the police and he did 
not have the sense to take down my name, driver's li-
cense or vehicle license.  I don't know if he called the 
police or not but I never heard anymore about it.  I did 
however learn that when you saw someone crack their 
door because they did not want to stick their hand out 
in the cold air it meant that they were going to under-
take some sort of maneuver. 
 We were invited out to Jack Steed's house for 
dinner on New Year's day, 1944.  Jack was a flying bud-
dy of mine and one of the closer friends I made while in 
Allentown.  He and his family lived on a farm about six 
miles out of town and it was all country roads once we 
left town.  Virginia and I loaded the kids in the car and 
took off for the Steed's in a blinding snow storm with 
visibility down to just a few  hundred feet. 
 We had the car radio on listening to the Rose 
Bowl game in Pasadena and the announcer, Don Wilson 
was describing the beautiful weather that day and the 
purple mountains in the background.  It really made us 
homesick.  There was a narrow stone bridge that we 
had to cross about a half mile before reaching the road 
into Jack's farm.  Just as we entered the bridge, some-
thing jumped across in front of us, probably a deer, and 
I automatically slammed on the brakes which put us 
into a wild skid.  The bridge was only about 30 feet long 
and the car spun a full 360 degrees and as we exited 
the bridge we were going in the same direction as when 
we entered the bridge. 
 I told jack what had happened and he would not 
believe me, saying, "That's impossible, the bridge is too 
narrow." but when Virginia backed me up he got a tape 
measure and went out and measured the length of our 
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car and then said "Come with me." and we drove out to 
the bridge where our tracks were still visible in the 
snow.  He then measured the width of the bridge which 
turned out to be four inches wider than our car was 
long.  Jack just shook his head and said, "I wouldn't 
believe it possible if I had not seen it with my own eyes," 
whereupon we returned to the house for some much 
needed drinks. 
 Another time that same winter Virginia was tak-
ing Richy to a doctor's appointment and was going 
down a hill on the snow covered street when the car 
started to skid and she made the mistake of hitting the 
brakes.  Completely out of control the car went over the 
sidewalk and into the basement window of a building.  
Neither she nor Richy were hurt and a tow truck was 
summoned to pull our car back onto the street and she 
shakingly continued on to the doctor's office. 
 By this time the poor Dodge was suffering a seri-
ous case of road rash so I took it to a body shop to have 
the needed repairs made after which it came out looking 
like new.  We both eventually learned the intricacies of 
winter driving on the east coast and had no further inci-
dents. 
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CHAPTER XI 
 

 
 

W ith most able bodied men away fighting 
the war, the work force in the defense 
plants was, for that time, a rather mot-

ley mixture of people.  There were wives whose hus-
bands were away in the service, widows of servicemen 
killed in action, men who had come out of retirement, 
and people who had given up previous jobs for the high-
er pay and the need to contribute to the war effort. 
 For example; members of my department includ-
ed, "Bones" O'Brien who had been the arranger and pi-
ano player for the Ted Wheems Band, Bob Rupert the 
former president of the Mack Motor Company, Jesse 
Livermore the son of Jesse Livermore, Sr., the wonder 
boy of Wall Street who had a fortune of several million 
dollars by age 21 and then lost it all in the 1929 stock 
market crash and ended his life by jumping out of a 
New York skyscraper.  The Jesse in my department was 
married to the well know actress and dancer, Ann Mil-
ler.  Then there was Walter Barling, a famous aircraft 
designer who had developed a remotely controlled pi-
lotless flying bomb during W.W.I and a four-engined 
plane that was the largest bomber of its day.  He also 
produced and marketed a series of successful private 
aviation planes during the 1930's. 
 With 80% of the production work force consisting 
of untrained local people who had never even been close 
to an airplane before it is no wonder we had a myriad 
number of problems out on the factory floor.  The 
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amount of rework to correct errors was enormous and 
costs were going sky high. By the war's end we had only 
completed and test flown three of the planes and had 
another thirteen in various stages of completion.  None 
of the TBYs saw any action in the war although one of 
them had been shipped to the South Pacific. 
 During our first year in Allentown I received an 
offer to teach adult night classes in production manage-
ment at the University of Pennsylvania.  I accepted the 
offer for the added income and taught there for the re-
mainder of our stay in Allentown.  One of my students 
was Sam Cohen, a funny little fat Jewish man who had 
a garment factory in town that made women's under-
clothes   He would stay after class asking me a lot of 
questions and I finally found out he was having a diffi-
cult time competing with the shops in New York and 
that he needed to do something to get his costs down.  I 
offered to take a look at his operation and see if I could 
come up with some ideas.  I went to his factory which 
turned out to be a typical sweat shop full of sewing ma-
chines and tubs of garments in various stages of com-
pletion.  I did a number of motion and time studies and 
developed a production flow chart for him and then told 
him what I thought he needed to do.  True to his na-
ture, or else in desperation, he effected the changes and 
suggestions I had given him with amazing results.  His 
production rate jumped up overnight and he was ecstat-
ic.  I refused to accept any pay for my service because I 
really liked and felt for the little guy.  From then on Vir-
ginia began receiving a regular supply of nylon stock-
ings, panties and other garments.  It took her several 
years to wear them all out. 
 Drinking was the main method of relaxation and 
beer was the primary ingredient.  The liquor stores in 
Pennsylvania were all owned and operated by the state 
and no liquor, other than beer, was sold in the markets 
or drug stores.  There was no such thing as convenience 
stores in those days.  The state issued ration stamps 
that allowed you to buy one gallon of hard liquor a 
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month and if you wanted a bottle of scotch you were re-
quired to also purchase a bottle of rum.  Seems that 
rum was not popular in that area and it was the only 
way they could get rid of it. 
 The annual Lehigh County Fair was held each 
year at the Allentown fairgrounds and all the local brew-
eries, of which there were many, had booths where they 
sold their beer.  You had to buy tickets at 5 cents each 
that were good for a mug full.  You would see people 
wandering around with a whole fist full of beer tickets, 
but no one seemed to be drunk and there were no fights 
or rowdiness   Pennsylvania also had what they called 
"Blue Laws" that required all night spots to shut down 
at 2:00 a.m. during the week and at midnight on Satur-
days.  No liquor could be sold on Sunday.  
 As a result of the Blue Laws private clubs called 
key clubs were abundant.  For a deposit of one dollar 
you would be given a key to the door.  The one I joined 
was on the second floor of a building that had a Fire-
stone store on the first floor.  With a key you could go to 
your club after all the bars shut down and continue 
your drinking and partying.  Most clubs had a Polka 
Band that played until daylight and also sold sandwich-
es and pickled eggs.  The combination of pickled eggs 
and beer led to some really smelly farts emanating from 
people sitting at the bar. Table service beer was only 
sold by the pitcher full which cost all of 50 cents per 
pitcher. 
 Another key club we belonged to was on the sec-
ond floor of the volunteer fire house.  Some nights a 
whole group of us would make the rounds of several key 
clubs and then pay for it the next morning.  Amazingly 
there were very few serious auto accidents as a result of 
all this drinking but a lot of people ended up driving 
their cars into snow banks in the winter   One night a 
bunch of us were at a local cocktail lounge and Marie 
Metcalf, who was psychotic and the wife of one of the 
department heads, got stupid drunk and accused the 
bartender of stealing her purse.  This ended up with her 
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husband, Nelson, getting into a fight with the bartender 
who floored him in nothing flat. 
 Nelson was in no condition to drive so I offered to 
take them both home and when we opened their car, 
Marie's purse was lying on the front seat.  By the time I 
got to their house they had both passed out so I carried 
Marie into the house, undressed her and put her to bed 
and left Nelson sleeping in their car.  Another of the 
guys at the bar followed me in his car and then took me 
back to the party. I had a devil of a time convincing Nel-
son the next day that I did not rape his wife.  Twelve 
years later Marie killed Nelson with seventeen stabs of a 
kitchen butcher knife.  As far as I know she is still 
locked up in the women's prison in Tehachapi. 
 Among the attractions at the Allentown Fair 
were: horse racing, aerial stunts, carnival rides and the 
usual assortment of side shows.  It was in one of the 
side shows that I saw my one and only true hermaphro-
dite.  It's name was Alice John and it performed on a 
stage from which a high curtain stretched to the en-
trance to the tent.  For the performance the ladies were 
placed on one side of the curtain and the men on the 
other side.  Alice John then gave a lecture on hermaph-
roditic and proceeded to strip buck naked so all could 
see her deformity while she performed some indecent 
acts. 
 Bones O'Brien was a truly great piano player and 
entertained us at a lot of our parties.  I think he knew 
every musical score that was ever written and played 
everything by memory.  One of the fellows that worked 
in my department was Aaron Weiss a little Jewish guy 
that for some reason took a liking to Virginia and me.  
He and his wife would frequently stop by our house for 
an unannounced visit and always bearing gifts of some 
kind.  He would bring nylon stockings for Virginia and 
toys for our children.  I never could figure him out or 
what his motivation was but put up with it because he 
was a good hard working individual who came up with 
many suggestions on improving top management com-
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munications with employees. 
 There was an elderly couple, Harry and Elsie 
Floyd, who were childhood friends of my mother and 
living in Allentown. We became fast friends and visited 
them in their row house quite often where we would 
spend the evening playing pinochle and eating Elsie's 
scrumptious apple pies.  I learned a lot about my moth-
er's childhood from them. 
 By early 1945 things were winding down in Eu-
rope and that part of the war was over.  I had become 
quite discouraged over the lack of progress being made 
at the Allentown Vultee plant and began wondering 
what I would be doing next when I received a phone call 
from Trevor Gardner out in Pasadena.  He wanted to 
know if I would consider coming back to California and 
going to work on a very important project at Cal Tech.  
The pay he offered was good and it did not take me long 
to make up my mind.  I gave two weeks notice to Vultee 
and began planning for the trip back home.  We notified 
our real estate broker in Rosemead of our plans and 
asked her to serve notice on the couple renting our 
house there.  We then made arrangements with a mov-
ing company in Allentown to cart our belongings to Cali-
fornia. 
 I came up with a brilliant idea on how to save la-
bor in preparing for the move.  I told the people in my 
department that I needed some volunteers and would 
provide all the beer they could drink.  Within five 
minutes I had all the people I could use.  The night be-
fore the movers were to arrive we all went up to the 
house and started the process.  The girls packed dishes 
and breakables while the guys brought all the heavy 
furniture down to the ground floor.  They got the bed 
mattresses down by sliding down the stairs on them like 
they were toboggans.  That was so much fun that they 
started hauling them back up stairs for another ride 
and the girls took part in this.  We were all done by 
midnight and just as we ran out of beer.  It was the eas-
iest move I ever made. 
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CHAPTER XII 
 

 
 

W ith our suitcases packed and a full tank 
of gas we departed for California, leav-
ing behind the friends we had made and 

the fascinating fireflies which we had never seen before 
moving to Allentown.  We decided to go by Washington 
D.C. on the way home to visit the Capitol and see the 
sights. Spending the better part of a day there we were 
able to visit the Lincoln Memorial and the Washington 
Monument among other things.  When we went into the 
Capitol building the Senate was in session and we were 
able to peek in on them.  It was the end of May and 
Harriet was now a two year old toddler. 
 The foyer to the Senate wing had long handicap 
ramps and Harriet began running up and down them 
screaming with delight.  We were trying to stop her and 
just as she started down for the second time a door to 
the Senate floor opened and out walked Senator Dirk-
son with his head of flowing white hair.  He saw Harriet, 
picked her up and gave her a great big hug.  I can't 
blame him because she was such a cute little thing.  He 
then took her by the hand and walked her up and down 
the ramp once more before going about his business. 
 Our drive back to California was a much more 
leisurely trip than the one I had made in the other di-
rection two years earlier.  Richy was now four years old 
and neither of the kids gave us any problems on the 
long trip so far as their deportment was concerned ex-
cept for one time in a restaurant where we had stopped 
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for lunch.  The place was full of older people, what we 
would later call Senior Citizens, and Harriet suddenly 
began screaming and crying over some minor incident 
at the table that had happened between she and Richy.  
She would not shut up and we were getting dirty looks 
from the old folks so we finally just got up and left with-
out eating the rest of our lunches. 
 We stayed one night in a motel in New Mexico 
that had a cement floor with no carpet or other cover-
ing.  In the morning, as we were getting dressed, Harriet 
rolled off one of the beds and landed on her head on the 
hard cement floor. She cried a bit and then became very 
silent and her eyes had a glazed look to them.  We were 
scared sick and rushed her to a local doctor who, after 
examining her, said she had a mild concussion and to 
keep a close eye on her for the rest of the trip.  By the 
time we arrived in California she seemed to be OK ex-
cept for a large black and blue bump on her head.  Just 
to be sure however, Virginia took her to our former fam-
ily Doctor who pronounced her hale and hearty. 
 The Dodge did not have air conditioning so I had 
bought one of those car window swamp coolers in antic-
ipation of crossing the desert in the heat of day.  It 
worked alright for those in the front seat but did not do 
much for keeping the children in the back seat cool so 
we soaked bath towels in water and hung them over the 
open rear windows and that worked pretty good.  About 
11:00 a.m. as we were crossing the desert and in the 
middle of nowhere we came up on a blond girl in shorts 
and halter.  I would guess she was in her early twenties 
and had her thumb out trying to hitch a ride. The out-
side temperature must have been around 110 or so and 
I started to slow down but Virginia told me to keep go-
ing.  I often wondered what the girl was doing out there 
as we had not seen a stalled car anywhere along the 
way.  I also wonder to this day whatever happened to 
her as it did not appear that she had any water with 
her. 
 Our arrival back home was a very emotional af-



127 

fair with grandparents gushing over the grand-children 
and lots of hugging all around.  Since it would be a few 
days before the moving van arrived with our belongings 
we stayed with our folks and got our now vacant house 
in Rosemead ready for occupancy.  In the meantime I 
had checked in with Trevor Gardner at Cal Tech and he 
set me up in a second floor corner office in the Chees-
wright building on Colorado Boulevard in Pasadena and 
told me the project I was to become involved in was 
highly secret and involved something that would end 
the war with Japan.  He told me the name for it was 
"The Manhattan Project" but nothing was said about 
anything atomic.  I was given a "Q" clearance which at 
the time was the highest level of security and told not to 
say anything to anyone about what we were doing. 
 I divided my time between my office, Cal Tech 
and the Naval Ordnance Test Station out on Foothill 
Boulevard.  I saw some strange pieces of hardware but 
had no idea what they were or how they were to be 
used.  Two little old ladies had a diner across the street 
from the NOTS facility where they served breakfast and 
lunch, mostly to the employees from across the street.  
The morning after President Truman announced the 
atomic bombing of Hiroshima a big sign in the shape of 
a comet appeared over the diner with the name "Atomic 
Inn" painted on it.  Somehow those little old ladies had 
figured out what was going on in spite of all the security 
measures undertaken. 
 V-J Day followed soon after with the Japanese 
surrender and the end of W.W.II.  We were all given the 
afternoon off and to celebrate I decided to go flying.  I 
rented a small plane from the Heasley Twins at the old 
Rosemead Airport and was fooling around over a large 
bean field in La Puente when the engine blew one of its 
cylinders and swallowed the piston. The engine came to 
an abrupt halt and the silence was deafening.  I was 
about to have a forced landing and had enough altitude 
to circle the field once and get lined up with the bean 
rows.  I figured I could put each of the main two front 
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landing gear wheels on top of a row of beans which I did 
manage to do but the field was being irrigated and the 
trenches between the rows were filled with water.  The 
minute I touched down the wheels slid off the rows and 
down into the mud bringing me to a sudden halt and 
burying the nose of the plane in the mud.  I probably 
didn't travel more than 10 feet. 
 I suffered no injuries and climbed out to look 
around and figure my next move.  I noticed I had ended 
up about 300 ft. from Hacienda Boulevard and a car 
was stopping along the road.  They had seen me come 
down and end up with the plane's tail sticking up in the 
air.  I went over to them and found the car was full of 
Filipinos who were on their way to Los Angeles to cele-
brate the war's end and offered to drop me off at the 
Rosemead Airport on their way.  Once I got in the car 
and we were under way I realized my mistake.  They 
were all hootin' drunk, including the driver and I soon 
knew this was to be the most dangerous part of my af-
ternoon outing. 
 We got to the airport in one piece and when the 
Heasleys saw me coming back on foot they said, "Okay 
Harker, where did you leave it?"  I told them what had 
happened and they went out the next day with a flat 
bed truck and retrieved the plane during which process 
they did $500 damage to the bean crop.  Somehow the 
LA Times got hold of the incident and the next day a 
news article appeared in the local section with a head-
line that read, PILOT SURVIVES CRASH LANDING BUT 
DAMAGES BEAN CROP.  As luck would have it Mom 
saw and read the article which of course identified me 
as the pilot.  The story made it sound much worse than 
it really was and she was terribly upset but glad that I 
was still alive.  It did not seem to bother any of the oth-
er family members, including Virginia. 
 My work on the Manhattan Project did not last 
long after the end of the war with the Japanese alt-
hough considerable testing did continue at the Bikini 
Atoll and other areas in the South Pacific.  Ray 
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Parkhurst called me and said that Drayer Manufactur-
ing in East Los Angeles needed someone with my capa-
bilities so I gave them a call, set up an appointment and 
was hired to assist in the design of a special tractor for 
use on terraced hillside farms in Mexico.  I worked at 
Drayer for a few months on the tractor that had adjust-
able wheel heights so you could raise the wheels on the 
uphill side of a farm and lower the wheels on the down-
hill side. This would allow the tractor to be level regard-
less of the steepness of the hill.  The idea was a clever 
one but did not work well in actual practice as the rais-
ing and lowering mechanism was subject to a lot of mal-
functioning and too complicated for the Mexican farm-
ers to understand.  As a result the project was dropped 
and no sooner had that happened than Trevor Gardner 
got hold of me again and said he needed me at Aerojet 
to work on rocket nozzles. 
 I went to Aerojet and ended up in the rocket noz-
zle plant on south Raymond Street in Pasadena just a 
few blocks from where I had my first job at California 
Consumers.  My assignment consisted of work simplifi-
cation and development of special manufacturing tech-
niques.  Not long after I had settled into that position 
Aerojet was acquired by General Tire Company and the 
plant on Raymond Street became known as General Tire 
of California.  I was soon appointed Plant Engineer at 
that facility with responsibility for all plant layout, facili-
ties and maintenance. 
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CHAPTER XIII 
 

 
 

A s the use of solid propellant rockets by the 
military began to decline we could see the 
handwriting on the wall and soon received 

instructions from our parent company, General Tire, to 
begin looking for commercial products that could be 
produced in the Pasadena plant.  At that point I became 
a member of a three man task force to seek out a suita-
ble product.  We ran big ads in all the west coast papers 
asking for inventors to bring their ideas to us for evalu-
ation. 
 We set up an office in the Cheeswright building 
where we could conduct interviews and look at the vari-
ous inventions. It was an interesting assignment to say 
the least.  One fellow brought in an electric flushing toi-
let.  Another had an incinerator for burning dog poop.  
One old man came in with a 1940 Buick sedan that he 
had modified so that whenever you let up on the gas the 
brakes were automatically applied. He gave us the keys 
so we could take it out and see for ourselves.  With one 
of our team driving we started down Colorado Street 
and at about 35 MPH he let up on the gas and nearly 
threw us all through the windshield.  We immediately 
ruled that one out.  Another fellow came in with a 1939 
Ford that he had modified so that the car automatically 
went into neutral and started coasting whenever you let 
up on the gas. His reasoning was that it would increase 
mileage by saving gas.  We felt it could create a danger-
ous situation on mountain roads so scratched that idea.  
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Small gas engine powered model airplanes were becom-
ing popular at the time so we decided to explore that 
market and came up with the idea of a rocket powered 
model.  Since Aerojet had been making JATO (jet assist-
ed take off) devices for use in shortening the take off 
run of military aircraft we gave them the task of design-
ing a miniature JATO bottle. 
 I then bought a kit for a model airplane with a six 
foot wing span and gave it to the pattern shop at the 
NOTS facility out on Foothill Boulevard to build.  I had 
built many model planes as a teenager and figured the 
job could be done in two weeks at the most.  But when 
it dragged on for over a month I went out to NOTS to see 
what was holding things up.  I could not believe what I 
found.  The pattern makers were all old craftsmen who 
took pride in their work and had tackled the kit con-
struction as if it were a full sized plane.  They had built 
a 4 ft. X 8 ft. flat top work bench upon which they had 
built special jigs for assembling the kit that could nor-
mally be accomplished on a kitchen table.  They were 
using transits to make sure everything was true.  After 
my visit and a little pep talk they got the thing complet-
ed the following week.  I must say it was a work of art 
and probably the finest finished product to ever come 
out of any model airplane kit.  Aerojet came up with the 
rocket motor we wanted and it was time to test fly the 
plane. 
 Dan Kimball, former Secretary of the Navy and 
now Chairman of the Board of General Tire, happened 
to be paying us a visit and so we felt it was an oppor-
tune time to demonstrate the rocket powered model for 
him.  He was happy as a kid to be invited to see the first 
test flight.  Six of us, plus Dan Kimball, headed out to 
Azusa and a defunct housing tract that had paved 
streets and empty lots overgrown with dry weeds as it 
was the middle of summer. 
 Someone had thought ahead enough to include a 
foam fire extinguisher in our assortment of equipment 
and it was good they did.  We set the plane on one of 
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the empty streets and fired up the rocket engine.  The 
model took off and climbed like a homesick angel and 
then started to circle spewing forth smoke as it went 
round and round in ever decreasing circles and increas-
ing speed.  On the sixth circle, at about 200 ft. altitude, 
I noted with concern that the wings were bending up at 
an alarming angle and on the seventh time around they 
snapped in the middle and each half of the wing took off 
in a different direction while the fuselage plunged to the 
ground under full rocket power.  It crashed in the mid-
dle of one of the lots full of dry weeds.  Dan Kimball 
grabbed the fire extinguisher and we all headed to the 
crash site where a small grass fire was already under-
way. 
 Kimball got there first but did not know how to 
operate the extinguisher.  I was right behind him and 
while we were both wrestling with the extinguisher try-
ing to get it to work we triggered the thing into action 
just as Kimball looked at the open end of the funnel 
shaped nozzle.  When it went off it sprayed his face and 
business suit with foam and got some on me also.  By 
that time the others had joined us and somehow we 
managed to get the fire out before an Azusa fire truck 
arrived on the scene.  We had some explaining to do 
and afterwards decided to abandon that project as being 
too much of a fire hazard in the hands of kids.  Dan 
Kimball and I had a lot of laughs over that incident lat-
er, but it was not funny at the time. 
 It was evident we were wasting our time with all 
these crackpot ideas so decided to do some market re-
search on our own and narrowed the field down to 
household accessories as the post war housing boom 
was really getting under way.  From there we further 
narrowed things down to the plumbing and electric sys-
tems in new homes.  We found there was a lot of room 
for improvement in kitchen plumbing swing spouts.  
The only things available at that time were made of cast 
brass and while functional did not have much eye ap-
peal and were hard to keep clean and bright so we set-
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tled on kitchen swing spout fixtures. 
 We engaged an industrial designer who came up 
with some very modern looking ledge mounted and wall 
mounted fixtures from which we picked the design with 
the greatest appeal.  It contained internal plumbing that 
was all fabricated of brass and copper silver soldered 
together.  This internal assembly was housed in a 
stamped brass casing that had all flat angular surfaces 
and would be easy to keep clean.  With the OK from our 
parent company we set about converting the plant for 
production of the new product line which required plat-
ing, buffing, and other special equipment and facilities. 
We also had to develop a lot of new tooling and special 
silver soldering equipment that could handle large vol-
umes of parts.  Finally everything was ready and we be-
gan production. 
 About this time Trevor Gardner asked me to put 
his dad to work to keep him out of the local watering 
holes.  His father was a typical tweed-suited English-
man with limited manufacturing skills so I put him to 
work hand deburring the stamped parts before plating.
 We set up a national distribution system where 
the product could be sold through hardware stores, 
plumbing supply houses, etc., and the orders began 
coming in by droves.  We had set the suggested retail 
price at $10.50 and the swing spouts sold like hotcakes 
at that price.  We had hit upon a veritable gold mine.  
And then Sears Roebuck came into the picture.  Sears 
wanted to carry the line and gave us an initial order for 
10,000 units.  We had no sooner delivered those when 
Sears came back with an order for 20,000 more.  By 
this time we were running two full shifts and had some 
200 employees in the plant.  
 The bubble burst one morning when I was read-
ing through the LA Times and came across a full page 
Sears ad offering the swing spouts for $8.97 each.  By 
the time I got to the office there were stacks of telegrams 
from our regular customers canceling their orders.  
They could not compete against the Sears price and we 
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could not offer them a better price because our cost of 
manufacturing was $8.50 per unit. 
 While we were all sitting around trying to figure 
out what to do next I got a call from George Ford who 
had worked at Vultee in Downey and was the person 
who had arranged for Virginia's trip to Allentown via 
Santa Fe.  He wanted me to join him at Joyce Shoes in 
Pasadena.  I told him I knew nothing about shoe manu-
facturing and he said that would make no difference as 
he really wanted my help in converting the shoe making 
operations into a conveyorized system, something un-
heard of in the shoe industry.  The challenge was some-
thing I could not turn down so I left General Tire of Cali-
fornia and went to work at Joyce Shoe Company.  The 
first thing George Ford did was introduce me to Bill 
Joyce and his wife Fye Joyce who was to become a na-
tionally known footwear designer. 
 I was given a tour of the plant and was amazed at 
how antiquated, at least so I thought, the methods of 
making shoes were.  A week after I arrived the plant was 
shut down for two weeks and everyone was given a va-
cation with pay. During that two weeks, using their reg-
ular maintenance people and some temporary outside 
help, we completely changed the plant over to a fully 
conveyorized system, not realizing at the time that we 
were revolutionizing the shoe industry. When the em-
ployees returned to work after their forced two week va-
cation they were totally traumatized by what they saw. 
 Because of the radical changes made in the vari-
ous operations we had to establish all new production 
standards for the work force and I found myself back 
taking time and motion studies and setting piece rates.  
The affects of the changes were dramatic and resulted 
in a large reduction in manufacturing costs and better 
working conditions for the employees.  I was also learn-
ing how to make shoes and actually hand made several 
pairs for myself and Virginia. Virginia really lucked out 
later because she wore a size 4-1/2 shoe, which hap-
pens to be the size of all model shoes used in women's 
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shoe shows.  After the seasonal shows were over Virgin-
ia ended up with a lot of sample shoes for fall, spring 
and summer wear. 
 On the morning of June 24, 1947 I was listening 
to the news on my car radio as I was driving to work 
and heard the announcement that a private pilot and 
business man from Boise, Idaho, named Kenneth Ar-
nold, had seen a bunch of disk shaped objects flying at 
high speed near Mount Rainier.  It was that report that 
set off the Flying Saucer craze that is known today as 
the UFO phenomenon.  Thus I got in on the ground 
floor of that and whatever they are.  It was quite a sub-
ject of discussion that has never ended to this day. 
 On February 6, 1948 Virginia gave birth to our 
third child, a boy who we named James Allen Harker, 
Jimmy for short.  When asked why we wanted another 
child we would tell people that we already had one of 
each, a boy and a girl and just had to have another to 
see which it would be.  Jimmy was a perfect little baby, 
except for the time he got his diapers off in his crib, 
while we were out in the back yard, and smeared all the 
bedroom wall he could reach from the crib with his 
fresh poop.  What a mess that was to clean up.  He had 
a smile that resembled Ike Eisenhower's and everyone 
remarked to that effect. 
 In the spring of 1948 we sold our home in 
Rosemead for $9,000 and bought a new house in Tem-
ple City for $13,400.  It had been constructed by a pri-
vate builder and had never been lived in.  It had three 
bedrooms, and one bathroom, a large living room with 
end dining area and a large kitchen.  It was on a deep 
lot with a big back yard and separate unattached two-
car garage.  It was located on the south side of Broad-
way just three doors from Baldwin Avenue.  We later 
added a fourth bedroom and second bathroom along 
with a large patio and carport. 
 That winter Southern California experienced an 
unusual snow storm that blanketed the area with three 
to six inches of snow.  It changed the appearance of eve-
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rything and kids were making snow men all over the 
place.  The schools closed for the day and there were 
many fender benders because so many motorists did 
not know how to drive in the snow and ice. Nothing 
looked familiar and later in the day as the sun came out 
it all turned to slush and really caused problems  
 One evening as I was driving along Huntington 
Drive on my way home from the Joyce plant I saw sever-
al fire trucks and a crowd of people in a vacant lot in 
San Marino.  I had no idea what was going on until I got 
home and learned on the radio that a little girl named 
Kathy Fiscus had fallen down an uncapped well and 
rescue efforts were underway.  The event received na-
tional attention while the rescue efforts went on around 
the clock for three days.  We watched some of it on a 
black and white TV set that Dad Bosch had bought.  It 
was the first TV in either of our families and had a small 
screen the size of a postcard but the cabinet was as 
large as a jukebox. 
 Two newscaster gave the first, on the spot, re-
mote TV coverage of the rescue.  They were Bill Walsh 
and Stan Chambers and both became famous as a re-
sult of the coverage they provided.  Unfortunately by the 
time rescuers reached Kathy she was already dead.
 Before long I was appointed Superintendent of 
the experimental shop at Joyce which was a separate 
facility devoted to making all the sample shoes for the 
fashion shows and special shoes for people with foot de-
formities.  That was where I developed a good working 
relationship with Fye Joyce. Since some of the shoe de-
signs were a bit radical we decided it would be good to 
"road test" them so I hired two women to wear sample 
shoes all day while walking the streets of Pasadena.  We 
called them our "street walkers" and had to administer 
to a lot of blisters at the end of each day. 
 One afternoon Bill Joyce called me into his office 
and said he wanted me to layout a factory capable of 
producing 2,000 pairs of shoes a day.  I asked him 
where the building was and he said it did not yet exist 
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and for me to start from scratch which I did and within 
two weeks had the plans on his desk for a 2,000 pair a 
day factory. 
 Joyce looked the plans over carefully and seemed 
pleased with my efforts and then asked, "Bill, do you 
really think this plant will be capable of putting out 
2,000 pairs a day?" I told him I was sure of it and he 
said, "I'm glad you feel that way because you're going to 
run it."  I then asked where the plant would be and he 
replied, "In Puerto Rico."  I was not even sure at the 
time where Puerto Rico was and was taken aback at his 
sudden response and his attitude that reflected his feel-
ings it was a done deal.  For the rest of the day I was in 
a state of shock at the thought of having to move my 
family and our belongings to some place outside the 
continental U.S.  I dropped the bomb shell on Virginia 
when I got home that night and we dug out a geography 
book to find out where Puerto Rico was and learned it 
was located in the Caribbean not far from Cuba.  We 
also learned it was a Commonwealth of the U.S. and 
that the native language was Spanish.  We then told our 
folks which put them in a state of consternation, throw-
ing hundreds of questions at us, most of which we 
could not answer. 
 Plans were made for me to leave in two weeks 
with Virginia and the children to follow me in six 
months.  Once again our family would be separated and 
Virginia would be left with making all the arrangements 
for moving our things which would go by ship this time.  
I suggested she start learning some Spanish and we got 
a set of Berlitz records for her to listen to.  I promised to 
keep her informed by mail and would send her photos 
of the place she would soon be calling home for who 
knew how long. 
 
 
 
 
 



139 

 

 
 

CHAPTER XIV 
  

 
 

A s the time for my departure drew near I 
told Virginia to put the pool table in stor-
age as I felt there was too much chance for 

damage if we shipped it along with our other belongings 
and I did not know what sort of housing would be avail-
able in Puerto Rico.  There were a lot of emotional good-
byes among family, friends and co-workers.  Neither I 
nor any of them knew when we would see each other 
again.  As I packed a couple of suitcases I suddenly re-
alized I would not see my children or Virginia for six 
months and felt like calling the whole thing off, but the 
plans were too far along to change anything. 
 On the day of my departure and with a sizable 
entourage following us we drove to Los Angeles Interna-
tional Airport, now LAX, where I said my final good-
byes, boarded a United DC4 and headed for New York 
with a $50,000 cashiers check in my coat pocket.  It 
was the most money I had ever had on my person and I 
worried about carrying so much money.  The check was 
for use in opening a business bank account when I got 
to Puerto Rico.  The non-stop flight to New York was un-
eventful and I admit I was a bit excited about the ad-
venture I was undertaking. 
 It was dark when we landed at La Guardia Field 
in New York where I had to transfer to a TWA four-
engine Lockheed Constellation for the flight to my final 
destination.  What a change.  The plane was full of 
Puerto Ricans and one woman had a large box of baby 
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cheeps on her lap which kept chirping for most of the 
trip which was all at night.  Since much of the trip was 
over water and it was dark there was nothing to see out 
the plane's windows so I took a nap.  As daylight broke I 
could see we were flying over some islands and the wa-
ter around them was a light blue and green and very 
clear. 
 We landed at the Isla Verde Airport in the center 
of San Juan around 7:00 a.m. and the moment I set 
foot outside the door of the plane my glasses fogged up 
due to the humidity. I also noticed a strange smell.  It 
was the regular odor of all tropical islands but very 
strange to me at the time.  As I headed for the Terminal 
I saw George Ford waving to me. He had flown down a 
few days before I did.  He had a rental car and we drove 
around San Juan for a bit and then went to the Con-
dado Beach Hotel for breakfast.  I was quite impressed 
by my surroundings which were both strange and fasci-
nating to me at the same time. 
 George had gone down ahead of me to set things 
up for my arrival and during breakfast he gave me a 
briefing during which he told me the factory I would be 
setting up was in Ponce on the other side of the island.  
He said there were some empty buildings in Ponce that 
we would be using for the Joyce de Puerto Rico facility. 
 After breakfast we went to meet some bankers, 
attorneys and government officials by way of introduc-
ing me to people who I would be having a lot of future 
dealings with.  Joyce had elected to set the plant up in 
Puerto Rico to take advantage of the tax free holiday on 
the island which was designed to promote industrial de-
velopment by inducing state side companies to locate 
there and provide much needed job opportunities for 
the poverty stricken natives.  Under this plan compa-
nies operating in Puerto Rico were exempt from paying 
any U.S. income taxes and were also exempt from pay-
ing any local taxes. 
 To help finance the Joyce operation, stock in 
Joyce de Puerto Rico had been sold to a number of 
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wealthy and influential families on the island.  As Presi-
dent of Joyce de Puerto Rico I was a member of the 
Board of Directors and accountable to the stock holders 
as well as the parent company in Pasadena.  Having 
completed all my introductions we left San Juan by car 
to drive to Ponce which was a three hour trip over 
mountain roads. 
 That first trip across the island was a real experi-
ence as chickens, goats and kids would run off the road 
as we approached at what I felt was an excessive rate of 
speed considering the conditions of the narrow road and 
all the pedestrians and animals walking around.  But 
George just laid on the horn most of way and we man-
aged to get to Ponce without killing any people or live-
stock.  I had noticed there seemed to be an awful lot of 
horn blowing while we were driving around San Juan, 
but that was nothing compared to the din of horns in 
Ponce. 
 Our first mission in Ponce was to go to the Bank 
of Ponce where I was introduced to the bank president, 
Rafael Calderon, and opened an account in the name of 
Joyce de Puerto Rico using that $50,000 check I had 
been carrying in my pocket.  I was much relieved once it 
was safely in the bank and out of my possession.   The 
rest of the day was spent introducing me to a lot of im-
portant people including Ted Moscoso who was the 
head of "Operation Bootstraps," the term used to de-
scribe the effort at industrialization described above. 
 Fortunately for me everyone I met spoke good 
English and I did not have to resort to what I could re-
member of my High School Spanish.  That first after-
noon we went to the Amelia Hotel where I checked in 
and rented a room for a month.  We then toured the ar-
ea in and around Ponce which included a trip out to the 
edge of town to see the buildings I would be converting 
into the Joyce de Puerto Rico shoe factory. 
 There were two large buildings that formed an "L" 
with some 50 ft. separating the two buildings   One end 
of the long leg of the "L" faced the street and had a sec-
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ond floor office area.  The short leg ran at right angles 
behind the long building.  An alley ran along one side of 
the front building to the rear one and a turkey grower 
had a small operation going across the alley from the 
buildings.  By this time I was getting a bit woozy from 
all the activity of the day so after George and I had a 
dinner of rice and beans we went to the hotel to bed 
down. 
 I had never slept under a mosquito net before but 
it was a common bedroom accessory on the island be-
cause none of the buildings or houses had window 
screens.  Before going to bed I made a phone call to Vir-
ginia and it took about 10 minutes to get the connection 
through and there was a bit of static once the connec-
tion was made.  We did not talk long and I just wanted 
her and the children to know I had safely arrived.  
 The next day I began following up on some leads 
that had been given to me the day before concerning 
several potential key employees I might consider hiring.  
I began setting up appointments to meet with these peo-
ple in the hotel lobby for the purpose of interviewing 
them.  One of the first jobs I wanted to fill was the posi-
tion of plant superintendent.  I needed someone who 
could serve as my assistant and had a good knowledge 
of the local people.  He turned out to be the third person 
I interviewed that day and I liked him from the start. 
His name was Jacobo (Jake) Calder and over the years 
he became my most valued employee and a close per-
sonal friend. 
 With Jake's help we interviewed a lot of people 
during the rest of the week and ended up filling most of 
the key management positions.  Jake and I spent the 
next two weeks rounding up office furniture, getting 
phones installed and buying basic office supplies.  At 
the same time we were negotiating with the Ponce Iron 
Works for fabrication of the assembly lines we would be 
installing in the factory.  We also had to have curing ov-
ens built, overhead conveyors, material storage racks, 
spray booths, and a hundred other plant facilities built 
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to our specifications. 
 At this same time we were placing orders with 
state side companies for delivery of sewing machines, 
leather cutting machines and special shoe manufactur-
ing equipment from the U.S. Shoe Company.  While 
awaiting the arrival of all this equipment we had a crew 
laying out and striping all the aisle lines and marking 
where each piece of equipment was to be located when 
it arrived   Among our first hires were members of our 
maintenance crew which consisted of electricians, car-
penters, plumbers and machinists.  They were the nu-
cleus of the manpower required to prepare the plant for 
eventual production. 
 I had to revise my layout on the spot because we 
had two buildings instead of one so I set it up for all the 
raw material storage and leather cutting to be handled 
in the smaller building and all assembly work, final in-
spection and shipping to be done in the larger building. 
 It had been prearranged that all raw material 
purchasing would be performed by the Pasadena plant 
and then shipped to us as none of the materials such as 
leather skins, fabrics, thread, adhesives and findings 
were available on the island. We were then to be billed 
for all materials shipped to us by the mainland suppli-
ers and they would become a part of our manufacturing 
costs. 
 As things progressed in preparing the facility for 
production the need for training employees became of 
paramount importance and I asked that Helge Ystrom 
be sent down from Pasadena to assist in the training.  
Helge was a long time employee of Joyce and knew the 
processes inside and out.  When Helge arrived a few 
months later I made him Superintendent of Production 
and promoted Jake to Works Manager. 
 During all this time I had kept extending my stay 
at the Amelia Hotel and had developed a good relation-
ship with the hotel staff.  Before the six months were up 
we had the plant turning out 600 pairs of shoes a day 
and it was time to make arrangements for the arrival of 
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my family.  I found a small house in La Rambla which 
was a subdivision on the outskirts of town and rented it 
on a month to month basis with the idea of getting 
something larger once Virginia was there to help in the 
selection.  In the meantime I had acquired a car and 
drove to San Juan the day before their scheduled arrival 
to pick them up.  I had been in San Juan the week be-
fore to attend the grand opening of the newly completed 
Caribe Hilton Hotel and that affair was a real bash. 
 I was at the airport when their plane arrived and 
it was sure good to see them.  At the end of the first 
three months I had flown back to California on a busi-
ness trip to the Pasadena plant and had spent a week 
with my family who were still in Temple City.  The day 
of their arrival I gave them a short tour of San Juan and 
then got a room for us at the new Caribe Hilton where 
we stayed for two nights to allow them time to adjust to 
their new surroundings before heading for Ponce. 
 The trip across the island to Ponce on the wind-
ing mountain road was a cultural shock for the chil-
dren.  Live stock roamed free on the island and they 
had never seen pigs, goats and chickens crossing a road 
in front of them to say nothing of the little native kids 
who ran around stark naked and peed wherever they 
happened to be standing at the moment the urge struck 
them. 
 By the time we got to the little house in La Ram-
bla our belongings had arrived and were sitting by the 
house in large wood and metal sea-going shipping con-
tainers.  I got a couple of the maintenance men from the 
plant to come out and help us unload all the stuff and 
get it in the house.  I had bought mosquito nets for all 
the beds and had to explain to the kids what they were 
for.  The floors of the house were all ceramic tile and we 
put our carpets on the floor without any padding under-
neath.  They all had a hard time getting to sleep that 
first night due to the strange sounds they had never 
heard before but which are typical of nights on tropical 
island. 
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 Virginia got up the next morning and tried to 
open the back door off the kitchen to take a look outside 
but could not get the door opened.  She called me and I 
found out why. A big cow was lying up against the door.  
That kind of shook her up. 
 I then hired two local girls to serve as housekeep-
er and baby sitters for which I paid them each one dol-
lar a day. One Sunday we were invited out to dinner at 
the home of some new friends we had made and took 
the children with us.  When we returned home the car-
pets were all soaking wet.  The girls had decided to wet 
mop the floors and not knowing any better had poured 
buckets of water on the floors as they were used to do-
ing when mopping tile floors.  It took a long time for 
those carpets to dry out in the humid weather and the 
place began to smell of mold. 
 That house proved to be to small for the five of us 
and we began looking for a larger place which we soon 
found in a neighborhood right in town called Alhambra.  
The place we found was two stories with the bedrooms 
and a bath on the second floor and a large living room, 
dining room, kitchen and bath on the ground floor.  
There was a large covered balcony facing the street on 
the second floor and along with a large rear yard it also 
had a "Casita," a small house in the rear for live-in 
maids that had one bedroom and one bath. 
 It was at this time that we began acquiring a do-
mestic staff which included a cook, baby sitter and gar-
dener.  We hired a young woman named Maria as our 
cook and a teenage girl named Priscilla as a baby sitter.  
We also hired a gardener named Manuel to take care of 
the yard.  Maria and Manuel each lived in their own 
homes and Priscilla stayed in the Casita.  All of this for 
the total cost of $50 per month! 
 The two older children, Richy and Harriet, were 
already beginning to pick up some Spanish from other 
children in the neighborhood and from Maria and 
Priscilla.  We got them both enrolled in private elemen-
tary schools because the public schools were not all 
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that good.  Richy was enrolled in the Colegio de Va-
rones, an all boys Catholic school, run by a group of 
Jesuit Monks.  Harriet was enrolled in the Colegio de 
Lucenio and both of them had to wear uniforms to 
school. 
 Richy wore tan pants and shirt with a black tie 
and Harriet wore a green skirt with white blouse and 
green bow tie.  Harriet's blouses had a little bee insignia 
sewn on them as the name of her school was bee in 
Spanish.  They both did well in school and began 
speaking pretty good Spanish. 
 We were Protestants but that made no difference 
to the school administrators and no attempts were 
made in either school to convert our children to Catholi-
cism.  By mutual understanding our children were ex-
empt from attending the weekly Mass held at both 
schools. 
 I would take each of them to their school on my 
way to work and then pick them up for lunch which 
ended their school day. Due to the practice of "Siesta" 
observed by the natives the lunch period was two hours 
long. 
 One day when I picked Richy up he was white as 
a sheet and looked like he was sick.  When I asked what 
was wrong he said he had attended a magic show at 
school and that a magician had come out in a fancy 
costume saying "Abra Cadabra"", while a little boy ran 
around the stage ringing a bell and then the magician 
sprinkled water all around out of a stick with a ball on 
the end of it.  After some further questioning I finely fig-
ured out what had happened. 
 When the kids in his class went to Mass he 
would stay in the room studying and on this particular 
day he got curious and decided to find out where the 
other kids were going so he tagged along.  What he wit-
nessed was the ritual of a Catholic Mass but did not un-
derstand what it was all about and thought the Latin 
spoken by the Priest, was magic talk.  To my best 
memory Harriet never had a similar kind of experience.  
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 It was while living in the house in Alhambra that 
we went through our first hurricane, one that hit the 
island in 1949.  We watched the storm from the second 
floor of the house as sheet metal, palm fronds and piec-
es of wood and other debris went flying down the street 
like so many pieces of paper.  The noise was horrible 
and the rain was coming down horizontally like out of a 
fire hose.  The power was out for two days and we had 
to resort to the use of hurricane lamps, several of which 
I had purchased before the beginning of the hurricane 
season. 
 Every time there was a hurricane alert we had to 
board up all the windows in the factory and send the 
employees home until the danger was over.  We did not 
suffer any serious damage at either the factory or our 
home but many buildings were destroyed and some of 
the seaside roads were washed away. 
 There were a number of mainland families living 
in Ponce whose fathers and husbands were operating 
factories and business there.  This group formed a solid 
fraternity and we all became fast friends, holding our 
own social affairs that consisted of parties, trips to the 
beaches, and special events at the Club de Portivo 
which was the equivalent of a Country Club in the 
states.  The Club de Portivo had a bar which was heavi-
ly used and where we all developed a liking for Don Q 
Rum which was produced at a distillery in Mercidita, 
a suburb of Ponce.  The Club also had a swimming pool, 
dining area and play area.  The entire building was open 
on all sides but very comfortable all year around due 
the temperate climate on the island, Puerto Rico being 
the same latitude as the Hawaiian Islands. 
 I will never forget the day we all went to the club 
for a swim and Jimmy, who was just a toddler and had 
not yet learned to swim, got excited and jumped in the 
deep end of the pool before I could get his life jacket on.  
He sunk to the bottom and we had to jump in and res-
cue him.  After that experience he would never go near 
the edge of the pool without his life jacket.  He learned 
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to swim shortly after that incident. 
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CHAPTER XV 
 
 

  

T hings were becoming hectic at the shoe fac-
tory.  The home office in Pasadena sent 
Helge Ystrom to Australia to open a plant 

in Sydney and the Korean War began to have it's affect 
on the operation.  Because of the high incidence of Tu-
berculosis and other debilitating diseases among the 
island population, I had required pre-employment phys-
ical exams of all applicants before hiring them.  As a re-
sult all employees were in relatively good health.  As the 
Korean War grew, a lot of the younger physically fit men 
at the plant were drafted into the service. 
 Other problems besieging us were late delivery of 
raw materials from the mainland, a general lack of un-
derstanding or appreciation for quality among the work-
ers and a cavalier attitude towards meeting production 
standards.  I guess this was to be expected in an indus-
try on the island that paid a minimum rate of 27 cents 
an hour.  In order to stimulate the employees towards 
better performance I established piece work and group 
bonus rates that permitted them to earn as much as 50 
cents an hour if they put forth the required effort but 
that backfired on me.  As soon as they had earned 
enough to buy what they needed to subsist for the next 
week they would just take some unauthorized time off. 
 This was a problem common to the other indus-
tries in Puerto Rico and a group of we industrialist got 
together with the General Electric distributor on the is-
land and outfitted a trailer with appliances such as re-
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frigerators, electric irons, toasters, etc., and then had 
it taken to all the various factories to display the items 
to employees.  The idea was to get them to buy such 
things on credit so they would have to make regular 
payments and therefore would have to put in a full 
weeks worth of work.  That idea did not work either, 
mainly because of the lack of power distribution to 
many areas where the workers lived. 
 In spite of the many difficulties, we had the dai-
ly production up to 1,000 pairs a day by mid 1950 and 
then union organizers from the mainland hit us.  They 
held several meetings with our employees and so did I 
with the end result that a vote to join the labor union 
failed by a considerable margin.  By the end of 1950 
we were up to 1,500 pairs a day and were making 
huge shipments on a monthly basis.  However the 
spoilage rate and discards were costly. 
 During this period I was visited by a number of 
people from the mainland who were considering locat-
ing a plant in Puerto Rico.  Among them were, Mad 
Man Muntz of TV and Muntz Car sales, Bill Frawley 
who founded Papermate Pen Company and a group of 
executives from Consolidated Cigar.  Muntz had one of 
his cars shipped down to the island ahead of him and 
he gave me a tour around town in the car which was 
very advanced for it's time.  The visitors also included 
executives of Bosch and Lombe Optical Company and 
Built Rite children's shoes. 
 In early 1950 we moved again to another and 
still larger house on El Vigia, a high hill that over-
looked the town and the ocean.  It was a big, all-
cement two story house with four bedrooms and two 
baths on the ground floor which we occupied.  The 
grounds were surrounded by coconut palms, flamboy-
ant trees and hibiscus plants.  It was a beautiful spot 
with an expansive and breathtaking view.  There was a 
large screened side porch and a long covered front 
porch. The upstairs was occupied by Fred Hawkins 
and his family.  He was the General Manager of the 
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huge Textron Textile plant in town. 
 There were both an exterior and interior stairway 
to the second floor and our kids were constantly going 
up the inside stairs and trying to get through the locked 
door to the second floor at the top of the stairs.  I finally 
put a stop to that by telling the kids that there was a 
mad monk on the second floor that would eat them alive 
if he caught them. The structure was called "The Trolley 
House" because it had been built in the 1930's by a 
group of investors who were planning to install an elec-
tric trolley transportation system on the island, an idea 
that never came to fruition. 
 Our nearest neighbors were the Seralles family 
who owned Snow White Sugar and the Don Q Rum 
plant.  Their home was a huge three story Spanish 
Mansion which was cared for by a virtual army of do-
mestics.  Their little boy Tito and our children became 
fast friends and played together a lot.  The Seralles also 
made sure we never ran out of rum.  Squatters were 
constantly building shanties on stilts on the hill below 
us and at night you could hear them pounding the 
things together which were mostly made of discarded 
lumber, scrap sheet metal and heavy cardboard. 
 There were a number of small boulders at the 
base of our lot above the two car garage that was dug 
into the side of the hill.  One day Richy and Tito decided 
to roll some of the boulders down the hill below us and 
one of them knocked the stilts out from under a shanty 
which immediately crashed to the ground.  The guy who 
lived there came up the hill with a machete while he 
was screaming and yelling and chased the kids into our 
house and then began threatening Virginia.  He was go-
ing to have their heads come hell or high water. Virginia 
called me and I raced home to confront the frenzied 
man.  I had learned that the Puerto Ricans were very 
expressive in their mannerisms and their bark was of-
ten worse than their bite. 
 After talking with the fellow, who was demanding 
$100 cash in damages, I began negotiations which end-
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ed in our settling the matter with a gallon of rum that I 
promptly handed over to him.   Rum would settle most 
problems. 
 Practically none of my employees had checking or 
bank accounts and lived day to day on the cash in their 
pockets. As this was true of most of the working class 
on the island, it was common practice to make all pay-
roll payments in cash. Therefore, every Friday morning 
my accounting people, who had figured out how much 
each employee had earned the week before, gave me a 
withdrawal slip for several hundred dollars broken 
down by pennies, nickels, dimes, quarters and bills 
which I then took to the bank and returned with a cou-
ple of heavy sacks full of coins.  These were then sorted 
out in piles for the exact amount for each employee and 
then placed in little envelopes with the employees name 
on it.  These envelopes also had the hours worked listed 
on them along with the employees pay rate. 
 The people received their envelopes at the end of 
their shift and as they departed the plant they would be 
besieged by the local loan sharks who had advanced 
them funds using their pay envelopes as collateral.  I 
hated those guys and would not allow them on the 
property so they would stand in a group outside the en-
trance gate in the fence awaiting their prey.  The only 
good thing I can say about them is that to my 
knowledge they never beat anyone up. 
 Fishing off the island was excellent and I and 
several of the fellows at the plant decided we should 
have a boat. I had a small Johnson outboard motor that 
I had brought with me when we moved to Puerto Rico so 
I order a boat kit from the Arkansas Boat Works.  It was 
a fourteen foot flat bottom thing made mostly of ply-
wood.  When the kit arrived we found an empty corner 
on the factory floor and I put the maintenance crew to 
work assembling the boat.  It took a couple of weeks of 
their spare time and when finished we painted it gray 
with white trim. 
 The best fishing was at night when the moon was 
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full and the preferred bait was cheese.  The surface 
feeding fish were called "Machetes" and resembled a 
barracuda but were very mild tasting.  They averaged 
three to six pounds each.  The fishing gear included 
rods, reels, a club to kill the fish once boated and the 
usual bottle of rum.  Those fish had a mouthful of nee-
dle sharp teeth, hence the importance of the club.  The 
technique was to go out about 200 ft. from shore, drop 
anchor and then float while sipping on rum and waiting 
for a bite.  We went out many nights and always came 
back with a boat load of fish. 
 One Saturday afternoon Jake and I decided to 
fish off shore near the slaughter house down at the Pla-
ya.  The blood and guts in the water always drew a good 
assortment of fish to the area which included Barracu-
da and Sharks.  After we had caught several Barracuda 
I decided to try the bottom and when I suddenly felt a 
jerk on the line I tried to reel in my catch but nothing 
would budge and I thought I was snagged on a rock. 
 I kept working at it and slowly I could feel some-
thing very heavy coming up on my line.  I finally got it 
up to the boat and saw something that I thought was an 
octopus as I heaved it on board.  As I did, Jake went 
over the side and yelled, "Get out of the boat."  I did not 
realize what was going on until I looked on the floor of 
the boat and saw I had hooked a six foot long Congre 
Eel that was heading for me as it snapped it's jaws.  I 
jumped up on one of the seats and began beating it with 
the club and finally killed it after which Jake got back 
in the boat.  I did not want the thing so let Jake take it 
home with him. 
 Earlier I mentioned the long and tortuous drive 
across the island from Ponce to San Juan.  There was 
an easier way to make the trip and that was by Caribair 
which had two DC3 round trip flights each day. one in 
the morning and one in the afternoon.  The fare was 
$8.00 each way and only took about 20 minutes.  That 
is how I did most of my traveling back and forth which 
was quite frequent for meetings that I had to attend in 
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San Juan. 
 I also flew a Cessna 140 on that trip many times 
and could make the trip in 30 minutes in that small 
single engine plane.  It was owned by the Seralles family 
who let me use it whenever I wanted and had given me 
a set of keys for the plane.  All I had to do was replace 
the fuel I used.  It was a two place plane but had a 
jump seat in the back and so Virginia and I used it sev-
eral times to go to San Juan to shop and on one trip 
were able to take Richy and Harriet along on the jump 
seat.  We were slightly over gross weight but made the 
trip over and back without any problems. 
 When we moved to the Trolley House on El Vigia, 
Manuel wanted to continue working for us as the place 
was within walking distance of his shack.  Maria and 
Priscilla did not have a way to get there so we had to let 
them go and replaced them with Tassia an older lady 
who we all came to love.  She was absolutely crazy 
about our children and they soon had her wrapped 
around their fingers.  Tassia lived nearby so housing for 
her was no problem.  She and the kids conversed solely 
in Spanish as she knew no English and even Jimmy 
was talking the native tongue.  It seemed so strange to 
hear the children speaking Spanish, although Virginia 
and I had to use it daily on a regular basis. 
 I always feared that someday a coconut would 
fall and hit one of the children while they were playing 
in the yard, so periodically Manuel would climb up the 
palms and cut them off.  I would then slice off one end 
with a machete and fill the bowl with rum which, when 
mixed with the coconut milk and crushed ice made a 
great drink.  
 We let Tassia do most of our food shopping as 
she was great at haggling with the merchants at the 
Ponce Mercado which was a large open air market in 
town.  She was also a terrific cook and knew the right 
things to buy for the native meals she prepared for us.  
The staple meal, of course, was rice and beans of which 
I never tired.  One night after returning from a fishing 
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trip I had put the Machetes in a back porch sink as 
Tassia had told me she would clean them in the morn-
ing.  When I got up the next morning I was surprised to 
see all the fish cleaned and hanging up to dry on the 
clothes line.  She said to leave them there in the sun for 
the day and it would make them much better.  I doubt-
ed the wisdom of her method but it turned out she was 
right.  The sun made them even more mild and tender.   
 One evening I came home and the house stunk 
something awful.  I asked Virginia what had happened 
and she told me that Tassia had gone to the market and 
bought an octopus that she was boiling for our dinner.  
I nearly threw up on the spot and then got enough 
nerve to go in the kitchen and have a look at the thing.  
There it was, tentacles and all in a big pot of boiling wa-
ter.  I was about ready to take the family out for dinner 
but Tassia told me that it would be, "Muy Bueno," (very 
good). 
 Curiosity got the better of me and I decided to let 
Tassia finish with the dinner preparations.  I can't recall 
what all she fixed to go with it but when she brought it 
to the table no one wanted to touch the thing so I decid-
ed to be a real hero in front of the children and put one 
of the tentacles on my plate.  Then with everyone watch-
ing I cut off a piece about an inch long and started 
chewing on it which was sort of rubbery and caused all 
sorts of "Uhgs" and "Oohs" from the spectators.  Much 
to my amazement it was very good and tasted a lot like 
lobster.  Virginia finally tried some also but the kids re-
fused to touch it.  The two of us ate some of it and the 
rest we gave to Tassia to take home to her family. 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 



156 

 
 
 

Maria, our Puerto Rican Nanny. 
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CHAPTER XVI 
 
 
 

I n the summer of 1951 several of us sent our 
wives and 
ch i ld ren 

to the mainland to visit with their families.  Ford Mason 
had set up a gum ball plant in Ponce to be near the 
supply of local sugar used in making his gum balls.  He 
had set up a distribution system for his gum dispensers 
by having service clubs, such as Kiwanis, Lions, Rotary, 
etc., place the machines for which they shared in a per-
centage of the revenue the machines produced.  His 
motto, which was applied on all machines, was "Chew 
For Charity." 
 Mason had a private Douglas DC3 which he had 
outfitted like the interior of yacht on the inside and 
used for his personal travel between the island and the 
mainland.  The plane had a large painting of a gum ball 
machine on each side of the fuselage and the words 
"Chew For Charity."  Charlie Powers, his pilot, did dou-
ble duty as production control manager at the plant 
when not flying.  When Mason found out we were plan-
ning to send our families north he offered to fly them 
free to Miami.  They all left early one morning and Char-
lie let Richy, who was ten years old at the time  fly the 
plane most of the way to Miami.  Actually I think he 
probably had it on autopilot and Richy thought he was 
flying it.  From Miami each family made their own travel 
arrangements to their respective destinations. 
 In the meantime, while our families were gone, 
we fellows were left to our own devices or I should say 
vices. We did a lot of bar hopping and got into all kinds 
of trouble including Joe Owens who got shot in the 
stomach by a jealous Ponce attorney who thought Joe 
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was getting too familiar with his mistress.  Joe was cap-
tain of the Ponce Cement Works ship used to haul ce-
ment to the mainland.  He survived his wounds and fi-
nally got a $25,000 settlement out of the attorney who 
was never prosecuted because under Puerto Rican law 
this incident was considered a crime of passion. 
 One Sunday morning during this time four of us 
were heading up to Cuamo Springs for a little extra cur-
ricula activity with Bill Bailey driving.  The other two 
occupants of the car were Jim Bain and Mitch Malian.   
We had taken the usual precautions of fortifying our-
selves with several sticks of rum (a stick was four ounc-
es of rum in a little paper cup and sold for 20 cents) 
and as we went down Atoche Street, the main drag out 
of town, Bill rammed a cart being pulled by a native 
who was moving and had his entire possessions on the 
cart, which was not a lot.  The left front fender of Bill's 
car caught the corner of a bed spring hanging over the 
edge of the cart and as the spring spun around it 
dumped everything in the street. 
 A large crowd gathered immediately and they 
were all screaming "Coche, Coche," which means acci-
dent.  Some of the poor guys furniture was broken and 
the fender of Bill's car was dented.  The guy was right-
fully indignant threatening to call the police.  Three of 
us, Bill, Jim and I, quickly ushered the fellow into a 
"Colmado" (little store) on the nearby corner and bought 
him three bottles of rum while Mitch stayed behind to 
protect the car.  The potential problem was thus settled 
on the spot to the satisfaction of everyone. 
 Colliers magazine ran a feature story on the in-
dustrial development efforts in Puerto Rico and sent a 
team of writers and photographers to cover the story.  
Joyce de Puerto Rico was one of the operations they 
chose to write about and a reporter and photographer 
spent the better part of a day at our plant.  As a result, 
a color photo of myself and Jake appeared in the maga-
zine along with a story on our operation illustrated with 
some other photos. 
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 No sooner had our families returned than disas-
ter struck in Pasadena.  It was on a Monday morning 
and Jake came running into my office with a copy of El 
Mundo, the main news paper on the island, and showed 
me a front page photo of the Joyce plant in Pasadena 
going up in flames.  The plant had been totally de-
stroyed over the weekend including all of the records, 
even those in the fireproof vault. 
 For the next few months I made several round 
trips to Pasadena, Columbus and Xenia, Ohio, and 
Manchester, New Hampshire where Joyce had subsidi-
ary plants.  I gathered all the records I could get my 
hands on including those in Puerto Rico and we were 
able, with the help of our suppliers and customers, to 
reconstruct most of the recent business transactions 
while Joyce set up operations in a temporary building in 
Pasadena.  We did not realize it at the time but the 
stage had been set for the eventual demise of the Joyce 
Shoe Company.  
 I had bought a 1950 Buick Roadmaster and kept 
it parked in the yard back of the house on El Vigia un-
der a pair of Flamboyant trees.  About 9:00 p.m. one 
night during a full moon, I heard the sound of breaking 
glass and looked out to see a couple of guys trying to 
break into the car.  They were fiddling with the lock in-
side the car trying to get it open. I grabbed my 410 shot 
gun that was filled with bird shot and fired over their 
heads.  The sound of the pellets tearing through the tree 
leaves right above their heads was enough to scare 
them away and we never had anymore of that sort of 
thing. 
 In addition to the previously mentioned hurri-
cane we also went through a civil uprising in an attempt 
to overthrow the government.  The uprising was led by 
Albiso Compos and included an attempt on President 
Truman's life in the attack on Blair House in Washing-
ton.  A number of public officials were shot to death on 
the island, including a policeman who was shot dead 
right outside the window of my office at the shoe plant.  
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The insurgents captured a small town named Jailasco 
up in the mountains about 20 miles from Ponce.  They 
burned the post office and police station and killed the 
postmaster and the chief of police.  As a result the bad 
guys had control of the town.  The National Guard sta-
tioned in San Juan got all their tanks out and headed 
for the besieged town. 
 The Publisher of EL Mundo asked me to fly a 
photographer up to the place to get pictures of what 
was going on.  I agreed and the photographer and I 
took the Civil Air Patrol Piper L4 observation plane 
that the Airforce had assigned to me and headed for 
Jailasco   The little silver plane had the Airforce insig-
nia markings on it but was unarmed and we had no 
guns on our person.  We passed the parade of tanks 
on the way up to the town and could see the smoke, 
from the many burning buildings, rising ahead of us.  
The insurgents had set fire to most of the town.  As I 
buzzed the town at a low level so my passenger could 
get some good photos, people on the ground began fir-
ing at us with rifles.  I went around and made a sec-
ond lower pass and everyone scrambled for safety evi-
dently thinking we were going to bomb them.  We then 
got the hell out of there without suffering any bullet 
holes in the plane.  I think the guys on the ground 
were panic stricken to the point they could not aim 
their rifles accurately.  
 About an hour after we left Jailasco the Nation-
al Guard tanks arrived on the scene and restored or-
der.  The photos we took that day appeared on the 
front page of El Mundo and a number of mainland 
newspapers as the fracas had captured national atten-
tion. 
 Then there was the saga of Correa Cotto, a 
chicken thief who frightened half the population of 
Ponce.  He had been put in jail for stealing two chick-
ens but managed to escape and armed with a ma-
chete, went on a rampage that included cutting up a 
couple of the natives.  A massive manhunt was orga-
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nized and based on reports of his sightings he must 
have been in a number of different places at the same 
time.  After several days, during which time some peo-
ple were afraid to venture outside their houses, Correa 
was reported to be holed up in a sugarcane field on the 
outskirts of Ponce.  Once again the publisher of El Mun-
do asked me to fly a photographer over the cane field to 
get pictures of any action that might take place. 
 As we flew over the cane the police set fire to the 
field with the idea of flushing him out.  We flew around 
for about 30 minutes but could not spot Correa so re-
turned to the airstrip without anything to show for our 
effort.  However, a couple of hours later, Correa came 
running out of the cane field and face to face with a po-
liceman who promptly fainted from fright.  Correa 
grabbed the officers gun and started down a service 
road where he ran into a bevy of cops who drilled some 
15 holes into him with their 45's.  His body was then 
put in the back of a pickup truck and paraded around 
town for the rest of the day.  He was just a little squirt, 
about five foot one and not over 110 pounds.  
 On one of the religious holidays, the townsfolk 
decided to have a parade down the main street of Ponce.  
I think it was Carnival Week but I'm not sure of that.  
Anyway I had bought a lot of confetti and paper stream-
ers for the event and then borrowed a friend's plane, an 
Ercoupe, and with Richy aboard we flew at rooftop level 
down the main drag as he threw the confetti and 
streamers out of the plane. 
 The Virgin Islands are only some 80 miles from 
Puerto Rico and we made several trips over there to visit 
St Thomas, a U.S. duty free port where there were all 
sorts of bargains in Dresden China, Irish Linens and 
imported liquors.  I also used the Civil Air Patrol plane 
on several search and rescue missions looking for miss-
ing boaters.  I held the rank of Major and was Com-
manding Officer of the Ponce Squadron of the Puerto 
Rican Wing of the CAP.  On one of our squadron train-
ing missions with a CAP Cadet as crew member we had 
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to locate a simulated crash site up in the mountains 
and drop supplies by parachute to the people on the 
ground.  Our dummy package landed about twenty feet 
from the target and for that I received a letter of com-
mendation. 
 One Sunday morning as Virginia and I with the 
children were on our way to a beach picnic at 
Guayanica a fellow on a bicycle came down a hill and 
plowed into the side of our car. He must have been go-
ing at least 35 MPH as the hill was very steep.  He flew 
off the bike and went head first into the car knocking 
him unconscious and putting a big dent in the right 
hand rear door of the car.  The children were frightened 
and screaming which did not help matters.  Someone 
called an ambulance and they got the guy to the hospi-
tal while I went to the police station to file a report.  The 
police then went to the hospital to check on the guy on-
ly to find out that he had regained consciousness and 
bolted out of the hospital. No one knew his name or 
where he lived and that was the last I ever heard of it.  I 
don't blame him for taking off when he found out where 
he was because the public hospitals left a lot to be de-
sired. 
 Mentally disturbed crazy people ran loose around 
town and were never institutionalized unless they were 
a danger to the public.  One woman used to go around 
town gnawing on telephone poles while another would 
go into the Cathedral and run down the aisles while 
lighting paper matches and throwing them in the air.  
Then there was George Washington, a tall black man 
who dressed in bib overalls and had American flags 
sticking out of all his pockets.  He would stand on street 
corners making nonsensical speeches and waving a 
large flag he carried with him.  He claimed he was 
George Washington. 
 One morning I could not get the car started and 
had my head under the hood checking to see if I could 
find any loose wires or other trouble.  George Washing-
ton snuck up behind me and suddenly started yelling 
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out one of his speeches which startled me and caused 
me to jump up and hit my head on the hood.  He just 
laughed and continued with his speech as if nothing 
had happened.  I used to talk to him on occasion and 
we sort of became friends.  He was obviously well edu-
cated and harmless, but I could never find out much 
about him as he was living in a dream world of his own. 
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CHAPTER XVII 
 
 
 

T hings began going wrong at the factory.  
The first inkling of trouble was when we 
received a return shipment of several hun-

dred pairs of defective shoes from Bullocks Department 
Stores.  I was as much to blame as anyone as I had not 
been paying enough attention to the final inspection op-
erations.  I needed someone to head up that department 
whom I could trust so I brought Virginia into the plant 
and put her in charge of that operation.  That took care 
of the problem except for several hundred more pairs 
that were returned and upset the folks in Pasadena. 
 About this time there was a near panic in town 
as word spread about that a group of zombies from Hai-
ti had been spotted down at the Playa near the shipping 
docks.  The schools closed and all children were sent 
home.  My workers begged to be let out early to go home 
to be with their families and I did let some of the most 
frightened leave the plant.  Next day most of the town 
was shut down, but the scare lost some of it's momen-
tum and things got back to normal in a few days.  No, I 
never saw any of the purported zombies and I doubt 
that anyone else did.  It was just a matter of a bunch of 
superstitious and emotional natives who believed any-
thing told to them. 
 One of the machines used in our operations were 
called "Heel Seaters" and were used to tack the heels to 
the shoes in one stroke that drove all the tacks in with 
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one blow.  The tacks were loaded into a large hopper on 
top of the machine and then fed down to the driving 
points through flexible steel tubes.  It was not uncom-
mon for some of the tacks to get stuck in a tube and the 
cure was to rap the tube with a hard object like a screw 
driver handle or small hammer. 
 The operator on one of the machines could not 
get the tacks free so took a large magnet he kept in his 
tool box and tried to draw the tacks down by running 
the magnet down the tubes which in turn magnetized 
the tubes so all the tacks hung up.  I had to remove the 
tubes and fly them to the Naval Base at San Juan 
where I was able to use their degaussing machine to de-
magnetize the tubes.  Needless to say I confiscated the 
heel seating operator's big magnet. 
 To add to my troubles the National Labor Rela-
tions Board gave in to the Unions and ordered that a 
series of minimum wage hearings be held to determine 
if the minimum wages by industries should be raised.  
At that time the minimum wage for the shoe industry 
was set at 27 cents an hour.  I was given a summons to 
appear as a witness and was sworn in on June 28, 1951 
after which I spent three days testifying and subjected 
to examinations and cross examinations.  I have a tran-
scription of the my testimony which consists of 279 
pages recorded during the proceedings.  The hearings 
went on for about three months and new rates were set 
for most of the industries which were to become effec-
tive the following year. The shoe industry minimum 
wage was adjusted upwards by 10 cents an hour. 
 In spite of these and a lot of other problems I 
managed to get the business back on track and added 
golf shoes for Florsheims to our line.  Things were not 
going very well in Pasadena however and I began getting 
a lot of visitors from the home plant who wanted to get 
away from the stress.  Sort of combined business and 
pleasure trips.  As a result we had to do a lot of enter-
taining and escorting these folks around the Island 
which was not bad duty. 
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 Joyce was now an international operation with 
subsidiary plants in Johannesburg, South Africa; San-
tiago, Chile; Cranston, England; and Mexico City as 
well as those in Puerto Rico and Australia along with 
their domestic plants in Columbus and Xenia, Ohio 
and Manchester, New Hampshire. 
 In the spring of 1952 I got word that Joyce 
Shoes was considering an offer from Red Cross Shoes 
to buy them out and our future in Puerto Rico was be-
coming a bit uncertain. I was sent to Mexico City to 
assess that operation and found it to be marginal and 
suggested that Joyce close the Mexico facility.  The 
deal with Red Cross was consummated in the summer 
of 1952 and Red Cross was not sure what they wanted 
to do with the plant in Puerto Rico.  Due to such un-
certainty I sent the family back to California.  Shortly 
thereafter Red Cross decided they did not want the 
plant in Ponce and my board of directors began pres-
suring me to stay on and run the plant for them.  They 
had the funds to buy it from Joyce, but I was hanker-
ing to get back to California and my family. 
 In mid September I received a phone call from 
Parkhurst, who was now at Hughes Aircraft Company 
in Culver City, asking me to consider joining him at 
Hughes.  The salary he offered was four times what I 
was making in Puerto Rico so it did not take me long 
to make up my mind.  Much to the disappointment of 
my board of directors I made the decision to close the 
plant and go back home.  It was one of the most dis-
tasteful things I ever did, having to layoff all my em-
ployees and dispose of the equipment.  That was ac-
complished in record time and by the middle of Octo-
ber I was ready to leave. 
 I turned the trip home into a two week jaunt 
spending time in Cuba, Haiti, Santa Domingo and 
Trinidad.  I had of course shipped all our belongings 
back to the states via Pope and Talbot Freight Lines.  
Virginia had been staying with her folks in Alhambra 
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and the kids with my folks just a few blocks away.  They 
alternated back and forth, much to the enjoyment of the 
grandparents   We had leased our house in Temple City 
to the Latter Day Saints as a home for their minister 
and Pop had taken care of banking the lease payments 
and looking after the place.  It was in excellent condi-
tion when we returned to it except it was devoid of any 
furniture or appliances, all of which were on a ship 
somewhere between Puerto Rico and California so we 
set up housekeeping in an empty home.  We did have 
gas and electricity but no phone or refrigeration.  We 
slept on borrowed mattresses on the floor and used an 
ice chest for foods that had to be kept refrigerated and 
ate out a lot. 
 Two weeks after my return to Temple City Virgin-
ia's Dad, Bill Bosch suffered a stroke and became coma-
tose.  He was in that condition for about a week and 
then early one morning before any of us were up, Pop 
knocked on our bedroom window. He had driven over to 
inform us that Virginia's dad had died that night.  Since 
we had no phone it was the only way he could contact 
us.  The phone company did get us connected up a few 
days later. 
 In the meantime I had already started working at 
the Hughes plant in Culver City and began what was to 
be some 25 years of a daily commute that took two 
hours each way.  That was four hours out of my day, 
Monday through Friday, battling for position on the 
freeways.  My position at Hughes was head of the Meth-
ods and Controls Department.  It was quite a transition 
from shoemaking to electronics manufacturing and I 
found the situation both challenging and intensely in-
teresting. 
 Our belongings finally arrived in a number of 
those large ship deck freight containers which the 
trucking company that delivered them dropped them in 
our driveway and back yard.  After we got everything 
put away in the house I took the largest container and 
modified it into a playhouse for the children.  It was 6 ft. 
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wide and 8 ft. long with a curved metal roof and wood 
floor.  I could stand up inside of it and it served as a 
playhouse for several years after which I further modi-
fied it into a more conventional looking building. 
 Harriet wanted to become a Brownie Scout and 
so Virginia started a Brownie Troop.  Richy was not in-
terested in that sort of thing but Jimmy was, so we got 
him enrolled in a Cub Scout Troop.  As a result we both 
became quite active in Scouting and took on more and 
more.  I became a Cub Scout Master and Virginia began 
working her way up the ranks as a Girl Scout Leader, a 
Mariner Scout Leader and finally ending up as Presi-
dent of the Sierra Madre Girl Scout Council with re-
sponsibility for 6,600 Girl Scouts.  We were both com-
munity activists and she eventually headed up the San 
Gabriel Valley United Way drive for which she received 
numerous awards and recognitions. 
 Shortly after Christmas of 1952 I had a bad 
coughing spell and coughed up blood.  We immediately 
went to a doctor who ordered X-rays taken which re-
sulted in a diagnosis of TB. I could not believe I had it 
again, but the X-rays showed it to be a new infection, 
something I had probably acquired during my time in 
Puerto Rico where the disease was prevalent.  Arrange-
ments were made to have me admitted to the Barlow 
Sanitarium near Dodger Stadium in Los Angeles.  After 
a year at Barlows I was pronounced to be OK and the 
TB arrested so I went back home and back to work at 
Hughes. This had placed a tremendous burden on Vir-
ginia who, in affect became a single parent overnight.  
She contacted all our creditors, explained the situation 
and arranged for payment plans that she could handle 
on our limited resources. My fellow employees at 
Hughes took up a collection and gave us $1,000 which 
was a lot at that time and helped see us through a try-
ing period in our life.   
 Temple City had started the annual Camellia 
Festival a couple of years before our return from Puerto 
Rico and in her first parade Harriet rode on the Girl 
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Scout float as the teacher in the Little Red School 
House.  Jimmy also rode on a Circus float and was 
dressed as a Lion Tamer.  From then on we were in-
volved in every one of the festivals, building floats in our 
yard and helping decorate several other floats.  The Ca-
mellia Festival was a production of the Temple City 
Chamber of Commerce to which we belonged. In 1976 I 
was named General Chairman of the festival which was 
to be my last major contribution to the community. 
 In 1959 an attempt was made to incorporate 
Temple City and I was a member of the Incorporation 
Committee that worked to get the support of the resi-
dents.  That first attempt failed and we tried again the 
following year.  At that time I decided to run for the City 
Council that would be voted into office along with a fa-
vorable vote on incorporation.  This time the effort paid 
off and the people voted to incorporate. The initial elec-
tion returns indicated I had won a seat on the Council, 
but when the absentee ballots were counted I lost by a 
meager 4 votes.  The new City Council then appointed 
me to the Planning Commission on which I served two 
years as chairman.  After serving four years on the 
Planning Commission I again ran for a seat on the 
Council and this time easily made it.  I sat on the Coun-
cil for eight years and served two terms as Mayor of 
Temple City.  On my second election to the Council I 
received the most votes of everyone running for the of-
fice at that time.  
 When I first went to work at Hughes Aircraft the 
company was making airborne radar units for the early 
jet fighters. Over the years the products expanded into 
the large radars for the use of ground based military 
units and navy destroyers and aircraft carriers.  I made 
many trips to Washington, DC to give presentations at 
the Pentagon and the Naval Academy.  My department 
had developed an audio-visual system for use on the 
production lines and for training of military users of the 
many Hughes systems.  This business took me to Eng-
land, Sweden, Chile and Mexico to make presentations 
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and asses the possibility of having the product pro-
duced in those countries.   
 My experiences while working for Hughes Aircraft 
were among the most interesting of my lifetime, particu-
larly as the company became involved in the space busi-
ness with the construction and launching of the very 
successful Surveyor which landed on the moon and 
sent back the first photos of the lunar landscape.  This 
was followed by a series of communication satellites and 
deep space probes for which the company was famous. 
 In 1976  after a little more than 25 years of com-
muting I decided to retire and did so in June of that 
year.  Back in 1956 I had suffered and survived a severe 
heart attack which had me in intensive care for three 
weeks followed by three months in St. Lukes Hospital in 
Pasadena and then three more months of taking it easy 
at home before returning to work. In 1965 we became 
involved in the Student Foreign Exchange Program and 
were privileged to have a Swedish boy named Goran 
Tollback live with us while he attended his senior year 
at Temple City High School. 
 During the year that Goran spent with us we 
were his foster parents and he was a regular member of 
the family on an equal basis with the other kids in our 
house.  He was a really nice boy and the kids all got 
along great together. He was with us during the famous 
Watts riots in South Los Angeles which we all watched 
on TV as it was happening.  It was not the best picture 
of American life and took a bit of explaining to him as to 
how such a thing could take place in America.  It was a 
sad day for all of us when we had to say good-bye to 
him.  He and the other students in his group were to 
tour the United States on their way back to New York 
prior to leaving for their home lands. 
 Three weeks after he left us I had to make a trip 
to New York for the Hughes Company and took Virginia 
with me. Unbelievable as it sounds, we were walking 
down 42nd Street on an afternoon break and heard a 
familiar voice call out, "Hey Mom and Dad."  It was Go-
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ran who was on a sightseeing trip of the city.  We only 
had a couple of minutes to talk with him and made the 
most of it. 
 Temple City had established a Sister City rela-
tionship with the little town of Magdelena in Mexico and 
when a group of us went down there for a visit we took 
Goran and the other foreign exchange students, who 
were staying with local families, along with us.  Believe 
me that was an experience they will never forget.  It was 
a traumatic change from life in Southern California. 
 Two weeks before Christmas of 1967 I was able 
to spend two days with Goran and his parents at their 
home in Sweden while on business for Hughes.  Goran's 
father was a physicist at the nuclear plant in the Baltic 
Sea and he arranged for me to visit the facility where I 
was treated like visiting royalty.  Goran later told me 
that my visit resulted in his father seeing parts of the 
operation which he had never witnessed before.  Go-
ran’s folks just could  not do enough for me and his fa-
ther told me that everyone put their shoes in the hall 
outside the bedroom door at night so that is what I did 
only to find out the next morning that they had been 
shined to a high polish. 
 A year after Goran left we applied for and got an-
other student from Turkey.  His name was Adil Aslam 
and he was the exact opposite of Goran who was a nice 
mannered and quiet sort of kid.  Adil on the other hand 
was a wild Turk with flashing black eyes and a keen 
ability to get into all sorts of trouble, but he was basi-
cally a good kid who just needed close supervision.  
Both boys turned out to be successes in their chosen 
fields.  Goran became professor of English at Lund Uni-
versity in Stockholm and Adil became an accomplished 
architect in Istanbul, Turkey. 
 Our next foreign guest was 27 year old Moham-
med Khatah who was a High School principal in Lahore 
Pakistan and stayed with us for six months while taking 
special courses at USC. He never went back to Pakistan 
where he was supposed to take over as Superintendent 



179 

of Schools.  Instead he went to Columbia University for 
a graduate course and ended up as head of the Chemis-
try Department.  Having these young people from other 
countries and cultures living with us was a rewarding 
and educational experience for all of us. 
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CHAPTER XVIII 
 
 
 

D uring my term as mayor of Temple City I 
wrote a weekly column for the Temple 
City Times under the byline of "LIKE IT 

IS.", which proved to be very popular with readers.  It 
was my way of establishing and maintaining a line of 
communication with the residents.  Subjects included, 
among other things, how the city government worked, 
responsibilities of the various departments and the inter 
relationships with other surrounding communities and 
Los Angeles County.  When I retired from the City 
Council, Helen Schrader, editor of the newspaper, pre-
sented me with a bound book containing all of the col-
umns I had written.  I still have the book and enjoy 
reading it from time to time to help me recall how things 
really were in those days.  I find it interesting to note 
that things have not changed much over the years. 
 In 1967 I developed polyps on my vocal chords 
and had to have them removed in a delicate surgical 
procedure.  I was not allowed to talk for three months 
and had to communicate by hand written notes and 
head nodding.  This made my job at work and on the 
city council a bit difficult but I came through it OK and 
when I was finally allowed to talk was relieved to find 
my voice had not changed into a fog horn. 
 Virginia was elected to the Temple City School 
Board and soon became president of that organization 
resulting in a local joke that the mayor was sleeping 
with the president of the school board.  We were both so 
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busy with these involvements that we had a slate board 
and chalk hanging on the wall of the service porch so 
we could leave messages for each other.  Looking back I 
regret that these activities took so much time away from 
our children during their developing years.  It must 
have been hard on them and I now wish we had spent 
time with them during those years.  In spite of this we 
did have a fairly close knit family and thoroughly en-
joyed the times and activities we had together. 
 Jim and some of his friends started a rock band 
and used to practice in the garage.  I made them keep 
the garage door closed to protect the neighbors but in 
spite of this we had several visits from the police in re-
sponse to neighbors complaints.  The band got to be 
pretty good and played at the LA County Fair in Pomona 
on Temple City Day.  They also got an extended engage-
ment playing at the Ice House in Glendale and finally 
reached the point where they were to enter into a con-
tract in Idaho.  Their manager was to fly up to Boise 
with one of the band members to negotiate the contract 
and the band members, including their girl vocalist, 
were all staying at our house.  It was wall to wall sleep-
ing bags in the living room for several days. 
 On the weekend the two were to fly to Boise I had 
taken our plane and flown up to Merced to attend the 
annual antique aircraft fly-in and on my way back Sun-
day afternoon, as I was over Pasadena above a thin 
overcast, I suddenly saw a huge black mushroom cloud 
of smoke come up through the overcast in the vicinity of 
Azusa and I assumed a gas station or something had 
blown up or was on fire.  I was in radio contact with the 
tower at the El Monte airport at the time and heard 
someone come on the air saying there had been a mid-
air collision between two planes. 
 When Virginia picked me up at the airport to take 
me home we had the car radio going and learned that 
an Air West Jetliner had been hit by a military jet and 
both had crashed in Duarte.  When we got home the 
kids were all very upset because they thought it was the 
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flight that their two friends were on.  That sad fact 
turned out to be correct and they died along with every-
one else on the plane.  It was a very trying time for all of 
us including Virginia and myself as we had gotten to 
know the kids well while they were staying with us.   
The kids were determined, however, and went on up to 
Boise where they played at the hotel for a long time. 
 In the meantime, Harriet had been married and 
presented us with two neat little grandchildren, Craig 
and Carrie. Rich was busy with an aviation ground 
school he established in Burbank and had acquired a 
red headed wife and a silver Corvette.  Jim married a 
girl in Boise and they gave us another grandchild, Kim-
berly. 
 In 1971, I noticed that Virginia was eating a lot of 
Tums to relieve stomach pains after every meal and fi-
nally talked her into seeing her doctor who erroneously 
diagnosed the problem as an ulcer   She received treat-
ment for the supposed ulcer until she was finally diag-
nosed as having colon cancer. Surgery in 1972 found 
the cancer rather wide spread and it was followed up 
with radiation and chemotherapy.  She got well enough 
to go back to work at the bank where she was employed 
at the time and was able to continue working for about 
six months when the cancer began getting the upper 
hand and she passed on in August of 1972.  One of the 
most difficult times of my life was that day when I had 
to notify our kids that their mother had died, even 
though we all knew the situation was terminal. 
 Virginia was buried in Rose Hills Cemetery in 
Montebello where I bought two grave sites side by side.  
The head stone on mine is already in place with my 
name and date of birth etched into it.  It is just waiting 
for me give up the ghost so the date of my death can al-
so be etched onto my head stone.  As things stand now 
they are going to have to wait a while before completing 
that last task  I'm sure not of a mind to hurry things up 
for them. 
 Following Virginia's death I entered into a period 
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of being a widower which I did not like at all.  I was get-
ting invited to dinners by well meaning friends and 
neighbors who for some reason always seemed to have a 
single unattached woman present.  They were match-
makers doing all they could to get me hitched, but I had 
decided I needed no help and at the right time would do 
my own choosing.  In the fall I dated a couple of local 
gals which mostly involved taking them out to dinner 
just for the company of a female to enjoy the good food 
with me. 
 The time of my own choosing finally came in Jan-
uary of 1973 when I attended the Chamber of Com-
merce mixer and saw Evelyn Taylor, who was a former 
friend of Virginia, dressed in a pink outfit with her dark 
copper colored hair piled up high on her head.  I made 
my move and asked if she had anything to do after the 
mixer to which she replied in the negative.  So I took 
her to the Embers in Arcadia for more drinks and a 
steak dinner during which time I learned she was going 
through a divorce from her husband George who I casu-
ally knew.  We dated a couple of times and then, on a 
rainy night with wine, cheese and apples in front of a 
warm fire in the fire place I seduced her.  That seduc-
tion scene was right out of a Hollywood production and 
was later written up as the feature story in the Valen-
tine Day issue of "Country Life", a slick magazine pub-
lished in Southwest Riverside County.  I received a 
number of compliments following its publication. 
 They say the second time around is the best and 
I was about to find out if that is true.  Evelyn had eight 
children the oldest of which was the same age as my 
youngest.  Her kids and mine had all gone to school to-
gether and were somewhat acquainted.  Of course her 
kids were anxious to see what this guy she was dating 
looked like so she invited me up to her house on Val 
Street in Arcadia for dinner.  I had a pipe in my mouth 
as I knocked on the front door.  Her youngest daughter, 
Patty opened the door and as I stepped inside a little 
guy named Johnny, who was four years old hit me in 
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the face with a pillow knocking my pipe and burning 
tobacco out of my mouth and onto the deep white pile 
carpet on the living room floor.  I was shocked and ra-
ther upset and embarrassed but we got everything 
cleaned up with no damage to the carpet.  As we were 
sitting down enjoying one of Evelyn's famous baked 
bean dinners a mutual acquaintance knocked on the 
front door to deliver some papers to Evelyn. When she 
saw me there she blurted out, "How nice that I had 
found someone to feed me." I think she was surprised to 
find me there and then realized what she had said and 
became quite embarrassed but we just laughed it off. 
 Word rapidly spread around town that we were 
seeing each other.  Here we were with eleven kids be-
tween us and were falling in love with each other.  
Things came to a natural conclusion with my proposal 
and her acceptance.  We were married on July 27, 1973 
on our patio.  Dress for the day was casual with only 
family in attendance.  She and three of her kids moved 
into our house in Temple City.  My kids were all out on 
their own by this time.  Rich was living in Sylmar, Har-
riet was married and living in Baldwin Park and Jim 
who had been in the Vietnam War, was in Boise, Idaho. 
 Jim took his basic training at Camp Ord near 
Monterey and was shipped out to Vietnam in January of 
1968 where he served in the Armored Division of the 
First Infantry Division known as the Big Red One.  Vir-
ginia and I took Mom Bosch, who the kids called 
"Gramme", along with a cute little blonde girl named Pat 
Yoder, up to see him while he was at Fort Ord.  After he 
shipped out we sent him a tape recorder of which we 
had a duplicate at home and we kept in touch by mail-
ing recorded messages back an forth.  Some of his re-
cordings were quite dramatic as they were made in the 
heat of battle and you could hear all the gunfire and 
noise in the background.  Much to our relief, Jim came 
home in one piece although with the Purple Heart, and 
was the object of a big welcome home party in Temple 
City. 
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 All of Evelyn's kids had also flown the coop ex-
cept for the three we setup housekeeping with in Tem-
ple City.  They were Patty, Jimmy and Johnny and their 
ages were 12, 9, and 4 respectively.  Her other children 
were Jeanne, Georgia, Robert, Donny and Sandra.  So 
there I was, ready to raise another family, hoping to 
avoid the mistakes I made on the first time around.  At 
the time of our marriage Evelyn was an area manager at 
May Department Store in Los Angeles while I was busy 
at Hughes Aircraft.  I would pick her up on my way 
home from the plant in El Segundo.  During my tenure 
at Hughes I was one of a three man committee appoint-
ed to find a location for a new Hughes Facility which 
was to become the Ground Systems Division.  The three 
of us spent several weeks looking at potential property 
from Santa Barbara to San Diego and chose the Sunny 
Hills Ranch in Fullerton where Hughes then built a one 
million square foot facility. 
 While Evelyn and I were courting I had a 12 
speed bike that I would ride up to her house in Arcadia.  
The May Company had a sale on bikes and she bought 
three ten speeds, one each for she, Patty and Jimmy.  
Johnny rode in a box we fastened to the back of Eve-
lyn's bike.  We did a lot of fun riding with the kids to 
picnics in a park in San Marino and other local points 
of interest. 
 When Casual Corners opened a store in the 
Fashion Square Mall near the Santa Anita Race Track 
in Arcadia, Evelyn was given the job of Store Manager.  
While at the May Company she got the idea of growing 
bait worms from one of her co-workers who was growing 
and selling them at a good profit.  It sounded like fun to 
me and I became a worm farmer setting up growing bins 
in the back yard in Temple City.  They were called 
"Wonder Worms" and the name was copyrighted.  At 
this same time we invested in video game vending ma-
chines and had them in locations all over Southern Cal-
ifornia.  I had also established a bait worm route that 
included bait shops from Lake Castaic to Newport 
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Beach.  These two enterprises kept us on the road a lot 
of the time and were intended as a source of retirement 
income.  They did provide us with a tidy income for a 
few years but then the great worm business that was 
sweeping the country went into oblivion and newer vid-
eo game machines made ours obsolete.  We eventually 
got out of both businesses. 
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“Eye Test:  See if you can find my picture in the above 
organization chart.” 
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CHAPTER XIX 
 

 
 

A s I start this chapter it is Mother's Day 
1999 and my thoughts go to Harker Fami-
ly Mothers past and present.  Our mother 

died on December 5, 1954 of stomach cancer after a 
long time of suffering.  A nurse was hired to care for her 
at home during the day and after her death we found a 
lot of her jewelry and other valuables missing and as-
sume the nurse made off with them as Pop was away at 
work all day.  Mother was buried in the San Gabriel 
Cemetery, where her first child and her mother and fa-
ther lay, along with other of her relatives and friends.  A 
few years later Pop married a single lady who lived next 
door and whose name was Dorothy.  They had a church 
wedding in June and I gave Pop away at the ceremony. 
 Pop and Dorothy continued to occupy the family 
home in Alhambra for a number of years and then 
moved to Leisure World in Laguna Hills   At Leisure 
World he joined the Inventor's Club where he invented a 
pair of self illuminating eye glasses for reading along 
with some other gadgets of questionable commercial 
value.  He was also captain of the Laguna Hills Shuffle 
Board team which played in tournaments all over 
Southern California.  Pop died in 1988 at the age of 101 
years, was cremated at his request and his urn was also 
buried in the San Gabriel Cemetery next to our mother. 
 Just 39 days before starting this chapter my 
brother Bud died after a fairly short bout with cancer in 
his esophagus and upper stomach.  Fortunately he did 
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not suffer long and passed away peacefully.  At his re-
quest, he was cremated and his wife Charlotte, daugh-
ter Carol, son Larry and I scattered his ashes on the 
ocean off San Diego on April 30, 1999.  The loss of my 
brother leaves me the sole surviving male Harker of my 
generation in our family.  The Harker name will be car-
ried on, however, through our sons and grandsons, i.e.; 
Rich Harker, Jim Harker and his son Brenden and Lar-
ry Harker and his son Eric.  I have sort of jumped 
ahead of myself in the telling of this tale, but the above 
events weighed heavily on my mind and I wanted to get 
them out of the way so I could continue this writing in a 
more orderly fashion. 
 In 1976, after fighting the freeway traffic for some 
24 years I decided to take advantage of the early retire-
ment plan offered at Hughes Aircraft and hung it up in 
June of 1976.  There were two important elements of 
our lives during the period of the 50's, 60's and 70's 
during which time we owned several boats and an air-
plane.  Since these "Toys" involved a lot of experiences 
worth telling about I have chosen to cover them as epi-
logues to this book in order to avoid a lot of confusion.  
You will find them at the end of this book under the ti-
tles, "The Boating Years" and "The Flying Years." We 
had bought the airplane, a two-place low wing craft 
called an Ercoupe in July of 1967 after selling our last 
boat. 
 Virginia and I enjoyed weekend flights to new 
places for lunch or breakfast from the El Monte Airport 
where our plane was based.  One of these trips took us 
to a new master planned development about to get un-
der way near Temecula to be called Rancho California.  
We found it to be an attractive place with a great poten-
tial.  After Evelyn and I were married we drove to Ran-
cho California with the kids to see the place as I had 
told her a lot about it.  We both thought it would be a 
neat place to live in our retirement which, at that time, 
was somewhere off in the future and the more we 
thought about it the more convinced we became that it 
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was the place we wanted to spend our retirement years. 
 We bit the bullet in 1974 when we purchased a 
three acre Avocado Grove in Glenoak Hills, a residen-
tial/agricultural area east of Temecula.  We spent our 
weekends down there `with the kids.  While I went out 
to work on the grove, Evelyn and the kids spent their 
time in the Rancho Inn Motel on the edge of a small 
lake where they could fish and play.  Our property was 
very hilly and had a graded pad for a home on top of the 
hill.  We engaged an Orange County Architect to design 
a house which we planned to build on the site and in 
the meantime purchased an adjoining three acre parcel 
planted with Avocado trees.  
 Following my retirement from Hughes in June 
1976 we put our home in Temple City on the market 
and sold it for $63,000 a nice profit over the original 
cost.  We then moved to Temecula and set up house-
keeping in a two story condominium where we lived for 
the next six months and made a lot of new friends.  
During that time I spent my days working on the grove 
and expanding the worm operation which I set up on 
the building pad.  Before we got around to building our 
dream home we had an opportunity to sell the property 
to an Orange County Orthodontist for double the 
amount we had invested in it.  With the proceeds from 
that sale we bought a six and one half acre Grapefruit 
grove just a short distance away and also in Glenoak 
Hills.  It had a 3,100 sq. ft. single story house, a large 
barn, corral and a sizeable pond. 
 We then moved from the condo to the house on 
the citrus grove and I set the worm operation up in the 
barn.  The boys got into the FFA and started raising 
steers, a goat and a couple of pigs.  The place also had a 
chicken pen and we got a rooster and several laying 
hens.  It was great having fresh eggs for breakfast along 
with pink Grapefruit picked off our own trees.  We 
bought a small one story condo for Evelyn's mother who 
moved to Temecula with us.  She lived there until she 
developed Alzheimer's disease at which time we sold her 
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condo and moved her up to live with us in the big house 
on the grapefruit grove where she stayed until her 
death. 
 After the first year we had a swimming pool built 
on the place from which we got a lot of enjoyment and 
exercise and where we did a lot of entertaining.  The 
large home was a great party place.  The livestock kept 
our freezer full of good pork and beef and we all ate very 
well.  Fresh produce was available at a fruit and vegeta-
ble stand not far away. 
 It was while living on the citrus grove that we had 
two Japanese girls staying with us for awhile.  They 
were exchange students from Japan and one was the 
daughter of a farmer and the other girl’s father ran a 
junk yard in Kobe.  They were both sweet kids and I 
taught them to play pool at which they both became 
quite adept.  We hated to see them go when they left for 
home. 
 We had both led such active lives while in Arca-
dia and Temple City that we vowed to become unin-
volved in Temecula. While on the City Council I also 
served on the LA County Sanitation District Board and 
on the Transportation Committee of the Southern Cali-
fornia Association of Governments (SCAG), and presi-
dent of the San Gabriel Valley Pilot's Association that 
was credited with saving the El Monte Airport from de-
struction by developers who wanted the land for a low 
income housing project.  We were both involved in a lot 
of the Chamber of Commerce projects and programs. 
 Within two weeks our vow was broken.  The 
Chamber of Commerce in Temecula held a meeting in 
the clubhouse at the condos we had moved into just two 
weeks before.  Curiosity got the best of us and we at-
tended the meeting to see what it was all about.  It 
seemed they needed a name for the Chamber and spent 
all evening arguing about what it should be. Remember, 
at that time the area was called Rancho California, but 
the town was Temecula.  They finally settled on the 
name "Temecula Valley Chamber of Commerce," and we 
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contributed to the input expressing our views.  Before 
the meeting was over they had signed us up as mem-
bers.  Thus began the road to our greater involvement 
than ever before. 
 My kids were all grown and out on their own at 
the time we moved, but most of Evelyn's kids decided to 
follow us to the promised land.  Jeanne and her first 
husband along with her son John moved to Temecula.  
Georgia and her first husband and son Eric moved to 
an area just outside of Temecula.  Robert and his first 
wife moved to the adjoining community of Murrieta and 
Don also moved to Temecula and later married the re-
cent widow of a fellow he worked for that was killed in a 
tractor accident. 
 I kept busy taking care of the ranch, the worm 
farm and our vending machine business, but Evelyn 
fast became bored with the inactivity and opened a pub-
lic relations and marketing firm with a lady friend and 
neighbor who also lived in the condos.  The business 
was named "The Three Marketeers" and immediately 
began getting accounts.  Jeanne and her husband 
opened a quick print business in an office next to The 
Three Marketeers, Don got a job as a tow truck driver 
and Robert hired out as a gardener.  Georgia's husband 
went to work as an auto mechanic.  Sandra stayed in 
the San Gabriel Valley. 
 By the end of the first year we were also members 
of the Temecula Town Association and became very ac-
tive in that organization.  At the time they had no head-
quarters and held their meetings in a local restaurant, 
"The Swing Inn."  The Town Association owned a long 
strip of land that had been donated to them by the de-
velopers of Rancho California.  It was along the old right 
of way of the Santa Fe Railroad.  The Association decid-
ed to erect a building on the land that they could use as 
a meeting place and I became member of a four man 
crew that built a 3,600 sq. ft. metal building with  a 
concrete floor over two weekends.  In order to avoid a lot 
of problems with the county we built the structure un-
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der a permit for a barn  and it soon became affection-
ately known as the "Tin Barn." 
 While The Three Marketeers was in business it 
was moved to larger quarters and we began publishing 
a slick magazine called "County Life" to which I edited 
and contributed a lot of articles.  I joined the Rancho 
California Lions Club and Evelyn joined the Lioness 
Club.  I was also a charter member of the Temecula 
Moose Lodge.  By this time we were busier than we had 
ever been back in Temple City and these were supposed 
to be our retirement years. 
 Several times during my working years I had 
been called for jury service but never had a chance to 
actually serve.  I received two summons while working 
at Vultee Aircraft and the Company got me excused 
both times.  Later at Hughes Aircraft I was again sum-
moned twice for duty at the Superior Court. One time 
the Company got me excused and the second time I al-
most made it but the defense attorney had me excused 
due to my having been an LA County Reserve Deputy 
Sheriff.  It was not until after our arrival in Temecula 
that I finally got to serve on a jury and the circumstanc-
es were a bit unusual. 
 Three weeks after we had settled in the condo I 
was out at the trash bin emptying some waste baskets 
when I was startled by a man clearing his throat behind 
me.  When I turned around I saw a fellow standing 
there in something that looked like a boy scout uniform.  
He said good morning, then introduced himself as Sam 
Hicks the local constable and asked what I would be do-
ing the following Friday morning.  When I replied, 
"Nothing", he said he wanted me to serve on a jury at 
the local Three Lakes Courthouse and to report for duty 
at 9:00 a.m.  It turned out that Sam and his wife Kelly 
lived in the condo across the street from us and Evelyn 
had already met them.  Sam's daughter was president 
of the Chamber of Commerce and local postmaster.  We 
had met her during the aforementioned Chamber meet-
ing in the condo club house. 
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 I reported for duty at the appointed hour on Fri-
day morning and along with eleven other jurors was 
sworn in. Except for myself, all the others were friends 
of Sam and long time residents of Temecula.  I was the 
new kid on the block.  The presiding judge was Bill Bai-
ley who was both a young judge and comedian.  Sam 
read the charges and we went to work.  The case in-
volved two kids from Orange County who were in their 
early twenties and were falcon fanciers.  They had 
brought their birds to the area to work them out along 
the Murrieta Creek that runs through Temecula.  One of 
the falcons killed a Cinnamon Teal duck out of season 
and the kids made the mistake of putting the duck in 
their car.  They were caught by a game warden and 
charges filed.  We the jury deliberated for about 45 
minutes and decided to fine each of the kids $10 along 
with a restraining order prohibiting their ever bringing 
their falcons to Temecula again.  
 Sam and I soon became good friends and he be-
gan writing articles for our magazine "County Life,"  
Sam was born and raised in Jackson Hole, Wyoming 
and in his early years worked the family cattle in sum-
mer and winter.  Later he began a career as a guide for 
hunters.  It was during this time that he met Earl Stan-
ley Gardner, author of the Perry Mason books. In 1937 
Gardner bought a ranch in Temecula and lived there 
while writing his books.  A short time later Gardner 
brought Sam and his family to Temecula to work as 
manager of the Gardner Ranch.  As bulldozers began 
leveling the Temecula countryside in 1967 as prepara-
tion for the Rancho California development, Sam and 
some other cohorts decided it was time to document the 
early history of Temecula before it was lost in antiquity. 
 With this in mind a group made up of Sam, Bill 
Cox, Al Newhart and Tom Hudson began publishing a 
little quarterly magazine called "The High Country."  The 
publication was an immediate success and soon had a 
distribution of over 6,000 subscribers, including such 
prestigious entities as the Smithsonian Institute, the 
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Huntington Library and most of the universities and 
colleges in the continental U.S.  There were also a num-
ber of overseas subscribers.  I soon became fascinated 
with the history of the area as I had visited it with my 
dad in the early twenties to take part in some cattle 
drives from a ranch in Murrieta to the Temecula slaugh-
ter house.  As a result I began writing stories for The 
High Country.  During my years at Hughes Aircraft I 
had authored a number of articles for technical trade 
magazines and along with my weekly columns in the 
Temple City Times had developed an acceptable writing 
skill. 
 Sam, who was also the last constable in Riverside 
County, took his own life with a gunshot to his temple 
in 1979.  Bill Cox became fascinated with pyramids and 
took off for Egypt and Al Newhart faded from the scene.  
Sam's daughter Nancy and I, along with Tom Hudson, 
managed to keep the magazine going and I continued 
writing stories for the publication.  In 1982 Tom Hud-
son, at the age of 86 and with failing eyesight, also took 
his own life by gunshot to the head.  After Tom's death, 
Nancy and I kept the thing going for another year and 
then she turned it all over to me.  I continued to publish 
the magazine until 1985 when I had to stop due to lack 
of time.  I now have a small business of selling back is-
sues to collectors. 
 In 1981 I was given the position of Executive Di-
rector of the Temecula Valley Chamber of Commerce 
and began building up the membership which was 69 
when I took over, of which only 20 were current on their 
dues.  In 1986 the membership had reached 679, all 
current with their dues   At that time I left as General 
Manager of the Chamber to go into another new line of 
business.  Evelyn and I bought Rancho Travel, the origi-
nal travel agency in Temecula.  The next year I was 
elected to the Board of Directors of the Chamber and 
served two years as treasurer.  Evelyn had sold The 
Three Marketeers and the County Life magazine to a 
couple of young fellows who soon failed in the business. 
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 Three years later, after having enjoyed a lot of 
family trips and cruises, we sold the travel agency and I 
took over as General Manager of the Temecula Town As-
sociation which position I held for the next five years.  
In 1985 I was appointed to the Riverside County Avia-
tion Commission and the Airport Land Use Commission 
and served eight years as chairman of both commis-
sions.  During that time the new French Valley Airport 
was established in Temecula. 
 For three years, from 1977 to 1980, Evelyn and I 
published a local weekly newspaper named “The Ran-
cho news.”  It had a large circulation, not only in 
Temecula but was also mailed to subscribers in many 
other states.  It was also sold through news racks and 
local stores. 
 My position was Managing Editor and Evelyn was 
Publisher and Circulation Manager.  We had three em-
ployees as well as several contributing writers and used 
our kids to help out from time to time.  I had my own 
editorial page with which I had a lot of fun and used to 
express my opinions on many matters of local concern. 
 We ended up selling the paper to the riverside 
Press-Enterprise which still publishes it. 
 While serving as General Manager of the Town 
Association, I also hosted a monthly half-hour television 
program titled, “Temecula Talks,” which was sponsored 
by local businesses.  Format of the show was informal 
interviews with local dignitaries, long-time residents, 
business people, city officials and representatives of var-
ious non-profit organizations.  The show covered local 
history, upcoming events and in-depth discussions of 
issues affecting the local community such as elections, 
traffic problems, fun raising events, and special holiday 
activities.  The show ran uninterrupted for three years 
and my name and face became well known in the local 
area. 
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Evelyn and me after we moved to Temecula. 
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CHAPTER XX 

 

W e eventually sold the travel agency and I 
decided to run for a seat on the Cham-
ber of Commerce Board of Directors, 

was elected and served a couple of years as Treasurer of 
that organization.  Upon completion of my term on the 
Chamber Board I decided not to run again and was giv-
en the Chamber Lifetime Achievement Award for my 
many years of service to the Chamber and my commu-
nity. 
 After my retirement from the Chamber, I took a 
position as General Manager of the Temecula Town As-
sociation in which capacity I served for five years.  
When I left the Town Association we started our last 
business venture called The Harker Group.  It was an 
event planning and coordinating firm and during the 
several years we ran the business we put on Air Shows, 
Rodeos, Street Fairs, Rod Runs and similar events.  
Evelyn was the founder of the first hot air balloon races 
in Temecula, which later evolved into the annual region-
al Temecula Balloon and Wine Festival. 
 In the meantime our son Jim Taylor began work-
ing for a local animal hospital at Lake Elsinore and de-
cided that he wanted to be a veterinarian.  He lived in 
an apartment that was part of the hospital complex and 
was on 24 hour duty caring for the animal patients.  It 
was then that he acquired a little cocker spaniel pup 
which he named "Missy" who now lives with us.  Jim 
finally informed us he was gay and moved to Cathedral 
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City near Palm Springs where he and his boy friend 
bought a house.  He later told us he had tested HIV 
positive and in July 1995 Jim died of AIDS.  We were 
both with him at the end of his life.  This was followed 
by the death of Sandra a few months later, from a heart 
attack, in October of that same year.  Four years earlier 
our grandson Eric was killed on his sixteenth birthday 
by a drunken motorcycle driver in Eric's home town of 
Steamboat, Colorado. 
 This was a very traumatic time for us and is still 
a hard thing for us to deal with.  A couple of years after 
Jim's death, his friend Michael with whom he had lived, 
sold the house in Cathedral City and moved to Florida 
at which time Jim's dog Missy became ours.  In 1986 I 
was appointed to the Old Town Temecula Historic 
Preservation District Local Review Board and have 
served the last four years as chairman of that City Com-
mission.  It is our responsibility to see that the circa 
1890 to 1920 architectural ambiance of the Old Town of 
Temecula is preserved. 
 Back in 1985 after several moves to different lo-
cations around Temecula we settled in Heritage Mobile 
Home Estates where we are finally enjoying something 
resembling retirement.  In 1997 I was elected to the 
Temecula Town Association Board of Directors where I 
have been serving as treasurer of the Association.  I 
spent a year on the founding Board of the Temecula 
Valley Film Council which sponsors the annual and well 
known film festival in Temecula. 
 After moving to Heritage Park, I finally satisfied a 
life long curiosity by making three visits to nudist re-
sorts around the valley.  I found it to be a relaxing and 
interesting experience that was not at all sexually 
arousing.  The sight of a bunch of pot bellied people 
running around naked leaves a lot to be desired. 
 In the past month we attended two weddings, 
Jim Harker's second marriage in Boise, Idaho and 
Rich's fifth marriage in Cambria, California.  Our son 
John and his second wife Leeanne just moved into a 
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new home a short distance from our place.  As of this 
writing we have kids in the following locations: 
 Jeanne in Las Vegas, Nevada with her husband 
Bob, Patty in Exeter, California with her husband Dan, 
Georgia in Steamboat, Colorado with her husband 
John, Don in Sutherlin, Oregon with his wife Paula, 
Robert in Washington, Rich in Cambria, California with 
his wife Bobra, Harriet in Prescott, Arizona with her 
husband Roger, Jim and his wife Mary in Boise, Idaho  
and John and his wife Leeanne in Temecula.  At this 
time we have nineteen grandchildren and seven great 
grandchildren either by birth or from the various mar-
riages. I will not attempt to name them all here but the 
mix is twelve boys and fourteen girls.  If you also threw 
in all the ex-wives and ex-husbands along with those 
listed above it would truly constitute a crowd.  In spite 
of it all, including the ups and downs over the years, we 
are a happy and healthy family.  I am sometimes awed 
when we all get together and I realize that I and my two 
wives are responsible for it. 
 Today is June 15, 1999 and I've sort of come to 
the end of this life story.  I'm sure I will think of other 
things as time goes on that I should have included but I 
believe that I've provided enough for you to figure out 
what makes me tick.  Since this is my first attempt at a 
thing like this my question is, how do you stop it?  Do 
you keep on writing until the day you die?  I don't think 
so, but I still have a number of years ahead of me and 
more living to do, so do I write a sequel in five years 
from now?  Maybe, if there is anything worth passing on 
to my family.  On second thought you will all be living 
those final years with me and will know what I'm up to 
and doing.  On that note I am going to bring this thing 
to a close, probably much to your relief. In doing so I 
have one final comment.  It has been a wonderful and 
exciting life that has brought me much joy. I just hope 
you have enjoyed reading this as much as I have injoyed 
writing it. 

I love all of you! 
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EPILOGUE 
 
 

 

A s indicated previously I have chosen this 
epilogue to recount two important phases 
in my life, namely, The Boating Years and 

the Flying Years and I will cover them in that order.  Be-
lieve me, while they played a significant role in my life, 
they did not take priority over my family.  Rather they 
involved the family and we all enjoyed the experiences 
they brought to us.  So let's get on with it. 
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THE BOATING YEARS 
 
 

 

A s near as I can remember my interest in 
boats began in the bathtub when I would 
play with toy boats and dream of sailing 

on the high seas.  Later as I grew a little older I began 
making my own small boats carved out of balsa wood 
which I played with in a large washtub filled with water. 
The first one I made was powered by a small piece of 
camphor ice fastened to the bottom of the boat beneath 
the stern.  The boat was about five inches long and the 
reaction of the water on the camphor ice caused a sort 
of boiling action which propelled the boat forward.  It 
would go round and round in the tub until all the cam-
phor was used up at which time I would attach another 
piece.  Later I built some larger balsa boats, about ten 
inches long which were driven by either side paddle 
wheels or stern paddle wheels.  The paddle wheels were 
driven by twisted rubber bands and they worked quite 
well. 
 My next efforts involved model sail boats that I 
made but could not use very often due to the lack of 
ponds or other suitable bodies of water in our neighbor-
hood.  I finally ended taking them down to Alamitos Bay 
in Long Beach and sailing them there during our sum-
mer vacations.  I was about twelve years old at the time. 
The really big event, however, occurred in the mid 
1930's when Pop came home one night with a used 2-
1/2 HP Johnson outboard motor that he had found 
somewhere in Los Angeles. Pop spent about a week's 
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worth of evenings overhauling the motor and then one 
Saturday he filled a 50 gallon drum with water and 
clamped the motor to the rim, filled it with gas, pulled 
the starting cord and it roared, or rather putted, to life 
much to the excitement of Bud and myself.  It was nice 
to have that motor but it was rather useless without a 
boat to put it on. 
 Herman Fingerly, a German immigrant lived 
across the street and became a good friend of the fami-
ly.  He was a master craftsman and retired pattern 
maker who had been head of the pattern shop at the 
C.F. Braun company in Alhambra.  Herman offered to 
help us build a boat if we would supply the materials.  
Several days were spent with him as we designed the 
boat of our dreams, a 10 foot flat bottom row boat 
which we were going to build entirely with redwood.  We 
set up our operations in the family garage and within 
two weeks during summer vacation we had a respecta-
ble example of a sea going craft. 
 Much to Herman's credit he merely acted as in-
structor and supervisor, insisting that Bud and I do all 
the work with the result that we not only had a pride of 
accomplishment but we also learned the basics of wood 
working which we used to advantage throughout our 
lives.  We painted the boat white with green trim and 
named it "Ginita," a convolution of the names of our pet 
dachshund "Ginger" and our cat "Ninita."  We used that 
boat for several years down at Alamitos Bay. During the 
winter storm of 1935, Second Street became flooded 
from curb to curb, overflowing onto the sidewalks and 
parkways. 
 Bud took the boat two blocks up stream and 
then floated down the street much to the amusement of 
the neighbors.  I took a photo of him as he passed our 
house and it was printed on the front page of the Al-
hambra Post Advocate.  A tribute to our fine workman-
ship and design, the "Ginita" was still afloat in the pond 
on Gardner Harris's ranch in Woodlake, California when 
we visited him last year.  In the interim he had given the 
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bottom a coating of fiberglass.  His kids played with 
the boat for years in the pond up there.   
 Due to its small size the boat would only accom-
modate two people and we let Pop know that we need-
ed a bigger boat, so one Saturday he took us to the 
Hollywood Boat Company in LA where we found the 
boat of our dreams.  It was a 14 foot all mahogany 
decked runabout built by the Indian Boat Works.  The 
rear cockpit had a steering wheel and outboard motor 
well.  The front cockpit had two sliding deck pieces 
that could be used to cover it up when not in use.  Pop 
bought the boat for us and we towed it home on a 
trailer that came with it and set about giving it a new 
coat of varnish.  We named it "Ginita II” and had many 
hours of pleasure driving it around the bay and also 
the LA Harbor.   
 Pop built a boat house next to the garage where 
we could keep it out of the weather when not in use.  
That boat house later became the garage for my first 
car, my Star Coupester.  As Bud and my interests be-
came involved in other things such as photography, 
cars and girls, we used the boat less and less and Pop 
finally sold it but we kept that old outboard motor and 
I took it with me when we moved to Puerto Rico where 
it was used to power the fishing boat we built in my 
shoe factory plant as I described earlier in this book. 
 Several years after Virginia and I were married I 
began thinking of boats again and the fun we had with 
the two Bud and I had.  When Grandma Bahn died 
she left me an inheritance of $400 and shortly after I 
saw an ad in the paper for a 12 foot Performer glass 
outboard for sale complete with trailer and motor.  The 
asking price was $500. Our children were now old 
enough to take boating with us so I talked Virginia in-
to the idea of going over to see the boat.  It was in good 
shape and had a 16 HP Evenrude motor.  After a due 
amount of haggling with the seller we got the complete 
outfit for $450 for which I used my inheritance plus 
$50 of my own. 



210 

 I painted the boat white with red trim and we 
named it the 'Flying Fish.'  We had it for a number of 
years and had many fine times with it but as the kids 
grew older it got a bit crowded and I realized we needed 
something bigger. 
 Then one evening as I was driving past the Trojan 
Boat sales yard on Lakewood Boulevard I spotted some-
thing that caught my eye.  It was a 21 foot Trojan cabin 
cruiser with two 30 HP Johnson outboard motors, had 
an enclose head, a well laid out galley with forward 
bunks and a large after deck.  Asking price was $3,200.  
Again, I talked Virginia into looking at it and we made 
an offer of $2,500 plus the "Flying Fish" in trade.  Our 
offer was accepted and two weeks later I towed the 
"Flying Fish" to the Trojan Boat sales yard and returned 
home with the new big boat.  It took up most of the 
driveway and was the envy of the neighborhood.  I de-
cided to repaint the inside and put a new coat of var-
nish on the mahogany deck, gunnels and rear seat in 
the back deck.  As I began cleaning it out I found all 
sorts of goodies left by the previous owner.  It had obvi-
ously been used as a party boat and I found two bottles 
of unopened Jack Daniels plus an assorted collection of 
unused condoms.  There was also a camera, cooking 
utensils, dishes and life jackets, so I figured we had got 
a real bargain.  We named our new boat the "Umgwadi" 
which caused a lot of people to ask what the name 
meant and I came up with all sorts of crazy meanings.  
 After several weeks of working nights and week-
ends I had the thing looking like new and it was time to 
try it out.  I chose a trip to Catalina as a shakedown 
voyage.  We launched the boat at the Pierpoint Landing 
in Long Beach and headed for Avalon.  Needless to say 
the kids and I were excited and Virginia was apprehen-
sive and became more so as we entered a fog bank after 
about 20 minutes from leaving shore.  Using the com-
pass and dead reckoning I held to a course that I hoped 
would lead us to Avalon.  I did not say anything to Vir-
ginia and the kids, but felt we were hopelessly lost.  I 
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told the kids I would give 20 cents to the first one to see 
the island and immediately had three pairs of eyes up 
front straining to see something in the fog.  Suddenly, 
Harriet cried out, "Dad, what's that big building?" Sure 
enough right ahead of us was the Casino at Avalon and 
I became an instant hero with my family. 
 Later, we made many trips to the island while the 
boys, Rich and Jim rode up front shooting at basking 
sharks with their 22 rifles.  At this time I was at Hughes 
Aircraft and was one of the founders of Hughes Aircraft 
Employees Boat Club.  We took part in many events, 
such as predicted log races, harbor tours and accompa-
nied the first outrigger canoe race from Catalina to New-
port Beach.  It was this boat that we used in the two 
crossings of the Sea of Cortez in 1956 and 1957.  Those 
two crossings were well documented in Pacific Outdoor 
News and in Ray Cannon's Book "The Sea of Cortez" 
and would fill a whole chapter in this book. 
 In reviewing the Umgwadi Log Book I find that by 
September of 1961 we had logged 3,367.5 water miles, 
had spent 419 cruising hours and used 2,514 gallons of 
fuel.  As so often happens in boater's lives, we began 
looking for something larger and in 1963 placed an or-
der for a 28 foot Pearson Yacht powered by two 180 HP 
V8 Interceptor engines. The purchase price was 
$12,500 but they gave us $2,000 for the Umgwadi 
which they took in on trade.  We placed the order in 
February and our boat was due to be delivered in July 
with Serial number 32.  July came and went and no 
boat.  This continued for several months more and we 
kept getting the run around, all sorts of excuses.  When 
I threatened to cancel our order the truth came out.  
President Johnson had placed an order shortly after we 
did and he got priority.  As a result he got our boat and 
we got the sister ship serial number 33 which arrived in 
November.  This boat carried 120 gallons of fuel, had a 
50 gallon fresh water tank and was extremely well 
equipped.  It's cruise speed was 25 knots and I could 
pull five water skiers with it.  We fitted it out with a sea 
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water circulating bait tank, an eight foot sabot dinghy 
with sail and small motor, and an electric anchor hoist. 
 While we had the Umgwadi we rented a slip at 
Cal Yacht in San Pedro to get the monster out of the 
driveway and to avoid trailering it every time we used it.  
Later we moved it to a slip in the Long Beach Marina 
near Alamitos Bay.  The slip was bigger than we needed 
but we had been on a waiting list for a long time and 
took the larger slip when it became available.  When we 
got the Pearson, which we named the "Caledonia",  the 
slip size was perfect for the new boat. 
 We had a lot of fun with the Caledoni fishing for 
Yellowtail, Albacore and Marlin and taking friends and 
relatives for cruises.  We made numerous trips to Cat 
Harbor at Catalina and every Easter vacation we 
cruised to Ensenada in Baja, California where we al-
ways stocked up the ship's stores with good liquor.  As 
the kids grew older and followed other pursuits they 
gradually lost interest in boating and we began to real-
ize that the boat was beginning to own us rather than 
the other way around.  It required constant care and 
upkeep whether we used it or not.  Virginia and I finally 
reached the painful decision that it was time to get rid 
of the heavy stone around our necks and we put the 
Caledonia on the market, eventually selling it in 1967 
for $7,500, a hell of a depreciation over a four year peri-
od!  However, those boating years were something we 
would not have missed for love or money.  We also 
learned the truth behind the saying that the two happi-
est days in a boat owner's life are the day he buys it and 
the day he sells it.  
 With the sale of the Caledonia I turned my inter-
ests back to flying. 
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THE FLYING YEARS 
 
 
 

I  can't recall when I first became fascinated 
with aviation and airplanes,  I do remember 
seeing them flying overhead when I was very 

small and imagining that the cross bars on telephone 
poles were low flying planes.  My earliest recollection is 
going up with my dad to the balloon field in Arcadia 
during W.W.II.  It was where the Santa Anita Race 
Track is now located and where they were training army 
signal corps. men to fly in tethered observation bal-
loons.  There were also some old Jenny biplanes in 
which they were training pilots.  All I can really remem-
ber is that airplanes held a certain awe for me. 
 After the war, in the early twenties, barnstormers 
used to visit our area and land in empty fields around 
Alhambra. One such group took over an empty bean 
field three blocks from our house and the planes would 
come very low over our house on their way to landing.  
The outfit stayed at the field all summer and my dad 
would take me up with him on the weekends to watch 
the activities which included wing walking, parachute 
jumps and scenic rides along with some basic aerobat-
ics, such as loops and barrel rolls. 
 One of the afternoons when we were up there a 
guy in puttees and a white shirt suggested he take Dad 
and me up for a pleasure flight.  Dad gave in, and with 
me riding in his lap in the front cockpit of a Jenny, we 
had a short flight over our neighborhood.  It was not 
until later that I learned from Pop that the pilot was the 
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famous American Ace, Eddie Rickenbocker.  The com-
plete story of this flight is featured in Issue 57 of The 
High Country magazine. 
 I remember drawing pictures of airplanes and 
nailing pieces of broken wood shingles together to re-
semble something like a plane and then running around 
the yard with them while imitating the sound of an en-
gine.  When I was nine years old mother subscribed to 
the American Boy magazine for me.  The magazine had 
a section on rubber band powered model planes and 
gliders which got me started on building and flying 
model airplanes. They were built from scratch following 
the plans published in the magazine as there were no 
such thing as model plane kits on the market at that 
time. 
 Then, in 1927, Lindberg flew solo across the At-
lantic Ocean and became a national hero.  This feat 
greatly sparked my interest in aviation and flying which 
I still have to this day.  As I grew older my modeling 
skill improved and I was soon building flying models 
that won a number of contests that I entered.  This was 
fun and the next best thing to actually flying a real 
plane which experience was to come to me later in life.  
Mother had always forbidden me to go up in a plane so 
the rides I did take as a kid were always done on the 
sly.  When I moved to Allentown Pennsylvania the op-
portunity to take flying lessons arrived in the form of a 
yellow Piper Cub on a grass field with a flight instructor 
who was a truck driver by vocation.  I soon soloed and 
began logging the necessary hours to qualify for a pri-
vate pilot license which I received in 1945. 
 Once I had my license I began taking Virginia 
and the children up with me in planes that I rented for 
the occasion.  I also flew a lot of friends as well as Pop 
who made many flights with me   Our mom, however, 
would never go up with me.  She was deathly afraid of 
flying machines   Phil Birkhahn also had his pilot li-
cense and he and I did a lot of flying together all over 
Southern California.  I also took some of my co-workers 
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at Hughes Aircraft up for rides.  When we moved to 
Puerto Rico I became Commanding Officer of the Ponce 
Squadron of the Puerto Rican wing of the Civil Air Patrol 
and had a military plane at my disposal.  I also had the 
free use of three other planes owned by friends in 
Ponce.  One was a Luscombe Silvaire and the other two 
were an Ercoupe and a Cessna 140.  I did a lot of flying 
around the island both for fun and on official CAP busi-
ness and Virginia and I used the Cessna for shopping 
trips to San Juan on the opposite side of the island.  
 When we sold the Caledonia I began shopping for 
a plane and found a mint condition Ercoupe at the Tor-
rance Airport which was for sale by a young fellow on 
his way to Vietnam.  He was asking $3,000 for it but 
was in a hurry to sell and I took advantage of that and 
offered him $2,600 cash on the spot which he gratefully 
accepted.  The owner's pilot license had expired so I 
talked a local pilot at the airport to go up with me to 
check me and the plane out after which I took off for El 
Monte Airport near our home in Temple City.  I then 
rented a tie down space that had just become available.  
The previous week the former occupant of that space 
had crashed his Navion into the bluff at the approach 
end to the runway at the airport on Catalina Island kill-
ing himself and his wife. 
 I did not like the circumstances under which I 
got the tie down space but they were at a premium and 
it was the only one available. 
 I flew a lot of hours taking family members and 
friends up for rides, including our grand children, Craig 
and Carrie. One time I flew them up to Apple Valley to 
visit the Roy Rogers Museum.  Virginia and I made a 
number of flights to Catalina and I also flew there with 
Phil, Rich and Jim.  On the way over about ten minutes 
from the airport I would get on the radio and order 
lunch, usually buffalo burgers and baked beans.  They 
would then have the meal waiting for you when you 
landed.  It was pretty neat. 
 Virginia and I took a number of cross country 
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trips that included one to the Carlsbad Caverns, one to 
New Orleans, a couple to Boise, Idaho, up to Solvang, 
over to Lake Havasu, a couple of trips to Las Vegas, to 
Bakersfield, Porterville and Woodlake and up an down 
the state.  One Fourth of July night I flew the kids, Jim 
and John, over the fireworks display at the park in Ar-
cadia so they could look down, instead of up, at the 
skyrockets.  It was quite impressive. 
 I had taught Virginia how to fly the plane once in 
the air, but not takeoffs or landings   Later we attended 
the AOPA convention in Las Vegas where she took the 
Pinch Hitters course and learned to takeoff, land, navi-
gate and use the radio.  Later, after Evelyn and I were 
married, I taught her how to fly the plane, once in the 
air, and we went to the AOPA convention in Palm 
Springs where she also took the pinch hitters course.  
As a result, if I ever became incapacitated during a 
flight, they were capable of getting to an airport and 
safely on the ground. 
 One of the fun things Evelyn and I did was to fly 
up to the Moonlight Fly-in at Porterville where we slept 
under the wing of the plane after a night of partying and 
got up the next morning to watch the air show and to 
participate in some of the activities such as flour bomb-
ing, ribbon cutting and balloon bursting, all performed 
with our Ercoupe.  It was Evelyn’s first flight with me 
and we went up after dark and she did not know 
enough at that time to be scared or else she trusted me 
completely. 
 In May of 1973 I fulfilled a lifetime dream and 
flew the Ercoupe solo from coast to coast, a two week 
trip that took me to Florida, up the East Coast to New 
England and then back by way of the Great Lakes and 
Colorado.  I visited friends and relatives along the way 
and often slept under the wing at small airports and 
crop dusting strips.  It was an experience I will never 
forget, particularly the afternoon that I had to outrun a 
tornado in Nebraska.  I barely made it by the skin of my 
teeth and beat it into the airport in Kearny where I and 
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the plane were quickly ushered into a hangar.  The tor-
nado passed one half mile north of the airport. 
 After we were married Evelyn treated me to a 
paint job on the plane and it looked like new when I 
picked it up at the paint shop in Corona.  When we 
moved to Temecula I based the plane at Ryan Field in 
Hemet for about a year until the old Rancho California 
Airport, that had been closed, reopened for business at 
which time I got a tie down space in Temecula.  The 
plane came in handy while we were publishing the Ran-
cho News and I used it a lot to take aerial photos of lo-
cal floods, fires, etc.  
 As we got busier in our various ventures I had 
less and less time to fly and finally sold the plane in 
September of 1979 for $2,300 cash plus a kit to build a 
Weedhopper Ultralight plane.  Today used Ercoupes sell 
for $16,000.  I never got around to completing the 
Weedhopper and traded it to the local Radio Shack own-
er for a 35 mm Pentax Camera outfit for Evelyn. 
 A review of my log books show I logged a total of 
1,100 hours flight time I flew approximately 110,000 
miles and probably spent several thousand dollars in 
fuel, maintenance, insurance, and tie down rentals.  
However, it was worth every penny of it and I would do 
it all over again if I had the chance.  While at Hughes I 
got some time as co-pilot in the company twin engine 
Aero Commander and in actor Robert Cummins' V-
Tailed Bonanza.  In 32 years of active flying I logged 
time as pilot in command in 24 different makes and 
types of aircraft, both two and four passenger planes. 
 In recent years I have been getting a little time in 
Ultralight planes and hope to eventually build myself 
one.  There are many fine kits on the market which are 
easy to build and fly. 
 As a final note on my flying years I wrote the fol-
lowing poem titled, "The Aging Pilot." 
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THE AGING PILOT 

 
 

On silver wings he soared up high, 
It was his joy in life. 
Above the many traffic jams, 
That caused him so much strife. 
 
The purring engine up in front, 
Was music to his ears. 
The thing just ran for hours on hours, 
And this allayed all fears. 
 
The clear blue sky and air so clean, 
With puffy cotton balls all 'round. 
Was something never seen, 
By others on the ground. 
 
Alone up there in his little plane, 
It seemed like another world. 
A place where man was meant to be? 
Where wings had set him free? 
  
Or was it just what man could do, 
To realize his dreams. 
By overcoming gravity, 
Through artificial means? 
 
The works of man so far below, 
Looked like little children's toys. 
While green and quilt-like farms, 
Were evidence of poor men's toils. 
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Little ponds shined like mirrors, 
Reflecting light from the sun above. 
Streams and rivers marked their path 
Making their way through dirt and grass. 
 
Hills were merely bumps below, 
While mountains reached quite high, 
In a mighty gallant effort 
To snatch him from the sky. 
 
But he was wise to nature's ways 
Always keeping on his toes. 
Ready for any ill winds 
That in his way might blow. 
 
He flew high and low, fast and slow, 
Above the tortured earth. 
Enjoying every moment 
That provided him with mirth. 
 
He could go where 'er he chose 
North, south, east or west, 
Using all his instruments 
To go the way he thought best. 
 
One time he flew from coast to coast 
A cross-country trip he cherished most. 
Close calls he had for sure, 
In spite of which he did endure. 
 
But as the years went by 
They began to take their toll. 
As his vision blurred 
He knew he was growing old. 
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They put eye glasses on his face, 
To slow the fading vision's pace. 
And little gadgets in each ear, 
So others voices he could hear. 

 
Three pills a day keep him alive, 
With vitamins he's fortified. 
But hang it up he will not, 
Although his plane someone bought. 
 
Now much to his delight, 
He can continue flight. 
The answer to his plight, 
Is a low performance ultralight. 
 
Now if this story sounds familiar, 
Or to another one that's similar. 
True this one has got to be, 
As the aging pilot is none but me. 
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INTRODUCTION TO THIS  

SECTION 
 
 

 

W hile going through various boxes of 
family photos, cartoons and memora-
bilia searching for appropriate illustra-

tions for this book, I ended up with much more than 
could be used without detracting from the book itself 
and probably confusing the reader.  Therefore, after 
much editing of numerous items I came up with the 
following, which are presented in album form with 
identifying captions.  They were chosen because they 
illustrate things that were mentioned in the text of the 
book, but may not appear in the exact same order as 
referenced in the book. 
 It is my hope that this added photo section will 
provide additional intimacy to the story of my life. 
 
     By the Author 
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My mother at her desk in the L.A. Times Building when she was advertising manager 
for the Hamburger store, later the May Company and now Robinsons/May.  This was 
before the building was blown up by terrorist's dynamite. 
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Pop at the wheel of his first car, a Tourist made in 
Los Angeles. 

My parents’ second car, a Buick. 
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My parents’ third car a Dort that Mom traded to a 
salesman for an electric sewing machine. 
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I was one happy baby. 
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What a sweet little boy Billy was. 
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Mother was really proud of her little boy. 
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Me at age seven with cousin 
Alberta at Redondo Beach. 

Mother dressed me as a 
girl for this photo with my 
Dad. 

Me with my first birthday 
cake. 
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Bahn/Harker families.  Back row: Pop, Uncle Allen, 
Grandpa Bahn, Uncle Raymond.  Front: Bud, our 
mother, me Cousin Allen, Aunt Gertrude, Cousin 
Evelyn, Grandma Bahn and Aunt Barbara. 

Left to right: Cousins Allen and Charles Bahn, 
brother Bud and me. 
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Brother Bud dressed for Halloween.  I’m in the 
background. 
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The Alhambra volunteer fire truck dubbed “Betsy.” 
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Our house at 1800 So. Second Street in Alhambra. 
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Alhambra High School Band in the school patio.  I am third from right in back row.  
Little guy in front row is Terry Sterling who Pop Ulmer, center, stuck in the piano. 
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My mother’s Geisha Girls Sunday School class.  Virginia Bosch is in the 
center sitting and Peggy Lamb is standing at the far right. 
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The cast of our High School Senior Play, “Growing Pains.”  Virginia, who had the 
lead role, is sitting in the dark dress at right of photo.  I am standing in the middle 
of the ascending stairs. 
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Virginia with baby Rich taken a few days after he 
was born. 
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Virginia and me with our first born son Richy.  Pho-
to taken by Vultee Aircraft photographer and pub-
lished in the Vultair Magazine. 
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Harker/Bahn family gathering.  Standing: Cousin Evelyn’s husband Carl, my brother Bud 
and his wife Charlotte.  Next sitting: Cousin Charles Bahn, Cousin Evelyn, Aunt Gertrude, 
Grandma Bahn holding Bud’s daughter Carol and our daughter Harriet, my mother and 
dad and me holding son Jimmy.  Front row: Uncle Allen, our son Richy and Virginia. 
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Foothill Camera Club exhibit.  Second photo from left in top row is one of mine. 
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My dad and mother taken about 1935.  The used 
bricks they are standing on came from the ruins of 
the old Ramona Grammar School. 
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The family pool table in the Rec Room above the three car garage in Alhambra.  
Left to right are myself, Dick Bosch and my brother Bud. 
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Harriet, when a senior at 
Temple City High School. 

Rich, when a senior at 
Temple City High School. 

Jim, when a senior at 
Temple City High 
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Left to right are:  Goran Tollback, Virginia, me and 
Jim. 



249 

The boat that Bud and I built under the supervision 
of Herman Fingerly.  I’m in the bow, Virginia is in 
the stern and my cousins, Ruth and Bud Baylis, are 
in the center. 

Our first motor boat that Pop bought for Bud and 
me.  Cousins, Ruth and Bud Baylis are on the front 
and Virginia and I are in the rear. 
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Son Jim with our first family boat named the 
“Flying Fish” 

Full speed ahead in the Umgwadi. 
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Our last boat, the Caledonia. 
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Aerial view of the Trolley House on El Vigia, one of our homes in Puerto Rico.  It is the two 
story building in the lower left center.  You can see the garages built into the side of the 
hill below the house. 
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Aerial view of the Joyce Shoe plant in Ponce, Puerto Rico.  The plant consisted of 
the two white buildings to the right. 
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Richy and Harriet in front of our first house in 
La Rambla wearing their Puerto Rican school 
uniforms. 

Richy, Harriet and Jimmy in the back yard of our 
home on Charriet Street in Rosemead. 
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Ponce Puerto Rican Rotary Club.  I am second from 
right standing in back row.  I later became President 
of the club. 
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Rich, dressed as Maverick at our house in 
Temple City. 

Jim and his first rock band in Magdalena, Ba-
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Son Jim during his service in Vietnam. 

Jim with his girl friend Pat Yoder shortly 
before he went to Vietnam. 
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Jim upon his return from the Vietnam War. Pop and his second wife Dorothy 
taken in 1982. 
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Virginia and me with the Tournament of Roses Royal Court in 1967.  
We are in front row center of the group. 
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That’s me, second from left as a member of Temple City’s first Planning 
Commission.  I later served as Chairman of the Commission. 
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Here I am, as Mayor of Temple City presenting Supervisor Frank G. Bonelli 
with the City’s Plaque of Appreciation. 
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Here I am receiving the L.A. County Award of Merit 
from Pete Schabarum, First District Supervisor. 
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Educators visiting Hughes Aircraft Company learn from W.A. Harker, Manager, Videosonic 
Systems Division how Hughes uses the system to increase productivity and learning. 
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Evelyn, shortly before our marriage. 
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Evelyn and me at Pop and Dorothy’s house in 1973. 

Evelyn’s children taken shortly before we married.  
Left to right they are:  Back row, Robert, Georgia, 
Donny, Front row, Sandra, Patty, Jeanne, Jimmy 
and John. 
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Our first home in Temecula, on the grapefruit grove 
in Glenoak Hills. 

Our Ercoupe plane taken at Porterville.  Virginia 
is lying under the wing. 
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One of the point of sale Wonder Worm display boxes 
that we placed in bait shops throughout Southern Cal-
ifornia. 
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This was during my visit to Sweden’s Atomic Energy 
facility in the North Baltic Sea.  I am in center of 
photo. 
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Evelyn with our Ercope plane at Desert airport. 

Pop and Dorothy with his 95th birthday cake created 
by Penny Harker. 
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The Harker side of the family at Pop's 95th Birthday party.  Left to right standing:  Bud, his 
wife Charlotte, our son John Taylor Harker, Pop, Dorothy, Bud's son Larry, Harriet's son 
Craig, Rich's daughter Caroline, daughter Harriet (expecting Lori), her husband Roger, her 
daughter Carrie, Evelyn, me, Rich's wife Penny, Bud's daughter Carol (expecting Darren), 
and her husband Ron.  Kneeling is Rich and the two little girls are Harriet's daughter Lisa 
and Carol's daughter Devin. 
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Evelyn with our Ercoupe plane at the Palm Springs 
Airport. 
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Bill Harker giving his acceptance speech after being 
awarded the Chamber of Commerce Lifetime 
Achievement Award. 
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The Harker Clan gathering following Dorothy’s death.  Bud and me are in the 
front row.  He is at the right.  August 1998. 



2
8
0
 



281 



282 



284 

 

 
 

ABOUT THE AUTHOR 
 
 
 

 

W illiam Harker, better known as Bill and 
Dad to his family and many friends, is a 
retired aerospace executive who writes 

things now and then as a hobby and to keep his mind 
occupied.  Over the years he has written a number of 
technical articles for trade magazines, editorials and 
columns for newspapers as well as documentary 
television scripts.  He has also tried his hand at Cowboy 
Poetry with questionable results. 
 
 
 


	Binder1.pdf
	Harker00a
	Harker00b
	Harker00c
	Harker00d
	Harker00e
	Harker01
	Harker02
	Harker03
	Harker04
	Harker05
	Harker06
	Harker08
	Harker09
	Harker10
	Harker11
	Harker12
	Harker13
	Harker14
	Harker15
	Harker16
	Harker17
	Harker18
	Harker19
	Harker20

	Harker21a
	Harker21b
	Harker21c
	Harker21d
	Harker21e
	Harker22a
	Harker22b
	Harker22c
	Harker22d
	Harker22e
	Harker22f
	Harker22g
	Harker22h

