My Journey: An Autobiographical Book
Introduction
My journey, though unique to my personal experiences, mirrors the life stories of countless others. I have embraced the highs and lows that life presents, along with the successes and failures that accompany a life well-lived. This book aims to chronicle my journey and share a life experience that I hope will be both interesting and insightful to readers.
Chapter 1: Roots and Beginnings
I was born at Madison Avenue Hospital, in Manhattan New York, on February 3, 1955. My parents were both employees of Macy’s department store, but had come from very different backgrounds and cultures. 
My father was the youngest of three boys born to Greek immigrants who came to the United States in the early 1900’s. The family’s name, which had been Peristeras in Greece, was changed, at Ellis Island, to Perry when my grandparents and my father’s older two brothers first came to this country. 
My dad was born in Jacksonville, Florida in 1922, and his family soon migrated to New York City when he was still a very young boy. In 1928, my dad who was six years old at the time, traveled back to Greece with his family to visit the old country. My dad never really spoke about this trip, I’m not even sure if he even remembered it, but he always felt a strong connection to the country of Greece during the remainder of his life. 
When my dad was seven years old, his mother, Maria Evangeline Efthymiou, aka Mary Perry, died at the age of thirty-eight of spinal meningitis in Bellevue Hospital, New York City on March 8th 1930. She had been born on January 28, 1892 in Pyrgos, Arta, Ipeiros, Greece. My grandmother was buried in a pauper’s grave on land owned by the Greek Church. She is buried in an unmarked grave placed somewhere between a number of old and crumbing markers. My dad’s father, John Peristeria, aka John Perry, unable to care for the boys, placed all of them in an orphanage called the Gramm School. 
I don’t know too much about my grandparents, as my dad really never spoke of either of them. I’ve since learned my grandfather, John, was a machinist by trade, although it appears he did other odd jobs including work as a Valet. Historical records suggest that in 1918 he worked as a machinist at the Merrill Steven Shipbuilding company in Portland, Maine. My grandfather was supposedly born in Pireus, Greece in 1875.However, other records suggest he may have been born in either Argyrokastro or Spetses, Greece. I may never really know the truth about my grandfather and the life that he led. I have come to believe, however, that my grandfather remarried in July, 1942, at the age of sixty-seven, to a thirty-seven-year-old women named Marie Laurie, who was a laundress living in the Bronx, New York. I don’t believe my dad or his bothers attended the wedding because they were all serving in the War at that time, but I understand my grandfather may have died shortly after his second marriage. I have learned that my grandfather died at St. Vincent’s Hospital, New York City, on September 10, 1942, of coronary sclerosis and myocardial fibrosis. I’ve never been able to find out where he might be buried as the records of his death are incomplete. 
My dad’s oldest brother, Robert Perry (aka Nicolas Peristeras before coming to America) left the orphanage after a few years and joined the Army Air Corps before World War II started. Following a decorated term of service in the Army Air Corps during the War, in the 303rd Bombardment Group, in which Uncle Bob, then Captain Robert Perry, was recommended for the Congressional Medal of Honor and ultimately awarded the Silver Star for heroism, Uncle Bob went on to have a prosperous career in Glen Cove, Long Island, New York, as a father of two and a successful insurance agent. Uncle Bob died on October 13, 2004 and is buried in Long Island. 
As a result of Uncle Bob’s recognized heroism, he had the right to be buried at Arlington Cemetery with full military honors, and had expressed the desire to be buried in such a manner, to both his wife, Jean Perry, and my father. When Uncle Bob died, however, Aunt Jean refused to have him buried at Arlington, and instead chose a nearby cemetery in Long Island without military honors. My dad was furious, and did not attend his oldest brother’s funeral. It created a rift between the family well after both my dad and Aunt Jean had longed passed. 
My dad and his middle brother, Frank Perry (Jacob Peristeras before coming to America), stayed in the orphanage until they were both adopted by a Greek Orthodox priest by the last name of Horton-Billard. Reverand Frank (Peter) Horton-Billard was the secretary to the Archbishop Anthony Bashir of St. Nicholas Orthodox Cathedral in New York City. My step-grandfather was reportedly held in high esteem by the church as a biblical scholar and a well-respected clergyman. 
Reverand Horton-Billard had adopted two other boys named Oliver and Steward as well. One of my dad’s fondest memories, which he shared with me on more than one occasion, was when he was still an adolescent  and sent to go to the local bar to get buckets of beer while his step-father, Reverand Horton-Billard, and his middle brother Frank, and step-brothers Steward and Oliver would play cards outside at their home, on the porch, in Southold, Long Island, New York, during the hot summer months.
When he was old enough, Uncle Frank joined the Marine Corps and later, transferred to the Army Air Corps where he served as a flight instructor. Uncle Frank married Patricia Eileen Collins  in Corsicana, Texas, on June 2, 1942. Uncle Frank, then Lieutenant Frank Horton-Billard, Jr. died on February 28, 1943 as a flight instructor when the training flight he was conducting crashed near Del Valle Field, in Austin, Texas. The family evidently had no contact with his widow and my father never spoke of her. Honestly, I don’t know if my dad ever met Particia Collins as he was serving in the Pacific war during Frank’s marriage and his subsequent death. 
My dad’s step-brother, Uncle Olie eventually married my Aunt Ena and settled down in Temple City, California in the 1940’s. They had one daughter, Karen, who died in a car accident while she was still in High School. I never met Karen, but spent a considerable amount of time with my Uncle Olie and Aunt Ena when I was in my teens and living in Southern California. Uncle Olie had retired as a Colonial in the Army, and Aunt Ena worked as a skip-tracer. They hired me in the summers, during the early 1970’s, to do gardening at their home, and my first car when I turned sixteen years old, was a 1958 Lincoln Premier that had been a gift from Uncle Olie. The car had sat in his garage from more than a decade unused. It had old nylon cord tires that had a flat spot where the car had sat in one position for years. So when I first started driving the car, the tires would make a thumping noise as the flat spots would come into contact with the pavement. 
The Lincoln had power windows, power seats, and a power antenna. It was a powder blue four door which was one of the longest production models of the time, spanning over nineteen feet long. After taking out the rear seats and placing carpeting from the rear of the front seat to the end of the trunk, you could literally lay down and stretch your arms out over your head and not reach the rear of the trunk. The car was huge. My friends and I would take it to the drive in and only pay for the two people in the front seat, while three or four other passengers crawled into the truck to avoid detection. After a year or so, the ignition switch broke and I would start the car using a screw driver. Eventually, the engine gave out and the car died an unceremonious death in a local junk yard. 
I don’t know very much about my Uncle Steward. I recall when I was about six or seven years old, Uncle Steward came to visit us at our home, in Rochelle Park, New Jersey. I understood he was a school teacher at private schools, but didn’t stay at any one school very long. Instead, he apparently moved around quite a bit. I think Uncle Steward may have been gay as my parents didn’t seem to want him around the family, and they never spoke very fondly about him. Whether that meant that he was terminated from his positions at the private schools where he was teach because of his sexual persuasion, or for other more troubling reasons involving young boys, I’ll never know. To this date, I don’t know what ever became of Uncle Steward and I never heard about him again after his visit to our home in the early 1960’s. 
My dad played baseball as a young boy and had aspirations of becoming a professional baseball player. Before World War II he played on the New York Yankees’ farm team, but was told that he would never make it to the majors. So in 1940, he joined the Marine Corps, following in his middle brother, Frank’s footsteps. Although, unlike my Uncle Frank, dad’s reason for joining the Marine Corps was to play baseball on the Marine Corps’ team. In those days, the Marine Corps had a traveling team that played minor league civilian baseball teams all over the country. The Marine Corps team at that time was stationed at the Naval Prison in Portsmouth, New Hampshire. 
The Marine Corps had made all of the baseball players prison guards so that they could play baseball during their spare time. Not so coincidentally, the team’s baseball jersey’s fashioned cross skeleton keys on the back as a homage to their military occupational specialties. 
When World War II started by the bombing of Pearl Harbor on December 7, 1941, the Marine Corps’ baseball team was disbanded and my dad was sent to the Pacific to fight the Japanese. My dad served honorably during the war and participated in several of the island-hopping campaigns in the Pacific. He was awarded the Purple Heart after shrapnel from friendly naval gun fire hit near his position causing small pieces of metal to pierce his chest. In his eighties he still tiny pieces of shrapnel working their way out of his chest after more than sixty years.
My dad once told me a story about how he was leading a squad of men on one of the islands looking for Japanese patrols. His squad decided to bed down for the night along a trail. As his men slept, a Japanese patrol moved through their position. Thinking my dad and the other Marines were all dead, they stopped, started a small fire and ate while the Marines pretended to be dead for over an hour. It was one of the few stories my dad ever told me about the war, but I never forgot it. 
Towards the end of World War II the Marines split forces. Half were headed to invade Japan, while the other half, including my dad, went to China to liberate the Chinese people. Because my dad had been a prison guard at Portsmouth Navel Prison, he was assigned to duties to set up the first prisoner of war camp for the Japanese in Tsingtao, China. My dad didn’t tell me much about his time in China except to say the best beer he had ever drank was from Tsingtao. When I was old enough to buy liquor, for my dad’s birthday I bought him a six pack of beer from around the world, only because one of the bottles was Tsingtao beer. It was probably one of best birthday gifts I had ever given him. Later, Tsingtao started importing their beer to the United States and you could buy an entire six pack of Tsingtao beer, but before it was popular and became mainstream, the only way to get it was mixed-in with other beers from around the world in a variety six pack.
After the war ended, my dad returned to New York City and attended the New York Police Academy with Popeye Doyle (from the movie “The French Connection). For reasons that were never clear to me, my dad decided to leave the New York Police Department and became a store detective at Macy’s. It was there that he met my mother in what may only be described as an unusual, and arguably creepy, “meet cute.” 
My mother had been a professional model and worked as a buyer in the women’s wear department at Macys. As there had been several thefts in women’s wear, the security department, including my dad, set up a surveillance for a couple of weeks in the women’s dressing rooms to see if women customers and/or employees were stealing new clothes by putting them on under their street clothes. After about two weeks security caught the employee who was stealing the clothes.
Once the surveillance was over, my dad felt free to share with my mother, who he met in an elevator, that he thought my mother “had a great pair of legs” because he had been watching her in the dressing room for weeks. Needless to say, my mother did not react well to this unusual pick-up line. After setting the stage for what must have been a very awkward first meeting, my dad asked my mother out on a date. In response, my mother told my dad, who had put on some weight after the war, she “did not date fat men.”  My dad was so humiliated by my mother’s rebuke that he went on a crash diet losing so much weight in such a short time that he ended up in the hospital. 
From his hospital bed, my dad called my mom and told her he was in the hospital and it was all her fault for having rejected him so harshly. So, because my mother felt sorry for him she agreed to go out on a date. 
During their first date, my dad revealed that he was in the process of getting a divorce from his first marriage, a women called Dottie, which lasted only a few years. During my dad’s marriage to Dottie, they had adopted a baby girl named Cindy because they were unable to have a child of their own. Dottie had told my dad that they were unable to have children because my dad was infertile, and without checking the veracity of that claim, he believed her. Relying on this story, my mother decided to sleep with my dad. To hear her explain that decision, she said she felt sorry for him and “wanted to show him a good time.”  As no good deed goes unpunished, my mother became pregnant with me and her modeling career was put on hold for several years thereafter. 
I had always been told my parents married in June of 1954, seven months before my birth. But after they passed, while I was digging through the records, I learned that I was born out of wedlock and my parents did not marry until June 1955 because my dad’s divorce was still not final until then. My parents kept this little secret from me for over sixty years until after they had both passed. 
Although my mom quit Macy’s after she gave birth to me, my dad continued to work at Macy’s for several more years until I was six or seven years old. I can recall that on Thanksgivings, we would have to wait to eat our meal until late in the afternoon as dad was in charge of security for the Macy’s Day Parade. Uncle Bob and Aunt Jean, along with my two cousins, Beverly and Glen, would typically join us for Thanksgiving at our home in Rochelle Park, New Jersey. My cousin Beverly eventually married and became a school teacher, but tragically died when she was in her early thirties from brain cancer. My cousin Glen became a commercial pilot flying transport planes for Delta Airlines. The last time I saw and spoke with Glen was when I was still in High School. Uncle Bob and Glen came to California for a visit. Glen was a few years younger than me and had a bit of a milk-toast type personality. After Uncle Bob passed, my efforts to communicate with Aunt Jean and Glen were ignored because of the rift created between my dad and Jean over Uncle Bob’s burial. To this day, Glen still refuses to communicate with me and my sister, despite several attempts. 
This is probably a good time to talk about my mother and her side of the family. My grandmother, Carmen Fortuno Aponte de Fosse, was one of twelve children (6 boys and six girls) born into the richest family in Puerto Rico, the Fortuno family. My grandmother was born in Juncos, Puerto Rico on March 30, 1901,  In those days, it was very common in Spanish culture to revere the boys and consider girls nothing more than mere chattel. This meant the boys were all sent to the University in Spain, given all the family wealth, and expected to be successful, while the women were all expected to marry well. 
My grandmother married Honorio Fosse y Rivera, my grandfather. He was born on April 21, 1900 in Utuado, Puerto Rico. He became a successful attorney, judge and the mayor of Juncos, where my grandmother and mother were both born. While they were married, my grandmother had a second child, my uncle, Alex Fosse. 
Shortly after Uncle Al was born, my grandfather committed suicide. My mother was approximately six or seven years old at the time. I later learned after both my grandmother and mother had passed, that Alex was not my grandfather’s child and that my grandmother had had an extramarital affair during their marriage which produced Alex. I strongly suspect my grandmother’s infidelity was the reason for my grandfather taking his own life. 
When my grandfather committed suicide, my grandmother went back to her family looking for help. Her pleas for help, however, were soundly rebuffed and my grandmother was forced to move out of Puerto Rico to New York City to get help from some of her sisters who had already left Puerto Rico years earlier. 
My grandmother supported herself by working as a nurse’s assistant. This meant long hours with little pay and no one to watch her children. My mother would tell me that she had been shuttled around to over fifty different places before she was old enough to go off on her own. Coincidentally, one of the places my mother went to briefly was the Gramm School where my dad was orphaned at the same time. My mom and dad said they never recalled meeting each other at the orphanage but they were there, briefly, at the same time.
My grandmother was the only grandparent I ever knew. She treated mother, much like she had been treated by her family. She put my Uncle Al on a pedestal while my mother was treated more like chattel. Afterall, that was the Spanish culture at the time. I never liked my grandmother because of this and spend as little time as I could with her. 
When my mother was old enough, she moved away from my grandmother and her half-brother, Alex, and began a career as a professional model. She lived the glamorous, adventurous life working as a cigarette girl at the Copa Cabana, and dated celebrities like Eric Fleming (Mr. Favor on the TV Series Raw Hide) with whom my mother was briefly engaged. She also shared with me that both she and my Uncle Al, had done some professional dancing and would attend different dance schools to perfect their craft. There my mom met and danced with Marlon Brando, who use to play the congas for her while she danced. Marlon Brando had evidently asked my mother out on a date and she refused because she did not like his personality. My mother also appeared on the cover of “Hello” a regional magazine in August 1944, and later in life appeared in several TV commercials. After I was born, she worked at the Patricia Stephen Modeling School teaching makeup to young aspiring models. 
Later in life, when I was in high school, my mom got worked a few different jobs to help support the family. For a brief time, she worked as a server at a senior’s facility where she hated the work. It involved long hours and humiliating treatment by some of the residents. Thereafter, my mom started working for a company in Pasadena, California called Digitran. She worked in the paint department, painting small pieces that were parts of military aircraft. She eventually retired from Digitran after working there for over five years. 
My Uncle Al also went into show business. He became a professional dancer and married another dancer, my Aunt Bobbie. They traveled all over the country doing shows, and my Aunt Bobbie even appears in the movie Easter Parade and dances with Fred Astair. After their show business career ended, my Uncle Al went into the textile business and became an importer of textiles from Asia. They had one child, my cousin Stephen, who grew up feeling unloved and spent a good part of his youth in and out of trouble. It broke my mother’s heart to see how my Uncle Al and Aunt Bobbie treated my cousin Stephen. I understand my mother stayed in touch with Stephen well into her eighties, but when she passed at the age of ninety-four I could not find any information about Stephen among her possessions. So I have no idea what ever became of my cousin Stephen or where he is today.
In the early 1950’s, as I mentioned earlier, my mother landed the job working for Macy’s as a model and buyer in the women’s wear department. After I was born, she gave up her job at Macy’s and settled down for several years to raise a family. My sister Suzanne Mary Horton-Billard (aka Sue Singh) was born on October 11, 1957, and my parents were forced to move out of New York into a larger apartment. During Sue’s birth, the obstetrician used forceps to help facilitate Sue’s birth, and our parents later learned, when Sue was three years old, that it had caused her to become epileptic. As my parents were not litigious and not particularly well informed, they never sued the doctor for what was arguably malpractice in handling Sue’s birth.
Shortly before Sue was born, we moved to a second story apartment, housed within one of several buildings which made up the apartment complex in the City of Inglewood, New Jersey. There must have been at least sixty different apartments wrapped all around a cul-de-sac. Even now, I still have some vague recollections of living there. My mother used to tell me, on more than one occasion, how all the parents in the community would call me “Mighty Mouse” because at the ages of 3 and 4, I knew the license plate numbers as well as the make and models of every other kids’ parents’ cars. Because I was so observant at such a young age, the neighborhood parents would often come up to me if they couldn’t find their children and ask me where their children had gone. Apparently, I was typically able to tell the parent exactly where they could find their children. 
After a couple of years, we moved again to Rochelle Park, New Jersey. My dad eventually left Macy’s in New York City, while we were still living there, and accepted a new job in New Jersey as the Director of Security for the Parmas Mall. It was in Rochelle Park, that I started attended kindergarten and my most vivid memories of childhood were formed. 
Chapter 2: Childhood Memories
We lived in Rochelle Park until I had completed the sixth grade at Middleton Elementary School. Some of my fondest and most vivid memories are having grown up on 52 Chestnut Street. It was our first home, which I understand my Uncle Bob helped my parents to purchase by loaning them the money for their down payment. Two houses down from ours, the Middleton Elementary School principal lived. His daughter, Nadine, was my age and we became friends with all of the other neighborhood kids. My friendship with Nadine helped me to avoid discipline in what might have otherwise turned out to be a difficult situation at school when I was in the third grade. 
I recall a fifth grader, and his friend, would terrorize all the kids at school and take their lunch money. One day, this bully tried to take my lunch money in front of a bunch of other kids on the school play yard. I refused and a fight ensued. I was small for my age, but never backed down from a fight. I hit the bully in the nose and his nose began bleeding. The fight was over almost as quickly as it started when a teacher intervened. The teacher directed both me and the bully to the principal’s office. I was literally carried off the school’s play yard on the shoulders of grateful students and taken to the principal’s office. I’m sure my friendship with Nadine helped me avoid discipline and I was somewhat of a hero on campus for months thereafter. 
Weeks later the bully and his friend confronted me again while I was with my mother shopping for school clothes at the local mall. At first, the boys did not notice my mom was with me and attempted to confront me about the incident that had taken place on the school yard weeks earlier. When my mother realized what was happening, she quickly interceded and what may have become a second physical altercation was avoided. As my Puerto Rican mother was never shy about expressing herself, the boys got quite a tongue lashing. I never had any more trouble from the bully and his friend again after that incident. 
There were, however, other occasions in elementary  school when I did not get off so lightly. In those days paddling students was commonplace. I can recall in the fifth grade I had a teacher, Mr. Balius. He had the sadistic practice of making students stand next to the heaters until their bottoms were nice and toasty and then meeting out punishment with a paddle. Heating up our bottoms before a paddling made them more sensitive to getting hit and made the experience even more severe than was otherwise typical. Our vice-principal had a paddle collection on his wall with a variety of different paddles. A student could choose what type of paddle they wanted the vice principal to use on them. I recall a number of my friends and I would debate what was worse, whether to select a paddle with holes, which we theorized created less wind resistance and made the paddle strike you faster and harder, or a two-handed paddle which we thought made it slower but more forceful. In truth, it hurt like Hell no matter which type of paddle we chose. 
I also had my first girlfriend when we lived in Rochelle Park. Her name was Debbie Hook. We were an “item” from when we first met in kindergarten until I moved from Rochelle Park at the end of sixth grade. I recall Debbie and I played the leads in a school play together when we were in the first grade, and we were once caught kissing in my bedroom closet when we were only six years old. 
Like most kids my age, I played baseball for years while growing up. My dad was the President of the Police Athletics’ League (PAL), and so I was placed on winning teams and played the second base, and short-stop positions for years. Because of my dad’s experience as a semi-professional baseball player, I got to spend some quality time with my dad practicing baseball whenever he was around. But because he worked long hours and also served in the army’s military reserves, such quality time was not very often while I was growing up.
I also took music lessons, learning to play the guitar, starting from age six until I was eleven or twelve. My music lessons were at the Johnny Bellows’ music school in Rochelle Park just blocks from my home. Johnny Bellows was a famous musician who played on television in the band featured on a show called Hoola Boola. It was a children’s variety show that featured music, dance and other entertaining segments. When I was in the fourth grade, I played with a band called the “Flames.”  We had business cards and would play at kids’ birthday parties. 
My band was made up of myself, as lead guitarist, and my friends: Marty Herstein on drums and lead vocalist; Brad Hazeley on bass guitar; and a saxophonist whose name was Jeffrey. In those days, the Beatles were the most popular band, so we played several different Beatles songs when we performed. We became so successful that Johnny Bellows invited us to play on the television show Hoola Boola. Months before we were scheduled to appear, however, Marty Herstein moved out of the area and our band broke up. So we never got to make the television appearance and I stopped playing guitar a few years thereafter. 
There were also some very difficult times I can recall when we lived in Rochelle Park. My parents were very poor, barely able to make ends meet. When the Cuban Missile Crisis happened in late 1962, my dad’s army reserve unit was activated and he was stationed at Fort Gordon, in Georgia. Because he was not receiving his usual pay as the Director of Security at the Parmas Mall, we almost lost our house. In what my mom would later describe as divine intervention; we moved down to Georgia for several months to stay with my dad to take advantage of military housing and discount food on the base.
It was in Georgia that I first witnessed racial discrimination. In those days, the idea of “separate but equal” was prevalent and I can vividly recall drinking from a water fountain only to have an old man tap me on the shoulder to tell me that water was for the “coloreds.” I actually witnessed the Ku Klux Klan march in full regalia to the cheers of local white folks. These are images that I have never forgotten and still find disturbing many years later.
As my family was so poor, my first-grade teacher, Ms. Cole, offered to adopt me to help take some of the financial pressures off my parents. Our family’s financial pressures were due, in part, to my sister’s medical problems which resulted in expensive medical treatments to address her epilepsy. My poor sister was in and out of hospitals all the time being evaluated, examined and medicated. It broke my heart to see the challenges she faced trying to deal with her condition and the stress it put on my parents relationship and finances. It was this experience that caused me, in part, to try to excel in life so that my parents had something for which they might be grateful.
Our poor financial condition also caused my mother to beg the local newspaper to make me a paper-boy when I was only seven years old. I recall our next-door neighbor’s son had quit his job as the local paper carrier when he was in his mid-teens. As soon as my mother heard there was an opening at the newspaper, she pleaded with them to give her seven-year-old son the job. Reluctantly, the newspaper agreed and for years thereafter I got up at four o’clock each morning to receive the newspapers, fold them for delivery, and ride my bicycle through the neighborhood delivering newspapers. Once a month I would collect from the customers to pay for their subscriptions and send the money I collected back to the newspaper. My mom would help with the financial aspects of this job (i.e., counting the money and sending it to the newspaper). Some of my customers were very kind and gave me a tip every month, while others would cancel their subscriptions just before the Christmas holiday so they didn’t have to give me a tip for Christmas. I kept that job for years and finally quit when we were preparing to move to Cleveland, Ohio in 1967. It was my first insight into the business world, and I learned some valuable lessons from the experience. 
Another job I held for a year or so involved a local pizzeria that was between my house and my elementary school. One or two times a week, the owner would allow me to fold pizza boxes and stack them in the store in exchange for free pizzas that I could bring home to the family. I was only ten years old at the time, but was proud I was able to help contribute to our family and literally put some food on the table. 
It was also in Rochelle Park that I had my first swimming lessons. My first swimming lesson was when I was five years old and sent to summer camp.  The name of the camp was Camp Scuffy.  My first year there I was awarded the Overall Best Camper trophy out of over two hundred kids who attended the camp.  I continued to go there for a few different summers and when Sue was old enough she also began going there too. Over the years, I became a proficient swimmer and it eventually resulted in some noteworthy swimming accomplishments up through and including college. 
One of my most vivid memories was when President Kennedy was assassinated in 1963. I was in the third grade at the time, walking home from school when I heard some kids behind me saying the President had been shot. I rushed home to find my mother crying in front of the television. I spent the entire weekend watching the news coverage and was actually watching the television at the moment Jack Ruby shot and killed Lee Harvey Oswald. It is a moment that is engraved in my mind and I will remember it until the day I die. 
Another memory from Rochelle Park is when my Dad left the Parmas Mall as Director of Security and took a job in Hackensack, New Jersey as the Director of Security for a department store called Kresky’s. There my dad met a new vocal group that was coming to promote the store going by the name Simon and Garfunkel. I recall my dad telling me that he like Art Garfunkel. My dad thought he was a nice guy. But my dad was not fond of Paul Simon who my dad said was pushy and not particularly friendly. My dad brought me autographs from the two artists, who at the time were virtual unknowns, and I lost the autographs within days thereafter. I can only imagine what those autographs might be worth today. 
My dad’s job in Hackensack also resulted in my first bus ride away from home by myself. I was nine years old at the time, and while I was a bit anxious about traveling by myself on a public bus. Even though the distance was only about four miles, the first time felt like quite an adventure and turned out to be a liberating experience that gave me confidence for future unsupervised trips alone.
Another first for me was being the first child in U.S. history to participate in a civil defense exercise involving a group of people who stayed in a bomb shelter for three full days simulating a nuclear attack. My dad had been attending Rutgers University to learn emergency management and this civil defense exercise was part of his training. I spent all three days in the bomb shelter with approximately forty adults pretending we had survived a nuclear attack from Russia. Following the exercise, I was featured in the newspapers for my participation in the exercise. 
Perhaps one of the more troubling memories from my early years was an event that took place in Rochelle Park when I was about seven or eight years old. I recall my mom putting my sister Sue and me in the back seat of her car and driving to an alley behind a local grocery store. Once we got there, my mom got out of the car and walked over to another car where my dad was with another women. I don’t recall much about the incident, but it was the first time I became aware that my dad was not the most faithful of husbands. 
In fact, as I got older I became aware of several incidents where my dad cheated on my mother. He continued to do so well into his eighties and nineties. That said, I never questioned that both my parents loved each other and that my dad was completely committed to my mother and his marriage. It was just that he always needed to have relations with other women too because he felt my mother, who was not the warmest most affectionate women, wasn’t meeting all of his needs. My mother seemed to understand this and let him have his dalliances as long as they did not directly affect her. I suppose it was an accommodation to preserve the marriage and it seemed to work for both of them. 
Chapter 3: Coming of Age
In 1966 my dad landed the job of a lifetime in Cleveland, Ohio with a company called Cook United. The company had hundreds of different stores strewn throughout the middle of the country, from grocery stores called Pick n Save, Kensington and Cleveland to a hardware store chain called Uncle Bill’s hardware. Cook United even had two separate processing facilities where they produced ice cream and potato chips. 
I started the seventh grade there at Garfield Heights Junior High School. My dad was now making more money than he had ever made before, and we were able to move into a new home in a new development in Garfield Heights. Our new home was beautiful and my mother decorated the place in a Spanish theme with posters of bullfighters and expensive furnishings that made us all feel special. 
Our new home was located at 8478 Band Drive, which was situated on a street with a huge incline. In the summer the street was perfect for racing go-carts downhill, and in the winter, it was perfect for sledding. At the bottom of the street there was some vacant lots where new home construction had not yet been started and there was plenty of wood around to build go-carts and forts with my friends. The problem with living on a street with a steep incline in Cleveland during the winter was snow drifts. Our double wide driveway would sometimes get snow drifts higher than six or seven feet. Every morning I would have to get up to shovel the driveway so that my dad could drive to work. My life became much easier, however, when my dad decided to purchase a snow blower and he let me use it to clear the driveway. 
The new development was right next to an Italian neighborhood, so my friends at the time were kids like Kenny Teranova and Johnny Capadona. Kenny was my best friend and I am confident his dad, Vicent Terranova, was a hit man for the mafia. Vince was a huge man who weighed more than three hundred pounds. Although he was ostensibly a construction worker, I don’t recall ever seeing Vince leave for work during normal working hours or do any type of construction-oriented work around the house. Vince would sit on the stoop of his home almost every day and would often help the neighborhood kids play games like flag football in the street by acting as the quarterback for both teams; or stick ball by acting as the pitcher. 
Once I recall Kenny and I were caught by the police stealing wood from a construction site in the neighborhood to build a go-cart. Because my parents were not home, the police took Kenny and I to Kenny’s house. Vince persuade to cops to let us go and that it wasn’t a big deal. He then hit Kenny in the back of the head and chastised him for getting caught. I’ll never forget Vince telling Kenny if he wanted a go-cart all he had to do was ask. Vince then took us to a go-cart store and bought Kenny a motorized go-cart so we didn’t have to steal wood to build one. 
Vince was quite a character. He had an old purple Dodge Dart where the back of the front driver’s seat was broken and missing because Vince was so heavy. Vince never had it fixed because the driver’s seat being broken gave him more room to fit into the car. 
One of my fondest memories of Kenny and his family was when they took me to a large Italian wedding. It was almost identical to the wedding scenes in the Godfather. There were wise guys all over and the food and entertainment were extraordinary. Kenny and his family also took me to a Catholic street faire in downtown Cleveland where there were rides, food and carnival game booths. Some of my most memorable social events in Cleveland were with Kenny and his family. 
On Sundays, my family would travel to downtown Cleveland to attend services at the Episcopal Cathedral. Although my dad had been raised as a Greek Orthodox, and my mom as a Catholic, they compromised and became Episcopalians and so my sister and me were raised in the Episcopal Church.  During those years, I served as an altar boy for the Arch Bishop of the Cleveland Episcopal Cathedral.  And while I have always regarded myself as spiritual, I never really bought into organized religion and frequently questioned the hypocrisy between the church’s teachings and their policies.   
While we lived in Cleveland, I was also very active in sports. Kenny and I both played on the Garfield Height Junior High’s football team. I played the positions of full back and middle linebacker, even though I was one of the smallest kids on the team. I was a fierce competitor and loved to make contact with other players. I also participated on the school’s track team as a pole-vaulter. I actually achieved a pole-vaulting jump that was thirteen-feet and six inches which resulted in second place in the league championship. The first-place pole-vaulter was a kid name Rocky, who was also on my track team. Rockey achieved a fourteen-foot six inch pole-vault to win the championship that year.
As an athlete, I was one of the popular kids. My girlfriend in those days was a pretty cheerleader named Debbie Smarzley. Debbie was an attractive, petite blond with whom I dated for a couple of years. It was with Debbie that I first tried to ice skate. I was never really very good at ice skating, but I enjoyed spending the time with Debbie and her girlfriends at the skating rink. 
I also swam regularly at the Cleveland YMCA and swam competitively. It was at the YMCA where I became Red Cross certified as a lifeguard and a Water Safety Instructor at the age of fourteen. I also took some diving lesson’s from the state’s diving champion, but preferred swimming to diving. Some of my most favorite YMCA activities were to travel to Canada during the summers, for three consecutive years, to Lake Temagami where I would participate in three to four-week camping and canoeing trips. 
I became such a proficient canoer that I was invited to participate in an attempt to break the YMCA record by traversing more miles in a canoe over a two-week period than had ever been accomplished before. I’ll never forget that trip. We spent one night in a place called Sturgeon Falls where there were there so many mosquitoes that we placed a twelve-inch candle on a table and left it lite overnight. By the next morning there was a stack of dead mosquitoes at least nine inches high and twelve inches around, surrounding the base of what was left of the candle. We also traversed several fast water rapids during this trip. 
As I was the more experienced canoer I was positioned at the back of the canoe. The kid with whom the YMCA had teamed me up, unbeknownst to me, had never shot rapids before in a canoe. As you might know, the role of the person in the front of a canoe when shooting rapids is to lean forward and place the paddle in front of the canoe to help move the canoe around rocks that might damage the front or underside of the canoe. 
On this particular trip, as we were beginning to shoot the rapids, the kid in front was not leaning forward so I yelled at him to “move up” thinking he knew what to do. Instead, the kid misunderstood and thought I was telling him to jump out of the canoe, which he promptly did to my chagrin. I ended up shooting a one and half mile set of rapids with the canoe front pointed straight up in the air and effectively unable to see what was ahead. Fortunately in the end, the canoe, me and the kid who jumped out were all okay. But we did have to wait about an hour or so for the kid to walk down alongside of the rapids where I was waiting to pick him up so we could continue the trip.
While dad worked for Cook United’s security department, he arrested Hall of Fame baseball pitcher Bob Feller for kiting bad checks to several of the company’s stores. I recall my dad told me that the MLB pled with him to drop the charges and allow them to pay back the company for all the bad checks in order to preserve Bob Feller’s image. Because dad was and always had been a big fan of baseball, he agreed to drop the charges and the MLB paid the company back for all of the bad checks Bob Feller had cashed at their stores. 
Because Cook United was a large multi-state corporation with considerable influence in the State of Ohio, my dad became actively involved with the Ohio Legislature and helped to craft some of the most stringent shoplifting laws in the State’s history. It was something my dad was always proud to say he had accomplished.
While my time in Cleveland was wonderful, the experience was short lived. My dad lost his job with Cook United, due to what I was told was a financial downsizing, and we ended up moving out of Cleveland to Alhambra, California in 1970. The family had chosen California because it was where my grandmother, Carmen Fosse, had relocated after moving away from the projects in New York City. It was a tough move for all of us. Money was very tight and my dad was doing anything he could to keep food on the table.
Relocating to Alhambra, California meant leaving my friends in Cleveland and restarting again, just like I did when we had moved from Rochelle Park to Cleveland. I was starting the tenth grade and all the other kids had grown up together and so making new friends was a slow go. 
Our first residence in California was a two story, three-bedroom apartment about two blocks from Alhambra High School on Sixth Street just between Commonwealth and Main streets. A few doors down, was the Hazelwood family. Mr. Hazelwood worked at the Los Angeles Times as a machinist and Mrs. Hazelwood was a stay-at-home mom. They had three children, Eric, Andra and Janette. Eric was two years older than me, and Andra was a year older. Both Eric and Andra were swimmers and we became friends quickly. It was because of them; I joined the El Monte Aquatics team and began swimming competitively again. I was fifteen years old at the time and did not yet drive, so Eric would drive Andra and I to practices. 
Eric was a gifted mechanic and I would often go to his house to help him work on his 1955 Mainline Ford. But, there was another reason I spent a lot of time with the Hazelwood’s. It was Andra. I was attracted to her instantly, and she became my girlfriend until she graduated from high school and left to begin attending college. 
We only lived in the apartment for a year or so. During that time, dad was working as a Shopper. His job required that he go to different businesses and pretend to be a customer. Some of those business included such things as Winchell’s donuts and other food vendors. When he would buy perishable foods, he got to bring them home so we ate a lot of donuts in those days. If he caught an employee stealing money out of the cash register, his job included going back to the store with the company’s management and interrogating the dishonest employee and reporting the incidents to the police. Some of the places my dad had to go included bars where he was required to purchase at least two drinks at each bar. He quickly learned how to pour out the drinks on the floor without anyone noticing, so that he could go to several different bars in an evening without getting intoxicated. One of the locations where dad was a Shopper include the Olympic sports venue in downtown Los Angeles. He would take me with him to watch fights and to help him buy food at the concessions. 
While dad was working as a Shopper, our family finances were very tight. Fortunately, he soon found a job as Director of Security for the Shopping Bag grocery store chain. They had their main office in San Gabriel, California which was the town next to Alhambra thereby making for an easy ten-minute commute. Because this job meant more money, we were able to move out of the apartment into a small Spanish style stucco home at 1637 Fremont Avenue, in Alhambra. 
Our new home was on a very busy thoroughfare, Fremont Avenue, and straddled the border with East Los Angeles. So many of the kids with whom I became friends, were Mexican gang members who lived in the tough East L.A. community. Between my friends from high school and my friends from the neighborhood of East L.A. I hung around with a pretty eclectic group of people during my high school years. 
After we moved to the house on Fremont Avenue, I got a job working as a night manager at a local Taco Bell. One night when I was sixteen, I was cleaning up preparing to close up the store for the night. A beautiful red-headed girl, who was a couple of years older than me, named Christy Gates, worked with me that night. She had just clocked out and was sitting on the outside counter of the Taco Bell, facing away from the interior of store, while waiting for her ride to get her. All of a sudden, I felt a gun in my back and saw a man wearing a mask directly behind me. He directed me over to the cash register, next to where Christy was seated, and told me he wanted all the money. When I turned back to him and asked if he wanted the money in a bag, Christy did not turn around, but laughed as if I was kidding around with her. The robber nodded yes, and then directed me to lay face down on the floor after I gave him the money so that he could escape out the back door of the store. Christy was shocked when she looked behind her and saw me lying on the floor face down. While the police responded within a few minutes after I called them, the robber got away.
A few months later, I was telling some employees at the Taco Bell how easy it would be to steal money from the store. I never intended to do so, but was merely raising the issue about how lax the security standards were at the store. The owner of the company got word about my conversation and mistakenly accused me of actually stealing money from the store and fired me on the spot. I was so embarrassed and scared of what my dad would do if he thought I had stolen from the store, with Christy’s help and another older employee named Rick, I ran away from home and set up a campsite in a mountain cave in the Glendora foothills. Only Rick knew where I was and he had promised to not tell anyone. My plan was to live in the cave for a few months until I was old enough to join the Marine Corps. Rick had also promised to bring me food and water until I was ready to move out of the cave. Well that plan did not work out well. The next morning, Rick showed my dad where I was and my dad talked me out of the cave. After I explained to dad what had happened he took me back to the Taco Bell to confront the owner. The owner ended up giving me my job back. But I didn’t stay there much longer after that incident, and ended up taking a job as a box boy and stocking clerk at the local Shopping Bag grocery store, thanks to my dad getting me the job which paid much better because I was a member of the union.
While working at the Shopping Bag, I befriended another stocking clerk who was a couple of years older than me named Stan. Stan was dating a Mexican girl named Loretta who worked in the beauty saloon that was right next to the grocery store. When Stan and Loretta decided to get married, I was invited to be one of Stan’s ushers at the wedding. I rented a pale blue tuxedo with tails (which Stan had picked out for his ushers), and was told that a low-rider car gang would be transporting the wedding party from the church to the hall where the reception was being held. 
So after the church service, one of the bridesmaids and me got into the back of a tricked out, two door Chevy Impala that was fully customized, including a hydraulic suspension system and a skid plate covering the rear bottom of the car. As we were driving to the reception hall, we came across another low-rider car from a rival gang and our driver felt compelled to show-off, which was customary in East L.A. when rival car gangs confronted each other on the road. All of a sudden I found myself bouncing up and down with the bridesmaid in the back of the car with me and, but for our seat belts, we would have surely hit our heads on the roof of the car. I saw sparks flying from behind the car as the skid plate scrapped across the asphalt street. As I looked at the other cars in the wedding party, they were all doing the same thing. It was a special moment unique to the East L.A. culture. 
Towards the end of my senior year in high school, Dad left his job at Shopping Bag, and accepted a position as the Director of Security for Smart and Final, a large food chain based out of Vernon, California. During the summer between my freshman and sophomore year at Whittier College, the warehousemen at Smart and Final went on strike. My father asked me and my friend Paul Phillips to work as warehousemen during the strike. Our responsibilities on the night shift included driving through the warehouse, loading merchandise onto pallets, and transporting the loaded pallets to the trucks for delivery. The money was great, and while the union members on strike left Paul and I alone because they knew my dad was the director of security, it was a terribly uncomfortable feeling crossing the picket lines. 
After the strike was over, Smart and Final kept Paul and I on and we continued to work alongside of the union workers who had returned to work. At first, it was terribly awkward, but that passed after a week or two, and we befriended a guy who went by the name “Slim.”  Slim was an ex-felon who had ridden with a motorcycle gang for years. Because we all worked during the graveyard shift, Slim would take Paul and I to his place after our shift was over and make us breakfast, or we would go grab breakfast at a local restaurant. Then Paul would come to my parents house on Fremont Avenue and we would both crash there until it was time to go to work again. Paul had difficulty keeping up with the order count, which was over a one hundred pieces loaded onto pallets per hour, and did not make it through the summer. I stayed on through the summer, but when school started again, I needed to get a job that was more conducive with going to college. So dad made me a security guard at Smart and Final on the weekends. 
The warehouse was closed on Saturdays and Sundays, and the guard shifts were 12 hours on and 12 hours off. It was a good time to get caught up on school work, but it got terribly lonely and boring sitting in a guard shack for 12-hour shifts. So any time something would happen, like a visitor checking in, or a truck driver coming to pick up a truck, it was a welcomed break from the monotony. 
On one Saturday, I was treated to a surreal event that truly broke up the monotony of sitting in the guard shack alone for hours. I watched a cow, which had escaped from the nearby Jimmie Dean slaughterhouse, running down the street. Along side of the cow, was a Los Angeles County Sheriff’s car, with the Deputy in the passenger’s seat pointing his gun at the cow as they ran past my guard shack. All of a sudden, I saw the Deputy unload his weapon into the side of the cow, and watched it’s front legs collapse under its body as it slid down the street from the momentum of having been running at a full gallop. A half hour or so later, I saw a tow truck come to pick up the dead cow’s carcass and haul it off, presumably back to the Jimmie Dean facility. It was truly a remarkable break in the boredom and as sad as it was to see the cow killed, it was certainly an exciting and memorable experience. 
After a few years with Smart and Final, Dad got another job as the Director of Security for the Park La Brea Towers in Los Angeles. He also moonlighted as a security consultant and helped to design the security for the J. Paul Getty Museum in West Los Angeles when it was being constructed. 
In February 1973, as soon as I turned eighteen years old, I moved out of my parents’ house and got my first apartment in Rosemead, California. My roommate was a kid I’d met through some mutual friends. His name was Joe. Joe was a high school drop-out who worked as a shipping clerk for a nearby Montgomery Wards. He was an easy-going guy who was morally compromised and would, from time to time, show up at our apartment with merchandise he had stolen from his workplace. We had a brand new quadra-sonic sound system courtesy of Montgomery Wards that Joe loved to play loudly while he was getting stoned. 
Needless to say, being a high school senior with my own apartment meant frequent parties and a non-stop stream of high school aged visitors. Our apartment manager hated us and I was always concerned we were just one more warning short of an eviction. 
Several of the visitors to our apartment were Joe’s friends who, like Joe, were not particularly upstanding members of the community. One Friday evening my roommate and I threw a big party which started to get completely out of hand. We must have had at least fifty to sixty people crammed into a two-bedroom apartment. I became so disgusted with the situation; I left the party and started hitchhiking. At the time, I had no idea where I was headed, but knew I just needed to get away. 
While hitchhiking on the road, headed East, I came across another hitchhiker who was heading to Texas. His name was Bob. So Bob and me joined up and started catching rides together from various kind-minded motorists. I recall one of the people who picked us up was a middle-aged women who had been driving home under the influence. She stopped on the side of the road and asked Bob and me to help drive her home, which coincidentally was going in our direction for a good twenty to thirty miles. When we dropped her off at home, we got lucky and picked up another ride from a long-haul truck driver who took us as far as El Paso, Texas. 
It was in El Paso, Texas, after being on the road for a two days, I decided to head back to Rosemead, California. So I said good bye to Bob and wished him well. As I started to stick my hand out to signal a car headed West to give me a ride, Bob reached out and handed me a harmonica. He made me promise to hold on to the harmonica until I met another hitchhiker who was worthy of the gift and then pass it along. When I got back to California, I put the harmonica in my car’s glovebox where it stayed for a couple of years. One day, probably two or three years later, I picked up a hitchhiker and gave him a ride. He seemed like a good guy and so I told him the story about the harmonica and the promise I had made to Bob. I reached into my glovebox and handed the hitchhiker the harmonica and made him promise to pass it along to another hitchhiker who seemed like a good guy. I sometimes wonder what ever became of that harmonica and how many hitchhikers’ hands it has passed through over the years. 
While attending Alhambra High School, I competed on the high school’s swim team and was a three-year varsity lettered athlete. During the swimming season, I had two practices a day. One at 6:00 am, and a second at 3:00 pm after school ended. My senior year, I was part of a four man rely team that took third place in the State’s CIF finals. While I competed to be invited to the Olympics, I just wasn’t good enough to make it through the qualifiers. But I am proud to say, while swimming with El Monte Aquatics, I did break a swimming record set years earlier by Mark Spitz, a 9-time gold medalist from the 1968 Mexico City Olympics and the 1972 Munich Olympics, in the 50-meter breaststroke. 
I also participated in the Debate Club at Alhambra High. I had two different debate partners in the three years I debated for the school. My first debate partner was a genius by the name of Ken Mido. Ken was expected to complete medical school before he turn eighteen. He was eleven years old and a senior in high school while I was still a sophomore. Despite Ken’s brilliance, he was stiff and a tad awkward in his debating style. Ken’s parent loved me because they felt I was the perfect counter balance to Ken’s speaking skills. Ken and I were very successful debaters and won numerous regional events. 
My second and last debate partner was Jeff Kaplan. Jeff was a year younger than me, but a gifted speaker and quick on his feet. Jeff and I attended USC’s debate clinic in the summer between my junior and senior year. We went on to take second place in the State finals and participated in the national competition in Tempe Arizona where we placed third in the country. Our debate coach was a geeky young teacher named Greg Cullin. Mr. Cullin did everything he could to try to manage all of us on the debate team, but when we were traveling to tournaments, he would lose all control and we ended up having some wild times.
Once Jeff decided to host a party at his home. Jeff’s mother, Millie, and his father, Bert Z, were gone to visit friends that evening so the party got a bit out of hand. At one point, after I had drank a few beers, someone bet me twenty dollars that I could not jug down a sixteen-ounce glass of J.B. Scotch. I agreed to the challenge thinking I could go behind Jeff’s house, put my finger down my throat and throw up the alcohol before it got me too sick. So I downed the drink, took the twenty dollars, and went into the alley behind Jeff’s house to throw up. Unable to vomit, I switched to plan B. There was a bucket of chicken from KFC in Jeff’s kitchen and I thought by eating some of the chicken, it might help absorb some of the alcohol. Plan “B” did not work either. I ended up throwing up all over the back of Jeff’s yard and into his pool. I also fell into the pool and some of the party goers had to pull me out. 
I was wet, drunk out of my mind, and covered in vomit. Once the party ended, Jeff and a couple of our friends drove me home. It was early morning about 1:00 or 2:00 a.m. As my friends didn’t want to deal with my parents, they planned to throw me onto the front lawn and let me find my own way into the house. The commotion caused by trying to get me out of the car woke up my father who came out to see what was going on. When he heard about the situation and saw me in a deeply intoxicated state, he famously said “the dumb bastard will probably go out and do it again tomorrow night.”  That was my dad the combat Marine talking. 
My parents were concerned I might die from alcohol poisoning, but they watched me for a couple of hours and concluded I did not need to go to the hospital. Later that same morning, I was scheduled to go to the Shopping Bag grocery store where I worked as a box-boy. My work schedule started at 8:00 a.m. and I was scheduled for a full eight hour shift that day. So at 7:00 a.m.,  even though I was still feeling intoxicated and sick, my dad made me get up, take a shower and go to work. I spend the entire day in the shopping center parking lot collecting shopping carts and throwing up. My hang-over extended into the following day, but I learned a valuable lesson from my dad. If you are going to play, no matter how hard you play and no matter how bad you feel, you have to fulfill your obligations and your promises to others. It’s a life lesson that I have carried with me and respected ever since that horrible experience. 
Because I was both an athlete and a “geeky” debater, I made a lot of friends in different social groups. This prompted me to be nominated and run for the position of Commissioner General, the President of the School’s Student Body, at the beginning of my senior year, after I had only been at the high school for two years. Unbelievably, I won the election, but the school refused to put me in the position after it became known that some of my more zealous supporters voted twice, once for themselves and once for someone that was on the absence list that day. Even though I was not involved in the scheme, and would have won anyway if you did not count the extra votes, I was implicated in the voter fraud and shunned by the administration. 
My senior year my relations with the high school’s administration were not great. My high school counselor had told me that even though I had two scholarships, one for swimming and one for debate, from USC, that I should not attend college because my aptitude tests suggested I was better suited to be a truck driver. At the time, I was perfectly content with not attending anymore school, until I got home that day and told my mother what the school counselor had said. After we had to peal my mom off the ceiling, she dragged me back to school to confront my school counselor, Mr. Stonebreaker (yes, that was his real name). After my mother broke his stones so to speak, it was clear I was going to college. 
My decision to go to college, however, was not as simple as my mother chastising Mr. Stonebreaker. There were applications and interviews that I wanted nothing to do with. So I made a deal with my parents. I agreed to participate in the college interviews and make a decision on what college to attend in exchange for two promises. The first that I could move out of my parents’ house during my senior year, just before I turned eighteen, and rent my own apartment; and two, that they would fill out all my college applications and schedule the interviews so all I had to do was show up. They agreed, and I moved out almost immediately.
Towards the end of the senior year, the school would host a Senior Luncheon to announce what students were going to college and had received scholarships from various colleges and universities. I was offered two full scholarships to attend USC and to participate in their swimming program, which was one of the best in the country at the time, and to participate on the university’s Debate Team. Although I had attended some classes at USC the summer before, during their debate clinic, I did not like the campus, or the large classes filled with sometimes fifty or more students, most of whom came from rich family backgrounds. But, at the time of the Senior Luncheon, I had not yet declined the offers. That made me the only student at Alhambra High to receive two full scholarships that year. Despite this noteworthy accomplishment, my name wasn’t even mentioned during the Senior Luncheon and the administration later apologized for what they claimed was an administrative oversight. The truth, however, was that the school was still stewing about the Commission General election earlier that year and I was being punished for something I had not done. Because of what I felt was a slight against me, I refused to attend my high school graduation held at East L.A. City College that year and watched the proceedings from the bleachers. While my parents were upset I did not participate in my cap and gown, they understood. 
Following my graduation, I still had not decided on where I was going to go to college. In late July, my parents set up an interview with the new swimming coach, Mike Judd, at Whittier College. Mike invited me to tour the campus and check out the new swimming pool that had just been completed. Mike was forming the College’s first water polo and swimming teams.
I recall touring Whittier College with Mike and being impressed by the small college environment and the beautiful rolling hills. The new pool was nice, but the reason I ultimately decided to go to Whittier had nothing to do with the pool  Following the tour, Mike took me to the Campus Inn to eat lunch with him, and few other swimmers. As I was walking with my food to the table, I overheard a table of sorority girls say, “that must be the new swimmer; isn’t he cute.”  At that moment I knew Whittier College was the place for me.
My acceptance to Whittier took place during the first week of orientation, so I missed the English skills testing. An oversight that was not discovered until I was ready to graduate from Whittier years later. By that time, it was too late to have me complete a bone-head English class, so they looked at my high school transcripts, saw that I got a “B” grade in English during my junior year of high school (I had not taken a English class my senior year) and decided that was sufficient evidence of my proficiency in English and waived the requirement.  I was lucky that way.
My sister Sue was not so lucky. While I was attending college, my sister was began to struggle with puberty which caused changes to her metabolism and the need for frequent adjustments in her medications. It was a terrible time for the entire family. Sue suffered from huge mood swings. She went from depression, to homicidal threats against our parents, to serious bouts with anxiety and the whole spectrum of emotions. There were times when the number of her seizures increased, and as she got older the medication became less effective in preventing the consequences of her epilepsy. Eventually, while I was serving in the Marine Corps, Sue’s seizures became so frequent that it became life threatening. 
Sue became a participant in an experimental program at UCLA in an attempt to address her life-threatening condition. It was a three phase program. There were approximately one hundred patients that participated in the experiment to start. At any point during the three phases, patients could be dropped from the experiment if they were not suitable candidates. 
In phase one of the program, they placed electrodes to the outside of Sue’s head and tried to determine where the seizure activity in her brain was being triggered. If the triggering signals appeared to be localized, patients could proceed to phase two. More than half of the patients in the experiment did not make it to phase two. 
In phase two, they drilled holes into the patient’s skull and placed the electrodes directly on the brain in the area where the doctors thought the seizure activity was originating. Much like phase one, patients could be dropped from the program if the doctors felt the seizure activity was not sufficiently localized. 
Only about fifteen patients, including Sue, made it to phase three. This final phase involved the surgical removal of the piece of the patient’s brain where the doctor’s believed the seizure activity was being generated. Out of the fifteen or so patients that underwent the surgery, Sue was one of only five patients the doctors felt were a complete success.
Sue went more than a year without another seizure. Her life had been saved by the procedure. But, as the doctors had warned, the brain relearns its past activities and Sue’s seizures returned. But with medication, they occurred very infrequently and Sue was able to live a normal life thereafter. 
I understand that when the surgeon who performed Sue’s surgery retired, subsequent surgeons were never able to duplicate the original surgeon’s success rate. So in that respect, Sue was lucky too. 
During my first year at Whittier College, I had to learn how to play water polo. Most of the other team members had played water polo in high school, but Alhambra High did not have a water polo team so I never learned. I quickly learned however what a brutal sport it can be, both physically and mentally. Because I was the fastest swimmer in the pool, Coach Judd chose me as the "sprint-man". I was the person who was supposed to race for the ball when it was dropped by the referee into play and toss it back to my teammates. This made me a target for the other team, and I was punched and kicked by opposing players trying to knock me out of the game.
Our water polo team’s best player, and soon to become my best friend in college, was Paul Phillips. Paul was an experienced water polo player and taught me how to survive in the pool when everyone was trying to hurt me. Paul and I ended up joining the same fraternity, (referred to as Societies at Whittier) called the Lancer Society, later in my first year. Paul and I pledged for an entire semester in the Spring of 1974. Our pledge class that started out with fifteen pledges, known as squires, finished with only nine. It was a brutal experience that involved frequent sleep deprivation, humiliation, verbal abuse and on rare occasions physical assaults. Our pledge class chose the name “T.A.I.” which stood for “Think About It”. This phrase was something one of our most controversial square brothers, Greg Taylor, a kid who had grown up in the hood with criminal tendencies, would often say. 
During my first year at Whittier College, I was approached by the College’s debate coach, Dr. Jerry Paul. Dr. Paul was one of the original vocalists in the musical group known as the Lettermen which was famous during the late 1950’s and early 1960’s. He was in charge of the colleges Forensics program and really wanted to add me as one of the school debaters. But between my full-time job as a security guard, and swimming, I was not really interested in joining the debate team. Never the less, Dr. Paul and I became friends and he would sometimes call upon me to help him as a judge for different forensic speaking events. My friendship with Dr. Paul would become a lifesaver years later when it was time for me to graduate. 
I have so many wonderful memories of my time at Whittier College. Although I always had a full-time job, working in Security positions for a guard company called General Security, and for American Airlines in their security department at LAX, I always found opportunities to have a great time, even if it meant ignoring my studies. 
After the first semester of my first year at Whittier, I moved out of my apartment in Rosemead, and move into student housing with Paul Phillips. Our first room was in Johnson Hall and was a musty smelling dump that Paul thought was perfect for the “college experience.”  Although I wanted better accommodations, Paul insisted this lousy room on the first floor of Johnson Hall was perfect.
Fortunately, my sophomore year, the Lancer Society was given Murphy Annex. An old house with twenty or more rooms that once served as a nurses quarters for the adjacent Murphy Hospital which was closed at the time. The old house sat on a hill and on clear days you could see Catalina Island from the balconies. The first year I lived in Murphy Annex, I was assigned to a room on the bottom floor in the back of the house. But my junior year, I was given one of only two rooms on the second story that had its own balcony looking over the city. It was a perfect. The parties that took place at Murphy Annex were legendary. 
During my sophomore and junior years, I was a bit of a wild man and would frequently get into trouble with the school’s administration. In fact, I was the only student in Whittier College history who had gotten dragged before five different College Hearing Boards and managed to avoid suspension or expulsion. I was a fast talker and Bill Brooks, who was the head of Security and a friend of my dad’s, was one of the members of the College Hearing Board and was always someone I could count on to protect my interests. Bill and I had become good friends because every day I had to go to the security department to drop off or pick up my weapon for work, as an armed security guard, which was locked up in the security department’s safe. 
My second to last College Hearing Board took place towards the end of my junior year. The incident involved four of my fraternity brothers. We were referred to as the “Murphy Five” and got caught breaking into the closed Murphy Hospital and stealing space heaters because the heating in Murphy Annex never worked well and those rooms would sometimes get frightfully cold. 
My final College Hearing Board took place when I threw a Resident Assistant through a plate glass window during an altercation that took place during what was called the Met/Lancer Boxer Party. The party took place during Moni Kai week. Mona Kai was an annual party the Lancers would host which involved renting a local underground parking lot, filling it with twenty-seven tons of sand, lining the parking lot walls with palm fronds and bamboo, and placing two stages for live bands in the center of the parking lot. For years, Mona was listed by Playboy magazine as one of the top twenty college events in the country. At Whittier we dedicated an entire week of celebration which culminated in Mona Kai. Each night during that week the Lancers would celebrate with a different female sorority, and following the Met/Lancer Boxer Party, we would enjoy the Sunrise kegger party on the morning the Mona Kai party was scheduled later that evening. 
The Metaphonian Society (Mets) were one of the girl sororities on campus and that were regarded as the Lancer’s little sisters. Much like the Lancers, they had an eclectic make-up of different girls ranging from socialites to academics to athletes. But uniformly, they were the most fun group of girls on campus at the time. And several of the Lancers were dating Mets. In fact, I eventually married a Met, but it was years after I had graduated from college and reconnected with her while in law school.
During the Boxer Party, it was decided that everyone would run through the student dorms in their boxer shorts. Almost everyone was drunk and the line of people that ran through the dorms included over sixty participants. That meant that as the first people who had entered the dorm where running out of the building, the end of the line was just running into the dorm. One of my fraternity brothers, John McCarthy, who was a wimpy academic type with whom I had pledged, and who later became my doctor, was at the end of the line. By the time John got into the men’s freshman dorm, there were a number of irate residents who confronted him. One of them punched John in the face, and he came out of the dorm obviously hurt. This infuriated me, and I began yelling at the first-year men to come out of the dorm if they wanted to fight and I would take on all of them.
This incident prompted the dorm’s R.A., Ray Garwalky to come out and confront me. Ray was a big guy, standing more than six feet, and tried to calm down the situation, but I wasn’t having it. Granted, I had too much to drink, but a group of first-year boys beating up on my fraternity brother was just not acceptable. I tried to gain access to the dorm through a glass sliding door to confront the guys that had beat up my brother, and Ray mistakenly tried to stop me. I pushed Ray through the glass sliding door and started to enter the dorm. Fortunately, another one of my fraternity brothers with whom I had pledged, Greg Taylor, a strong football player that was bigger than me, grabbed me, threw me over his shoulders and ran away from the scene. This was not the last time Greg would look after me and he was always there when I need him, even though he was a criminal at heart and would steal from me and other fraternity brothers from time to time.
During a meeting with the school’s Dean of Students, Marilyn Veach, following this incident, Dean Veach made a promise to me. She assured me that if I did not get into any more trouble during the rest of my senior year, she would destroy all of my disciplinary records. As I was thinking about life after college, I agreed and managed to stay out of trouble for the balance of my senior year. 
Mona Kai was the type of annual event that brought both happiness and regret. Each year my fraternity brothers and me would work tirelessly to make all the arrangements and secure all the resources needed to throw what could be best described as a world class college event. This included such things as permits, contracting with local police who would provide off-duty officers as security, bands, construction equipment like a dump truck and a skip-loader, twenty-seven tons of sand, six thousand bamboo stalks, thousands of palm fronds and lots of wood to build two stages and walls which surrounded the underground parking lot’s perimeter. 
It was the search for wood that led a few of my fraternity brothers and me down a troubling path. We had decided to try to steal the wood from a construction site in Monterey Park at 2:00 a.m. Five of us, pulled up to the site in a pick-up truck. Once we had finished loading the truck with twenty to thirty eight-foot 2x4 pieces of lumber and began to drive away, a Monterey Park Police vehicle approached from behind and activated its lights. During a moment of indecision, our driver considered possibly trying to out run the police car, but with three of us in the back of the pick-up truck urging the driver to pull over, we got the driver to pull over and stop. Of course, we were all arrested and spent the night in jail. To pass the time, we played charades. We were only in the jail cell for a few hours before we were released on our own recognizance and given a court date to appear. 
Later that day, we called Dick Jones, attorney at law. Dick was a fraternity brother who had graduated many years earlier. Dick was able to negotiate an agreement with the construction company and the court which permitted us to delay our plea so that we could complete forty hours of volunteer work for the construction company. Once we completed the forty hours, the Court dismissed the charges and the arrest was expunged. My parents never found out about the incident, and I was never required to disclose the arrest to future employers. This was another problematic situation in my life where the grace of God permitted me to go unscathed and to avoid much more serious consequences.
But Mona Kai also provided some fun opportunities. We would have to rent a dump truck for a few days in order to deliver the twenty seven tons of sand to the parking lot, and then remove it the day after the event. So the thought occurred to me that we could get a group of people together, throw some mattresses into the bed of the dump truck and go to a drive in movie where you paid only a one vehicle admission price. 
And so it was, we gathered up approximately twenty people, both girls and boys, laid down five or six mattresses onto the bed of the truck and we drove to the drive in. The look on the ticket clerk’s face when we pulled up was priceless. The management at the drive-in allowed us to drive the truck into the movie, but required us to park it behind the food concession so we did not block the view for other motorists. Once the truck was in place, I tilted the dump truck’s bed up to a forty-five degree angle and we placed four speakers, two on either side of the truck’s bed. We had a great time laying on the mattresses, watching the movie, and hanging out with a bunch of friends. Other drivers at the drive-in came up to us during the time we were there to compliment us on what they conceded was a great idea. So while I had gotten into trouble on a few occasions involving Mona Kai, there were other times when I had a lot of fun. 
During my last year at Whittier College, I moved out of student housing and Paul Phillips and I found a small two-story house that was made up of two apartments, one on top of the other. The small house was directly behind a much bigger house that faced onto Friends Avenue in Whittier. Paul and I lived in the upstairs apartment. We called it “Pearl Castle” because that was the name of the women who had previously lived there, had suffered from dementia in her later years, and left the place in terrible condition. 
The owner of the property was an old women who lived in the bigger house. She had another older women as a tenant in the apartment below us. Both women had taken care of the Pearl for years making sure they brought her food and seeing to her needs. Pearl had collected newspapers for years and had stacked them up to the ceiling and lived in a serious of tunnels created by the stacks of paper. There were also calcium deposits in the toilet and dead rodents strewn amongst the newspapers. 
Our landlady, agreed to charge us a ridiculously low amount of rent at the time, eighty dollars a month, if we cleaned up the place and got rid of all the newspapers and other junk. Paul and me jumped at the offer. We had gotten of our fraternity brothers to show up and help us clean out the apartment and after some painting and a few throw rugs, the place was beautiful. 
The apartment was surrounded by trees, so it seemed like we were living in a tree house. The landlady and the tenant below us, were so impressed by our efforts, Paul and I could do no wrong. They would bring us brownies, cookies, and other food dishes and in exchange, we would help them whenever they needed something like heavy lifting or rearranging furniture. It was a perfect symbiotic relationship. 
What made our situation even better, was that Paul’s older brother, Mark and his fiancé, Terri, lived on one side of our apartment, and a Whittier College Profession, Fred Berguson, who taught Political Science, lived on the other side. After several months, Paul moved out to live with his girlfriend, Ginny, and I stayed in Peal Castle until I graduated from college and went off to the Marine Corps.
Paul and I also worked together a Colonel Sanders Chicken restaurant on Whittier Boulevard for part of our senior year. Although the pay was not great, we got to eat free everyday we worked and the store’s manager was a push over who was easily manipulated. It was one of the easiest jobs I’d ever had and the free chicken was finger licking good. 
One of my activities while attending Whittier College involved founding and serving as the Director of the Student Legal Services. During my junior year I formed the Student Legal Services which recruited local attorneys and bail bondsman to offer students in need of legal assistance discounted or free services. I recruited a staff of about ten other students to help man the call center lines and to help me manage the legal services office, which was situated in the Campus Inn, adjacent to the recreational area where there was a pool table located.
It was this pool table that eventually help shape my future. One day, the school had invited Minnesota Fats, a world class pool player to come to Whittier to put on a demonstration. Because my Student Legal Services office was right next to the pool table, Minnesota Fats invited me to play a few pool games against him. While I was a pretty fair pool player, I was certainly no match for Minnesota Fats who beat me decisively. Watching the match, however, was a Marine Corps recruiter who approached me after the games.
I was a junior in college at the time, and thought I wanted to be an economist, which was my major in college. It was end of 1975 and the war in Vietnam had just ended months earlier. The Marine Corps recruiter befriended me and after mentioning that my dad had served in the Marines in World War II, this recruiter would call me from time to time. Finally, in March of 1976, he convinced me to sign up to attend the Marine Corps Platoon Leaders Course (PLC) during the summer between my junior and senior year. I was officially in the Marine Corps after signing a contract on March 4, 1976.
PLC was Marine Corps bootcamp for Marine Corps officer candidates. Unlike regular Marine Corps bootcamp, a Marine Corps officer candidate could quit bootcamp at any time, as the Marine Corps did not want officers that were not one hundred percent committed to serving in the Corps. But once you completed PLC, if you agreed to stay in the Marines, that meant you needed to graduate college or become an enlisted Marine as opposed to an officer. 
In June 1976 I flew out to Quantico, Virginia and attended the Marine Corps’ PLC combined course, which was a ten-week bootcamp that separated the boys from the men. My platoon started out with over one hundred candidates and by the end of the ten weeks there were only about forty of us left who graduated from the program. It was everything you might have heard about Marine Corps training. My Company Commander was a Congressional Medal of Honor recipient who had been shot repeatedly in Vietnam and told he would never walk again. Major Livingston, however, proved the doctors wrong. He went on to become a marathon runner and eventually rose to the rank of Lieutenant General in the Marine Corps. He had something to prove and serving under his command meant we were subjected to some of the most difficult training you can imagine. Attending Marine Corps bootcamp was physically, mentally and emotionally the toughest thing I had ever had to do. After the first few weeks of training, the Marine Corps would give us liberty to leave the base for forty-eight hours or so to unwind and take in the sights. 
My first liberty, I went with a group of fellow candidates to Washinton D.C. We all stayed at the Marriott Twin Bridges Hotel, which was a regular hang out for Marine Candidates during PLC training. The hotel staff had a welcoming line that included Ms. Washington D.C. as one of the greeters. She was a beautiful blond who had also appeared in the September 1976 issue of Playboy magazine in the Girls from Washington D.C. spread. She instantly took a liking to me and a few of my closest friends. So after the meet and greet, she and her sister came by our rooms to party. A week later, when we were scheduled for another liberty, she showed up in a convertible Mercedes with her girlfriend yelling at us while we were standing in formation waiting to be dismissed for weekend liberty. Needless to say, our drill instructor gave us tons of grief about the incident, but it was worth it because we jumped into the Mercedes and sped away off the base like Gods on the way to a fun weekend with the girls.
During one of my other liberties in Washington D.C., my friends and I decided to find some hookers. It was the first time I had been with a prostitute, and really had no idea what to expect. My friends and I stood outside the hotel room while the girl would call each of us in one at a time. I was the last one to go in. After I was done, I started walking out of the hotel’s front door and saw my friends standing next to a police car and there were a couple of police officers waiting for me. I was certain we were all going to jail, but the police officers explained to me there had been several muggings in the hotel and they wanted to make sure I got out okay. After I assured the police officers there had been no problems, they let us go and we returned to base without incident. 
One of the most challenging things I encountered when in bootcamp, was the force marches with full packs weighing at least sixty to eighty pounds, not including our weapons. Quantico had a flag system that alerted the training staff when the weather conditions were too dangerous for physical training. A yellow flag meant light training, and a red flag meant no physical training was recommended. On this particular day, Major Livingston was leading our company on a twenty-mile force march through the woods of Virginia. It was hot and humid that day and as we began to leave the training grounds some of us saw the yellow flag being lowered and the red flag being raised. We immediately started yelling to the front of the line that there was a red flag hoping that Major Livingston would call off the march, but he did not. Instead, they had several flatbed trucks loaded with bath tubs filled with ice following us as we marched. As candidates started dropping out of the march from heat exhaustion, someone would pick them up, through them in a tub filled with ice on the back of the truck, and when the truck was full, drive them back to the base hospital. I made it about ten miles before I collapsed and was thrown into the ice bath. Out of over three hundred candidates that started that march, less than fifty completed the entire twenty miles. It was Major Livingston’s way of saying welcome to the Marine Corps.
After completing Marine Corps bootcamp, one of the requirements to get my commission as an officer was to successfully complete my senior year in college and get my degree on time. If I failed college, that meant I would still be required to enter the Marines, but not as an officer but rather as an enlisted person. 
On graduation day at Whittier College I was standing in line waiting to get my diploma. Underneath my cap and gown, I was wearing my Marine Corps dress blues. Unexpectedly, the Dean of Academic Affairs pulled me out of the graduation line at the last minute and told me to stand with the summer graduates as I had failed one of my last classes. I was frantic, because had the Marine Corps learned I did not graduate on time, it meant losing my commission as an officer and becoming an enlistee. What added to my stress was that my entire family was in the audience expecting to see me get my diploma. Needless to say, it was a tough moment, caused by my own missteps. 
At the time, I was dating the prettiest girl on campus, Gaylene Moore. Gaylene had agreed to join me and my family that night to celebrate my graduation from Whittier College. And although I did not graduate that day, we still went out to dinner. My family took me to a restaurant called La Strada. It was a place where the servers were all aspiring singers and actors hoping to be discovered. While at the restaurant, I happen to stumble across Dr. Jerry Paul, the forensic coach at Whittier College. I told Dr. Paul what had happened at the graduation ceremonies, and he told me not to worry and to stop by his office the following Monday morning. He then walked me back to the table with my parents and Gaylene, and sang to us one of his songs from when he was a Letterman. It was a magical evening and another time my luck held up. 
That following Monday, I went to see Dr. Paul. He agreed to give me four units of independent study with a grade of A with honors. So I walked over to the registrar’s office, signed up for independent study, walked back to Dr. Paul’s office, got my grade, and walked back to the registrar, gave her my grade from Dr. Paul and accepted my diploma right there and then. The Marine Corps never learned that I had gotten my diploma a few days late and I went back to Quantico to attend the Basic School for Marine Corps officers in October of 1977. Dr. Paul had saved me and I’ve never forgotten the kindness and generosity he showed me.
Gaylene and I shared another memorable experience during an event at Whittier College called Spring Sing. This was a event where all of the different sororities and fraternities would compete in singing performances in front of hundreds of people seated in the college’s amphitheater.
This particular year, my fraternity had decided on singing a song from the television show, Happy Days. As part of the performance, I was supposed to ride onto the stage with a motorcycle, wearing a leather jacket, and pretending to be Arthur Fonzarelli, aka, “The Fonz.” On the back of my motorcycle, Gaylene was dressed up to be “Pinky Tuscadero,” the Fonz’ girlfriend. 
As Gaylene and me waited for our cue to drive up on stage, a guy from a rival fraternity came up and started flirting with Gaylene. The conversation really pissed me off, and I told Gaylene that I had a good mind “to dump her ass on stage.”  Of course, these were just angry words and I never intended to do anything like that. Immediately after say it, we got our cue and it was time to start driving up onto the stage. 
In order to get onto the stage, we had to drive around the back of the stage, in a half circle, to then access the place adjacent to the stage where the motorcycle could traverse a wooden 2x16 plank, up a slight incline, until we got onto the concrete floor of the stage itself. Campus Security had been placed next to the wooden plank to prevent people from walking around the plank while we were approaching the stage. But the security guard did not perform his duties, and I was forced to quickly maneuver around a pedestrian and then get the motorcycle onto the wooden plank. As Gaylene had never been on the back of a motorcycle before, we entered the stage with the motorcycle wobbling from one side to the other. To make matters worse, the stage crew had not moved a microphone stand which was placed directly in my path, and it had rained earlier in the day and the concrete floor of the stage was still wet. Again, I was forced to take evasive action. This caused the motorcycle to slide onto the stage, hit the microphone stand and launch it twenty or thirty feet across the stage. 
When the motorcycle came to rest, it was laid down almost exactly center stage with Gaylene and I still on it. In front of us were hundreds of spectators, many of whom thought it was part of the show and started clapping. Others gave out a loud gasp and had shocked looks on their faces. Behind us, was my fraternity standing on risers singing the Happy Days song. Keeping in character, and without missing a beat, I looked up at the crowd, snapped my fingers and cried out “heeeey.” 
As my fraternity kept singing, a few of my fraternity brother ran over and helped get the motorcycle off of Gaylene and me. During the fall, Gaylene’s high heal boot had gotten caught within the spokes of the motorcycle’s rear wheel and twisted her ankle. 
At the end of the song, Fonzi and Pinky were supposed to ride off stage chased by a group of sorority girls calling out my name. After the accident, I started to push the motorcycle off stage and Gaylene was limping behind me. As planned, the sorority girls started running after me, and in the course of chasing after me knocked down poor Gaylene. I was so humiliated by the situation; I hoped onto the motorcycle, started it up again, and drove away from the amphitheater headed to a liquor store to purchase a six pack of Old English 800 fortified beer. 
Once I purchased the beer, I drove the motorcycle to the college’s football field and parked on the fifty yard line and started jugging beers. Half-way through my pity party, the Whittier Police department and campus security showed up and wanted to know why I was drinking on the football field. After I shared my story with the officers, they felt so sorry for me, they loaded the motorcycle into the trunk of the police car and drove me home.
When I arrived home, half of my fraternity brothers were waiting for me. Most of them were sympathetic and supportive, while others were brutal in their critique of what had happened. The next day I apologized to Gaylene and assured her what had happened was not intentional. To her credit, she forgave me for what I am sure was one of the most embarrassing moments for her as well. 
Another embarrassing moment at Whittier College took place during the half-time homecoming parade in front of hundreds of students and alumni attending the homecoming football game. I was assigned to drive the flat-bed truck upon which the fraternity had built a tissue paper and chicken wire float. My passenger was my fraternity brother Dave. We had both gotten high hours before the game and were still feeling no pain when it came time to drive the truck. 
Two attractive girls we had never met before, that did not attend the college, asked Dave and me if they could ride in the cab with us. Of course, Dave and I said yes and the two girls sat between me and Dave on the bench seat of the truck. 
In addition, as we were in the staging area, fifteen or twenty other people, some young kids and others college age students, asked if they could ride on the back of the float. Dave and me told them it was all right and waited for the cue to start driving the truck in front of the football stadium’s stands on the dirt track surrounding the field. We were behind several other floats and when we started driving, I purposefully was driving slowly to avoid anyone on the back falling off. As we got in front of the stands, the parade director gave me a signal to speed up because we were falling too far behind the other floats. As I shifted the truck’s manual transmission from first to second gear, the truck lunged forward and a few people fell of the back of the truck. What made matter worse, was one of the college girls, named Josilyn, had gotten caught up in the chicken wire and was being dragged on the stadium’s dirt track in front of hundreds of people. 
I was unable to see the mayhem in my rear view mirrors I just kept driving. The girls that were seated with us had no idea what was happening either. I’ll never forget Dave looking at me with a calm, matter of fact demeanor, and saying “Ted I think we need to stop, we are dragging some people.”  Of course, I immediately stopped and Dave go out to untangle the girl from the chicken wire. Meanwhile the girl passengers in the front cab with me were in shock. Dave then got back into the truck and told me it was okay to keep driving. 
We quickly left the scene, dropped off the girls and took the truck back to the yard where we had gotten it. Amazingly, nothing ever happened to Dave and me as a result of this wild incident. At the dance which followed the homecoming football game Dave and I ran into Josilyn who was scrapped up a bit from the accident but otherwise okay. We told her we were sorry the truck had lunged forward causing her to fall off, and she was very understanding and was not angry at all. 
During another incident at Whittier, which took place during the summer of 1977, I was not as fortunate. After I had graduated from college and before leaving to go back into the Marines, I attended a party at the Franklin’s house. The Franklins were another fraternity on the Whittier College campus made up of mostly alcoholics who wanted nothing more than a good time. There were several Lancers at the party and I, in customary fashion, had too much to drink. 
As I was leaving the party, the brother on one of my Lancer fraternity brothers, a kid named Shawn Brady, wanted to hang out with me. Shawn had not yet pledged Lancers and he was a couple of years younger than I was. As we were crossing the street, a car came whizzing past us and Shawn yelled out “you assholes almost hit us.”  Suddenly the brake lights came on, and two big guys stepped out of the car and confronted Shawn and me. One of the guys asked, “what did you say?”  Shawn was silent, so I spoke up and said, “you heard what he said, he called you assholes for almost hitting us.”  This, of course, prompted a fight. I was holding my own against one of the guys when I saw Shawn running away leaving me to fend off both attackers. Two against one was hardly a fair fight and I quickly found myself on the ground being kicked in the head and body by these two neanderthals. I lost consciousness, but woke up slung over Greg Taylor’s shoulder being carried to my apartment. I later came to learn that when the two guys saw Greg running to my aid they ran off and jumped back into their car and fled the scene. Greg was an imposing person and he had come to my rescue a second time. Greg spend the night looking after me. Even though I should have been hospitalized, because I was badly beaten, I toughed it out and healed without the assistance of a doctor or medical intervention. But for a couple of weeks thereafter, people thought I looked like Rocky Balboa after his first fight with Apollo Creed. My face was swollen, my eyes were almost shut and my face and body were black and blue all over. Fortunately, I healed up quickly and when I left in October of 1977 to return to the Marine Corps Basic School in Quantico, Virginia I was as good as new. 
Chapter 4: Military Service
MCRD as Provost Marshall
Job with Union Bank as International Banking Associate because of my Economics degree
Director of Security for 5 Fed Mart Stores
Then used my G.I. bill to go to law school because the VA would not pay for bartending school. Remembered my Poli-Science teacher and mentor, Dr. John Neu 
Reconnected with Cec when were in the same class together, Trial Advocacy. 
Got through a part-time night school program in three and a half years when the program usually took four years to complete. 
While I was in law school, dad became the Director of Security for the Pasadena Mall. – Jenny Coe was killed and I attended the wrongful death deposition of my dad. 
Chapter 5: My Start As A New Attorney
I passed the California State Bar on my first attempt. The passage rate that year was only 28%. Several of my friends from law school did not pass the first time and had to take the exam again six months later. 
First job as an attorney was the Kern County District Attorney’s office. I was there less than a week when I was handed my first jury trial. 
Cec moved up with me to Bakersfield. She had been a year ahead of me in law school even though she had been a first-year student when we first met in college. Cec had worked in southern California as a Workers Compensation attorney at Rose, Klien and Marias, but left her job there to follow me to Kern County. She took a job as a civil litigation attorney at Borton, Petrini and Conron. 
We were married during our first year in Bakersfield by the Municipal Court’s presiding judge, Roger Randall. On a Sunday in his courtroom. 
Our first house was at 6101 Herb Way. 
The birth of Teddy on September 8, 1986; the incident where he pooped in Cec’s face. 
Left the D.A.’s office and went to work with Clifford, Jenkins and Brown – represented major oil companies and large farmers 
Then went to join Cec at Gibson and Gibson.
I was active in the Kern County Bar Association and served in several roles.
My law school friend, Ravi Mehta became Governor Pete Wilson’s Deputy Appointment Secretary. I was on the short list for appointment to the Kern County Bench. 
While at Gibson and Gibson – the Luttrell versus Tovar case; traveling to Oklahoma; two trips to New Orleans; handling litigation for Haliburton in the oil and geothermal wells
Left Gibson and Gibson and went to work at Borton, Petrini and Conron. Managed some big cases and served as head of security for the huge Business Conferences the firm held annually. 
Cec left Gibson and Gibson and went to work for the McMurtrey firm dealing with water rights law. 
Cec and I had two children in Bakersfield. Teddy and Tori
I left Borton, Petrini and Conron to go inhouse with Farmers insurance after I successfully managed one of California’s first cases involving the new mandatory seat belt law. 
I also sat on the bench as a judge pro tem often hearing traffic cases and on occasion criminal arraignments and law and motion matters. 
Sue’s surgery at UCLA; and her later marriage to Najar; the birth and death of their child, Peter. 
Chapter 6: Becoming an Insurance Executive
We relocated to Los Angeles from Bakersfield. Me first, then Northridge Earthquake in January 1994, Cec and the kids followed in June 1994. 
We settled down in Brea, California to take advantage of the school district for Teddy’s needs. 
First day at Farmers there was a bomb threat, which was addressed to the company’s CEO, and I watched LAPD explode the bomb in the employee parking lot. 
Moved up the corporate latter quickly and made enemies along the way.
Senior trial attorney, Legal Resources Training and Project Manager, Supervising Attorney in San Bernardino Staff Legal Office, Managing Attorney in Fresno, Division Head of SAE in downtown LA
Meanwhile Cec had gotten a job with help from me and Ravi, at the California State Bar prosecuting unethical attorneys. 
Accepting the job in Fresno, Cec and I breaking up. We met in Bakersfield on Friday evenings, I would take the kids back to Fresno for the weekend, then return them to Cec in Bakersfield on Sundays. 
I took the break-up hard and found solace by hanging out with my fraternity brother from college, Dave Ballins. 
Chapter 7: Growth and Transformation
Returning to LA after Fresno, I was back in the Home Office and had to transform myself from an attorney to an Insurance Executive. 
After being laid off at Farmers, I had to reinvent myself several times until I found something that fit right. I was forced to withdraw funds from my retirement account which resulted in huge tax consequences. 
Then going into business with Dave in Colorado had to learn about the telecommunications industry;
A lot of sole searching after Cec left me;
Leaving Colorado homeless and without a job – My friend Gaillen; working as a security guard after being an accomplished attorney was a humiliating experience. But as I was already in my 50’s without a book of business, no law firm would hire me. 
Then becoming managing partner of a beverly hills tax law firm – had to learn about tax law
Then starting my own consulting practice – clients like ADC, DNA,
Activities with Beverly Hills Chamber of Commerce
Chapter 8: Achievements and Milestones
My two children
Completing over 40 jury trials to verdict and only losing 2 (which I should have lost)
My meteoric rise to a top position within the country’s third largest insurance company
Serving on the State Bar’s Professional Responsibility and Conduct Committee; the Judicial Nomination and Evaluation Committee; a Probation Monitor; Special Master; and Adjunct Law professor. 
Running a successful consulting practice that has supported me financially for the past 15 years. 
Took family to Italy and Greece
Gave my sister and Najar the money they needed as a down payment for a house
Chapter 9: Challenges and Lessons Learned
Moving around as a kid
My sister’s epilepsy was tough on the whole family
Breaking up with Gaileen when I was in college
Surviving life’s challenges, I’ve been resilient through all of it - my separation and divorce from Cec; my lay-off from Farmers; my job with Internation Profit Associates as a Business Analyst; parting company with Dave; redefining myself as the Managing Partner at a Tax law firm in Beverly Hills and then leaving that job to start my own consulting practice.
When Cec left me in Fresno I found myself alone and drifting further and further from home  I had clearly lost my way, I was running to live and living to run breaking all the rules that would bend, searching to find myself again. Those days are passed now, and I’m so much better off for having lived through all my experiences, the good and the bad. 
I use to be lonely until I learned about living alone; I’ve gotten to know myself a lot better and going through all the changes I made so many mistakes trying to leave behind the heartache and sometimes I think I was a bit crazy 
The financial insecurity these constant changes caused me to deal with 
The death of my friend Gaillen
The death of my parents
Learning I have a half-brother, Tim Tibball and meeting his family in Long Island, NY
My move from Beverly Hills to Vancouver WA
My falling out with my daughter
Being a lawyer helping others with serious problems has made me appreciate how truly fortunate I have been. 

Chapter 10: Looking Forward
I hope to travel with Cec when my dog KO is gone and Cec’s mom and her dog, Jeri Lee have passed
I hope to reconnect with my daughter
I would love to have grandchildren, but fear that will likely never happen
To get involved in a local charity and make some new friends.
I am hoping this book serves as an inspiration to others and as my lasting legacy. 
Epilogue
End with a heartfelt reflection or message to readers, tying together the themes of your life and expressing gratitude for the journey.
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