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    Foreword


    


    A life well lived in service to others…


    


    I met Bill Cassara in 1986 when he was a Monterey County Deputy Sheriff. Bill discovered I was a lifelong Laurel and Hardy fan (as was he), and invited me to a Sons of the Desert (the Laurel & Hardy appreciation society) banquet where he introduced me to Stan Laurel’s daughter, Lois Laurel Hawes. That alone was a big deal to any L&H fan, but the best part was it marked the beginning of a friendship between us. We were kindred spirits.


    Next, he invited me to a “ride-a-long.” This is where a citizen can spend a shift learning what peace officers contend with on a daily basis. In our case, it was an excuse to spend a whole day talking about old movies, which we definitely did, but a bonus was watching Bill interacting with the public. He was no “just the facts ma’am” cop, but a dedicated public servant with an uncanny talent for dealing with ordinary police issues, to those in distress. Crime victims knew he was their advocate just by his presence. Scofflaws, the opposite.


    One ride-a-long led to another, and over time, our friendship grew.


    At my prompting, Bill began shared his engaging life starting as a boy loving baseball, history and movies, which continues to this day. Both of us grew up watching Laurel & Hardy, but also The Three Stooges, Our Gang/The Little Rascals and The Adventures of Superman.


    His policing “beat” was the beautiful Monterey Peninsula, which includes Carmel, Monterey, and Pebble Beach, has always been a magnet for stars, entertainers, sports figures and other VIP’s. He interacted with many of them through the years.


    Two examples were Doris Day and Joan Fontaine, classic movie stars known for protecting their privacy. They found Bill’s self-effacing, non-star struck nature, as an endearing quality. They trusted him implicitly both as deputy sheriff and friend, as did many others.


    I’ll never forget our ride-a-longs listening to a master raconteur tell the story of his event filled-life. I even learned why cops like donuts.


    Turn the pages, and don’t forget to fasten your seatbelt…it’s time for your ride-a-long with Bill.


    


    Kit Parker [Kit Parker Films]


    Phoenix, Arizona

  


  
    Prologue


    


    What is a cop?


    


    It’s awkward having a policeman around the house. Friends drop in, a man with a badge opens the door, the temperature drops twenty degrees. You throw a party and that badge gets in the way. All of a sudden there isn’t a straight man in the crowd. Everyone’s a comedian.


    


    Dragnet’s Sgt. Joe Friday (1967)


    


    In movies and television, cops are usually portrayed as rubes, over-officious or bumbling comic characters. For some, the Keystone Cops come to mind, but in reality, the profession of law enforcement is a collection of problem solvers with abstract thinking capabilities. It may surprise most that cops are not “hatched” for the job. One has to be a human being first, with skills to socialize and empathize with people from of all walks of life. A police officer has to communicate effectively with the uneducated, the inebriated, the mentally ill, CEO’s, doctors, and people from all walks of life. There is no one prototype; we all come from different backgrounds and experiences. The commonality is that we have a desire to help people and keep the peace. We consider ourselves victim advocates. Law enforcement is a team effort, starting with the dispatch operator. There are no “stars” in the profession and if one tries to step into the spotlight, their peers will put them back in place.


    Many in law enforcement come from broken homes, were victims of crimes, or suffered family loss in traffic accidents; others simply answered the call of duty. One officer I know was kidnapped as a child and was rescued by a lawman, providing him with a desire to give back. Most of us had a different perspective growing up and we were ready for life’s experiences.


    For the record, I was never inspired to take up a career in the profession because of any television show, with the possible exception of Car 54. [1] I cared for my community while growing up in San Jose, California, by working with people and volunteering my time for non-profits. Law enforcement seemed like a natural progression to me. I set a goal to complete my education, considering myself a historian first. Everything just fell into place after that.


    To live in an organized society there must be laws to protect people and property, with an order to it all. If there is no one to enforce those laws, then society crumbles into anarchy. Authority figures such as parents, teachers, bosses, government leaders, umpires, referees, and cops are frequently challenged. Human nature is such that no one likes being told what to do unless it is on their terms, and this creates friction. If a law is not to one’s liking, change it through legal channels. When someone hurts another, that’s when I step in.


    Now that I’m retired from my profession, I spend my time researching, categorizing, collecting photo stills, and writing, all of which resulted in four published books on old Hollywood actors/comedians. There are many parallels to researching and investigating. While on the job, I had to write under pressure to articulate the facts of a crime scene and obtain witness/victim statements in order to disseminate suspect specifics. The detailed reports had to meet the approval of my supervisors, the filing district attorney, and were scrutinized during the court process. I was, in fact, already a professional writer.


    At one time I was the official historian for the Monterey County Sheriff’s Office, and I still describe myself as an archivist and a proud member of the community. I was a board member for the Monterey County Film Commission, the Arts Habitat, Crime Stoppers, and president of the Monterey County Peace Officers Association.


    I was fortunate to have a thirty-year career in law enforcement, starting as a records clerk for San Jose PD in 1977, and working for the Santa Clara County Sheriff’s Office. Most of my vocation came on the Monterey Peninsula in central California, starting with Seaside PD, then as a deputy for the Monterey County Sheriff’s Office. In my long career, it was perhaps inevitable that I would meet some of the many celebrities who lived privately on the peninsula. Like all citizens, Doris Day, Clint Eastwood, Joan Fontaine, Phyllis Coates, Terry Melcher, and Ansel Adams depended on law enforcement to feel safe. Some were professional acquaintances but others developed into personal friendships. These stories will be recounted herein.


    The history of the Monterey County Sheriff’s Office is usually defined within the elected terms of each sheriff. Not as prominently recorded are the stories of the deputies themselves. This is an attempt at preserving some of those memories in book form, a non-fiction methodology in a chronological format. To write everything I experienced would be impossible to digest.


    


    Bill Cassara

  


  
    Chapter One


    The Magical Misty Tour


    


    It was a beautiful day that Monday, September 10, 2001. All the hard work was done for the Monterey County Film Commission’s tribute to Clint Eastwood’s first directed film, Play Misty for Me. I was chairman of a committee to celebrate films that were shot on the Monterey Peninsula, and a big party was planned. There were over a hundred films to choose from, but Misty was decided upon as the definitive Carmel-Big Sur-Monterey film that showcased our corner of the world for unmatched locations.


    We wanted to build up for our climactic Saturday on September 15, where the committee and staff were hosting a fund raiser for our non-profit. Not only was Clint Eastwood slated to attend the pre-screening party, we had bigwigs from Universal Studios attend to coincide with the 30th anniversary of the film’s debut with the release of the DVD format of the film.


    In preparation, a press release served as an invitation to all the locals who were seen in the film. It generated quite a response. Those who had been involved were invited, free of charge, to the screening at the Carmel Center Cinema.


    With a pre-release copy of the DVD, one of our talented committee members edited together scenes of where to visit. Another committee member, Doug Lumsden, offered his luxury tour bus [2] to transport paid patrons around to the Misty spots. It was a modern, comfortable transporter with monitors in place, synchronized to show the movie scenes as we were to come up on it. I was set to use the microphone to describe the film and locations.


    The Film Commission sent a press release out for the “Magical Misty Tour” along with details on how to attend the film showing. We got a big write-up from the local papers and the San Jose Mercury News picked up on it, recognizing the event as unique and newsworthy.


    Columnist Glenn Lovell of the Mercury wrote the lead in: “A ‘Play Misty for Me’ Odyssey-Tour will take visitors to fatal attractions from 1971 thriller filmed around Monterey.” Lovell also sought out co-star Jessica Walter, who had many fond memories of making the film. Although she gave an interview, she was unable to attend the actual event.


    The event captivated the public’s imagination and soon hit the wire services. Among the nationwide coverage, Variety, “the show business bible,” mentioned the forthcoming event. Clint Eastwood himself cooperated by giving an interview to the Monterey County Post.


    For only $25. the two-hour tour would start at KRML, the radio station where Eastwood’s character, [3] was a disc jockey. An essential stop was the Monterey Sardine Factory Restaurant; the tour group would descend from the bus to take in the red-lined bar area where Jessica Walter’s psychotic character first emerged. The bus was also to take the passengers to a cottage house at Bay View Avenue and Martin Street in Carmel, where Dave Garver’s, girlfriend lived. There were to be ten sites visited in all, culminating with a trip down Spindrift Road in the Carmel Highlands. It was a house on that road that served as the exteriors for the climactic scenes.


    The commission was promptly inundated with requests to go on the tour bus; we sold out in the first few minutes it was offered to the public. The film was one thing, but a locations tour tickled the fancy of film buffs. We had only prepared for a single bus tour, logistics being the main consideration. However, this did not stop callers to absolutely beg to “Follow the bus around” or to have a fleet of buses available. That was not going to happen in the quaint towns on the peninsula.


    As a non-profit organization, this event had everything going for it: star power, a scenic locations tour, an iconic film, and commitments from people traveling from across the country. There were only five days before the Saturday festivities---and then IT happened: The 9/11 assault on the twin towers in New York, the Pentagon in DC, and the plane crash in Pennsylvania. The impact of the atrocity was felt worldwide; a national emergency was declared, grounding all air traffic.


    In preparation for our event in Carmel, Universal Studios had graciously provided the only 35mm print of Play Misty for Me known to exist. They shipped it by airplane on September 10th and it was set to arrive in Monterey the next day.


    The committee members were the only ones who knew of the circumstances of the shipped film and we were all very nervous that the worst might go wrong. As the nation grew anxious over a possible imminent war on our soil, and watching the horrors slowly unveiling itself in New York City, the phones stopped ringing at the administration office of the film commission. We held steadfast hope that the plane and film were at the Monterey airport, but nothing was moving there. It took an extra effort to find and confirm that the plane had landed, but there was no one to confirm the status of the freight.


    There was talk of postponing the event, but a local newspaperman encouraged us to continue, pointing out that, “They would win” if the show didn’t go on. It was a bold move on the part of the commission. There was no guarantee of success of a turnout now even though many people had already committed their money.


    The hours were melting away; we were hopeful in the two days remaining that the film would show up. Then the clock ticked down, with only a single day left. Word came from a freight distribution center that one of the reels was found. We had reason to believe the other reel had to be close by.


    It was now the day of the event, Saturday September 15, 2001. The bus tour was greeted with rare enthusiasm and it went off without a hitch. By prior arrangement, we had actress Britt Lind [4] from the film aboard the bus. I had a rare thrill to introduce her to the tour group just as we came upon Ocean Avenue in Carmel. This is the scene where Clint’s character bolts out to Anjelica because he mistakenly thinks it is his girlfriend (Donna Mills) from behind.


    As the bus made its way, there was a separate frantic search for the other reel by the administrators of the commission; it was nowhere to be found. We did have the pre-release DVD of the movie, so a contingency plan emerged; find a local service that could electronically project the DVD version onto the screen. We found one, but it cost $500. for them to set it up. This was brand-new technology at the time.


    Time was now out; the commission members had to be at the Crossroads private area for the gala party with the Universal people in attendance. I let the representative know what we were dealing with and our attention shifted to, “What is Clint Eastwood going to say?” This whole event was set up to honor the man and no one wanted to displease him.


    Clint came dressed in a suit and tie with his wife, Dina. He was in a good mood and gave us some behind-the-scenes stories on the making of the film. On display was one of the flared, striped shirts Clint wore in the role. “We don’t wear shirts like that anymore,” he said, smiling. Photos were taken, wine was poured, and people were starting to fill up the cinema located across the parking lot. I was tapped on the shoulder by the president of the Film Commission, and told, “You’re the chairperson for this event, and you are the person who has to tell Clint.”


    To say Clint Eastwood was fond of Play Misty for Me is quite an understatement; it had been his first directorial duty and his reputation was at stake upon its release. The story of the DJ who is stalked by a crazed fan was ground breaking and the backdrop of noticeable locations helped to tell the story. On its release, this film became a landmark success critically and commercially, and after thirty years, it had aged like fine wine.


    I had met Clint a few times before but wasn’t sure if he remembered me. When I introduced myself to him again he smiled and said, “So you’re the big cheese for all this, huh?” I motioned for him to follow me to a private area and told him all the details about only one reel showing up. He turned his face downward and away, reflecting his frustration. He really cared; this was his baby! I told him about our contingency plan and he was not excited about it.


    The rest of the crowd started to walk to the theater as I stayed with Clint. Assured the film had started and the people were seated, we walked into the vacant lobby. There was a portal in the doors leading into the seating and we could see the projection fill the screen. Clint brightened up: “Hey, that DVD projects a pretty good image.”


    We tiptoed into the darkened cinema, where Clint took a prearranged vacant seat next to Dina and stayed for the duration of the picture. I sat directly behind them. Then there was that scene where his character and his leading lady are void of clothes under a natural waterfall to the tune of “The First Time Ever I Saw Your Face.” [5] It was tastefully edited and made for a dreamy musical interlude. At that point, Dina looked at Clint and whispered in his ear, “Did you sleep with her?” Clint just looked straight ahead and shook his head; Dina gave him a soft jab on the shoulder.

  


  
    
      [image: Image10] 

      With Clint Eastwood at the Misty fundraiser.

    

  


  
    Chapter Two


    I Came My Way From San Jose


    


    I took my first breath on August 18, 1951, and was six weeks premature. Special handling was necessary at the hospital before they sent me home with my parents. We lived in San Jose, California, a vibrant city with a rich history and only 100,000 people. Now she is known as the capitol of “Silicon Valley” [6] with a population of over a million.


    My dad, Sam Cassara, was a skilled carpenter, actually, a casket maker. To be polite in mixed company, he would describe himself as a “cabinet maker.” He labored in this profession until he started his own business. His social life revolved around the San Jose Elks Club. He eventually became Exalted Ruler of this chapter. My mother was a night-nurse, taking care of mostly elderly, invalid patients.


    I was raised Roman Catholic and my Sicilian-born grandparents were paramount in my life. My grandfather (Papa) was a barber and owned a shop in downtown San Jose, beginning in 1915. He was a man of few words but had a love for music and played a mean mandolin. In fact, he was a professional musician and often played for weddings in San Jose and Oakland. I often wished I could have been a silent observer during the years of my grandfather’s barbershop heyday. All the breaking news and politics were discussed at these “men only” institutions, where the Police Gazette magazine was a favorite periodical. The Chicago Shaving Shop was on West San Fernando Street, walking distance from city hall and the professional offices of First and Market Streets. All the important men came in for a shave before starting work and, according to my grandfather; he had the “best-a-barbershop” in San Jose. (In 1964, The Beatles burst onto the front pages of every American newspaper and magazine. My grandfather was distraught: he thought those four mop tops would put barbershops out of business.) Papa’s claim to fame was witnessing the fall of the mighty Light Tower of San Jose on December 3, 1915. He retired in the early 1950s, after which he and my grandmother made their “trip of a lifetime” to Rome and the Vatican.


    There are a couple of family legends that delighted me when I was growing up. My grandparents’ first language was Sicilian and it was spoken at home until their children went to school. One afternoon as my grandmother was on an errand downtown, she noticed a movie theater marquee advertising The Bride of Frankenstein. She entered the cinema to enjoy a love story, but instead was scared out of her wits!


    In later years, my grandfather told of the day that Herb Cain (a prominent columnist for the San Francisco Chronicle) was in town to promote a new book he had written, Bagdad by the Bay. It was chock full of old San Francisco and the news and characters of its time. My grandfather was well aware that Mr. Cain was in town and, from inside his barbershop, he noticed Cain parked out front. He put the requisite change in the parking meter and hurried off to his speaking engagement. Eventually, the meter expired with a red indicator. At that point my grandfather went to that meter and fed it coins. When Cain did return, my grandfather stepped outside to explain in his Italian accent, “I save you from getting a ticket-a.” For this act of kindness, Cain gave my grandfather a copy of his book and inscribed it: “To John Cassara — thank you for saving me from having a fine time in San Jose! Thanks a lot.” (1948). That book has been passed down to me.


    I was enthralled by my grandparents’ stories and my father’s recollections of growing up in this city, especially how they lived in the Italian section, on North 13th Street. Their neighbors were the Fumagalli’s (how I loved that name) and during Prohibition all the families made their own wine. It was part of their culture and no law was going to take that tradition away. The kids would yell at each other, “Your father’s a bootlegger.” My father laughingly told me in later years, “All our dads were bootleggers.” I was entranced by history. I was especially attuned to the date of my father’s birth year of 1919; it stirred in me a thirst for knowledge of what had transpired in both local and national times during that era.


    The first movie I can remember seeing was the newly released cinema epic, Around the World in 80 Days (1956). This landmark movie was shown at the Coronet Theater in San Francisco, the only place in the Bay Area equipped to project a 70mm film. The atmosphere, the music, and the crowd made the experience thrilling, especially to this five-year-old. The prelude to the main feature was the French short film, The Red Balloon, which captured my imagination. I fell asleep halfway through the feature.


    Movies were prominent in my boyhood: Tom Thumb, The 7th Voyage of Sindbad, and Journey to the Center of the Earth were standouts of visual and musical experience. However, it was The Time Machine that had an especially compelling effect on me. There was a scene in which a great war is beginning; chaos and panic are preceded by the terrifying sound of air raid sirens, a piercing pitch I experienced from school air-raid practice drills. In this futuristic movie (released 1960), the D-Day calamity registered on the time machine as August 18, 1966, the exact date of my fifteenth birthday. We were all living through a cold war at the time and there was a perceived nuclear threat in those days.


    I recognized films as an art form, and truth be told, they also served as a “babysitter.” My dad would typically drop me off and pick me up after the show. Being in a darkened cinema with the smell of popcorn was something transcending, almost transporting.


    Speaking of babysitting, I had an adverse experience when I was a small child. I don’t know how often this happened, but on this particular occasion my parents decided to have a night on the town. After my young brother, sister, and I were in bed asleep, my mother took the phone off the hook (in case anyone tried to call), then she and my father left the house. That very night my uncle passed away at a young age of a heart attack, and word reached my grandparents. They desperately tried to phone our house, but of course the line was busy…seemingly forever. My aunt and uncle took matters into their own hands; they came to the house, knocking on the door and windows in order to wake someone up. There was much concern. Just then, my parents arrived home. I never heard such yelling and crying at the same time. It was disturbing. Things were always frosty between my aunt and mother after that.


    My escapism at home was television entertainment. I was, after all, a baby-boomer, part of the first generation brought up by this fascinating medium. I loved The Adventures of Superman; here was action, fantasy, and thrills, all wrapped up in a half-hour time slot. Criminal justice at that time was just as black and white as the monitor. It seemed it was the reporters who solved all the crimes and dutifully delivered the suspects to Inspector Henderson, that is if Superman didn’t clunk the bad guys’ heads together first. No depositions, no court trials, no civil penalties.


    My preferred shows were the ones that made me laugh: the cartoons, The Three Stooges, and my pals Laurel & Hardy. I had a special connection to the comedy duo. My father would sit with me to watch Stan and Ollie and tell me stories of how he used to take his grandmother to watch them at the cinemas in downtown San Jose during the 1930s.


    


    Everything in I Needed to Know I learned by Watching The Little Rascals


    


    The Our Gang film series, [7] released for television as The Little Rascals, was shown daily on local television. I related to the kids in the series even though they were not contemporaries, the films having been made during the 1930s. There were life lessons to be gleaned by watching these short comedies: socialization, integration, schools, teachers, cops, truant officers, dog catchers, midgets, giants, bullies, sweethearts, freckles, cowlicks, hicks, hunger, free eats, Pete the Pup, honkey-donkey, monkeys, mules, medicine, running away, holidays, and social mores. If television and movies were my entertainment, it didn’t stop me from being active outdoors. In the late 1950s, my dad bought a house in the middle-class San Jose neighborhood of Willow Glen. It had been its own municipality back in the 1930s until annexed by the city. The “Willows,” as it had once been known, was mostly orchard land until aggressive subdivisions were built. Our house had an original chicken coop attached to the back of the garage. All the shelves were knocked down and we neighborhood kids used it as a clubhouse.


    When I wasn’t on my bike, I was exploring the banks of the Guadalupe River, which ultimately winds up at the Lewis Canal. [8] This drainage channel was built of concrete, connecting to the closest point of the Guadalupe and Coyote River. It made for marvelous “cave” adventures. Household flashlights were not bright enough, so we experimented by making torches to see our way. They were a miserable failure and quite unlike the versions we saw in the movies. We even used a road flare — with mixed results.


    Willow Glen had its own “downtown” on Lincoln Avenue. My favorite merchants were The Pronto Pup (where I got all my comic books and fountain treats), Ed’s Hobby Shop, La Ville Delicatessen, and Willow Glen Pizza. The anchor for the community was the magnificent Garden Theater, where I saw every movie released between 1959 and 1969. On Saturdays there were special “kiddie matinees.” For the special admission price of only a quarter, we saw movies specially geared for us. The program consisted of a cartoon, an old serial episode, and a feature. Westerns, comedies, and adventures were all bull’s-eyes with us; so were science fiction movies. But if we determined that the special effects looked fake, we would boo loudly.


    Most significant to me was [Clyde] Manley’s Do-Nut Shop, because he became a friend and mentor to me over the years. I would often drop in during the slow-paced, warm afternoons where he invited me back to listen to the San Francisco Giants radio broadcasts. My hero back then was Willie Mays. Actually, he still is.


    The San Francisco Giants first entered my awareness in 1962 when they went to the World Series and played the New York Yankees Mickey Mantle, Roger Maris, and Yogi Berra. We lost in the seventh game, bottom of the ninth with two outs and runners on second and third. Giant’s first baseman Willie McCovey’s line-drive out to end it in the bottom of the ninth inning impacted us all. We were that close to winning the World Series until Bobby Richardson of the Yankees made the grab at second base.


    After school let out for the day, my friends and I headed to Lincoln Avenue in Willow Glen, where we would often see a uniformed San Jose police officer assigned to this beat. He was a motorcycle cop and he was everywhere, or so it seemed. Every now and then he would get off his bike and drop in at the A&W drive-in and watch us play the baseball pinball machines. For a twenty-five-cent investment, we played three games and invariably won up to forty-five free games. The trouble was, we would cheer when the manually manipulated bat struck the metal ball over the ramp for a homer. The machine made electronic noises when one of us hit a grand slam, which was often. One day, the proprietor offered us a deal. If we didn’t make noise, she would give us a free root beer at the end. We were able to contain ourselves from then on and the root beer never tasted better. I don’t think they made a dime off of us.


    My friend Larry and I used to play chess together and he introduced me to coin collecting as a hobby. We became experts when it came to knowing the value of each coin. On Saturdays we would bring our duplicates to the coin shops downtown to trade up. It was pure joy to snap a newly acquired coin into my book.


    I spent a lot of time over at Larry’s house. I loved his family, and they were generous to me. Larry had an uncle who was really intriguing. His name was Stanley Myron Handelman. [9] He was a professional stand-up comedian from New York City, and was occasionally seen on TV variety shows. He was a semi-regular on the Dean Martin Show. A couple of times a year he played the “Hungry Eye” in San Francisco and would stay over at Larry’s folks’ house. Much to our dismay, he never performed any of his routines for us. He preferred watching television with his parents. Stanley was very unassuming and wore his newspaper boy cap pulled tight over his head. His face was framed by large oval glasses, which became his signature look. Larry and I took him to the Santa Clara County fair one year and I was amazed at the number of people who recognized him.


    Larry’s mother was a school teacher, and a charming one at that. We were only kids but she enjoyed our company. One day I made a quip and she laughed out loud. She said, “You should be a comedian.” Was the comment just an expression or was she being encouraging? After all, she grew up with Stanley Myron Handelman!


    For income between the years 1963 and ’66, I had a neighborhood paper route. I still remember the headlines of the day: The John F. Kennedy assassination, The Beatles’ arrival in America, the death of Winston Churchill and yes, even the death of Stan Laurel. On Sundays I had to get up at 3 a.m. to get to my newspaper drop-off point and fold those papers. Sometimes the rubber bands snapped across my frozen fingers while I tried to roll them onto the thick San Jose Mercury News. My dog would run alongside me while I delivered that day’s issue onto each customer’s porch. Before delivery, I would warm up my hands by putting them in the middle of the freshly printed newspaper stack and read the headlines of the day. By the time dawn broke, I was finished. So I peddled my trusty Schwinn straight to the beacon of light emanating from Manley’s Do-Nuts and thawed out in his shop. A freshly made cake donut awaited me to warm my insides and, of course, one for my dog (Fritz), who waited patiently outside.


    


    A Fork in the Road


    


    Being a newspaper boy provided me with good introduction for life; it was an enterprise with risks. We were billed at the end of the month for all the newspapers and it was up to us to make our collections from our customers. We did this during the evening and I don’t know how many times we were told to “come back tomorrow.” If all went well during the month, I would end up with twenty-five dollars net. With this, I paid for clothes, food, entertainment, and bus fair to downtown on Saturdays. We went to the movies and brought our duplication of coins (that we obtained from circulation) to the coin shops to trade for ones we didn’t have. On Friday afternoon after deliveries, my fellow paperboys and I would meet at the local pizzeria for a one-dollar individual pizza.


    On one particular afternoon, the burlap bags that draped over the rear fender of my bike got tangled up in the spokes of the rear tire. It acted as a sudden brake and physics took over. I rocketed over the handlebars and fractured my right wrist on impact, the right side of my face skidded on the pavement. I lost consciousness for a few moments but shock took over and I went back to finish my route. I had to stop my bike and throw with my left hand (terribly) to each remaining home.


    The next day my dad took me to the hospital to mend my broken wrist; no one thought I had a concussion (though they didn’t X-ray me). With a fresh cast and black eye, I went to school but could not participate in the physical education classes, so I was assigned to go to the library for an hour each day. Until then I had never gone there unless it was with the class. Little did I realize that a new chapter in my life was beginning. I learned how to find a specific book by searching through the cards in small pull-out wooden drawers. These rows of neatly typed 3 x 5 index cards were filed in alphabetical order, not by title, but by the author’s last name first. I was impressed that adjacent to the author’s name was his or her birthdate with an open right bracket if they were still living, or a death date. Somehow this really personalized the contents to me. I remember having a distinct thought: that authors never really die as long as their books are on the shelves.


    I became a certified “library rat” and read anything I could find on the history of San Jose. I was first inspired by a book I bought, Almost Forgotten by Ralph Rambo. Here was a wonderfully illustrated text by the author with riveting stories about Santa Clara County history, starting in 1895. Mr. Rambo was sixty-eight years old when he published his book in 1963.


    In the mid-1960s, my friend Maury and I took the Greyhound bus to Candlestick Park and watch the Giants. The tickets cost between fifty cents and $4.50 to see major league entertainment. In May of 1966, my friend Larry and I sat in the left field stands and saw Willie Mays hit his 512th homerun to pass Mel Ott; he hit it off the Dodger’s Claude Osteen to right field, disappointing us (we wanted to catch the ball). That same year Maury and I invested $3.00 for special season tickets (The Knot Hole Gang), for the local minor league baseball team, the San Jose Bees.


    By the time I was sixteen, I was working at a local restaurant, Uncle John’s Pancake House. It was south of downtown and on the Monterey Highway; at the time it was U.S. 101, before the freeway was built. Restaurant work appealed to me; being able to eat for free was a plus. I was an energetic busboy and I learned early how to scan the room and anticipate customers’ needs. My perspective changed when I worked the swing shift during the weekends: drunken adults would come in to try and sober up. San Jose Police officers would commonly come in to drink coffee during their break and the waitresses took special care of them. If there were jolly inebriants still in the party mood and they spotted a cop, the temperature dropped twenty degrees.


    One day, Lee Marvin [10] came in for breakfast on his way north; a waitress had to serve him, but she was slightly intimidated. “What if I spilled coffee on him?” she asked fearfully. In his legendary deep growl of a voice, he ordered rare steak and eggs and he wanted it “NOW.” Yes, sir!


    Cultural change was occurring right before my eyes in 1967; in San Francisco, the flower children coined it “The Summer of Love.” In June of that year, the Monterey Pop Festival was all over the news. Performing artists from all over the world came to Monterey, the agreed-upon middle ground between San Francisco and Los Angeles. There was a rumor circulating that The Beatles were planning to perform as well. Young people amassed to the area for this odyssey. In the vernacular of the day, it was “a happening.”


    Many of the kids took up hitchhiking to take the road south; Monterey was only seventy-five miles away. Swarms of them came into the restaurant to grab a bite or “coffee up.” The media labeled them as hippies, generalizing their look as “Arabs and beatniks.” [11]


    On my sixteenth birthday in August, I got my first car. It was a 1957 Dodge Coronet with giant “shark fins” adorning the backend. Not exactly a “Chick-magnet” back then, but it got my friends and me around. It drove like a tank at seventeen miles per gallon. Fortunately, gas was as cheap as twenty-five to thirty-five cents a gallon back then.


    At the first opportunity we had, two of my friends and I drove to San Francisco to venture out and maybe go to a Giants game. We walked around the Haight-Ashbury district, trying to get an eyeful. It was not glamourous at all: there were old storefronts with hippie merchants selling their wares, the odor of incense was overwhelming. The merchants were all very paranoid, not that we were going to buy anything. We were mostly looking at the various posters they had for sale. I remember a dire warning; “if offered, don’t take any sugar cubes,” (they were allegedly laced with bad LSD).


    It was in 1967 that my mother, who had been ill for quite some time, died of natural causes. My favorite memory of her was from the early 1960s, when I would accompany her to downtown antique stores. I was interested in the 1950s Batman and Superman comics, when the characters were still chasing bank robbers.


    My mother had an artistic flair and was keen on the old 78-R.P.M. records (considered to be “junk” by most people). Each record cost a dime and she bought a stack. Once home, she warped the records (with a curling iron) to almost a clam shape and would create an artificial flower arrangement. Almost always, I looked at each record before they were worked on to read the title of the song, and while most were unfamiliar to me, they made an impression.


    With the newfound freedom of my first car, it was my baseball-playing buddies with whom I spent most of my time. We ventured out on weekend nights to see movies at the drive-in theaters, ending the evening with a late-night snack at a coffee or pie place.


    There was one film in particular that stayed with me: In Cold Blood (1967), Richard Brooks’ stark adaptation of Truman Capote’s bestselling non-fiction novel. The systematic killing of a rural family was unsettling and it stirred something inside of me. I was wholly empathetic and my blood boiled in outrage at the ultra-realism of the scenes depicting the victims’ fate. The experience probably stoked my first thoughts of going into law enforcement as a career. Indeed, my school counselor set me up for a ride-a-long with a San Jose police officer in a special program to introduce students to the profession. I got an eyeful and was impressed by how the officer handled himself.


    San Jose was growing up and quickly approaching 400,000 in population. The major sports teams concentrated their marketing on Santa Clara County. The San Francisco 49ers did their spring practice at San Jose State’s Spartan Stadium; the San Francisco Warriors would train their pre-season team at San Jose’s City College; and the Giants came to town to play the Santa Clara University’s Bronco’s at Buck Shaw Stadium for one celebrated game. Willie Mays usually led off in those games. The price was nominal to get a walk-up ticket.


    In high school, my friends and I would go to all the varsity football and basketball games. Willow Glen High had the best athletes in the entire county, it seemed. The football team always finished first and the basketball team went undefeated during my senior year, and was officially ranked number two in the state of California.


    My friends Charlie, Ice, Maury, Jinksy, and Burden all had something in common: we loved baseball. We would meet up at the school baseball diamond and play almost every day during the summer. Burden would keep the stats of each game, reproduced it in a typed box score format. Special games were written up with delicious old baseball vernacular. We informally named our unsupervised games The Random League. And that is exactly what it was — whoever showed up got to play. It was hardball versus wooden bats. What made our peer group unique was our imagination and organizational skills; we decided to shoot a movie, starring us! We put our funds together to buy army surplus items and, more importantly, film. We had no idea what we were doing, and even wrote up sheets of “stock” to sell for the project. One of our teachers contributed a couple of bucks.


    Fortunately, one of our buddies was a photographer and he offered to shoot the action with a rented 16mm camera. The film was very expensive. We weren’t satisfied to simply record ourselves playing baseball, or even make a story-driven short. The decision was made to shoot an epic called “Commando Raid.” Without a script, we drove out to Pescadero Beach in San Mateo County and tried to emulate D-Day, with only a few of us to act it out. One special effect we were excited to set up was a close-up of a long-barreled play rifle. “Cut!” our director yelled when the shot was completed. Then we inserted a firecracker, lit it, and filmed it. We got the effect of a bang with smoke and fire; we were lucky the aluminum barrel didn’t explode out in shrapnel. Back in San Jose, we shot a few scenes alongside the Los Gatos Creek. Resting up between takes, we had no idea that the nice patch we had discovered turned out to be poison oak. Production was at a standstill while those afflicted recovered.


    We had an internal change in director, who preferred a comedy bent. Our “crew” went to the foothills adjacent to Monterey Highway onto unfenced private property. We had made a dummy for special effects and dressed it up in old clothes. The big scene was to take place on top of a cliff. It was of a fistfight between the enemy and the good guys. The cameraman took a good close-up of a “Hollywood” punch to the face, followed by “Cut!” The camera was then relocated down the cliff and took the position to shoot up at the site. On the word, “Action!” the dummy was thrown off the cliff as though it was the result of the fistfight. In mid-air, the dummy separated and the camera recorded the leg portion landing, followed by the torso and head. We fell down laughing at this unintentional blooper.


    When the film was developed we watched with great anticipation, only to find out it was terrible. It was unintentionally funny, but we recorded something that was unique to us. Unfortunately, Commando Raid is a lost film.


    My introduction to “show business” was prompted by our senior class talent contest. My friend and I decided to enter, but first we needed a routine. There was a pizza parlor that offered a free pie on Tuesday evenings for anyone who would get up onstage and perform. In preparation, Burden and I wrote a ridiculous patter routine in which we were imitating Boris Karloff and Bela Lugosi. In our grand finale, we were to recite the words of “Monster Mash.” [12]


    Preceding us was an act where a young African American male took the microphone and acted out a Bill Cosby comedy album with accuracy, poise, and perfect delivery. It was going to be a tough act to follow, but we were determined to earn our free pizza. For the act, we called ourselves The Blitz Brothers, and were introduced as such. We took the stage confidently until, in mid-sentence, I forgot my next line. Burden improvised and took up the slack; he continued doing both voices while I stage-laughed into the microphone like a demented Ed McMahon. [13] There was an elderly woman in the audience, stoked with beer, who laughed louder at us than at the talented Bill Cosby impersonator.


    We tasted the fruit of our success that night (actually, a pepperoni pizza) as we reflected on the polishing we needed to do for the seniors at our high school. We changed the whole act around to be a little more physical and performed it in front of our fellow classmates. There were some laughs and we (remarkably) received some applause when we exited the stage. From then on we were “The Blitz Brothers,” and some references to that effect were written in our 1969 high school yearbooks.


    On June 20, 1969 was an event of historical significance; “Men landed on the moon.” It was the dream of mankind to accomplish this feat and I watched it as it happened via our television set. With me was my grandfather who watched very patiently. I asked him, “Papa, you were a young man of seventeen years old when the Wright Brothers manned their first air flight, [1903] and here you are watching the moon landing. His one-word response; “Yep.”
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      With Clyde Manley of Manley’s Donuts.

    

  


  
    Chapter Three


    Culture Change


    


    After graduation I got a temporary job during the Santa Clara County Fair, working at the corn-on-the-cob stand. We shared the facility with a ham sandwich-and-beer booth and we frequently swapped wares. Just a short walk down the pavilion led to the main stage where top talent performed every year.


    The war in Vietnam was raging, but my immediate concern was getting into college. I made it a firm goal to earn a four-year degree. I enrolled at San Jose City College, became a full-time student, and worked part-time at a coffee shop in a bowling alley. I was a waiter; starving students must eat. And besides, I did earn a meager living wage with those tips.


    One afternoon, four elderly ladies sat down, ordered, and had a pleasant chat. In those days it was customary to pay by cash or check. When it came time to pay the bill, I noticed the name Arbuckle and blithely blurted out, “Arbuckle as in Fatty Arbuckle?” What a mistake! The response was quick and assertive, “We don’t discuss him in public,” one of the women said haughtily. So it was true; they were blood relations to Roscoe Arbuckle. [14]


    The name Arbuckle was well known in Santa Clara valley, and not just because of Roscoe. He had a half-brother named Clyde, who happened to be the official San Jose historian. I finally met him when I volunteered for the San Jose Historical Museum, where I was trained to be a docent. With my San Jose pride, I relished that position. I helped transfer artifacts from a prior location to the new facility and assisted in identifying and cataloging the photos. Some of these were snapshots, one of which particularly caught my eye. It was dated 1938 and the image was of an unidentified big band. Written on the bottom was a name I certainly recognized: Art Carney. [15] I wanted to know more, such as what was the band’s name? Where was the performance venue? That answer would come to me later in life.


    That first year of the San Jose Historical Museum, I served as a docent and received many locals and tourists. One group came through that was from Germany and they were very intrigued about the photo displays of the old orchards and the drying procedures for fruits. San Jose was best known in those days as “the prune capital of the world.” The group was impressed and someone said enthusiastically, “We have to try prunes!” I suggested, “Well, just don’t eat too many at once.” I’m not sure the translation came through.


    Being a docent was my way of contributing to the local history; being a waiter was my attempt at earning a living. Each work day I returned to the coffee shop at the Futurama Bowl. I recall one gentleman seated at the counter enjoying a cup of coffee. He was apparently scouting me out. Before he left he told me, “You’re too good for this place. Come in and see me.” He left his card identifying him as the manager of a very high-end restaurant in San Jose. I made it a point to show that business card to my boss. He valued me highly and was always generous with compliments. He often remarked how good I was with people. I usually devoured the newspaper every day and looked through the classified ads. On one particular day, something caught my eye. It was for a job at Intel Corporation in Santa Clara. This was the mid-seventies before the term “Silicon Valley” was an identifier, the computer industry was starting to boom. I went to the human resources department to fill out an application for the Intel job and couldn’t believe how modern it was. Everyone looked very professional. While I was waiting in the lobby, I noticed on the employee board that the company had season tickets to all the Bay Area professional team games and sponsored company picnics. My imagination wondered.


    Though the job was considered “low level,” I have always been accustomed to starting at the bottom and working my way up. A thought occurred to me that perhaps I shouldn’t pursue law enforcement but start a whole new career here. With steady pay increases and the opportunity for employee discounts on stock purchases, I gladly took the entrance examination. The results came back pretty fast, and the human resources employee told me they could not give the
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