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To my wife, Bonnie, and our sons, Robert and Matthew, who have had to listen to my stories more than once. And to my daughters-in-law, Karla and Tanya, and grandchildren, Colton and Kylie, who have yet to hear them all. Thank you all for being in my very lucky life.

I love you.
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Foreword

by Dick Nunis

I first met Ted in the mid-1950s at my future in-laws’ home in Laguna Beach. He was just a kid who always seemed to be over there with his friend Gary, my future brother-in-law. As the years went by the boys grew up and Ted took off for the amazing adventures that he’s written about in this book. He eventually returned to Laguna and resumed his regular visits to the beach house, bringing us fresh fish, lobsters, and abalone that he and Gary would catch off the beach.

Ironically, one Christmas Eve celebration, at this same house, Ted met his future wife, Bonnie. It became apparent that Ted would have to end his wild adventures and start thinking about a “real job.” with a steady salary and benefits. Walt Disney World offered such an opportunity,and Ted was ready.

Ted’s life in Florida began on the watercraft team where he had opportunities to operate and train personel on side-paddle wheelers, steam launches, a Chinese junk, the sportfisher Striker, and the ferry boats. Over the years, he went from operations to renovations of park rides, hotels, restaurants, and eventually, the removal of the wave machine from the Seven Seas Lagoon.

In my life, I’ve found Ted to be a born storyteller, a fantastic fisherman, a straight-faced poker player, and one heck of a family man. We’ve shared family times and Disney times and I can say that I will always be grateful for our meeting and friendship.

Dick Nunis
Retired Chairman
Walt Disney Parks and Resorts


Foreword

by Bob Matheison

For much of its history, the Walt Disney organization has operated like a big, creative, and hard-working family. Since the early days of animation and film making, the names of Walt and Roy Disney have attracted individuals of enormous creative ability, and great determination, into their fold. These traits have been obvious in hundreds [now thousands] of different fields, interests, talents, and capabilities.

These same traits have been multiplied over hundreds of times as the Disney name expanded further with entertainment efforts into Disneyland, Walt Disney World, and several other enterprises. This vast energy comes from being seriously challenged, and genuinely excited about, “What can we do differently, and better, than ever before?”

During my career, I remember being frequently asked, “Why do you choose to work for Disney?” My answer was immediate and simple. “It’s because I get to work with such wonderful and creative people.” I am proud to introduce to you one such person…his name is TED KELLOGG.

Ted brought his extensive knowledge and hands-on experience to Walt Disney World and became deeply involved with Disney for 32 years. (And if I may insert a personal note, my appreciation of Ted and his abilities broadened after experiencing his tutelage in catching shrimp and seine-netting in the Atlantic Ocean…very impressive!) Ted’s many successes speak for themselves, and represent the wonderful spirit of the Disney organization. And now I commend to you the writings of TED KELLOGG.

Bob Matheison
Retired Executive Vice President
Walt Disney World


Introduction

I met Ted Kellogg through Disney Legend Tom Nabbe, one of his “meatloaf Thursday” buddies. You see, there are a handful of former Disney cast members living in the Orlando, Florida, area—all of whom played significant roles in the opening of Walt Disney World—who have remained good friends over the years. Most are now retired and every month or so, they’ll get together at a local restaurant to chow down on the eatery’s meatloaf specials, have a beer, reminisce, and share a few laughs about the early days of Disney in central Florida.

I was working on a blog about the boat system when Walt Disney World opened in 1971 and I approached Tom on the subject; he said there would be no better person to talk to about boating at WDW in the 1970s than Ted Kellogg, who was the supervisor of watercraft when the resort opened. Tom gave me Ted’s email address and Ted and I set up a telephone interview in February of 2016. Unlike many of the Disney cast members I’ve interviewed over the years, Ted seemed a bit reluctant to open up about his life and career, at least at the beginning of our talk. After a few minutes, though, he warmed to the task and began to share fascinating stories about his career with Disney, which spanned 32 years at both Disneyland and Walt Disney World, as well as the broad range of experiences he’s had during his life.

At the end of the interview, Ted told me that he had a lot more stories to share, but most of them weren’t related to Disney. Then he asked me, point blank, if I’d be interested in working with him on putting together a book. I promised Ted that I’d get in touch with Theme Park Press founder Bob McLain and would make the book proposal to him. Bob liked the idea and Ted and I soon embarked on the long journey of compiling this book.

In mid-April 2016, I was invited to a press event at Walt Disney World, so I asked Ted if we could get together for a face-to-face interview session. We met in the lobby of Disney’s Saratoga Springs Resort, found a secluded lounge area behind the gift shop, and talked for about two hours before I had to head off to the first of several press functions during the three-day event. Ted was excited and well-prepared for the meeting. He brought along photos, letters, and his United States passport, filled with stamps and connotations from his seven-month adventure to South America, which began in the fall of 1966 and ended the following spring.

I had purchased a small, hand-held recording device and was able to get all of the interview on tape. As I was packing up, Ted asked me where I had gotten my hands on the recorder and wondered if he should buy one of his own, since he still had many more stories he wanted to share with me. I told him that that might be the best way to go. He bought a recorder and spent the next few weeks talking into it, relating some of his fascinating life experiences in the comfort of his central Florida home, often, he told me, in the middle of the night, when inspiration hit him. When he was finished, he mailed the recorder to me and I began the arduous task of transcribing those stories. A few months later, he recorded a few more stories and sent them to me. You’re holding the end result in your hands right now.

As most everyone knows, the Walt Disney Company has always been about storytelling. Stories are what fuel the entertainment giant’s engine, be it in the theme parks, on its cruise ships, or on the small or big screens. Ted Kellogg worked for Disney for 32 years and during his time at Disneyland and Walt Disney World, he had some pretty interesting experiences. Prior to working for Disney, though, he participated in a variety of thrilling, sometimes life-threatening adventures on land, at sea, and underwater. He also had a “second career” at Walt Disney World after leaving watercraft—supervising a wide variety of extensive renovations on WDW property, including the lobby of the Polynesian Resort as well as the California Grill atop the Contemporary Resort.

“Some of these stories you might not find truthful, but believe me, they are all true”, he told me, adding, “I probably shouldn’t be alive today.”

We pick up Ted’s story in the fall of 1966, when he and his two buddies, Tim and Mick, set off on a Romancing the Stone-type adventure from southern California through Central and South America. Along the way, the Three Amigos (as they became known to the local authorities) survived many memorable, thrilling, and often dangerous adventures. It was truly the experience of a lifetime for the trio. More than anything, the trip embodied Ted Kellogg’s love of life, his adventurous spirit, and his compassionate nature.

Chuck Schmidt
April 2017



Chapter One

Travels and Travails through Panama

In the fall of 1966, my friends Tim Ward and Mick Herbert and I went on the adventure of a lifetime…the ultimate road trip. Tim and I came up with the idea—we decided that we wanted to go to Brazil to do some hunting. Prior to the trip, we wrote letters to the minister of defense of every country from Mexico to Brazil. They each sent us an approved letter that we could carry firearms throughout their countries.

It was a good thing we carried these letters, because we encountered many tense situations. We had the guns listed in our passports, each with their individual serial numbers. Each country required this documentation when we crossed their borders. I still have a few of the letters. My passport has all the stamps of all the countries we visited on our adventure…one that lasted seven months, into the spring of 1967.

In October of 1966, the three of us piled into the 1958 Chevy Del Rey that my aunt had given me and we drove it from southern California to Panama. Not much happened during our trip from San Diego down to Panama, through Mexico, Guatemala, El Salvador, Honduras, Nicaragua, and Costa Rica, but things really heated up once we got south of Panama.

We drove at 40 miles an hour and we packed extra water pumps, fuel pumps, belts, and an extra tire because we didn’t know what to expect. Getting gas was a problem. We had to make sure we’d fill up with gas whenever we could. Along the way during the early part of the trip, we lived off the land, shooting doves, quail, iguanas, rabbits, etc., buying food at open-air markets, cooking our food over an open fire pit using a grill we brought from home, and sleeping on the ground, just off the main roads.

Crossing into Guatemala, we were put under house arrest because the country was under martial law. We were taken to Guatemalan Army headquarters, up in the mountains. An officer who spoke perfect English told us we were going to stay with them for a few days while they confirmed out our story. In the meantime, we were treated well, with good food, a sleeping area, and other amenities. After three days, our papers checked out and we were free to leave. At the Guatemalan border with El Salvador, we were given back our guns and ammo.

Crossing into a new country, we made it a habit to stop at the first village or small town and go to the main square, find a cantina, and buy soft drinks. As we sat there, the children would start to gather. We would buy a bag of cookies and pass them out. Once the people saw how friendly we were, they would let us sleep on the porch or in a side yard. Going into Panama, we met a guy driving an old Cadillac. Everybody had told us to beware of anyone who spoke good English, especially in a foreign country, because they’re usually up to no good. But he happened to be a very good guy. He took care of us and found us a place to stay, which was a very unusual hotel. It was where all the strippers and bar workers from all the other hotels would spend their days before they went to work. The hotel had a little TV room where we watched the world news.

We were there for 10 days because Tim got sick. He caught a very, very bad cold—almost pneumonia—and the embassy wouldn’t do a thing for us. Basically, they told us to get the hell out of there. Our friend with the Cadillac set up a meeting at 1 o’clock in the morning because he had a friend who owned a pharmacy. Tim was given a penicillin shot in each of his butt cheeks and it got him well in about three days. This pharmacist had a friend who had a boat. At that time, the Panamanian Highway just ended and you couldn’t get to South America by car, you had to go to Colón to take a boat there. So we sold my car on the black market for $425 and took the bus to Colón. It was a stormy night, but we found the friend of the pharmacist. We climbed aboard his boat and left Colón, headed to Colombia.

During the trip, we hit one of the worst storms you could imagine. There wasn’t enough room in the wheelhouse for us—it had just enough room for the guy driving the boat—so we had to literally tie ourselves to the mast in the back of the boat, with all our gear and our guns. The following morning came and the storm had finally passed, but everything was soaked. Along the route, he stopped the boat at islands where we bought food, smoked fish, and sardines. One of the stops was Ustupo, the capital of the San Blas Islands, a chain of islands located to the east of the Panama Canal. The women of Ustupo are known for making decorative pieces of needlework, about one-foot square, with brightly colored inserts. The natives were dressed very colorfully. Nice place.

We were dropped off on the main island of the San Blas chain, where we ran into a couple of Mormon Peace Corps workers who proceeded to tell us to put our shirts on because it was considered to be in bad taste for men to walk around shirtless. We got stuck on that island for about 10 days, eating sardines and rice, but we soon won the confidence of the natives there. We helped them build a dock out of coconut palm logs. I love to fish, so I would go with the guy who fished for the entire village. We’d paddle out, catch grouper or whatever with hand lines, and return to the village where we shared the fish. The people really grew to like us and trust us.

They invited us one afternoon to attend a ritual where the young girls and boys become women and men. It was held on an outer island in a special hut and we were allowed to watch the whole ceremony, which lasted all night long. It was fantastic.

Our next task was to find a boat that would take us to South America.



Chapter Two

“Cruising” to Colombia…and a “Welcome Reception” in Turbo

After about 10 days, a “coca” boat showed up. Literally, it was a boat carrying tons of split coconuts on its deck with a “crew” that looked like some of the worst bandits you’d ever laid your eyes on. It was our only transportation, so we got on and we paid them about 15 bucks a head to take us to Colombia.

They took us to the edge of where Colombia starts and dumped us, and our gear, off the boat. We didn’t sleep during the trip. We had our pistols loaded the whole time because we were afraid they were going to cut us up and throw us over the side. We were very alert and kept a close eye on them. The Colombian officials stamped our passports and told us a boat was coming that afternoon to take us to Turbo, which, as it turns out, is the asshole of South America. We said, “How far away is that?” and they said, “Oh, it’s about 50 miles.” The boat came, we all looked at each other and said, “That’s the boat?” It was a dug-out canoe, six-feet wide and about 35-feet long, with a 25-horse Johnson engine and four cans of gas on the back end.

There were boards for seats. We loaded our gear and the pilot started following the coastline. The boat was leaking like a sieve and it started to get rough; people were getting really sick. There were buckets and pails so we
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