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To Robert J. Weinberg

This is also your story. Thank you for all the work you did on Kathy's behalf. Be well!
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Introduction

When I was a teenager the then new TV comedy sensation in 1968 was a show called Rowan & Martin’s Laugh In, which my younger brothers and sisters and I watched every week. I was a junior in high school in the Seattle suburb of Bellevue and there was one, among many, elements of the show I took to... the “The Flying Fickle Finger of Fate”. It was basically a raspberry to various government officials or programs prone to waste and/or corruption, which aligned with the times of that tumultuous year. It wasn’t the actual “award” that I was drawn to, it was the word “fate”. I have not been one to worry all that much about the path of my life. It has taken many twists and turns. But how I have ended up here, in this moment, in a small studio apartment in the heart of Hollywood, CA. about to retell the events that have led me to write this little tale, I can only chalk up to a universe that had something planned for me that I could not in a million years have envisioned. Through a set of circumstances I will outline in the following pages, my story of how I met and befriended Kathy Wood, the widow of the cult film-maker Ed Wood Jr. of Plan 9 From Outer Space (1959) notoriety, and through that I am now one of only four heirs to what would be considered his Estate.

But first a little background on how I got here...


Chapter 1

Portland and Seattle

I don’t want to take up a lot of space about myself before my meeting and befriending Mrs. Wood, but a little background on my personal history will help set the stage. My dad, Bob Blackburn (no technically, I am not a “Jr.” as our middle names are different, unlike (Ed Wood Jr.), was a well known sportscaster and radio personality in the Pacific Northwest, mainly in Portland, OR. and Seattle, WA. In fact he is in both states’ Sports Halls of Fame. He was born in Fullerton CA. The youngest of four and the only boy in the group.

He was sickly as a kid. With T.B. and a few other childhood ailments which kept him from enlisting in WWII, but also led to him being bedridden off and on for a couple of years in his youth, forcing him to miss out on some school and competing in intramural sports. He did have access to a radio, and was drawn to it. Back in the early 1930’s the heyday of radio was just taking off. The radio drama’s, comedy, variety shows, and sports were just starting to be broadcast on the national networks, the NBC Red and Blue Networks, and CBS (ABC hadn’t come on the scene as of yet). Also the “Fireside Chats” by President Franklin D. Roosevelt cast a spell on a young Bob. One of his uncles commented on Dad’s “loud voice” and cemented his drive to eventually be one of those “loud voices” coming out of the box on the dresser.

Eventually, once healed and back in school, my dad threw himself into whatever he could to hone his budding skills, from taking acting and speech classes, to becoming the school’s P.A. announcer for his Fullerton High School football and basketball games, which would lead to him meeting a young electrician who occasionally would be called to fix a speaker or amplifier at the school ... a young man named Leo Fender.


Eventually, Dad graduated from high school and started working part time on local Orange County radio stations, doing sportscasts for high school and junior college sports, honing his craft. He ended up in Hollywood during the war years working at an all-service radio station called KFAC, hosting the “Lucky Lager Dance Time” while continuing to work as a sportscaster at smaller stations in the area.

My dad was a young, 19-year-old at the start of WWII, who was embarrassed, but resigned to not being able to serve his country during the war due to his past illnesses. He made the best of his couple of years here in Hollywood, living in a co-ed boarding house called “Minnie’s Mad House”. As much as dad liked the lifestyle of Hollywood, his heart and ambition was set on a major league sportscasting job.

After two years he was hired at KFRE in Fresno, CA. to broadcast Fresno State sports, as well as have his own sports program, and also broadcast Fresno’s local minor league hockey and baseball. He was working full time, finally doing what he loved.

It was also here that he met my mom Patricia Hardin, a vivacious co-ed from the Central California Valley farming community of Chowchilla. In 1948 they married and Dad continued to work in Fresno, all the while sending tapes out to various “big league” city radio stations looking for that next step up the ladder.

In 1950 he was hired to be a second broadcaster for the Triple AAA Pacific Coast League Portland Beavers. He had gone from Fresno to San Jose,CA. in 1949 where he worked for KSJO doing local sports. My parents moved to Portland the spring of 1950 where dad worked with the primary and older broadcaster, Rollie Truitt, who was originally a newspaper reporter.

At the end of the 1950 season, Dad still had some obligations to the San Jose station, so he and his pregnant wife went back for that winter before returning to Portland for the 1951 spring training of the Beavers. It was there, in San Jose on January 11th, 1951, that I was born. Fate right? The day I was born there was what was called a “freak tornado” that hit the California Central Valley. I swear I had nothing to do with it.

As a side note, my dad was broadcasting the Pebble Beach Golf Tournament hosted by Bing Crosby every year in the late 40’s to mid 1950’s. It was a mix of pro golfers and a few Hollywood celebrities. This particular year that dad was working, one of the celebrities was comedian and band leader Phil Harris, mainly known for his work on the Jack Benny Show, who at that time had a hit with a novelty song by the title of “The Thing”. So, my dad was interviewing Phil Harris, and mentioned that he was a new, first time father of a little boy, and Phil Harris retorted “Does he have his Thing?”, cracking my dad up on the air.

So, I grew up in the city of Portland,OR., actually in a suburb called Beaverton. I was soon followed by five more brothers and sisters. I had all the usual trials and travails of being a kid of the 50’s, including watching black and white TV. The neighbors down the street had the first color TV in the neighborhood, so we’d go down there on Sunday night to watch Walt Disney’s Wonderful World of Color and Bonanza, seemingly the only shows in the early 60’s in full color.

I, like my dad was drawn to radio, but more for the music. The young teenage songs of the late 50’s and early 60’s drew me in. I was too young to be aware of Elvis, or Buddy Holly, though my dad, who besides his sportscasting duties was also a popular local disc jockey playing the hits of the day. He hosted sock hops and took part in crazy publicity events. I have photo’s of both my dad and mom at a press conference with Elvis Presley in early Sept. of 1957, which are cherished possessions to this day. But I loved the “girl group” sounds, even some of the “Bobby” singers (maybe because I shared their name). I’d watch whatever music shows were on the TV, but there wasn’t much in those pre-Beatles days. Other favorites were the surfing bands coming out of the L.A. area as well as vocal groups like The Four Seasons.

One day in late 1963/early 1964 on the local rock n’ roll station KISN-AM I heard the song that shook me up and in many ways changed my life and so many others of my generation, a song called “I Want To Hold Your Hand”. Whoa! There followed The Beatles’ appearance Feb. 9th on the Ed Sullivan Show, and like thousand of other teenagers I wanted to do that. I begged for a guitar for a Christmas gift and not sure if it was 1964 or 1965 I actually got one. I also went out and bought a little Farfisa organ and a Kalamazoo amp, as I had taken piano lessons (I hated piano lessons by the way) when I was around 7 or 8, but it taught me how to play a keyboard. I also joined my Jr. High School band playing clarinet, an instrument of torture in the wrong hands, and my hands were all wrong. In Jr. High in late 1965 and 1966 I was in what my mom called “Bobby’s Little Combo”. Actually we were called The Hardtimes (as if we, as young 15-16-year-olds, knew what “hard times” were, but there ya go). The bass player, Paul Kaza, still a friend to this day, and I would sneak out at night and hitch hike from Beaverton, into Portland to hang out at a local coffee shop, the Cafe Espresso, or see a concert, the most memorable show we saw together was the Bob Dylan concert March 23, 1966.

Back to my dad, who by this time, 1966-1967, had become a well known personality in Portland, and I kind of had the “Jr.” tag on me. Dad had still been sending air check tapes to sports teams and radio stations any time he heard of an opening for a major league sportscaster. He had become the Oregon State Sportscaster of the Year five years in a row. From what I was told he came in second or third for a few major league jobs, a couple in baseball and one in football. Then, on August 31, 1967 it was announced that my dad had won, out of over 110 applicants, the job as the first announcer for the new NBA team, The Seattle SuperSonics. That meant we we’re moving to Seattle... only the year before we had moved across town to a nice house near the Lewis & Clark college campus. I had to enroll in a new school, Andrew Jackson High School and now we would be packing up and moving North up the I-5.

The parents found a nice home in the suburban bedroom community of Bellevue, WA. across Lake Washington from downtown Seattle, but a quick commute for dad on the floating bridge to the Seattle Center Coliseum, where the Sonics played (yes the bridge floats). I was ensconced in a new prison, I mean “high school”, which was the total opposite of my last school in Portland. This was more like two years in prison, I made a few friends, had a sweet girlfriend my senior year, and tried to see whatever rock & roll shows I could but had to drive to the city, but I saw among others, Jimi Hendrix, Donovan, The Beach Boys with Buffalo Springfield, The Association, Ravi Shankar and more. So music was still a big part of my life.

Also, one of the perks of the move was getting to be a part of my dad’s radio broadcast team, doing statistics for the Sonics home games, like shots attempted, shots made, and personal fouls, etc. Mainly during the first two seasons in 1967-68 and 1968-69. So I got to see some of the great NBA players of all time up close and personal, a sport I still enjoy.

After graduation I briefly attended Western Washington State College in Bellingham, near the Canadian border, got into a little mischief, and for the first time started “turning on”, (hey at least I waited till I was out of my parent’s house). After dropping out, I moved back to the Seattle area, living there and also over on the Washington coast for a year off and on, basically drifting, working crappy jobs, moving a lot, (not to evade the landlords like I found out later that Kathy and Ed Wood did), but due to various circumstances.

In the early 1980’s I was working as a dish washer, then line cook at a local Black Angus in the Bellevue area, and would hang out at a friends used record shop called Rubato Records, the “cool” place. I had continued to play guitar, just for myself and just for fun. At this time the local Seattle “punk” music scene was starting out, pretty much the D.I.Y. (do it yourself) things with bands forming one day, then breaking up the next, but a few stood the test of time, as measured in weeks and months.


One of the clerks at Rubato’s had put together a band that was more experimental than “punk” but still kind of with that “punk” attitude, with his wife on drums and another friend on guitar. They were called The Adults. I had seen them a couple of times and at some point their second bass player left the band and they had an opening and I raised my hand and was hired. Ok, I joined. Hire implies money and there was none, so from late 1979 to mid 1982 I played 3rd bass for The Adults, who then for some unknown reason (‘cuz it wasn’t my band) changed the name to The Colorplates (the worst name ever) but there ya go. (Ok, all of this is leading to Hollywood, just stay with me for a little bit more, I did say background right?)

One of the rockers I met at Rubato Records was a kid a few years younger than me named Dave Drewry, a local kid from Bellevue, a drummer of some renown, who had played in some early “punk” bands in Seattle, and was lately playing in a bubble gum punk band called The Pudz. Again fate, meeting and befriending Dave who sadly passed away from cancer in Nov. of 2016 just after his 58th birthday. So, I started seeing The Pudz all the time, in fact The Adults/Colorplates opened for them a few times. Dave then went on to play in a local “girl group” band called The Dynette Set who played songs from the early 60’s era of groups like The Ronettes and The Crystals, etc.,that I loved so much. Then Dave started playing drums for a local rocker named Jim Basnight. That band was called The Moberlys. So it is this connection where fate once again steps in.

After the break up of The Colorplates in 1982 I got the bug and started writing a few songs, and was friends with a local pop/punk band called The Queen Annes who rehearsed for a while at my house. Their drummer, James Gascoigne played with me on some demo tapes of songs recorded at one of the members of The Colorplates, Tom Dyer’s who had built a little basement studio. From those songs I released a little local 7’’ 45 under my own name, titled “Bombsights Over Amerika” b/w “Black Leather”.


I joined a group called Liquid Generation as a rhythm guitarist for the year 1984 (we put out a single in 1985, then a full cd in 2016 on Tom Dyer’s Green Monkey record label). So while in Liquid Generation, I purchased an old Ford Econoline van to schlepp band equipment around in, and was still at loose ends, working as a janitor at a local church, when my buddy Dave Drewry called with an offer to help his band The Moberly’s relocate to greener pastures in Los Angeles. Would I be interested in taking a few days off to help them get their gear down there? They’d pay expenses, gas, lodging, and pay me $100 for my services. He had his old Dodge station wagon, me the van, so yeah, why not. This, again, unbeknownst to me, “fate” showing me it’s fickle finger.

We took a couple days for the drive to Hollywood, where the band was going to be staying with their new manager until they could sort out housing. I spent a couple days with them, driving them to their first show in North Hollywood (FM Station), and generally hung out in beautiful Hollywood, CA. I kind of took a shine to the atmosphere. I’m not a huge star seeker or movie geek, but my Mom loved all the glitz and glamour of the Hollywood of the 30’s and 40’s when she and her older sister would spend a dime every Saturday at the only movie theater in the very,very tiny town of Chowchilla to see whatever the local fare was. So she kind of passed along a liking of the “old Hollywood”. So coming down with The Moberlys, hanging out in the late spring sunshine, the blooming Jasmine, walking the “Boulevard of Stars”, seeing the hand and shoe prints in the courtyard at Grauman’s Chinese Theater, the “stars” embedded in the sidewalk, the hustle and bustle of the many tourists, hanging out at local watering holes like The Power House, The Frolic Room, and Boardner’s kind of made living in L.A. a possibility, not something that had previously crossed my mind.

On returning to Seattle I knew that for me to move to L.A. I needed some kind of marketable skill. Just being a window washer, or even a janitor wasn’t the ticket to success, so I needed a bit of a game plan. I decided to try and get into... radio... Which I had avoided for my entire adult life, it comes with the territory when your dad ,with whom you share the same name, is a very well known personality in your home town, and casts a very loooooooooong shadow.

Now, I had attended a local community college in 1977 and had taken a radio class in order to get a 1st class license which you needed in those days to be on the radio. But I only had a small motorcycle to ride 10 miles each way in the middle of winter and after a couple of miserable weeks I had to drop out. So it wasn’t a foreign idea for me to go the radio route, and back then there were a few “trade” schools, if you wanted to be an electrician, or dental assistant, or... “On The Air... The Ron Bailie School of Broadcast” was what I signed up for in early 1986.

I tucked my tail between my legs and moved back into my folks’ home so I could save some money for the cost of the school somewhere in the $4,000 range. I did get a Pell Grant that helped out. This was an intensive, 5 days a week six hours a day nine month course in the basics of working your way to having the skill sets required for a job in radio. There were basic courses in how radio works, diction, production techniques, and even a little TV course in case that’s where one’s talents lay. It was a lot of fun and we had a small class, H-2, of on average about 10 folks who also had dreams of a career... “On The Air....” one of whom eventually did, working in local radio for a number of years on a top-rated station as the traffic reporter, who helped get me hired there later on.

My folks were supportive and my dad actually attended one of the classes as a guest speaker, to talk about sportscasting and his career behind the mic. He also brought his Seattle Supersonics 1979 World Championship ring to show the class, I was kind of stoked and proud of the old man.

I wasn’t working any job for the nine months of the course, and a couple of months into it I was told by someone in the schools office that a local station, was looking for an intern for a week or so to help with some work at the station that would give someone (like me) a chance to be inside a station. Of course ever since I was a little kid I had been in radio stations with my dad, and been around radio, so this wouldn’t be new to me. But it would be a good way to get my foot in the door of a local station that could hopefully pay off down the road. So I was in the evening classes at Ron Bailie so I could work days, then get to class around 5 pm.

After working at this one station, a local soft A/C FM, I was “laid off’”. Well as much as one can be laid off from a non-paying job. But, a week or so later I was called by the program director for their sister AM station, KIXI, and was asked if I would be interested in being the helper for their lead engineer who had a very work- intensive project of upping the night time power of the AM signal from 1,000 watts to 10,000 watts at their transmitter site amazingly only a few miles from my parents’ house where I was staying, and would I want to be hired. There was real money involved as his assistant and it would be mornings and afternoons, with maybe some weekend work, but I would still be able to attend radio school, I was proud of that as I hadn’t missed a day. Over the course of that entire nine months I only missed one day and that was because I was working out in the field with the engineer and couldn’t help it. I still had the best attendance at the school, and... I was the first person in my H-2 class to actually get hired, by a real radio station, for real money... Of course I wasn’t “On The Air”, but after a few months in the school and listening to my own air-check tapes I realized I was blessed with my mom’s voice, not my dad’s, but I learned the basics of the trade, (ok, we’re almost to Hollywood, hang in there with me).

So, I took the job. It lasted for a couple of months. I would work with the engineer, Gary Greenberg, from early in the morning to early afternoon then I would head over to Seattle to go to the school. He was a very pragmatic, sardonic guy who taught me my first and best lesson about what “Radio” is all about. He said, “Bob, it’s not the ‘Radio’ business... it’s the Real Estate business...” which I would learn later when working in real estate... I mean radio.


Eventually the job helping Gary was complete, our class graduated and we went our separate ways, though I am still in touch with a few of the H-2 crew.

Having worked for KIXI, they decided to keep me on as what is called a board operator. As mentioned, my radio voice is not the best, though I have been on air in small capacities from time to time, but the board op skills I learned at Ron Bailie helped me have a marketable skill! Who’da thunk it? Their “Soft Adult Contemporary” station KLTX, known as KIXI-LITE provided me with a steady but small income, so I moved to a small studio apartment across from the Seattle Center, where the Space Needle is, at the foot of Queen Anne hill.

Eventually, this job ended after a few months and in 1987 my friend, and classmate Renee, who by then was working at KPLZ-FM as their traffic reporter, contacted me and said that the KVI-AM Program Director, Dick Curtis,was looking for a board-op and she recommended me. Ok, so I met with Mr. Curtis, and he offers me a job, which is just a little more than being just a board op. In the radio trade this job was called “live assist”.

A year prior to my being asked to work at KVI, a legendary disc jockey by the name of “Humble” Harve Miller, who was one of the “Boss Jocks” at KHJ in Los Angeles during the hey day of 1960 Top 40 radio, had been hired by Mr. Curtis to work at KVI, so Harve moved up to Seattle, worked a year, hated the weather, and moved back to California. But Dick Curtis had the idea of having Harve work out of his own home studio, recording, or as we call it, “voice tracking”, a five-hour show, five days a week on a reel-to-reel tape, and Fed-Exing the tape up to KVI, where a “board op”, would preview it, listen to it and write down the “out cues (what Harve would say leading into the top of a song, or going into a commercial break, etc.). So I would have the radio log, that had all the songs I would pull from the music library on “carts”, or cartridges similar to 8-track tapes. These only one song per tape or one commercial each, etc. I would listen and preview each nights show, write down the “outcues”, pull all the music carts, (the commercial carts were already in the control room), and during the last song by the afternoon DJ, I would set up the reel-to-reel tape with Humble Harve on it, and run the show, not only board-oping, but live assisting.

Eventually, Dick and Harve got me to be a bit of a “sidekick”, doing live weather reports, an occasional contest, and answering the request line. Of course, unless a song was coming up naturally in the that evenings playlist there were no requests, (ok, we’re almost there I promise, only a couple of quick personal things that get us down here to Hollywood.).

Around this time I was contacted by the Program Director at KNUA-FM, Maureen Matthews, who needed a part-time board-op to work just on the weekends. Yes I took that job, too, and for nearly a year I worked seven days a week at KVI-AM and KNUA-FM, which was interesting because at the time all this “New Age”music started getting played on radio, especially on the FM format. I did this up until the winter of 1988... two-plus years of pretty heavy board-operator and even a little on-air time experience.

Both of those jobs came to an end right around the same time. I hadn’t had a day off, let alone a week off, in nearly a year and even though it was late in the year my middle sister, Bonnie, had just had her first child, a daughter named Kathryn in October of 1988. I decided to take the train from Seattle to Union Station in L.A. for a visit. I hadn’t been down their since the Moberlys move in 1985, and it was cold and snowy in Seattle that winter and a little sunshine might go a long way. So after contacting my sis, I hopped the Pacific Coast Starlight and headed to Los Angeles.

Twenty five hours later, I arrived, and my sister came and picked my up and took me back to their little apartment on the edge of Century City. I spent the week mainly at their apartment, taking long walks and just sort of soaking up the vibe and pace of L.A. While there I took the time to call my old KNUA-FM, P.D., Maureen Matthews, who had recently relocated to L.A., to work in local L.A. Radio. She had gotten engaged to another program director at a local L.A. station. I asked her if she knew of any board-operator jobs in the L.A. market and she actually said she might, and to let her check with her fiance as she’d heard him mention something like that at the station he programmed, and for me to call her back the next day.

I thought, sure why not? If something came up, I could make the move. I now had a “marketable” skill, and I had nothing holding me back in Seattle... parents, a few friends, a couple of ex-girlfriends I was still friendly with..., but no wife and family to worry about uprooting. I was ready for an uproot.

I called the next day, and she had great news for me, though she couched it a little like this. “I have some good news and some not-so-good news: my fiance says, yes, he could use a board-operator but not right away..., he doesn’t need anyone till the first of April, and he can only promise you around 12 hours a week. It pays pretty good for that type of job. Would you be willing to move down here to take it?”

I actually didn’t even ask her what the station was or specifically what my duties would be, but I was as ready as I’d ever be. So, without hesitating I said “Sure... by the way, what’s the station?” She then informed me that her fiance was Steve Rivers, the program director for one of the best-known, most influential radio stations in America, KIIS-FM, the home of Rick Dee’s and many of the best known top jocks in the country, Rick Dee’s was eventually replaced many years later by a young Ryan Seacrest.

I was, as the British say, gobsmacked! She told me to call the assistant program director Gwen Roberts to get the details, I thanked Maureen. Our paths would cross again once I made the move to Hollywood, and she was instrumental in getting me a third radio job.

Gwen Roberts mentioned that they really didn’t need me until sometime around the end of March, so she gave me all the contact info I would need, and got all of mine, and I took the 25 hour train ride back to a cold, snowy Seattle. It didn’t seem like that long. I started making plans for my getaway.




Chapter 2

Hollywood, California

In late February I gave notice to the managers of my little studio apartment on Lower Queen Anne hill that I was going to vacate and head for warmer climes. My folks were happy for me, realizing this was an opportunity to expand my horizons, enjoy my new found “profession”, and meet new friends. Personally, I was excited and a little nervous about what to expect. I rented a U-Haul truck, just large enough to fit a couple small pieces of furniture, a sectional sofa my sis had given me, a little table, then boxes and boxes of records and books, plus a couple of guitars. I had decided not to pursue any path in the music business, feeling that working in radio was close enough and that I would still be a part of it. Besides, I was tired of hauling guitars and amps up a flight of stairs to play a couple of sets of music just to be paid in cold pizza and warm beer.

So with the U-Haul loaded, I took off for L.A., not knowing exactly where I would land. The drive down took a couple of days, and I stopped at my aunts house in Madera, CA. to visit and spend the night. The next day, just past Bakersfield, while tuning the AM radio dial, I heard the familiar voice of Vin Scully, the L.A. Dodgers radio/TV announcer, broadcasting an early Dodgers spring training game, I knew for sure the L.A. “dream” was coming true.

I ended up at my sister Bonnie’s apartment, and the next day we took her car and headed into Hollywood for me to look for an apartment near to where the KIIS-FM studios were, which was on Sunset Blvd. right off of Vine St. I had looked at the local newspaper classifieds and circled a couple of prospects that were within about a mile radius of the radio studios. As I didn’t have a car, and wasn’t sure I’d need one if I lived close by, and certainly I was worried about the expense and what I had heard about “L.A. drivers”.


The first apartment building we checked out was at 6400 Franklin Ave. not too far, maybe six or seven blocks from the KIIS-FM studios. It was an older five-story brick building with maybe ten apartments per floor, most fairly-large studio apartments. I was shown one and didn’t really like it that much. Then we went down to the third floor and was shown another. It seemed nice. It even had an old Murphy bed, one of those things you’d see in old movies that came out of the wall like an ironing board. This one didn’t have a mattress but was cool. The windows faced west and had a fairly nice view. There was a smaller two-story building next door that was also owned by the same folks that owned the building we were checking out. The rent, $400 a month, first & last and I think a $50 damage deposit. I took it, once again unknown to me fate had selected my path.

I drove the U-Haul over there the next day. A young kid saw me unloading the truck and said he would help for a few dollars. I said sure. So, we got me all moved in. I didn’t know it at the time, but the neighborhood in this part of Hollywood was controlled by the 18th Street Gang, a notorious L.A. gang, that controlled most of the drugs and other criminal activities in the area and were known for some very vicious attacks on their rivals, as I was soon to find out. They also tagged everywhere in the neighborhood. Many lived with their families in what was called “The Yucca Corridor”, which I later found out was the location of the last apartment in Hollywood where Ed and Kathy Wood lived before their eviction in December of 1978, and Ed’s death three days later.

I had a few weeks before my job at the radio station was to start, so in the meantime, without a car, I started to explore the area. Hollywood, of course, has a long and storied history, and I won’t go into it here, but I would bump into places where some Hollywood landmarks still existed, like Mann’s Chinese Theater with the hand prints and signatures in the forecourt, or just down Hollywood Blvd. the original C.C. Browns, where legend has it the hot fudge sundae was invented. This was across from The Roosevelt Hotel, where supposedly the ghosts of Marilyn Monroe and Montgomery Clift were known to haunt, and where the very first Academy Awards ceremony was held. Of course, I had to poke my nose in and walk around on their mezzanine. They had a cool Historic Hollywood display which helped fill in some background history for me.

Hollywood Blvd. was (and still is) packed with tourists, cheap souvenir shops, locals looking for a hustle, homeless beggars, drug addicts and dealers. The local bars I had gone to on my first trip with The Moberlys in 1985 were still there and were where I would go for a drink and to soak up the local atmosphere, places mainly the natives went into and not the tourists.

My first week or so there they had a St. Patrick’s day parade with Ed McMahon as the Grand Marshall. This was the first event with a semi-famous celebrity I experienced in Hollywood. The first of many, as it turned out.

I also used to drink once in a while, at The Frolic Room... a local legendary hang out for Charles Bukowski right next door to the Pantages Theater, an old-style Hollywood Palace “Grand Dame” of the once prolific film company owned movie theaters in the heart of Hollywood, like Warners Pacific, The Paramount, and the actual theater where The Hollywood Palace TV show was filmed, across Vine St. from the iconic Capitol Records building.

Another older movie theater was The Egyptian, built just a hundred feet or so back from Hollywood Blvd. It was opened in 1922 by the showman Sid Grauman who, a few years later in 1927 built and opened the Chinese Theater, and the El Capitan in 1926 directly across from it. That was later revitalized by the Walt Disney company.

So this was my introduction to Hollywood.

Around the first of April my board-op job at KIIS-FM started, but not with the resounding success I was hoping for. No one at the station took the time to show me how the board, I was supposed to “op” actually worked. Maybe they thought I was smarter than I was. I was smart, but it helps if you know where the “pots” (the faders that you bring up the audio of say, the music, or a commercial, or a disc jockey who happens to be at a remote at some beach in Orange County on a Friday afternoon, and the one for the traffic helicopter guy) are, but noooooooooooooo.

That was what I was faced with on my first and what could have, and maybe should have been my last day at the station. If anything could go wrong, it did. Even the DJ on air, “Magic” Matt Alan, about a half hour into the show said something about getting me fired,. Yikes!

Steve Rivers, the Program Director who had hired me, came racing into the control room. I was sweating and freaking out, but he calmed me down and walked me through the proper faders, which someone should have shown me prior and somehow I got through that day. Even though I expected to be fired.

Steve was a very nice guy, but also my new boss. He told me everyone has a day like that (I didn’t believe him, but...) and that I could continue working at the station as they had primarily hired me to run the weekend “countdown” shows, the Rick Dee’s Weekly Top 40, and The American Top Forty with Shadow Stevens as the host, but they would not have me work anymore remotes.... whew! That was a relief in many ways.

I bought a cheap bicycle so I could ride the six or so blocks from my apartment on Franklin to the studios on Sunset, at 4:00 a.m. on Saturday and Sunday mornings, through the aftermath of the previous nights chaos known as Hollywood at play.

(Ok, we are almost there... my eventual meeting, officially of Kathy Wood, hold tight.)

Something else to mention that is so “Hollywood”, that I did, since I was only working part time, I signed up with Central Casting. Yes, there really is such a thing. It is a company that would place extra’s or, as they are now called, “background actors” into films or TV productions. You went to their office and filled out the forms, took a photo, listed your marketable skills, like if you knew how to fence, ride a horse, or if you had a noticeable look. A lot of my new friends in the rock scene were all extra’s in music videos, TV or films where a rough-looking scene was happening. Or, if you had formal wear, you could be used in a wedding or party scene.

I didn’t look all that rough, no tattoo’s or scars, but my hair was fairly long and hung a few inches down my back, so I guess that was what got me my first “background” role. I was to be among the prison scenes in a new film starring Paul Hogan, the Crocodile Dundee (1986) actor, called Almost An Angel (1990). This required me to get up at 5:00 a.m. to take a bus from Hollywood to downtown L.A., then take another bus to an abandoned jail near the L.A. river on the edge of Chinatown, where our scenes were to be shot. This was my first taste of real film making and was a lot of fun, it didn’t pay much, maybe $50 for the day and a decent free lunch.

We, the 30-or-so assorted “prisoners” were fitted with our costumes, basically a work shirt, and Levis. The shirts had our prisoner number stenciled on the front. The first scene I was in was a day room scene, where groups of prisoners were either playing cards, or watching the soap opera “Santa Barbara”. The gist of this was to set the stage for “Terry”, played by Paul Hogan, who in the film is kind of an electronics wiz who, while playing a hand of cards, has a little gizmo like a TV remote and would aim it at the television on the wall to change the program, I can’t remember to what, but he, is soon released and as he’s walking out of the prison gate, he turns and clicks his little gizmo and all heck goes on, the lights and sirens start going off and the cell door all open up and for one split second you see me poke my head out of a cell. I just re-watched it on YouTube, cell 357 about four minutes or so in. Welcome to Hollywood.

I actually got a second gig. It was for a summer replacement series by Dave Thomas, one of the original members of SCTV. He had a very short-lived show, The Dave Thomas Comedy Show, a half hour comedy thing. I have never seen the episode I was in. At the time, in1990, the new more confrontational comedians, like Andrew Dice Clay were rising in the world of comedy, so the premise of this episode was set in an underground Hollywood comedy club, like the Comedy Store or The Laugh Factory. Dave Thomas kind of plays himself and is bemoaning the state of stand-up, and he’s hanging out with comedian Richard Belzer, who is telling him, “hey, get with the times, you gotta be hip, that’s what the customer wants.” They cut to the interior of this club and there’s a fake small stand up stage built on the larger stage (this was filmed at the old Hollywood Masonic Temple, where the Jimmy Kimmel show is now taped), and in the “show” within the show, there is one of my favorite comedians at the time, another member of SCTV and later the cast of SNL, Martin Short, all decked out in a red leather outfit, pants, jacket with studs, doing a vague impersonation of Andrew Dice Clay, and Martin is doing a really raunchy and stupid routine.

I got hired because I had a vague resemblance to Sam Kinison. They put me in a long grey trench coat, and put a beret on my head, with my long hair flowing out the back and sure enough when I looked in the mirror in the make up room I could see it.

Now, the joke was, there were four of us, all dressed like mini-Kinisons, sitting at a table to the side of the comedy stage, and while Martin Short is performing we’re all laughing our heads off, yelling for more, don’t stop, etc. So, Dave Thomas tries his hand at doing his routine and from the moment he starts, we all start booing him, and throwing items at him. Of course there was nothing dangerous that we actually threw, just empty cups, wadded up paper. They had me throw an empty crushed beer can that would be edited to look like it actually conks out Dave Thomas.

So, I got to stand up and heave the empty can in the general direction of where Thomas would be standing on the stage, and they cut in some P.A. closer to him throwing the one which actually strikes him upside the head, knocks him out and a dream sequence starts. Because I got to throw the can I got what is called a “bump”, an extra $25, I think I got $75 for the whole day.

I never saw the episode when it aired, and have never seen it on YouTube. There is a clip of the basic opening of the show, and actually one full episode with Chevy Chase and Martin Short, but not mine.... Well maybe someday.

As I said earlier, the area around my apartment was 18th Street Gang territory and pretty much every day I would see new graffiti on store fronts, sidewalks and windows etc.. As I learned, it wasn’t rare to hear an occasional gunshot, especially on weekend nights after the bars closed at 2:00 a.m. As mentioned, I rode my cheap bike to work around 4:00 a.m. on weekends, so this was a bit disconcerting to say the least. But the straw that almost broke the camels back, ok, my nerves, happened on a weeknight, a Thursday as I recall, around 3:00 or 4:00 in the morning. I was awakened by loud shouting, men and women’s, or really just kids’ voices, the squeal of tires and the “pop, pop, pop” of gunfire, screams and more shouts. I heard at least 30 or more shots in all. This happened in less than two minutes. My heart was racing.

I waited for the screaming to stop, and called 911 to let them know a serious shooting had taken place at the corner of Franklin and Cahuenga, I was surprised when the operator said they had already received some calls regarding it. I hung up the phone, got dressed, and made my way out to the front of the building, expecting to hear the sounds of police sirens coming into our ‘hood. But I heard nothing. No sirens What?!

Turns out there were already a couple of police cars and an ambulance on scene. I found out later they didn’t use their sirens in order to surprise the shooters, the gang members when possible. At the time there was a Shell gas station on the corner next to our buildings, there already was a coroner there. A body was on the step leading into the office of the station. Another body lay in the street. Someone in the apartment building next to me had a cool old Chevy pick-up truck, with a new air conditioning system. His front windshield was riddle with bullet holes. There was a female cop who was placing these little yellow, numbered plastic “tents” for lack of a better word, over the spent shell casings. She was close to where a few other of the buildings residents and I were standing on the sidewalk sharing our take on what we heard and what we were seeing. The officer was placing these little yellow markers over the bullet casings and I saw number 67, number 68, close to 70 shots had been fired. A rival Central American gang had made the mistake of driving into the heart of the 18th Street gangs territory and now two of them were dead … Welcome to Hollywood, my ass.

Eventually, and over time the neighborhood has cleaned up a little due to higher rents, more street patrols and neighborhood watch programs. But even to this day, I am careful in this area, especially late at night.

Another place I was drawn to, but was a little bit more of a walk, was the Hollywood Memorial Park, now known as the Hollywood Forever Cemetery. It originally dates back to 1899 and is one of the oldest and I guess, most famous cemeteries in the world, at least in the United States. It is very very expansive, and park-like, with a couple of large ponds with water lilies and swans. There are also peacocks that roam the grounds. It is the final resting place of many of the biggest film stars of the 20s through the 50s, including a huge mausoleum for Douglas Fairbanks Jr. and Sr., folks like Tyron Power, Cecile B. DeMille, Harry Cohn, Peter Lorre, Bugsy Siegel, Marion Davies, Fay Wray, and more recently Mickey Rooney. Also the silent film star Rudolph Valentino, who’s passing was noted for years by the annual visit to his tomb by “The Lady In Black”. The area is a great place for a stroll and playing “find the stars”, even though the management will hand out maps. It’s fun to stumble on folks who are not listed on the maps. This cemetery and the Pierce Brothers in Westwood where Marilyn Monroe is interred are two stops for me when I have friends or relatives come to visit, they want to see stars, so I tell them, “I know where you can see them...”

The KIIS-FM job went along smoothly. Since it was only part time, I could use something else to help pay rent. So, once again, a couple months after settling in I contacted my friend Mo Matthews, who at this point was working on the air and was the program director for a classic rock format on one of the early satellite radio networks called the Transtar Radio Network, who had their studios only a couple of blocks from me on the corner of Cahuenga and Sunset Blvd. I ventured down there to see if she knew of any other radio type of work that I might do, and she told me to go see Tom Page, who was one of the executives for Transtar.

So, he hired me to help transfer music onto those cartridges, or “carts”, I mentioned earlier. They had, I think, five or six different formats or styles of music that they beamed up via a “coded” signal into a satellite in synchronous orbit, and then the signal would be “de-coded” by the local station that carried our service. We had an “oldies” format, a Mainstream Country format, an Adult Contemporary format, an Adult Standards format that played “Music of Your Life”, and then the “Niche 29” classic rock format that Mo was programming. Thus began another fateful chapter in my life an eighteen year career with this company that morphed into the Unistar Radio Network. Then in 1993, we merged with the Westwood One Radio Network, and finally, in 2006 The Dial Global Radio Network. Too many cool stories I could tell , and I may share one or two if it applies to this tale about Mrs. Wood.
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