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Bio of Dennis Kohanek born November 17, 1934 TO Katherine (Brinster) and Leslie Kohanek.  Brothers include Les Jr. (Minneapolis) and James(Washington DC.).  Sisters include Mary Ann (Minneapolis) and Diane (Denver).

There are some initial remembrances of my life at my parents' first apartment on the South side of Minneapolis.  One is a model T Ford (I believe that is what it was) laying on its side in the street, an accident out in front of our apartment.  The year was 1937 and I was about 3 years old.  I remember getting spanked for playing in the mud with my good clothes on and I remember certain toys such as a battleship that flew apart when a target on the side was hit.  I remember sitting on the potty chair looking at the adults' big feet.  They towered way above me almost as far up as the ceiling.

My parents were young when I was born, my mother was 25, my father 22.  My mother, Katherine, was a very beautiful lady who escaped the farm existence in North Dakota to move to Minneapolis.  My father, Leslie, was born in Minneapolis and worked at my grandfather's garage repairing cars.

My father had 2 brothers and 1 sister, Cleon, William Jr. and Aurelia.  My mother had 3 sisters and 3 brothers about which I will bring up later.  My grandfather and grandmother on Dad's side were both born in the U.S. but on mothers side they immigrated from Russia.  The stories of both families are documented.  Your should find both histories in our stuff, somewhere.

First House on Newton North

The first real memories of life occurances started when we moved from the South side of Minneapolis to 2638 Newton North.  My grandfather owned an extra home, I never knew why, and my parents moved in. The neighborhood consisted of modest homes on 40 by 80 foot lots.

The next street to the South was 26th street, a main thoroughfare.  To the North was 27th street, then 28th etc. The Avenues East to West were Alphabetically named from Aldrich to Zenith.  The Avenues on either side of Newton were Oliver and Morgan.  Even today, mother and I challenge each other occasionally to see if we can name all of the Avenues. 

The last time I went back to the old neighborhood to look around, I was amazed to find the house gone.  The neighborhood is quite run down.  It appears to be all black. I did not stop to ask what happened.  I was greatly disturbed however to see that it had disappeared.  It was as if part of my life had disappeared.

I remember our phone number HY 7341.  The year was 1938 and I was 4 years old.  I remember pulling up in front of the "new house and my new home.

One of the first playmates I had was the boy next door, Gary Beck whom I met the very first day.  I'm sure the home movies pictures still exist of him.

We went into the army together but after we came home, I went to college and he did not.  The gulf of our interests widened until we parted and rarely ever saw each other again.

We lived on Newton until 1951 when I was 17, a junior in high school.

1st School

I began kindergarten at Lowell school, a place that has been torn down since.  My mother put long stockings and shorts on me and I was really embarrassed.  I look back thinking that my mother and father were really old fashioned.  That conservative thinking went with them to their grave.  I never remember alcohol in the house except Mogen David wine.  We each had a glass of Mogen David as a treat during holiday dinners.  Maybe one of the reasons was that we never had much money.  Dad worked as a mechanic and mother did not work.  He told me later that he was paid only for each job.  If no cars came in that day, he was not paid.

Other than the episode I mentioned above, I do not have many recollections of Lowell.  My first grade started at St. Anne's parochial school, a walk from our house of about 6 blocks.  Today I still remember the nuns, some of the religious songs and prayers during school.  I remember the Coca Cola PR. man handing out rulers and pencils with their advertising.  The ruler said "Do unto others etc."  I remember getting milk in class, (do they do that anymore?) and going home for lunch.  The bell that was rung for recess etc. was a real bell.  A senior 8th grader walked down the hall ringing the bell.  

I always remember lunch.  I ate a sandwich and soup while listening to Ma Perkins or other soaps on the radio.  The radio was a 1934 Philco sitting on the kitchen table.  Vicki may still have it today.  That radio was later put into the garage and I listened to many football games on Saturday afternoons while working on my car.

One recollection of school is that my friends from North of school all seemed to have everything they wanted including the best of clothes etc.  All of my friends who lived south of school like me were poor.  When I began to visit North side homes, I was amazed at the opulence.  They  were the rich kids.  Today I see those same homes as tiny middle class houses.

Our yard was never green, it was mostly dirt.  Either dad couldn't afford to have grass or it was not important to him. That was a joy to us because our yard was a playground for everyone.

Our house was very small.  It measured about 20 feet by about 40 feet.  We slept upstairs where the wall rose about 3 feet and then angled inward to meet the ceiling.  There was one dormer in front, one in back and one on the side of the house.  When we moved into the house it had a small cellar to contain a furnace and a coal bin.  In later years my father dug out the rest of the basement by hand.

For many years we built a skating rink in the back yard between the house and garage every winter.  We collected a number of 2 by 6s for the outside edge and when it was cold enough, we flooded the center.  I remember going out every night with the hose and putting new layers of ice down.  We couldn't flood it too much at one time.  Initially we only sprayed the ground until a crust built up.  Any puddle would melt the ground and disappear.  Once a layer was built, we could then flood the area.

Since the 2 by 6s were only a few inches off the ground the rules of our game included "no lifting".  Otherwise the puck would fly out of the rink instead of bouncing back.  Other good reasons for that rule were to keep our teeth in place (One of the neighbor boys lost a front tooth from a flying puck anyway) and to save the house and garage walls.  The garage for many years had a hole in the side from a fast flying puck.

We also were the first ones to put up a basketball net on our garage.  We had an old ring and backboard from my father's time.  The ring was thin with no angled supports so was sprung downward at about 20 degrees.  There was no net, of course.  The backboard was made of old Wainscot.  Since it was the only basketball setup in the neighborhood, everyone played in our driveway.  I don't remember any basketball hoop in the neighborhood except ours. 

In the winter we dug into a big pile of snow that would accumulate in the driveway.  As we dug, the diggings would be added to the top.  Eventually we made a very large igloo. Than was our winter Club House.

The garage was 2 + stalls with a dirt floor.  Grandfather broke down wooden crates which he got from a local furniture store.  Therefore, we had piles of wooden boards stored in our garage.  That was a major source of toys.  We carved all sorts of things from that wood.  The major item was guns. Since we had no money for guns, we carved them from boards. Once we made a number of rifles with bayonets for every kid

in the neighborhood.  With a log mounted on some wheels to make a cannon, we had an entire play army.

The garage across from ours was Gary Beck's.  His father was a milk man and made enough money to have a cement driveway and a cement floor in his garage.  I thought they were rich.

In the side yard between our house and Gary Beck's was a very large apple tree. Every fall my father would get out a large net to suspend below the tree.  He would then get up into the tree and shake it. We would then preserve the apples in Mason jars, make pies, etc. until we were sick of apples. All of the kids coming home from other schools knew about our apple tree. It was my job to keep them away.

Every fall my mother would put up preserves.  The biggest and most favorite was green tomato relish.  I still remember the smell in the house for weeks as she cooked each item in big pots before adding them to the jars.  After each jar was filled with preserve we would pour wax over the top.  That would seal in the item.  Then we added Mason Jar covers.  We stored the jars in the cellar on wooden racks.

There was no automatic washer and dryer in those days, of course.  Mother had a ringer washer stored in the kitchen which was brought out every Monday.  She also brought out 2 large galvanized tubs and a bench from the back shed.  After the clothes were washed she put them through the ringer into the first tub which was filled with water.  Then she put them through the ringer again into the second tub.  Then a third time into a basket.  Outside we had clothes lines for a dryer.  In the winter when it was below zero the clothes would literally freeze dry on the line.  Also in the winter time the moisture in the kitchen would freeze on the inside of the windows up to an inch thick in the corners.

In the winter we would take our Saturday night bath in those same tubs in the kitchen by the stove.  It was too cold in the bathroom.

In the winter time it was too cold upstairs so my father would install an extra pot bellied stove in the dining room. We slept on a roll away in the living room.  The stove had a large decorative chromium top that slid over to accept the coal.  The middle of the stove was a series of "icing glass" windows in which you could see the fire burning.  On the bottom between large chromium feet was an ash bin.  We would shake the grates with a large ornate handle and then haul out the ashes.  I remember every night we had a ritual where my father would warm up our pillows on the stove before we went to bed.

The front yard was very small but it had some grass.  My job was to cut this grass occasional with a manual grass cutter. There are some home movies showing me cutting the grass.  In the same movies are shots of a rig my father made to help remove the dirt from the basement when he dug it out.  He built a track leading from the basement to the outside.  He built a cart with steel wheels on this cart, and a rope which attached to the bumper of the car.  The car was at right angles to the track so the rope went through a pulley.  A trailer was place at the end of the track.  When the cart was pulled to the end of the track the wheels hit a stop and the cart flipped over into the trailer.  With that rig he dug out the entire basement.  We hauled the dirt a few miles away to a dump.

Toys

One of the toys I remember is a scooter.  A scooter is 2 wheeled skate board with a front handle bar and a brake.  I do not see them anymore but were popular in our neighborhood. That toy was between my tricycle and bicycle.  My first bike was one of my greatest thrills.  I remember going around and around the block on the sidewalk because I was not allowed to go into the street.  

Another favorite was a bow and arrow set.  We would go out to a field a few miles from the house and shoot the arrow into the sky.  It went so high it couldn't be seen at the top of the curve.

We made rubber guns for play.  An inch wide section of inner tube was tied in a knot.  The resulting rubber band was hooked over the front of a gun shaped piece of wood caught in a spring type clothespin fastened to the back of the gun's handle.  When the handle was squeezed, the clothespin opened allowing the rubber band to shoot out.  It traveled about 50 feet at the most but was a great way to play guns without hurting anyone.  We made a machine gun by laying a strap down on the top of a notched gun shaped piece of wood.  The strap would lay in the notches.  A number of rubber bands would be hooked over the front of the gun and each band would be hooked into one of the notches.  When the strap was pulled, the rubber bands would be released one by one in a machine gun fashion.

We also made some dangerous toys.  By placing match heads from the old farmer matches (now they use safety matches and the old style is no longer available, I think) between two large bolts in a large nut, an impact noise maker could be made.  The match heads of phosphorus would be squeezed between the two bolts inside the nut.  When the assembly was thrown down onto the sidewalk the match heads would explode and throw the bolts high in the air.  We tied a string between the two bolts so that they wouldn't get lost.  Why anyone of us did not get hurt by the flying bolts, I don't know. 

We also fashioned a propeller from a tin can cover and placed it onto a sewing thread spool.  Two small holes were punched in the tin can propeller and were placed over two small brads nailed into the top of the spool.  A string was wound around the spool.  A handle was inserted into the hole in spool and the thread was pulled.  The propeller began to spin and lift like a helicopter.  It flew upwards a good 50 to 100 feet before gliding to earth.  The edges of the propeller were very sharp and could easily have flown into someone's face.

We made a go cart from Derby Wheels my father brought home one day.  We found an old steering wheel and hooked it to a broom handle and through the front cowling of the go cart.  We wrapped rope around a tin can on the broom stick and connected the rope to the front axle that swiveled.  A board was fashioned that could be pressed on with our foot to act as a brake.  We drove our go cart down 26th avenue right along with all of the car traffic.

Games

We played "Kick the can".  One person was "it" and guarded a tin can from being kicked off a brick.  All of the players tried to kick the can before being tagged.  Another was "Kick the stick".  At the nearest street corner a stick was placed against the curb.  One player would kick the stick as far as he could and run to around touching the corners of the intersection as though they were "bases".  If the "it" person could put the stick back and yell out a player's name before he or she was safely on a "base", then that player became "it".  As you can imagine, being "it" in these games was not the best place to be.

We played stick ball in the street.  Sometimes someone would even get a baseball bat and a real baseball.  When that person went home for dinner the game ended.  Football was played in the street also.  Playing in the street was not fun because it was not a good place to fall down and cars continually interrupted the game.

The closest park was too far away.  The local candy store had a grassy back yard where we played tackle football sometimes.

California the 1st time.

My uncle Cleon called from California, indicating that he would be driving to Minnesota and wanted my brother Les and I to accompany him.  My parents put us on a bus to California. I was about 11 and Les was about 8.  From the trip I mostly remember the odor of the fruit and sandwiches my mother had packed for us and watching the telephone poles going by. When we arrived at California we stayed with my uncle in his boarding house.  He was not married and was going out with a girl called Ms. Goodbody who's father owned a mortuary.

I remember falling in love with the beach and becoming tanned.  I wondered why my inner arms stayed so white and so I turned my arms inside out to tan them.  I still remember the pain of those sunburns.  I always thought of living in California from those days on.

On the way back to the Midwest we were to meet my parents in North Dakota.  So we drove up through Salt Lake City, by the Grand Tetons, through Yellowstone, the Black Hills and onto the plains of North Dakota.  That was the only time I traveled that route and still remember it to this day.  I remember the majesty of the Tetons, Old faithful geyser, the bubbling paint pots of Yellowstone, the tremendous stream of water going over Yellowstone falls, the sound of a stream under our cabin in the woods, taking a mountain road where we drove over creaky looking wood bridges over deep chasms. That trip was one of the highlights of my early life.

First Automobile

When I was about 15 years old I asked my father if I could get a car.  He gave me the old '36 Pontiac he had but only if I would overhaul the engine.  The engines in those days would only go about 50,000 miles between major overhauls.  That is how I learned about cars.  Since he was a mechanic, of course he was the best instructor.  After I finished putting the engine back together I remember that we had tightened the main bearings so much that the engine would not turn over. When we tried to start it by pushing it, the wheels would lock when the clutch was let out.  So, off came the pan, remove the bearing covers, add shim stock and put it back together again.  Finally I had my car.  I drove that car about a year with only a permit before I was old enough to get a license.  I also began to drive the car to school.  De La Salle High is located near downtown Minneapolis.  To get there without a car, I would walk 5 blocks to catch a streetcar going downtown.  In downtown Minneapolis I would transfer to another streetcar for a 5 mile ride to the high school.  What a relief to be able to drive there.

Street Cars
The street cars were the main public transportation.  When you entered either in the front or back there was a machine into which you deposited a "token" or 11 cents.  The car ran on electricity which came from electrical lines suspended over the street.  A long antennae on a spring extended from the back of the street car up to the electric lines.  We would put pennies on the track to flatten them.  Once we put 22 shells on the track to make a noise.  At first we mistakenly put the bullet end away from the oncoming wheel. After one of us noticed the bullets whanging overhead we reversed them so that the trolley wheel hit the bullet end first.  When the conductor heard the noise he would stop and come out of the trolley to chase us through the neighborhood.

North Dakota

Every few years we would pack up and go to visit my mothers' family in Dickenson North Dakota.  The old Pontiac would be overhauled and off we'd go.  What an adventure.  The Pontiac would go about 50 mph tops and the drive was about 500 miles. In North Dakota after we left the main road we would be on gravel and dirt roads.  Sometimes after a rain we would be on rutted muddy roads wondering if we would get through.  There would be seven of us in the car so that it was a bit crowded. I remember one time when a fan blade flew off making a big racket.  We thought the motor blew up.  Dad just broke off the opposite blade to balance it and away we went.  There was a dent in the hood where the blade hit.

In North Dakota the land is flat and there are few trees.  It is prairie as far as the eye can see.  Grandma and Grandpa Brinster immigrated from Russia around the turn of the century and since the Volga area is flat, they chose the North Dakota area.  I'm told that they moved their things from the rail terminal to the homestead in a Conestoga Wagon. They built a sod hut at first and the story is that Grandma continually had to deal with dirt falling onto everything from the sod roof.  Wintertime in those conditions must have been difficult.

When I knew them they had already moved in with my uncle Father Finian who had a parish in Dickenson.  They were his house keeper and maintenance department.  Conditions out there were quite primitive.  They used a kitchen hand pump and a yard pump for water.  Electricity was generated by a Windmill and stored in the basement in a bank of car batteries.  They watched which lights they had on very carefully.  The toilet was an out house.   There was a large school house about 100 yards from the main house where we, the children, slept.  It was the most terrifying place at night.  The wind was always moving across the prairie and it made that big schoolhouse moan and bang and go bump in the night.

Most of the time we found things to do.  There was a horse to ride, insects to capture, firecrackers to throw tin cans, a rifle to target practice.  There are pictures of the area in the albums someplace.  We attended Grandma and Grandpa's 50th wedding anniversary and there are many pictures of that event.

I remember my fathers legs sticking out from under the Pontiac, parked in the grass.  The bearings in the Pontiac were banging when we arrived in N.  Dakota. so before we went home, he pulled the pan and tightened them.

Skiing and Winter

About 3 miles to the north of our house there were no houses but plenty of hills for sledding and skiing.  You would probably still find the area.  Sunset Hill was located at the very end of 26th Ave North.  That's where we used our sleds and learning to ski.  There were no T bars of course so we trudged up the hill each time.

Across the street from our house was an empty lot with a steep bank from the house level to the sidewalk.  We made a ski jump by making a wooden platform at the top of the bank and a jump at the sidewalk.  By skiing down from the platform we could get a good lift at the bottom into the street.  The street was always snowy so we had a good landing.  By shoveling snow into the street it was better.  Our skis were very basic with only a leather strap over the toe of our rubber galoshes.  You probably have seen these early ski models in a sport museum.

Eventually I received a good pair of skis and boots.  The boots in those days were leather with a short ankle length and a flat toe.  The toe was placed into a metal bracket with a short length of leather strap over the top.  The "harness" as we called it initially was a leather strap with a buckle. Eventually that became a spring with a latch forward of the toe clamp.  Initially when we were at the bottom of the hill we took off our skis and climbed back to the top.  Later we learned to "herringbone" and side step our way to the top.

There were no lifts on any of the hills.  We walked up each hill.  I tried ski jumping on a real jump.  I could glide off the jump at Glenwood Hills and most times kept from falling. It was quite scary when up on the top peering over the slide before you started.  It was almost like the "high dive tower" at Calhoun Lake.  We were always a bit scared before we took the dive.

When we would go ice fishing we needed a thermal boot, but of course there were none.  We would first put on wool sox, then our father's slippers, add more layers of wool sox and stuff our galoshes with newspaper.  That made a surprisingly warm boot.

Winter, of course, was half our life.  The first snow was around my birthday on November 17 and it stayed until April. During January and February we usually had a "cold snap". The temperature fell below zero and stayed there for a week or two.  Everyone was miserable then even the cars.  A typical car starting routine consisted of first rapping on the door to break it free.  Once inside, you could hear the shock absorbers bang when you sat down because they would break free.  Then you pumped the gas carefully 3 times, pulled out the choke and tried the starter.  You held your breath to see if it would turn over.  The starter would groan and moan slowly picking up speed and If you were lucky it would cough and maybe start.  Most times it would cough and stop.  If you smelled gas it was flooded.  You then pushed the gas pedal to the floor and held it there for about 5 minutes. You kept up this cycle until it either started or did not.  If the engine did not even cough or if the starter would no longer turn over you had to get a push, a jump start, or another ride.  If it started, you were not done. Now while the engine was warming up you got out and began chipping away at the ice on the front window.  After the windows were clear and you finally started, the transmission was so cold the car would hardly budge.  When it did move, however, the car would bounce up and down because the flat spot on the tires was frozen solid.

Boy Scouts

I joined the Boy Scouts and earned merit badges.  My favorite was the canoe merit badge.  In the summer we went to Many Point Lake in Minnesota to camp.  For a few days during our annual 2 week stay, we went on a canoe trip.  The trip included portaging (carrying the canoe overland) from lake to lake back into the wilderness.  We camped by a lake, washed our messkits with sand on the beach, cooked on an open fire, drank from a canteen, and slept under the stars.  If it rained, our sleeping bags had a head cover so we wouldn't get wet.  The worst thing about camping is the mosquitoes in the early evening.  Since is was hot we couldn't get into our bags to escape them.  In later camping times we brought mosquito netting.

To get a merit badge in canoeing we had to first learn all of the proper oar strokes to guide the Canoe.  The front paddler only used a power stroke.  The rear paddler had to use a special stroke to guide the canoe as well as add power.  To learn safety we had to upset the canoe and fall into the lake swamping the boat in the process.  We went under water to take off our shoes and clothes and then tie them to the thwarts.  Then we swam the canoe to the shore to empty it of water.  If another canoe was nearby we learned to pull the swamped canoe upside down over the other canoe to empty it.

I also remember learning all of the swimming strokes at that camp.  We swam 3 and 4 times a day so we became good swimmers.

In scouts I learned many things I use today.  I learned various trees, plants, how to use an ax, hatchet, tie a rope, compass, etc.  I would recommend Scouting to anyone.

Mosquitoes have always been a summer problem in Minnesota. In Minneapolis we have had Mosquito alerts when the weather was wet.  They breed in any still water like ponds or marshy areas.  When the spring batch of larvae became adults they created havoc.  About 9 o'clock in the evening they would rise from the grass and come after people in clouds.  They would taper off about 11 o'clock and by morning most of them would be gone.  In very hot weather a few of them would be out in the daytime as well.

For a few years I took piano lessons.  I hated it.  Mother made me practice every day.  Finally she gave up.  I did help me to read music and in later life I became adept at many instruments, except piano.

The second World War

During the war years we had blackouts.  Everyone had to turn off their lights or cover the windows so the enemy could not see us during air raids.  Air Raid Wardens walked down the street to make sure that everyone had their lights out.  It seems strange today that they thought that the Japanese and Germans could bomb Minnesota in the middle of the country after flying across the Ocean.

During the war a number of goods were rationed such as gasoline, tires, meat, cigarettes, and sugar.  If you had a critical war job you were issued a bigger ration.   To control everything they gave out stamps and tokens.  You turned in these tokens and stamps when you bought things.  I remember that cigarettes were in such short supply that my father and mother and grand aunt Teta (who lived with us at the time) took turns standing in line to get them.  The war board gave a dime for every pound of scrap metal and rubber we could find.  It was a great way to make money running around the neighborhood collecting things.  Metal cans had to be flat and clean.  I remember cleaning the cans, opening up the other end and stamping on them to flatten them. 

There were a lot of propaganda movies and songs.  "You're a sap mister Jap, uncle sammy's going to get you" was a theme from one song.  Also "So Heil phttttt, Heil phtttt, right in the fuehrer's face" was another.  Today I still watch movies like Bataan and Wake Island that were made during the war and still have the propaganda announcements in them like "Buy War Bonds" and " Uncle Sam Needs You".

We had a victory garden in the country.  A few times a week after my father came home from work we would go out there and pull weeds, hoe, and other tasks.  I learned to raise potatoes, carrots, radishes and such.  I remember the mosquitoes the most however.

I remember listening to the war news on the Philco on the kitchen table.  I could follow the invasion of the Allies across Europe on a map that came in the daily paper with the help of the news.  I remember the broadcasts from London. There were hard to hear with alot of static and the voices faded in and out.

One of the tragedies of the war was the loss of my Uncle William who was my father's youngest brother.  I remember having fun when he came to our house, bringing presents and many laughs.  He joined the Air Force and married on his first leave.  His new wife was about to travel to Tucson Arizona to join him when she was notified that he had been killed in a jeep accident.  I remember crying alot during the wake. My parents and grandparents even had a hard time telling me what happened.  I kept asking why they were all crying and wouldn't tell me why.  I remember that my grandparents put a flag with a star on it in the front window which, during the war, signified that a son or daughter had been lost.  In all of my life, that turned out to be the only untimely loss of a close family member, thank God!  

My father was too old to be drafted but it gave him the chance of a lifetime.  One Friday, according to Mother, he came home with only $10 pay for the week.  He was paid for each job he did and evidently there were few repair jobs available at Brady Motors where he worked.  She claims she got mad and made him quit to look for better work.  He found a job at Honeywell as a machinist.  Honeywell was making gyros for the war planes so they were very busy.  Over the following years Dad was asked to take on an engineering position in Manufacturing and their he worked for 30 years until his retirement.

I still remember the final day of the war.  We were playing in an empty lot across the street and suddenly we heard fireworks and sirens.  People came out of their houses with horns to toot and yelling.  What a celebration!!!

Projects

During my earlier days at the Newton house since we had little money we made things to entertain ourselves.  After the basement was dug out and finished we made a bowling alley.  We salvaged pins from the local bowling alley.  When the bottom became rounded they were thrown away.  We found a large rubber ball and filled it with sand.  We even had organized leagues in this home made alley.  Another project was a pin ball machine.  I found a coin slot mechanism in an empty lot.  That encouraged me to make a wooden pin ball machine with a playing area of nails and rubber bands.  By putting a nickel into the coin slot mechanism and pushing it in (you see this on most coin machines) a steel ball fell into a tray.  The ball was then placed in a side hole in the playing area and with a rod sprung with rubber bands the player snapped the ball into the playing area just like the present pin ball machines.  When a steel ball fell through the main target hole in the playing area it struck a lever that returned the coins.  In other holes the ball was either lost to the player or was returned as a free ball.  We used large steel balls and covered the entire playing area with a glass sheet.

First Jobs

When I was 11 I began setting pins a the local bowling alley. A game cost $.35 for the bowler and we received $.10.  After each ball was thrown we would jump down into the pit, pick up the fallen pins and place them up on a moveable rack.  To reset the pins we would lower the rack onto the alley.  The rack would automatically spot the pins in the right place. It was hard and dirty work.  Moreover, the older guys who set pins were rather low class.  They just set enough to get money to go back to the bar.  When I was 12 the bowling alley manager made me apply for social security.  My card in my wallet today has my signature on it when I was 12 years old.

I also had a paper route.  Every evening we "peddled" our papers with our bikes.  Sunday morning we would get up at 5 A.M.  to get out the Sunday edition.  Since we did not have a car to carry those large Sunday editions we walked around with a wagon.  A few cold mornings I got my Dad to help us with the car.  On Saturday we collected money.  That was the worst part of the job trying to find people at home or arguing with the ones who claimed they did not get their paper.

My Mother's Problem and results

Mother was always sick.  She had a kidney operation when I was about 10 and was never the same again.  Two things happened as a result.

One was that we spent many days at my Grandparents house on Bedford Street on the St. Paul/Minneapolis boundary.  It meant a long trolley and bus ride from North to South Mpls. We took the Chicago‑Penn streetcar downtown where we transferred to the bus which dropped us off in front of their house at the end of the line.

Grandpa and Grandma had a very large home and a large yard. Grandpa repaired cars in the garage.  Toward the end of his working career he found a job at an advertising company in St. Paul.  I remember that he brought home many of the first ball point pens.  They were called "rockets" and leaked blue ink over everyone and everything.  The ad slogan was "Is there a Rocket in your pocket?"

Since it was where my father grew up there were many of his old projects still in the garage.  The biggest was the left overs from an ice vehicle.  They mounted part of an automobile on a frame on ice blades.  A ford engine and rear facing propeller gave it power.  In the family album you can find pictures of this project.  Another was the home made basketball board and ring I mentioned earlier that we put up on our garage.

Since my grandparents lived in a more upscale neighborhood, playing with neighborhood friends gave us the first contact with such expensive toys as Tinker Toys and Gilberts Erector Set. They had toy soldiers, toy automobiles, and everything.

Down in the cellar they had a complete darkroom complete with an enlarger.  That gave me my first experience at developing photos.  When they sold the house we took the darkroom to our Newton house.  I spent many hours in the cellar with that darkroom.  Up until a few years ago I had the enlarger with me.  Now, only the iris is left over and is presently here in at Huntington Downs.

The other change from my mother's sickness was the arrival of Teta.  Teta was my grandmother Kohanek's spinster sister. She moved in with us to help with the 5 children.  Since I was the oldest, I did not have as much daily contact with her as the younger children.  She was a devoted person and we loved her very much.  She finally died a tragic death by falling down the basement stairs after we moved to 5550 Girard Ave North.

Movies

Saturday and Sunday we went to the movies.  On Saturday we would go to the Matinee to see a double feature and a serial. The Serials were always cliff hangers with the heroes apparently getting killed at the end of each episode.  That made you anxious to go back the next Saturday to find the heroes escaping there fate and starting another adventure. The cost for this entertainment was $.12.

After each movie we would return home and act out the adventure in the film.  Today I watch the same old movies on AMC.  There is much talk today about violence in TV and Movies creating violence in children.  I can't quite agree. We played cops and robbers, cowboys and Indians, "guns" (we called it) and many other "violent" games.  I don't know of any of us in the neighborhood turned bad in life or even showed signs of violence.  I think we successfully separated the concept of PLAY and the REAL WORLD.  Even today I can't watch an animal killed even on TV.  However, if it is done in a movie, it is O.K.  It is only make believe.  I saw some kids in our acquaintance go bad but they were from parents who were uneducated rebels and scofflaws.

The Radio

After school I came home to listen to the radio.  The radio was a large piece of furniture in the living room with a big tuner face and dials for volume and to select a station.  The first adventure starting around 5 p.m. was "Jack Armstrong the All American Boy".  Then followed a number of adventures like Superman (Look up in the sky, it's a bird, it's a plane, no it's SUPERMAN), Tom Mix (Shredded Ralston for your breakfast and you surely will agree etc.) and The Lone Ranger (Hi Ho Silver).  Today I can still sing some of the lyrics for the breakfast food songs.  Also, the theme song for the Lone Ranger was the William Tell overture.  Any time I hear that Classic piece I can picture myself glued to the radio waiting for Tonto to say  “What should we do now, Cimusabi?”.  Then the Lone Ranger would leap on his “big horse, silver” and yell “Yi YO Silver.... Awayyyy!!!”

In the evening on Tuesday night sitting around with the family we listened to Amos and Andy, Bob Hope Show, Red Skelton, and Jack Benny.  On Saturday and Sunday night we listened to The Shadow, FBI in Peace and War, and other Mysteries.  We also listened to movies.  Cecile B. DeMille EMCEED the program.  

High School

I went to De La Salle High School which is a parochial high school located on an island in the Mississippi River in the center of Minneapolis.  To get there I took a street car downtown and transferred to get over to the Island.  We had Brothers as teachers.  They were rough.  I remember my Civics teacher during freshman year.  He had a Goalie stick with the angled part sawed off for a paddle.  If you did not do your homework or talked out or turn you were bent over a desk and the paddle whacked your behind.  One day he caught one of the students throwing a piece of paper out the window.  He walked over to him and slugged him in the jaw.  The kid was sent out to get the paper.  We were very respectful of the teacher.

I only remember getting hit once.  In our Latin class I did something wrong one day and was bent over a desk to get a few whacks from a big yardstick.  I do remember that it hurt.  Of course you couldn't show any pain.  That was not Macho. Today any teacher would probably go to jail if they hit a student and face a civil lawsuit.

I do not remember too much about high school.  I remember that I did not like physics, mathematics and chemistry.  How I chose engineering I will never know.  I remember that in the University, however, I learned my mathematics like a second language.  I guess I went to school only because it was something everyone did.  I did not get serious about thinking about a higher education until later when I began to notice the poverty around me and decided that I could be different if I tried.

You must remember the philosophy of my ancestors.  They were mostly agricultural people, probably coming from the serf groups of the Middle Ages.  They believed that if they trusted in God, they would be O.K. for eternity.  What we think is poverty they knew only as a standard way of life. The only reason to live was to die.  Life on earth is merely a waiting period to die and be with God for eternity. This idea was fostered during the Middle Ages when all politics came from the monarchies and religions.  My parents fostered this idea to us at all times.  I believe that that is why she had an early death.  Life was too difficult for her and the possibility of going to her God in heaven for eternity was very attractive.

Therefore, I was never very motivated to study hard.

I went out for football in my sophomore year.  I was only about 155 pounds and therefore not a good candidate.  I remember getting cut in the first round.  That did not make me happy so I went to the coach and asked him how I could get on the team.  He told me to go back out to practice and try harder.  So I did.  I hit harder and ran faster than anyone. I got the job of 1st string guard.  Even my buddy, Jerry Whalen, who I thought was a much better athlete did not make the team.  That showed me that I could do things if I really tried.

I enjoyed playing football.  The worst part was the practice. I remember staring at my shoes in the huddle during an especially hot fall day wondering why I liked getting beat up like this.  However, the reward was in the excitement, running, and blocking.  I also remember hockey was something like that.  When you were checked or someone checked you the only problem was not getting hurt when you slammed into the side boards.  You learned fall carefully.  Since we were young and tough our body absorbed the punishment and recovered quickly.  I never played football in the following years so I never sustained any lifetime injuries.

Band
Since I refused to continue piano practice I promised to take up the trumpet.  I signed up for the De La Salle band.  I do not remember much of any significance about this but that it gave me the opportunity to become a band member in the army and thus get out of the common infantry into a headquarters job and with the opportunity to travel around in Germany.

Television
I still remember the night in early 1950s that my father brought home a small TV box with a 3 inch screen.  There was only one TV station (KSTP) and it broadcast only a few hours each day.  New people on those stations mostly stood around on a stage and wondered what to do to fill those few hours. They showed early Kit Kat cartoons and anything else that was publicly available.  There were few if any sponsors.  There were no ad agencies who knew how to make ads.  On that small screen only a few people could get close enough to see the picture.

My father was not happy with the 3 inch so he took it back to the store to get a larger one.  He came back with a huge 10 inch model and a big magnifying glass to mount in front of it.  Finally WTCN came on the air and the programming expanded rapidly.

One of our favorite early programs was Milton Berle every Tuesday night.  Another was the basketball games with the Minneapolis Lakers (Since then the Lakers moved to Los Angeles).  George Mikan, Pollard, Tony Geros, Slater Martin and others were world champs.

In 1950 it became obvious that, with my fathers good job at Honeywell and the children getting into the teens, we needed more room.  He found a large house in Brooklyn Center and we moved.

5550 Girard
When we arrived, the house was one of the first in the area. It had been well built by a builder and was of top quality with 2 stories, living room, dining room kitchen, a basement and 5 bedrooms.  The garage was a 3 stall affair and plenty big for all of our projects.

At that time I was a junior in high school and into cars.  By the time I left home, I had purchased and rebuilt (hotrod type) about 5 cars.  I loved convertibles and had 2 at one time.  One was a Chevrolet and the other was a Plymouth Coupe.  I bought these cars by getting a job at a drug store as a soda jerk in North Minneapolis.  The cars I bought in a police impounding yard for a few dollars and fixed them up. Most all of the engines were overhauled.  With the large garage I also had plenty of room to work on them.  My favorite was the Plymouth.  I lowered the back end with shackles, took off all of the chrome and filled in the holes, and gave it 5 coats of lacquer.  The seats were red leather. I re‑bored the cylinders and relieved the ports to get more horsepower.

Wedding in North Dakota

On one occasion my brother Les and I were invited to drive to North Dakota to attend a wedding.  We drove my dad's Buick to Dickinson and stayed with my uncle.  On Saturday our cousin was married and by noon the celebration started.  In the very early morning hours of Sunday we finally quit dancing and drinking, we sobered up and started home.  About 50 miles out of Dickinson my stomach started cramping.  I noticed that Les had the same problem.  We pulled over and spent a few hours doubled up with pain.  We never did find out what the problem was but though that the water could have been the trouble. The drinking water in that area was black with minerals.  No one thought anything of that and told us that is would not hurt us.  However, we think that our stomachs could not get used to it in only one day.  Other than that incident we looked forward to marriage feasts in the Dakotas. 

Winnipeg

One summer Gary Beck and I went to Winnipeg for a jaunt.  We first thought we would try for the Hudson Bay but decided that the old Chevy he had wouldn't make it.  There are no garages between the Trans. Canadian Highway and the Hudson Bay and we were worried that we would get stuck along the way.  As it was, we brought along 4 extra tires and used 3 of them on the trip.  New or recap tires were much to expensive for our cars so we bought used tires.  Rich people turned their used tires in which were good enough for us to buy and use.  I remember one day riding in my Pontiac.  I suddenly felt a bump, bump and the front of the car started going up and down, round and round.  It got worse and worse and before I could stop, I heard a loud bang.  I discovered that I had worn a hole through the thread and the inner tube squirted through the hole like a big balloon and finally burst.  In those days there were no tubeless tires.

The only other thing I remember about the Winnipeg trip is that we slept in sleeping bags behind big road signs.  One morning we were awakened by a big Mountie.  He was a very nice guy.  I wonder why they didn't keep the mounted police.  They were very impressive.

Drug Store job.

I worked as a soda jerk in Merwyn Drug store on the corner of Broadway and Franklin.  I wore a white round hat and an apron just like you see in old movies.  I received some education on that job such as how to make a chocolate malt, etc.  I made drinks that are not popular anymore such as Cherry Coke, Limeade, and Rootbeer Floats.  Ice Cream was the most popular with Sundays, Banana Splits and the like.  All of the waitresses in the restaurant associated with the Fountain (that's what we called the stool counter area) teased me because I was only 16 and very naive.  I decided that I should finally take out a girl.  At a nearby restaurant I finally asked the waitress for a date on a dare from my buddies.  She said yes!  Now I was really nervous.  I only saw her that one time though.  She was a little too grown up for me.  I needed to find a girl that was more my speed.

Oldsmobile

At this time I needed another car and found an '41 Oldsmobile.  That car had the new Hydramatic Drive and a straight eight engine.  The rear of the car was a torpedo shape and very racy.  I needed that car to start going out with girls.  In that car I had my first bad accident.  While coming home one snowy afternoon I went through an intersection where the stop sign had been knocked down.  A car coming from my left couldn't stop and ran into my door.  I bounced around but was not hurt.  Since the sign had been missing the other fellow coming in from the left was at fault.  

I also remember that eventually I overhauled the engine.  Unfortunately repaired it in the middle of the winter.  It was so cold in the garage that I could only work a short time on the car and then run into the house to unfreeze my fingers.  I could last out there only to pull out a piston and then run for the house.  

Girlfriends

I remember asking out a very beautiful girl expecting to be turned down and "surprise", she accepted.  After one date I felt so inferior that I never asked her out again.  It was all my fault because she did nothing to indicate that she was superior or did not like me.  In fact I was told later that she was disappointed that I never asked her out again.  That was a lesson to me to not assume anything in this world.

I had a few other girlfriends but none that I remember too well.  At the time I asked mother for a date I was going with Ruth Stohl and another girl.  Mother was also going out with a few other guys.  Ruth was O.K. and I liked her alot. However, we drifted apart after that birthday party at which I met mother.  Ruth Stohl went on to marry Rudy Stohl and that couple became our friends.  Unfortunately the marriage broke up.  Rudy is now permanently disabled and Ruth never remarried.

After I started going more steady with mother, her other boyfriends began harassing us.  When we would sit in front of her house in the car after a date her other boy friends would see her and swerve their car back and forth and race their engine as they came by.  One day when I was picking her up at her house another boyfriend was there.  I don't know if this was a test or what but after a bit of growling at each other, he left.

Meeting your mother

I first began dating mother in that car.  I met her at a birthday party for my then girlfriend Ruth Stole.  She and I danced and talked a little but not much else.  She was working at a large movie theater near where she lived on Thomas in North Mpls.  She was a hostess.  She gave out coffee to patrons in a lounge area.

I remember that I heard through the grape vine after that birthday party that she was interested in me.  I picked her up from the theater a few times.  My other buddies were also along in the car and so we just took her home.  One day I asked her for a date.  I remember that we went downtown to see African Queen with Humphrey Bogart and Lauren Bacal. After that I began to date her occasionally.

I tell people that I decided eventually to marry her due to a certain incident.  One night I was in my parents basement working on a V 8 engine block.  Mother was there talking to me when I decided to move the motor to another place in the basement.  I was about to call my father to help me when I asked her, jokingly "can you help me move this engine?".  She said "sure" and picked up one end.  I was impressed that this small blond could pick up that heavy engine.  How could I go wrong with a powerhouse like that.  Many people have told me over the years that your mother is a special person and they tell me that I should continue to take good care of her.

College

After graduating from De La Salle High School I attended St. Thomas College in St. Paul.  That only lasted about 6 months before my advisor and I realized that I was not keeping up with the work.  I had been staying at my grandparents house during the week and attended school.  On the weekends I went back home.

After quitting school I needed a job.  My father got me an interview at Honeywell and they put me on the drafting board as a tool designer. I finally learned a trade, at that job. I was taught how to draw and print, machine techniques, tolerances, etc.  It was a good job and might have taken me all through my life.  However, while going steady with mother, I began to realize that I would never go anywhere in that position.  I worked with fellows who had been there for 30 years.  I just couldn't picture myself working on that board steady for 30 years.

The fellow who was next to me took me under his wing and taught me the business.  We also became friends.  He and another guy were modifying an airplane engine to mount in a car.  When they were finished I had a ride in the car.  With 300 horsepower and a max. torque at low RPM the engine would just rumble when we took off.  I always remember that because the modern race engines are max. torque at high RPM.  The race cars today whine instead of the older high horsepower engines that rumbled.

Mother and I went to the races alot.  We attended stock car races on weekends and the "big car" races during the State Fair. Her uncle reconditioned automobiles.  I bought a freshly reconditioned Plymouth semi convertible.  What a beauty!  There was no center door post so by lowering all of the windows it looked like a convertible with the top up.

I decided to go back to school.  My father said O.K. but I have no money to help you.  I discovered that the GI.  bill was still in effect but would run out that December.  The year was 1954.  Gary Beck was still my buddy and he agreed to go with me.  We volunteered for a 2 year hitch but to my horror could not enter until after the first of the year because other volunteers were ahead of me.  We called them up and convinced them to stay home until after the holidays. They agreed.  What a break! So Gary and I showed up at the Armory on the appointed day and they put us on a bus to Fort Leonard wood, Mo.

Army

I'll never forget those first days.  I only wore a suede jacket and loafers.  The weather when we arrived was wet snow.  I tromped through the snow with loafers all day as we took tests and filled out paper.  The next day my loafers were still wet and the ground had froze.  My feet were freezing and the jacket could not keep me warm.  We spent most of the day out in the cold and snow. Miserable!!  On top of that they woke us up at 5:00 A.M. and made us stand outside in the cold for reveille.  As the sergeants began shouting at us I had never heard so many curse words in every sentence, before in my life.

Finally after a few days we were issued our equipment. Finally I had warm clothing.  The day, we put on our new uniforms, was warm.  They made us put on our overcoats and had us carry all of our equipment for a mile to our barracks. I almost died of heat.  From freezing to boiling, that was the army.

After we received our gear and all of the testing and forms were filed we were sent to Fort Riley Kansas for basic training.  We were fortunate in that the 10th division was being reformed to replace the 1st Division in Germany.  The 1st had been in Germany since the second world war and was due for rotation to the states.  The division received the best of the volunteers coming in from all over the country. I was fortunate to be with a high class of guys.  Many of them had already graduated from college.

Basic training consisted of 8 weeks of orientation to marching, basic weapons, exercise, and getting used to the routine of being in the army.   

I remember Kansas was so dusty that some days the sun was only a bright ball in the haze.  I now know why that area was called the "Dust Bowl" in the 30s.

The winter was very cold.  Outside we froze and inside we roasted in overheated buildings.  On the rifle range at 6 o'clock in the morning with the wind blowing at 0 degrees, everyone would stand in a bunch like cows to keep warm.  The guys on the windward side would slowly walk around to the lee side of the group to get out of the wind.  The result was a group of guys slowly drifting down the range.

The guys from the south did not know how to keep warm in the cold air.  We knew to keep moving, jump up and down, and shake to keep warm.  They just stood still in one spot and froze there.

On the bazooka range one early morning I was the first up to shoot.  After I get a tap on my helmet from the loader I pulled the trigger.  The next thing I remember I am flat on my back, the bazooka laying 10 yards behind me.  It is advertised as a recoilless device but with a "small" kick when its cold.

I had indicated on my entrance questionnaire that I had played a trumpet in our high school band.  I received an invitation to play in the Division band.  I turned it down. What a mistake.  My buddies then said I should try out for the Regimental band.  I did and was accepted.  If I had gotten into the division band I would have had no other duties and would have traveled extensively.  As it was I was re assigned to a R&R platoon to be a band member 50% of the time.  At least that moved me from a rifle platoon into a demolition team in headquarters.  So it worked out O.K.

One day we were on the range where you crawl on your stomach through exploding mines with machine gun fire overhead.  We were a bit nervous and crawled so low through the mud that when I got to the end my rifle looked like a mud log.  You are supposed to be able to fire the rifle after completing the course.  At the end of the crawl was a trench full of muddy sludge.  I dropped into the trench and sloshed the rifle around until it looked somewhat clean.  At night we crawled the course again but that time the ground was frozen and since we were tired, almost ran through the course. Later when I was trained in explosives I noticed that familiarity breeds contempt.

One weekend mother flew down with Gary Beck's girlfriend to visit us.  That relieved the homesickness somewhat.

At the end of the basic training period I received a leave to go home for a few weeks before going overseas.  I hitchhiked. I still remember the low point on my ride home, waiting on a corner in a small town in Kansas in the middle of the night waiting for a car to give me a ride.   A trucker finally picked me up.  I probably had a dozen rides during that trip from Kansas to Minneapolis.

At the end of my leave my parents bought me a ticket to fly back to Kansas.  That was my first plane ride.

They put us on a train in Kansas and we got off at the Brooklyn Navy yard in New York Harbor.  My first view of the ship was a huge steel wall rising above me with big doors into which we were marched.  Our sleeping quarters were cots suspended on poles.  Eight cots, 4 on either side were chained onto 2 poles.  The lowest cot was almost on the deck.

The first day at sea was rough.  The gangway was full of vomit from seasick soldiers.  They tried to get me on a clean up detail but I was afraid I would join them.  The bow was rising and falling 50 feet.  When it fell, you could almost float up the ladders in the gangway.  When it rose, you felt as though your weight had doubled.

In the mess, the tables had ridges on them so the sugar bowls etc. would not fall off the tables.  I remember watching them during one especially heavy sea as they started sliding down the table, hit the ridge and fell onto the floor.  Our appetites were not too good in those first days.

Germany

We arrived in Bremerhaven Germany and I was enthralled with all of the new sights and sounds.  They sent us to Scwinefurt by train.  We were housed in a Kasern which was a group of solidly built barracks buildings.  The building was solid just like all of the German construction.  We were housed 2 to a room which was like heaven compared to the barracks in the states that housed 40 in one room.  The Nazi eagle emblem was still on the outside of the building.  The piano in the day room had a swastika but it had been scratched out.

The first thing they warned us about was the beer.  The alcohol content was double that of American Beer and newly arrivals got drunk very easily.

During my stay in Germany I took leaves to travel to Rome, The Netherlands and to Denmark.  We bought a motorcycle and traveled around Germany during the weekends.  The Germans were still a bit hostile to G.I.s.  German teen agers would make honking noises behind our back.  I later found out that we sound like we are honking when we talk compared to the German guttural speech.  When the blacks started to call whites "honkies" I immediately understood where that came from.

I bought a Paxetta 35 MM camera and began taking pictures. You will find a large batch of 35 MM pictures somewhere in our possessions of my stay in Germany.  I loved that camera, even though all settings were manual.

In Germany the main task of the army was to provide a deterrence to a Soviet attack from East Germany.  Once a month we had an "alert" whereby at a certain bugle call (over the loudspeakers in the Kasern) we all rushed to our appointed place in the woods to hold off an attack.  Since we were the explosives experts we were to first blow up all of the surrounding bridges and then join the rest of the 10th division on the eastern side.  Since we heard that they only gave us a few days to survive before being overrun we determined that if the attack ever came, we would remain on the western side of the river after blowing up bridges and then hightail it for the coast.

After being trained in explosives and blowing up many trees in the field as training, I laugh at the explosions in the movies.  All they do is explode gasoline vapor.  It creates a big ball of flame and a loud "poof".  A real explosion has very little smoke, no flame, and mostly throws debris all over.  The sound is like a thunderclap and the concussion wave is like being hit by a board.  You can feel a bang as it hits you.

The greatest scare I had with explosives happened one day as a buddy and I were simulating artillery.  We planted TNT charges all over a hill and as the infantry with their tanks advanced on the hill, we set off the explosions to simulate an artillery barrage.  We were setting them off with a plunger in a bunker and noticed that the tanks were leading the charge up the hill.  We asked for permission on the radio to set up the smoke screen and get out.  The tanks were firing blanks right at us.  No order came.  We finally set off the smoke, jumped into the jeep and took off across the field with the tanks firing point blank at us.  My buddy had the box with the sensitive detonators cradled in his lap.  We were worried that either the concussion from the tank cannons or the jeep hitting a foxhole would set them off.  We were two scared puppies.

Some explosives are sensitive to shock alone like nitro glycerin which is the basic for dynamite.  The stick is just a wax to carry the nitro.  Most explosives need heat and pressure to ignite.  Our trainer one day shot a block of TNT off the top of a tree stump in front of us to show that is was harmless unless ignited additionally with heat.  We all dropped to the ground when he did it.  We weren't ready to trust him yet.

Much of my other duties included morning recon in the field which usually ended up in a Gasthaus playing cards to kill time.  In the afternoon we practiced as a band for regimental duties such as parades, concerts etc.

On my furlough to Italy I saw the great cities such as Venice, Florence, and Rome.  Too much to tell about.  I remember going into a small dark church in Rome and standing next to the statue of Moses.  I remember tears in my eyes while visiting one huge Cathedral at night.  It was so large and fabulous I became homesick or something on the spot.

I saw the Pieta, the Sistine Chapel, the Coliseum, and drank lots of dark red wine out of bottles‑in‑baskets while eating Cannelloni(sp?), Ravioli, Spaghetti, and a dozed other pastas. The pasta and red wine was cheap, just right for a GI. budget.

I remember going through Switzerland on the way to Italy on the train.  There was new fallen snow in Innsbruck and it laid heavily on the trees and all around.  With the moon out and the mountain peaks in back I'll remember that scene all my life.  There was a cold front that went through Italy at that time.  The hotel we stayed at in Florence did not have hot water (or maybe they gave us such a cheap room, it wasn't available).  I vividly remember Gary Beck yelling at the top of his voice in the shower so he could stand the pain of the cold water.  I also remember looking out my hotel room in Rome to see snow on top of the palm trees.

The Pizza parlor in Italy is a small long room with a big oven at the back.  When your pizza was ready they took the pizza from the oven with a long handled wooden spatula.  They would then walk it down the restaurant and slide it onto the customer's table.  I also remember that the pizza was more watery than ours and the cheese was so stringy you needed a scissors to cut it.  It was very good.

My trip to Holland and Denmark were not too eventful. However, I remember that in Holland in the restaurants the food was placed onto your plate from large serving platters that were placed next to your table.  As you finished a serving, the waiter would refill your plate until the platters were empty.

Toward the second year of my volunteer draft (2 years) I began thinking again of school.  A buddy in my squad had gone to St. Johns in Collegeville Minnesota and talked me into applying there.  I filled out paper work to get an early discharge to go to school and so, in August of '55 I was on my way home.

My greatest remembrance of my return trip (again by troop ship) was the sight of automobiles along the East River Drive in New York City.  Everyone on the railing of the ship started cheering and crying to see the signs of home again.

I was discharged from Fort Sullivan in Wisconsin and again hitchhiked home.

College again and Marriage

When I arrived home, mother was in top preparation for our marriage and we were married the following month.  Dad Rocheleau asked me what kind of job I would pursue.  When I told him that I was going to school and that his daughter would work to help send me through, he was not very happy about her selection of a husband.  However, a number of years later when I was depressed and talking about quitting school because it was such a long project, he was very supportive asking if we needed money, etc. just to encourage me to finish. At that time, mother furnished one of the best motives for me to finish.  She said either finish or face a divorce.

The original plan was for mother to join me in St. Cloud while I attended the first two years of pre engineering. Then we would move back to Mpls to finish engineering at the Univ. of Minn.

We decided that she probably could not get as good a job in St. Cloud as in Mpls and so she stayed there.  When we first got married we moved in with her folks.  We knew that wouldn't last long so we quickly got an apartment over on Plymouth Ave.  I remember mother breaking down and crying over her first preparation of a meal.  She thought she was a failure as a housewife.  Now she is a master at whipping up a cuisine in almost any ethnic variety.

The year at St. Johns was great because I was a Vet with all of the special privileges not given to the frosh.  I did not wear a beanie, go through hazing and all of the rest of the misery dealt out to freshmen.  The campus is beautiful.  Uncle Jim also attended St. Johns years later, I think, because of my experience.  However, it meant driving 60 miles back and forth with my aging Plymouth.  I found a room for $1.00 per night where I could stay during the week.  One winter night my generator failed.  After I jump started the car I drove all the way to Minneapolis by moonlight only putting on the lights when another car appeared.

So, I applied for and was accepted by the U. of M. for my second year.  We also changed apartments and moved into a Jewish owned house.  Our neighbors across the hall had been part of the Holocaust.  Some nights after hearing screams, his wife came over and apologized.  The fellow had lost his wife and children in a Nazi death camp.  Evenings were spent sitting on the front steps with the landlord and neighbors saying hello to everyone walking by.

Then Vicki was born.

I remember mother and I riding around in the car timing her pains so that we arrived at the hospital only at the appropriate time.  I was very nervous and thought I heard mothers cries from the delivery room.

I had found a job at a mold design shop part time and a few days after Vicki's birth received a call from the hospital to come right over.  It seems that Vicki could not keep down her milk and by x‑ray found out that her esophagus was not connected to her stomach.  A doctor told us that only a few months prior, they had discovered how to reattach the tube and the doctors who discovered it were in Mpls and would try to fix Vicki.  They said her chances of not surviving were about 30%.  Later we found out that we mis understood and that her chances were only 30% of surviving.  I had a plan to immediately put all of the baby stuff out of sight that mother had received during baby showers to ease the pain if Vicki did not make it.

A few weeks later we took Vicki home.  The operation had been a success.  However, immediately it was apparent that something was wrong.  Vicki kept choking on her milk every time we fed her.  At one point I remember she choked so hard she stopped breathing and began to turn blue.  I was in panic.  I rolled her around on the bed, squeezed her chest and almost gave her mouth to mouth but I was not trained for that and did not know what to do.  Finally she began breathing again and I said,"thats it, back to the hospital"

With more x‑rays they discovered a hole between her esophagus and trachea.  The milk had been dribbling into her windpipe. Then came the second operation. They separated the two pipes and sewed up the hole.  Two major operations within the first month of her life.  After the second operation I remember visiting her in the hospital.  In a small incubator about 1 foot square and 2 feet long lay a tiny reddish baby with all kinds of tubes coming out of her.  At that time I only felt a kind of sadness for her and for us.

After a few weeks we got her home again this time she was all fixed up, we thought.  During her childhood we had many scares due to her operations.  The esophagus was dilated where it had been reattached and unless her food was well chewed, it would get caught and not pass into her stomach. One night we were in the car on the way to the hospital with her when she finally coughed up a piece of pickle.  One time she could not cough up what she had eaten.  Her breath became labored due to the swelling of the esophagus and when we took her to the hospital they extracted a penny that she had swallowed.  It was a constant worry.  They even dilated her pipe by pushing a steel rod through the passageway.  We thought that she would eventually be required to become a "sword swallower" to keep the passage open.

Poor Vicki had another problem.  Her eyes would not track straight ahead.  One eye always wandered off to the side. The doctor determined that the muscles were not the proper length to track properly.  So off to the hospital for another operation.  They shortened the muscle on either side by cutting a millimeter.  I remember her laying in the crib in the hospital with a mask over her eyes crying because she couldn't see and come home.  What a sad sight!  We've always been appreciative of Vicki after the tough beginning we all had.

As you can imagine we had very little money.  I had a part time job and mother was a secretary.  My GI. bill covered my education expense and books but little else.

One morning mother had already gone with the car to drop Vicki off at the baby sitters and I was about to catch the bus to school.  I needed $.11 each way and a dime to buy milk with my lunch but I discovered that I had no money.  While scrounging through the apartment and digging into the back of the sofa to find a few coins I came across Vicki's piggy bank.  You guessed it.  I robbed my daughters bank for 32 pennies to go to school.  That was the financial low point, I think, of my school career.

I recently heard that 20% of the children in America are in families below the poverty level.  We were probably in that category when I was small and when you children were small. Our parents had not had time to find good jobs and any parent going to school cannot earn enough to be above that government statistic.  I never considered us unhappy or "poor" or any of those things.  I'm not sure those statistics help anyone.  Here I am with three homes and a large yearly income complaining about money problems the same way as I did when going to school and had nothing.

1st Home

About that time mother and I began to talk about having our own home.  Of course we did not have any down payment money and neither of our parents could help us either.  That is another problem with mother and I being the oldest sibling. Years later, our parents could help our younger brothers and sisters because they began to accumulate some savings but not us.  I remember Mother, Vicki and I all sharing the problems of the "oldest child syndrome".

To get the down payment, Mel, my father in law found a job for me at night working on the docks at the freight company at which he worked.  I also worked for the mold design shop during the day.  By fall I had saved about $400 and we found a reconverted house in Fridley for $10,500.  The house had been moved to make way for the new freeway system downtown. The contractor had built a new basement and had set the old house down onto it.  The address was 110 ‑58th street N.E. The old house probably still exists today.

The kitchen was painfully old fashioned with a single large sink attached to the wall with individual cold and hot taps. The bathroom was a tiny affair that took up about a fourth of the kitchen area.  There were two bedrooms with ours being the largest but opening into the dining room with a large archway.  The furnace was a big gravity feed hot air affair. The house was not insulated and the windows were so leaky I remember seeing the curtains swaying inward when the north wind blew even with the storm windows on.

The basement was new, however, and there were concrete tubs for mother for washing.  She used an old fashioned wringer washer also but at least she had taps and drains in the tubs and did not need to manually fill and drain the tubs like my mother.

Even though the place was modest, at least we owned it and could be busy fixing it up.  I built a large work bench in the basement.  We had a carpenter who lived next door put in a lower ceiling and remove the old cupboard that was made with wainscoting. (I still have some hinges and door locks from that old cabinet in coffee cans in the garage).  I installed Sears cabinets and an enclosed sink, a new floor, insulated the attic and on and on and on and on.  What would we have done without Sears and Montgomery Wards.

One day I was working on a dining room window, replacing the sash cord in the counter weights, freeing up the window from being painted shut etc.  Every time I removed a piece of the window, more rot or damage became evident and I removed more. Finally toward late afternoon I was up on the ladder and in the act of removing the entire window from the house wall. I stopped and made a lifetime decision.  There is only so much you can do with old houses.  Better to cover up the old with new materials than try to rebuild the original.  I pushed the window back into place, fixed it up as best I could and bought new aluminum storm windows that merely attached to the outside of each frame.  What a great idea. Suddenly I did not need to change storm windows each fall and spring, the house was immediately warmer and they looked good.

Encephalitis

One day I came down with a flu.  I developed a headache that was so fierce that I began to throw up every 20 minutes.  The headache would not go away no matter how many aspirins I took. Finally I called the doctor and told him to "get rid of the headache, no matter what"  The GP I had was a young Jewish doctor that I became friends with.  He came over and gave me a shot of morphine.  Wow!  That really took everything away. However, the next morning I had my headache back.  I went into the hospital.  I remember laying in the bed leaning over the side retching, with the headache pounding in me and telling him to shoot me.  He didn't, he only laughed.  He then gave me a spinal tap and determined I had encephalitis. Once he put me on an IV the headache went away.  Evidently I had been badly dehydrated.  Since encephalitis is under state control, I was quarantined.  When I had visitors they had to wear special clothing and masks.  What an ordeal!  Even after I was release I was under state control for a month.  They kept checking me for residual signs of the disease. Encephalitis in the U.S. is rare.  It is a virus spread by a mosquito and attacks the brain and stem.  My headache started because the brain became swollen.  I asked the doctor if I would have any residual problems.  He only laughed and said that since I had lost many brain cells to the disease I should watch for twitching and rolling of the eyes.

He was a brilliant individual.  He and I had dinner together a few times and became a member of an investment club I organized.  He told me things I remember today.  The life clock, he said is your heart.  When the clock runs down you die.  He also recommended only beer and scotch for drinks. All through my life I have tried to stick to those only.

I visited him and his parents.  They owned a junk yard.  In Minneapolis there was a Jewish section where they lived. That was the only time I visited that section.  They lived in a beautiful old home and were a great family.

He went on to become the head physician of North Memorial Hospital and I lost track of him.  Too bad!

Vicki Again

I have some stories about Vicki during our time at 110 58th that must be told.

One Sunday afternoon while having dinner in the dining room with friends, we could hear Vicki (about 2 years old) in her crib.  She evidently had awakened from her nap and was playing and talking to herself.

Instead of going in to change her diaper we decided as long as she was not crying we would continue with our wine and talk at the dinner table.

Finally she started making enough fuss for me to go into her room to check on her.  When I saw her I started laughing and called mother and our guests to see the sight.  Vicki had taken her stool that had fallen out of her diaper and had wiped it all over the wall, crib and herself.

So there we were, with our guests scrubbing out the whole room, Vicki, crib, bed clothes and all.

Another time when she was about 4 years old she woke us up with a flaming play broom.  She had found a cigarette lighter and lit the broom.  Thankfully she had enough sense to come for help.  Otherwise we could have had a tragedy.

Another time she got chicken pox.  We still have a picture of this forlorn little girl without her shirt, covered with pox, with red rimmed eyes with the saddest look on her face that you can imagine.

Another time she had a terrible fever, so bad that she became delirious.  As I held her in my arms she was babbling incoherently.  We were frightened and swabbed her down with cold water to remove the heat.  Later, after we lowered her temperature we sat in the kitchen talking and worrying about her condition and wondering if we should call a doctor.  I remember that Red Skelton was on the TV which we had placed near her bed to try to make her forget her sickness.  Suddenly I heard her laughing and when I ran into her bedroom to see if she was delirious again, she looked very happy and normal.  The fever had broken within the hour and she was back to normal.

I think we learned enough by Vicki's escapades to handle the other two children with more skill or understanding.  The oldest in the family is the great experiment.

Lisa

Since Lisa was a planned child, that is, we always had decided to have 2 children and she came into the world healthy and wise beyond her years, we did not have any particular problems, concerns or other anecdotes about her appearance on this planet.

By the time she arrived, we had gone through enough horrible experiences with a new child so that her uneventful arrival was anticlimactic.

As a second child I remember that she was always very attentive and loving to us.  When mother wrote her essay on the effect of children's relationships in a family based on their birth sequence, it was very clear that the 2nd of three children would be very anxious for attention.  The first born is an experiment born when the family finances are at their worst, the last born is always the "baby" getting the best attention and born when the family finances are the best, and the middle child struggles for attention between them.

I remember to this day a picture of Lisa sitting on the front porch at our George's Hill house on Holloween night, all dressed up in a gypsy costume waiting in vain for the kids to arrive so she could show her costume.  I'm not sure why that scene makes me feel so sorry for her.  I think it was because my little daughter worked so hard to get all dressed up for the party and no one came.

Hunting and Fishing

The only hunting I participated in was bird hunting.  I bought a 2 barrel side by side shotgun which I still have here in California upstairs in the closet.  It is an old Sears model that I bought well used for $15.

Hunting grouse in the woods was very difficult due to the limited space in which to shoot.  It was very quiet walking through the woods until a bird would explode from almost under our feet.  The shock of the noise and flapping wings gave us a pause that allowed the bird to fly off between the trees.  The double barrel shotgun has 2 triggers, one for the choke side for longer range (smaller pattern) and the other called "modified" (larger pattern) for short range.  I kept my finger on the "modified" trigger so that I could get off a quick shot.  If I missed, then I would go to the second trigger.  By that time the bird was long gone.

One day I decided to put one finger on each trigger.  When a bird flew up I could quickly squeeze off both barrels quicker. When the next bird flew up I only remember an explosion and I was sitting on the ground with a sore shoulder.  The shock of one shot evidently jarred my second finger setting them both off at once.  The stock on the shotgun still carries a crack from that incident.

Pheasant hunting in corn fields and grassy bottom lands was the most fun.  Just tramping over the fields all day was exhilarating.  In the corn fields the pheasants would run ahead of us along the ground between the rows.  We would walk back and forth until we would trap a group of pheasants into one corner.  Then we would rush the corner and they would fly.  Bang, Bang, hopefully we would get some and have a great dinner at home.  The pheasant breast is the best tasting fowl, I think.

Some days we would find a hunting dog to go with us.  That was the best because the dog did all of the work of finding and flushing and retrieving the birds.  Alone we could not retrieve a bird out of a swamp, but a dog could.

One day I took Augie, our miniature Dachshund, as a lark, because we could not find a hunting dog.  He did not do too well in the corn fields because he would race ahead of us after the birds and flush them before we could get to them. He was great in the bottom lands because he could only jump over the high grass like a rabbit.  We could then keep up to him.  The grass edge was sharp, though, and would eventually give him a sore nose.  The grass was so sharp that in a days hunting our trousers soon had holes in the knees.

My best scene at pheasant hunting was one day in the Red River bottom near the North Dakota boundary.  We had trapped some birds in high grass near a lake shore and had moved in on them very quietly. When about 50 yards from the shoreline we did a Banzai charge into the flock.  I never have seen or heard an explosion of birds like that in my life.  About 50 birds flew up.  My puny 2 shots did not hit anything.  Those with 5 shot guns brought down a few.  We agreed that we were so taken aback by so many birds we went into shock and just pointed and pulled the trigger.

I went duck hunting a few times but that took much more equipment than I could afford.  We needed a special boat, boots, decoys, rain gear, and many more things.  On the few occasions I went out (we needed access to a row boat, minimally, to retrieve the ducks from the water) there were so many hunters around the lake shore that it sounded like a war movie every time a duck would fly over at 40,000 feet.  I remember only one time I had a good blind.  On Lynwood lake where my father had his lake house we had a good morning along a flyway.  Otherwise, it was not my favorite sport.  I still have my duck caller and every time I come across it I practice my old duck calls.

Fishing was our popular sport during my early years.  On weekends after our dates, we would head up north and spend a few days camping in the woods and fishing.

My father was not a fisherman and I remember only one fishing trip with him.  We rented a boat and motor on Woman Lake near Remer Minn.  The lake is very large and very shallow and full of rice beds.  It took us over an hour to pole and push our way to the open water.  The lake was full of grass and only about 4 feet deep so we trolled for Northern Pike with long cane poles.  I do not remember how many we caught but it was a very successful day.  At least my only remembrance of fishing with my dad was a good one.

Starting a Full Time Job.

The house at 110 in Fridley held us until I finished school in '61.  Toward the end of my 5th year in school the company at which I worked fired me because I had an argument with my superior.  Lesson: don't get in argument with a superior if you wish to stay employed.  They said I was about to graduate and would leave them anyway, which was true.  I called all of our creditors and told them that I could not pay them until I graduated and took a regular job.  All of them except one said "fine, pay us then".  Daytons in Mpls said "Pay everything you owe us at once or else".  I never did like them every again.

When I entered the Aeronautical Engineering course at MIT of the U. of M. there were about 200 in my class.  At the graduation exercise in the stadium after the 5th year there were 12 of us left.  I felt good that I was a survivor.  As I mentioned before, many times with having children I became depressed and wanted to quit school.  Mother and family kept me going and motivated to finish.

In my early years at the U of M, our grade spread was all over from A to F.  I remember my shock when I received an F in Economics.  I had to take the course over again.  Finally the students with the lowest grade average dropped out and the highest grade averages disappeared into probably other schools or the CIA.  Who knows!!  Toward the end of the course we were all about the same B average students.  Just about all of our test scores were about the same.  One reason is that we all began to study with each other.  We clung together for support.

During the 5th year, recruiters came on campus and I interviewed with a number of them including Pratt and Whitney in Connecticut and Douglas in California.  At the same time a friend of mine who worked with me at the mold design company, encouraged me to interview with a small company in Minneapolis called Nu‑Line.  They made electrical connectors. 

During our senior year, most of us thought we would become airplane and missile designers (we each teamed up with others to design an airplane in our final year and the final test was to analyze a flying tube or a missile).  However, word trickled down that we probably would be each designing a landing gear strut or pylon in a room filled with hundreds of other engineers.  Word also got around that the best jobs were in electrical packaging.  I said "I'm not an electrical engineer".  However, they said that most of the electronics was mechanical and material design anyway.  With that in mind I waited for the results of my interviews.

Douglas offered me a job to work with their wind tunnel department and P&W offered me a general design job.  Nu‑Line offered me the most money to stay in Mpls.  Mother and I thought that staying close to home with the better money was the best decision.  That is how I got into the connector business.  It is ironic that we later moved to Connecticut and Los Angeles, the other two places I could have chosen to live right out of school.  Also, later I found out that the aeronautical business is so up and down, most of the students who chose those jobs probably faced layoffs many times.  Only the ones who got to the top had long term commitments.

My only other chance of getting back into the aeronautical business happened a number of years later.   I was having dinner in Mama Leoni's in New York with a fellow who owned a private wind tunnel company in Dayton Ohio.  He offered me a job to manage one of his tunnels.  However, I couldn't picture myself with a white smock standing in front of a bank of manometers all of my life.  Also years later I had a chance to talk to the manager of the hypersonic tunnel at Rosemount in Minneapolis.  He said most of his problems included the maintenance of the big outside vacuum chamber and constant replacement of Zirconium bricks in the heating ovens.  Only the research people had the fun of developing the test models.  I felt that my decision to get into the electrical components business was the best after all.

So, I accepted a job at Nu‑Line to be in charge of their environmental lab.  My first duties were to study Military testing specifications recommend new lab equipment.  I actually bought a temperature chamber before they pulled my directly into the product design department.  It did not take long to discover that I did not like the hour after hour devotion to design work.  I rather liked the times I was in contact with a customer.  It seemed more creative to work with people rather than the mechanics of the business.

The company was founded by Arden Van Horreson who's father was a vice president of General Mills.  As I go through life I notice that usually money begets money.  You rarely find someone well off who came from a poor background.  Usually that is because new businesses need capital.  Bankers and investors do not like to loan money to someone who does not have any.

Van Horreson got his start by having a screw machine business and found a need at Bendix in Kansas City for precision connectors for the Atomic Energy Commission.  By the time I was hired he had already gone public.  That is the way most entrepreneur people get rich.  Build up a business with private money and then sell shares to the public.  At that time in Minneapolis, the over the counter market was in wild speculation and would invest in anyone.  Medtronics was a start up company at that time, one of the long term winners.

I started an investment club of my own at that time.  We had fun and learned alot but only broke even after about a year before we dissolved club.

Besides his core business of precision screw machine products mainly to Honeywell, he had developed a coax connector for Fuel Management Systems and the AEC business.  I was to help both of the business grow.

Van owned a float plane and had a house on Gull Lake.  He was a good pilot.  Since our major AEC customers were in Kansas and Albuquerque he bought a plane for business travel.  I had many interesting days helping him fly a twin engine Beech Baron 6 hours into Albuquerque.

One time mother came along on a trip to New Mexico.  We took a Beach Bonanza that was owned by the company at that time.  The plane was a 4 seat model.  Van Horreson was pilot, our sales manager at that time came along in the front right seat and mother and I sat in back.

Shortly after take-off I removed my belt to show mother that it was safe.  Immediately we hit a small air pocket and I flew up and banged my head on the overhead.  Big showoff!!  We landed at Tucemcary for fuel and faced some heavy weather between us and Albuquerque.  We took off and immediately began to bounce around badly.  Soon we gave up and returned to the field.  Mother, I and the sales manager then rented a car and drove the rest of the way.  Van Horesson stayed behind with the plane but eventually flew in to pick us up.  Mother wrote an essay about that trip that won her a high mark in her college course.

I'm getting too far ahead on the Nu‑Line subject and will come back to it later.

6239 Baker N.E.

My starting wage at Nu‑Line in mid‑year '61 was about $7,500, a fortune compared to previous wages.  I have kept all of my tax statements since then.  You might find it amusing and shocking to know that we moved to L.A. for the paltry salary of about $16,000.  They are here at our Condo in California for you to browse through.

Therefore we decided to buy another house.  We drooled over the houses with heated garages and other amenities up around $25,000 but finally settled on a small 3 bedroom ranch house for about $18,000.  We stayed in that house until we moved to Los Angeles in November of 1968.

That house only had one garage so one car was always in the street.  In the winter time we placed the second car in the single driveway so that it wouldn't get plowed under in the street.  If it was very cold and the car outside wouldn't start it also trapped the car that was in the garage. Finally I learned to cover the hood with a blanket and place a light bulb on the engine.  That usually was good enough. Later, we could afford heating elements to put in the dipstick hole or permanently install them into the radiator. You still might see cords hanging out from the front of cars if you travel to Mpls.

Steve
About that time we had Steve.  We originally only wanted two children.  However, when both were girls, I talked mother into one more try for a boy.  We had a terrible scare on our first try for Steve because in the middle of pregnancy she miscarried.  I remember her laying in bed bleeding with me relaying to the doctor how much blood she was losing.  We estimated her loss every hour to determine whether she should get a transfusion.

However, everything came out O.K. and we decided to give it one more try.  When Steve was born I remember catching up to mother in the hallway who was laying on a gurney coming out of the delivery room.  She was yelling "I did it, I did it". I said "did what?"  She pulled the blanket off Steve and pointed to his penis.

Yes, she had done it!  We also had a boy!

Dogs

When we had our own home and a baby, of course, we had to have a dog.  So what did we choose for the first one, a German shepherd.  She was beautiful.  There still is a picture in the album of her (I think we called her Mitzi) sitting on a card table in the 110 house after grooming.  I remember having an old rust colored suede jacket that I would use to play with her.  She would grab my sleeve and hold on.  That sleeve became very ragged.  As you children grew and also began to play in the yard I had to watch that the dog would not run you over.  Many times one of you would come crying because the dog knocked you down while playing.  We finally had to tie Mitzi up with a chain by her dog house as she became a full adult.

She finally went away one day, to have a litter, we think, and when she came back finally, she was dangerous.  She went after the postman one day.  I held my breath as she went after him and only was stopped by her chain.  I prayed, and the postman did also, that the chain would not break.  It did not break but soon after that we put her away.  We don't know what happened to her when she ran away that time but we knew then that a large dog was not our long term companion.

Our next dog, then was Augie, a miniature Dachshund.  We got her from an ad from a family who was going on an extended ski trip and could not find anyone to take care of him.  That was our first experience with a pedigreed dog.  We always chose pedigreed animals after that.  The difference in intelligence was outstanding.  Augie was with us many years.  From the early 60s to the mid 70s.  He traveled with us from Minnesota to California to Connecticut.

Lake House

Also, about this time my father bought a piece of property on Lynwood Lake, about 40 minutes from our Fridley houses.  I spent many hours helping him build a house on that property. When we moved out of the house on 110 57th avenue we stayed at the lake house all summer.  I commuted back and forth to work from there.  It was a great summer.  The lake beach area was so shallow you kids could go out 50 yards before it reached your chin.  Dad sold that place many years later to finance his retirement.  I remember that my brothers and I had many hard feelings about him selling it.  However, by that time I was in California and Jim was in Ohio so we had little time to enjoy it.

Jaycees
About this time, I joined the Jaycees.  They specialized in community projects.  We had fund raisers and then spent the money on civic projects.  One of the fund raisers, I remember was selling Christmas wreathes door to door.  Another was sponsoring a carnival on a local empty lot.  It was incredible how much profit you could get from selling rides and sugar floss candy.  I remember, however, working as a bartender in the beer tent.  It is very difficult to tell which kids were of age and those who were not.  I found an appreciation for those who's job is to sell alcohol.

On one occasion I agreed to run a fund raiser that was popular in Minnesota in those times.  In early spring we placed an old junk car out on the ice on Moore Lake about a half mile from our house.  The main highway ran next to the lake so the car was in full view of everyone.  We then sold chances to everyone to guess the time and date that it would fall through the ice.  The first problem I had was kids breaking into the car.  I finally put huge clamps on the doors but they broke the windows and got in anyway.  Another problem was timing the event.  I put an old car clock with a battery under the front seat and hoped the kids wouldn't find it.  I calibrated that clock so I could adjust for error. Those old clocks were not adjustable and not quartz.  I also tied one end of a big cable to the car and the other end to a telephone pole on shore so I could pull it ashore after the event.  The city would not allow any old junk cars in their lake.

Finally on one spring day in April it fell through the ice. The cable was visible as it lay on the ice from shore and disappeared through the hole where the car went through. When we tried to pull the cable, the car would rise to the top of the hole and catch there.  We tugged on the cable with a tow truck until the cable came off the car.  What a mess. Finally when the ice went out completely we enlisted the help of a local diver who reattached the cable.  Then with no ice in our way we towed it out.  Everyone was waiting for me to find the clock and announce the winner.  A policeman had seen the car about 4 in the morning but around 7 he notice it was gone.  When I retrieved the clock (which theoretically stopped when it went under) it was frozen somewhere around 2 o'clock.  What a mess.  I announced to everyone a time somewhere between 4 and 7 A.M. and held my breath.  There was a winner and everyone was happy and I resolved never to participate in such a dumb project again.

We built an outdoor hockey rink with some of the money.  That is a large project.  Poles must be sunk in the ground followed by plywood sides all around, a warming house and bleachers and team boxes and light poles and lights and on and on.

From Engineering to Sales

At Nu‑Line I became chief engineer after I visited Arden with complaints how things were run.  However, I was a bit bull headed and after a few arguments with Van Horreson he appointed someone else.  I was then told to help the sales department.  I had never experienced anything like that in my life.  There did not seem to be any order to things, only chaos.  Finally I began to settle in by supporting the sales effort to the AEC.  That meant flying down to Albuquerque every month to get new projects and discuss old projects.  I remember that, since I did not have a clearance for secret information, I could only guess at some use of the items I designed.

Once I was asked to produce 7 junction boxes within a month and that the timing was critical.  I flew back to Albuquerque within the month with the boxes.  Later I was told that one of the boxes was placed on president Kennedy's desk within 24 hours after I delivered it.  The story came out that in the Pacific testing of hydrogen bombs, one almost went off accidentally.  To preclude a future problem they had devised a detonator with my junction box.  A number of people had to plug in their respective black boxes into my junction box to get the bomb to explode.

I spent many hours on another connector that was placed in the wall of the bomb.  It was hermetic to seal in the hydrogen.  Even with the best glass sealed designs, the hydrogen in the bomb would slowly leak out.  We tried many other sealing methods to stop the gas.

At that time the bomb was armed as it fell from the plane. An umbilical cord attached to the bomb contained a lanyard release connector.  The connector contained a series of insulators along the connecting pins to provide a type of electrical pulse to the bomb as the connector separated at the end of the tether.  These were expensive devices as you can imagine with much testing to see that they worked properly.

On another occasion after an incident off the coast of Spain where a bomb carrying airplane fell into the sea, the government wanted more safety against an accidental explosion due to fire during a plane crash.  I was asked to develop a thermal fuse that would break contact after a certain temperature was reached.  Sounds easy but is wasn't. Eventually during production we would test 50% of all of the fuses in a production batch of 3000.  They would be shock tested, thermal cycled, tested electrically and if any of them failed, the entire batch would be scrapped.  If they all passed then the 50% not tested would be used in their systems. They wanted perfect parts.

He hired an Executive Vice President to run the place.  He and I traveled together a few times to California.  At that time we traveled on a DC‑6, the largest airplane of its time.  It had 4 propeller engines.  I remember the starting procedure.  Each of the engines would be started individually with a loud scream from the starters.  When the motor caught, there would be a cloud of blue smoke boiling aft and a loud rumble and vibration.  After all engines were running we would taxi to the runway.  Before we took a position on the runway each of the engines would be run up to flying speed with magneto checks.  All of the passengers would lean toward each engine as the check progressed to see if any fault could be detected.  Once that was complete we taxied out onto the runway and took off.  When we were airborne the plane slowly lifted from the ground.  It seemed forever for it to get to cruising altitude.  At altitude we were not free of weather. I remember most flights to be bumpy affairs through clouds with lots of engine adjustments all of the way to our destination.  The flight to L.A. would stop over in Salt Lake or Denver and would take about 8 hours of flying time.

During my first visit to L.A. with my boss I remember that the San Diego freeway was not completed. I liked L.A. and thought I might live there some day.  Shortly after our trip my new boss was fired.

It became apparent that Nu‑Line was not going anywhere and since I was anxious for new adventure I asked Arden to spend some of the $500,000 Nu‑Line had in reserve on buying new businesses.  He said O.K. but was more interested in selling the company to get his money.  He had gone public and owned $1 million in stock.  He said to me "You go and find new companies to buy and I will try to find a buyer".

That was an interesting time in my life flying around the country looking at companies to buy.  I flew with the company attorney because he was a senior person and knew about financial statements and other things I knew nothing of.

Arden was an interesting individual.  He believed strongly in the Ouijie Board.  He would get his friends together at his house and ask the board business questions.  They would determine the direction of the business based on the answers they received.  Every lunch hour he took me and his staff to the Minneapolis Athletic Club for lunch.  He would tell us about the spirits he would be in contact with through the Ouijie Board.  Weird!!!

One year he took us on a fishing trip into Canada by float plane.  We spent a week at a remote lake all by ourselves with no one around for hundreds of miles.  Every day we went out into the lake to catch huge Walleye Pike and enormous Northern Pike.  I brought back a 23 pound Northern and had it stuffed.  You might remember it hanging on the garage wall. I will never forget the attorney I mentioned before who was with us.  At 5:00 every afternoon we would be scattered all over the lake in little bays, inlets and the like.  Across the wilderness you could hear his yell, "Cocktail Hour!!", and then four outboard motors start up as we all headed back to camp for fish, steaks, beer, booze, and lots of fish stories.

Another year he rented a house boat on Rainy Lake on the Canadian border.  We would have staff meetings during the early morning and then all go out in small rowboats to fish in the afternoon.

Even though the work was interesting, and he gave us all presents, the pay was not very good.

He announced one day that he had found a buyer for our company and that it was Cinch Jones, a Chicago company.  I told him that I probably would leave the company but he asked me to stick around.  They probably had a job for me.  They did.

There were a few outstanding events during this time of my life that I remember.

Major Events

The Cuban missile crises ‑ At that time we were all very aware that we could be attacked with atomic or hydrogen bombs.  Many people had dug shelters and stocked them with food for the 2 to 4 weeks they would need to stay underground.  The dew line had been developed to guard our northern boundaries and SAC was going underground in Nebraska.  I remember watching Kennedy on television tell Kruchev that we were placing an embargo on Cuba and that he had only a short time to remove the missiles from Cuba soil.

We all wondered if we were watching the beginning of the third world war.

Kennedy's death ‑ I was standing in the molding room when the news broke through the plant.  I staggered against the wall like I had been hit.  Kennedy was our hero. Nothing was on television but the funereal for 3 days.

In 1965 9 tornadoes swept through Fridley in one night.  I remember the first warnings coming from the radio.  The report said that a tornado was sighted Northwest of Fridley and was heading our way.  We had hamburgers on the kitchen table and had lowered our windows to within a half inch like we had been instructed during tornado alerts.  When the wind coming through that small space began to move dishes across the kitchen table we all headed for the basement.

The entire house began to moan like a big pipe organ as the big wind passed by.  We all stayed huddled there for the rest of the night as the radio continued to report new tornadoes coming through the area.  In the morning, I drove over to the 110 house that we rented out to see if there was any damage. As I drove by the high school a block from our house I could see only an empty one block alleyway extending from the east to the west where houses had previously stood.  The roof of the school was gone but the building stood.  Debris all over made driving very difficult but our other house was O.K.  I did not go to work for 3 days.  I spent that time as a volunteer cleaning up the mess.

Disaster crews came in from all over the country to help. One crew I had were Mennonites from Canada.  In their youth they are assigned to crews to give assistance wherever it is needed.

I saw many strange results of the storm.  I saw a tie threaded through the same hole in a two by four as an electrical conduit.  I saw many window drapes hanging outside houses.  When the vacuum effect of the tornado lifted the roof of a house, the drapes were sucked up and out.  The roof would then settle back down into place trapping the drapes outside the home.  There were many stories of close calls.  A friend of ours in the Jaycees ran to the babies room and through himself over the crib.  The roof was lifted from over his head but he and the baby were not hurt.  Another was hiding behind the sofa.  The entire house was destroyed except for the wall behind the sofa that protected him. Another friend who had his family in the basement heard the rumble of the storm pass over and felt the basement pipes bounce over them in the dark.  When he looked up the stairs he saw lighting flashes.  When he poked his head up from the basement stairway he could see that the house was completely gone.  He said it looked like pictures of what a third world war would look like.

After another day passed, everything began to smell.  The cleanup was slow because the electrical conduit cables strung all of the steadings and joists together into one tangled mess.  When you tugged on a wall laying on the ground with a front loader, the rest of the tangled structure tried to come with it.  We had to cut it apart before we could move it.

Looting was a constant threat.  One night coming home from volunteer guard duty at the elementary school, I was stopped at gun point by National Guardsmen three times in three blocks before I got home.

Cinch

When Cinch bought Nu‑Line they assigned me as a product manager.  My job was to incorporate new product lines into the Minneapolis division from the Chicago division.  Most of those products were licensed products from Amphenol. Cinch had a very large and competent tool division in Chicago and a component supply division in Pocahontas Arkansas.  I flew back and forth to Chicago almost weekly and made many trips to Arkansas.

I remember that after studying each component, sub assembly, their costs, set up tooling, the production line and completed the military qualifications (Qualification tests were done in Pennsylvania) I ended up with a five foot long section of 3 ring binders that contained all of the product information ready for production.  I remember them telling me that the United Carr Audit team would visit me and review my 5 year financial plan.  They seemed to be good guys but when their report came out they had torn me apart.  I was crushed. My bosses just laughed and said they do that to everyone. They said just re do it as they suggested and resubmit it. The next time they visited and review my report I was very nervous.  They merely looked it over and said "good job".  I remember going to lunch with them and watching the strangest behavior I have ever seen.  They were "sophisticated Boston Accountants" but every time one of them ordered a martini he would stick his fingers into the glass and for the longest time, chase the olive around.  When he finally grabbed it, he would lick his fingers.  I decided that sophistication Boston Style was not my style.

As part of being product manager I was given the largest account to work with, that was the Boeing account in Seattle. I remember that the airplane that flew to Seattle was a Lockheed Electra, a four engine turbo prop.  That was a beautiful plane for the time.    The original plane had a bad beginning with a number of crashes but once the bugs were solved it served as a model for many planes still flying today such as the Hercules, a main stay freight hauler for the Material Air Command.  I remember getting stuck in a storm one night coming home from Kansas City in an Electra. I did not mind bumping around but with the lighting outside and the plane bucking so bad, I became very nervous.  Finally the pilot said "hold on we're going upstairs" and nosed it upward at an angle I didn't think possible.  Within a few minutes we were out in the clear air.  What a plane!!

One time I had to give a presentation to Boeing engineers and I took you all along.  We rode out there on a Vista dome train and took a plane back home.  I remember going out to the ocean beach area beyond the Olympic Mountains.  The beach must be a mile deep and we could see for miles in each direction with no one around.  We found a Manta Ray washed up on the shore.  We had so much fun it took forever to get you kids kicking and screaming back into the car.

One night coming back from Kansas City I finally rode a new Boeing 707 jet plane.  At that early time in jet travel the engines were tiny.  Each time an engine was started, a crew stood around with fire fighting equipment as a safety measure.  It was so under powered that it took almost the entire runway to get off the ground.  Once we took off, however, it was wonderful.  We finally flew at an altitude over the bumpy weather and the flight time was almost half of the propeller or even turbo plane flying time.  It was like flying in one's living room.  A few years later, new engines had been installed on those early 707s and then after take off they pointed the nose at the sky.  What a difference from the DC 6 flights.

After I installed a number of products at Cinch ‑ Nuline as they then called it, I complained to my boss that I was bored.  He said I should be thankful for the job and just sit there and administrate my programs.  I was ripe for another offer.

Elco and Los Angeles

It came one hot night in August.  Mother and I were in the basement trying to keep cool.  I was called by an old friend who had quit Cinch to join a company called Elco.  He worked at the Los Angeles division as their sales manager and indicated that they needed a new chief engineer.  How would I like to live in L.A.?  I yelled over to mother and asked if she would like to live in L.A. and she said "sure".

Life in Minneapolis at that time had become a repetitive series of social and work activities.  Bowling, a 500 club (we met at peoples houses to play 500), dinner on weekends and holidays at each other's parents house, and on and on. We were just ripe to change our lives and have some adventure.

After a visit to the Los Angeles site and my first test by an industrial "shrink" I accepted a job to move my family to L.A. for the exciting wage of $16,000 per year.

While mother paid the bills, sold the house and got ready for the movers, I drove to L.A. and stayed at a local motel.  I remember driving west on highway 10 approaching the downtown area.  It was hot and smoggy.  You could hardly see the buildings.  I became very depressed thinking that I had ruined our lives by giving up a good job to live in this hot stinking city.  That depression became deeper when I could not find a house to rent.  Every time a place hit the paper it was rented immediately.  Finally I began to take time off from work each day to run around checking places just newly advertised in the morning paper.  I began to search in ever widening circles all the way south to the long beach area. Finally I found the house on Josie that seemed to be what we needed.  My spirits picked up quickly when that job was done and then I liked California again.

I remember years later that when our family and friends in Minneapolis found out that we decided to move they predicted dire results.  They said that since California was so loose, and drug infested that our family would quickly break up in divorce and be on drugs.  I remember sitting on the front steps on Hazelnut on a quiet night wondering where all that looseness and drugs were hidden.  It seemed a rather conservative life there.  Then again when we moved to the east coast, our California friends told us we would be bored stiff in Connecticut.  We never had such an interesting and full family life as we did in Connecticut.  It showed us that people everywhere really don't know how the other person lives.  They judge everyone on their own lives and what they hear.  They do not have much interest in finding new experiences only taking it as it comes.

Long Beach California

I remember how happy I was to get my family at the airport. We moved into the house on Josie in Long Beach.  Our first time at wondering what we had done came quickly when we had a Thanksgiving dinner at a restaurant.  In Minneapolis that would have been unthinkable.  We had left all of our friends and relatives behind and only had ourselves in California.  I found out that is enough.  The family is an independent unit and can survive very ably by itself.  It was even better in a way.  No longer was our life determined by our social activity or relatives.  We did what we wanted and when we wanted to.

There was also a new independence of thought.  While in Minneapolis we were pariahs to some of our earlier friends who did not get a college education which we considered extremely important.  They thought we were abandoning them but we thought that their social activity was becoming boring.  We tried to attend meetings with church groups but found out that we believed in evolution, free thought and speech, did not hate the Jews for killing Christ and so many other differences, we stopped attending them.  I remember sitting in a living room with other people discussing a religious subject.  Every time I tried to add something to the group discussion there suddenly was quiet, some polite coughing and then they would renew their discussion.  I never caught on to how they wanted me to say.  I gave up.

Even our parent had strong views that in effect said that everything they believed in was correct and true and everyone who had a different or opposing view was the enemy.  Rarely did I see any empathy for others.  That narrowness of thought lasted to the end of mother's parents lives and almost to the end of my father's life.  I think I saw a more open view of life from him in the last 10 years of his life.  I remember sitting one day at a restaurant in about 1985 with him. After years being very quiet about our family life, he started to open up and told me very private things.  He finally spoken openly and candidly about his relation with mother that I never knew.  What made him fear telling me before when we both were younger?  What did our parents fear? I guess I will never know.

Our new freedom also gave us a chance to explore.  Since we did not have weekend obligations we could explore.  Mother's dad bought us a second hand Buick with low miles in great shape and drove it out to us.  I installed some air shocks to take the load, we bought sleeping bags and a tent and began to camp and travel.

I remember going to Arizona a number of times.  Mother still remembers almost getting hysterical when you kids stood too close to the rim of the Grand Canyon.  Remember the ancient ruins of clay houses the Indians build over 1000 years ago. One Sunday night we were still in the Phoenix area at about 5:00 and I had to drive 8 hours to get us home.  I dreaded the thought of getting up to go to work.

We camped at Sequoia National Park.  One night we woke in our tent to hear banging outside.  When I looked out I saw a bear pawing the ice chest.  I yelled at everyone to get into the car.  Finally the bear went away and we learned to keep food locked in the trunk.  On the ensuing night we could hear the bears crash banging the garbage cans as they got closer and closer to our camp.  I remember mothers eyes staring at me like two big saucers as we heard the bears footsteps passing by the tent.  On that same trip I saw Steve drinking from the stream and warned him that it might not be healthy.  Sure enough, he became feverish.  I remember us driving down King's canyon with Steve in a high fever.  We didn't know whether to head for a hospital or keep going down into the canyon.  We decided he was a strong young kid and so we kept on to the end.

Other trips in California included a week's stay at Shasta Lake in a house boat, a trip to Death Valley and many other desert trips.  We still have mementos of those trips laying around the house in the form of old driftwood, rocks and other items.  I remember that we picked up a rock polishing kit and for a while, polished rocks that we picked up en route.

The most memorable time of our stay at Josie was watching the Apollo spacecraft go around the moon.  I remember that it was Christmas time and they gave a Christmas poem or song.

I had one of my greatest scares at Josie.  Lisa had fallen on her back off the swing in the back yard and stopped breathing.  I thought we had lost her.  We gave her artificial respiration and finally she began to cry. Whew!!

I became interested in the history of California.  I found out that it doesn't have any.  The entire history book in the library is about one half inch thick.  I was entranced by the book "Two Years Before the Mast" by Richard Dana.  He was a sickly child living in Boston who signed up for an expedition to travel to California to trade.  I believe the year was about 1840.  He describes San Diego, the cliffs off Santa Barbara and Monterey Bay.  Today every time I go by those places I can picture his clipper ship standing off the beach and he and the crew coming ashore to get cow hides that they bought from the local Mexican ranchers.  Not much of anything happened except putting up missions from 1769 when Father Junipero Sierra trudged up the coast from Mexico.  Over the next 10 years they put up missions all the way to San Francisco.  In 1848 Mexico gave up California to the United States.  They had to because we had invasion troops in Mexico City.  When gold was found in 1849 the invasion of immigrants began.  It happened again during the 2nd world war.  Many aircraft plants and a big military presence brought out many people to this area.

At work I had been hired to be Chief Engineer.  I was hired to organize and bring in a circular connector product line that had been purchased in Boston, a company called Progress Webster.  What a mess.  The customers were screaming for their parts and the product was stacked up against the rear wall in hundreds of unmarked cardboard boxes.  We kept trying to organize them and keep the customers happy.  Eventually we reduced a $4 million business to $0.  There had been no organization in the move and we couldn't fix it fast enough to save the business.  However, the original business of that division was a commercial product and was working very well. So I dove into the project of expanding that business.  We developed a new type of product whereas we merely press fit contacts into printed circuit boards (rather than solder them) in groups rather than one at a time.  That gave the customer a much cheaper and reliable and repairable back panel.  Back panels are commonly used in electrical equipment to connect a number of "daughter cards" together.  A "daughter card" is a printed circuit board with active components to perform a function such as memory, processing, power etc.  They are plugged into the back panel side by side to make a complete system.

That knowledge of back panels lead me to be recruited by Winchester Electronics in Connecticut.  I subsequently designed their components into the new Electronic Phone Switching Network of AT&T.  Most likely every telephone call you make goes through the Winchester contacts that I sold to AT&T and Western Electric.  By now they have produced over 100 billion contacts for the system.

I remember answering the phone in the Josie rental house and on the other end was George Howard, a friend from the Chicago Cinch Division.  He indicated surprise that I would move from Minneapolis to L.A. and asked if I would be interested in moving to Connecticut.  I told him that I had just moved and was not interested in moving again.  George and the general manager of Winchester, Harry Schneider, called me every year while we lived in Connecticut to see if I was ready to move.

Finally after 5 years of frustration with Elco with very little monetary reward, I agreed to move to Connecticut.

Seal Beach

As we approached our first year in California, our thoughts turned to finding a permanent home.  At first we had become a bit depressed because we found easily affordable houses in run down areas at about $25,000.  We looked at other homes up to $40,000 but could not afford the down payment.  We also looked at a large home in Huntington Beach that had a dock on a salt water pond that led to the ocean.  The house was built around an Atrium and had every amenity known to man.  It was listed at $80,000.  We also found a large old home on the ocean going for about $80,000.

Mother found a number of new home projects that appealed to us but the best was College Park Project in Seal Beach.  We certainly could not afford the down payment of such mansions, we thought, but much to our surprise, they offered the homes with no down payment based on my GI. bill, the same bill that gave me an engineering degree.  To this day I am in favor a continuing the GI. bill as an incentive for kids to sign up for the service.  To help get an education and a down payment for a new home are two of the most important things to get started in this world.

We went after a $38,000 home that was not yet built.  The foundation was laid and some of the walls were up but little else.  We became very excited that we would have the house of our dreams.

We closed the deal and began visiting the house daily as it was completed.  I think we knew every nail that went into the place.  To us the place was breathtaking.  The front door was a big double door setup.  When you opened the door, the foyer had a marble floor and the internal view was of a large cathedral ceiling dining room/ front room area.  We eventually placed large 12 foot mirrors on the back wall to make the room look even larger.  The kitchen looked out on the back yard over a ceramic tile counter that had sliding windows so that food could be passed out to the yard directly from the kitchen.

Finally we had the last inspection and approval to move in. Our few pieces of furniture looked rather puny in that big house but we noted that many of our neighbors moved into homes without any furniture.

The yard was bare, so we went to work laying sod and pouring cement walkways. I never knew that cement work was so tough.

We asked a Japanese gardener to lay out our plants and trees and began buying things from him according to his plan.  The effort worked out great.  I remember buying a rock for the front yard.  I told mother that I had never bought a rock in my life.  She said that it was a pretty rock (and it was!) and that everyone in California bought their rocks.  She bought a 30 year old palm tree about 3 feet tall.  It died. I couldn't believe that an expensive tiny palm tree that had lived longer that I, decided to die right in front of me, especially after the exorbitant amount of money I paid for it.  It must not have liked me.  We hired a gardener for a few dollars per month.  We chose Bermuda grass because it stayed green almost all year and was tough and durable. However, that grass needed a special cutting machine so we decided to just do what everyone else did.  The yards around us became very impressive.  Everyone tried to out do everyone else with decorative yards.  We walked around the neighborhood many times getting more ideas on how to make our postage sized front yard as good as the neighbors. Eventually I arranged with our neighbor to place the largest grassy space we could put together.  Mother and I liked grass for you kids to play on.

A few years ago mother and I went down to Seal Beach to look at the old place.  Nothing is the same.  The most recent owners have changed the front yard and house appearance completely.

I installed an automatic sprinkler system.  I impressed all of our Minnesota guests who visited us by reaching over to a wall switch during dinner in the dining room, casually indicating that I needed to water the yard.

We decided to have a swimming pool.  After looking at a number of models we decided on a large 40 footer with brick edges.  I always have liked brick and I expected to complete the entire yard in brick.  When we finally chose the pool and contractor I agreed to do all of the clean up work to save money.  The contractor assured me that they would protect my newly sodded front yard from the digging machine with a large piece of plywood.  At the end of the day after they had excavated an enormous hole in our back yard, the side brick fence was in shambles, the front yard had two deep tracks a yard deep, and my automatic sprinkler pipes were sticking six feet up in the air looking like a modern work of art.

Since I had agreed to do the clean up and repair work, they were nowhere to be found and I had a new mortgage to pay for a $6,000 pool in the midst of a muddy back yard surrounded with chaos.

On top of that, I had been on a protein diet for a few weeks and decided to have a feast with some customers at a Polynesian restaurant.  I came home and tasted some birthday cake and immediately collapsed with stomach pains.  They lasted all night.  In the morning I called the doctor and in the afternoon paid him a visit.  After the results of the blood test he told me that he was removing my appendix within the hour.

When I woke up after surgery, it seemed as though I was in a deep hole and desperately trying to crawl out.  That feeling lasted for days.  A few days later I noticed the nurse crying in my room.  I asked why.  She said she had lost her husband a few months prior to peritonitis and thought I was dying also.  I assured her I was not dying.  However, I kept smelling something awful coming out of the drain tube from my incision.  Finally, about the third day a huge gob rolled out and filled the room with stink.  I guess that was the internal infection finally coming out.  I never knew how close to death I really was.  I believe to this day the stories about allowing oneself to die or not.  I fought my way out of that deep hole in my semi conscious state.  I could have just given up and fallen back down and probably died.

So when mother picked me up from the hospital and brought me home to recuperate I had a large white tub in the back yard, mud all around it, a side wall destroyed, a front yard with deep ruts and sprinkler pipes sticking up in the air like a big modern sculpture and me laying in bed wondering how I could be in such a mess.

My brother Jim came to live with us about then also.  He had gotten his Masters Degree in Chemistry and had found a job close to us and stayed in Steve's room.  At least he could help me somewhat.

I remember that the first step in the rebuilding process was to begin laying bricks for the back yard surface.  I would painfully crawl into the empty swimming pool and reach out over the yard to lay the bricks.  My dad came to visit about that time also and there probably is a number of pictures of the construction at that time.  Mother still remembers being out in the back yard laying bricks with you kids while I sat around in my bathrobe trying to recuperate.  In fact I believe there is a series of photographs showing the various steps of the construction and all of us laying bricks.

Slowly I recovered and finished the job.  I found out that laying a brick wall needs many skills.  My first effort at laying brick was laughable.  I did not mix my "mud" right so when I laid a gob onto the brick, like I saw the experts do, it just fell off.  I would hold the gob of cement on the brick while I put it in place and would stuff it into the cracks with my fingers.  Finally I discovered how to pound the mixture to make it dense and sticky and how to prepare the surface of the brick and how to place it and set it and all of the rest of the skills you see in a brick layer. However, as in most house/yard projects, once I learned the skills I never had another opportunity to use them.

I remember the day that we filled the pool.  Lisa was the first one in.  The water was about 60 degrees and when I tried to go in, my heart began beating so hard I thought it might break out of my chest.  I remember Uncle Jim also almost in hypothermia from his first swim.  We had a heater but we could not wait for it to warm the water.

We really enjoyed that pool but I remember that the neighbors would tell me that it would only be used regularly at first. After it became old hat, the kids would drift away to other activities.  That was true.  After a few years I was the only one using the pool regularly.  I went for a swim every night before bed.  I guess mother used it occasionally during the day.

In the winter when company came from Minneapolis I would turn on the heater.  We normally turned it off late fall.  At night when the temperature fell to about 40 degrees you could see the steam coming off the water.  We would run out from the kitchen and jump in quickly before we got cold.  Getting out was the most difficult.  Mother would not let us into the house all dripping wet so we had to stand out in the cold shivering while toweling off.

The pool was great to teach you kids to swim.  I remember that after learning to swim on the surface you became like fish and spent most of your time under water.  When someone called one of you on the phone while you were in the pool, I had to walk out to the edge and look down into the water to determine if someone was there.  I learned the same tricks. Today when I swim here in California in the pool I spend most of the time underwater.

We enjoyed California very much.  I remember mother and I sitting on the beach at night after a great restaurant dinner

of steamed clams and such, watching streams of fire from bonfires reaching out to sea from strong Santa Anna winds.  I remember the 3 foot deep snowfall overnight at Mammoth Ski resort and the 8 foot deep drift around the cabin in which we stayed.

That stay at Mammoth was a never ending source of stories for me to tell friends.  The first day of our stay was spent trying to find your skis, poles, mittens and scarves under that deep fresh snowfall.  We had you take some short runs on the little bunny hill but in the deep snow it was agony.  On the second day, over mothers strenuous objections, I took you up to the top of the hill on the lift, showed you how to "snowplow" and let you go.  By mid day you were all whizzing down the slope on your own.

I remember the big earthquake of '72.  I woke up thinking someone was shaking our bed.  When I got up and walked toward the bathroom, the towels on the rack were slowly swaying back and forth from ground roll.  By that time the shaking was over.  Vicki or someone began to yell "look at the pool".  We all went downstairs to the kitchen and looked out into the back yard.  The pool water was sloshing back and forth in big waves.  Each time it sloshed to one end the wave would pour over the end of the pool.  What an eerie sight.  We had no damage to our house but up in Sylmar, people had been killed. Today it is called the Sylmar quake.

Steve started into Little League and Pop Warner football. Little did I know at that time the extent of my involvement in those activities in the future.  Mother and I also bought 3 speed bikes.  I rode mine quite often at night around the area but mother's interest did not last.

As in the past, our life at Seal Beach was requiring more and more money.  There was a new mortgage on the swimming pool, and construction materials for the back yard, monthly maintenance, more money for clothes and things for school, more and more and more.  My salary, however, did not increase to keep up and I began to look around for another job.  The Elco company was expanding their business around the "press fit" products I helped develop but there was no more money in it for me.

I took a trip to Scotland and Germany to help Elco Europe facilities with their "press fit" development.  The visit to Scotland was especially interesting.  The roads are winding and narrow and the landscape is a bit barren with not many trees.  One night we stopped in an Inn and sat in the "bar". I noticed that they only had Scotch Whiskey and Beer, nothing else.  There were hundreds of Scotch brands on the shelf and we spent until the wee hours tasting many of them and discussing world politics.  I found out then that the traveler to Europe should brush up on world events.  They seemed to know the local situation in almost every country.

In Germany I remember being on the Autobahn and looking at the speedometer of the Citroen in which we were riding.  The speed was 200 Kilometers per hour.  My host didn't seem to think anything of going that fast.

On that trip I met a young Engineer, Wolfgang Kniese, at AEG Telefunken who would later be my friend at Winchester.  He visited our house on George's Hill and the Highland Lake house. On subsequent trips to Germany I have been to dinner with his German friends and their wives.

Attempted Start up
A group of us began to talk about starting up our own press fit business.  We could see that the future for this product looked good so we wrote a prospectus and began to look for backers.  That was an interesting and educational time.

We wanted a backer that was familiar with our industry and would not take over 50% control of the business.  However, of course, non of us had any money and no backer would give us more than 50% control of his money.

On one occasion we were invited to Los Vegas by an acquaintance of one of our group who "shilled" for the gambling houses on weekends.  He promised to introduce us to investment bankers who would provide us with free rooms for the weekend.  We met in a hotel room with a huge bull of a man who looked like a thug.  After hearing our presentation and looking at our prospectus (we were looking for $250,000 over a 2 year start up time), he patiently told us that we did not understand what business they were interested in.  He said that they wanted a Payback in 2 months, not 2 years and that he did not think we were willing to accept the "extreme" penalties involved if the Payback payments were not made on time.  However, he was very nice and said all of our food and hotel rooms were on the house.  We thanked him and got out fast.  That was the closest I've been to what we believe was a Mafia organization.  The "shill", however, insisted that his friends in Las Vegas were only normal businessmen.

That was the last time we tried to get into that business.

Off to Connecticut

I began to get more pressure from the Winchester Group to join them in Connecticut.  I could not get a raise at Elco because, in spite of growing business in the Western Division, the Eastern Division was in poor financial shape. Since they were the Headquarters Group, they were not about to give money to the California Division.  Also, engineering jobs at that time in other companies was scarce.  The aero space business was on its back at that time.  Aero engineers were walking the streets.  One of the fathers in Indian Guides told me that he was an Aero engineer and had been in charge of the countdown development for the Apollo Program. He was laid off and could not find another job.  He was selling his house and moving to a small town where he had just bought a liquor store.  I remembered at that time that I may have been in the same predicament if I had joined that Aero Space business instead of the connector business.  I had friends at Cannon, a large local connector company, but I had heard that their politics were vicious.  I am simply too naive to survive in that kind of business climate.

Therefore, with my bills piling up, my job at a dead end, no other option in sight, I sat down with the President of Winchester, Harry Schneider, and negotiated another job in Connecticut.

Tenets of life

I must tell you now, more about your mother and my early goals.  When we were married and I started college back in 1955, she and I agreed on some major lifetime tenets.  We both wanted to live well and knew that education was the key to our future.  We would strive to accomplish something better than our parents, friends and relatives.  We agreed that she would work to send me through college and then quit to spend 100% of her time to raise children and pursue an education on her own.  We once sat down in the kitchen at 110 57th and tried to determine how much I could make in our lifetime.  I told her I was sure my salary would eventually be greater than $10,000 per year.  She laughed and laughed. That seemed like too lofty a goal for us to even think about.

Years later both my father and her father retired while earning a maximum of about $14,000 per year.  You can see that our expectations were minuscule compared to the real possibilities.

As I completed my engineering degree I began to read more about the life of an engineer.  Aeronautical Engineering at that time was dependent on large programs like the Boeing 707 or the DC 9 or a special missile program.  When the program was finished, the engineers faced a layoff and they all migrated to another company, another city for the next project.

As I approached graduation I told her that getting a better job meant that I would be required to be away from home on business trips and that we might be required to move from job to job in city to city.  At that time neither my nor her father had ever taken a business trip.  Moving out of Minneapolis was as strange to everyone as taking a trip to the moon.  The family life in which we were raised was very introspective.  I asked her to agree to that or I would not pursue engineering anymore.  She agreed to accept the best and the worst of me being an engineer and that meant moving from city to city.

Mother says that the first move from Minneapolis was the most difficult but I think that leaving California for Connecticut was one of the hardest decisions of our life.  One of the problems in retrospect is that the value of our California home increased about 7 times after we sold it.  However, I think that you children were the most benefited.  Before we made the decision to move from California we experienced a problem with Vicki that was potentially terrifying to us. Our neighbor lady found Vicki wandering in the street after school one afternoon with a dazed expression and seemingly could not remember things.  I do not remember today the extent of her problem but I remember that we seriously thought that she had been drugged.  Afterward she said she knew of no reason for her seemingly drugged state.  She had bought a candy bar at school and ate it on the way home.  We could only surmise that someone had put a drug into it as a joke.  We had heard that drugs were available at school but until we brushed up against it with that incident we ignored it as a problem.  Living in the country side as offered by a job in Connecticut was therefore very appealing.

We bought our house in California in 1969 for $38,000 with no down payment.  I added a $5,000 mortgage for a pool and we sold the place in 1973 for $54,000.  That gave me $10,000 cash to buy a house in Connecticut.

George’s Hill
Mother and I decided to take a drive from L.A. to Connecticut to start my job there.  We left L.A. one sunny day in March of 1973 and before we reached the desert I noticed that the engine temperature was rising.  We stopped to get water but also noticed that the water pump was leaking.  We went from one water source to another until we arrived at Ludlow out in the middle of the Mojave Desert.  I asked the service attendant at the Standard Station if he had a spare water pump for our Buick.  He said "do I? Everyone's water pump goes out here on the desert".  He then showed me a warehouse on the back of the station filled with water pumps.

I remember our drive across the US. to this day.  It took us 4 plus days and every day the land changed from desert to plains to deep woods.  I remember coming out of Columbus Ohio and seeing our first Eastern Type wood houses as we entered the Appalachians.  On the fourth evening we arrived in Scranton looking for HWY 84.  I remember driving around on backroads wondering if we were lost looking for the beginning of the highway that was still under construction.  We finally arrived in Southington at the Howard Johnson Motel late that night.

I went to work and mother began house hunting.  In California we had decided to rent a house the first year to look around before we bought.  That was a good idea in that we had enough time to make a good choice.  However, it was a bad idea in that you children may be faced with being disrupted twice in one year and that all of the furniture would be moved twice and that the rent money was not tax deductible.  So we decided to get a house immediately.  Next, should we build or buy a used house.  With 3 children, living in a motel room while a house was being built did not sound feasible.

So we bought the biggest new house we could find.  The house on North George's Hill road fit the bill.  We bought it for $64,000.

While the house was being finished by the builder I lived in a motel and mother went back to California.  I was invited by the Real Estate Lady and her husband to attend the 300th anniversary of the beginning of the Town of Southbury, the town in which we were buying a house.  I couldn't believe it. In Minnesota and California the history books did not go back more than 150 years.

The history book of Connecticut is more like 3 inches thick than the ½ inch thick history of California.  Many of the first settlers in the early 1600s came from Europe to escape religious persecution.  The U.S. today still suffers from the initial Puritan roots. Many laws on the books today including "blue laws" that are generally unconstitutional, still haunt us.  In Woodbury where we lived before returning to California the second time the town looks the same as it did 100 years before.  There are old pictures of the town in the library.  You probably cannot find any town in Minnesota or California that looks the same as it did 100 years ago.

I am asked many times which area of the country I like the best.  My answer is that I like every area for what it offers.  Each area offers unique features not found in other areas.  Minnesota offers a clean place to live.  No smog or social unrest.  A big outdoors with plenty of room for everyone.  The people are friendly, generous and care for one another.  California offers great weather, ocean, mountains, deserts, and a special style that I enjoy.

Connecticut is a comfortable place to live offering a place of history, the woods, the most beautiful autumns in the country and access to top technology.

However, there are big differences between Connecticut and California.  One of them is that in Connecticut it rains a lot.  The place was filled with trees and bushes and shrubs. In fact Connecticut always seemed to have more life per square foot than anywhere else I've been.  Nature seemed to take over everything.  When I asked around at work what I should be most aware of while buying a house, they all said "water in the basement".

When the builder of our new house was ready to turn the place over to us I visited the basement.  There was water in the basement.  I said I would not close on the house until it was dry.  He came over and swept it clean.  On the day of closing, I ran over to the house and again looked into the basement.  The floor was covered with water.  I went to the closing in downtown Waterbury and asked for a sum of money (I forget now how much) reduced from the price to fix the water problem.  The builder jumped up and walked out.  I thought we were now in big trouble because the furniture had arrived from California and over his objections had stored everything in the front room of the house.

The next day I was told that he was hard at work in the basement.  He punched a sump hole in the far corner of the basement toward the downward slope of the hill and placed a pipe under the floor to drain the sump.  Then he laid an inch of gravel on the basement floor, laid plastic sheeting on top of the gravel and laid another inch of concrete over the top.  It was as if he knew all along what had to be done but he just tried to get away with something.  The only problem left was that he did not bother to raise the furnace and cemented it right into the floor.  We always heard the furnace go on in that house.  The vibrations went right through the structure.  The furnace became a part of the basement floor.  Other than that, the improvement made the basement very dry, and cool in the summer as water constantly flowed under the basement floor.  We could tell because the ground was always wet where the sump drain extended from the downward slope.

Another problem surfaced during the next spring.  When the wind blew, the aluminum siding began falling off.  I called a siding expert and he told me that it had not been put on properly and must be redone.  He had me sign a paper that I would turn over all of the insurance money on the damage and that it would not cost me anything extra.  That was the best piece of paper I had.  After his crews completely resided the house the company told me that the insurance company refused to pay them.  I had my piece of paper absolving me from any further payment.  I don't know what ever happened to that bill.

Another problem surfaced with the house in that the sewer began leaking into the driveway.  After putting up with the smell and trying unsuccessfully to get the builder to help us I finally had a local construction company dig up the system. We found a broken pipe between the septic tank and the drain field so that the water surfaced right at the driveway.  The builder had not bothered to check the pipe before he covered it up.

Other problems arose.  We caught the power company ready to cut down the row of trees along the driveway to put in the power lines.  We had them offset the poles so that we could save about 2 dozen trees along that windbreak.

In December the first year we had an ice storm which knocked down the trees over the power lines all of the way down the hill to main street.  It took 3 days to restore power. Meanwhile the temperature plunged and the water pipes in the house began to burst.  On top of that I stupidly bought charcoal to burn in the fireplace to keep us warm.  I found out later that charcoal gives off Carbon Monoxide gas.  I could have killed us all if the house had been smaller or the doors more weatherproof.

I also found out that my big Buick would not go up the hills without snow tires.  Many the time that first winter that I lay in the snow at the bottom of the hill putting on the chains I had bought in California when we went skiing at Mammoth.

Other than all of these problems the house was big and took care of us from 1973 to about 1985 when we finally moved into a Condo.  When you kids left home and mother and I spent most of the summer at the lake the big place just sat empty.

The best part of the house was the kitchen.  Mother had picked out oak cabinets and a large hooded peninsula in which we had the stove.  The floor was covered with outdoor carpeting.  The living room also was carpeted with a natural wool.  That turned out to be a mistake because the dogs would pee there and the stain would not come out.

I remember that the house was its best during Christmas.  We would go out into the back acres and cut down a Christmas tree.  They were always big trees.  I would cut wood for the fireplace.  I remember the snow falling and the wood burning in the fireplace.  Connecticut probably is the best place in the country for Christmas.

One of the important factors in choosing a place to live in Connecticut was the neighborhood.  Mother was warned when she began to look for homes that there were old timers in the area that would not accept us.  We were happy to see that the house we bought was in an area of transient families.  During one of our first parties with the neighbors we discovered that they had all come from some other state just like us. We were a tighter neighborhood because of that.  It was sad to see as the years went on that the neighbors saw less and less of each other.  I wonder if there are any of them left today.

Our house was located on 2 and one half acres of an old Christmas tree farm.  You probably can find photos of the house as we first found it and others taken many years later. The photos taken later showed how much the woods had grown during out life there.  A few years back, Steve and I drove down the driveway to see the place.  The pine trees we had planted in the front area to shield the view and the other trees around the place had grown so large, the house looked like it was tucked into the woods.  What a far cry from those early years.

The yard was full of half buried rocks.  We spent many hours uncovering them and moving them off down the hill.  The ground was very acidic.  I remember spreading a white limestone powder or some other "basic" mineral to regulate the pH of the soil before we could get the grass to grow.

Winchester Electronics

At Winchester Electronics my first task was 2 fold.  One was to stabilize the "press fit" program and the other to develop a business relationship with Western Electric.

The benefit of a "press fit" design was that it did not require a solder connection.  The contact was merely pressed into a plated through hole in a Printed Circuit Board without adding solder.  This meant that the large back panels with thousands of connections could be assembled mechanically with machines without heat.  On back panels prior to this invention, a small solder doughnut was placed on each contact and the entire panel (sometimes 2 feet by 2 feet containing 5000 connections) either hand soldered with heat guns, infra red soldered or placed in huge "vapor phase machines" to solder all contacts at once.  Quality control was a nightmare because each solder joint had to be perfect to be reliable. The original contacts were stamped and had a rectangular section where they were pressed into the hole.  However, the sharp edges dug into the printed circuit board and sometimes damaged the copper traces and plating.  It also requires large forces to install.

In the Winchester design we shaped the press fit area into a round spring like form that matched the curve of the hole and did not damage the board.  Even though that design was somewhat more costly, Bell Labs chose it to be more reliable.

Both of my sales efforts slowly came together in an unusual way.  The Winchester "press fit" design was too expensive for commercial activity and I fought a losing battle expanding it in the marketplace.  However, the system had one feature that turned out to be very desirable to Western Electric.  They used so many connectors that there needs alone were larger than the rest of the commercial market.

When I joined Winchester, samples of the contact had already been requested by the Bell Lab Engineers.  However, when I visited the Labs, it was apparent that the Winchester idea was O.K. but much too costly for high volume development.  I had seen a modified design in the engineering files that I also exposed to the engineers.  They asked for samples of the modified design and I had a Winchester Engineer hand make some.  Initial testing showed that it probably could work. We then made a special stamping die and produced a small production run for the labs.  They kept insinuating that these parts were important for a new major development.

After we delivered the parts we went down to the Whippeny labs to visit.  One of the Bell Lab engineers took us into a small room and showed us our "press fit" contacts installed into a Printed Circuit Panel.  It was immediately apparent that this was a high density design beyond anything I had ever seen in the commercial world.

Another engineer rushed up to us and asked if we had seen the model in the room.  When we said yes, he went off to find a very official looking person who turned out to be a lawyer. He led us to his office and asked me sign a non disclosure sheet.  When I refused, he told me that I did not understand, I could not leave the room without signing.  That was the only time in my life that I was incarcerated.  I suppose that he physically could not stop us but it became an inside joke for years that I had been jailed by Bell Laboratories.  We finally contacted a Litton attorney who arranged for me to sign the document.  We then discovered that the panel we had seen was the original prototype of ESS #5.

In the main offices of the telephone companies the main device to route the calls is called a "switch".  The original switching was accomplished mechanically.  The mechanical system was called a "cross bar system".  Some of those old switches may still be around.  If you call someone on an old phone and hear a clicking noise instead of the tone you are being routed through an old cross bar switch.

New switches were developed based on computer design.  They are called "electronic switches" or ESS.  ESS #5 was to be the flag ship of Western Electric at the time and they were using Winchester special designed "press fit" contacts for the prototype.  I was elated!!  What a coupe!!

From that humble beginning the production of those contacts rose to over ½ billion per year by the time I left Winchester.

I also found use for the same type of contact in new connector designs for the standard PBX and D6 systems which were very large but not as large as the ESS project.   The ESS was replacing every cross bar switch used in the country. The Winchester business from Western Electric rose from $0 to about $16 million per year over a period of about 10 years from my activity.  The success of the press fit system allowed us access to many other opportunities for other products and we expanded our business rapidly.  I was very proud of my accomplishment.

I then began to develop a similar system at DEC.  That business rose from 0 to $5 million in about 5 years.  I began to work with other major companies

My boss Harry Schneider was looking for a sales manager to take over the marketing department.  I volunteered and he gave me the job.  It was reasoned that since I could be successful at the major accounts, I could expand all levels of business.  I found out that it was not so easy.

With the major accounts I had only a few people to deal with. When I took over the entire sales staff I did not sufficiently cover my rear as far as my bosses boss. Eventually it became apparent that some of my employees had long standing friendships with my bosses boss.  I could not understand many times why my boss was throwing darts at me for some little problem not worth the time to discuss.  I eventually found out that those employees, if they did not agree with me, went to my bosses boss with their complaints and he complained to my boss and thus to me.  I did not stand a chance in that climate because I had no way to defend my position.  When I discovered it, it was too late, my boss Harry Schneider was eventually fired by Litton and I had no further mentor to protect me.

During that time, however, I learned many sales manager skills so that I could bring them eventually to Microdot. However, I ran into another political problem there even worse.  However, I managed to solve that one before it became too late.

American Management

Through those years I also discovered the extreme weakness of the American Management System.  I have always been a reader of Brucker and I had taken some management courses at the University but was not prepared for the chaos of American Management that I've been exposed to.  American Managers still seem to follow the American Frontier Tradition of Machismo.  I rarely saw any serious study of any problem. Most decisions were hip shooting affairs and any rebuttals were squashed. Managers getting up from meetings and quitting are common occurrences.  I remember one day that I could not get a small requisition through the system and discovered that it took no less that 6 signatures to approve.  I then discovered that a production control clerk could authorize the purchase of over $100,000 in materials without additional signature.  The real reason was that the head of production control was a personal friend of Harry Schneider, the president.  I discovered that friendships and feelings overrode any management style.  So much for learning management techniques.  In America become friends with the Boss, his boss and their wives.  Since Harry was my mentor, I wonder how many of my goofs were covered up.  I will never know, I guess.

Politics

I decided to become more involved with the politics of the town of Southbury so I called and joined the local Democratic Town Committee.  Each town has a committee that makes sure that all political positions in town have a democratic candidate and that they are supported with campaigners and money.  Of course the Republicans also have a town committee.  

Early in life I tended toward the principles of the Democrats over the Republicans.  The Republican tenets seem to be self serving as individuals and small private groups and not aimed at society at large.  The democrats are considered to be “liberal”.  When I look that word up in the dictionary it means a tendency to want change.  The Republicans are considered “Conservative” which means a tendence to not change.  In fact the present Republican platform appears to want to go backward.

Therefore I wish to continue a slow change for the improvement of civilization and mankind and therefore remain democratic.

As a member of the Committee I was appointed to be a committee member for some town activities including Parks and Rec and a committee that tries to attract new business.  It was painful at first because I knew very little about town politics but after a few years it became very infomative.  I knew everything that was going on in the town.

After a few years I was suddenly nominated to be president of the Town Committee.  That was an enormous step because I was not indigent to Southbury as most past presidents were going back 300 years.  What a shock when the democrat town leaders of Southbury appointed me their president.  I felt that finally I had arrived because I was accepted by the old guard.

As president I had more contact with the committees of the surrounding towns and with the State committee.  This activity introduced me to the top office holders of the state including the Governor, Ella Grasso.  Ella at that time was the first female State Governor.  She was a wonderful down to earth person who, after one political affair that I organized, slapped me on the back almost knocking me over and yelled “atta boy Dennis, what a great job”.

Mother and I attended the State Democratic Convention in the mid 70s (I can’t remember the year) and listened to Bill Clinton, then newly elected governor of Arkansas, nominate Dodd for his initial try for State Senator.   Dodd was controversial because his father had been a long time Senator but was run out of office for some scandal.  Today, 1996, Bill Clinton is president and Dodd is not only a Senator from Connecticut yet but is the Chairman of the Democratic Committee.

Their relationship goes back to the time I watched a young good looking governor from Arkansas nominate a Connecticut Senator in the State Democratic Convention.

During my time as a member of the Committee I also ran a number of campaigns for other people.  This gave me an interesting slant on the backroom activities of politicking.  There are few rules.  I remember attending a workshop in Oxford one year where the teacher was the top campaign strateger for the State Democratic Committee.  There we were with pencil and paper in hand waiting for this great man to give us the secrets of campaigning.  His talk was short and to the point.   “There are no rules” he said “ only hard work”.  He went on to tell us that they just send a bombardment of articles, ads, press releases, of every possible scrap of information to the voting public that is good for their candidate and bad for the opposition.  There are some priorities to whom you aim your information.  The older a voter is the more likely they are to listen to the information and cast their vote accordingly.  The young are less likely to vote if they are signed.   We would send messages to the young to sign up to vote and issues messages to the old folks homes.

That was good training for life activities.  If you want to accomplish something, work like hell using everything at your disposal.  Don’t sit around trying to figure out some special procedure.   A successful procedure, into which you can focus, will present itself as you get input from your activity.

When we moved to Woodbury I joined their Democratic Town Committee and up until we moved back to California I was their Treasurer.  That is an intesting job because as a volunteer citizen you can go to jail.

I don’t recall all of the rules anymore but if you read them it will curl your hair.  You can go to jail by accepting an illegal donation, being late on your monthly report to the State government, and many other such crimes.

Little League

One day while signing Steve up for baseball I made out a form that asked if I would help out with coaching.  I said I could help as an assistant coach.

The next day a fellow called me and said "Here are the names of kids on your team".  I said "wait a minute, I only agreed to be an assistant".  He said "we don't have enough fathers even for all the teams".

That started me as a baseball coach.  After looking over my squad of players I could easily see that the pitcher was the most important.  I knew Steve had a good arm because he and I had played catch ever since he could hold a ball.  However, I needed another good pitcher.  I called up Dean's dad and asked if he would play on our team.  Dean had been scheduled to move up into the next age bracket but agreed to join us. That gave me two good pitchers and the championship.  The rest of the time was spent trying to get the underachievers to actually catch the ball and throw it to the same spot every time.  Mother took over the refreshment stands and we became heavily involved in Little League.

In the ensuing years I also became the president and an umpire. I remember every year we had a spring meeting with volunteer parents.  At each of these meetings parents would get up and indicate that this year they did not want their young child to be in highly competitive situations.  "This year", they would say, "will be different.  Every child will get an even chance to play and there will not be any angry yelling".  They were the first parents to be out there screaming out their lungs at the umps, coaches, me, and everyone else including their own child if they did not win the game.

Being an umpire was also an experience.  I quickly learned to yell my decision very loud.  Parents seemed to go along with a loudly yelled decision rather than a meek whispered one.

One day as I stood behind the plate as an umpire, I took the first pitch right on my shins.  I jumped around in pain and gave the catcher a dirty look.  On the second pitch I took it on the shin again.  I yelled at the catcher to "catch the bloody thing" I did not have shin guards.  When the third pitch crashed into my sore shins I stopped the game.  "What in the hell is going on" I yelled.  The little frightened catcher looked at me and said "those pitches are coming too fast for me.  I'm afraid they will hurt my hand".  He was letting them come right by him because he was afraid to catch them.  We got a new catcher out there fast.

One day I was umpiring at second base.  A runner slid into the plate in a cloud of dust.  I saw him get tagged and yelled "yer out!".  The kids turned around to stare at me and every one in the stands got quiet and looked at me.  I asked the kids "whatsa matter".  The kid pointed at the ball laying on the ground.  He had dropped it during the tag.  Everyone in the ballpark except me, the umpire, knew the kid was safe. You can't win them all.

I also followed Steve into Pop Warner football but watching those little kids run into each other at full speed was not my cup of tea.  I had played football in high school so that I knew the training routines and the strategies but never truly got into it.  One problem was being an assistant coach. I did not agree with the main coach on many things but since he was the top coach, his play prevailed.  The coach has a much more hands on activity in football because they call every play from the bench.

I do remember one day standing on a car roof on the sideline with a microphone in my hand.  I was calling the plays over the loudspeaker.  On one play I saw Steve take the ball through the center and get spear tackled.  He dropped like a stone.  I announced to the crowd "and Steve Kohanek takes the ball 2 yards and is down.........hard.......I think he's dead."

It was always hard to see your little boy get bashed right before your eyes.

Trip to Europe

Mother and I took 2 week trip to Europe in about '78.  On our stopover in Frankfurt we approached a bar area to get some coffee.  The bar was filled with men drinking beer at 7:00 in the morning.  Germans do not have a hang‑up about drinking beer at any time of the day.  We landed in Zurich, had dinner with the Winchester European Sales Manager and took off into the country side with a rented car.  The car was an under powered Ford Escort.  While going up the Alps we went most of the way in second gear.  One late afternoon we were approaching one of the major passes.  It was getting dark and our little car was slowly getting to the top.  By the time we reached the pass, darkness came.  Also the road disappeared. Construction crews had made the road into a gravel path with no barriers on the cliff side of the road.  On top of that, fog rolled in and we could barely see over the hood.  We slowly inched our way down this gravel road with no markers to guide us, hugging the inside of the road because there were no barriers on the outside of us.  I discovered that only stupid Americans would go over the pass at night.  We were the only people on the road from early evening until we arrived at the first town on the down side of the mountain.

In the Alps we saw Glaciers and hundreds of years of development of mountain trains, caves, resorts etc.  They are very talented people.  Many of the bridges we crossed had been built by the Romans.  That was their road also when they invaded Europe.  They even invaded Britain.  In Cologne Germany under the city streets there are preserved Roman ruins of living quarters from 1000 BC.  Many names of European towns still come from the Romans.

As we descended into Italy we could see a tremendous difference between the Swiss and Italians.  The Swiss side was immaculate.  The Italian side was dirty with streets filled with debris.  The Italian resorts on the border were O.K.  though.  From Italy we went back through the Austrian Alps and then over to Munich.  In Munich our host was the local Sales Manager who took us to all of the famous night spots.  I do not remember any of them today but they are famous, I guess.

In Munich we took in the Octoberfest.  The grounds are filled with large circus tents each sponsored by a major beer manufacturer.  In the tent are picnic tables surrounding a center stage.  On the stage is a small Omm Pa Pa band.  The band members wear Lederhosen and a Swiss cap with feather, long stockings and big work shoes.  The tables are reserved far in advance and are waited on by big buxom ladies who can carry 3 mugs on each arm about a quart in size (Ein Mas). For show they will balance the mugs on their breasts.  On the tables are large pretzels about a foot in diameter.  Everyone sings the German drinking song at the top of their lungs and at certain times in the songs slam their beer mugs together over the middle of the table.  When everyone is roaring and happy they stand up on the benches, link arms and sway back and forth to the music.  Soon everyone at our table jumped up and ran out of the tent hand in hand and through the crowd. If someone got in between us they got knocked down by our linked hands.  Everyone would laugh and yell.  "bitte!!, bitte!!"  After we were too tired to run further we got into the rides.  I remember everyone banging into each other on the bumper car ride.  When you are in that happy frenzied beery state you try to hit head on as hard as you can.

From Munich we took the Romantich Strasse which brought us to our two favorite Medieval Cities, Rotenburg and Dinkensbuel. Rotenberg is a bustling Tourist City.  I remember the small Gasthouse in which we stayed.  When we went upstairs to our room, a group of farmers were sitting around a table in the dining area drinking beer.  In the morning when we came down for breakfast the same group of farmers were sitting around the same table drinking beer.  I guess they had gone home for the night but were back early that Saturday morning to continue the discussion.

I remember that day also because it was mother's 40th birthday.  That was one of her most memorable birthday's.

Dinkensbuel had no tourists but it was just as picturesque as Rotenburg.  Mother and I agreed that that town was our favorite.  We spent many hours wandering around the town and the walls.  These medieval towns are surrounded by walls to defend themselves in the old days.  The castles were built for the same reason but to house the gentry.  Of course when the cannon was invented, all of the walled cities and castles were immediately obsolete.  The big castle at Heidleberg has a number of fallen walls from French cannon of the 17th century.

We finished our tour by returning to Zurich down the Reine river staying at neat little Inns and eating at restaurants along the river.  At night we would drift along the road in the countryside looking for a place to stay.  When we found a likely Gasthouse sign we would stop in and ask for a room. The places were sparse in their furnishings but were immaculate and built like a tank.  The doors were so thick and heavy they would shut like a bank vault.  I looked for imperfections in the tile work in the bathroom and could find none.  The Germans are a very proud and talented people.

When we asked for a room the proprietor would usually find a young person to talk to us.  The young person was taking English in school and was good enough to help us get the room.  Most of the rooms were European Plan, with dinner.  As mother and I entered the dining room all eyes were on us.  We were obviously Americans by our dress.  Most of the other guests would nod to us and say "Gute Abend".  We would nod back and return their greeting and everyone would turn back to dinner.

In a small restaurant one night the waitress who couldn't speak English was trying to explain a "fish" item on the menu by waving her arms back and forth in a swimming motion.  Soon everyone in the restaurant was laughing because they knew what she meant and we couldn't guess the answer. Finally we guessed the answer.  The dish was turtle meat.

College
Vicki was the first to start college.  She started at Western College in Danbury but like my early start, decided not to continue.  Her future, she felt was to move to New Jersey to take up life there.  We were not really happy to see our daughter go but we realized that children leave home and we must accept it.  I remember that she broke out with a massive case of hives just before she left.  I guess that showed us that her leaving was just as traumatic for her as it was for us.  Parents do not want to see their children start their adult life in humble surroundings as they did.  However, by the time Steve started school we were preaching that poverty in early college life is part of the learning process.

I saw a news article recently that 20% of children are in a poverty condition.  When I think back, I realize that while I was going to school we were in a position of not having the minimum income that defines poverty.  When you children were in school you were probably a statistic in poverty.

Strangely enough, none of us ever realized that.

Lisa chose Marist College from a number that she and mother visited.  The cost of college suddenly became a major financial factor but I had a Litton Stock purchase program that took us through Lisa and Steve's tuition costs.

Lisa gave us a scare when she decided that the dorms were too public at Marist, and not conducive to study.  She wanted to quit and maybe go to Bridgeport.  We finally agreed that I would give her the money that normally would go to the school for her room and board and that she would find an apartment in Poukeepsie near school. "whiew"  There sure are a series of close calls in bringing up your children.  In that apartment she accumulated so many things I rented a U-haul truck to bring everything home when graduated.  

She attained the Dean's list and opted to go to Ireland for her final year.  She can write her own bio to tell everbody about that experience but I have a few to tell about it.  You can read about it later in this bio.

Steve and I visited a number of colleges before he decided to go to Ithaca.  He received an invitation from Boston College and Northeastern.  However, those colleges were in the middle of the city.  I was glad to see him go to such a beutiful location as the Ithaca area.

Sailing the Caribbean

One year Harry Schneider, my boss sent a number of us on a business holiday on a sailboat in the Caribbean.  On the Island of Tortolla in the British Virgin Islands there are a number of Charter Boat Companies.  They rent out 44 foot sailboats with all provisions and a captain if necessary. That sail was one of the finest experiences in my life. Sailing out on the ocean in the warm waters and wind of the Caribbean is a fantastic experience.

The area is a group of islands all within a day's sail of each other.  Each island has coves in which the yachts can anchor and the crews can swim and snorkel.  During the day we would sail from one island to another.  In late afternoon we would anchor in a bay or cove and go snorkeling.  The water was as warm as bath water.  The bottom was covered with interesting corals such as the brain and fans.  There were brightly colored fish and many parrot fish.  Some dangers were there such as spine urchin onto which you could step, fire coral which would give you a welt on contact, and jelly fish swimming through the water that would also give the swimmer a good welt if touched.  I remember being so fascinated watching the slow undulating action of the jelly fish.  They looked like a half balloon with tentacles trailing out behind.

During the evening we would have our cocktails and cook steaks on the habachi mounted on the taff rail.  On one island there is a delightful little restaurant in a cove of palm trees.  We would put on our white ducks and blue blazers and go ashore in our dinghy, walk up the walkway into the palm grove and sit in an outside patio where dinner was served.  The proprietors were a young couple from Chicago who bought the place to "tune out" of the business rat race.

One of the most beautiful places to visit was the Bitter End Resort located on the eastern end of Virgin Gorda.  It can only be reached by first landing at a small airstrip on the beach on the western end, taking a torturous taxi cab trip over narrow mountain roads without a rail, and finally a shuttle boat trip across a large bay or you can get there by boat from the ocean side.  The bay in front of the resort is dotted with sailboats from large yachts to tiny sailers.  The Hillside is covered with cottages with open air walls for the guests.  Two large restaurants offer great food and entertainment in the evening.

In 1988, mother and I took a week at the resort on a 27 foot sailboat moored in the bay.  We had a great time!  Each day we would sail the bay and each evening enjoy a great dinner at one of the restaurants.

One evening we met a young couple from Boston.  The lady was a daughter of a Yacht Club owner and a crackerjack sailer. Under her control we sailed out of the narrow necked bay onto the ocean for a day's sail.  The ocean was running 5 foot waves and a 15 knot wind.  On the windward sail we flew with the waves.  On the way back the yachtsman's daughter held us to a few points from luff all of the way back.  Since the winds were shifting because we were only a half mile from the shoreline her husband and I worked the jib and main sheets constantly. The small 27 footer bucked up and down in the big waves, mother just hooked her arm over the taff rail and held on.

We signed up for small boat races.  The four of us would race other boats around a course marked by buoys.  I still remember the yachtsman's daughter yelling at the other racers as we approached a buoy: "Sta Baad, Sta Baad".  Evidently the other racers were to give way to us if we were on their starboard side as we approached the buoy.

Mothers Mother

We heard a report from Minneapolis that Beatrice, mothers mother was having some difficulty keeping her food down. After some exams she was diagnosed with cancer and began taking treatments. She was still a young woman in her sixties.

I will never forget that year because we lived on hope. Friends, however, who had gone through similar circumstances told us that our hope would be for naught and to be prepared for the worst over a period of one year.  After each treatment Beatrice seemed to get better and then she would take another turn for the worse.  This went on and on and on. Finally, we could see the end.  I visited her toward the end and couldn't believe what I saw.  She had become tiny, wrinkled and frail with shaky voice but still believed that she was being cured.  Dad Rocheleau went through hell with her because she couldn't control her body functions.  He lived with the smell and mess but cared for her right up until they took her to the hospital for the end.  That was the same year Vicki was married.

Visiting Lisa in Ireland

We had a sales group and a manufacturing division in Europe.  On a number of occasions I traveled to sales meetings and visited the plant there.  On one of my trips I stopped into Ireland to see Lisa on my way to Germany.  

I landed in Dublin, rented a car and visited some customers there.  I then drove across the island to Galloway to visit DEC who was our 2nd largest customer in the states at that time.  Driving on the wrong side of the road on the wrong side of the car was a strange experience.  The shift lever was controlled by my left hand.  My right hand became sore very quickly because it would reach out for the shift lever and bang into the right door instead.

I drove from Dublin to Galloway on a rainy night.  The highway was only a 2 lane winding road without good roadsigns.  Each time I was blinded by oncoming truck headlights my instincts would tell me to veer to the right.  Of course that would have put me right into the path of the oncoming truck.  

When I finally spoke to the engineer at DEC the next day about my trip and the poorly marked highway, he said "You did not have to worry about getting lost.  If you took the wrong side road, you would end up in a farm yard within a few miles".  

All along the road were young people hitch hiking.  I gave rides to a number of them including some young ladies who could never do that in the states.  The country is very safe.  That gave me a more comfortable feeling when mother and Lisa spent a week touring the island before she came home.

After I finished my business in Galloway, I drove to Cork to visit with Lisa.  She had just arrived in Ireland a month before and had not yet found many friends.  On the day I arrived we went to dinner at a very nice restaurant on top of a hill.  They seated us in a sitting area for our cocktails and gave us a menu from which to order wine and meals.  By the time they announce that dinner was ready, the wine was on the table and the food was served.  That was a unique experience for me.

The next day we went for a drive around the area.  Near Cork is a peninsula that reaches out into the ocean.  At the neck, the land is flat but abruptly plunges into the ocean on both sides.  An ancient wall still exists across the neck where the locals defended themselves in times of attack.  As you approach the cliff the land is grassy and slopes downward.  I was horrified to see that the edge of the cliff overlooked a 300 foot vertical drop to the ocean and that there were no warning signs or fences anywhere.  Lisa wanted to look over the edge so I held onto her feet as she looked over.  I remember having the full feeling of vertigo. 

We visited a number of old churches, cemeteries and such but did not have much time.  I had a few moments of rest in the afternoon and headed back to Dublin to catch my plane.  At least we had a little time together.  

The End of My Job at Litton

Harry Schneider began to have problems with Litton. Winchester had just completed a new building but the profit was non existent and his inventory was exorbitant.  I remember that one of our accountants was abruptly fired because he had sent an unauthorized financial report.  I never found out exactly what it said but I guessed that it showed a great loss of profit.

We had initially become very successful with the Western Electric business because we utilized the capability of a new high speed die stamping machine called a Bruderer.  The supplier who we used was a company called Custom Stamping in California.  When the demand for the press fit contacts rose, Harry purchased a number of Bruderers to run at Winchester. That was a disaster.  The people who ran the stamping department did not have the high tech skills to run those expensive machines.  They poured large sums of money into them and could not get them to pay off.  Worse, they refused to continue to utilize the services of Custom Stamping.  When certain problems arose with Western Electric, Winchester did not have the skills to solve them.  Western Electric then turned to Custom Stamping to help out and slowly took over the business internally.  In the last few years at Winchester, the Western Electric business fell by 30%.  I could almost see the end in sight but they had committed themselves to this action and couldn't reverse it.

Lake Home
In 1981 I received a very large bonus check.  It was good enough to finally look for a lake home.  We always wanted one of our own.  We had looked for one on and off through the late '70s but could never find the down payment.  With our new found money we finally decided to go after the Highland place.  It seemed to be within commuting distance to work and we could afford it (barely).  Strangely enough the selection process also included a small run down place near Kent on a lake that was pristine with no boats allowed.  However, Highland was more convenient.  We closed on our 25th anniversary.  The lake place is our 25th anniversary present to ourselves.  On the afternoon we closed, the previous owner took mother and I out to dinner.  It was ironic that a stranger took us to a nice evening dinner with wine and all on our 25 wedding anniversary.

The lake home was a nice addition to our life because we no longer faced the hot high humidity of summer.  I could drive back and forth from the lake house to Winchester all summer long.

I remember some of the difficulties with this.  One was that we never seemed to have the right item at the lake.  I was forever going back to the house on George's Hill to pick up things.  Another problem was that when Steve finally went to college that big house stood vacant for 3 to 4 months of the year.  I still had to cut the grass and trim the area every week.

Life became a pleasant routine between the lake and home at George's Hill.  However, dark clouds were forming over Winchester electronics and I became increasingly worried about my job.

We decided to sell the house on George's Hill.  That was not an easy task.  After a year on the market we removed it. Then we put it on the market again on the following year. Finally after reducing the price about 5% we received an offer.  Mother and I then came to grips with the fact that our selection for a winter home would be a condo that would not be large enough to hold all of our collected stuff.

About that time Vicki needed money for school so we had a tag sale.  Everyone dug out items that they offered to sell and placed them on tables and racks in the garage.  Then I remember that everyone would find an item they forgot they had and wanted to take it back.  "Oh No", I said " you must pay for it now".  I wonder how many things we could use if we only new we had them.

To finally get rid of stuff we hauled out enough clothes, old toys, etc. to completely fill the garage.  The Salvation Army came out to relieve us of it.  Even now in the Condo in Arcadia, the garage and crawl space under the house is filled with old things not used.

Finally the house was sold and we moved into a condo in Woodlake.  I accepted and liked that place immediately.  It was small and comfortable, relieved me of the problems of ownership and maintenance etc.  The only residual problem again was that we could not fix it up as we liked.  There was no kitchen to speak of but since there was only mother and I there was no need for one.

Problems at Winchester continued to get worse.  I was in a good position to find another job and interviewed with a few companies.  I remember that on one interview the recruiter said that the company resided in Pennsylvania.  Later, it turned out to be Malco, the same company that hired me in ,88.  The job for which they were interviewing turned out to be the Marketing Manager's position.  Ron Minicucci finally got that job and hired me in '88.

Then my boss was fired.  A new Litton manager came in with his own staff and I was put on the back burner.  I was in shock and greatly disturbed that all my efforts at Winchester over the 12 years were for naught.  I came to grips with the fact that corporations have no allegiance to anyone or feel any obligations to anyone for past effort.  They are the epitome of a non thinking robot.  A person's only security is what they have in writing and maybe the protection offered by their immediate boss.

The Litton vice president in charge of Winchester asked me if I would transfer to another small division Veam to develop a line of fiber optic products.  The Veam division was headquartered in Italy but one of our neighbors Georges Hill Road, Al Bernardini ran a small subsidiary in Woodbury. In retrospect they forced Al to take me on.  As I look back I should have known that my days were numbered.  As soon as that Vice President retired, Al worked hard to get me fired. In January of 1988 he succeeded.

While working at Veam for 2 years, I found out that Al had a hard time keeping people.  He was very egotistical and violated every good tenet of management.  He was very profitable, however, and for that reason he stayed in his job.

That was a hard time for me because I wanted to develop a good division for Litton but was under constant harassment from Al.  His harassment came from trying to get me to sell his Veam products instead of concentrating on my own projects.

By the end of 2 years of work I was already at a $2 million per year selling level.  Either he was jealous of my success or disappointed that I did not follow his private agenda but Litton let me go in January of '88.  I say Litton because the rule was that you could only be let go with the approval of 3 levels of management.

Well, at least that brought a number of bad years to a head. Now I had full time to find another job.  They allowed me only 3 months of pay and a unlimited phone calls as a termination allowance.  I look back at Litton now as one of the worst companies I could have joined.  The only good thing I remember is the fact that I made enough money off the Litton stock program to help send Lisa and Steve through College.

Looking for a job

The first thing that happens when one has large mortgages and gets fired is panic.  I remember that the body disregards anything the brain tells it.  I would wake up in a cold sweat in the night with my heart pounding.  After getting up and walking around, my panic would subside.  I kept telling my body that it would be O.K.  I would find another job.  I would earn money and keep us from the poor house.  Then I would go back to bed only to wake up a few hours later with the body again in panic.  It was as if the body (or subconscious part of the mind) was always ready to go into the classic "fight and flight" mode regardless of what my conscious mind wanted it to.  I found it to be a hard force to control.  I guess those people who "have no fear" either are different from the rest of us or have learned to overcome natural tendencies.

My first thought was to get part time work at least to control the panic part of my subconscious mind.  Until that was controlled I was in for a rough time.

I called up a mold maker I knew from Veam days and asked if he needed design help.  He said he did and put me to work designing molds.

My routine then became, get up at 6 a.m. and get my paper work ready for the day.  Starting at 8 a.m. I would start calling recruiters, potential employees, past friends for suggestions on places to work etc.  I called the east coast people first and talked to the California people in late afternoon.  Then I sent out a batch of resumes to the potential employers I talked to that day and went to work at my mold design job.  My day ended about 10 o'clock at night. That routine finally ended my panic mode.  Thank God.  That internal system of panic I discover was more debilitating than any thing else.  No wonder the world has problems.  We still harbor those primitive destructive instincts.

I also got all of the books from the library about finding employment and followed all of their suggestions.  One was to make out a list of one's priorities and goals in life.  That did not help me find a job but was an interesting exercise. I read all of the stories about other men in my age bracket and capabilities.  At age 54, it did not sound good.  Many people came out and told me that I was "dead meat".  Our society does not like aging workers but does not know why. Older workers are more loyal, ask for less pay, have all of the experience necessary to do a job etc.  I guess it is another prejudice.  Women have it even worse.  However, as a person who has employed many women in the past I understand that problem.  If a man and a woman candidate was before me for the same job with equal skill and experience I usually found that the man was the sole bread winner and the women only worked because she did not want to stay at home while her husband worked.  Therefore, I gave the job to the man. It seemed to me that he had the greater motivation to do a better job.

While at Veam I had been working on a project with the fiber optic development group at McClellan AFB in Sacramento.  We had proposed a field repair kit for fiber optic communication systems in the field.  There were to be about 700 kits at about $1,500 each.  I knew that with me not there, Litton did not have the desire to pursue the contract.  When I called my contact at McClellan he encouraged me to join hands with our competitor Norland Products to bid the job.  Norland had the better splice and Litton had the better overall kit.  One of the problems had been the retention force of the splice.

The kit carried 6 field splices and the tools to install them.  The splices were available to soldiers in the field to repair fiber optic communication lines.  The fiber optic cables contained a glass fiber surrounded by a stranded plastic fiber sheath of Kevlar and covered by a PVC jacket. The Kevlar protected the glass during strain on the cable such as being dragged by one end.  The splice not only reconnected the ends of the glass fiber within a few millionths of an inch but had to take a 400 pound pull without disturbing the signal.  The Litton design could not meet the 400 pounds but I had an idea how to do it and the McClellan engineer knew I knew how.

I contacted Norland and told the owner about my phone call with the McClellan engineer.  He agreed to a partnership with him whereby if I could produce an acceptable design he would give me 5% of any sales of kits.

In another instance, I had contacted a local firm who was a manufacturer of components for telephone companies.  When they found out about my fiber optic experience our discussions led to them offering me a 6 month consulting job. 

In another instance I had been in touch with our local New England Rep and also a friend of mine who had a cable assembly company.  I found some fiber optic cable assembly jobs from customers I had known and with the help of the New England Rep and the friend began to put together a new fiber optic assembly business.

Finally I received an invitation to be interviewed for a Marketing Manager's job in California for Microdot.  It seems strange to think about it now but most of the job opportunities that I found at that time were in California. The interviewer asked me to get on a plane and meet him at the Red Carpet Lounge at Dulles in Washington on a Sunday Morning.  Well, there I was in Dulles on Sunday Morning wondering who I was dealing with.  I knew someone who worked at Malco which owned the Microdot division so I was not totally in the dark as to whom I was dealing with.  Finally the interviewer showed up, I talked to him and got on an airplane back to Connecticut.  After a few meetings at the Malco plant in Montgomery PA they sent me back to Pasadena to meet the people here.  I remember wondering again what I was getting myself into again.  Maybe I should just stay in Connecticut and keep working the opportunities I had uncovered.  However, Microdot offered the security of a regular job.  I did not know if all of my other opportunities could pay all of my bills.

I had an interesting experience on the way home from California.  The company had asked me to visit an industrial psychologist in Chicago on my way home.  I met her at the O'Hare Hilton and since neither she nor I had a room there in which to meet, we had our meeting in a small dimly lit room by the bar.  So there I was going through the Rorcharc test, and making out psychological questionnaires and being asked if I hated my parents right there in a dimly lit public place.  That was my second psychological testing before receiving a job.  The first was the Elco interview.  The process is very interesting.  I guess the prospective employers want to know if I am a flake.

The reason I bring up all of this is the following.  At first when I began to seek out a new job, I thought I was doomed to 6 months to a year before I would find anything.  I still have my notes saved from those three months.  I was making about 30 phone calls per day.  I went on about a dozen interviews.  I called on a dozen companies trying to get various businesses started.  I worked like a fiend from 6 a.m. to 10 p.m. every night.  After 3 months of this kind of activity I had 1. found another manager job at the ripe age of 54, 2. received my first consulting contract (which I had to turn down, of course), 3. Was about to receive my first fiber optic assembly job for a new business. 4. Received a design contract from Norland (which netted me $25,000 for 2 weeks of design work a few years later), 5. Worked part time at $25 per hour but would have been increased to $35 per hour if I had stayed on. 6.  Received an opportunity to buy into the mold making business for which I was working part time.

In all, I had contacted over 200 companies and probably spoke to over 500 people during the course of my search.  It proved to me that there are an unlimited amount of opportunities in this life if you spend all of your time at it.  It also gave me the direction I needed for the future.  I knew from that experience that our society does not favor older workers and that the Microdot job probably would be my last.  After that one I would truly be on my own as an entrepreneur.

Microdot

Well, here I am, changing jobs again and moving to California. It is now March of 1988.  After a search for housing mother and I found an acceptable condo on Fairview in which we are now living.  It is called Huntington Downs and there are 44 units.  The grounds are quite nice and kept up well.  Huntington Downs won a Best Appearance plaque from the city a few years ago.

While waiting for the moving Van and mother to arrive I took up housekeeping here.  I bought new mattresses and borrowed some folding chairs from the clubhouse so that I could stay here in the meanwhile.

Finally mother arrived with the furniture and we settled in. The problem with not being able to be near our children was resolved in the most unusual way.   We discovered that while in Connecticut we really did not see you kids that much. Vicki lived in New Jersey and I saw her most while visiting Bell Laboratories there, Lisa also lived in New Jersey and Steve spent 9 months of the year at school.  When we did see you it was only for a few hours at a time.  While in California, however, when either of us visits each other, we spend days together.  Last Christmas, Vicki, Brian and I spent over a week together going to Disneyland, Universal Studios and the like.  We probably spent more continuous hours together than if we still lived in Connecticut.

Also the cost of telephone calls halved.  We easily talk as much together as we did before but our monthly phone bill fell from about $120 per month to $60 per month out here. Evidently the phone lines between New York and L.A. are heavily subsidized and therefore cheaper to use than the phone lines between New Jersey and Connecticut.

Life here is quite pleasant.  The weather is always warm, no snow or ice or freezing wind to worry about.  We have no responsibility other than my job and the cats we now have.  That pleasantness, however, tends to accelerate life.  The years are going by too fast now.  However, as long as my health holds, it does not matter.

Computer

In 1986 or thereabouts I received a Commador computer from you kids for Christmas.  It was bacically the same machine as the original Apples computer developed by Steve Job in the mid 70s except that the memory was a staggering 60 kilobytes.  

The basic machine was hooked up to the television set as a monitor.  There was no memory other than the 60k ram (only about 40k was available for users the rest was used by the machine) unless you bought a independent floppy drive for about $200.  Without a floppy, using the machine was frustrating.  Any program that was developed (the programming was basic) while on the air was lost when the machine was turned off.

Finally I bought a floppy drive and began to learn basic programming.  Over the ensuing years I used that machine almost everyday (I copied a word processor program from a magazine and made up work sheet type programs by myself).  I added a monitor, an external 300 baud modem, and used it so much that I tore the machine apart to clean it about 20 times and once paid $80 to have it repaired.  In 1991 Steve convinced us to buy a 286 machine.  We sold the Commodore unit to a neighbor for $300.

The 286 came with a word processor called Professional Write and a spread sheet program called Quattro and used an operating system called DOS 3.0.  At that time we heard about a system called Windows being developed by the same company that developed DOS with IBM.  I recently saw a very good documentary on the develpement of the computer which included the early relationship between Microsoft and IBM.  When Microsoft borrowed ideas that started at Xerox in the early 70s and subsequently from Mackentosh in the early 80s, they developed Windows.  Lisa bought us our initial version of windows for our 286 but I initially did not like it.  The only benefit I could see originally was that it allowed the use of many programs at once.  Eventually, of course, many new programs were written to get the full benefit of the system.  

The 286 had a 20 meg harddrive which was incredibly fast compared to the floppy drive.  It also had an 80 character screen instead of the 40 character screen of the previous systems.  Basic programs could be written but only with the addition of a program called Qbasic.

One month after the one year guarantee was up, the hard drive failed.  I found a local computer supplier who sold me a 386 40 MHz mother board and a 50 meg hard drive.  By adding the 3.1 version of Windows and many of the programs we ran out of RAM and hard drive.  Subsequent changes included the addition of a 14400 modem, 8 megs of RAM, two hard drives in tandem, 240 and 1200 Megs, a new MAG monitor, Backup tape system, multi media, scanner  and many many many programs.  However, strangely enough, in 1996 we still have the 386 40 MHz mother board.  

The biggest revolutionary change was introducing mother to this machine.  She never touched the Commodore.  She slowly became interested when we bought the 286 but got hooked when we ran our first graphics program and signed on to Prodigy.  It awakened a whole new world to her.  She now spends a great part of her day on this machine.  She communicates to people all over the country on E-mail and has a business selling her graphics designs.

Dad

Another benefit of moving here again was that I had an opportunity to see my father more before he died.  Dad complained constantly that I did not call him enough.  I was forever apologizing to him for not calling.  Mother died in 1985 and dad and his new friend bought a trailer house in Yucaipa, as small town about halfway between L.A.  and Palm Springs.  Every year they would come out to California in October and go back to Minneapolis in March of the following year.  That gave me the opportunity to see him much more than I ever did after moving away from Minneapolis.

We saw Raiders football games and we golfed.  I remember one game between L.A. and Denver the game went into overtime. The beer had been flowing and all of the fans around us were going crazy.  I decided that we better head for home before the game ended.  He was getting a little feeble to be able to exist in that crowd.  The Raider fans always were a bit too frenzied.  On the other hand the Rams fans were much more sophisticated.  They always were a bit subdued.

We also golfed.  I put a burden on him because I only could golf on weekends which were the worst time. The fees were the highest and the course most crowded on the weekends.  Finally I began taking days off to golf with him.

We also had Dad and Helen, his friend, over for dinner a number of times.  They always said that they wanted to get back to the trailer before dark (about an hour trip away) but they always stayed until after dark.  Mother and I visited them a few times in Yucaipa but not alot.

When Dad finally died in the fall of 1993 at least I had 5 good years of seeing him regularly.  I always thought that since he lived in Minneapolis in the summer he would see my brother and sister regularly.  One day while I was at my brother Les' house with him, my brother said to my dad "how have you been dad, we haven't seen you in over a year".  I guess living near someone doesn't mean you see them often.  

By living here we also have been able to have more private time with you kids.  When you come out here or we go to visit you, we get to be with you for days at a time.  We probably see you fewer times than before but each time is quality.

Uni-Star

In mid 1994 a holding company called Uni-Star purchased the Microdot company.  I was made Sales and Marketing V.P.  Now I am embarked in the rehiring and retraining of a new sales force.   One benefit of many years in this business is being able to use all of that experience to not make the same mistakes as a younger person.  One of the mistakes is rash judgement and emotional reactions to situations.   Since I am now 62 years old, this could be my last job with a connector company.  I intend working until I die but not 40 hours per week.  Maybe I can still do something every week.

Opinions
Drugs: I cannot see a way to control drug use through criminal laws.  We, as taxpayers have given the problem to the politicians.  Their answer is to throw our money at the problem via law enforcement and the judicial process to attack drug sellers.  However, it is clear that for every drug seller that is taken off the streets, another takes their place, something like Dr. Suess’ story about the Hats.   Every time the hero took off a hat, another took its place, remember that?  

Over 20% of the citizens of the U.S. take illegal drugs.  That is a big voting block.  The politicians cannot enforce the laws by attacking drug users (as opposed to drug sellers) because 1.  They will lose their vote.  2.  We have 1.5 million citizens in prison at the present time half of whom are there due to drug use or sales.  If we lock up all drug users, we need to arrest and convict and house over 40 million additional citizens.  We do not have enough money in the U.S. government for that.   Our heads are buried in the sand.

Supposedly, our universities are stocked with bright people.  Those are the people with As or have enough drive to get PHDs.  Let’s enrole them in a group to study the drug problem and come out with recommendations.   However, I know this cannot be done.  A recent Surgeon General suggested that we study the problem and she was thrown out of office.  It makes one wonder if the Congress is in cahoots with the drug lords or are physically afraid of them.

The ordinary citizen will not take the responsibility to teach their children how to control dangerous parts of life such as drugs.  The easier remedy is to give the problem to  education and government.  When their children abuse drugs, they can blame society, the government and the teacher, not themselves.

I hope the next generation is smarter than ours and will apply some intelligence to this problem.

Politics

I have always been a Democrat.  Many times I have thought about changing to another political thought but always return.

The Republican Party seems to run on the theory that the individual should receive most of the power, not the body of citizens through government.  However, that only works with strong people.  Hitler, Attilla the Hun, and Alexander the Great were probably Republicans.   If I thought that all people had the same responsibility toward the world as the American Indian, such as replacing everything you use for the next person, I could embrace that Republican concept for the individual.  However, at this time in our society we find that most people are plain greedy and do not have the responsibility to have individual powers.  Strong individuals must still be held in check by society. 

Simpson trial

.

Leave him alone.  We have created a judicial system whereby we hold a trial judged by a jury of our peers.  Those jury members are selected and challenged publicly so that their independence of thought is assured.  The trial itself is quasi public in that it can be attended by reporters, and in this case, even a TV camera.

Now that the trial is over, people treat him as a criminal.  He was exposed to the greatest public scrutiny in the history of the judicial system and judged innocent.  Any one who says he is guilty is saying that our entire judicial process is either wrong or has been sabotaged.

I am a believer in our judicial system.  Leave him alone.

The far future

Humans will populate other planets.  Increased population and eventual depletion of this planet’s resources will drive people to space.  The moon will be mined for ore and used as a base for inter planet and interstellar exploration.  How do I know this?  The steps to be taken are already in place.

1.  I consider Southern California the great laboratory for the future.  With the addition of water to the soil, people have created an oasis to the great Mojave Desert.  We live and work and conduct a good life in the middle of a desert that killed Cortes’ soldiers whe they first explored this area.  Why not the moon?  That is a desert.  Bring water and call it Moonafornia.  Of course we would also bring huge geodesic domes so that we would not have to wear space suits all of the time.

2.  Astrophysisists indicate that they already know how to find life bearing planets out there in the galaxy.  Some very good articles recently tell about satellite experiments with new sensors that pick up chlorophyl molecules, the basis of life on a planet.  There are other clues as to the habitability of a planet that are now being explored.  In the past few years, we have started to catalog stars that contain planets in their solar systems.  A few years ago that was unheard of.  The Hubbell in space and the Keck on a mountain in Hawaii, are new telescopes that are used to detect the stars with planets.  The Keck, by the way, is a group of small refractive lenses coordinated by computer.  This process was designed at the U of Arizona.  Watch this development.  It is key in the steps to the stars.

3.  Is there life on other planets?   Recent findings in astreroid rocks found on earth show signs of life.  The Mars probes launced this year in 1996 will help answer the question.

4.  Where would the first explorers go?  Plans are being made for satellite telescopes that would be sent to the pheripery of our solar system containing sensors to detect life.  They would examine the star systems that will be cataloged by the Hubbel and Keck that contain planets.  The results of this study will prioritize exploration.

5.  How would they get there?  Since the trip will take many human lifetimes, large live in spaceworlds will be made for the trip.  The most common design is a huge rotating cylinder.  People would live on the inner surfaces of the cylinder that would contain enough soil to grow food.  Water would be provide by lakes and reservoirs for the trip.  Initial power and final braking would be provided by solar wind and the voyage would be powered by nuclear or anti matter means.  New experiments now going on indicate that 

anti matter production may not be difficult.  Storage may be a problem.  Construction of the space world would be done on the moon with metal mined from the surface.  Pieces of the spacecraft  would be sent into orbit for final construction.  Soil from the moon surface could also be used.  Water must come from oxegen and hydrogen trucked from the earth unless another source could be found.  Recent fly bys in the Jupiter area has found that one of the moons is covered by ice.  Maybe huge chunks of ice could be blasted into space to be stored on the spacecraft.

I am sad to leave the planet not knowing how all of this will come out.  Maybe there is another life for me in the future.  If they bring me back, I could help get us out into space.

My Life

I cannot think of any regrets unless it is that I could have made more money if I would have tried harder.  However, I do not know that the money could have brought me more than I have.

I have a wife of 40 years who is still my friend.  Without her life would be very lonely.  I try to make sure she stays healthy.  I am greedy that way.  I do not want her to leave this planet before me.

I have three terrific children, all very different but all very dear to me in their own way.   What could I have done to make their lives better?  I don’t know.  Maybe I could have been more attentive to their needs, but maybe not.  They all seem to have made their way in life and will be successful.

I own three homes which as anyone who finds themselves in the same situation is a drag on one’s freedom.  However, maybe it provides a sense of belonging to the firmament.  Everyone wants to own a piece of it.  If I did not own it, maybe I would feel impotent.

My Job

I contributed to a number of important things that were happening in my lifetime.  I designed a number of connectors used on nuclear weapons.  I was key in the use of a connecting device used in all telephone company home office and business office switches, which is utilized in almost every telephone call in the country.  I helped design a number of connectors used in all PC computers today.  

I do not know or want to know what happens after death.  I will know eventually and that is soon enough for me.  If there is a heaven and hell, the judgment will have to be made by God.  My life was too complicated for me to sort out.

