


The stories in this book are dedicated to my family. Occasionally I think about my mom and dad and 
the interesting stories they told me about themselves growing up. Unfortunately, I have forgotten most 
with the passage of time. I find it sad that I don’t have these now and would have liked to passed them 
on to my children. This is my attempt to put down some of my early year stories from my birth to when 
I was almost twenty-one.

Now at the age of seventy-three I find that it’s a good time to put down some of my stories that I still 
remember. From the age of twenty-one to seventy-three I have also accomplished a great deal but 
haven’t the space in this book to include it. 

This books information is in several different formats. Most come from recollection of events in my 
personal stories. In my Army years I have personal stories and I was lucky to have most of the letters 
that I wrote home that my mother put away for me. 
In my high school years I have  personal stories, my high school yearbooks and in my senior year I 
have our high school  newspapers and my friend Carol’s diary information. 

In my other books along with this one I lean heavily on Photographs. These photographs trigger my 
memory for the stories and gives me the opportunity to tell something about the photo itself. This was 
important for all years but great to have in my childhood years where I didn’t have many stories but a 
lot of photo’s.  I believe that the photos give you a clearer prospective of how it was back then.  Hope 
you enjoy my stories.  

George Helmer Back to the Early Years
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My grandparents Edward Jay Helmer & Susie (Lightner) Helmer My dad Carl Jay Helmer, aunts Ethel and Iva Helmer. Floyd and Glen not born as of the photo.

The Helmer Family 

From what I’ve pieced together, it looks like Philip 
Helmer migrated from Germany through England 
to New York in the early part of the 1700s. The 
missing piece I don’t have is somewhere be-
tween 1750 and the latter part of the 1780s.  John 
Helmer senior’s son John M. Helmer II was born 
in (1798). John M. Helmer’s II son was Jonas E. 
Helmer that was born November 26, 1823. He 
was in back a forth between Canada and Unit-

ed States then settled down in upper New York 
State. His son Joshua (1858) lived in Michigan. 
Joshua’s son Edward J. Helmer (1880) was my 
Grandfather.  What I have above gets a little 
messy once I’m further back than John Helmer.    

There were quite a few Helmer’s that lived in up-
state New York. One such person was lieutenant 
George Helmer of the New York militia wounded 
at Oriskany on the 6th of August 1777 during the 
Revolutionary War. Many Helmer’s fought in the 

Revolutionary War.

The information below is from a book titled, “The 
Helmer Family - Philip Helmer ( The Pioneer) and 
his descendants.” 

The Palatine Immigration from Germany   

Philip Helmer is supposed to have been the first 
of that name to have settled in New York, Mo-
hawk Valley. He was one of the German immi-

grants from the Lower Palatinate of the Rhine 
in Germany. Because of religious persecution in 
Germany as a result of the religious wars in Eu-
rope,  Germany was the battlefield for nearly one 
hundred years. The sympathy of Queen Anne of 
England was aroused in 1708 and the immigra-
tion of the German Palatines to New York began. 
In the first quarter of the eighteenth century, three 
groups arrived in New York, sent over at the ex-
pense of the British government. 
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My Grandfather John W. May and Grandmother Alice (Sandoz) May sitting on the right.

Grandma and Grandpa on left in front of their market 800  San Pedro St. Los Angeles in May of 1910.

My research on the May family started with Dan-
iel May who was born in Wales in 1709. Some-
time after that he came to America and his son 
Henry was born in 1732, then his son Gabriel was 
born in 1751. Gabriel’s son Humphrey was born 
in 1782. His son William Henry was born in 1812. 
Then Charles H. was born in 1844 and had a son 
who was my grandfather John W. May in 1883.  
John W. May’s daughter was my mother Violet 
Marie May born in 1914. 

My grandfather John W. May had a brother Owen 
D. May who was four years his junior. They pur-
chased a grocery store in 1909   in Los Angeles 
called S.M. Jones Groceries. 

The photo on the bottom of the previous page 
is my grandmother Alice (Sandoz) May and my 
Grandfather John on the left side of the photo. 
Grandpa’s brother Owen his business partner are 

The May Family

Mom at the top, bottom: uncle Bud, aunt Lina, aunt 
Jewel. 

Grandpa owned a few businesses in his life. This one is where he made Boston Brown Bread out of his home. His 
kids all helped to make the bread at home. From Left: cousin Lorette, Larry and Dick with grandpa and uncle Bud.

on the right. This photo was taken in May of 1910.
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George L. Helmer, first photo. 

First home in Alhambra, CA

Dad and me over at grandpa’s house Gage Ave in Los 
Angeles.

Five months old in Alhambra home.

1946

Photos above: Dad in the machine shop at C.F.  Braun 
Company.

C.F. Braun Company Mission Drive & Fremont Ave. Al-
hambra.

I was born on December 19, 1946, at the Bon Air 
Hospital at 351 West 111 Street Los Angeles Cal-
ifornia at 6:38 am.  I was 7 pounds 10 ounces, with 
a height of 21 inches. In my baby book my mother 
put down the following: First tooth June 30, 1947, 
first notices sound 2 weeks, first smile 1 month, 
first laughs aloud 2 months, first picked up object 4 
months, sits without support 7 months, first creeps 
8 months, first stands 8 months, walks 10 months.

George Lynn Helmer Born December 19th

Our first house was located at 1323 West-
minster Avenue in Alhambra, California. Mom 
and Dad owned the house there from 1942 
to 1948. Dad worked at C.F. Braun Compa-
ny and walked to work because the com-
pany was only 1/2 mile down the street.  

My dad was an extraordinary machinist and a great 
guy. He was in the service serving on the Battleship 
U.S.S. Texas until 1935 and then went to work at 
Braun’s. During the time of WWII, he was given a 
deferral because of his company’s war effort and 
his skills were needed to support the war effort.   

From my baby book my mother wrote, “I brought 
you home when you were four days old. I took 
you to see Dr. Smith on that day and he checked 
you over and he said you were a nice healthy 
baby. You had your two o’clock bottle until you 
were nine days old. You stopped it yourself. 

You woke up for a couple of nights after that for wa-
ter and then slept on through until your six o’clock 
feeding. You had your ten o’clock bottle until you 
were four months. You have always been a good 
baby at night. Since you can stand up now, you get 
up some nights and call me, but I just lay you down 
and tell you it isn’t time to get up and you go right 
back to sleep. You have never had a bottle in bed.  

I change you and put you in our bed for your 
bottle. I don’t think you will care for your bottle 
too long. You had your first cold when you were 
nine months you caught it from your “dad”. You 
wouldn’t leave him alone. You wanted him to walk 
you around the house by holding his fingers at 
nine months you were climbing the front steps. 

You took four steps on Oct 17, 1947. You were 
walking all over the house at ten months. When 
you were ten months, I took all your bottles away 
from you except the one at six in the morning. 
You haven’t missed them, and you drink very 
well out of a glass. You had your baby food at 
ten months but ate several things from our table.”
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1947

Helen Kruger’s mother’s friend. She was the one who 
knew my birth mother that got the ball rolling so I 
could be adopted.

December 19, 1947 mother writes, “You had 
your first birthday party at your Aunt Lena’s. Your 
Grandma May, Aunt Laura, Aunt Lena, Dick, 
Laurette, Aunt Jewel, Uncle Roy, Michael, Jim, 
Uncle Bud, Aunt Nadine, Larry, Johnnie, and your 
Mama & Daddy of course. You had a wonderful 
dinner though you didn’t eat much with us, as you 
had your dinner earlier. You had some of your 
cake & ice cream. 

First birthday at Grandma May’s house on Gage St. in 
Los Angeles.  I’m one year old, but I don’t look very hap-
py here. Maybe just a bad angle. How could anyone be 
unhappy with a birthday cake all to yourself?

Above: Christmas present, a new wagon photo taken at 
our Alhambra home.

Mom dad and I at Grandma May’s house. Look at the 
old cars a 1932 Ford roadster behind me.

Photo of me at Grandma May’s standing next to a 1933 
Chevy. 
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1948

This is a good place to explain that I was not 
brought into this world as George Helmer but as 
John Jay Giordano.  That was the name of my fa-
ther as told to the court from my birth mother Nor-
ma Fowler Giordano. She was married to John 
Giordano but said I was conceived just before the 
separation and divorce. This was a lie on her part, 
and she took my real birth father’s name with her 
to the grave. I located John sometime in the mid-
1970s and he said that they were already sep-
arated based on my conception date. This was 
also backed up through having my DNA checked 
and it found that I’m mostly German and Irish 
with some Baltic countries mixed in, no Italian. 

My parents Carl and Violet couldn’t have children 
and they tried since they were married, back in 
1935. They decided to adopt a child and one of my 
mother’s friends Helen Kruger knew of my birth 
mother,Norma fowler Giradino who was looking 
to give up her unborn child for adoption.  My folks 
called an adoption attorneys Hooper and Miller 
at their office at 1011 Fox Building 608 S. Hill 
St. Los Angeles, CA.  Case number AD 13117. 

Arrangements were made before I was born 
which I would live with Carl and Violet and be in 
their foster care as the court proceeding was go-
ing through the courts.  My mother told me she 
lost 70 pounds of weight during the next year 

worrying that they wouldn’t let them adopt me.  
Not sure who I was named after, my mom’s un-
cle or the attorney George A. Hooper who helped 
them on this journey. Funny how things work out 
because my sister was conceived between No-
vember and December of 1947 and was born 
on August 17, 1948. Adoption papers approved, 
Law Office of Hooper and Miller April 1. 1948 re-
ceipt for $250.00 court Abandonment Adoption. 

One weekend day I was playing outside the ga-
rage with my parents nearby. I made my way into 
the garage and was exploring. As my parents 
were outside talking, I found a bottle of liquid ce-
ment and drank it. When my parents looked over 
at me, and saw what I had done, they rushed me 
to the Temple City Emergency Hospital. The doc-
tor pumped my stomach out by running a couple 
of tubes down my throat. Glad I don’t remember 
much only the bright lights in the operating room.

2nd birthday at my aunt Lena’s house.

Fun at our new home in Rosemead playing with the 
hose during summer.

My one-year-old photo was taken by a photographer 
who came to our house each year. I still have the table 
I’m standing on.

Both photos were above taken at our Rosemead house.

My official 2nd-year photo taken by the photographer.

1948
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1949 1949
It snowed in sunny California 
January 1949!

Looks like I really enjoyed the snow here at the Rosemead house. It snowed throughout the Los Angeles area 
including on Catalina Island. This was the last time that a huge snowstorm blanket the Southern California area.

Lots of fun times in 1949 with the snow in Janu-
ary and then the horse that came down our street 
with this teenage girl riding it.  You can see our 
street had no curbs or sidewalks at that time. The 
city had just put in the new sewer pipes and our 
street was still muddy. Dad took several photos 
of me on the horse. My dad told me a funny story 
many years ago. I asked him one day what the 
pipes were  that they were putting in the ditch. He 
said that’s where all the poop and pee pee goes. 
The next day I ran over to the area and started 
peeing in the ditch then  a worker jumped out, 
seems I hit him -- Sorry man! 

I’m sitting on my favorite coffee table that I still have. 
Below is me at Griffith Park where the zoo is located.



13 14

1950

Cathy and I with our first dog Coco at Rosemead house 
backyard. We had to give Coco away because it was 
snipping at Cathy.

Dad, Grandma Susie Helmer, Cathy and me.

This was one of my favorite getups. A Hopalong 
Cassidy complete set with all the bells and whis-
tles.  If you were a kid in the early 50’s he was 
the man. The end of 1949 we purchased a brand 
new 9-inch black and white television. This was a 
huge deal hardly anyone had a television. Though 
it was small it still gave us a whole new look on 
what to do at night and for me during the day. 

William Boyd who played Hopalong Cassidy con-
vinced NBC to run the series on television. The 
initial broadcasts were so successful that NBC 
could not wait for a television series to be pro-
duced and edited the feature films to broadcast 
length. On June 24, 1949, Hopalong Cassidy be-
came the first network Western television series. 

The series and character were so popular that 
Hopalong Cassidy was featured on the cover of 
national magazines such as Look, Life, and Time. 
Boyd earned millions as Hopalong, $800,000 in 
1950 alone. Mostly from merchandise licensing 
and endorsement deals. In 1950, Hopalong Cas-
sidy was featured on the first lunchbox to bear 
an image, causing sales for Aladdin Industries 
to jump from 50,000 to 600,000 in one year. In 
stores, more than 100 companies in 1950 man-
ufactured $70 million of Hopalong Cassidy prod-
ucts, including children’s dinnerware, pillows, 
roller skates, soap, wristwatches, and jackknives.

1949

Just like the very first Television we owned.

When I think back watching TV when I was very 
young, my Grandma Susie comes to mind. She 
would babysit for my sister and I when our par-
ents would go out. I can still see my Grandma 
sitting on an ottoman about two feet in front of 
the TV set. She would be watching Wrestling 

and yelling at the TV. In those days Her favorite 
wrestler was Gorgeous George. 
  
On March 26, 1947, Gorgeous George defeat-
ed Enrique Torres to capture the Los Angeles 
Heavyweight Wrestling Championship. Then 
on February 22, 1949, George was booked as 
the feature attraction at New York City’s Madi-
son Square Garden in what would be pro wres-
tling’s first return to that venue in 12 years. By 
the 1950s, Gorgeous George’s star power was 
so huge that he was able to command 50% of the 
gate for his performances, which allowed him to 
earn over $100,000 a year, thus making him the 
highest paid athlete in the world.
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1951

1951 - 1952 
Kindergarten

Started School 

I liked school but didn’t enjoy the part where we 
had to have a quiet period and lay down. Dad 
purchased a new car, a 1951 Ford 4 door sedan. 
He kept the 1941 Chevy coupe and used it to go 
back and forth to work in and my mother used 
the Ford to run errands.  Started Kindergarten 
at Encinita Elementary in Rosemead on Encin-
ita Ave.  I remember kindergarten a little and 
playing outside in the gated playground. On the 
wall of the building was a painting of an elephant 
next to the drinking fountain.  That Elephant is 
still there today with I’m sure many coats of gray 
paint. Taking naps in school, not a big fan and 
rather be doing something else.

Early TV in1951 & 1952 was really cool and 
some of my favorite shows were: Hopalong Cas-
sidy, Roy Rogers show, The Adventures of Ozzie 
& Harriet, I Love Lucy, Howdy Doody, and Amos 
and Andy. My parents would tune into Dragnet, 
Ed Sullivan Show, Jack Benny, I Got a Secret, 
The Jackie Gleason Show, Red Skelton Show, 
Texaco Star Theater with Milton Berle, and Our 
Miss Brooks, and there were others, but these 
are the ones I remember. To this day I still like 
to watch The Adventures of Ozzie & Harriet. It’s 
a half hour show with two brothers, David and 
Rickie Nelson. Rick was a little older than me, 
but I could relate to him. He became a teen idol 
and had many hit records during my teen years. 

April 11, 1950 neighbor kids pose for photo in front of our next doors neighbors house. 

My mother was always making me look like I was doing 
Halloween year around. Here you would think I should 
be in the Austrian Alps yodeling or something. It’s kind 
of a cool photo.  

Cathy and I in the back yard. Dad just put a roof on the 
patio and was working on enclosing it into a den for 
our house. 
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Strange Happenings

My fascination with the unexplained started 
around 1951 with an event that I still remember 
today, and since I’m on this subject I may as well 
put it all down here. As I was telling you earlier 
my Grandma Susie would babysit for my sister 
and I. When we would go to bed my sister would 
be put in my parents’ bedroom and I would be in 
the other bedroom.  This one night a couple of 
hours after being in bed I woke suddenly for an 
unknown reason. I looked towards the door and 
saw a shadowy figure standing next to the door. I 
couldn’t believe what I was seeing, and the figure 
got fainter towards the bottom and disappeared 
before reaching the floor. It didn’t say anything, 
but it looked scary to me and my heart raced as 
I was looking directly into its face. I didn’t know 
what to do so I took a chance and ran right out 
the door by it and towards the living room where 
my Grandmother was. I don’t remember what 
she said or what happened after that, but I guess 
I didn’t go back into the room until my parents 
came home. Was it a dream, a light on the wall 
shining from the outside, or my imagination? Not 
sure, but it seemed real to me and that image is 
still in my head after 65 years.
 
After that experience, things started happening 
now and then that were strange. I would wake 

up in the middle of the night when my family was 
asleep, and all was quiet. I could hear something; 
I would listen closely and hear what sounded 
like a broom sweeping the floor in the kitchen. 
I thought no, that can’t be a broom sweeping in 
the middle of the night. I then listened closely 
and told myself yes, it’s a broom sweeping the 
floor. I would pull the covers over my head and 
go back to sleep. In the years to follow the small 
9-inch television was replaced in our front room 
with a much larger one and the small one was 
moved into my bedroom. Sometimes I felt some-
thing strange in the air and would wake up when I 
would see a flash go off. By the time I would open 
my eyes it would be over. Eventually one time I 
saw it and it was the TV set discharging energy 
through the tube. After that, I would unplug the 
TV before going to bed.  This made no difference 
and would occasionally discharge anyway. Could 
this be just a simple explanation of static electric-
ity building up in the electronics then discharging 
at some point, maybe, but it was very random.
 
There were other things that were strange, but I 
just passed them off as no big deal. One night I 
woke up and was in a panic. After going to sleep 
I had this dream I still remember today as if it 
was last night. I found myself floating high above 
our house but could see through the roof as if 
there was no roof. Feeling totally free no sense of 

height, temperature, or any other tangible sensa-
tion. I could see into the rooms and counted my 
family. I counted to myself one, two, three, four, 
five people four sleeping and myself. I thought 
that’s wrong wait, I counted over and over each 
time coming to the same number. I was really 
confused and said wait how could this be. Moth-
er, dad, Cathy, me lying in bed and me looking 
down. And as I realized I counted myself twice I 
woke from this state. You may say it was a dream, 
but to me, it was much too vivid and again I still 
can see this in my mind as if it just happened. 

Our Rosemead home was built in 1946 and my 
parents purchased it in 1947. Originally an old 
farmhouse, barn, chicken coops, and stables 
were located on our block’s property. Through the 
decades time moved on and the farm was leveled 
making room for housing. My dad while fixing up 
the property would dig around the backyard and 
come up with old horseshoes and other items. 
Less than a hundred yards from our house down 
Claudia Avenue towards and just on the other 
side of Mission Drive was the oldest cemetery in 
Southern California called Savannah Cemetery.

 Around 1846 Henry Dalton, owner of Rancho 
San Francisquito was riding on his vast property 
in the San Gabriel Valley when he came upon two 
graves that were protected by a cactus hedge. 
Henry and his wife decided to set aside two acres 
surrounding the graves for a cemetery. The loca-
tion of the cemetery was desirable because the 
water table in other nearby areas was too high 
for burial purposes. Savannah is the oldest Prot-
estant cemetery in Southern California and has 
been in continuous operation since its founding 
in 1850. Just a couple miles east was the end 
of the Santa Fe Trail. Savannah encompasses 
an area of slightly over four acres in size and 
there are more than 3,700 documented burials. 
The remains of many of the original pioneers of 
the area are protected here. There are also un-
marked graves and many orphan children buried 
there. The grave-site originally continued beyond 
the boundaries of the new cemetery. 

You can see the land on which our house was 
built has a lot of history. It has been reported 

that unmarked graves were outside the original 
grave site. Restless spirits could be roaming in 
and around the cemetery. I’ve had a couple of re-
curring dreams when I was very young. One was 
with this brick well in our backyard located be-
low the ground level where a spirit lived. It would 
open up and they would try to get me. The other 
was a dark spirit chasing me through the house 
until I could escape out the front door. Maybe it 
was just an active imagination or something, but 
I hated those dreams. Later I would confront the 
dark spirit when I got out of the house looking 
back and I wasn’t afraid anymore.

As the years went by and things happened, I just 
dealt with it. That is until at the age of 11 or 12 
when dad built the room behind the garage. See 
our house was a two bedroom and didn’t fit our 
family properly. After the age of six, I think I no 
longer shared a bedroom with my sister and was 
moved to the living room and slept on a sofa bed.  
That made it kind of difficult for everyone because 
of my parents watching TV at night and I wouldn’t 
go to bed until they did. My parents decided more 
room was needed and my dad built (with my lim-
ited help) a 400 square foot room behind the de-
tached garage. One large room and a bathroom 
with shower and sink. Cool for an upcoming teen-
ager for sure all except I was living and sleep-
ing 30 feet from the house behind the garage. 
After moving out there and the years to follow lots 
of weird things would go on from time to time. I 
would hear taps on the walls or sounds I was un-
able to distinguish clearly. I remember mounting 
my TV from one of the large wood beams in the 
ceiling and watching TV no thoughts about any-
thing just me and the program I was watching. All 
of a sudden, this feeling would come over me that 
I was no longer alone and even the air changed 
in the room, pretty weird and made me feel really 
uneasy. 

I started reading everything I could get my hands 
on about the unexplained and things like that to 
gain a better understanding of what was going 
on. After joining the Army, I stopped having those 
experiences until my wife Cejay and I purchased 
the house after my mother died in 1986. I start-
ed remodeling the house and all kinds of activity When mom and dad first purchased the house the address was 1337, then it was changed to 4129 Claudia Avenue.
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1952

1952 - 1953 
1st Grade

The Ghost Town at Knotts Berry Farm..

started up again.  I wrote this the other day for an 
Internet blog site about haunting and the Savan-
nah Cemetery. Here’s that article:

I lived on Claudia Avenue approximately 100 
yards from the Savannah Cemetery from 1948 
to 1971 then again from 1984 until 2005.  I would 
say my house was haunted and I’ve had many 
experiences there. Full body apparitions in my 
house with blankets and sheets being pulled off 
the bed while we’re sleeping. Doors opening and 
closing, things moving from one spot to another, 
the feeling someone is watching you, cold spots, 
and many other things. My wife and I purchased 
the house after my parents passed away, and we 
moved back in for nine years. She had her own 
experiences not knowing what I experienced in 
the house. We eventually named the ghost The 
Shoe Tyer because my wife would occasionally 
find one of her sports shoes tied in the morning 
after a run that she took off the night before. I 
told her the stories of the house and it freaked 
her out so much that she took her shoes off, toss 
them in the closet and close the closet right af-
ter. The next morning she got up and went to the 
closet to get her shoes. She opened the closet 
and grabbed her shoes and the one that was up-
side down was tied. This is the truth as strange 
as it may sound.  We had vertical blinds in the 
front room positioned from above the sliding door 
to the floor. As I was sitting there watching TV 
by myself, I caught something out of the corner 
of my eye. I looked to the right and watched the 
blind as if someone was running their hand along 
the blind as they walked by, kind of a wave ef-
fect for about 5 feet, it gave me the chills.  My 
cats would look at different areas in the front 
room as if they were looking at something, also 
very creepy.  I understand from the history of the 
Cemetery that when they widen the roads (Valley 
& Mission) in the early years they would come 
across unmarked graves.  So, do I think that Sa-
vannah Cemetery and the surrounding area have 
ghostly things happening, I do.

These events are the things that tend to shape 
our opinions. Is everything that has happened to 
me supernatural, of course not. There are things 
I don’t have explanations for no matter how hard I 

look. The bottom line is that I believe in the world 
of the unknown. I believe there are things we 
don’t know or understand and may never under-
stand. I do think that there is an order to every-
thing, and everything fits together. Remember at 
one time people believed the world was flat and if 
you thought otherwise you could be put to death. 
Things change as we obtain greater understand-
ing and wisdom about everything. It seems the 
more you understand the more you don’t under-
stand. 

Knott’s Berry Farm.

Mom and dad took Cathy and I to Knotts Berry 
Farm quite a few times over the years. I always 
had a lot of fun running around the Park. In the 
early days, it was more of a cowboy ghost town 
and didn’t have a lot of rides. I really enjoyed rid-
ing on the real steam Baldwin Locomotive built in 
1881. The grand opening for the Calico Railroad 
was in 1952 when we first started going there.  
During the ride, they would have train robbers 
come through the train shooting their guns and 
pretend to hold up the train, it quite exciting.

Looking out of the train.
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1953

1953 - 1954 
2nd Grade

Mrs. Anderson 2nd Grade Class.

My class was Invited to our teacher’s house for 
lunch and games with her family. It was a lot of 
fun her husband had an old Army Military Jeep 
which he let us sit in and pretend we could drive. 

She was the kindest elementary teacher I had at 
Encinita from Kindergarten through sixth grade.
 

1954

1954 - 1955 
3nd Grade

3rd Grade Our Trip.

Friday, August 20th, we 
started our trip to Northern 
California and Oregon. It 
was our summer vacation 
for the family. I remember 
back to that first night we 
spent in Bakersfield. We 
stayed at the home of one of 

my mothers’ friends. Funny that I can still see in 
my mind’s eye the front of that two-story home. 
The next day we headed to my mother’s cousins 
dairy farm just north of Sacramento near the Sac-
ramento River.  A fun time for those few days on 
the dairy farm.  My second cousin a boy about a 
year older than me showed me around the farm. 
We made a long tunnel out of hay bales by laying 
the bales long ways than on the top we stacked 
more bails width wise.  It made a perfect tunnel 
with turns and corners.
  
In the morning I would go out and collect chicken 
eggs from around the barn. The chickens ran wild 
on the farm and would lay their eggs up in higher 
places like on the haystacks.  One day I was up 
about 10 to 12 feet on hay bales stacked in a 
kind of pyramid shape. Looking for those eggs 
I lost my balance and tumbled down the stack. 
Thinking I was alright and as I got up, I felt some-
thing warm in my hand. I looked down and saw 
my hand was covered in blood.  I ran back to the 
farmhouse and called for my dad. He came out-

side and found that I had sliced the bottom of my 
palm on the right hand.  Being many miles from a 

Hospital he performed what had to be one of the 
greatest jobs repairing my palm. He cleaned it up 
and made butterfly closures from medical tape.  
What had happened was that I ripped my palm 
against one of the wires ends that were used to 
bail the hay. Even today you can see a fine scar 
on the bottom of my palm.

Dad did some salmon fishing on the Sacramen-
to River and caught quite a few large Salmon. 
We also took one day to go to the orchards and 
pick walnuts and almonds.  This one day while 
dad was fishing, he and my mom’s cousin a man 
about my dad’s age saw something eroding from 
the banks of the river.  The bank must have been 
about 10 to 15 feet high. They went down to in-
vestigate and came back with a human skull. 
This was 1954, today you would report it and a 
team of investigators would be blocking off the 

August 24-26, 1954 I’m 8 years old. Near the 
Sacramento River.

Looks like those Salmon scared me, Cathy doesn’t seem to have a problem. On the Sacramento River.
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area and setting up an investigation. That skull 
traveled in the trunk of our car until we got back 
home. 

We then made our way up to Medford Oregon 
then driving to Crater Lake and Klamath Falls. Af-
ter spending some time looking at the lake and 
the falls, we headed back to Medford but not be-
fore stopping at the Uncanny Canyon on August 
26th.   Uncanny Canyon was located on the Cra-
ter Lake Highway about halfway between Gold 
Hill and Crater Lake. Being so close to the Ore-
gon Vortex (House of Mystery) it generated a bit 
of a vortex rivalry. The rivalry ended when Uncan-
ny Canyon was submerged after the completion 
of the Lost Creek Reservoir in the late 1970s.  

We stayed over in Medford that night and the 
next morning we got up had some breakfast and 

started our drive to the Oregon Caves.  After driv-
ing some distance west from Medford, we arrived 
around 10 AM. I remember several things about 
that day. It was a sunny nice day and we went 
deep into the cave with a tour guide. It had lights 
along the pathway and the tour guide showed us 
just how dark it could get. He turned off the lights 
and you couldn’t see an inch in front of your face. 
He then lit one match and it lit up the whole area 
inside. After an hour of looking at the rock for-

mations, we headed back 
out. The rain was coming 
down in buckets. I thought 
to myself, how could this 
be, it was sunny one min-
ute with not a cloud in the 
sky and now we are in a 
down poor. It was like two 
different days.  The other 
thing I remember on this 
trip is the logging mills 
and the stacks of lumber 
and sawdust everywhere.   

I was going into 3rd grade 
at the time Mrs. Fields 
class at Rosemead El-
ementary School later 
called Encinita Elemen-
tary.  We had what they 
called Show & Tell about 
our Summer vacations 
and I decided to bring the 
skull my dad found that day. I stood in front of the 
class and opened the box containing the human 
skull and I thought Mrs. Fields was going to have 
a heart attack.  I don’t remember all the details, 
but my dad was contacted by the school and 
police department about his findings. After that, 

Camp Williams East Fork San Gabriel Canyon August 16th 1954. 
Claudia Ave. Neighbors the Donnaly’s came to visit with us.

Here’s Mon and mom’s cousin’s wife who owned the 
dairy where we stayed. This is Uncanny Canyon. Look 
through the door opening and see me with my second 
cousin.

3rd grade class photo in Mrs. Adams class.

I don’t recall what happened, but I believe they 
took the skull.
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1955

1955 - 1956 
4nd Grade

The Beginning of Rock-N-Roll

I remember the summer of 1955 as if it was yes-
terday. Dad would take our teardrop trailer up to 
Williams Camp on the East fork of The San Ga-
briel River. Not much of a river, it was a stream 
about twenty feet wide and a couple of feet deep 
in some spots.  We would camp there for a few 
weeks at a time while dad would drive down the 
mountain and go to work, unless he was on va-
cation at the time.  I loved fishing, hiking and ex-
ploring in the mountains around the camp. There 
was a small spring entering the campgrounds 
from under the main road just before you entered 
Williams Camp grounds.  You had to scale a cliff 
face in a couple of places to get around small 
waterfalls, always being on the lookout for bears 
and mountain lions not to mention rattlesnakes 
that would be out and about. 

Each week the department of fish and wildlife 

would bring a water tanker type truck up to the 
canyon with fish in it to replenish the streams. I 
could hear it on the main road coming into the 
camp. It placed buckets of fish all along the 
streams in and outside the campgrounds. A cou-
ple of miles below Williams Camp was Shady 
Oaks Campgrounds which was noted to be kind 

of a rough place to camp with some gun violence 
and fights from drunks.  We didn’t go down there 
or fish that far downstream.  I would get up early 
and fish for a couple of hours each day and al-
ways came back with two or three fish if not more.  

One time the fish weren’t biting, although you 
could see them swimming under the water. There 
was this one big fish everyone was trying to catch 
but it alluded everyone.  We built this big pond 
by a rock outcropping and stacked large rocks 
across the stream until the pond was about 5 foot 
deep. Lots of fish would swim around the pond 
or go back upstream. This older man was deter-
mined to catch this big fish and would come out 
each morning to try his luck. Because it wasn’t 
biting, I decided to take the bait off my three-
prong hook which was shiny gold and cast it out 
a couple of feet. When it settled on the bottom of 
the pond, I could see it clearly through the crys-
tal-clear water.   I patiently waited and watched 
the big fish swim back and forth.  The fish finally 
swam directly over my hook and I yanked the fish-
ing rod and snagged the fish by the tail. I brought 

it ashore and put it in my fishing bag. The older 
guy across the pond got so mad that I caught the 
fish he threw his rod and reel down on the ground 
and started yelling at me. I quickly ran back to the 
camp to present the trout to my parents for their 
dinner that night.   

Williams Camp was a cool place where they had 
a store at the top of the campgrounds with food 
and soft drinks. They sold beer to the adults and 
I remember the Hamm’s Beer laminated sigh be-
hind the counter.  The layout was small but effi-
cient. About four of five eating booths next to the 
window in the front and two arcade games near 
the door leading to the campgrounds. I loved 
these machines and spent every dime I had on 
them. One coin-operated game was a rifle shoot-
ing game that you shot down things associated 
with hillbillies like crows, whiskey bottles, jugs, 
and scarecrows. The other game was a bowl-
ing game where you would slide a chrome steel 
disk about an inch thick to a set of pins down a 
four-foot elevated alley.  They also had a jukebox 
which was inside the cafe and eventually, they 
moved it outside. This was when I first started 
getting into the new music, they called Rock-in-
roll. I was hooked and remember hearing new 
sounds like Rock Around the Clock, Shake Rattle 
and Roll and Blue Berry Hill and even the Yellow 
Rose of Texas.

Before they built the Rosemead pool in 1957 we had to 
go to Garvy Park to take our swimming lessons.

These were the exact same items inside Williams Camp Store.
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Lake Hemet is an artificial lake 
in the San Jacinto Mountains, 
4,340 ft above sea level. It’s 
part of the San Bernardino Na-
tional Forest and has a surface 
area of 470 acres with 12 miles 
of shoreline. Fishing is the pri-
mary attraction to the lake, 
which is stocked with rainbow 
trout, channel catfish, bluegill 
and Largemouth bass. Other 
Lake Hemet activities include 
boating, picnicking, hiking, and 
camping in the surrounding ar-
eas. 

Lake Hemet fishing with 
family.

Above: L to R: Jewel, Jim,Cathy, Lina & Lance.

Left: My cousin Lance and I and our 
teardrop trailer in the background. 
I sure do look like I’m just kicking 
back or bored. 

Dad above in the lower right corner waiting for that fish to take the bait. Through the years one thing that comes to 
me about dad was how much he liked to fish. I guess that’s why I also loved to fish especially in my younger years.

Dad at the door and Uncle Bud front of the trailer.

Aunt Nadeen and Mom peaking out.

This was one of our family outings with my Aunts, 
uncles, and cousins on my mother’s side of the 
family. Seems we never did much with my fa-
ther’s side. Most all my stories that involve our 
relatives are with my mother’s side. 

I had a great time going to Hemet and I spent as 
much time as possible fishing with my dad. My 
dad loved fishing and looking at his photo book 
from the late 1930s and early 1940s there are 
quite a few photos of him fishing mainly in the 
ocean.
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 Newport Fishing Trip to Catalina Island.

Speaking of ocean fishing, dad took me deep sea 
fishing one time around this time period.

We went to Newport Beach and left there head-
ing to Catalina Island or just off the island itself. 
On the way over before sunup, it was pretty calm, 
but I started getting seasick anyway. Buy the time 
we started fishing I felt better and enjoyed all the 
fishing with the other people on board. When you 
caught a fish and tried to reel it in you would have 
to go up over and down under other people’s 
poles, so you wouldn’t get tangled up with their 
fishing lines. I only caught a few and it was late 
afternoon when the captain said it was time to 
head back. This trip back was the most scared 
I had ever been on the ocean except for my trip 
over to Vietnam on the General R.M Batchford. 
The distance between Newport Beach and Cata-
lina Island is 32 miles and can be treacherous if 
the seas are rough. 

We started back, and the swells started getting 
larger and larger. Now the 45-foot boat was going 
up the face and down the back of each swell. The 
swells got larger the further we went. I was getting 
worried as the captain wheeled the boat up and 
over each swell. All of a sudden, the boat’s pro-
peller was coming out of the water as we crest-
ed each wave and it would make this slapping 
sound. This confirmed my feelings that things 
were not going well. We made it back to New-
port’s Davey Jones Locker 
which was the name I think 
it was called in those days, 
it’s now called Just Davey’s 
Locker.  They must have 
had many close calls and 
people just like me thought 
that they would be heading 
to Davey Jones Locker, so 
they changed the name.

This boat was out of Newport Beach although I think 
this boat came on board a year later. But it’s just like the 
one that we were on. 

Running in the Halls.

Running in the halls at Encinita Elementary 
School was against the schools’ rules. We had 
safety monitors that were chosen from the 5th 
and six grades. They were like the police and 
would take your name down and turn it into the 
office if you broke the rules. A friend of mine Rus-
sel Nelson lived just a couple houses on the other 
side of the Railroad tracks on Lower Azusa Road 
on the south side of the street. Russel’s backyard 
fence backed up to an industrial area. In fact, at 
that time Fiesta Floats was located directly be-
hind his house. We had a lot of fun looking at the 
Rose Parade floats being built there. 

At school one day we received a speeding ticket 
for running in the halls. We were called into the 
Principals office from class. We were sitting out-
side the office waiting for our turn. The secretary 
told us to go into his office.  The principal wasn’t 
happy with us and said that we would be given 
corporal punishment. Three swats with this large 
size paddle were to be administered. I bent over 
and held onto the principals desk as Russel was 
handed the paddle. He swung it hard towards me. 
One, Two,then the last hit from that swift-moving 
paddle three, which really hurt. My butt was sting-
ing but it was over, now for Russel’s turn.   

He took his place and bent over and grabbed the 
front of the desk as I did. I lined up beside him 
and started my first swing. Wham! The principal 
said that doesn’t count, not hard enough. Again, 
and again as I sang the paddle the principal ut-
tering the same words, not hard enough. At this 
point not hard enough was still having an effect 
on Russ. I still remember as if it was yesterday, 
still bent over he turned to his left looked me 
straight in the eyes and said, “Hit me hard!” After 
the next three shots, it satisfied the principal.  

On the way out of the office both our butts were 
still stinging, Russ turn to me and said, “I couldn’t 
take much more why didn’t you hit me harder to 
start with?” “I didn’t want to hurt you”. Later we 
laughed about it and it built a stronger bond be-
tween us. Russel was also in my Boy Scout pack 
with me, a nice guy. 

Encinita Elementary School early 1950’s.

The first Winchell’s Donut House opened in Temple City just 
a block east of the Temple City Theater on Las Tunas Blvd.  
I would walk to the theater and would stop sometimes to get 
a donut. I diffidently ate my share of donuts there. It was built 
in 1948 and you could get a coffee and donut for 16 cents. It 
only cost  35 cents to go see a movie.  

We fished off the South Point not far away from Avalon 
on Catalina Island.

The swells were three times 
the size of this one and it was 
scary.

Hallway by my 6th grade room last door.
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Belonging to the Scouts.

For a few years, I belong to both the Cub Scouts 
and Boy Scouts. My dad became involved too as 
one of our scout leaders. He contributed a lot of 
time and effort making the experience even bet-
ter for me. My pack number was 597 which was 
from our grammar school. I started in 1955 as I 
can see from a photo from school that I had a Cub 
Scout tee-shirt on for my class photo, it’s in this 
book.  A boy who is 10 years old or is in the fourth 
grade is a Webelo Scout. A short time later I grad-
uated to becoming a Boy Scout. Bill Scales was 

Above: Cub Scout pack 597 dinner held in the Encinta 
Grammar School auditorium. My dad and I are sitting 
in the upper left. My friend Dan wark with his dad Frank 
are the lower right. Dan was killed in action in Vietnam 
in 1968, a tragic story.

Boy Scout breakfast fundraiser at Bill Scales home. Dad in the white hat. Bill lower photo is taking orders.
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Above: Rosemead house front room fireplace. The fire-
place mantel where my Cub Scout badges were dis-
played after I went into the Boy Scouts.

Left: Dressed in my Cub Scout uniform. The covered 
wagon necktie was given to me by my older cousin Jim 
Rutz.

Right: Boy Scout uniform.

the Scout Master and all the packs would meet 
once a month at the Encinita Elementary School 
Auditorium.  Michael Blackman’s mother was our 
cub mother and we would have a meeting each 
week at Mikes house to do different types of proj-
ects. Mike’s dad was a projectionist and worked 
sometimes at the Edwards Theater in Temple 
City. Mike lived on Gidley St in Temple City.  It was 
fun and a lot of work doing projects for our merit 
badges. Occasionally we would go on overnight 
trips to places like Mt. Baldy, the Cleveland Na-
tional Forest, and the Boy Scout camp at Eaton 
Canyon Reservoir. We would also hold a scout 
Breakfast occasionally as a fund-raiser. These 

would be held at Bill Scales house on Evansports 
Dr., just off Lower Azusa.  Dan Wark was also in 
my pack and he lived on the South West corner 
of our street directly across the street from the 
Savannah Cemetery. 

I remember a couple of trips we took one of which 
was to the Cleveland Forest and the other to Ea-
ton Canyon. On the Cleveland trip, we got there 
Friday night after a couple of hour drive and set 
up our tents all in a nice row and everything in 
perfect order. Had hot dogs and hamburgers for 
dinner. Dad had towed a small open utility trailer 
with our gear in it behind our 1951 Ford sedan. 

Sometime after midnight, it started to rain, and I 
mean rain. It got so bad that small streams of wa-
ter were coming through the bottoms of our tents. 
Dad had a canvas over the top of the trailer, and 
we ran to seek shelter there. All of the other boys 
and dads made their way to other dry places. 
Morning arrived, and not too soon for us as we 
were all cold and wet. The rain had subsided for 
the time and we made a campfire and drank hot 
chocolate and dried out our clothes as much as 
possible. Then the rain started coming back and 
we packed our things as quickly as possible and 
headed home. I remember this because of how 
cold I was for hours and couldn’t wait to get home Below: My dog Cindy and my cat fluffy.
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April 10, 1955, Easter Sunday at Uncle Dud May house. Back left to right cousin Dick Young and his wife Bonnie, 
Larry May and his girlfriend at the time. Bottom row me, Jim Rutz, sister Cathy.  Cousin Laurette Young, John 
May, Mike Rutz are not shown. At this time Mike played for the Rams Professional Football team as the center. 
That’s our 1951 Ford in the background.  

Webelo Scout with my new Webelo Tee-Shirt.

Uncle Buds House. 

I remember going over to my Uncle Buds and 
Aunt Nadine’s house many times during the hol-
idays. My Uncle Bud at this stage of his life was 
a toy salesman. He would always let Cathy and 
I go to his truck and pick out a toy for ourselves. 
Their son my cousin John had the best collection 

of comic books ever. I would love reading them, 
but he would hide the best ones, so I wouldn’t 
bend them. He also had this small little combi-
nation bank that I would always try to open but 
never succeeded. They lived a few blocks from 
where the Beach Boys lived, the 91 Freeway took 
both of their homes out when they built the new  
Freeway.

for a hot shower. 

The other time was at Eaton Canyon which is lo-
cated at the base of the San Gabriel Mountains in 
Pasadena. Some water in it but mostly rock and 
brush everywhere. We would chase and hunt 
for frogs in the shallow streams and inside this 
dark tunnel with our flashlights. Was really creepy 
there and this place is called Devil’s Gate Dam in 
Eaton Canyon. Many children have gone miss-
ing there and some were murdered, and others 
have never been found. You can read more about  
this area on the Internet. I don’t remember much 
more than that on that trip but didn’t like that trip 
much.

Being in Boy Scouts was a great experience 
and I cherish the time I did spend in scouts. We 
learned discipline, patriotism, survival skills, and 
many other things, besides it was a lot of fun 
hanging out with your dad and friends.
Punched in the nose.
 

Now in 4th grade, our teacher Mrs. Field’s lets 
say she was a little unhinged from time to time. 
I’m sure it isn’t easy handling 4th graders where 
our attention span was maybe 10 minutes on any 
one subject. A few of the guys including myself 
would bring rubber bands to class and shoot 
them at each other when Mrs. fields had her 
back turned. We continued this until we figured 
out a better method where we wouldn’t waist so 
many rubber bands. We folded small pieces of 
paper into a vee shape. Armed with the Rubber 
band stretched between our thumb and index fin-
ger we would load the v shape paper projectile 
and shoot it at our neighbors. Occasionally Mrs. 
Fields would see them on the floor and get up-
set, can’t blame her. One day (not me) one of the 
other guys in class misjudge his aim and hit Mrs. 
Fields in the back. The class saw it and started 
snickering. Mrs. Field turned around and was fu-
rious.  In the past, if someone would do some-
thing wrong, she would come by your desk and 
grab your ear and twist it.  

I thought OMG she going to come by and start 
twisting ears so when she looked back, I put my 
head on my desk and covered my ears. I don’t 
know exactly what transpired but she quickly ran 
over to my desk and since she couldn’t get to my 
ears, from down low between the desk and my 
arm she punched me in the face. Immediately 
stood up and my nose started bleeding and the 
blood ran down my shirt.  I didn’t cry but was now 
really mad and told her I didn’t do it then ran out 
of the class. I went home which was a couple 
of blocks away and told my mother. My mother 
took me back to school and talked to Mrs. Fields 
and the principal. Funny now how things have 
changed, now the teacher would get charged 
with abuse. She apologize and the next day ev-
erything went back to normal except I decided 
not to do the rubber band shooting any more.       
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1956
Fifth Grade 

The very first record I pur-
chased from the music 
store in Rosemead was 
Elvis Presley’s “Hound 
Dog” on the A-side and 
“Don’t Be Cruel” on the 
B side. It came out in the 
Summer of 1956 and I 
was caught up in Elvis fe-

ver. 
 
 I went to see the film “Forbidden Planet” with 
Danny Wark and a couple other guys at the Tem-
ple City Theater on Rosemead Boulevard and 
Las Tunas Drive in Temple City. I had a dentist 
appointment that day and mom said I could go 
to the movie, but I had to be in front by 2 pm so 
she could pick me up. The film was so good I lost 
track of the time and even the appointment. As I 
was totally entranced with the movie, I hear my 
mother standing next to me saying you’re sup-
posed to be out front. I had to leave and didn’t get 
to see the ending of the movie. The next week-
end I went to see the movie again and to this day 
I love that movie. 
 
I got into my first so-called fight behind the base-
ball backstop at the farthest end of the field at the 
school. Have no idea what it was over as I was 
not an aggressive person. This was after I got my 

braces on and he said that he was going to hit 
me in my mouth and make my lips bleed all over 
the place. We met there after school along with 
a dozen other kids. He threw the first punch and 
we were at it. Before long, it became a wrestling 
match and I got him into a headlock, and he gave 
up. No one was hurt, and we never had any other 
issues, in fact, we hung out together after that. 
Strange how that tends to happen sometimes.

Having braces was very important to me but was 
painful at times. I remember going and having 
eight teeth pulled out all at once in surgery. Four 
baby teeth and four permanent. This was done to 
make room for my teeth to be moved back in my 
mouth. Then monthly I would go in and have the 
braces tightened up. At that time the braces were 
some type of metal and wrapped around each 
tooth. The orthodontist would snip off the old 
wires replace them with new wires. After tighten-
ing the teeth my teeth hurt so bad that you want-
ed to cry. You would sit in the dental chair with 
all these long wires sticking out of your mouth. 
The orthodontist would clip them and bend the 
ends so they wouldn’t stick you in the lip. Some-
times they missed one here and there and you 
would have to bend them down a bit at home. 
You would use small rubber bands on the sides of 
your teeth to help in moving the teeth back along 
with a headgear used at night. These made your 
teeth really sore. 

After getting my braces tighten each month Mon 
would take me over to Mac Donald’s on Main 
Street in Alhambra to get a malt. This would ease 
the pain and make me feel better as it was a treat.

The orthodontist was Dr. Kennion C. Andersen 
and was located at 401 N. Garfield Ave. Alham-
bra.

Getting ready for dental braces. The photo was taken 
at McCormick Dental X-Ray Laboratory on May 6th. 

1956 - 1957 
5nd Grade
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6th Grade 

It was the beginning of 6th grade that many 
things started changing. Elvis’s “All Shook Up”, 
“Heartbreak Hotel and “Blue Suede Shoes” all 
were number one hits on the top 40 charts. It 
wasn’t until I purchased my first record called 
“Hound Dog” & “Don’t Be Cruel” that I became 
an Elvis fan. 

I first played these records on a 45 RPM record 
player that we got a few years earlier. It was a 
1953 “Alice in Wonderland” RCA Victor 45rpm 
record player. Very basic but I played the songs 
over and over until I knew every word in the song. 

I remember sometimes wearing mostly black. 
Black pants, black tee shirt and a black sleeved 
shirt along with my very cool Blue suede shoes. 
I felt very cool. With the release of “Blue Suede 
Shoes,” I remember convincing my mother to 
buy me a pair. The first day I wore them along 
with my black tee shirt with rolled up sleeves and 
black slacks. I went into the school’s bathroom 
and looked in the mirror and thought, now I’m 
cool. Reminds me of the Fonzie in Happy Days 
although I wasn’t as cool as the “Fonz”. 

1957

1957 - 1958 
6th Grade

Above: Morgan Ice Cream front, and back of the menu late 1950’s.

When I had time, I would make a small project in 
the garage. Dad had a workbench and tools at 
the back of the garage. We had an extra radio an 
old tube set but it worked pretty well. I remember 
listening to early rock-in-roll on it as I was making 
something. Songs like Elvis All Shook Up, Everly 
Brothers, Wake Up Little Susie, Bobby Helms, 
My Special Angel, Fats Domino, Blue Monday 

Above: The inside and outside of Morgan’s Ice Cream 
in the late 1950s.

The King of Rock-in-Roll.

Our very first record 
player. Cathy would 
play Debbie Reyn-
olds’s song Tammy 
until I almost went 
crazy.

Above: Morgan Ice Cream both sides of the inside of the menu.



41 42

were among some of the 
songs that were played on 
the all AM stations from Los 
Angeles and Pasadena. 

Our family purchased our 
first transistor radio in late 
1957. We bought it through 
our neighbor Lou Payne who 
lived two doors north of us. 
Lou had some type of con-
tact who he purchased a 

dozen or so of them. Seems we paid $25.00 
for It and this was a deal. Retail price was $39.95  
(roughly $364.00 in year-2020 dollars) I remem-
ber it was an off-white color and had a black 
leather case and little holes where the speaker 
was, so you could play it with the case on it.  

Cathy and I at the Queen Anne Cottage at the Los Angeles Arboretum. It’s five miles north of our Rosemead 
house in Arcadia.  

POOR READING SKILLS. 

This was the year that my 6th grade teacher found 
out that I had big problems reading. I was able to 
get through the other grades by doing whatever 
it took not to be picked or called upon in class 
when it pertained to reading. She helped me by 
having me attend an after-school reading class 
held outside with other students who were also 
having problems. This is where I met John Con-
cilio who would impact my running a couple of 
years later in 8th grade. John was a new student 
who came from Italy and spoke very little English. 
This class helped some, but I was so far behind 
it would take much effort and time to improve. It 
wasn’t until the 7th grade that I could really see 
the difference.   

Transistor Radio

DISNEYLAND Opens July 17, 1955 our first trip in the summer of 1957
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The photo’s above are from 1957 at Disneyland and how it looked then compared to today. On the left was the Mad Tea 
Party ride that we affectionately called the teacups. The teacup attraction is still there today but was moved in 1983 
when Fantasyland was transformed.  Now in the spot where the teacups were the carousel was put in that place. The 
teacups were set off to the right-hand side of Fantasyland next to Alice in Wonderland where they stand today.  There 
was a certain charm to the park in the early years with smaller crowds unlike today with bumper to bumper people. 
Don’t get me wrong I still love going to Disneyland. This year marks the 63rd year I been going there and still love it.

DISNEYLAND 
In the Summer of 1957, we made our first trip to 
Disneyland. That was two years after it’s open-
ing. Disneyland was amazing, even in the early 
years. There hadn’t been anything like it in the 
world and it was located only 40 minutes from our 
house in Rosemead. I was hooked, and I made 
yearly trips thereafter and occasionally  with oth-
er families in our neighborhood. 

In 1958 I went with the Wark family and my friend 
Dan Wark who lived on the corner of our street.  
Dan and I would be on our own once we entered 
the park and would check-in with Dan’s Mother 
from time to time. We had a great time in those 
days, going wherever we wanted in the park. You 
purchased ticket coupon books where you had A 
tickets for the less expensive rides all the way up 
the alphabet to E-tickets for the main attraction. In 
any case, we were getting thirsty running around 
from one land to the other, so we stopped by the 
Welch’s Juice Bar to get a large grape juice. 

We were so thirsty we drank them right down and 
being kids we couldn’t wait a few minutes to let 
it settle in our stomachs and we went on the ride 
just across from Welsh’s Juice Bar. It was the 
Teacup ride. We started turning the inside wheel 
faster and faster until we could hardly see, mak-
ing us very dizzy. When we got off Dan looked 
pale and I must have looked the same to him.  In 

Cathy and I sitting in the Carnation Delivery Truck 
which was parked in an alcove next to the Carnation 
ice cream store on Main Street. It was moved to the Dis-
ney back-lot in the 1970s and now sits in a museum at 
the Carnation Farms located in Carnation, Washington.

fact, we were sick from spinning and drinking that 
grape juice. We decided to go next door to the 
Mickey Mouse Club Theater to sit and watch the 
Pecos Bill film over and over until we recovered 
and felt better. We were there a half hour or so 
but eventually were back on our feet and feeling 
better as the day went on. To this day I love grape 
juice but will only have a small amount remem-
bering how sick I got on it. 
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My family always stopped at the Carnation ice 
cream store while we were at Disneyland. The 
rich tasting of the Carnation Ice Cream was the 
best. I always got a double scoop cone of choco-
late chip. The ice cream in those days was much 
better than today because of the butterfat content 
was much higher. Speaking of food, our family 
like going to StarKist’s Chicken of the Seas Pirate 
Ship in Fantasyland for something to eat as one 
of our food destinations.

Sleeping Beauty  Castle, Autopia and Adventure land 
photos from that trip in 1957.

Starkist Chicken of the Sea Pirate Ship was re-
moved from the park when Fantasyland was re-
modeled. It was demolished when Fantasyland was 
upgraded in 1983. Here’s Cathy, Mom, and Dad 
with their backs towards the bow of the ship on 
the top deck, just before we had something to eat.

 Richfield Autopia 1957.

On the inside of the bottom floor is where you purchased your food. At that time no individu-
al item on the menu was over 90 cents. You could get a tuna sandwich for 55 cents, milk for 15 
cents and for dessert, a fruit tart with whipped cream for 30 cents.  A complete meal for a buck. 

In front of Frontier Land. 
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Opening of Rosemead Pool 1957. The pool was about two hundred yards west of our house.

The early 1960s at the Rosemead pool. My friend Rick Cohen at the upper left was on our 1964 dive team. The pool at night-time. During the Summer the pool would open from 7 pm to 9 pm.  
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My Church in Rosemead.

My parents weren’t what you would call church-
goers. They led a Christian life but would only 
go to church in spurts. Although there were 
times we would attend for extended periods. 
Our neighborhood from what I remember were 
all Christians of one denomination or another. 
Our family attended the Methodist Church. The 
Payne family lived two doors north of us on our 
side of the street also went to our church along 
with the Andersons who lived across the street. 
Norma Payne and Ella Anderson were my Sun-
day school teachers and they played piano in the 
Sunday school room.  It was because of these 
ladies that my parents purchased a refurbished 
piano. I took lessons from Ella for about a year, 
I wasn’t very good at reading sheet music but 
always loved music.

The church was directly across the street from 
our high school. The first part of the building was 
built around 1929 and was expanded later. It 
could have been Easter 1957 that is still embed-
ded in my memories. To this day it was the most 
profound church experience that I’ve ever had. It 
was Easter and we were in church early. A per-

fect Spring day not to warm and not too cold. The 
church was filled with parishioners and everyone 
was quiet as the sermon was being delivered. We 
were sitting on the right side of the pews a little 
ways back from center. The spring air was com-
ing in through the open windows with the scent of 
blooming flowers outside. I could hear the birds 
singing through the slightly opened windows and 
for that brief moment all was right, calm, perfect 
in all ways and I had that sense that God was 
there with us that day.

Other times my parents decided to explore other 
churches in the area. Every Sunday we would at-
tend a different church to see how each practiced 
their faith.  In the end, we continued celebrating 
at our local Methodist church.

I have from childhood loved stories about the Bi-
ble, and would watch any and all movies about 
God, Jesus Christ or topics on religion. Never 
was much of a reader so reading the Bible and 
getting the information that way wasn’t for me. 
It’s much easier now with the Internet where I will 
pull up the Bible, old and new testament on-line 
and read it as I listen to it. It makes more sense 
to me; I can stop along the way think about what 

I have read and heard trying to put it together in 
my head. Reading the Bible and understanding 
it is to different things. I approach it like a piece 
of history with consideration of the time period, 
physical locations, the message and other fac-
tors to get a clearer picture of the events.
  
Like many people, I have questions that cannot 
be answered by scripture alone. God has sent 
down the commandments by divine intervention 
and truly the word of God is everything. I find it in-
teresting that we have only some of the apostles’ 
writings in the New Testament and have scholars 
telling us who it was writing which parts for one 
reason or another. Which makes me wonder if 
Jesus wrote any stories himself or was it meant 
that his word would be carried out by the apostles 

alone.

The early church decided on what writings to put 
into the New Testament and it could be debated if 
we have everything to have a complete account-
ing of Jesus’s life. The appearance of the Lord 
to those who saw Him after the crucifixion and 
resurrection that wrote of these accounts are in-
deed proof of Him being the son of God in my 
eyes. Maybe it’s that I would like to know more 
but that’s where faith comes in to fill in all that you 
don’t know. To my children Yes, I do believe and 
will always believe. 

Rosemead Methodist Church around 1950.
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Dad made a Christmas display for our house in 1957.

Christmas 1957.

On the opposite page, you can see our Christ-
mas display that dad built which was illuminated 
with spotlights, it was a big hit with the neighbors. 
I have to say that dad was one of the greatest 
craftsmen I have ever known. Dad could build 
anything. Christmas at the Helmer household 
was not by any means flamboyant. It was excit-
ing receiving the gifts, but mostly a time of be-
ing thankful for all we had. Christmas Eve or a 
couple of days earlier we would drive up to Alta-
dena which is just north of Pasadena to see all 
the Christmas displays. Homes in this one neigh-
borhood built great Christmas displays which 
were viewed by the passing cars. Every house 
had elaborate displays ranging from fairytale to 

Typical Christmas for us which we were thankful for.

Christmas themes. Cars would be lined up for 
blocks just to drive by to see them. It really added 
to the Christmas spirit making it fun and exciting. 
We all knew what Christmas was all about cele-
brating the Lord’s birth. It was a time unlike today 
simpler and more spiritual. 

From the photo taken at Christmas from 1957, I 
can see in the center a typewriter that we need-
ed for our schoolwork writing reports. Paint sets 
which I remember getting, I always like those 
paint by numbers sets. A globe of the earth which 
we also would use for schoolwork. A Scrabble 
word game which was fun to play. Thinking back 
now, this was about the time I was having reading 
and spelling difficulties and my guess is mom and 
dad bought this game to help me expand my skills 

with words. It’s funny I see a gum-ball machine 
there in the background, it must have been for 
my sister because I couldn’t have gum because 
of my braces. I see a checkerboard and a deck of 
cards. I first thought it was a chess board which 
is the same board used to play checkers. Think-
ing back, I didn’t take up chest until the eighth 
grade at Muscatel when I joined the Chess Club 
as an after-school program, so it must have been 
for checkers. I see a small car that looks like a 
Jeep not sure why I wanted that at ten years old, 
maybe it was a model I built Christmas Eve. They 
would always give us one present on Christmas 
Eve.  Looks like my parents also got a set of lug-
gage the only set I remember them owning. We 
did receive clothes too but as kids were not too 
excited over them  but thankful for them. I defi-
nitely enjoyed the Christmas season. 

Dancing Lessons.

My friend Dan Wark and I talked about taking  
dance lessons so we could become better danc-
ers at school functions. We asked our parents if 
we could get dance lessons as one of our Christ-
mas presents.  I was really excited to get them at 
Christmas and a short time later we hit the dance 
floor. This could have been 1958, not sure.  

Our parents drove us to a dance studio located 
on Valley Boulevard just east of Garfield on the 
south side of the street. We took classes for a 
few months and learned how to do many different 
dances including the swing. After which I started 
going to many more dances at school. by 1962 
I became a very good dancer and won a few 
contests at different local venues for a couple of 
years. 1964 was my best year for dancing and 
Carol and I would dance for hours. 
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Bullhead City, Colorado River
1957-1962

 My cousin Lance standing on the boat dock with my 
Uncle Roy’s fishing boat in the background. The sandy 
beach across the river is where we skied from. 

Pictured is the extension of the dock heading down-
stream. Across the river, you see brush along the bank 
of the river. This is now where Harrah’s Laughlin is lo-
cated.

Left top row: My Aunt Lina McNabb and next to her my 
cousin Dick Young’s wife Bonnie, Lina’s son from a pre-
vious marriage. Left front row: Lance, me, sister Cathy, 
and friend. Looking back across the river upstream to-
wards Bullhead City. The photo on top is looking down-
stream from the same point.

It was in 1957 that I learned how to water ski from 
behind my uncle Chuck’s boat on the Colorado 
River. During the next 5 years, my family and I 
would spend weeks on vacation at my aunts and 
uncles place located on the banks of the Colora-
do River in Bullhead City. We would also make 
a couple of trips during other parts of the year 
like Spring Break and Thanksgiving to be with my 
mother’s side of the family. 

My aunt Jewel and uncle Roy Rutz bought a trail-
er park on the banks of the Colorado River called 
Sportsman’s Lodge in Bullhead City. Prior to that 
my uncle Roy worked on the Davis Dam project 
then dredging the Colorado River a few miles 
south which I believe was still part of the Davis 
Dam Project. He worked on the Dam as a crane 
operator until about 1970. Somewhere in the mid 
60’s they sold the Sportsman’s Lodge property 
and purchased the property next door just south 
of them. Lived there until the late 60’s sold that 
property and moved to Davis Camp until they re-
located to Las Vegas.    

The Sportsman’s Lodge was about 80 feet wide 
and 400 feet in length and was located at 411 
River Glen Rd. As of this writing, it’s currently 
called Rivershore RV Park & Rentals. 
 
The Sportsman Lodge had a house located on 
the right side as you entered the grounds and two 
small apartments on the front left side. The rest 
of the property was set up for travel trailers all the 
way down to the riverbank. On the right side about 
mid-way down was my uncle’s small workshop. 
At the far end near the riverbank and in about the 
center of the property was a building that housed 
a washing machine and sinks. On the front side 
of that building facing the river were bathrooms 
and showers. In front of the bathrooms and to the 
right was the pathway leading down to the ramp 
that went to the boat dock. At that time the ramp 
led down to a square dock maybe 15-foot square 
with two smaller docks leading off the main dock 

and pointing downstream an-
other 15 or 20 feet. 

Dad would park our teardrop 
trailer just on the other side of 
the two apartments. Not sure 
why but it had a lot of room 
there and my guess is my mom 
and aunt wanted to be close to 
each other. A few times when 

My Uncle Chuck McNabb’s boat and my younger cousin 
Lance in the back.

Lance learning how to ski. The bay where the point 
of land is jetting out is now Harrah’s Resort Laughlin. 
There wasn’t a Laughlin when we were going there. 

My uncle Roy always had that pipe in his mouth and he 
reminded me of “Popeye the Sailor” in many ways.

This was the trailer park on the right 
side or north side of my Uncle’s 
place. It’s about the same view as 
you look at the river from the bank. 
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I would walk up to Buck’s which was about 3 to 4 blocks from the Sportsman’s Lodge to buy fish bait. Mostly Salm-
on Clusters and Salmon Eggs. It was the only place in town to get much of anything. Photo from late 50’s looking 
South with Buck’s on the left at the Texaco station. 

Now looking North with Buck’s on the Right this time.  In the summer the temperatures would easily reach well 
over 120 degrees. It was best to stay close or in the river during the day. We would jump in the river at Sportsman’s 
Lodge and float down to 2nd street, then walk back to Sportsman Lodge between and do it all over again.

Another photo of Bucks showing what was for sale in the store such as Fishing & Hunting Supplies, Levis, Shoes, 
Tackle, Sporting Goods and good old Texaco Gas. I noticed while doing my research that Buck’s wife’s name was 
Ethel the grade of premium gas called Ethyl pronounced the same way. So the gas man married the high-grade 
class of gas. 

the apartment wasn’t being rented during our 
stay, we would use the apartment along with our 
trailer. As I’m writing this it comes to mind that 
in the apartment was a radio that we would lis-
ten to. The only radio station which you could 
receive was from Needles California about 20 
miles away. It would be hard to hear as the sta-
tion would go in and out of range. My Aunt and 
Uncle had a small television that only received 
a couple of poor-quality channels. It had a lot of 
what we called snow in the picture. My uncle’s 
favorite program was “The Flintstones”. I don’t re-
member watching any television while at the river 
other than we would stop by and visit them them 
on a few occasions while the tv was on.  You had 
to strain your eyes to see the picture anyway. 

It was really hot there during the summer months 
could reach 120 degrees in mid-day but cooled off 
at night to the high 70’s or low 80’s. It was cooler 
at night because cooler air was coming off the 
river. I never run out of things to do there. Getting 
up early some days at 4:00 am where dad would 
borrow my uncle Roy’s small 12-foot wood fish-

ing boat. We would leave the dock and motor up 
the river to fish up by the Davis Dam spillway. We 
would set anchor not too far away from the tur-
bine generator water outlets, which always made 
me nervous. The water would boil up from under 
the boat moving the boat around. I was relieved 
when we would leave and float downstream to 
fish. Fishing was good on the river with good size 
trout. If you wanted to fish for bass, you would go 

The teardrop trailer that we took on trips to Bullhead 
City. Yes, that’s the back of our 1951 Ford Sedan.
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The entrepreneurs that we were we decided to 
empty the cars ashtrays from a few of the cars in 
the campgrounds. After a couple of days of this, 
he asked how we were finding so many cigarette 
butts because he didn’t see that many around. 
We told him that we were finding them according 
to his instructions. We told him we were finding 

them on the ground and some in 
the parked cars. He about fell over 
thinking he was paying us to emp-
ty out car ashtrays. After that, he 
decided to institute a new policy, 
on the ground only. The other thing we would do 
was water the ground around the trailers to keep 
the dust down and it made it a little cooler. Uncle 
Roy had a couple of patches of grass near his 
house in the shade which he was very proud of 
and would scolded you if you walked on them.  

On special occasions on Friday nights, we would 
go down to Davis Camp where the Davis Dam 
workers and families lived. It contained about 50 
homes with a church and other services. They 
would show travel movies on a 16 mm projector 
in the church and sold sodas and candies. I think 
this is where I started to like documentaries and 
travel films. It was a lot of fun with a lot of kids at-
tending. The best part was the candy and drinks. 
This was the first time I had root beer soda. I re-
member that it was Frosties Root beer and have 
loved that root beer ever since, although you 
don’t see it much. 

Davis Dam spillway on right and outlet for the water tur-
bines on the left. We would anchor the boat between 
the two.

Here I’m holding a trout I just caught from the dock. The 
photo must be 1957 the same year we went to Disne-
yland. I can tell from the hat mom and dad got me at 
Disneyland that year. 

The way it looks today, changed quite a bit with the bank 
filled in closer to the point and rock piles are covered up 
now. Harrah’s Resort photo.

This is the church at Davis Camp where we saw 
the movies on Fridays.

up to Lake Mohave just above the dam. 

I remember one time that dad and I went fish-
ing in the evening just after dark for catfish. We 
took the boat across the river to where the land 
jolted out into the river and a bay was formed on 
the north side. Harrah’s Resort is now located in 
that bay area. During that time two large under-
water rock piles were near the point in the bay  
just a few feet from the point. Dad thought this 
would be a good place to fish but again it made 
me nervous with the water rushing around the 
point and it was dark out. We only had a small 
Coleman lantern setting on the bow of the deck. 
We set the anchor, even that made me nervous 
because it became difficult to anchor so near the 
point with the underground rock piles. The river 
current runs around 9 miles per hour which is fair-
ly strong, and you could end up many miles away 
if you had engine trouble. 

For the next hour or so we got a few bites but 
nothing else. At that point, I was bored and decid-
ed to put on a piece of bait about half the size of 
a golf ball. It was really smelly, and I placed it on 
the largest treble fish hook I had. I casted it out 
and within a couple of minutes the line went tight, 

and the pole started bending over. Dad said,” set 
your hook” which I did, then I started reeling in 
the line. The fish went one way then the other 
way, I noticed that we were moving in the direc-
tion where the fish was pulling us. I thought, how 

big is this fish. My imagination told me it was like 
a whale. Suddenly after a few minutes, the line 
snapped. Dad’s eyes got big and said that was 
one big fish. We started the small 15 hp motor 
and made our way back across the river. 

Besides fishing and water skiing there was a lot 
of time to fill. Sometimes my uncle would pay my 
sister and me one cent for each cigarette butt we 
would pick up in the campgrounds. After each day 
he would pay us a very small amount of pocket 
change. Then a couple of days later he couldn’t 
understand why we were picking up so many butts 
that he started to pay us folding money (dollars). 

Just to the right of the point where we fished. The right 
side is the bay and the left side is the main channel for 
the river.

Another view of Harrah’s Resort this time looking up 
the river.  This is where I walked across the river in the 
morning the water level was low.
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When I was a little older probably around 12 or 
13, I met this kid by the name of Rex. He lived on 
the property next to the Sportsman’s Lodge. He 
was maybe a year older then me and we hung out 
quite a bit. His dad owned a bar in town which we 
would visit when it was really hot, and we wanted 
something cold to drink. At that time the cokes 
came in small 6 oz glass bottles and had the city 
where it was distributed from imprinted on the 
bottom of the bottle. Rex and I made a deal that 
who ever bottle was furthest from Bullhead would 
have to pay for the Cokes. Kind of like gambling 
but only cost you ten cents extra if you were un-
fortunate to lose. 

Rex had this 1953 Vespa Scooter, that he rode 
around Bullhead. The town itself was maybe a 
mile from one end to the other and only had a sin-
gle cop patrolling the town on and off. They would 
normally overlook Rex riding his scooter even 
though he was underage. But if he was outside 
the main town area, they were not OK with that. 
One day Rex and I decided to drive up to Camp 
Davis a few miles away. We noticed that a police 
car was way back behind us and we were barely 
able to see it. Rex not knowing if he saw us or not 
and didn’t want to get stopped, he said hold on! 
Rex decided to get off the main road and hide in 
the brush along the river bank. We bounced and 
slid this way and that way until we were finally 
behind the bushes. Nervously we waited and saw 
the officer slow up as he was driving by. Fortu-
nately, he didn’t see us peeking out from behind 
some heavy brush along the riverbank. When 
the car was out of site, we quickly made our way 
back to Bullhead. At that time it was scary think-
ing the law was after you. Thinking back now, I’m 
not even sure he was looking for us and Rex was 
never asked about it.

Occasionally we would go water skiing up at Lake 
Mohave. Staying at The Sportsman’s Lodge one 
summer there was a family by the last name of 
Bessinbocker. They had two pretty girls around 
my age. We hung out some and their dad asked 
if Cathy and I would like to go water skiing with 
them up on the lake. They were big-time water 
skiers and had this great ski boat with twin Mer-
cury outboard motors on it. It had plenty of power 

You can see on the bottom of this coke bottle the city 
Mansant in the State of Virginia. 

1953 Vespa sitting in the Bullhead desert.

Top: Katherine’s Landing in 1954.  Bottom: Katherine’s Landing in 2016.

and could pull multiple skiers at one time. This 
was the first time I skied from behind a boat with 
two other people and it was a ton of fun. We even 
started changing positions with each other cross-
ing over and under other ski lines. My jump start 
from the shoreline was interesting and I wasn’t 
sure I could do it. The girls started in the water, 
first one then the other rising out of the water then 
it was up to me. By the time I started the boat was 
really moving so I prepared myself for a difficult 

start. Suddenly, I heard the snap of the ski line 
and I was off and holding on for dear life. It took 
all parts of my body, arms, back, hands and even 
my legs to deal with the stress of the jump start. 
I was on a single ski making it even more difficult 
but satisfying.
  
This one time and it must have been 1961 we 
were at the river for Thanksgiving with all my 
aunts, uncles and cousins from my mother’s side Cathy caught these fish from our dock.
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Above: Dad on the left fishing from Sportsman Lodge 
dock.   

of the family. Not a good time of year to water ski 
because the weather was much cooler, but I went 
skiing anyway. Besides being windy and cool that 
day I was skiing down the river with my dad tow-
ing me behind our ski boat. I looked ahead and 
noticed a dust devil on a ridge ahead of us. It 
looked like we were in a direct path of this gaining 
strength dust devil. Dad saw it and turned back 
up the river with the dust devil gaining on us as 
it paralleled the riverbank. Within seconds it had 
caught us and came over the water. I was holding 
on for dear life. I could no longer see our boat 
and small pebbles and dirt was pelting me. Final-
ly, the boat pulled me out of the plundering, and 
I could once again see our boat. I signaled dad 
to go to the dock, I had enough.  Once I got on 
the dock, I looked at my body and I had all these 
red marks on me that later would turn into bruis-
es that were created from the small fast-moving 
pebbles hitting me. 

On another day I thought it would be funny to ski 
up and down the river with all my clothes on. I 
had a short-sleeved shirt and Levi’s pants om 
looking like I was ready for dinner. Dad position 
the boat next to the dock then I gave him the 
signal to start. The rope tightens and I jumped 
off the dock on my way up the river. Going up 
and down the river a few times waving to passer 
byes. People were waving, laughing and pointing 
as we passed by.  After a while, I had enough so 
I signaled dad to take me back to the dock. He 
came alongside the dock heading upstream. I let 
go of the towline a short distance behind the dock 
and coasted up to it and sat down without a drop 
of water hitting me above my knees.  

We had this great family Thanksgiving dinner 
one year with just about every member of my 
mom’s family aunts, uncles, and cousins. After 
dinner, someone brought a football and we start-
ed throwing it around with my cousin Mike Rutz. 
Mike played for the Los Angeles Rams profes-
sional football team as the center in the mid-’50s. 
It was only for a couple of seasons because he 
injured his hand in an accident and could no lon-
ger snap a football. I remember that even with a 
bad hand he could throw the football along ways.

I would make a lot of trips up to Buck’s gas sta-
tion for bait and tackle. They also sold all kinds of 
hunting equipment and other things. It was only a 
few blocks away on the main street but still was a 
chore in the heat of the day. It was fun looking at 
all the fishing equipment and live bait and thinking 
what I could use to fish with. Speaking of fishing, 
the river would be at the  high-water mark around 
10 or 11 AM each day because the dam would re-
lease more water for the turbines to produce ad-
ditional energy needs. Then in the late evening, 
they would release less water and the river height 
would lower by four feet or so. Enough that the 
closer dock to the bank would bottom out and the 
furthest dock would have maybe waist high water 
except in the channel where it still would be 10 
or 15 feet deep. In the very early morning some-
times I would walk along the bank and find great 
fishing lures and hooks snagged into small tree 
roots and behind rocks that people had lost due 
to snapping their fishing lines during high water.  

One early morning the river was so low I decided 
to see how far I could wade out. The channel was 
near the other side, so I was able to wade out 
almost three-quarters of the way.  My dad came 
down to see what I was doing and walked out 
onto the river bluff. As I looked back across the 
river, I saw him standing there. I yelled at him and 
waved, he couldn’t believe I was that far out in the 
river and standing up. Since I was so close to the 
other side I decided to swim across the channel Above: me skiing behind our boat 1961.    
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to the other side, maybe fifteen feet before I was 
able to stand up again. I thought how cool it was 
sitting across the river where only boats could get 
to. Once there for a few minutes, I noticed that 
the river had risen some. Not thinking how much 
it had risen I started my swim across the channel 
again and got to the part where I could stand. 
The trouble was the water had started rising to a 
point that it was now a foot higher and it slowed 
me down on my crossing. Twenty feet from the 
bank’s edge I made an all-out swimming sprint 
to the side. I couldn’t keep up with the current 
and was taken down the river for a ways before 
I could step back on land. The good news was I 
made it back across the river, the bad news was I 
had to walk back to the Sportsman’s Lodge bare-
foot on the road which was hot and full of small 
pebbles. I never did that again and decided it was 
better taking the boat across. 

A few more things we did in Bullhead, one was 
hunting for gemstones near the Bullhead City 
dump and my uncle Roy’s secret spot some-
where out of town. Rocks such as Fire Agates & 
White Chalcedony Rocks. This was always fun 
to do as long as you didn’t run into a scorpion or 
rattlesnake. 

Driving up to Oakman, an old ghost and min-
ing town with wild Burros roaming around the 
streets. It’s part of the famous route 66 highway. 
Speaking of Wild Burro’s the city of Bullhead has 
held a Wild Burro Barbecue ever since 1954.  I 
remember when dad said we were going to the 
barbecue. I would say I’m not eating any Burro 
meat. Can’t remember if I ever did but years later, 
they stopped serving burro and went with beef, 
pork, and chicken. It was free at the time and they 
served other things and cold drinks. 

Thanksgiving 1961 Sportsman Lodge Bullhead City. From left and around the table. Dad, me, mom, two people I 
can see, John May center left, Mike Rutz center-right, Chuck McNabb, Lance McNabb, Lina McNabb, Nadine May, 
Charles May (Bud), Jewell Rutz, sister Cathy on this end. The open chair was Roy Rutz taking the photo. 

To travel to Bullhead City from Rosemead 
seemed like an all-night trip. We would typically 
leave on Friday night after my dad got off work. In 
the years 1957 and 1958 we would hook up our 
teardrop trailer and tow it with our 1951 Ford Se-
dan. Even though it had a V-8 flathead under the 
hood it did like to vapor lock and we would have 
to pour water on the fuel bowl to clear the va-
por lock.  In 1959 dad bought a Plymouth Station 
Wagon, but neither car had air conditioning and 
we would have the windows down while traveling 
at night because of how hot it was. 

Highways were not what they are today, and trav-
el took some time. We would take the 10 Fwy 
East to the city of 
Whitewater, then 
north to Joshua 
Tree Hwy 62. Next 
would be Twen-
ty-nine Palms then 
we would catch the 
road north to Am-
boy. At Amboy, we 
would head east on 
Route 66 to Hwy 95 
north. After some 
miles, we turned 
east on Hwy 163, 
now called Laughlin 
Hwy over the Davis 
Dam and down to 
Bullhead City.  As 
you can imagine the 
328 mile trip was a 
long way to travel in 
the 1950s mostly on two-lane roads after we got 
off the 10 Fwy. It would take around 7 hours in-
cluding gas stops along the way. Today that same 
trip is all on Freeway but for a few miles on major 
highways taking about 4 hours with just one stop 
for gas. 

I remember when we would get to the top of the 
mountain on Hwy 163 coming down the grade 
towards Davis Dam, what a great sight it was to 
see. The Colorado River just after midnight with 
the lights on the dam and dark blue lake and river. 
Also, the air would change, and you could smell 

1957 Wild Burro Barbeque.

the water and foliage along the riverbanks. I felt 
physically at my best during our time there. The 
smog in the LA basin was horrible and I never felt 
great unless I was at the beach or river. There 
were many other good times there in Bullhead 
and remember it as if it was yesterday. A time that 
will never be again. A time you can only dream of, 
a time of the simple past.
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1958

1958 - 1959 
7th Grade

After hiking in the wash for a while we saw a 
sign that said Mt. Wilson Trail. We thought we 
would just hike up the trail for a while then come 
back. After an hour we arrived at Henninger Flats 
a good place to turn around. It was a mild day 
around 70 degrees and sunny, a great day for 
hiking.  We talk for a while then we would go a lit-
tle further. As we continued up the mountain, we 
lost track of time and thought how cool it would 
be to go all the way up and reach the TV towers 
that you could see from our homes in Rosemead.  
Eaton Canyon is around 860 feet in elevation 
and the top of Mount Wilson is at an elevation of 
5,713 feet.  That’s almost a mile in elevation that 
we had to hiked from the bridge up the steep dirt 
road for nine and a half miles, it was very strenu-
ous even for us.
 
We started getting a little worried now that we 
were at about the three-quarter mark and it 
was starting to be late afternoon and the sun 
was setting before 5 pm. We thought we didn’t 
have enough time to get to the bottom before 
dark.  We knew that someone would be up there 
manning the observatory and the antennas.  We 
were wearing jeans, tee shirts, and tennis shoes 
and didn’t realize that just a few days earlier it 
showed down to 4,000 feet. We rounded this one 
corner and there was snow on the trail, and we 
had no choice but to keep walking. The tempera-
ture was dropping and as it started getting dark-

er, we were starting to worry. We were both cold 
and our shoes were wet from the snow and now 
it was almost dark on the trail. Just then we saw 
the lights from the top and finally made our way 
there. 

Now what? We had no money and no way of con-
tacting our parents. This may sound made up but, 
it’s the truth there was a phone booth right out-
side a small store/hotel there at the top. I walked 
inside the phone booth and pulled down the 
change receptacle. I could not believe my luck, 
around 85 cents was in it. I called home and my 
mother answered the phone. I told her we need-
ed a ride home. She asked where we were, and I 
said at the top of Mount Wilson. Margret thought 
you and Dan were lost and called the Police.  My 
Mon said to hold on she was speaking with my 
dad and Frank, Dan’s dad. My dad came on the 
line and said stay put were going to drive up the 
main road and it would take an hour or so.
 
After hanging up I still had the 85 cents because 
I called collect. We walked into the store money 
in hand. The man at the counter was surprised 
and said where are your jackets? We told him 
about our situation, and he suggested we get 
warmed up over by the fireplace. The store had a 
small area where you could get something to eat 
and drink. I only had enough money to buy two 
hot chocolates and a couple of candy bars. We 
were not only cold we had not eaten all day just 
a couple drinks of water at Henninger Flats from 
the water fountain. It felt so good just to sit down, 
drink the hot chocolate and get warmed up. An 
hour or so went by and finally, our dads walked 
in.  We thought we would be in major trouble, but 
they were nice about it after we explained how we 
got into that situation.  The reason I remember it 
so clearly and when it happened the radio was 
on in the car on the way down and it was playing 
Christmas music and the new hit song “Alvin and 
the Chipmunks”. 

This year would also bring health issues for me.   
In the spring or early summer, I came down with 
asthma out of nowhere. Not all the time but occa-
sionally I would get an attack at school, home or 
out somewhere without any warning. Sometimes 

it was severe other time not so bad and continued do-
ing my daily activities if I could.  It affected my appetite 
and sleep and most nights I would sit inclined in my so-
fa-bed, so I could breathe correctly. Times I would walk 
from our front room to the bathroom and I would be to-
tally out of breath.  To help with the shortness of breath 
my parents purchased this stuff I would burn in the top 
of the tin it came in  it was called Asthmador.  

This is the actual fireplace we got warmed 
up by at the hotel.

Our starting point in Eaton Canyon.

The hotel at the top of Mount Wilson built-in 1913. Our 26-mile 
hike is at 5,713 feet in elevation.  With the ups and downs in the 
canyons, I have walked up to the top twice once with my friend 
Dan then again with my wife Cejay in 1986.

Asthmador can. You would take 
the top off of the can, put a tea-
spoon of Asthmador in it and 
light it.  

Call Search & Rescue for Mount Wilson 
Hike.
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Jane A. Chenoweth

MUSCATEL Junior High School

7th Grade Mrs Chenoweth Class

Boys Football Champs 7th grade room 7-6  
I’m the 4th on the bottom left. I played on the line both offense and defense. First and second from the top left are 
Meredith Castilo Jr. and Dan Grohs who I ran Cross Country with in high school. The boy next to me on the left is 
Bob Scott. We also became car guys and Bob had his own car shop on the southeast corner of Balwin and Lower 
Azusa.   

Mrs. Chenoweth was responsible for me becoming a better reader and the first teacher who really helped me. I 
would say she was the best teacher I ever had that made a difference in my education. She got married during the 
school year. 
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1959

1959 - 1960 
8th Grade

Rosemead Swim Club.

I joined the Rosemead Swim Club in 1959 and 
swam for two years.  We were coached under 
Donald Lee Gambril. Coach Gambril would be-
come a four-time U.S. Olympic swim coach and 
the head swimming coach at the University of Al-
abama for 17 years. His workouts became leg-
endary and I still remember them even now. Be-
sides swimming in the summer months, we also 
swam throughout the rest of the year. During the 
school year, I remember swimming both in the 
early morning and in the late afternoon before 
and after school. Both were equally hard. 

Our neighbors, the Starman’s lived directly be-
hind us. They were nice enough to let my dad put 
a gate in the backyard between our homes, so I 
could cut through their yard and not have to walk 
around the block to get to and from the pool and 
school. 

For the morning workouts, we swam long distanc-
es and I remember getting into a rhythm swim-
ming and hearing the bubbles exhaling through 
my nose.  It was peaceful but tiring and some 
morning in the winter there was a layer of fog 
coming off the water which made it weird swim-
ming in it. After my afternoon training, I would 
walk home which was a short distance back to 
the house and collapse on the couch and sleep 
for an hour.  I became an excellent swimmer, and 
this would be the groundwork for my other activi-
ties in the future.

You may ask why I got out of swimming and it 
wasn’t that I didn’t enjoy all that torture, I did, 
but it revolved around my friend Dan Wark. We 
were always competitive in all that we undertook 
together whether it was school studies, Boys 
Scouts, or any athletic activity. One day near the 
end of the Summer of 1960 after beating him 
consistently in our swim meets, he quit and de-
cided to get into long-distance running. 

He came up to me one day and was telling me 
that running took a whole different muscle group 
and skill to run long distances. He said, “Yes, you 
can beat me in swimming but not running be-
cause I’m better at running than you.” That’s the 
start of a whole different story which I will address 
later about our competition as high school cross 
country runners.

2016 tribute dinner for Coach Gambril held at the San 
Clemente Country Club.

Rosemead Pool 1960.
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I did have one harrowing event happen to me 
when we were riding back from Chantry Flats. 
After buying a handful of Tootsie Rolls for my 
ride down the mountain, Dan and I jumped on 
our bikes and headed down. Going down as you 

Riding Bikes Up Chantry Flats.

Chantry Flats is located up in the San Gabri-
el Mountains approximately 12 miles from my 
house in Rosemead. Dan Wark and I would ride 
our bikes from Rosemead to Chantry flats a few 
times during those days. Our bikes were not good 
for climbing hills or mountains because they had 
only one gear. The bike I rode was a bike I got 
from my cousin Jim. It had a springer front end 
and was probably built in the 1940s. A sturdy bike 
like the beach cruisers today. 

We would leave early in the morning and ride 
east on Lower Azusa Road, north on El Monte 
Ave, east on Las Tunas Rd, then north on Santa 
Anita all the way up to the mountains and con-
tinue to Chantry Flats.  We would walk and ride 
our bikes up the last three miles because it was 
too hard to peddle them all the way. Sometimes 
we would hike down to Hermit Falls or just go to 
the store and buy some candy to eat on the way 
back. The store is now Adams Pack Station, but 
the building is the same. 

Hermit Falls.

Adams Pack Station.

can imagine was a lot more fun the going up. The 
bikes could keep up with the cars maybe 25 mph 
going down this very narrow twisting road. As I 
picked up speed a lady in a car in from of me was 
going too slow, so I flew by her and kept close at-
tention to the road and turns in front of me. I was 
always hitting my brakes on the way down so as 
not to pick up too much speed and not make one 
of the turns.  It’s only a simple chain between you 
and disaster. 

As we made our final turn out of the mountains 
I went to put on my brakes and my chain broke. 
Still in the foothills going straight down the wide 
divided road now I picked up speed with no way 
to slow down even dragging my feet. I kept a 

lookout as I would approach four-way stops and 
sped through them at a high rate of speed. I 
was lucky no cars were in front of me or on the 
cross streets. I finally got down to Foothill Blvd. 
and was able to stop my bike. This was a dis-
tance of a mile and a half, which I made in about 
three or four minutes the longest minutes of my 
life. The bottoms of my sports shoes were worn 
flat. Thankfully I could repair my chain at the gas 
station on Foothill Blvd. so I could ride my bike 
home.  Dan and I were always riding our bikes 
to different places in the hills and mountains and 
around home which was always a lot of fun.

This is photo of the road going down hill.

Santa Anita Ave where the road goes from single lane to divide road downhill. This is where my chain broke. I was doing 
maybe 35 MPH.  And this doesn’t look very steep but steep enough that I was not slowing down. 
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8th Grade Mrs Erlene Mielke ClassMuscatel Middle School

Where’s the Bell?

In the photo above, you can see the school bell on display at the front of Muscatel Middle School. This 
is the original school bell from the Savannah School dating back to 1878. The City of Rosemead at 
that time was called Savannah which was taken from the name Savannah Georgia.  As a side note 
while I was doing research on Rosemead I tried to find out what happened to the bell since it’s no 
longer displayed there. I went to both the Rosemead School District office and Rosemead City Hall. 
The school district gave me the runaround and said that they think it’s in a Warehouse, but I was told 
someone would get back to me which they never did. The City wasn’t any help either trying to locate 
it. This must be one of the most historical pieces of Rosemead history and they don’t know where it’s 
at, I doubt it. I think they gave it to someone or junked it for scrap.

Above: Graduation from Muscatel, walking with Kathy Lowery.
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Moray eel.

Skin Diving Lessons.

IIt was summer, and my good friend Dan Wark 
and I were no longer swimming but always love 
being in the water. It was the television series 
Sea Hunt that aired from January 4th, 1958 to 
September 23rd, 1961 that inspired us to take up 
skin diving. One of the film locations they used 
was Marineland of the Pacific located at 6610 
Palos Verdes Drive South Rancho Palos Verdes 
California about 45 miles southwest of Rose-
mead. Interesting that Marineland was just north 
of Abalone Cove where we went for our last class 
with our instructor. 

I should start from the beginning. We signed up 
for a two-week class at a public pool in San Gabri-
el located at 232 W. Broadway. It has been com-
pletely redone but was a somewhat small pool at 
the time. We rode our bikes up there which was a 
two-and-a-half-mile bike ride. It was located just 
a block from the old San Gabriel Mission. After 

My new wetsuit. 

a couple of weeks of instruction in the pool, we 
went with the instructor and other students may-
be 6 or 8 kids to Abalone Cove. We arrived there 
and walked down to the cove from the highway 
and put on our wetsuits and gear. Then stepped 
into the cold water with water slowly making its 
way under the suit and giving you slow chills until 
your body would warm up the trapped water.

We swam off shore 40 or 60 feet and started our 
adventure. We’re in about 15 feet deep water then 
spread out looking around the bottom for abalo-
ne, which we were going to barbecue onshore. 
This one tall column of underwater rocks seemed 
like a good location to start. I took a quick breath 
of air and made my way down towards the bot-
tom. I spotted a couple of larger abalone and with 
my abalone tool, I pried them off the rock and 
put them in my bag. Up for some air then back 
down again next to the rock. Looking at the rock 
under the water I noticed a couple of abalones 
and as I approached the rock, out came this Mo-
ray Eel heading towards me. Backing off as fast 
as I could it stopped and it went back into a hole. 
After that, I decided not to go around that rock 
anymore. That thing was ugly and had its mouth 
open and all I saw was pointed teeth. A while later 

I started moving into some deeper water where Dan was. I could see him maybe twenty feet in front of 
me. Suddenly, I saw somewhere around six or eight small eighteen-inch baby sharks swimming near 
Dan. I stopped my progress and could see them starting to circle him. Being so small they couldn’t 
do any harm, but when Dan noticed them swimming around him, he panicked. He came up to the 
surface like a rocket ship and started swimming as fast as possible towards shore yelling sharks. 

I thought at that point I had enough excitement 
for the day and headed back to shore. Later we 
took the abalones and pounded the meat with 
a rock to tenderize them and cook them on a 
small fire we made. I wasn’t a seafood eater and 
the abalones were not what I would call tasty by 
any stretch of the imagination. That pretty much 
sums up our skin-diving experience and I only 
went a couple more times.   

My first cat Whitey, loved that cat. Left: Abalone Cove.
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My list of top thirty songs for 1960

“Theme from A Summer Place”, Percy Faith

“Cathy’s Clown”, The Everly Brothers

“Running Bear”, Johnny Preston

“I’m Sorry”, Brenda Lee

“It’s Now or Never”, Elvis Presley

“Stuck on You” , Elvis Presley

“The Twist”, Chubby Checker

“Everybody’s Somebody’s Fool”, 
Connie Francis

“Wild One”, Bobby Rydell

“El Paso”, Marty Robbins

“Sweet Nothin’s”, Brenda Lee

“Itsy Bitsy Teenie Weenie Yellow
 Polka Dot Bikini”,  Brian Hyland

“Only the Lonely”, Roy Orbison

“Sixteen Reasons”, Connie Stevens

 “Puppy Love”, Paul Anka

 “Why”,  Frankie Avalon

 “Walk, Don’t Run”, The Ventures

“Because They’re Young”, Duane Eddy

“Pretty Blue Eyes”, Steve Lawrence

“Harbor Lights”, The Platters

“Let the Little Girl Dance”, Billy Bland

“Devil or Angel”, Bobby Vee

“Forever”, The Little Dippers

Image of a Girl”, The Safaris & The Phantom’s 
Band

“Mission Bell”, Donnie Brooks

“Stairway to Heaven”, Neil Sedaka

“Georgia on My Mind” , Ray Charles
“Cherry Pie”, Skip and Flip

“Wonderful World”, Sam Cooke

“Step by Step” ,The Crests

“Young Emotions”, Ricky Nelson

 “Dreamin’”, Johnny Burnette

 “Poetry in Motion”, Johnny Tillotson

 “O Dio Mio”, Annette Funicello

“You Talk Too Much”, Joe Jones

“Heartaches by the Number”, Guy Mitchell

“Stay”, Maurice Williams and the Zodiacs


