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Introduction

My	Time	-	My	Life	-	My	Work

We all have a predefined me to be on this earth. What lies
ahead in this vast universe is yet to be determined.

This is my story with its good and challenging mes. I have tried
to focus on the good mes. To dwell on the challenging mes
puts me in an uncomfortable frame of mind.  Regrets? I have a
few. The prime one is my physical distance from our children,
grandchildren, and great-grandchildren. I live vicariously through
them as I witness what choices they have made to move the nee-
dle closer to family.  My needle tended to the work side of life.
This memoir is definitely slanted in that direc on.

I have lived in over 25 homes during my life. As I was dra ing my
story I realized that my memories flowed more easily when I fo-
cused on a par cular residence. This provided a natural chronolo-
gy of events. The primary organiza onal focus is on each of those
homes.

Four years ago my son Doug (in my mind I s ll refer to him as DK)
gave me a journal for my 75th birthday and asked me to write my
life’s story. Well, it took me a while, but here it is. You may re-
member some of the events differently than I. Isn’t that life? All
of us have our own perspec ve on events. Here is mine.

December 18, 2015



Prologue

My	Time	-	My	Life	-	My	Work

I guess we should start at the beginning. I was born to
William Paz and Dorothy Alice Louise (Palmer) Paz on
Saturday, July 25, 1936 under the Zodiac sign of Leo.
That summer was one of the ho est on record. The
following winter was recorded as one of the coldest on
record. That may account for my running hot and cold. Has there
been some recent discussion about “climate change”?

William was born on December 18, 1914 and
died at the age of 62 in Fort Myers, Florida on
November 27, 1976 from colon and liver can-
cer. Dorothy Alice Louise was born January 21,
1916 and died at the age of 92 in Binghamton,
NY on June 17, 2008.  She had moved from Fort

Myers to an assisted living home in Richmond, Virginia where she
was lovingly a ended to by her grandchildren.  She then moved to a
nursing home in Binghamton, NY where Mal a ended to her every
need. I’m so grateful for the care and love my family gave to her in
her final days. Both Mom and Dad are memorialized in Saint Joseph‘s
Garden in St. Luke’s Episcopal Church in Fort Myers, Florida I am so
grateful for the a en on they all gave her.

My Grandmother Alice Louise Palmer died in 1933
from throat cancer. I knew my Grandfather Willard
Palmer. When I knew him he was lame and deaf
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but a very strong minded person. His job for
many years was a bank auditor. Alice and
Willard had two daughters two years apart –
Isabelle (1914) and Dorothy (1916). They
were born in Tewkesbury, Massachuse s.
They grew up in Arlington Massachuse s and

I believe both graduated from Arlington High School. My most vivid
memory of my grandfather was the mes he, my father, and I would
play cribbage. Both of them were very compe ve. (I guess I may have
been also.) When I won it was a great achievement. This was an infre-
quent happening. Both my Grandmother and
Grandfather are buried in Mount Pleasant Ceme-
tery in Arlington.  Along with my mother’s uncle
Arthur and his wife Maud.

We spent many of our Christmas Eves at The Becker’s (Isabelle, Bernie
and their three children, Bobby, Beverly, and Donna) home. It was al-
ways decorated beau fully for those special occasions. My remem-
brances include playing with a fairly elaborate model train layout in
their basement. We also spent many weekends enjoying picnics to-
gether and visi ng other mes of the year. It seems to me that Isabelle
always had a “honey do” list for Bernie, who seemed to relish working
on each item on the list. Bernie was an inven ve engineer for Lewis
Shepard Company. He designed and patented several components for
material handling equipment.

One summer my Dad and I helped Bernie build a summer home on
Lake Winnipesaukee in New Hampshire. I hammered nails into the
floor boards.

My Grandmother Mary Carmen Paz (1898-1974) and
Grandfather Manual Paz (died in 1956) were born in
the Azores. They came to America in their late teens
and spoke excellent English and Portuguese. They had
three children born in the United States William (1914),
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Evelyn (1916) and Millie (around 1919).  A er my early teens I had
li le contact with Millie.

When I knew my grandparents they were divorced. My father wor-
shiped his mother. She could do no wrong in his eyes. He had disdain
for his father and never spoke with him a er the divorce. To my fa-
ther’s credit he did not let his feelings for his father transcend to me.
Mary and Manual and their friends Ramos and Nina had come to
America at the same me. Ramos and Manual opened a barber shop in
Arlington Heights. When I was old enough to ride the trolley car on my
own I went to their shop to have my grandfather cut my hair. That was
the only interac on I had with him. We spoke of many things during
those brief visits, but he never spoke ill of his family.

My Grandmother Paz worked long and hard as a seamstress for Reve-
la on Bra Company in Cambridge, Massachuse s, for many years. One
or two Sundays a month we would visit her at her apartment on 16
Arundel Street in Boston.  I remember enjoying delicious Portuguese
dinners my grandmother prepared. My Grandmother passed away in a
California nursing home in 1974.  I don’t think my father ever got over
his grieving.

My aunt Evelyn strongly influenced my life. I always
looked to her as my second mother. Mal and I called her
Sissie, which is what my mother and dad called her. She
was the perfect psychological complement to my moth-
er. She and my mother worked together in the Polaroid
Cafeteria for over 20 years.  Sissie contributed love,

knowledge, and financial support to us. It was
many years later that I learned she paid for Mal
and me to take tap and ballroom dance lessons.
These lessons were instrumental in my social and
athle c development. I learned how to perform
in front of an audience. The dancing helped me
improve my agility in sports.
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Mal and I were pre y accomplished tap dancers. Our teacher thought
we should perform professionally. Mom thought differently. Mom
won. I always wondered what Sissie thought.

My recollec on is that my Grandmother, Evelyn and her husband
Chuck moved from East Boston to California in the late 50’s or early
60’s. I remember helping Chuck paint his East Boston home one sum-
mer. Evelyn and Chuck were divorced when Nancy, the boys, and I vis-
ited around 1968. Carl Riggins, an up and coming ar st, was living with
Sissie.

Carl primarily painted beau ful scenery and people in oils. During our
visit I described a desert scene to Carl. A few months later a beau ful
pain ng of a desert scene arrived at our
home in Connec cut. I was, and s ll am
today, blown away by how he captured
my verbally portrayed vision and put it
on canvas. It hangs in my office as a gen-
tle reminder of past experiences.

Evelyn subsequently married Chaney Carson, a pure
southern gentleman from Tennessee. They briefly
moved to Tennessee but moved back to California.
Evelyn suffered greatly in her later years. Chaney was
there to take extraordinary care of her. A er she
passed Chaney was close behind.

I’d be remiss if I didn’t include our precious dog Spo y
and our cat Mi ens in this family prologue.  They were
Mal’s and my companions through our pre-teen and
teen years.

Now is the me to start our tour of where I’ve been,
what I have done, and the places I lived. Won’t you
come along?
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15	Beacon	Street,	Arlington	Massachusetts

My	Time	-	My	Life	-	My	Work

Prior to moving to Beacon Street, my Mom & Dad and I lived in a home
on Dorothy Road in East Arlington for two months. In September 1936
they rented and moved to the second floor of a house on 15 Beacon
Street with a detached 2 car garage. My only sibling, Marilyn Louise,
was born two years a er we moved to Beacon Street on May 19, 1938.
We lived there for 14 years.

My earliest memories of my childhood centered on the second floor
screened porch. I would play with my toy cars and trucks on the railing
that rang around the porch. It may be one of the few mes I was able
to concentrate on an ac vity for more than 9 minutes.

The driveway was lined with Magnolia bushes. One day I managed to
fall into the bushes and embedded one of the stalks in my le  wrist.
The stalk was removed by our family doctor. Dr. Barstow served us for
the 17 years I lived in Arlington. I remember him as a no nonsense,
straight talking, and compassionate health care provider. I had a histo-
ry of sore throats and swollen glands in my early youth. The salve of
the day was Iodex, a smelly black substance that my mother would
gently slather on my neck. She then wrapped a diaper around my neck
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to keep me from soiling anything I contacted. (Note: My
mother was a very fas dious housekeeper. That’s about
all I want to say about that.)

When I was 7 years old Dr. Barstow removed my tonsils.
The anesthesia, ether at that me, induced the first vivid dream that I
recall. I was in a round room with many doors. Someone was carrying
me and running from door to door.   We kept trying to get out of the
room, but all doors were locked. I woke up to a cool dish of vanilla ice
cream. Well, that’s how I choose to remember it.

My sister was my best friend. Yea, we had our differences, like the
me she “for no reason whatsoever” kicked me. My mother admon-

ished her for poten ally nega vely affec ng my ability to procreate.
Well, we know how that turned out. My sister was one of the best ath-
letes on the street. I always picked her to be on my team. We played
sports in our grape vine lined back yard.  Somewhere in the world
there is an 8mm film of Marilyn dodging the grape vines to make a
great catch of a football for a touchdown. Now let’s be fair, my pass
was pre y good. When our parents weren’t looking we also played
football, baseball, and hockey in the street.  I could ride my bicycle on
the street but not to school. I played some organized sports, primarily
baseball and flag football. (Regular football was not an organized
youth sport at that me). We played on what is now known as Luciano
Field.

Since my Father was married with two children during World War II, he
was allowed to work for the government locally rather than being de-
ployed overseas.  My Dad graduated from Boston Trade Technical
School where he learned to be an top notch arc welder. During the war
years he welded at the Watertown Arsenal, where they manufactured
tanks and other armament for the war effort. A er the War he and a
partner named Larry opened an auto repair shop in Dorchester, Mas-
sachuse s. My Dad could just listen to the car and know what needed
a en on. He would take me to the shop in his cool Studebaker but he



12

would not let me work on the cars.  He would say to me, “You are go-
ing to work with your brain, not your hands” Well, at least one half of
his prophesy came true.  I’ll leave to you to decide which half. A er his
partner absconded with the business funds and le  my father with the
debts, he and my mother went to work for Polaroid Corpora on. My
mother was a cafeteria worker and my father was a machinist making
equipment to produce cameras and film.

They both re red a er 20 years of dedicated
service and travelled the country with an Im-
perial automobile and a trailer. They finally
se led down again in Fort Myers Florida.

My best buddy during these years was Charlie Dennen. We
did everything together. A favorite pas me of ours was to
go to the Mys c River at the end of Beacon Street and play
on its banks. We also did some fishing with a rudimentary
pole. To my knowledge I never caught anything. However, I

did get some naps in.

One of our entrepreneurial efforts consisted of rounding up spare bicy-
cle parts and making bikes that were opera onal. This is my only me-
chanical claim to fame. Remember this was during World War II, and
metal was hard to come by. Once we pieced a bike together and paint-
ed it we would sell it ($5 or $10 depending on the number of speeds it
had) or we gave it to neighborhood friends who couldn’t afford a bike.
Those  friends were then obligated to help us build a bike for someone
else.

We were the only Protestant family in
our immediate neighborhood. My
father had a ended Catholic Church
as a youth, but chose to stay home
Sunday mornings while my mother,
sister, and I a ended an Episcopal
Church (Church of Our Savior). I was
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bap zed and confirmed by Reverend Bixby. We were ac ve in the
church. The three of us sang in the choir. My singing career ended
when my voice changed and I couldn’t tell whether I was supposed to
sing Alto, Tenor, or Bass. I was an altar boy, youth minister, and presi-
dent of the youth organiza on.  I also a ended a number of services
and func ons at Saint Agnes Catholic church and school with Charlie.
The services were very similar, except at that me the Catholic service
was primarily delivered in La n.

Charlie contracted scarlet fever as a youth and was quaran ned for a
number of weeks. There was no vaccine then. Scarlet fever can result
in more-serious condi ons that affect the heart, kidneys and other
parts of the body. Charlie became a Catholic Priest and went into the
military service during the Vietnam War. Charlie died while serving his
country from what was believed to be complica ons of the scarlet fe-
ver.

One Sunday morning Mal (our mother is turning over in her ashes she
always referred to her as Marilyn) and I were playing on the porch
while our parents were sleeping. We saw smoke coming from the gar-
age.  We (Mal takes credit for this) woke our parents. Before we knew
it the fire trucks were all over the property. The garage was saved. The
car wasn’t.

My mother and father only had a couple of rules, and we were ex-
pected to honor them. Tell the truth and be respec ul to others – es-
pecially our mom. There were mes I failed to get the message. One
day when I was 11 or 12 I sassed my mother. (Can you believe I could
do such a thing?) My father was a powerful man who determined that
wasn’t appropriate behavior for a God fearing son. So my dad held me
by both sides of my head and li ed me off the floor and pressed me up
against the pantry door while he verbally admonished me for my sin.
Not a great experience for me and it never happened again.

While we are on the topic of discipline, let me share another method I
experienced. My mother would use a hair brush to meter some gentle
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reprimands. The featured disciplinary method centered on the wringer
washing machine. Draped over the wringer was a black belt with the
buckle cut off. This was a not so gentle reminder of what was in store
for us should we be convicted of disobeying one of the aforemen-

oned rules. When such an infrac on occurred we had to get the
strap, bring it into the bathroom and lean over the tub
where we felt the pain such disciplinary tool could inflict.
Fortunately I didn’t have to endure it many mes. I don’t
believe Mal had to ever experience the strap – she may
have a couple of brush bristles on her bu .  Oh well, she
was the be er sibling of the two.

There was no nursery school or kindergarten when I started school.
(Did I men on I’m old?) At the me I thought I had walked (no school
bus) at least a mile to school. Google tells me it was closer to a half
mile each way.  Ms. Chater was my first grade teacher at Russell Ele-
mentary School (grades 1 through 6). Ms. Chater was a kindly elderly
lady with a lot of pa ence. A er all, I was one of her students. Parental
expecta ons were high - an A or a reluctant B for academic grades and
all S’s for social skills was the order of the day. I was able to reach
those expecta ons and con nued my crowning achievement in the
second and third grades with Ms. Fletcher and Ms. McCauley respec-

vely.

The fourth grade with Ms. Pond in control began my social downfall.
My mouth would get in the way of my brain and sarcasm would jump

out at my target audience.  No ce a trend here?
Ms. Pond didn’t use a strap but she did have her
favorite 12” ruler which she used to wrap the
knuckles of those who failed to live up to her
expecta ons. (Corporal punishment was allowed

then.) Not sure what I said, but I was instructed to put my hands on
the front edge of the desk and await the guillo ne stroke to be admin-
istered. She raised her weapon of poten al pain and it began descend-
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ing toward my fragile hands. As she came to the 2” mark of striking, I
quickly removed my delicate fingers from the desk and witnessed the
crashing of a ruler coming down on the desk quickly followed by Ms.
Pond’s sturdy fingers. Ouch!  I did have to go to the principal’s office,
but I never had to endure the pain of the ruler that day or any other
day. Not sure whether her fingers ever allowed her to use that ruler
again.

My fi h grade teacher, Ms. Lewis, was my favorite
grade school teacher. She wore the coolest black
hush puppies and created a learning environment
that was excep onal for that period. She was the
most posi ve external influence on me during my

school years.  Instead of “teaching” us, she encouraged us to explore
the learning process and use a variety of sources, including our imagi-
na on, to synthesize our knowledge. I can only imagine what we
would have learned if we had access to that newfangled process called
the Internet that came much later in my life. Up to that me and dur-
ing the remaining grades through high school the focus was using the
le  logical side of our brains to memorize data. I will be eternally
grateful to Ms. Lewis for allowing us to use the crea ve right side of
our brains to synthesize informa on from all that data.  She helped me
realize that my way of learning was just as acceptable as the tradi on-
al method.

My last year in elementary school was focused on how to sa sfy Ms.
Dow’s curriculum and wishing I was already in Junior High (Grades 7
through 9). The shock of going back to the tradi onal way of learning
le  me wan ng. Li le did I know that shock would con nue for anoth-
er 6 years. To my great surprise, my parents understood my frustra-

on. Gradua on may have been close, but I made it. Russell school
was eventually torn down and Saint Agnes High School was built in its
place.

Some addi onal thoughts from elementary school. (You can tell having
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both a subject and predicate didn’t s ck with me.) I was picked on be-
cause I wore glasses. My mother, being the pacifist, encouraged me to
turn the other cheek. One day I came home with both of my cheeks in
need of healing.  This was first me my father saw evidence on my
body. He asked me what happened. When I told him he immediately
explained the difference between turning the other cheek and an eye
for an eye.  For the next week or so a er he came home a er work,
we would go for my eye for an eye lesson.

I wasn’t much of a boxer but I could wrestle, and the head lock was
my favorite hold. A punch or two once the head lock was in place fol-
lowed. It didn’t take long for what is now termed bullying to stop. I did
however have to remove my glasses and hand them to a classmate.
A er that my sister and I could walk unimpeded to and from school
and enjoy the “victory” gardens along Warren Street.

During recess we would go out in the playground and play a variety of
sports. One day while playing baseball I got too close to the ba er
while playing catcher. Remember those glasses? You guessed it. The
swinging bat found my glasses and knocked me and them for a loop.
OK, no further inferences or deduc ons are needed.

My first job, when I was 9 or 10, was to deliver the
daily morning and evening newspapers, and Sunday
Boston Globe door to door. I would pick up the papers
at the corner of Beacon and Warren Streets, interfold
the papers in half so I could throw them, put them in
a canvas bag which went into the basket on the front

of my bike, and then deliver them to the door of the appropriate ad-
dress. If it was raining or snowing I made sure they would stay dry –
no plas c sleeves then. At the end of the week I would collect what
was due from each customer.  I did a good job, so my ps usually ex-
ceeded my regular pay.

One ac vity I’m not especially proud to claim was my ability to remove
items, mostly sports equipment, from a store without paying for
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them. No cameras then. One day one of my parents found one or
more of these items and quizzed me on how I happened to have them.
Remember rule number I? I sheepishly told them the truth. A er con-
fessing my sin, I was encouraged (made) to return the items I had and
to pay for the ones I couldn’t return since I had given them to my
friends. My newspaper earnings were greatly depleted.

The corner of Warren and Beacon Streets was
a mecca for penny and baseball card shoo ng
against the brick wall of the corner spa. Beacon
Spa was a forerunner of Seven Eleven. I was
able to amass quite a few pennies and baseball

cards. I wonder what they might be worth today.

We spent many weekends enjoying family picnics. One of my favorite
sites was Willard Pond in Ashby Massachuse s.
Since we lived in town the trip to the country
was a genuine treat. I would play catch with
Mal and my Dad, swim in the pool, and enjoy
dodging the ants while we ate our picnic lunch.
Isabelle, her husband Bernie and their children Bobby, Beverly, and
Donna joined us many mes.

Summer church camp was a part of my life. I a ended Camp Dennen
in Buzzard Bay at the ages of 9 and 10 and lived in a cabin with a coun-

sellor.  I learned how to overcome homesick-
ness, swim and dive, and a empt to make cra s
– I was pre y good at making key chains, neck-
laces, and bracelets with gimp.

I went to Camp Groton at the ages of 11 and 12.  The camp was on an
island in Lake Winnipesaukee in New Hampshire. Access and egress
was by boat. No homesickness here. I loved the place. I had a number
of neat experiences and a couple of not so neat experiences at this
secluded camp.
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 We lived in an open dormitory on the beach. The dormitory had
wooden shu ers that we could close if the weather got bad.

 Every morning a 6:30 we would get up, go on the beach, exercise,
go into the cold water and jump out fast. Did I tell you we were in
New Hampshire?

 We had daily chores which rotated periodically. One assignment
was preparing food for the day. While peeling potatoes I sliced off
the p of my le  index finger. It eventually grew back.

 They named the flagpole in my “honor” a er I pulled out a pin to
see what would happen. Luckily no one was hurt as the top sec-

on of the 25’ pole tumbled to the ground.
 I enjoyed playing all sports on a field at the other end of the island

from the beach.
 One of the highlights of the two weeks was a game of Capture the

Flag. The object of the game was to infiltrate the other team’s ter-
ritory and capture their flag and bring it back to your home base
without being captured.

 I was fortunate to be the camp champ both
years in deck and paddle tennis.

 The last weekend we would get into our rela ve boats (Blue and
Red Teams) and race each other. Each boat had 10 oarsmen.

My me at the Groton Camp was filled with fun and learning. I’m
thankful I had the opportunity to par cipate.

Our neighborhood had a number of garages in a semi-circle. During
the winter they would shovel the snow off the roof and pile it in the
back of the garages.  We would jump off the roof into the pile of
snow. On one occasion, Mal jumped off and chipped two of her front
teeth. I can’t tell you the number of hours our mother made us look
for those ny white chips in the white snow. No further comment re-
quired.

One of life’s significant lessons occurred when I played the saxophone
in elementary school. I had played the clarinet the year before and
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except for chewing the reed, I did fairly well. Playing the sax was more
challenging. I was determined to play in the annual recital at the high

school gym with the  music students from the other ele-
mentary schools. We prac ced for a number of days and
were pu ng the finishing touches on the program. The
music teacher came up to me and, in his heavy German
accent, he whispered, “Mr. Paz, during tonight’s recital

make your fingers go – but don’t blow.”

On that note, we will end this chapter and leave it to your discre on
whether to con nue reading.

Note: 15 Beacon Street underwent a major restora on. Mal visited
there a while ago. Here is the picture she shared with me.
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20	Margaret	Street,	Arlington	Massachusetts

My	Time	-	My	Life	-	My	Work

I’m jumping the gun bit in this chapter. Some of the junior high events
happened when I lived on Beacon Street. It seemed to make more
sense to keep those years together. We moved to the second floor of
Margaret Street when I was 14 years old. At that me the Boston and
Maine railroad carried passengers and freight between Boston and
Portland, Maine. The tracks ran behind our house.

Arlington had three Junior Highs – East, Middle, and West.  I a ended
Grades 7 through 9 at Junior High East. My circle of
friends grew and changed during this period. Mov-
ing to Margaret Street meant leaving some friends
behind. A ending junior high where students from
various elementary schools a ended gave me the
opportunity to make new friends. I enjoyed moving
from classroom to classroom and having different

teachers for different subjects. Even though I wasn’t an excep onal
student, I kept my head above water in the college prep track. I  was a
fairly decent Math and English student, except for English literature.
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Unfortunately they didn’t have cliff notes or the internet then,  or I
definitely would have taken advantage of both. Remember the advice
my music teacher gave me? I was able to  pass La n and just barely got
by French. I enjoyed dra ing and finally got to use my hands in shop. I
quickly realized that my father’s admoni on was probably the direc-

on my life would have to take, although Engineering became a strong
interest.

I discovered I had some social skills, and became involved in a number
of ac vi es. I seemed to make friends fairly easily. I ran for class presi-
dent in the 8th grade and lost. I was told it was a very close race. Yea!
Yea! Yea!

My first steady girl friend was Pat Abbo . We held
hands a lot and went to school dances, house par es,
and the movies. Pat was Mal’s Maid of Honor. She
lived in The Villages in Central Florida for a number of
years. Pat passed away on May 2, 2015. I a ended
her memorial service.

My new buddy was Bruce Spaulding.   Bruce and I  joined  the Drama
Club and performed in a couple of plays and worked as stagehands.
The dancing lessons had ended. I was s ll ac ve in most sports even
though they weren’t quite as organized as they are today. Generally, I
behaved myself.  I may have headed to the Principal's office a few

mes, but no infrac ons stand out.

While living on Margaret Street I also a ended grades 10 through 12
at Arlington High School. I managed to stay on the college curriculum

track. Another dimension was added to the
classroom mix in high school. Students from
different grade levels would a end the same
class. Billy Copithorne and Bob Flux were one
year ahead of me. We met in American Histo-

ry class. Billy, Bob, and I hung out together for many years a er we all
graduated. This was also the first me I experienced having a black
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student in one of my classes, or even in my life. Charlie Johnson was a
neat guy and a good school chum.

A er struggling with Physics and dropping out of Chemistry I realized
Engineering wasn’t the direc on my career was headed.

Again in High School, I joined a number
clubs and groups, including the Drama,
Chess, and Debate Club’s. I was Sports
Editor of The Chronical (The School
News Paper). I wrote weekly ar cles on
High School topics, mostly sports, for

the Arlington News.  One ar cle I wrote
was a bit cri cal of the way the High
School Football Team was being coached.
I wasn’t very  popular in some circles for a
while. I’m not sure they ever took my
sage advice.

Since there were no cell phones, the students used the bathroom walls
as a communica on medium. How the informa on got transmi ed
from the boys and girls bathrooms respec vely is s ll a mystery to me.

Here are some Margaret Street events that I remember:

 Watching “The Shot Heard Round the
World” on our new Black and White Televi-
sion in 1951. This was the first televised
baseball game in history.  Bob Thompson
hit a walk off  home run to score 3 runs
a er 1 out in the ninth inning to beat the
Brooklyn Dodgers for the pennant.  The lesson: The baseball game
isn’t over un l the last out is made. Thanks, Bobby.

 Watching my father have a coughing spell, get up from his living
room chair to get some water,  and fall over his  o oman into the
corner of the floor molding and put a very no ceable gash over his
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right eye. This was a milestone event for him. He
took the pack of Old Gold Cigare es and put them
in his top dresser drawer. To my knowledge they
never le  the drawer in his life me. He said, “If I
ever get the urge to smoke again I will have one of

these stale cigare es.”  The lesson: I can do anything I put my
mind to. Thanks, Dad.

 The day the glass purple grape fruit juice jar fell on the kitchen
floor and broke sending the juice down to the first floor where the
fussy landlady lived. (We had to walk around without our shoes so
we wouldn’t bother her.) Our parents tried for years to find out
which of us was responsible. Neither Mal or I squealed on the oth-
er. To this day I don’t remember which one of us dropped the jar. I
do seem to remember that Mal was a bit less coordinated than I.
The lesson: Siblings s ck together in the face of adversity. Thanks,
Mal.

 Being able to tell the me of day by the train running behind the
house.  At 7:45 a.m. I’d be er be going out the door to school. And
at 6:30 p.m. I’d be er be on my way home. The lesson: Punctuality
is important.  Oh well, some lessons just didn’t stay with me.

I was s ll ac ve in my church. I also a ended the church of the girl I
happened to be da ng at the me. No more choir, but stayed involved
as youth minister, leading the youth fellowship, and a ending a church
sponsored Boy Scout Troupe 7. While I never came close to becoming
an Eagle Scout, I did learn one lesson that saved my life.

On June 13, 1950 two of my scou ng friends and I decided it would be
good fun to go to the 2 acre island on the 103 acre
Spy Pond. Spy Pond was notorious for people
ge ng tangled in the weeds near the bo om of
the Pond and never coming up on their own. Jimmy
and Jackie made a two person kayak with my mini-
mal help. We thought going out to the island would
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be a good test of our workmanship.  Jimmy
was the best swimmer. Jackie was recovering
from an appendix opera on. No small thing
in those days. So Jimmy swam out to the is-
land and Jackie and I rowed out in the kayak.
We all swam around the island for a while
and decided it was me to head back. Well, Jimmy was red and didn’t
think he could swim back to shore. So the three of us piled into the
two person kayak and headed for shore.

About a third of the way to shore, in a not so calm voice from my rear
posi on, I announced I was ge ng wet from water coming over the
sides. Almost immediately we were all in the Pond without the boat
under us. We all agreed to swim to shore. I got about half way and
heard Jimmy calling for help. Jackie developed a cramp and was having
difficulty swimming. Jackie had already pulled Jimmy under water two
or three mes by then. I swam back, and using the lessons we learned
the night before (Yes, I said the night before.) at our scout mee ng, I
secured the kayak, pped it upside down, and helped Jimmy get Jackie
to hold on to it. Thankfully, some young men on the shore saw our
plight and rowed and swam out to us.  Note: See full ar cle at the end
of this chapter.

Once on shore I realized that I did not have my towel, comb, and
change of clothes that I took with me so I could camouflage that fact
that I had gone swimming against my parent’s wishes. A er a harrow-
ing ride in the police cruiser, my father met me at the hospital. A lec-
ture ensued on the drive home. I was doing the listening.

At the age of 14 a very significant life changing event took place. The
Arlington Chapter of DeMolay was being formed. Billy Copithorne was
a member of the Belmont Chapter and encouraged me to seek mem-
bership in the Arlington Chapter. I became a Charter member and was
fortunate to be appointed to the posi on of Seventh Preceptor, the
Preceptor of Patrio sm. The lowest officer in the chain of officers. The
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seven preceptors represent seven Cardinal Virtues, which cons tute
the basic ideals and essen al teachings of the organiza on. They are:

 Filial love (love between a parent and child)
 Reverence for sacred things
 Courtesy
 Comradeship
 Fidelity
 Cleanliness
 Patrio sm

Most of our ritual was secret. The Installa on of Officers and the
Mother’s Degree were public. Soon a er the installa-

on of officers took place, we prepared to present a
Mother’s Degree. Each Preceptor was given three to
four lines, consistent with  their virtue, to memorize
and deliver standing alone before the altar. I memo-
rized that ritual forward and backward, as I was walk-

ing, standing in front of a mirror,  to my DeMolay friends. It came me
for me to deliver the line in front of all the mothers, fathers, friends,
and fellow members assembled in the hall. I walked determinedly from
my chair to the altar, stood there and began to recite what I had care-
fully memorized. Half way through, my mind went completely blank. I
stood there silently trying to remember the next word. Finally the
Master Councilor compassionately gaveled me to retake my seat. I was
devastated.

A er the ceremony I went downstairs, removed my robe, and sat in
front of my locker weeping. How could I have done that to my mother?
My father came to me and with his arm around me and in a loving
way, he asked me the ques on he always asked when I felt I had
failed: “What did you learn tonight?” I thought I had done everything
possible to succeed that night. Probably for the first me in my life I
had really done my “homework”. I weakly responded, “I really don’t
know what I could have done differently.” His response went some-
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thing like this. “It’s not what you did, it was the result of what you did.
Larry, my son, in the future don’t  memorize  words. Just understand
the essence of the message and communicate it in your own words.”  I
had numerous speaking opportuni es a er that even ul night. I never
“memorized” words again. But I knew the essence of the material.  Oh,
did I know it. I never came up blank again.

I was fortunate to go through the chairs as the
youngest Junior, Senior, and Master Councilors. I
became Master Councilor on April 8, 1954. I won
those elec ons. Hartley, who followed me through
the chairs, was elected as  State Chaplain. During his
tenure he contracted Polio and was hospitalized for
quite some me. He asked me if I would replace
him. I told him I could not replace him but that I
would be honored to conduct his du es as Associate
Chaplain.

In addi on to the formality of our DeMolay business mee ngs we had
a number of social ac vi es which usually included The Rainbow Girls,
the complementary organiza on to DeMolay. We had a group of gals
and guys who hung out together – not exclusively but fairly regularly.
This is how I remember the core group. Mal Paz, Pat Abbo , Nancy
Price, Vivian Reynolds and Jane Peabody were members of the Arling-
ton Chapter of Rainbow Girls. The main characters from DeMolay were
Hartley Noble, Billy Copithorne, Bob Flux, Bruce Spaulding, and me. As
da ng pa erns changed for each of us the characters also changed.

I’m not quite sure how Nancy Price and I met.  I have a sneaking suspi-
cion it was at a DeMolay/Rainbow func on. We dated off and on,
mostly on, during our Junior and Senior years. We went to the Junior
and Senior Proms together. We tap danced together to “Ain’t She
Sweet” at a DeMolay/Rainbow sponsored Minstrel Show.

My first car was a 1942 Plymouth which had a mind of its own. It de-
cided whether it wanted to start up that day. One night Nancy and I
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went to the drive in theater, to watch a movie of course, and the old
Plymouth just did not want to start a er the movie was over. We had

to push that Plymouth over the drive in hills
to flat ground before we could push it fast
enough to get it started. (Thank goodness for
manual shi .) I did not run out of gas that
night. But I did in my next car, a 1950 Ford

that I painted a gaudy orange and green. My Dad had to come and res-
cue us from a secluded parking area.

Let’s go back a few years and cover my work history during Junior and
Senior High. While living on Beacon Street, I caddied at the Winchester
Country Club. I rode my bike from my home to the country club.
Google says it’s only 2.2 miles each way. Sure seemed longer then. No
hand or powered golf carts. One or two bags would be slung over my
shoulder(s) and the player(s) and I walked the course. Since it was a
private golf club the caddies weren’t allow to play on the course. Les-
son learned: The most affluent among us are not the greatest ppers.
But I did alright.

A er that I worked at a gas sta on and repair garage across from the
Arlington Fire Department. Du es included cleaning up the trash, oil
and gas spills, and pumping gas (no self service). This la er duty was a
li le risky since I hadn’t reached  the proper age to pump gas.

A er moving to Margaret Street I worked in the Capitol Theater on
Massachuse s Ave. in East Arlington. My main responsibility was to
clean the theater each weekday morning before going to school and
on weekends.  I used a high powered blower to move all the trash
from the back to the front of the the-
ater and then bag it. A er the trash
was bagged I had to take it to a
dumpster through a tunnel that con-
nected the theater to a chain of
stores along the Avenue. Here is the
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good part. A bakery shop was one of the stores along the tunnel. A er
I properly disposed of the trash, I would go into the bakery, remember
this was early morning, and be given the pastry of the day. Usually a
fruit pie. My favorite was blueberry.

A er being for fied I went back to the theater and vacuumed the lob-
by, polished all the glass and brass, and then cleaned the restrooms.
That’s when I got an educa on on whose bathrooms were the less
messy – it wasn’t the ladies room. I also ushered and worked behind
the candy counter on weekends and days off from school.  Didn’t pay
much a en on to the child labor laws that regulated the hours one
could work under 16 years of age.

When I was about 16 I worked at the Orvis Spa, a forerunner of today’s
convenience stores. The Spa had a soda foun-
tain.  I had so much fun making ice cream and
fountain syrup concoc ons. Most of them were
really good. However, one taste s cks with me
even today. I took some chocolate ice cream and
blended it with some lemon syrup. Take my

work for it, you don’t want to try it. Have you ever tasted straw?

I was also the  distribu on coordinator for a free weekly town newspa-
per.  I dropped off bundles of papers around town for the carriers to
deliver to each  and every home in their territory. When a carrier was
“absent without leave” I delivered the papers to the homes. The next
week we usually had a new carrier.

Just before or just a er gradua on from High School my mom and dad
purchased their first home in Bedford, Massachuse s. That’s next.
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Spy	Pond	Rescue—1950

ARLINGTON, June
I3 – A water safety
and life-saving
lecture, delivered
only last night, paid
rapid dividends for
three Arlington Boy
Scouts today when
two of them
teamed up to save
a companion.

Howell C. "Jackie"
Young III, 13, son of Coast Guard Chief Quartermaster and Mrs.
Howell C. Young of 404 Massachuse s Av., was rescued in Spy
Pond by his two Boy Scout companions a er their small kayak
was capsized by a strong wind" Young, with his rescuers, James
J, Daley Jr., son of Mr. and Mrs. James J. Daley of 15 Amsden
Street and Lawrence Paz, son of Mr. and Mrs. William Paz of 15
Beacon Street a ended a scout lecture on water safety last
night.

Late this a ernoon, the trio, all members of Troop 9, piled into
Daley's kayak, actually built for two, for a brief spin about the
pond.

About 75 yards off shore near, Pond lane, a heavy gust
overturned the cra , dumping the boys into the water.

S ll recovering from the effects of a recent appendici s
opera on, Young only a fair swimmer, disappeared beneath the
surface but was grabbed quickly by Daley, who kept him afloat,
despite the desperate holds of his struggling companion.

Paz, who already had struck out for shore returned to the pair
when he no ced their plight. Paz and Daley then teamed up to
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keep their companion
afloat, although he
slipped from their
grasp several mes.

The plight of the trio
was soon spo ed from
shore by Arthur
Mazmanian, 18, of
Massachuse s Ave.,
and Richard Galvin, 14,
of 13 Pond Lane, both
of whom swam to the
scene.

Moments later, others
on shore succeeded in
rowing to the five boys
and took them ashore.

The three boys were
taken to the Symmes-
Arlington Hospital
where they were
treated for immersion.
Daley and Paz were
sent home but Young
remained overnight.

Scoutmaster Charles
Foster of Cleveland St.
who delivered the
lecture last night,
praised the rescue
work.
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10	Walsh	Road,	Bedford	Massachusetts

My	Time	-	My	Life	-	My	Work

A er ren ng homes for the first 18 years of their marriage, Mom and
Dad bought this three bedroom ranch in Bedford. It’s located on a
quite road with very similar homes. Now it’s my father’s turn to roll
over in his ashes. When they owned the house it had a very prominent
weeping willow tree in front and various flowers and bushes around
the house. It was my father’s pride and joy and he maintained it as
such.

This picture was taken in 2007, hopefully some new owners have im-
proved its “lot”.  We moved into it in 1954 a er the school year. For
the next 2 years, Mal a ended Concord High School.

To graduate from High School I needed 64 points. I graduated with
64.5 points – pre y close huh? My goal now was to become a trial law-
yer like Clarence Darrow. I was hoping to a end Cornell University to
study Journalism and then go onto law school. Life’s events intervened
and my career direc on would change once again.

Since I was traveling to work and school, I needed reliable transporta-
on. My Dad went with me to a dealership and helped me pick out a

car. I looked for the aesthe cs and he checked out the mechanicals.
We chose a 1952 brown and beige Chevrolet coupe. It even had dual
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pipes. I think that was a concession on
my father’s part. It was a neat car be-
fore and a er I banged in the front grill
on a post during a snow storm.

Right a er my gradua on my uncle Chuck (Sissie’s husband) got me a
job at the Watertown Pla ng Plant. Their business was pla ng various
metals for industrial use. One product they plated was TV frames.  It
was my job to take four pieces of metal and join them together at the
corners to make the frame for the TV screen. Of course, I broke all the
produc on quotas. My co-workers - mostly woman - weren’t too hap-
py. My bosses, on the other hand, were very pleased. This seemed to
be a recurring theme during my early work experiences. A er a few
weeks on the job I wanted some me off to join Nancy and her family
at Lake Waramaug in Connec cut. They didn’t want to give me the

me. So there - I quit.

We had some wonderful mes at
Lake Waramaug. Nancy and I had

me to learn about each other in a
different se ng.  I learned to be a
fairly decent water skier and en-
joyed the evening fireside chats
with Nancy’s family, her dad and

brother, Sandy, especially enjoyed the interchange of ideas.

I came back to Bedford from Connec cut a er the summer of 1954. I
was fortunate to get a posi on at Socony-Mobil Oil Compa-
ny in Kenmore Square Boston, right under the Citgo sign
and across from Fenway Park. I began my
business career as a mail boy. I had already

been a janitor at the theater, so this was a step up. Du-
es included delivering mail to 6 floors and using the

addressograph machine to address the customers’
monthly gasoline bill envelopes. The bill and cardboard
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credit card slips were merged together and stuffed into the addressed
envelopes. Then they were run through the postage meter which had
to be replenished weekly by taking a trip to the post office. I eventually
was allowed to take the daily trip via the transit system to the East
Boston Tank Wagon Office near Logan Airport to pick up and deliver
mail.

In September 1954 I began a ending Boston University’s evening pro-
gram. I had to take business related courses if I wanted to be reim-
bursed for my tui on and books by Socony-Mobil. I began  by majoring
in Accoun ng since the office where I worked was primarily an ac-
coun ng office.  Later I switched majors. I’ll cover this later.

In January 1956 I joined the Naval Reserve and a ended weekly train-
ing sessions in Lowell Massachuse s.
When I moved to Walpole (that comes
later) I a ended a weekend drill once a
month at the Weymouth Naval Air Sta-

on. During Summers, unless I found a
way to be excused from duty, I went
for two weeks training at various loca-

ons within the United States.

For a me I dated Janet, whom I met when I was touring the State as
Associate Chaplain in DeMolay. She lived in Danvers, Massachuse s
which was about an hour away.  That made the
round trip over two hours. That didn’t leave much

me for da ng since she had a rela vely early cur-
few. Most weekends I was traveling with the other
state officers visi ng chapters around the state.
These factors made it difficult to have a meaning-
ful rela onship. So we reluctantly parted good
friends and took our separate paths.

A er some me, Nancy and I started da ng again. In the Spring of
1956, Nancy’s family decided to move from Arlington to Bethany Con-
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nec cut. Nancy had to make the decision whether to move to Con-
nec cut or stay and get married. She stayed.

Mal a ended Concord High and graduated with honors in 1956. Well,
we knew who got the brains in the family. She went on to a end Kath-
erine Gibbs Secretarial School in Boston.

Except for working, par cipa ng in Naval Reserve, going to school, be-
ing somewhat ac ve in DeMolay, and da ng, not much else happened
during my 2 years at Walsh Road. That carefree approach to life  was
about to change.
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8	Emeline	Street,	Woburn	Massachusetts
My	Time	–	My	Life	–	My	Work

The causal teen years were about to end. While I was brought up
to be a responsible person I’m not sure I was prepared for this
next phase of my life. Ge ng married and becoming a parent
has its own unique set of values. This chapter will include events
from the me Nancy and I married up through the me we
moved from Woburn.

A er Nancy and I got married on June 24, 1956
we rented an apartment in Billerica where Randy
was born on February 7, 1957 and I remember
receiving an “unwarranted’ wet diaper in my face.
We then moved to a semi-renovated chicken
coup in Burlington and Gary was born on April 27,
1958. The wet diaper didn’t stop us.

The chicken coup had to be the worst place either of us lived. It
had a coal fired stove in the “kitchen” and a coal fired furnace in
the dirt floor basement. Since I was away at work and school the
major me of the day and night, the du es of keeping the home
coal fires burning fell to Nancy.
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So how did we get to Woburn? It was in December of 1957 and
the non-insulated dra y chicken coup was cold all the me. One
night Nancy and I went to check on Randy and Gary before we
went to bed. There was a rat in one of the boy’s cribs.  We knew
we had rats because they killed our cat but I thought they were
confined to the basement. Yea right!

Well that rat mo vated us to seek another place to live. I don’t
know how we did it but we bought and moved into the house in
Woburn within a week or two of the incident. The first night we
had access to the house we put our ma resses on the floor,
cranked up the hot air central heater and slept peacefully for the
first me in quite a while. Billy Copithorne and Bob Flux helped
us move. It was tough saying goodbye to the chicken coup. But
we managed to do it without shedding a tear.

Bob Flux, whose family was in the road construc on business,
gave the boys a huge used tractor re
and put it in our back yard. The boys
would play for hours driving their cars
and trucks around and around. During
this me we learned that Randy was
allergic to s ngs from flying insects.

We went to a number of house par es and had a few of our
own. One party stands out. Billy Copithorne brought a pint
of Ballan ne Scotch with him to a party at our house. My
drink of choice was usually rye and I had no desire to drink
scotch. When we were about to call it a night, Billy cor-
nered me in the kitchen and handed me the remaining
scotch and challenged me to drink only scotch un l the
bo le was empty. He added the caveat that if I did I would
become a commi ed scotch drinker. I did, and I did.

Rick was born April 30, 1960  at Symmes Hospital in Arlington.
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I was s ll a ending Boston University and working at Socony-
Mobil Company in Kenmore Square. I  applied  for an Inventory
Clerk posi on in the East Boston office in 1956. The Tank wagon
office was responsible for supplying gasoline, diesel fuel, and pe-
troleum based products to the Socony-Mobil Service Sta ons in
the Boston Metropolitan area and hea ng oil to commercial and

residen al customers. My ini al assignment was
to use a comptometer to calculate the gasoline
inventory levels in the storage tanks. Gasoline
was pumped via pipe line to the tanks and then
loaded into tank wagon trucks to be delivered to
customers. Inventory was calculated by taking

the pipe line meter reading and adding it to the inventory and
then deduc ng the gasoline loaded into the trucks.

I was promoted to General Relief Clerk under the guidance and
encouragement of my mentor Ralph Penta. He taught me all the
jobs in the department. While laborious, the job I enjoyed the
most was keeping the customers’ hea ng oil delivery cards up to
date.

The informa on on these cards was used to predict when a cus-
tomer would run out of hea ng oil based on the size of their tank
and the accumulated degree days since their last delivery. Each
day we got the number of degree days for the previous day from
the newspaper. Since we were interested in hea ng, the number
of degrees below 65 became the number of degrees we posted to
each customer’s delivery card.  The degree days were cumulated.
If a customer reached their designated number of degree days,
their card was pulled and set aside to schedule a fuel delivery the
next day.

Ralph played drums at Chickland Restaurant in Saugus. He arranged for
me to get a job as a busboy there on weekends. Chickland was a busy

(Con nued on page 38)
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place, especially on Friday and Saturday evenings
when his band played. The kitchen staff and wait-
resses were great to work with and while the job
was very me demanding, I enjoyed just about
every minute of it. I loved mee ng the people
and the challenge of ge ng tables cleared for the

next customer. The faster I got the tables cleared the faster custom-
ers could be seated, the more ps the waitresses would get and the
more money I made. Vince, the owner, rewarded me by taking me
with him when he made the bank deposits. For some unknown rea-
son they never asked me to sing or even play the saxophone. Oh
well!

On Thursday nights and Fridays, depending on my availability, I
bagged and rang up groceries at the IGA store in Burlington. I would
have the bags packed just as the cashier finished ringing up the or-
der.

A er four years I le  Mobil and went to work as Accounts Receiva-
ble Supervisor, at the age of 22 for Polaroid Corpora on. You’ll re-
call my mother, father and aunt worked there already. Eli Shamia
was the Credit Manager and my manager. He gave me one of the
most important lessons for my business career. My du es included
supervising ten women whose job was to
apply customer payments to the accounts
receivable account. Each invoice was rep-
resented by a punched card. These cards
were put in the appropriate customer’s bin
when a shipment was made and pulled when we got payment. The
amount the customer paid, and any discrepancies, was recorded on

each  card and then sent to data processing  to record
the payment informa on in the computer. My job was
to see that the invoice cards were properly filed and
that payments were recorded mely and correctly.
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We were inefficient, and I had a number of brilliant ideas to improve
the process. The ladies, however, chose to con nue to do it their way.
The advice from Eli was, “Larry if your want to be successful managing
people you’ll need to adapt to them. Don’t expect them to adapt to
you.”  It took some me for me to embrace this wise philosophy.
When I finally did I found out he was right. It eventually became the
founda on of my “you must meet them where they are before they
will move” philosophy.

I transferred to the Polaroid Sales Depart-
ment and was promoted to Dealer Service
Manager and then to Sales Office Manag-
er. It was my team’s responsibility to pro-
vide customer service to our sales repre-
senta ves and network of dealers. We
also handled administra ve du es for the

salesmen such as: leasing cars, car insurance, adver sing promo ons,
alloca on of scarce product,  and dealer complaints directly from the
dealer or through the salesmen.  We worked very closely with most
opera ng departments to resolve salesmen and dealer issues includ-
ing: accoun ng, adver sing, camera repair, customer rela ons, data
processing and warehouse management. One of the most challenging
assignments included organizing and administering the introduc on of
color film na onwide and the semi-annual sales force mee ngs which
were held in various loca ons in the country. Note: See Le ers To and
From the Author.

I was a member of the Polaroid Credit Union Board from 1961-62. The
Board’s responsibility was to approved employee  loan applica ons.

Nancy was pregnant with Doug when we decided we needed more
room for our growing family. I’m not sure why we chose to move to
Walpole, but we did.



40

27	Neal	Street,	Walpole	Massachusetts

My	Time	–	My	Life	–	My	Work

We	moved	to	Walpole	in	May	of	1962.	Doug,	or	D.K.	as	we	used	to	call	him,	was	born	on	June	19,	1962	at	the	Needham/Walpole	Hos-pital.	Nancy	and	 I	waited	outside	 the	hospital	until	 after	midnight	so	“we”	could	save	on	one	day’s	hospital	fees.	There	was	no	mater-nity	health	care	coverage	at	that	time.	It	 is	 signi icant	 that	 the	 picture	 above	has	two	homes	in	it.	Ours	is	on	the	left.	Ray	 and	 Dotty	 Cote	 lived	 in	 the	 house	on	 the	 right.	 	 Ray	 and	 I	 became	 fast	friends.	 We	 ran	 together	 in	 the	 morn-ing,	 played	 tennis	 and	 ping	 pong,	 at-tended	naval	reserve	drills	at	 the	Wey-mouth	Naval	Air	Station,	went	to	the	local	pub	and	played	cribbage,	drank	 beer	 and	 ate	 slim	 jims.	 He	 also	 diligently	 took	 care	 of	 his	lawn	and	landscape.	That	is	one	thing	we	did	not	have	in	common.	When	I	transferred	to	the	sales	department	I	changed	my	major	at	Boston	University	 from	 accounting	 to	marketing.	 	 Ray	was	 an	 ac-countant	and	a	data	processing	manager.	Computers	were	in	their	infancy	in	the	early	1960’s.	Many	businesses	were	just	beginning	to	adapt	computers	 to	do	 their	data	processing,	and	most	of	 the	sys-tems	 were	 rudimentary	 since	 the	 processing	 capability	 was	 re-
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stricted	to	kilobytes	–	not	megabytes	or	gigabytes.	What	can	now	be	processed	on	our	telephones	would	have	taken	a	room	full	of	com-puter	equipment	in	an	environmentally	controlled	space.	Ray	 kept	 after	me	 to	 change	my	business	 emphasis	 to	 automated	data	 processing.	 Again	 another	 business	 fork	was	 in	 the	 road.	On	his	persistent	advice	I	started	taking	data	processing	courses	in	col-lege.	I	learned	how	to	operate	the	various	pieces	of	equipment	and	program	in	Assembler	and	Report	Program	Generator	(RPG).	I	real-ly	enjoyed	the	challenge	of	 iguring	out	how	systems	could	be	 im-proved.	Luck	favors	the	prepared	mind.	Stan	Cohen,	my	manager	at	Polar-oid,	 told	me	 I	had	done	a	 great	 job	 training	my	 staff	 to	do	 all	 the	tasks	in	the	department	and	there	was	no	longer	a	need	for	both	of	us	to	manage	the	staff.	He	asked	me	if	there	was	something	else	I’d	like	to	do.	Polaroid’s	data	processing	group	consisted	of	computer	operators	and	programmers.	I	suggested	that	there	was	a	need	for	a	systems	analyst	to	develop	sales	and	marketing	systems.	So	a	new	position	of	Marketing	Systems	Analyst	was	created.		I	spent	half	of	my	time	in	the	marketing	department	working	with	the	managers	to	 create	new	systems	and	half	of	my	 time	 in	 the	data	processing	department	overseeing	the	development	of	the	systems.	In	1963	 I	was	honorably	discharged	 from	 the	Naval	Reserve	after	successfully	evading	active	duty	for	8	years.	In	1964	I	received	my	Bachelor’s	 degree	 in	Business	Administration	with	 concentrations	in	accounting,	marketing,	and	data	processing.	And	while	it	took	ten	years	 and	a	number	of	 twists	 and	 turns	 to	 complete	 the	degree,	 I	could	see	that	from	a	career	point	of	view	it	was	a	critical	decision	to	 hang	 in	 there,	 and	 adapted	 my	 selection	 of	 curriculum	 to	 the	changing	job	assignments	I	had	over	those	years.	Unfortunately	 there	 aren’t	many	 things	 I	 remember	 of	my	 family	life	during	that	time.	By	the	time	I	got	home	most	week	nights	the	boys	were	in	bed.	Whatever	we	did	as	a	family	was	concentrated	on	those	weekends	when	 I	 didn’t	 have	 Saturday	 classes	 at	 school	 or	
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weekend	naval	drills.	We	went	camping	at	Lake	Waramaug	State	Park	in	Kent,	CT.		Since	Nancy’s	 parents	 moved	 to	 Connecticut	 in	 the	 mid	 50’s,	 it	 was	 a	nearly	 annual	 occurrence	 to	 spend	 one	or	two	weeks	of	the	summer	at	the	lake.	It	 was	 during	 one	 of	 these	 times	 that	Randy	 got	 stung	 by	 an	 insect,	 we	 be-lieved	 a	 hornet,	 at	 the	 campsite	 one	evening.	He	began	to	have	a	reaction	and	we	had	to	get	him	to	a	hospital	quickly.	It	was	dark	and	I	had	never	travelled	the	back	roads	from	the	campsite	to	the	New	Milford	Hos-pital	before.	Google	tells	me	it	was	12	miles	and	21	minutes	away.	But	it	was	one	of	 the	 longest	 21	minutes	 of	my	 life.	 	 It	 was	 quite	 a	 race	 against	time.	We	made	it	just	in	time	for	the	medical	staff	to	give	Randy	the	medication	he	needed	to	mitigate	the	reaction	to	the	insect	sting.In	the	summer	of	1964	we	move	to	Bedford,	Massachusetts.
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37	Hancock	Street,	Bedford	Massachusetts

My	Time	–	My	Life	–	My	Work

,
This chapter was somewhat difficult to write, since I don’t remember
much of what happened in Bedford. My parents were living at 10
Walsh Road, about a mile away. Mal and her husband Bob were living
about a mile away in the other direc on. We would go to their respec-

ve houses frequently. The boys and I played football with Bob. He
even won once in a while.

We moved to Bedford around the summer of 1964 and lived there for
2.5 years. If I remember correctly, Randy was in the second grade and
Gary was in the first grade. The home was very close to Bedford cen-
ter. Most things were within walking distance.  I believe we a ended
the Congrega onal Church on the Bedford Common.

This house had a very nice back yard where the boys played. It was
well treed but had open space to play ball. The garage was to the le
of the picture a ached to a walk through breezeway. The garage had a
lo , and I seem to remember the boys playing in it. Can’t remember
whether that was okay or a no no.

No ce the Bay window in the front. A very significant event in my life
took place in the kitchen on the other side of that window. This experi-
ence has stayed with me throughout my life. When Randy was 7 years
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old, I was strongly admonishing him for some now forgo en ac on he
had allegedly commi ed. He looked up to me, I was taller than he at
that me, and said, "Dad, you can't live my life for me." This is one les-
son, I can honestly say, I not only learned but have prac ced. Counsel
only goes to those who ask or indicate a willingness to see another
point of view

I was a ending Northeastern University nights and some weekends for
my Master’s Degree. I didn’t get very far into the program before we
moved to Bethany Connec cut.

By this me I was con nuing my career as a Marke ng Systems Analyst
at Polaroid. I held this posi on for a year before I was recruited by
Warner Brothers (later to become Warnaco) in Bridgeport Connec cut
as a Senior Systems Analyst. We’ll cover more about this in the next
chapter.

So off we go to Bethany, Connec cut in January of 1967.

Note from Randy:

I have a good number of memories there, more with me and Gary (and
Rick some) - ice ska ng, candles ck bowling, walking to school, riding
bikes, the donkey, Gary and the postbox, climbing trees, burying cap-
tain crunch treasure chest, football (someone hi ng the tall stump
and ge ng a bloody lip), snow Christmas, my telescope, Grandma and
Grandpa's.

One involves you. It was late at night and Gary and I were s ll outside
playing (in the dark). You probably lost track of me, but you said we
should have known enough to come in since it was so late. It was our
fault that we were s ll outside playing.
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117	Crestwood	Road,	Bethany	Connecticut

My	Time	–	My	Life	–	My	Work

In January 1967 we moved to Bethany Connec cut. This was our first
house out in the country. We were about 25 miles from both New Ha-
ven and Bridgeport Connec cut. I worked in Bridgeport at Warnaco.
Dick and Shirley Price lived about 6 miles away, right across from the
school complex. Dick raced sulky horses, and on a number of occasions
we would go and watch him trot around the track. At one me he
boarded a pony for the boys. That pony, by the way, stepped on my
foot.

I coached the boys in baseball and basketball. We played football and
baseball on the school field across from the Prices’. I also served as
Cub Master.

Nancy and I had a pre y ac ve social life. We would either have neigh-
borhood gatherings at our house or go to neighbors’ houses. I became
ac ve in Town poli cs and was appointed town Selectman for a term.
Bethany was run by the Fire Chief and, unless it was on his agenda, it
was probably not going to happen. I’m sure I opened my mouth many

mes without achieving my intended objec ve. Hence, the one term
appointment.
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This led me to be a campaign manager for Paul Manger who was run-
ning for the Connec cut State Senate, his slogan was - “Straight For-
ward”. We didn’t win that campaign.  He subsequently did become a
State Senator.

One incident I recall occurred in the drive-
way. Again I don’t recall the issue, only the
result. Nancy had just returned from shop-
ping and was perturbed with me about
something. The paper bag of groceries she
was carrying somehow escaped her grasp

and was slammed against the pavement. I did help her pick up the gro-
ceries– even the broken glass.

I a ended Bridgeport University in an a empt to earn my Master’s
Degree. That didn’t work out. The school had a very tradi onal teach-
ing style - read, lecture, listen to instructor pon ficate, and take a test.
I was used to the case study method of instruc on - based upon the
belief that management is a skill rather than a collec on of techniques
and concepts.

Warnaco was originally Warner Brothers, a lady’s undergarment man-
ufacture with warehouses in Bridgeport, Chicago, San Francisco and
Atlanta. Warnaco was on a buying spree, purchasing and merging oth-
er garment manufacturers, including Hathaway Shirts (Maine), Puritan
Sportswear (Pennsylvania) and White Stag Skiwear (Oregon).

My ini al assignment was to design a physical inventory coun ng sys-
tem that would be reconciled against the ongoing perpetual inventory,
which was rarely correct. The system was fraught with miscounts, mis-
reads, and a volume of data that extended the meline for processing
and reconcilia on to two to three months. By that me, the physical
inventory was worthless.

Nick Wirth was the programmer coordinator. He, the user, the slim-
wear controller, and I deigned a “very sophis cated” system up against
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a very unrealis c 6 month deadline. The system worked perfectly, and
what took months previously was completed in less than a week. Nick
and I received kudos for a job well done.

My next major systems assignment was to design a management in-
ventory system for White Stag Skiwear in Portland, Oregon. For a year
and a half, I usually spent two weeks in Portland and came home for a
few days and then flew back and forth on United Airlines flights 44 and
45. I became a million mile flyer.

I fell in love with Oregon. To this day I have pictures of Mount Hood
and Cannon Beach in my office.

The system design included raw material acquisi on, in process flow,
and finished goods inventory. I prepared the system specifica ons and
when I returned to Bridgeport I met with the implementa on staff to
oversee the program specifica ons.

The challenge in this assignment was bringing the divergent views of
the President, Controller, Data Processing Manager, Product Design
Director, and the three inventory managers responsible for the raw
materials, manufacturing process, and distribu on together to create
a coherent systems approach. The technical views of the corporate
staff also had to be considered.

Lawrence Renne , the President of White Stag, was not only a strong
supporter of the system but became my mentor. He helped me navi-
gate the organiza on web. When I met resistance, he offered sugges-

ons as to how I could obtain commitment from a reluctant individual.
I have a sneaking suspicion  that he may have had some private discus-
sions with one or more of those individuals. A tudes surely changed.

This assignment tested my ability to form and lead a team over which I
had no direct authority. On reflec on, with this project I honed my fa-
cilitator and nego a on skills that prepared me to be a process con-
sultant. I learned that influence can be more powerful than power. Mr.
Renne  was instrumental in helping me recognize the difference.
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Nancy and the four boys joined me in Oregon during
the summer of 1968. We stayed in a four room
apartment at the Rose Manor Hotel. Here are some
wonderful memories of that summer.

 The boys learned to swim and dive in the hotel pool.

 The boys made a road for their cars and trucks
with colorful bo le caps that went from the first
floor up the stairs into their bedroom.

 We took a motor trip to Washington and had to avoid having an
accident on Interstate 5 in the rain (well, we were in the North-
west) on our way back.

 We took me to explore the Northwestern area of Oregon with its
beau ful mountains, lush greenery, majes c waterfalls and its
breath taking coast.

 We took an extended trip to Los Angeles. We visited my Aunt Eve-
lyn (Sissie), went to Disney Land, and a ended a professional base-
ball game.

We finally realized that we had a lot of driving to do to get back to
Portland in me for me to go to work the next day. Instead of staying
in a motel, I decided to drive all night and stop to rest along the road.
The boys had napped during the day and even though they tried to
remain quiet, I had difficulty ge ng comfortable enough to sleep in
the car. Somewhere near the California and Oregon border I gave out. I
crawled in the back of our yellow Plymouth wagon and crashed. To this
day I don’t know how Nancy was able to get us back to the Hotel.

We finally finished the conceptual systems design and were ge ng
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geared up to begin the development phase.

A er a year and a half travelling back and forth, Lawrence Renne  re-
quested that I relocate to Portland and manage White Stag’s newly
formed informa on systems department.  This was a very a rac ve
offer and we were about to move. We selected a home in Lake
Oswego with a creek running through an atrium. Before I formally took
the White Stag posi on, Bernie Smith resigned as Corporate Systems
Manager. Bob Schmidle asked me to return to Bridgeport and replace
Bernie. Mike Shannon transferred from Bridgeport and took the job of
Informa on Systems Manager in Portland and completed the systems
development phase of the White Stag inventory management project.

If I had taken the Portland assignment, the path of my personal life and
business career would have been decidedly different. Lawrence Ren-
ne  indicated that once the new inventory management system was
installed he would offer me an opera ons management posi on. At
the me, I really wanted to be a Division President some day. It’s hard
to predict what might have happened in our personal life, but I know it
would have been different.

My job back at Corporate was to transfer the responsibility for systems
design and development to the various subsidiaries. During this me
Patricia (Trish) Spillane’s Systems Forms Design and Prin ng came un-
der my supervision. Trish and I became very good friends.

The transi on to the subsidiaries took almost two years.  The Corpo-
rate Systems Department became an Internal Consul ng Group to the
subsidiaries. Bob Schmidle, my boss, called me into his office and told
me there was one extra manager in the department, me. (Where did I
hear that before?) He gave me me to find a new posi on.

Within a month, I was hired by Lone Star Industries in Greenwich, CT,
as a Senior Corporate Systems Analyst.  The office was an hour from
our home in Bethany. At the me we owned a Mercedes 250S so the
trip wasn’t too taxing. My ini al assignment was to develop a corpo-
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rate wide marke ng system for
the cement and concrete subsidi-
aries. Before I could get too deeply
into the project. Lone Star offered
me the job as Regional Data Pro-
cessing Manger in Richmond, Vir-
ginia.

During this period I sought a Masters Degree in Communica ons at
Fairfield University, a Jesuit school. I only a ended two semesters,
since I was transferring to Richmond . It was the best two semesters I
had in college. The courses were not only case study, they were experi-
en al. We had to go out into the world and for fy our classroom
knowledge with experiences in the real world. The courses had a pro-
found affect on how I viewed the world around me.

Well here we go again! On to Virginia.
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203	Sheffey	Lane,	Bon	Air	Virginia

My	Time	–	My	Life	–	My	Work

Here it is fall of 1970 and we are in the process of moving to Bon Air,
Virginia, a community in south Richmond but with a sophis cated
sounding name. Lone Star purchased our home in Bethany and we
were able to find this home on Sheffey Lane surrounded by trees at
the end of a cul-de-sac. There was a game room next to the under-
neath garage. First me we had a game room. My Dad and I played
ping pong on a number of occasions even though neither of us had a
ping pong table in our home.   It was a rare day that I won. Back in
Walpole, Ray Cote had a game room where he and I played endless
games of ping pong. Now the boys and I had a chance to play ping
pong. They became pre y good.

The boys would help with chores around the house and worked a pa-
per route in the neighborhood. They would come with me to the office
when I worked Saturdays. They had diverse spor ng interests. Randy’s
was soccer. Gary played football. Rick ran track. Doug played with any
ball he could get his hands on. Toby had just been born in Connec cut
on July 23, 1970. Nancy was one of the original “soccer” moms,
shu ling the boys from one spor ng ac vity to another.
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I, on the other hand, was busy as a workaholic and traveling back and
forth to the Lone Star corporate offices in Greenwich. That Mercedes
got a work out.

While I was s ll staying in a motel in Richmond, before the family
moved, Randy and Gary came and stayed with me for about a week.
Since most of the processing of data took place at night, I was primarily
working nights that week and they were able to go to the office with
me. During one of the evenings I became very ill and Randy and Gary
somehow got me medical assistance. The medical staff thought I was
having a heart a ack. But, it turned out to be just exhaus on from
spending long hours at the job. I decided I needed to get more exercise
and joined a health spa which I a ended three mes a week during
either my lunch or dinner breaks. It helped counteract the Krispy
Kreme donuts we’d eat at 3 AM.

The Lone Star Regional Center had duplicate systems as a result of
company acquisi ons. My assignment was to eliminate the duplica on
and integrate the various systems with the corporate systems. This
was being done in an cipa on of moving to a distributed network,
with the primary processing being done in Greenwich. Milton Kovar,
who had programming experience, transferred from the Dallas Region-
al Center to Richmond to spearhead the systems development effort.
My plate was full designing the systems, managing the opera ons de-
partment, and interfacing with the system users. Once this assignment
was completed, I had the op on to transfer to Dallas or San Francisco
to duplicate the effort for those regional offices. For many personal
and family reasons I wanted to remain in Richmond.

Unfortunately during this me, Nancy and I were con nuing to face
some challenges and instead of finding a way to work them out we
grew further apart. My Dad would frequently quote Omar Khayyam:

“The Moving Finger writes; and, having writ,
Moves on: nor all thy Piety nor Wit,
Shall lure it back to cancel half a Line,
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Nor all thy Tears wash out a Word of it.”

I lived in Tivoli Square Apartments with Milton Kovar during our sepa-
ra on. Nancy and I divorced in the summer of 1972.

Trish, who I saw during my trips  to Connec cut,
and her children Patrick, Erin, and Tim moved to
Richmond.  Ini ally we lived together in the Wistar
Village Apartments. Since Trish
was a divorced Catholic we had
difficulty finding a clergy person
to marry us. Dr. Gold, a Unitari-

an Minister, married us in August 1972 under the
Crape Myrtle trees in Maymont Park. We rented a
larger apartment in London Towne on Jack Burd
Lane.

Before my employment with Lone Star ended, I was fortunate to ob-
tain a Project Manager posi on with Allied Chemical in Hopewell, VA.
While on the surface this may have
seemed a step back in my career, it turned
out to be a major step forward since I had
the opportunity to work with a high end
computer system. The IBM 360 computer
equipment was in a football field size room
on a raised floor so cool air could circulate
under the equipment. Today, in 2016, a laptop has more power.

My assignment was to convert the various mining and chemical plant
payroll systems to a packaged human resource system. This meant
traveling to the plant sites and convincing them that the new system
would provide them with new and faster informa on, even if it
seemed to turn their sta c world upside down. Most of them felt that
conver ng to the new system was an inconvenience to them and a
possible benefit to the Region and Corporate.  They were probably
right, but I had to convince them otherwise.
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Over me it was determined that the regional processing centers and
staffs could be eliminated. All processing previously done in the re-
gions was moved to Morristown, NJ. I was given the choice to transfer
there or take a severance package.

A er carefully considering the posi on in Morristown, we decided to
take the severance package and use the money to purchase the home
at 8670 Woodman Road in Henrico County.



55

8670	Woodman	Road,	Henrico	Virginia

My	Time	–	My	Life	–	My	Work

Henrico County was in the West end of Richmond. This was a modest
home with a family room/kitchen and master bedroom downstairs
and two large bedrooms upstairs. A er Nancy and I divorced, she
moved back to Connec cut with Randy, Rick, Doug and Toby. Gary
decided to stay in Richmond and live with Trish and me.

Visita ons became a challenge, especially during the summer of 1973
when there was a gasoline shortage and gasoline was being ra oned.
One visita on s ll haunts me. Nancy and I each drove to an Interstate
95 rest area in Maryland, she from Connec cut and I from Virginia, so
the boys could come to Virginia for a few weeks during the summer.

On our way back to Virginia I was pulled over for
speeding in Washington DC. I was going 55 in a 50
mile per hour zone. Fi y was the maximum speed
allowed during the gasoline shortage. A er I ex-
plained that I was engrossed in conversa on with
my sons whom I hadn’t seen for quite a while, the

police officer gave me a warning with the admoni on that I keep my
eye on the speed indicator.

A er spending some me in Virginia it was me for Randy, Rick, Doug,
and Toby to return to Connec cut. Nancy wasn’t able to meet me at
the halfway point. I drove them as far as the ra oned gasoline would
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allow. This turned out to be Newark, NJ.  That night we stayed in a ho-
tel near the train sta on. The following morning I put them on the
train for New Haven, waved goodbye, and went back to the hotel, lay
on the bed, and cried un l I couldn’t cry any more. I can s ll see those
brave young men huddled together waving from the train as it pulled
out from the sta on. Some mes divorce can be hell.

Much of our family life centered on so ball in Richmond. If Richmond
wasn’t the so ball capital of the world, it should have been. Richmond
had an extensive so ball community including company, church, adult,
and youth leagues. Players could just show up on one of the numerous
ball fields around town for a pickup game. Each year there was a mas-
sive so ball tournament in Richmond which drew teams from all over
the region. I think we a ended the major por on of the tournament
games during the mid-1970.

When Erin was between the ages of 11
and 13, Trish and I coached her so ball
team. It was a lot of fun, and we won
the regional championship the second
year. Erin played right field most of the

me, and the boys were equipment
managers. I believe Gary got his start
umpiring then also.

Okay! It was me to give it another try. In 1974 I went back to school
to get my Master’s Degree in Business Administra on majoring in
Management, Marke ng, and Informa on Systems. Virginia Common-
wealth University (VCU) was an ideal place to rekindle my desire to
learn.  It didn’t hurt that Rod Molina and I were a ending classes at
the same me. In fact, if he hadn’t given me a crash course on how to
calculate the area under a curve for my Research Sta s cs class, I
might s ll be there. I did  manage to graduate in 1977.

Rod and I were also adjunct faculty, teaching various systems related
classes. That is when I knew I wanted to be an instructor one day.
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Trish worked for Wheat First Securi es as a Vice President. Her prima-
ry responsibili es were manual systems and forms design. I had just
le  Allied Chemical and was looking for my next assignment. I had this
terrible habit of wan ng to provide for my families. The opportunity
came rather soon.

I became aware of the benefits of joining volunteer
organiza ons and the networking and leadership
opportuni es they provided. During this meframe
Trish and I became immersed in the Richmond busi-
ness community. I was elected President of the
Richmond Data Processing Management Associa-

on (DPMA) and Trish was elected Vice-president. This was a pivotal
point in my career.

As a result of this networking, one of the DPMA
members made me aware of a newly created
posi on of EDP Auditor at F & M bank (eventually
to become Bank of America). The tle of EDP Au-
ditor was an established posi on  in the Military,
but was fairly new to industry. The banking in-
dustry was one of the first private industries to
climb aboard. Once I expressed a sincere interest
in the posi on N.C. Sizemore presold me to Ger-
ald Saunders, F&M’s General Auditor. Here I go

down another road.

Fortunately our CPA’s, Peat, Marwick and Mitchell, had a re red Air
Force EDP Auditor. Ed Murray became my friend, mentor, and brain-
storming partner. Conduc ng EDP Audits in a banking environment
was new to Ed also.  We began by designing programs to select data
from the exis ng systems so the Financial Auditors could use the data
for their financial audits. We then conducted opera onal audits of the
Informa on Systems Department.  Joe Crane was our programmer.
A er a while we put together a very special team drawing from the
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most experienced and capable personal in the organiza on. The team
consisted of Rod Molina, a cracker jack opera onal systems analyst;
Mike Connor, who knew the bank’s financial systems in and out; Larry
Webb, an expert in  trust systems for banking; Dave League, a deposit
systems expert; and Dan Cash, an excellent computer systems analyst.
This was the core team.

We started out like most organiza ons, beginning to use EDP Auditors
to look at the controls within the automated system while the financial
auditors reviewed the manual controls around the system. These re-
views were conducted independently at different mes with separate
audit reports. This approach was used for the first year. Each group of
auditors found and reported conflic ng “findings”. (Hated that word
and s ll do!)

With Ed’s help we convinced Jerry to experiment with a new ap-
proach. This new approach used a team of auditors to iden fy a busi-
ness en ty within the bank and use financial and systems auditors to
review the suppor ng systems for that business en ty in its en rety.
One joint report was issued. The auditees (or as I like to call them the
“customers”) were thrilled, maybe a bit strong, to get one report that
they could intelligently act on.

To make this work, Tom Slack, the VP of the General Auditors and I,
the VP of the Informa on Systems Auditors, had to curb our respec ve
strong egos and work closely together to iden fy the joint audit oppor-
tuni es and schedule our staffs accordingly. Not an easy task for either
of us. Once Tom and I got it together, and with Ed’s help, PM&M was
able to rely on our audit results and reduce our audit fees accordingly.
In fact, in most cases we had done a more extensive review than they
would have done.

A er gradua ng from VCU, I was approached by an
Oklahoma head hunter who strongly urged me to ap-
ply for an EDP Auditor posi on with the Williams
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Companies in Tulsa. Here was an opportunity to apply my EDP Audit
knowledge in a manufacturing and service se ng. You may recall that
EDP Audi ng was new to most organiza ons. The decision to leave
Richmond was extremely difficult. We had a lot of cri cal thinking to
do on this one.

It was difficult on many fronts. Thankfully Gary was on his own at 20.
But Patrick and Erin were in high school and Tim was just beginning
middle school.  Trish had her dream job at Wheat - woman working in
Tulsa, at that me, was going to be a culture shock. Leaving all our
friends and being further away from the boys, especially Toby since he
was only 7 at the me, was difficult. The decision to go was finally
made when Trish was offered a Systems Manager posi on in
Edgecomb Metals, a Williams Subsidiary.

So we packed up and moved to 8626 Janis Lane, Sapulpa, OK, just a
few miles west of Tulsa.
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8626	Janis	Lane,	Sapulpa	Oklahoma

My	Time	–	My	Life	–	My	Work

The house was new. It overlooked the City of Tulsa and Oral Roberts
University. The silo on the le  contained a spiral staircase running up
from the first to second floor and back down. Tornado watches and
warnings seemingly flashed across the television screen daily from
June through September. Our Tornado room was an inside bathroom
on the first floor.

I enjoyed living in Tulsa the three years we were
there. I worked on the 48th Floor of the Williams
Center (now known as the BOK, Bank of Oklahoma,
Tower). This was the tallest building in Oklahoma
un l 2011.  The Williams Companies, Inc. is an ener-
gy company. At the me it consisted of a number of
subsidiaries: Williams Pipe Line, Edgecomb Metals,
Agrico Chemicals, Williams Explora on, and Wil-
liams Commercial Development. All the corporate
offices for the subsidiaries resided in the Williams
Center. Their various opera ng plants were sca ered all over the
country.

I diligently kept in physical shape. In addi on to frequen ng the gym,
which was on the top floor 0f the William’s Center, a couple of mes a
week (great networking opportunity). I ran five to ten miles 3 to 4
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mes a week along the Arkansas River on Riverside Drive and in two
15k “races”.  Some mornings I’d meet my boss Les Cypret at the High
School track and run 3 to 5 miles. I le  the office a er work and ran
the 5 miles to Interstate 44 where Trish would pick me up and drive
home.

A number of perks went with this job, includ-
ing memberships in the Petroleum Club
(Tulsa was a dry city and I wasn’t at the me)
and the Oak Country
Club, where we

played tennis and swam in the pool. Trish and I
frequently had dinner at one of the Clubs ei-
ther Friday or Saturday evenings. I regret that I
did not take up golf at that me.

Randy and Toby came to visit. One me when Toby was 9, he flew out
and back by himself from Dulles Airport. He did well! Patrick, Erin, and
Tim seemed to adapt rather readily to their new surroundings. Their
primary ac vity was riding their bikes around the neighborhood.  I
don’t remember their par cipa ng in any organized spor ng ac vity.

I was elected President of the Tulsa Chapter of IIA (Ins tute of Internal
Auditors) and EDP Auditors Associa on, which I helped to organize. I
became very involved with IIA at the Interna onal level –speaking at
conferences, teaching classes, and authoring “Integra ng the Internal
Auditor into EDP” which was published in 1983 as part of their mono-
graph series.

In November 2015 The Williams Companies was recognized for their
“gender diversity in the boardroom.” Gender diversity was not the
norm during the 1970’s. There was no female board member, and of
the 50 auditors only one was a female when I began working there. Les
Cypret, the General Auditor, and I wanted that to change.

The turnover rate of our young staff was purposely high. It was our
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responsibility to hire young people out of college and train them for a
year or two and place them elsewhere within the organiza on. We
recruited our financial auditors from Arkansas University and the ma-
jor por on of our opera onal and informa on systems auditors from
Oral Roberts and Brigham Young Universi es.
We focused on recrui ng a healthy mix of males
and females. By 1980 when I le , we had a
50/50 distribu on of female and male auditors
in the department. I’m especially proud of that
sta s c.

Most audi ng was done on the road. It was thought that having male
and female auditors working on the road together was fraught with
danger. Once we assigned both male and female auditors to a travel
team, we never had one untoward incident reported to corporate. We
were never bashful about le ng the staff know what level of conduct
was expected.

Les Cypret wanted to change the way  the organiza on planned, exe-
cuted, and reported audit results.  Although
my tle was EDP Auditor, my assignment
was to reorganize the department to ac-
complish Les’ goals. These changes met with
great resistance, especially from the then
Director of Audit, who had the longevity in
the department but had been passed over

for General Auditor when Les was hired about a year before I came on
board. I trained my replacement and was promoted to the posi on
Director of Audit, the changes began to take hold.

There were six Audit Managers - one for each major subsidiary, one for
Corporate Finance, and one for Informa on System Audi ng. We all
worked in our own li le world. The subsidiary managers  had one thing
in common. They spent most of their me either reviewing work pa-
pers or rewri ng 40 to 50 page audit reports. You read it right. It was
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taking up to 6 months from the beginning of an audit un l the report
was issued. The previous Director of Audit would me culously review
each report. Once the report was released, responses to the report
would be sent back to audit and the merry-go-round con nued.

It took me, cajoling, pa ence, and just about all my prior experience
in accoun ng, audi ng, marke ng, and informa on systems manage-
ment to get the following organiza onal changes accomplished with
Les’ strong support.

 Except for the Financial Audit Manager who needed to be
a CPA, the other managers were interchangeable. We
wanted them to get exposure to the different subsidiaries.

 Managers spent more me on the road with their assigned
staff. This allowed them to be in mately involved in the
audit process including scope management, work paper
development and review, and dra ing the ini al report on
site. This significantly reduced their review me back at
the office.

 Audit staffs were integrated and assigned to a general
pool.  Our traveling teams usually consisted of three or
four auditors with opera onal, financial, and informa on
systems exper se. Travel funds were abundant.

 The staff and managers were encouraged to work closely
with the management of the func on they were audi ng.
The goal was to resolve issues on site and get a commit-
ment to change a policy or process that needed to be
changed to improve opera on and/or control. In essence
they were Internal Audit Consultants. When necessary, I
would par cipate in the exit conference, either in person
or by phone, to facilitate any unresolved issues.

 Audit reports were normally limited to three pages unless
approved by Les or me. Our goal was to address three ma-
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jor issues or less in the wri en report, no ng that the
management of the func on had agreed to the recom-
mended changes and had either implemented them or had
a metable for doing so.

 Most audit reports were issued 3 to 4 days a er coming
back from the audit site with the concurrence of the audit
customer. When it became a week old, Donna, my faithful
and extremely competent administrator, would let me
know and I’d stroll down the corridor and say ‘Hi’ to the
manager of the project.

Our Senior Management, Public Accountants, and Board of Directors
embraced this streamlined approach. Life in the business world was
good.

In 1979 Les was offered his dream posi on of Financial Vice President
for Oral Robert University. When he le  the Williams Company I was
appointed Interim General Auditor with the opportunity to become
the full me General Auditor.

Four significant issues derailed this opportunity.

 The public accoun ng firm required the General Auditor of
a company the size of Williams to be a CPA if they were
going to rely on the results of the internal audit. My CIA
and EDPAA cer fica ons were helpful but not defini ve.
The previous summer I took the CPA review class but was
unable to sit for the exam. (Don’t remember why.)

 Trish was not happy working in Tulsa, she felt her oppor-
tunity to crack the glass ceiling was nonexistent.

 I was really itching to get out on my own as a teacher and
consultant and shed myself of the corporate shackles. I
had a taste of manna and wanted more. It was me to live
my dream.
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 Wheat re-offered Trish her prior posi on as Vice President
at Wheat First Securi es in Richmond.

When the new General Auditor came on board we agreed that I would
stay on for up to 6 months to help him affect the transi on. Herb Mil-
ler was commi ed to our approach, but had not experienced it at Ford
Motor Company.

I con nued to speak at conferences and teach classes for the IIA. This
gave me the opportunity to market my educa on and consul ng pro-
grams to private industry and to the IIA as a ‘paid’ consultant.  When I
le  the Williams Companies I had about 6 months of paid assignments
wai ng for me.

So it was back to Richmond. No company to buy our Tulsa home since
it was our decision to leave. We were fortunate to sell it and break
even just before the housing market in Tulsa took a nose dive.

The next step forward was back to Richmond and 9119 Donora Drive in
Henrico County.
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9119	Donora	Drive,	Richmond	Virginia

My	Time	–	My	Life	–	My	Work

Trish an I are back in Richmond. The home was built in 1981 and had
large rooms. The living room and dining room were on the le  side of
the first floor. My office was on the right in the front and the gourmet
kitchen was in the rear. The Master Bedroom with a four poster bed,
that I had difficulty ge ng into without a stepping stool, extended the
full length of the le  side of the second floor. Patrick, Erin and Tim
each had their own room upstairs.

Trish happily went back to work at Wheat First Securi es. The children
became se led in their new school surroundings.  I didn’t spend much

me in Richmond since I was on the road ge ng the business started.
My customers covered my travel expenses. Generally, I would fly out
of the Richmond airport but flights were limited; so I’d take a two hour
airport shu le ride to one of the Washington DC airports and fly from
there.

It wasn’t long a er returning to Richmond that an unimpeachable con-
fiden al source confirmed something that I had suspected in Oklaho-
ma - the Spillane teenagers were likely experimen ng with drugs.  This
drug scene was totally foreign to me. Trish dearly loved her children
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and I tried to understand why she wouldn’t accept the possibility that
my informa on was correct. I offered to pay to have them tested to
se le the issue one way or the other.  And if posi ve, to get whatever
treatment was required. She did not accept the offer.

Perhaps I could have handled the issue differently. This situa on, at
least in my mind, became a trust issue which triggered the end of the
marriage. Today I would go back to the confiden al source and ask
that they either release me from the confiden ality or address the is-
sue directly with Trish. Isn’t hind sight great? Note: I lost personal con-
tact with Trish, who remarried, and the rest of her family but have fol-
lowed them with interest from afar. It appears they have all succeeded
in their chosen avoca ons.

I moved to Orlando, Florida during the la er part of 1981 or early
1982. I lived in rented proper es for the first couple of years. Since
these chapters center, except for the early years, on the homes I
owned with help of a bank, I’ll con nue here for the me being.

During this next phase of my life, there were five individuals who had a
profound impact on me going forward.

 First, Charlie Le Grand. He gave me the chance to hone my
skills in the classroom. Ini ally, I taught EDP Audit related
courses.  Traveling with Charlie was a blast. I tended to
stay in the hotel where the seminars were being held. But
Charlie would drag me out into the world around the ho-
tel.

 Second, Richard Balog. Richard was Charlies’ counterpart
at the IIA. He was responsible for staffing the non EDP cur-
riculum. Rick expanded my teaching horizons to include
just about any program the Ins tute offered.  A couple of

mes this happened with 15 minutes no ce when the
scheduled instructor failed to show. Richard was instru-
mental in moving us to New Jersey. More about this in a
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later chapter.

 Third, Fred Palmer. He was my first business partner in the
training field. Fred was well known in the internal audit
profession and had a number of contacts throughout the
country. We formed Palmer- Paz and worked together for
about a year before we decided to go our separate ways.
Fred was strong headed but usually right. He was a great
story teller in and out of the classroom. Fred liked the finer
things in life, (notably when the customer was paying for
it) and wasn’t bashful about sa sfying his perceived need.
During that year I learned much from Fred and am grateful
to him for his willingness to share his perspec ve on the
educa on business and the audit profession in par cular.

 Fourth, Barbara Kirby. Barbara earned her Doctorate De-
gree in Educa on from the University of Georgia. Her doc-
torial thesis covered EDP Audi ng. Charlie ‘threw’ us to-
gether teaching EDP Audi ng Classes. Ini ally, we had
some interes ng classroom differences. We came at the
subject ma er from two different worlds – she from the
academic world and me from the real world. It took a cou-
ple of classes teaching together to work out what turned
out to be a very dynamic learning experience for the stu-
dents We yin-yanged it in a style that enabled the  stu-
dents to benefit from both viewpoints. More about Barba-
ra later.

 Fi h, Judy Weikel.  Judy was an expert in bank regula ons
related to audit. She, Rod Molina, and I taught a number of
courses together to the banking industry.  Her husband
Tom and she became ordained ministers and ministered to
jail inmates and shared their philosophy on selected cruise
ships. Judy remained a good friend un l her passing in
May of 2009.
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It was my honor to teach with Jerry Durant, who has prodded me to
finish wri ng Soar Without Limits for too long, and John Nelson, the
only other instructor I entrusted with teaching the Internal Auditor as
a Business Consultant.

The IIA’s primary focus was on public programs. Ini ally, much of my
work was conduc ng public seminars for them. This gave me the op-
portunity to prospect a number of audit managers from finance, insur-

ance, service, and manufacturing companies
with decent size audit staffs. My purpose was
to encourage them to consider in-house train-
ing for their staffs.  Providing in-house training
proved to be a good business strategy since the

economy took a nose dive in the mid-80’s and companies were looking
for ways to maintain their staff’s professional creden als and save
travel expenses.

A er Fred and I went our separate ways, Barbara and I formed SYS-
CON Interna onal, Inc. in 1982 and set up our opera ons in rented
offices within the IIA Headquarters in Altamonte Springs. We focused
on developing generic educa onal programs that we could customize
for each customer. Note: You can review a copy of our brochure at the
end of the next chapter.

Exxon approached the IIA to develop and teach an Integrated Audit
curriculum for their audit staffs around the world. Charlie Legrand re-
ferred Exxon to us. This assignment took up a major por on of our

me for two years. Ini ally, Charlie and I worked with Exxon to devel-
op the course. Then we taught the course together in London and
Brussels. Charlie’s other du es at the IIA made it difficult for him to
con nue.  Barbara took over as my co-instructor in Europe, Canada,
Australia, Singapore, then back in the US. I did Central and South
America on my own. Between Exxon and Black & Decker we were able
to teach in a number of con nents.
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Barbara and I were married in June of 1983
by a ship’s captain. We invited a few friends
to join us on a dinner cruise up the North
River in Florida.

We le  the house we had rented for a year
and bought the property at 460 Forestwood
Lane in Maitland, Florida. It was a pleasant

1.7 mile walk to our offices.
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460	Forestwood	Lane,	Maitland	Florida	

My	Time	–	My	Life	–	My	Work

Around 1984, Barbara, her daughter Susan, and I moved to 460 Forest-
wood Lane in Maitland, Florida. Like most homes in Florida at that

me, a one story ranch in a quiet suburban neighborhood. Nothing
fancy. It did have a nice oak treed back yard and a large screened
porch with a pass-through to the kitchen. We ate outside a lot.

I fondly remember Randy, Gary,
Becky, Doug and Toby visi ng us
in the Summer of 1984.  Toby
and I shared a birthday celebra-

on together. One of our discus-
sions centered on his new Step-
father, Joe. I remember trying to
give him some fatherly advice on
how they might improve commu-
nica ons. (Not sure whether he

ever took it.)  Toby and Susan were about the same age (early teens)
and enjoyed each other’s company. I recall that they had a gymnas cs
contest on the front lawn.

Barbara and I kept busy in the business. We travelled to London, Brus-
sels, Rome, Switzerland, Amsterdam, Australian, Singapore and Hawaii



72

on business.  Our social life centered on our friends at the Ins tute and
an occasional get away. We were able to take a 3 day Caribbean Cruise
and a 7 Day Alaskan Cruise.

SYS-CON Interna onal, Inc. developed an extensive
Internal Audit curriculum. We had generalized ver-
sions we taught at public sessions. But, our claim to
fame was our willingness and ability to   customize any
of our programs to accommodate the needs of our
customer. Note: You can review a copy of our bro-
chure at the end of this chapter.

SYS-CON won a contract to conduct a performance audit of Turner
Construc on Company, which was extensively renova ng the Cincin-
na  Ohio Conven on–Exposi on Center in 1984. Our customer was
the City Council. A verbal version of our report was publically televised.
To the chagrin of one of the Councilors, we found no major discrepan-
cies in the Turner Construc on process or records.

At one point our Marke ng Director, who was working on commission,
had supposedly scheduled a large number of programs. We were ec-
sta c un l Barbara found out that many of the “contracts” were bo-
gus. Since we were coun ng on these programs for future income, we
had a decision to make. We could either dissolve the company or re-
store our good name. I flew to New York to try and salvage the situa-

on.  Fortunately, within a week I was able gain commitments from
four organiza ons that allowed us to keep the doors open.

One of the commitments was to organize, develop, and administer an
Internal Audit Conference for American Express’ 70 auditors na on-
wide.  The 5 day program was held on Eus s Planta on on Lady’s Is-
land in South Carolina This included selec ng the loca on, establishing
lodging requirements, obtaining speakers, leading our own programs,
purchasing adver sing specialty items, and managing all the travel lo-
gis cs to support the theme “Ahead of the Curve”. Naturally, we used
American Express’s travel services for air and land transporta on.
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Our most popular and profitable course was The Internal Auditor as a
Business Consultant. There was no compe on for this program and it
sustained us for a number of years. The basic concepts were derived
from my experience at the Williams Companies. Since I had experi-
enced it, I had credibility in the classroom.

In 1986, Rick Balog accepted a posi on to launch an Internal Audit Cur-
riculum for KPMG (formally Peat, Marwick & Mitchell) in New Jersey.

In 1987, he approached us to come and teach our curriculum under
the auspices of KPMG. Here was another fork in the road.  Barbara, at
30, was just ge ng her career established and felt the experience with
a Big 8 Accoun ng Firm would be a profitable move. I, on the other
hand, at 46 wasn’t ready to go back into the confining corporate world.
This in a way was somewhat odd as I reflect on it today, since in each
corporate posi on I filled I was able to exercise my ingenuity to create
the job I wanted it to be.

With Rick’s help, we came up with an acceptable solu on. We sold our
rights to our curriculum, except one, to KPMG. Barbara and Bob, an-
other of our instructors, would become employees of KPMG and I
would work as a contractor with an exclusive right to teach SCI’s  flag-
ship program, The Internal Auditor as a Business Consultant, either on
my own or through KPMG or SYS-CON Interna onal, Inc.

In addi on, I was able to obtain and retain consul ng assignments to
help companies make the transi on to a business consul ng environ-
ment.  In most situa ons, the company had to retain a cadre of finan-
cial auditors to sa sfy the requirements of their respec ve regulatory
organiza ons.  The fact the course was sanc oned by KPMG led to its
credibility.

So I looked out the window and there was the moving
van. We were headed for New Jersey at KPMG’s ex-
pense, minus Susan; she wanted to finish her senior
high school year in Florida.
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63	Lilly	Road,	Wanaque	New	Jersey

My	Time	–	My	Life	–	My	Work

The picture shown here is quite apropos. Did we consider that we
were headed for snow country? I seem to remember leaving this in the
late 1960’s.  What the heck were we thinking? Coming from our recent
living quarters, this place was enormous and was near the Wanaque
Reservoir. It had almost 3,000 square feet of mostly open space. The
sunken living room was on the right in front of the dining room which
overlooked the woods in the back.   A well-appointed master bedroom
was in the le  front. A good size family room with a fireplace, thankful-
ly, and large kitchen were in the back. The second floor had three bed-
rooms and an open si ng/office area. The driveway went on forever.
The two of us had to beep one another to get the other’s a en on.

Snow – lots of snow. During the winter of 1987 I thought it would be
good exercise for me to shovel the over a foot of snow from the walks
and driveway, including a two car garage entrance in the back. Bad
decision.  I contracted an extreme case of bronchial pneumonia that
put me on the shelf for 2.5 months. Thankfully, during the winter
months business was usually slower than the rest of the year. Most of
my customers rescheduled for the spring. Needless to say, I never
shoveled snow in New Jersey again.

Barbara and I didn’t seek out any business, religious, or poli cal affilia-



79

ons. Most of those organiza ons had mee ngs during the week and I
wasn’t eager to a end church on Sunday when I had to get on the
road Sunday a ernoon. Whatever external social life we had was cen-
tered on pizza and beer par es with Rick Balog and his wife, who  lived
about 5 miles from us. Some of his neighborhood friends would join in
the fes vi es. New Jersey has great pizza, and we always found a new
beer to sample. Our get togethers usually occurred on Saturday eve-
nings.

By now, I’m sure you’ve figured out that Barbara’s and my rela onship
centered on business. We both enjoyed teaching and traveling.  A er
“merging” with KPMG, Barbara was s ll able to accompany me on
many of my interna onal assignments. I believe it was during our stay
in New Jersey we used some of our Travel Reward points to take a rec-
rea onal cruise to Alaska. We were able to stay in the “junior” Cap-
tain’s Suite at the cost of a regular cabin. Very nice accommoda ons.
Note: Mal reminded me that I had shared some of my Travel Reward
points for her and my mother to go Hawaii. (I must have found a so
spot.)

My traveling schedule usually included an hour-plus limousine ride to
Newark Airport on Sunday a ernoon, a flight to a designated city,
teaching or consul ng Monday through Thursday (occasionally a half
day Friday), and then the return trip.  It would take a day to recover
and then a day to do the household chores Barbara saved for me dur-
ing the week.

During the weeks I didn’t travel, I’d either work from home or go to my
KPMG office to market and develop programs. Barbara and I co-
authored Internal Auditor-Business Consultant and The Challenge of
Audi ng Computerized Systems for the Spring 1987 and Winter 1998
issues of Internal Audi ng respec vely. The Summer 1988 issue of the
same publica on featured my ar cle en tled Audi ng Integrated Con-
trol Systems.

I taught a number of different audit and management programs in-
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house and publicly for KPMG. In house programs were for a single
company. A number of companies would a end a public program.  My
focus was on  “Integra ng the Internal Auditor into Informa on Sys-
tems” and “The Internal Auditor as a Business Consultant” for in-house
customers. I relished these sessions. They were a blend of teaching
and consul ng. We were able to take the course concepts and design a
plan for each company to implement the theories in a prac cal man-
ner.

One of the courses we designed for KPMG focused on the responsibili-
es and ethics of an audit board. During one of these sessions Barbara

met Jim Sco , President of Alpha Products located in Atlanta, Georgia.
Jim was looking for a Vice President of Informa on Systems for his
company. Barbara recommended that he speak with me.  I agreed to
be an in-house consultant to review his informa on systems. Again, I
wasn’t interested in working as an employee.

Alpha Products was an adver sing specialty screen printer. Their prod-
ucts included Frisbees, T-shirts, plas c cups, and squeeze bo les. Jim
and three of his college roommates (Richard Williams, Bob Berto, and
Greg Jordon) started this business while a ending the University of
Georgia. They bought a truck to move machinery and product to their
plant. The prin ng dies supplier couldn’t provide the dies for 6 to 8
months. This was a very fortuitous oversight on their part. In order to
make the payments on the truck, they started to move household
goods for students. Hence Bull Dog Movers was born and thrived, be-
coming the cash cow for Alpha Products.

Since this was going to be an extended assignment (at least six
months). My cat  Sage and I moved into an apartment in Smyrna,
Georgia, and I began one of the most challenging assignments of my
business career.

My ini al project was to revamp the informa on systems to provide
support for the other business opera ons. This included modifying
and/or installing financial, human resource, and graphic design sys-
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tems. Oh yea, and an automated telephone system. (Ugh!) I was about
to head back to New Jersey when the company experienced a financial
crisis. The bank threatened to pull the plug since the loan payments
hadn’t been made. During the mee ng with the bank, I was asked to
assume responsibility for the Finance and Informa on Systems Depart-
ments. The Controller, who had been responsible for these two func-

ons, was released.

The bank gave us 90 days to turn our financial situa on around. Our
Accounts Receivable aging was horrendous.  In the past our collec on
effort was limited to strongly worded mail correspondence. We imme-
diately began calling and then emailing our tardy customers with a
more personal and reasonable approach to get payment. In a few cas-
es we gently suggested it might be necessary to withhold shipments
un l the prior orders were paid.  For the most part, our customers em-
braced this approach and our willingness to work out a variety of pay-
ment arrangements. During that 90 day period our average aging
dropped from 120 days (Did I men on it had been horrendous?) to 50
days. The bank got their payments and we were back in business with-
in the 90 day grace period.

Then I received a business offer that would change the direc on of my
personal life again. Accep ng this offer would require las ng reloca-

on to Georgia.
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3772	Cliff	Crest	Drive,	Smyrna,	Georgia

My	Time	–	My	Life	–	My	Work

Well, here we are faced with another career decision. I’m not sure
what year this was, 1989 or 90 I think. Alpha Products has offered me a
partnership in the firm. Barbara is s ll in New Jersey.  During the last 9
months or so we’ve traveled in both direc ons, but rather
infrequently. Do I stay in Atlanta and she in New Jersey? Do I turn
down the offer and head back to New Jersey? Does she leave her job
at KPMG and come back south to her home state of Georgia? Decision-
Decisions –Decisions. Barbara approached KPMG to discuss the
situa on.   A er a while they came back with an offer to transfer her to
the KPMG office in Atlanta.

The decision was made and we went house seeking in Atlanta. We
found this bungalow in a nice quiet neighborhood. KPMG paid for the
move but didn’t buy our home in New Jersey. This new home was
about half the size of the one we le . We decided we didn’t need all
that space. This house had a nice living/dining area, a rather cozy
kitchen, and three bedrooms, one on the first floor and another and
Master Suite on the second level. There was a finished basement (my
office) and a swimming pool.

Alpha hired a new Controller to assume my du es. I moved on to the
next area needing a en on.  While we were making collec on calls,
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our customers iden fied a number of issues within the manufacturing
flow that needed to be addressed. My next assignment as Vice
President of Opera ons was to improve the order processing
workflow. This included processing customer orders, graphic design,
and customer service. We implemented a number of changes to
ensure that the orders that went to the produc on floor had all the
informa on needed to produce a quality product.

A key change centered on the Graphic Design group. It was their
responsibility to digi ze the customers’  artwork  (some of it was pre y

bad) so we could burn the image on a
prin ng screen. This was my first experience
with Macintosh hardware and graphic design
so ware. First, we encouraged our
customers to provide us with camera ready
copy. Even though all of them weren’t able
to do so, our lead mes were reduced

percep bly. Second, once the artwork was ready for the produc on
floor we faxed a copy to the customer and required their approval
before releasing it. This simple process significantly reduced the
number of product returns for wrong imprints and colors due to
inaccurate work orders.  This was a major reason for returns
previously.

Part of the training for a customer service representa ve and/or
graphic designer was to work one day at each of the jobs on the
manufacturing floor. Do I need to tell you what this did for
understanding and communica on? A er a few months, I trained a
manager to administer the order processing func on and moved to
the next areas needing a en on.

Next were the human resources, produc on floor, and warehouse
func ons. The turnover on the produc on floor and warehouse was off
the charts. Being able to train and retain personnel was an ongoing
challenge. The first step was to put policies and procedures in place to
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help us a ract more experienced staff and train them to be effec ve in
their posi ons. Most of our turnover had been employee frustra on
due to the lack of training.

In the next step, we made our best produc on floor manager the
trainer on the third shi . All new produc on personnel were ini ally
assigned to the third shi .  Most of the long produc on runs were
done on either the la er stage of the second shi  or the third shi .
Smaller and re-do jobs were produced on the first shi  and the early
part of the second shi , when managers were available. The third shi
was an ideal me to train new personnel since all the screens and inks
had been staged by the earlier shi s. Machine set up me  was
minimal since there were longer produc on runs. If an order needed
to be corrected, the trainer was available to make it right.

We made a number of other changes to improve the work flow and
accuracy of the screen and ink prepara on. Previously the only check
point was when the order was complete -a li le late to make cost
effec ve adjustments. We increased the number of quality control
points during the en re process. In addi on, the final inspec on was
made by a member of the customer service staff.

There is not much to say about the warehousing opera on. A er an
incident when a fork li  was wedged between the dock and a truck,
we implemented a fork li  safety program.

This brings me back to a personal issue. The night the fork li  got
jammed we had invited a number of Barbara’s co-workers from KPMG
for a pool party at our house to begin at 7 PM. Since I was overseeing
the removal of the fork li  from its precarious posi on, I was very
tardy (I arrived somewhere around 8:30 –not quite dressed for the
party) and I guess I forgot to call. Shortly therea er, Barbara asked for
a divorce.  I was very angry and somewhat depressed.

Between my personal and work issues, my health was going to hell in a
hand basket. My stress level exceeded reasonable standards.  I was
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con nuously chewing Maalox tablets.

About a month a er the “party” my employment with Alpha Products
mutually ended. Alpha Products had ongoing orders for Walmart that
required extensive assembly work before a product could be shipped.

No other customer had this requirement. When we made
the sales contract with Walmart, we had not factored in
the cost of assembling the caps, straws and ps. We were
losing about a dollar a squeeze bo le. But our crack sales
force said we were making it up in volume. I could not
accept this logic and they couldn’t understand why I
couldn’t. Hence, we mutually agreed it was me for me to
move on.

I’m sure the situa on with Barbara didn’t help the issue. It took about
a month to nego ate a se lement with her.

We finally received an offer on the house in New Jersey and sold it.  A
condi on of the divorce se lement was to live together in the Smyrna
house while it was being sold.  We would both live separate lives.
Heck, that wasn’t much different than the way lived during the past
two years.

Fortunately I had developed a strong personal and
business network while I was in the educa on and
consul ng business. I reconnected with Jim Kling. Jim
had been a client of mine when he was with the
Federal Reserve Bank in Atlanta. When I followed up
with him to sell him another program, I learned he had
le  the Bank and started his own training company
focusing on team building and quality assurance. We decided to work
together and formed “The Georgia Group”. We were fortunate to have
a number of excellent Atlanta based customers including: Coca Cola,
DuPont, Atlanta Metal Coa ng, Lockheed, and a telephone
manufacturing company in Winder, Georgia. Jim and I worked well
together. He taught me the dynamic of teaching through facilita on
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rather than instruc on.

Barbara and I divorced in August of 1991 and put the Smyrna property
on the market. I was si ng, probably not doing much, in my basement
office when this a rac ve lady came to the garage door. She was the

caterer for the tour of homes to be held that day. I
offered, and she readily accepted, to help  bring
her supplies upstairs to the kitchen. She set up
coffee and pastries in the cozy kitchen area and I
went back downstairs and con nued to not do
anything. Well, I got thirsty doing nothing and that
coffee sure smelled good. I went back upstairs and

she gave me a cup of coffee. I made several trips for coffee that
a ernoon. She thought I was feeding the plant in my office. I knew she
could brew a mean cup of coffee and bake some very tasty desserts.
She gently reminded me they were for the expected clients.

I wasn’t able to find out much about her. She seemed reluctant to
share any personal informa on. I did manage to find out her that
name was Mervyn and had also been recently divorced. There, see, we
did have something in common. She was reluctant to give me her
telephone number. Can you believe it - me?

When the tour was complete, we packed up her Toyota with her
supplies (minus a lot of coffee) and said goodbye. I could not get this
lady out of my head. I just had to get to know her be er. Fortunately
Gina, my real estate agent, knew how to contact her. I prevailed,
probably more like pleaded, with her to contact her and see if she
would be willing to go on a date.

Finally, Mervyn agreed to meet me for dinner at an Italian restaurant.
We were to go in separate cars so she could escape if need be.  I drove
around for about an hour (no GPS) trying to find the restaurant.
Eventually, I put my male ego aside and stopped at a small Italian café
in a shopping center. They directed me to La Strada Restaurant, about
3 miles down the road.
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I located the restaurant building, parked the car, and cau ously
entered the establishment. Remember, I’m more
than an hour late.  My stress level is climbing and I
have no Maalox. I took a couple of steps inside and
no ced this lady in a blue dress heading toward the
exit. Luckily, she stopped when we no ced each
other and we returned to the booth she had been
occupying alone for over an hour.

We were able to get to know one other a bit more than at our first
mee ng. She got comfortable enough to invite me to her house for
some coffee. She knew I drank a lot of it. I followed her car very
closely. I wasn’t going to get lost again. With her direc ons, I managed
to find my way home that night.

This occurred in early September of 1991. We were both preparing to
sell our houses. In mid–September I went to Portland, Oregon for a
consul ng assignment with NERCO. Since we were both going to move
shortly, during one of our phone conversa ons, I suggested she get a
moving van, put our household stuff together (I didn’t end up with
much), and come out to Oregon to live. (Do you remember I love
Oregon?) She didn’t think that was a very good idea – “too drippy in
Oregon”.

So, I came back. I knew, if she would have me, this was the person I
wanted to share my life with. We both sold our homes and moved into
a condo at 3074 Baleric Drive in Marie a, Georgia in November 1991.
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3074	Baleric	Drive,	Marietta	Georgia

My	Time	–	My	Life	–	My	Work

A er both houses sold, we moved into a nice three level condo.  The
garage was on the lower level. The kitchen, dining and living rooms
were on the first level, and 3 bedrooms were on the upper level. Our
back porch overlooked an alley of garages and other back porches.
Some of the conversa ons we overhead were less than interes ng.

A er a whirlwind courtship, I wasn’t le ng her get
away; we married on December 21, 1991, a whole
four months a er we met. This was a very special
day. Not just the church ceremony, which was
beau ful, but the one and only me both our
mothers and the two girls and 4 of

the 5 boys were there to par cipate in the ceremony.
Back at the condo we had our recep on with a very spe-
cial wedding cake that Mervyn decorated with flowers
and vines.  Did I men on another of her many talents is
cake decora ng?

We leased an office in the Powers Ferry Office Complex. Mervyn oper-
ated her catering and basket businesses from there and I conducted
The Georgia Group business. On occasion we would set up the baskets
for sale in local cra  shows over a weekend.
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During 1992 Randy came to live with us. Jim and I put him to work
helping us prepare quality assurance training
materials. He did such a great job we asked
him to present them. Wow! This was the first

me I had the opportunity to see the result
of his Toastmaster experiences. His presenta-

on was outstanding. A er a few months he
headed back to Connec cut. Mervyn and I

surely enjoyed our me with him and were sorry to see him leave.

One night when we were coming home and didn’t have the garage
door opener with us, Mervyn went around front to open the door. On
her way she tripped on the concrete stairs and
broke her knee cap. She was confined to the
upper level of the condo for some me. I
brought her food etc. in the morning before
going to the office. Eventually she was able to
navigate the stairs bu  first.

During one of my seminars for Shaw Carpets in Cartersville, I ate lunch
at the local Holiday Inn.   A lonely Lake Arrowhead brochure in the lob-

by informa on rack caught my eye. Lake Ar-
rowhead was a gated community in Waleska,
Georgia – Northwest of Atlanta. As we
learned later, “The best kept secret in Geor-
gia”.  I brought the brochure (never saw an-
other one) home and showed it to Mervyn.
Both of us knew this is where we wanted to

be, so we took a trip to see firsthand what we had already decided was
going to be the loca on of our next home. A er being refused en-
trance at the gate, we went to Shoney’s found a Real Estate booklet
and found a picture of what we thought was a Lake Arrowhead proper-
ty. We called the Real Estate Agent and made arrangements to see the
home. We didn’t buy that house, but we did get through the gates.
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A er looking at many homes, we finally found the one we would live
in for 22 years.

We sold the condo and moved to Lake Arrowhead in December 1992.
Mervyn was s ll recovering from her broken knee, but that didn’t stop
her from ge ng the job done.
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169	Red	Cloud	Drive,	Waleska	Georgia

My	Time	–	My	Life	–	My	Work

Lake Arrowhead is located in the foothills of the Blue Ridge Mountains.
A er a number of a empts to find a home in Lake Arrowhead, we
looked at and fell in love with this raised ranch nestled in the woods.
This house was ideal for our needs. It had an open floor plan, family
and ea ng area overlooking the golf course in the back. Living and din-
ing room in the front with the kitchen running in the middle. The kitch-
en was ideal for cooking and baking to
support Mervyn’s catering business. The
master bedroom was in the front le  and
two bedrooms were on the right. My office
was in the back le  corner. Here is my
view.

Belle, Mervyn’s sleek black Labrador Retriever, and Sage, my ski sh
cat, moved with us.

Jim and I were s ll working together. Most of our clients were in Atlan-
ta, requiring me to commute at least an hour or more each way. I be-
gan to concentrate on finding clients closer to home.

One of my sales calls was to Morrison Products – just 20 minutes away.
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Mike Chapman, the Plant Manager, was in the process of nego a ng
training with Nancy Proffit, Vice President of Economic Development
for Pickens Technical Ins tute. Mike wanted to modify the manufac-
ture of motel air condi oning units from an assembly line process to a
cell process. This necessitated all produc on and support staff being
trained in team building and the new cell process. A lengthy period of

me was an cipated for the conversion.

Mike wanted me to do the training, but also wanted to have the train-
ing sanc oned by Pickens Tech. The short version is that I was hired by
Pickens Tech to be the Director of Workforce Academy. Since there
were no hiring slots available, we applied for and earned a grant to
cover my salary and benefits.

Success at Morrison Products led to other assignments with local in-
dustries. Note: Unfortunately Jim Kling suffered a brain aneurysm dur-
ing this period. He had difficulty with his short term memory and
couldn’t con nue teaching.

One of my most sa sfying jobs was being the Director of Workforce
Academy and then Director of Economic Development. Nancy Proffi ,
Vice President of Economic Development, inspired a project to train
unemployed ladies and gentlemen in Life Skills to make them employa-
ble. It was her concept to use the resources of the Ins tute to help
those who needed an extra boost to develop the skills needed to get
to work and become produc ve members of the workplace. This in-
cluded working with the Adult Literacy group to help those who need-
ed it to earn their GED.

Brandy Gephardt helped design and present the ini al course called
“Forging Ahead”. The week-long course was designed to help individu-
als whose current life skills didn’t prepare them to be produc ve em-
ployees. I owe Brandy, who has le  us to be with the Lord, a major
debt of gra tude for keeping the project, and especially me, focused
on the needs of our audience. I remember one night facing each other
while leaning on the roof of my car having a spirited discussion on how
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the materials should be presented— she made her case.

Steve and Angie Byrd-Abrams were two of our ini al students. They
were devoted followers of the process. They were skilled at iden fying
what individuals needed to successfully complete the program.  They
carried the heavy load of teaching and individual counseling
(some mes referred to as arm twis ng). They were the epitome of our
No Excuses philosophy.  The program eventually became "Soar With-
out Limits".

My experience working in the corporate world exposed me to individu-
als who had the knowledge and skills to competently perform their
du es. Working with this new popula on was challenging for me.
Brandy, Rhonda, Angie, and Steve facilitated my transforma on to lis-
ten, understand, and develop methods to uncover and develop the
hidden talents needed for those less fortunate to gain the skills to be-
come successful. Nancy was always in the background ready to lend
counsel and support when asked.

Rhonda Lindsey was a very talented Administrator and instructor.
Rhonda’s ethics and ability to communicate with management, in-
structors, and students kept all our programs on target. She kept the
detailed records, allowing us to con nue to get funding and keep the
programs afloat for a number of years.

Caroline Laur-Long was the personifica on of the consulta ve sales
person for Coastal Training, a leader in Computer Based Training.  She
and Steve created custom-built computer based training to enrich the
learning process for all students.  Customized Computer Based Training
was a novel concept at that me.

A er leaving Appalachian Tech in February 2003, Steve, Rhonda, Angie
and I established TechLearn Solu ons. Coastal gave us the rights to use
their so ware development tool to build  non-compe ve mul media
training programs. As a team we developed and marketed specialized
training programs for the local business organiza ons. Our first project
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was an Employee Orienta on program that could be customized for
each client. Unfortunately we weren’t able to cul vate a sufficient
market  and had to close up shop in July 2003.

I was a State of Georgia Cer fied Manufacturing and Customer Service
Instructor. A er re ring from Appalachian Technical College in 2003,
when the sources of grant money diminished, I con nued to do con-
tract teaching for them and Cha ahoochee Technical College, the suc-
cessor organiza on.

During one of those contract assignments in 2003 I had a TIA.  Within a
four weeks I had a mini stroke and another TIA. Mervyn was instru-
mental in my full recovery. We worked on our back yard, including
building a brick pa o. (Never did anything like that before.) It took
quite a while to finish the project doing a li le bit each day. She made
me solve word and math puzzles. I became a FreeCell and Sudoku ad-
dict. I was very fortunate and grateful for her gentle prodding and lov-
ing concern to what I believe, a er 13 years,  has been a complete re-
covery.

Mervyn and I became quite ac ve in
various social organiza ons within
Lake Arrowhead. We served in a
number of official positons. These
were the most notable for each of us.
Mervyn was President for the Ladies
Golf Associa on for many years. I
was President of the Property Own-
ers Associa on for too many years,
according to Mervyn.

Both of us served on the Lake Arrowhead Chapel and Faith Presbyteri-
an Church Boards

Mervyn’s Classic Catering business grew and we needed a larger off
site kitchen to comply with the local laws and regula ons. We found a



95

small vacant restaurant in downtown Canton. Mountain Lake Restau-
rant was born. Mervyn served lunch Monday through Friday in addi-

on to onsite and offsite catering. The business was successful. A er
two years our lease ran out, and even though we were supposed to
have first right of refusal on a purchase of the property, the owners
sold to friends of theirs who operated an insurance agency.

A er trying for a year to comply with all the regula ons to open a new
restaurant in another downtown Canton loca on, we gave up. We
rolled up the red tape and took over a large restaurant in Ellijay and
renamed it Mountain Lake Restaurant. Our “family cooking “  menu
was expanded to include dinners on Thursdays, Fridays, and Saturdays,
and a wonderful Sunday Brunch. Our brunch special es included:
Mervyn’s omelet sta on, fried chicken, green fried tomatoes, key lime
pie and other mouthwatering special es.

Herbert and Praise Olnick, Mervyn’s former-in-laws came to the
brunch most Sundays. One Sunday Herbert brought a very small  Jack
Russell puppy in a huge cage for us to “look” at. Harpo has been with
us for 16 years and coun ng.  We befriended another frequent  Sun-
day customer, Tom Jaeger. Tom cooked a special Italian dish for the
staff most Sundays a er the restaurant closed.

Staffing was always a challenge. A er a year and a half, Mervyn’s
health was being affected by lengthy hours of opera on and the daily
two-hour commute. In addi on, the hea ng and air condi oning sys-
tem in the restaurant building never performed correctly. A er Christ-
mas of 1999 we closed the doors and sold off the equipment and sup-
plies. It took 4 to 5 months for Mervyn to get her health back to
“normal”.

In the early 2000’s Mervyn became a cra  instructor at Michael’s. She
taught herself to quilt watching a television show. This led her to seek
employment at a local quilt shop called Quil n’ Time. We ended up
buying the shop. Mervyn became a very skilled award winning long
arm quilter. Due to extensive and extended road construc on around
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the shop that restricted customer access to the shop, we were forced
to vacate the premises and bring the equipment and inventory to the
house. She con nued to serve her long arm quil ng customers.

In 2009 I was diagnosed with a pre-cancerous colon.
Doctor Jeff Cohen removed about a 12” of my colon
for a clean bill of health.  I was very lucky, again. Just
prior to going into the hospital Hairy, a Springer Span-
iel who wandered around the golf course, came into
our home. While  I was in the hospital for a week
Hairy and Mervyn bonded.

James Hatcher was a L.A Property Board member and  a re red Gov-
ernment Accoun ng Office Auditor. In 2010 he offered me the oppor-
tunity to work with him for a year, audi ng of FEMA’s Individual Assis-
tance program. I accepted his invita on and embarked on another
business venture.

Johnny DeLoach, another Board member, knew of my FEMA audit ex-
perience. In 2012 he invited me to work with him in New York State to
help municipali es get funds necessary to recover from the floods and
storm damages they sustained during 2011 and 2013. This was a very
interes ng job assignment. It required me to use my nego a on skills
to convince FEMA to reimburse the municipali es for their valid ex-
penditures. Most of the work was done on site in New York. I was on
the road, spending 4 to 5 weeks in New York, one week home and
staring the cycle over again. This vigorous rou ne went on for almost 3
years. I got a lot of windshield me.

One of the perks of the job was that my sister Mal was living near
where I was working.  While returning to my apartment one night a er
visi ng Mal I no ced my eyesight was blurry.  I had difficulty reading
the road signs and saw mul ple lights where there was only one.
When I returned to Georgia, I was diagnosed with Wet Macular Degen-
era on in my right eye. The treatment for this malady has advanced
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greatly since my mother’s experience years ago. A er a number of
injec ons, it seems to have stabilized.

We enjoyed living in Lake Arrowhead. Our 22 years there was my
longest tenure in any house. Age was catching up with me, and even
though I am in fairly good health, the stairs were ge ng to me. A er
looking at a few proper es in Florida, we se led on moving to On Top
of the World in Ocala and building our dream re rement home.
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9354	SW	94th	Loop,	Ocala	Florida

My	Time	–	My	Life	–	My	Work

In November 2014 we sold, gave away, and filled dumpsters with
many of the belongings we had accumulated over the 22 years in
Georgia. With just a few pieces of furniture and evidence of personal
memories, we packed a Penske 26 foot truck and headed south to
Ocala. We spent the first four month in a condo while our new home
was being built.

A er taking Hairy and Harpo to the dog park
each day we would ride by the lot, which
eventually turned into a house, and fol-
lowed the progress of the building process.
The house was ready on me and we closed
on March 19, 2015. Mervyn was delighted
to be out of the condo. She set up her long
arm machine and other quil ng equipment

and supplies in her studio overlooking the screened courtyard. My
office was inside the main house.  Both rooms can be converted to
bedrooms should the next owner desire. We have an open dining, liv-
ing, and kitchen area. We reclaimed our Master Bedroom to sleep in.
Hurray! Hurray! (The long arm quil ng machine occupied our Master
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Bedroom in Georgia.)

We are ge ng se led in our new community, playing golf and bridge
fairly regularly. Mervyn has begun to get involved with the Ladies Golf,
even chairing their upcoming tournament, and servicing some new
quil ng customers. I have become involved in Master the Possibili es,
a lifelong learning center. I have now finished my memoir and am
ge ng back to wri ng Soar Without  Limits.

During December 2015, we had a wonderful me celebra ng
“Thanksmas” with Cindy, Tom, and Lisa. Mervyn prepared some of her
very special dishes to complement a succulent turkey. Key Lime Pie? Of
course.

We are looking forward to celebra ng three milestones in 2016.
Mervyn will celebrate her 70th birthday in March and I’ll be 80 years
young in July. In December we both will rejoice in having spent 25
wonderful years together.

Now in January 2016, I can only write that I hope the saga will con n-
ue for  many  years.
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Memorials

In the backyard of our Lake Arrow-
head home was  a beau ful dog-
wood tree that we designated our
memorial tree to remember our
family members and friends who
have gone on before us.

I have tried to live my life so that I
might join them someday.

Mervyn and I are grateful for the companionship our pets - Belle,
Sage, Hunter, Hobo, and Hairy have given us. All true and faithful
friends, we miss them. As I’m edi ng this memoir, Hairy developed a
kidney infec on and passed away. They all be there for us at Rainbow
Bridge.
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The	following	pages	contain	a	collection	of	photos	that	
relate	to	this	memoir.		You	may	recognize	one	or	two.
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The	Early	Years
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The	Early	Years	(Continued)
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Family
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The	Teen	Years
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Family	and	Friends
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Trish	Years
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50th	Birthday	Celebration	in	Richmond
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Christmas	1987	in	New	Jersey
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Barbara	Years
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Mervyn	and	My	Wedding	1991



112

Mervyn’s	65th	Surprise	Birthday	Celebration
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Our	Pets
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Work	Associates
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Section	1—Family	and	Friends
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D

Dad’s	Last	Trip
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I	have	never	stopped	seeking	his	counsel
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I	have	protected	my	thumbs	ever	since.	Thanks	Dad
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Invitation	to	my	Installation	as	Master	Councilor	
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Letter	from	Hartley		Noble	and	Stan	Locke
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Hartley	was	my	friend	and	con idant	throughout	our	ten-
ure	in	DeMolay.	In		High	School	we	ran	Cross	County	to-
gether	.	I	never	beat	him	but	I	sure	tried.		He	continued	to	
run	track		at	Northeaster	University	until		he	contracted	
polio	which	incapacitated	him	for	some	time.		He	recov-

ered	to	a	great	degree	but	was	
unable	to	run	track	again.		He	
committed	suicide	shortly	af-
ter	this	picture	was	taken		due	
to	suffering	from	complica-
tions	from	his	earlier	bout	
with	polio.	
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Letter	from	Randy
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Letter	from	Rick
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Letter	from	Doug
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Letter	from	Toby	via	Doug
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Section	2:	Business	Related
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Tom		replaced	Jud	as		Vice	President	of	Sales
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Epilogue	

My	Time	-	My	Life	-	My	Work

I’m beholden  to all the people who entered my life and the many
lessons I have taken from them. I’ve lived a full life; and as Frank
Sinatra sang, “I did it my way”.

My Dad would to say, “You don’t live long enough to make all the
mistakes, so learn from the  mistakes of others.” Not sure how well I
heeded this advice. It seems I’ve lived long enough to make a lot of
my own mistakes.

I keep reminding myself of a quote from another man I highly
respected, Dr. Edwin Land. “Success is a series of failures.” I hope I
failed enough to have some successes.

One more quote from a person I love dearly and exceedingly respect :

Put a fork it in. It’s done.” (Mary Irvin Paz)

At	least	for	now.		Thanks,	Y’all!
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