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Lawrence Leland Lee Jr.

You're probably wondering what a nice kid from southertif@aia is doing in a place
like this. Well, | guess I'm wondering too. | didn’t plan litis way but most of my life
seems to have been unplanned. Maybe that’s the legatclyitinerited from my dad.

My dad, now there was a guy that made things happen andtltdo® he would have
been where I'm sitting now. He was a wheeler-dealatr ittade it up as he went along. |
know most of this from the family stories and things tbdter people have told me
because, while I'm sure that he loved me, he reallyeméad time for me. | was the
afterthought. Born ten years too late to have beeroatgrio him. Still, he did saddle me
with a pretentious name and did his best to provide forAniast he provided for me in
his own way.

| guess that I'm closer to my mom but she was the saaye She could travel around the
world on fifteen minutes notice and as long as she had melsHall of dad’s coattails
she was happy. | had a brother but he was ten yearssoldge were never really friends.
In fact, when | got to know him, | didn’t like him very much.

So where did my twisting road start? Well, | guess ithstarted in a dusty Texas town a
long time ago.

Alvarez Texas -1906.

My dad, Lawrence Leland Lee had a way about him that gavedrtain advantages. He
made friends quickly, gained the trusts of others and gigngod his way. He had grown
up in a catholic orphanage in that tiny farm town anthedmw, he had turned it into a
positive experience. When he ‘aged-out’ of the orphamaagexteen he convinced the
sisters that they should keep him on as a handy-man amdl¢reim with room and
board. It didn’t matter that they had never needed &ifné handyman in the past, they
were glad to have him.

For two months he had hung around the town square at betime in the local pool
hall. At first he imagined that he could hustle a fawks with a pool stick but he quickly
learned the he wasn’t good enough. This didn’t deter him amdakde side bets on other
peoples play. This pastime provided him with plenty of spendnoney which he
squealed away in a box kept under his mattress.

It was hot in Alvarez as Labor Day approached. He kr®at few farmers paid any
attention to this twenty year old holiday on the fidonday in September but there
would be a tractor parade and a town picnic in the park. A daisher stamped into the
pool hall and quickly found an RC Cola in the iceboxrnéa door. The farmer was
pissed off and he didn’'t care who knew it.

“God damned leaches ... now what am | supposed to do witif #llem god damned
melons!”



“What wrong Jake?” the proprietor asked.

“God damned ‘wrong’ is right. | had a contract with thait buyer, Jeremy Halstead for
400 watermelons. They were to be delivered somewher&ahisday and the old fart up
and died. | talked to his wife but she don’t know who Hd #tem to and she didn’'t seem
to care. She told me that | could contact her son nedk when he got here from
Chicago. Hell, next week them melons will only be fit fioe hogs.”

Dad's ears perked up at the sound of money looking for a home.

“Excuse me Mr. Cravats, | might know someone that doake them off of your hands.
How much was Mr. Halstead paying you?”
“Ten cents apiece, 400 melons, forty dollars.”

Dad knew that a farmhand made fifty cents a day so totlars was several months
work.

“Oh, I'm sorry Mr. Cravats. The guy that | know worpay more than four cents.
Anyway, you probably wouldn’t want to deliver them ak tiway to Fort Worth. | guess
that it just isn't going to work out”

“Well just a minute, | could go to Fort Worth but the prisa little low. Would your guy
go five cents?”

“I'll tell you what Mr. Cravats, if you'll give me tw bucks I'll take the bus up there this
morning and see what | can do. I'll see you back heuppertime and I'll know if we
have a deal.”

Well dad took the bus to Fort Worth and found what he wakirlg for. There were
posters all over town about the Labor Day Parade amdcpin the park. He went to the
local ice company and arranged for two tons of grouaddcdbe delivered to the park on
Monday morning.

Two days later when the parade ended, folks startedit@ atrthe picnic, it was ninety-
eight degrees in the shade and there was a mountae obvered watermelons. At the
grocery store a melon would sell for twenty centsthese melons were fresh and ripe
and ice cold. The hand lettered sign said sixty cemtis eatwo for a dollar.

The next day dad walked into the ATSF railroad statiah asked the clerk where the
train went. The old man looked at him for a minute andi, sa

“Atchison, Topeka and Santa Fe”

Dad wasn’t amused and asked if that was all.

“Well Sonny, Chicago is on the east end of the line avsl Angeles California is on the
other end”



Dad paid for a second class ticket to LA and boarded #ie with $227.50 of his
watermelon money and pool winnings in his pocket. It wasladlst time that he ever
traveled second class.

California — The land of fruits and nuts

Dad had no idea what to expect when the train reacheanide wasn’t sure that he had
made the right decision. Somehow he expected a citythik ones that he had seen in
Life Magazine. What he found was a fairly big town @ivlbuildings and wood-frame
houses. There were palm trees and the sun was shinihguivihe stiffening heat of
Texas. The town seemed to center around the traiorstatd the business district that
was just to the south. It surprised him to see so mamntats and Mexicans.

As he walked out of Union Station he asked a business marewle might find a
rooming house. The man just looked at dad with a blankastdidad realized the he was
Chinese and probably didn’t speak the language. Again he wassedrwhen a Chinese
boy interrupted,

“Sorry mister, pop didn’t understand you. Just walk actbhesstreet and turn left and
you’ll see several placed to stay.”

Dad thanked him and walked away. What a strange place hghthd he old man spoke
no English but the kid spoke it with no accent at all.

It took dad a while to realize that LA was really a la®llection of small towns
interlaced with farms, diaries and factories. Thers lwaal transportation by trolley but
they never seemed to go where he wanted. He was @p&ikira financial opportunity to
present it’s self.

One day, with no plan, he rented a car and drove weketbeach. He had seen big lakes
and he assumed that the ocean wouldn’t be much différde followed the paved streets
west until they gave way to dirt farm roads. He laughea ratad sign that proclaimed a
stretch of dirt through an orange grove to be ‘Sunsete®ard’.

After he made his way through some low hills he stabeske more signs of habitation
and then, at the top of a hill, he caught sight ofRkeific. ‘Wow’ he thought. The sky
and the vast ocean were a beautiful blue. There werg white clouds being blown by a
cool breeze and he thought that it was the best sighhéhhad ever seen.

He drove down the main street of Santa Monica to tlaetbeThere was a pier and a
boardwalk along the sand. People were frolicking and playirtge water. He strolled
along the boardwalk and came to a crowd of people stabdimgd a barrier.

“What's’ going on?” he asked a tall man who was lookiagrdhe heads of the others.
“They're making a motion picture down by the water”



Dad positioned himself so that he could see the actioereTwere about twenty people in
a group and some held open books that they were consduitiege were several men
with large, shiny boards that were being used to refigclight onto the actors and there
was a big, hand cranked camera. The man in charge hadyaplmme and he was
shouting orders. Dad thought that it looked like chaos Imaillyi everyone was stood
still. A man and woman wearing bathrobes were postioand lighted with the reflector
boards. Assistants quickly removed the actor’s robesling their bathing costumes. The
man in charge shouted a command and the cameramand stectank. The actors started
to gesture with their hands and, in what looked likeraical overreaction to everything,
the man stepped forward and took the woman in his arms iaseldkher. Finally the
director yelled ‘cut’ and the assistants rushed forwaiitis thve robes.

Dad turned to the tall man and remarked,

“That’s not how it looks at the flicks, on the sandbey look like they're all alone”

“Yea and those twenty seconds on the screen mightttakdours to film. That's the
fourth time that they've filmed that scene today. “

Of course | wasn’t there for any of that because Invdsorn yet but that’s the family
history. Here’s a story that | heard from more thae source and supposedly, the guys
that told me were actually there.

More than one way to skin a cat or make a buck

Dad realized that there was no way to do business heetmovie people without a car.
LA and the surrounding towns were just too spread out.iidtsbiusiness investment was
$75 for a used Model-T Ford. These little black cars weesyghere in the city and he

was sure that California was several years more mdatdamthe rest of the country . He
had already talked to several people in the Motion Pidiustness so he sort of knew his
way around.

He had business cards printed that said,

Lawrencel. Lee
Expeditor

Phone Torry 656-2011

The phone number was an answering service in Santa Monica

Dad knew that a flick was being shot on a small farmulvé€ City and he stopped by
the site to see if he could drum up some business. Wesethe usual entourage of
movie people, agents, riggers, wardrobe and lighting. Wéielrobe unit was a large,
horse drawn van with all of the costumes needed faordéngs action. In the back of the
van were two small changing rooms.



Dad saw a cute girl wearing a sewing apron standing in the afotire van and he
stopped to chat and flirt. She was smiling and he wamgmvhen they both heard the
director’s tirade.

“Where are the god damned coveralls? These aren’t caerakkse god damned things
are worn by auto-mechanics’. | need farmers’ coveralls.

The wardrobe girl covered her mouth and said, “Oh shite Bas embarrassed that Dad
had heard her but, evidently, this screw-up was her faslthe director stormed up to
the van, Dad stepped up and asked,

“How many do you need, when do you need’em and shouldoihelean or dirty?”

The director looked at dad and shouted,
“Twelve, dirty, in an hour”.
With that he turned and stamped away with some oth&sdasdeal with.

Dad drove straight to the Sears-Roebuck store in S4mteca and bought twelve pair of
farmers bib overalls. Then he drove to the first strawybield that he could find and
talked to the foreman. In less than the allotted hewvas back on the set with twelve
pair of dirty and somewhat smelly overalls.

While the actors quickly changed into their new costurdes, made a deal with the
business agent to rent the coveralls to the studio fodfys at $5 per day for each pair.

“$25 each for the week! | could have bought the damned thimg3fa pair”

“That true and if you like I'll take my back now but tkedsave been treated to make them
look used”

The agent laughed.

“Look ... what’s your name ... Larry? Look Larry, I'll giveoy $60 for all of them and
you won't have to go through the charade of picking thpmt the end of the week”

“Thank you sir, is there anything else that | can do @ar pday?” dad said with a smile.

It wasn'’t long before people in the movie industry kné&attdad could solve problems
and he could do it in a hurry. Just like everywhere fieevar gone, people liked him and
they went out of there was to help him.




Business was looking up

Even in 1908 and 1909, the movies were about pretty girlseTingght have been a
handsome guy on a horse but there was always a pmtgpmewhere in the flick. The
prospects of being ‘discovered’ drew young lovelies to llké a magnet. They were
moving off the farm in lowa to sell handkerchiefs at Wamths in Hollywood, they
were just biding their time until a Movie-Guy discoverkdm.

With young, ego driven, casting directors interviewing aszef young girls, the rumor

soon got around that a girls who offered special favorahaetter chance of making it to
the silver screen then those who kept their knickerdNohthat it was a requirement and
it wasn’t always true but many a budding starlet was willingffer her services if that’s

what it took. My mother was one of those budding dtatshe took a different path.

My mom, Linda Louise Leister, was born and raised inftien town of Bakersfield
California and like most girls her age she thought thatcelid be a movie star. After
high school she worked hard as a waitress and save bdirahoney. She had an aunt
who lived just north of LA in Pasadena and she made peet@ngoing to visit. Her best
girlfriend, Missy, was equally smitten by the prospedtsa dilm career and the two
hopefuls boarded a greyhound bus to Pasadena.

Mom asked her aunt if they could stay for three night&t's how long it took them to
rent a tiny apartment in the Palms area of LA. FroimBahey could take a local bus to
Hollywood, Culver City and Santa Monica. Mom foungoa as a night waitress at a
diner and her friend, Missy, went to work at Woolwsrth

Of course, as expected, weeks went by and neither esenalase to a film career. They
did, however, start an active social life. They oftead Saturday night dates with boys
from the local grocery store or the dry cleaners@@phone company. They would go to
the movies and make-out in the balcony. Later they haghto a local bar and drink a
few glasses of beer and if they felt safe with thesginey might have them home for
coffee at the end of the evening. Mom wasn’t opposed togyipst enough to keep a
guy interested but she had no interest in ‘giving awaygomepany store’.

After a few months one of their dates’s mentioned tletknew someone that knew
someone that might, maybe, get them into a castingarah new flick at Paramount.

Missy made the evening a little more interesting for Wit the promise that he would
expedite their entry at the studio.

The day finally arrived and the girls took the trolleyth® Paramount lot. There they
joined the line with fifty other girls who had the sameaid€ome of them had already
been extras in movies and a few bragged that they ha#lirspgearts. Mom wondered
why that was important since the movies were silentmMueas also a little shocked at
the number of short dresses and low necklines.



The interviews were being conducted by several young assecitads and it wasn't long
before mom’s turn came. She sat in a low chair adiesslesk from a pleasant looking
man in his late twenties and she soon became awarevitiathe chair so low, there was
no way for her to sit without him looking up her skartd down her blouse.

He asked her about any acting experience and she tolébont playing Juliet in her
high school play. They chatted about what she wantedbtahile he walked around
looking at her from every side. She was very sellscmus but she kept talking. Finally,
he came to the point.

“You know that motion pictures are a visual media and yprearance is actually more
important than your acting ability. Do you understand kiias Leister?”

“Yes sir, | think so”

“Here is what we can do, you can excuse yourself now’nse the impression that |

have already made to make a determination, or you @am sfe more by walking and

posing. You might want to take off your jacket and let e® more of your figure and if

you like you can change into an actual movie custom and tat@ a look at you. Here
are a couple of photos of the costumes that are awilabl

Mom looked at the photos on the desk. One was an evening gdwearly to the waist

and the other was a French Maids uniform with a skirshort that her underwear would
show. Mom weighed what she would do for the job agdiestown values. Then she
stood and shook the director’s hand and thanked him fomtés As she walked towards
the door the young man called after her.

“You're a nice person Miss Leister, go home and be hapbis industry will eat you
upll

In the waiting room mom looked for Missy but she watimére and she assumed that she
was still being interviewed. After a few minutes her fdeame and they walked out into
the warm sunshine.

“How did it go Linda?” Missy asked.

“Fine but | kept my clothes on and | didn’t get the jolmHabout you?”

“Oh he had me try on a couple of costumes and | thinkhindiked me. He said the role
would be cast for a few days and then he asked me foed dat

“A date? What kind of date?”

“Oh the regular kind, you know, dinner and a movie”

“That’s all”

“It's just a date Linda, nothing sinister”

Missy had her date. Dinner was in the studio cafeterththe movie was in a private

screening room. She did a special favor for the diremtdrshe got a part in the movie.
Over the next few months she was in a half dozersfiedways as one of a crowd or as a
secretary sitting at a desk. Only once was she filmaokalShe played a slave girl in an
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Arabian night’s film. She wore filmy, see-through pajanma harem and, although the
director liked the scene he had to re-shoot it becaise twas too much of Missy
showing for a film audience.

Through some of Missy’s contacts, mom got a job inwhaedrobe department and she
enjoyed being around the excitement of the cinema. Forghm after the start of her film
career Missy told my mom that she was pregnhant anchatiebeen given a generous
severance package and she was going home to Bakersfield.

“Who's the father?” Mom asked.
“Who knows, but it’s been one hell of a ride” Missysenered with a smile.
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1909 — A very good year

Dad was doing very well in the movie business, it wouldehaeen a real shock to his
clients if they had known that he was only nineteemsye#l. In those days no one every
asked for an i.d. to buy a drink or rent a room or torgeaor a hundred camels to be
delivered to sand dune near Palm Springs.

One day, while on the lot at Paramount, he saw aypgettin the cafeteria. She wore her
hair up in a bandana and no makeup. She was a brea#islofidr in a painted world.

“Who is that girl?” he asked his companion.

“Don’t know, one of the new cuties | guess”

“Come on Mike, introduce me”

“Introduce you” | don’t know her, I can’t introduce you”

“Yes you can, you're a producer, your somebody here, alisher over”

Mike looked peeved but like everyone else, he liked Landylee wanted to help him.
“Miss!” he called. She looked at him and then looked aroumdl tlaen pointed at herself
with a question on her face.

“Me?” she mouthed.

“Yes, | need you. Come here please”

She approached with apprehension.
“Yes Mr. Gold”. He was pleased that she recognizeddrnthhe sit up and tried to look
important.

“Look, | busy this afternoon but will you help Mr. Lege will tell you what he needs”

With that brazen statement, he stood and shook hantisdad, patted mom on the
shoulder and walked away.

Of course, it being Hollywood with a happy ending assurey ffell in love and were
married. He bought a little house in Bel Air and the @ity summer my brother Robert
was born. It was years before she discovered tlthivdas several months younger than
she was.

With no thought to the consequences they named the li@yhar father and for years
my brother had to put up with a constant string of contenabout his name. Mom’s dad
was named Robert Everett Leister which made my bré&tbeert E. Lee.
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Good fortune or not

Two things happened to dad in the fall and winter of 1919-1920. fifstewas a
conversation with a producer at Metro about an upcoming fihe story was based in
Italy and the director wanted to take the cast and toeurope for six months.

“It will cost a bloody fortune. Besides, he doesn'tlimathat people will get sick, the
weather will be lousy, and the crew will get home sithere are a hundred reasons not
to go but this guy is the best that we have and he woake the picture if he’s not
happy”

“Why don’t you shoot somewhere that looks like Italy?”

“Do you know somewhere like that?”

“I don’t know but let me look around”

Dad already had a place in mind. He had bought a new Patkajuast last week and he
had taken Linda and Bobby for a Sunday outing. They had drivem ¢losvcoast to
Redondo Beach for a seafood lunch. It was a crystalr day and the blue sky and the
blue sea drew them south into the hump of the Palos ¥@el@nsula.

At the end of the paved road, a new community was beiiig bbwas almost a perfect
replica of an Italian village complete with copy of arnvle fountain that Donatello had
carved in Rome three hundred years before.

Out of curiosity dad had followed the dirt road south otitown where there were
several small vegetable farms that had been tendewéoly half a century by Japanese
farmers. Mom admired the beautiful Bougainville vines tleatrly obscured some of the
farm houses.

Across a small valley they could see and impressiNe el the cliff facing the ocean. He
knew right away that it hadn’t been built recently hg developers of the new estates.
They climbed the steep dirt road and entered a barnyamthmapproached and asked if
he could help them. Dad couldn’t recognize the man’sradmgt he said that they were
curious about the house. The man introduced himself as@iz.

Mr. Ortiz explained that the villa had been built twefive years before by a wealthy
immigrant from Spain. He had built the house as aaagiof his childhood home near
Malaga on the south coast and he had even planted aardngyan attempt to make
Spanish red wine. The weather here wasn’t really goodvioe but the commercial

vegetable production had been much more profitable.

The family’s children were grown and had left home andotheer had recently passed
away. His widow wanted only to sell the estate and retupain.

“And you Mr. Ortiz? Do you want to return to Spain?”
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“No sir, | came here with my parents when | wasded for many years now | have been
foreman of the ranch. | hope to continue in that capaci

Dad asked the price and was surprised at the amount. Inaa@sthan he had guessed
but less than he knew the place was worth. He thatileedoreman and went along his
way.

He had found a place that looked like Italy and he talketegroducer again about the
budget for the picture. Dad calculated the total cosilwirfg in Italy and then drove
back to the villa. This time he was referred to the esthte agent and they talked
numbers. His last stop was to visit a friend from whwermight borrow a large sum of
money and then he made a proposal to Metro Studios.

When it was all over, dad had purchased the villa and feskdeit to Metro for six
months. He had borrowed half of the money from hiswftiand empted his savings for
the rest. The only condition of sale that the widowenaas a plea to keep Mr. Ortiz and
his family on as workers. Dad even arranged for Mr.zQwi draw a paycheck from
Metro during the six months shooting.

In the end, dad’'s savings were replaced, his friend was pakl With interest and he
owned a villa overlooking the Pacific.

In February of 1920, the studio moved all of their equiprnoemtand dad and mom spent
a romantic weekend in the ranch. In November of that yevas born in the Redondo
Beach Hospital as a souvenir of that romantic week&uarprise!
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Alicante Spain — 1921 —

Juan Carlos Vargas was a dirt poor peasant who workeal dawel landlord on a huge
farm near Alicante on the south coast of Spain. He lda young and pregnant wife
Carmella were more like serfs then tenants. ThedRdtad complete control over their
lives and he could do as he pleased. One misdeed and he cotifgeqpuout of their
home and they would never work again. The end to thahdieewould be a life of crime
or death by starvation.

It was the Patron’s decision that the life of Juad @armella would be tomatoes. They
would plant them, care for them, harvest them and préparsoil to plant them again.

Juan hated tomatoes.

Carmella was nearly six months pregnant and her tsreasl belly were growing. Still,
each day she labored with her husband in the fieldshtgvand was just seventeen and
she was fifteen but they had the weight of the worldhair tshoulders. Her mother had
died at thirty-four, probably from overwork, and Carmgdtayed each Sunday for God
to save them from this life of misery.

The morning was very hot as the pair crawled along thengrexamining each plant for
the fat, green, worms that came from who-knows-wherkay their eggs inside of the
big, tomatoes. Juan and Carmella didn't kill the wobuissaved them in a bucket to feed
to their hungry chickens.

Juan saw the Patron walk into the field and watch theenkept his head down and
looked faster for the worms. He heard the master @&iarmella to bring him a drink of
water from the goatskin bag that lay nearby.

She fetched the bag and handed it to the boss and Judrtheanan talking to his young
wife but he couldn’t tell what he said. Looking out of t@ner of his eye he saw the
bastard rubbing Carmella’s swollen belly and smiling at 8&e was looking at her feet
and saying nothing. Again he laughed and rubbed her swollastbre

This was nothing new for a peasant, the Patron oftdalioerties with women and girls
and sometimes small children. Still Juan bit his lip asgéied to the laughter. The man
sensed that his farmer was not pleased and he called.to him

“YOU THERE - CLEAN THAT GRASS FROM THAT TOMATO BED!

Juan rose and found his hoe. Carmella was still lookirgeafeet while the man toyed
with her now bare breasts while Juan looked away andedearsmall patch of grass
from the row. Then without thinking he turned and hitRtagrén in the face with the hoe.

The man went down with a look of surprise. Juan could seedly gash on the man’s
cheek and thought that it would leave a bad scar but ttsabkyaveryone that Juan knew
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had many scars. The bosses surprise was replaced gé&hashe struggled to regain his
feet. Calmly Juan hit him again and again until he was that the man was dead.

Carmella was on her knees praying while Juan went thrtheghlan’s pockets. What he

found was a princely sum. It was more money than desliar seen or had ever hoped to
see. As a final bit of respect for his fallen magterppened the man’s mouth and filled it
with the fat green worms in his bucket and then they ran

With only the clothes on their backs they walked andtoathe Alicante train station and
soon they were on their way to Ayamonte on the Porteghesder. Although they had
no papers, they simply walked into Portugal on a hot druesg with other dirt poor
peasants. They stopped in a small village and bought somelokhes and after another
long walk and they stopped for the night at a tiny inn nearbeach. The next day they
took a local train to the port town of Faro. They coliddve gone to Lisbon but he had
never been in a big city and they must have a telegrabisbon, a telegraph that might
ask about two murders on the run.

He wanted to find a ship to Mexico or Argentina but thet fose that he found was
bound for Brazil. He only knew a little Portuguese andwaes looking for a Spanish
speaking destination. There was another ship loading catkwdren he asked its
destination the Captain said that he was going to Caigor

Juan didn’t know where California was and he told theataphat he wanted to go were
they spoke Spanish. The Captain assured him that they spakistSipaCalifornia. Juan
explained that neither he nor his wife had papers andaptin assured him that they
wouldn’t need papers in California. Juan looked over his geo@nd the captain quickly
added that the ship was sailing on the afternoon tide.

So, for most of a princely sum, the Vargas’s were bdanthe land of sunshine, the land
of freedom and opportunity, the land of the San Pedro suntha new life.

The trip was interesting if you call sea sicknessrasng. Juan was only sick most of
the time while pregnant Carmella was sick all of theet But, as all good things must
end, so must all bad things. The ship dropped anchor in San RFathor while it waited
for space at the dock to unload. Here Juan and Carmetiadwar three days looking at
their new home but unable to land. When the ship finaly ap at the dock, the captain
hid them in bundles of cork and soon they were stanoing San Pedro street corner.
The captain, in a final act of kindness gave Juan fourdotiar bills to tide them over.
He knew that if they were arrested before he clearedtpertwo would bring the cops
straight to the ship. His last words to the couple w&/eltome to America”

Home in the USA

The captain had been right about Spanish being spoken hatlh& told him that it was
Mexican Spanish which was a long way from the south cofaSpain. He could ask
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guestions but he had trouble with the answers. Therefiedt was for a rooming house.
They were directed to several but the first two wieik It was getting later in the day
when he knocked on a door in, what looked to Juan like gagdof town. A woman
with a scowl on her face answered the door and he askeal foom. She smiled and
answered in the Spanish of Andualcia, she was born no meiteventy miles from the
Vargas’'s home.

They were settled into a small room and told that/tcould use the kitchen when it was
available. Juan mentioned that he needed work and the mémidahim that her husband
would find work for him and it would be no problem at all.

That couple, Felix and Sonya Sanchez were the Aunt Somydacle Felix that would
raise their yet-to-be-born son, Alejandro. It wamnf them that the boy would learn the
story of how his parents came to America and it wamfthem that he would learn of
there tragic fate.

Felix was a man of many talents, one of which was ngaknoney from the sweat of
others. He had several workers like Juan that didn’'t keoeugh about America to find
work on their own. He would hire them out for a fixed wagiaus his cut. They might
pick fruit one day and paint a fence the next. He wagl g his job and the men seldom
went without work.

Sonya had a house full of kids, kids of all ages. Sonre Wwers but most were there for
the day while their parents struggled to make a living. Shetaasthat they be potty
trained because she wouldn’t change diapers. She sshplyed them into the backyard
and fed them a bowl of oatmeal for lunch. If it rainéhey were put into a crowded
storage shed. If any ever complained to their parentsaSwewer heard about it.

Carmella had her baby and American citizen Alejandireefbthe family. The church had
sent a midwife to help with the birth but things had goadlyo Finally, an older boy
from the backyard was sent running to fetch the priest stbhpped on his way to the
house to bring a doctor and the mother and baby weesl daxt Carmella had delivered
her last child.

Felix, never one to miss an opportunity brought bundlesewof clothes to Carmella and
she spent ten hours a day sowing on buttons. When Alejavals potty trained he was
shoved into the backyard with the rest. It was hereRbbx made a mistake. The button
job played out but he knew a man who needed a barmaadoort time. The job would

only last a couple of months and Carmella had learnedgtngnglish it handle it.

When she got to the bar for her first day the ownekda at her clothes and said that
they wouldn’t do. He took her into the backroom and foundess for her in a closet. It
seemed that the use of the clothes came with theSjod.waited for him to leave but he
just stood and watched. Finally, she turned her back andedlippt of her ragged
housedress and tried to get the new dress over her Heata®n’'t adopted the American
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habit of wearing a bra and her breasts were still hdiaouy the nursing. The owner
helped her with the dress and told her to always leavéaoy two buttons undone. She
knew enough about men to understand why.

She started at nine in the morning and worked until midnigie served glasses of beer
and occasionally a bottle of wine. Most of the custenweere Mexican but there were
some Spaniards and a few whites. One evening an old maghbra gaiter. The place

was full and some shouted at him to play. Evidently he dgldhite often.

She recognized the music right away. It was the musindiialcia and the south coast
of Spain. It was bull fights and Flamenco dancersvds her music. As he played, she
danced. She danced the dance of a little girl and hezrfddmcing around the fireplace
while trying to forget their crushing poverty. She danced big fingers were too tired
to play and then she kissed him on the cheek and gavefhem glass of beer.

That night, after the owner had locked the front dooe, gbunted the tips in he dress
pocket. She had made a week’s wages in tips that nighsl@ wasn’t going to share it
with Felix.

She liked the job and was sad that it would end in a fews.dBye owner’s wife was
coming home from a trip and she wouldn't be needed anymbeelil&d the laughter
and the friendly conversation and she didn’'t mind tinehges on her backside that were
part of her business. When she got home, Juan was s@lggb drom a day of
exhausting work. Not that that mattered. After the doictlorthem that she couldn’'t have
more children, Juan didn't seem interested in her anyniorgas like she had been
damaged and was no longer useful.

After her last night of work, the owner locked the domat ahe went into the backroom to
leave the barmaid dress. The owner came in behindnidewatched as she pulled it off
over her head. He stepped forward and fondled her braadtshen he offered her a
dollar to have sex with him. A dollar was a day’s wadést first thought was to slap
him but she felt an urge that Juan had no interest inaSited for two dollars and for one
dollar and fifty cents they made love, or at leadt, las the couch in his office. When she
got to her room she put the money into her secret stdehcalculated that she had nearly
ten dollars that no one knew about.

Carmella got a temporary job cleaning a store whilerélgilar lady was away but that
only lasted a week. One day a man knocked on the door sardcbher a barmaid’s job
at a small hotel. He said that she had a good recodatien from her last serving job
and she was delighted. Juan had no objections, he reily chre what she did.

The bar at the hotel had a better class of custolngrg wasn’t as much fun as the last
one. She dressed more conservatively but she foundf thta¢ bent over farther and let
the customer get a good look down her dress her tipswpe@aturday night after the bar
was locked she went to the boss’s office to pickup leges. There on the corner of his
desk was her wages and next to them was one dollar fandents. She pushed the six
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guarters on the desk back toward him and smiled while Hesdbat her. Finally he lay
two additional quarters beside the other money. Carmeide an extra two days wages
in eleven minutes.

The money in her secret stash was growing and it iseteaven more when she started
meeting other customers after work. Juan knew nothinthisfand he was working
harder then ever. It all started to go wrong one nightnwhklee was caught in a
compromising position in the back of a car by a policem&s. customer was sent on his
way and she was put into the police car. Instead of leign to the station she was
taken to a vacant lot and made to perform her talenb®tincops. They let her know that
they would come for her whenever they liked and thaheé didn’t cooperate she would
go to jail. Her boss found that she was getting too naitdntion from customers that
were coming in to schedule appointments. He fired hershedvas unemployed again.
She wasn't willing to go back to life as it had been befand she turned to the only
person that she thought could help her. She went toibadly cop.

Juan noticed that she was gone when he got up to go to M@tkought that it was odd
that she would be out so early but he shrugged it off. flExt morning she was gone
again but the room hadn’t been disturbed. She hadn’'t been tiemaght before and
probably the night before that. He felt a little paniclked Alejandro was asleep in his
bed so he went and found Sonya and asked her.

“She’s away for a few days, don’'t you remember?” wasatiiswer.

“No, | guess not, do you know where she has gone?”

“No, | thought that she told you. She paid me for takiag ©f Alejandro for a week but
if she’s not back by Saturday you will need to pay me fat week.”

She wasn’'t back by Saturday or the Saturday after tleaagded everywhere if anyone
had seen her. He even asked the priest but he knew anytlungneNknew where she
was.

It was near Christmas when a man whispered something ixisFedr. After work that

night, Felix and Sonya asked him to come to their roonh they told him that an
acquaintance had seen a girl who looked very much liken€lla in a ‘house’ in Long

Beach. Felix tried to be diplomatic but it became rctba she was living and working in
a whore house on the other side of the harbor.

Juan wouldn’t believe it and he left with a lot of angére next day Juan didn’t come to
breakfast and only Alejandro was in the bedroom. He'tdamirme home that day or the
next. Felix had a bad feeling and finally he drove the silesrto the Long Beach

waterfront where he found the house and asked the mddenything had occurred there
in the last few days.
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Juan had found the house late that first night and he dkadi ahe madam for Carmella.
She had said that she had no girl named Carmella but \M@n described her, the
woman said that was Chiquita and she asked for two golafew minutes later she
heard a scream and she and the house owner ran to Chigo@aisJuan was standing
over the girl with a bloody knife and when he turned ta@sahem the owner shot Juan
with a little pistol.

The police came but neither of the dead had idertificaThere bodies were taken away
and they were buried in Potters field the next day.

“What will we do about the boy” Felix asked Sonya.

“Well, when Carmella left she paid me to watch him fo¥ hext six months. | told Juan
that she only paid for a week so I've been collecting doutdedoesn’'t eat much, let’s
just keep him for a while and we will see what happens. Rfmwv that even a little boy
can bring in money by doing odd jobs”
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The perfect childhood ... nearly
Larry

Dad didn’t want me raised in the mean streets of Belwhiere he believed some of the
trouble that he had with Bobby was caused by his assmtiatth the rich kids next
door. He thought that they had way too much sense ofeamtiht and I’'m sure that he
was right.

He decided that | should grow up in the clean air ofrimeh. Mom let him know that
she wanted no part of living out in the sticks and her Robert, was going to continue
attending the same private school that he had alvisgrsded.

Well dad, of course, never saw a problem that didn’t lsawvenmediate solution. | would
stay in Bel Air until I was a year old and would thentbrned over to a suitable nanny, at
the ranch. The family would continue to live whereytiaere and they would all spend
their weekends with me overlooking the Pacific.

| guess that the first year worked out ok because Bolibytdnanage to poke my eyes
out or leave any scars on my body. My first real measoare of Miss Sata and Mrs.
Ortiz.

Now don’t get me wrong. | really liked my parents and;astonally, | liked my brother
but | loved Miss Sata and | loved Mrs. Ortiz. Whatrargge way to grow up.

| don't remember when Miss Miko Sata came to me andin’dknow her first name
until I was a teenager. She was always proper and fo8halwas my nanny and teacher
and she was paid to care for me. She did her job the ske thought dad and mom
wanted it done. She never hugged me, never kissed me, aseégl her voice to me, and
never once denied me her time for my questions.

She patently explained everything to me. Why flowers bloomnvég,some cheese tasted
funny, how kittens were born. For every question thad, she had an answer. | always
thought of her as old but | realized later that sheavdg nineteen when she first came to
the ranch. | also learned years later that she was ¢jg@ineration Japanese born to a
middleclass family in Los Angeles. She had attended putnidic school and Japanese
school on Saturdays. An acquaintance of my dad asked tenkhew of a job for this
young and talented girl. Dad talked to her and she wakearanch the next week. |
learned years later that she had shamed her family Imgfal love with a non Japanese
boy that she met at UCLA. When it was all over she le& vowing to never go home
again.

If Miss Sata never showed me any love, than MrszOnibre than made up for it. She
hugged and kissed and nearly smothered me in her massive bidsen@.was never a
scratch unkissed, never a face unwashed, never a stoggdunk learned Castilian
Spanish by osmosis. | was the only kid in the first gratie would quote Miguel de
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Cervantes by heart. Her son Roberto and | pldyed Quixoteinstead of cowboys and
Indians. Bobby Ortiz was the brother that | wishdxhdl.

So life was good at the ranch and | saw my mom and aé&g bften. There was no
confusion in my mind about those who rotated around me. | spp&gish to Mrs. Ortiz
and English to mom and | never got the two confused.

When | was five, Bobby and | started school. Each morkiisg Sata would drive us to
the Redondo Beach Elementary and each afternoon shd wiok us up. She always
asked what | had learned to which | always answered ‘ndthing

Now if your wondering what she did when | was in schoawatside playing, she did her
other job. She was the ranch bookkeeper and she recoslédwhof every penny into
and out of the business accounts. Each month she edepaeport that she gave to dad
and as far as | know, he never questioned any of it.

One day during the summer when | was six | walked intobdrnyard and there was a
girl talking to Bobby. She was a little bigger than me dodsome reason, | didn'’t like
her just walking into my yard. Mrs. Ortiz called Bobbya the house and | was left alone
with this intruder.

| had seen this girl before. She went to my school heitvgas a year ahead of me. That's
just what | needed, some bossy girl coming around myehous

“Hi, I'm your neighbor”

-Who cares-

“Did you just walk into the barnyard? You could have rargléll” | said.
“Why would | do that, | told you, I'm your neighbor”

“What's your name?” | said not really caring.

“Which name? My first name or my last name, which da want?”
-Silly snot! -

“All of your damned names!”

POW!

She slapped me across the mouth and | was on my buseroad.
“You said a bad word” she said smiling.

“Ouch, you made me bleed”

“Do you want to play doctor?”

| had heard of this from guys at school.

“Doctor? Do you mean ... You show me yours and | sgow mine?” | said a little
confused.
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“No dummy, doctor like | wash your face and fix your fat li

She helped me up and led me to the patio table. She satvneadd took a handkerchief
from her pocked and then she spit on it and cleaned eeyafiad fat lip. That's something
my mom would do.

Suddenly, out of the house came Mrs. Ortiz with two gae$éemonade.
“Who is your friend Mijo?” she asked.

The girl jumped to her feet and did a little curtsy.

“I'm Laska Lara Langtree and I live next door”

“Laska, what a pretty name” Mrs. Ortiz said.

-Laska, what a dumb name

She had said that she was right next door but she livedreeguale down the hill. She
had to walk uphill to visit but she always did. She walked aphil for years.

Laska Lara Langtree (Laz)

| don’t remember my mother, and my daddy and | lived in a &ighfhouse in Palos
Verdes. We have a beautiful view of the Pacific and agcdome nice neighbors. We had
a house keeper named Mrs. Garcia and for a long timeuht that she was my mother
but she explained it to me. | loved her like she was gher anyway.

Daddy was born in Scotland and | guess he came to Aanehen he was a young man.
I’'m not really sure because when | ask about thingsthia¢ he doesn't always tell the
same story. He is very handsome with silver hair agiceat smile.

He told me that | was born in Boston but we moved kéten | was just a baby. He
hired Mrs. Garcia to look out for the both of us. $lael a bedroom in the back of the
house that had it's own outside door so she could cothg@as she pleased. She never
went out and she went to her room very early everlgtnigears later daddy told me that
she was a very young widow. He husband Pedro was workitigeifield one day and
there was an accident. A giant lattice picking machiokega up Pedro and put him into
two lattice boxes. Poor Mrs. Garcia had been left aloriend for herself.

Although she spoke English she always spoke Spanish torelyl didn’t know that |
was learning a second language. It just seemed natural forspeak her language. She
always seemed happy and she said that god had senth@ettomake up for taking her
young husband.

| asked her about my mother but she said that she didoft anything. She did tell me
once that when | was a baby there had been a womaaratlder baby in the house but
she had left. She thought that the woman might have iogeaunt.
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When it was time | started to school in Redondo BeWdten | was in Kindergarten, dad
drove me to school for a week and then | rode the $dhe There weren't any girls

who live near us but there were three boys. ChrispBaind Eddy. Bobby said that there
was a little boy living in the big ranch house but he swgear behind us.

Meeting the neighbors

When | started school the next year | saw Bobby comidggaimg with a younger kid. |
wanted to find some new friends so | walked up the hilhéoranch to meet this new kid.
| walked into the barnyard and a very rude little boy cametold me that | should have
gone to the front door instead of just walking in. | expedi that | was his neighbor and
he swore at me. Somehow he fell down and hurt his liphend/as very appreciative
when | cleaned his bruised face but | didn’t think thats going to like him.

But | was wrong.
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Larry@14

What a place to grow up. There were hills to climdfsto scale, beaches and coves and
the blue pacific. Imagine a gang of young teens with eepla play like this. Imagine
what it was like to be fourteen and having friends likbBy Ortiz and Eddy Fugimora
and Cristiano Renaldo and Laz.

Eddy was the son of a Japanese farmer whose fieldsld see from the patio of the
ranch house and he was my best friend. We shared eveyy#ll of our secrets and
dreams. He taught me a hundred Japanese words that wewitixéchris’s Portuguese,
Bobby’'s Castellan Spanish and Laz’s Mexican Spanish andade language that only
we could understand. We called it ‘talky-talk’ and it veas secret.

Chris was the son of a Portuguese fisherman who had arb&asdondo and he lived
between the ranch and town. He was the same age aghéérs and a year older than me
but we all fit right in.

Then there was Laz, Laska Langtree who also fit nighShe was easy to like and hard
to ignore. She was also hard to beat at anything. Shé rgufast and jump high and she
knew the secret language. Bobby and | spoke the lispingctiaf Castilian Spain while
Laz spoke the local Mexican version. She knew moresonmsds than we knew existed.
Most were so course that she wouldn't translate tloerad.

One day she and | were riding our bikes too fast down theodid to town and she blew
a tire and crashed into a manzanita bush. She wastsxaand cut and it must have hurt
like hell but she didn't cry. | was twelve and she wasd¢bhmtand we sat on the grass and
looked at her wounds.

“Do you want to play doctor?” | asked remembering her saghagjto me when | was a
little hurt kid.

She blushed and asked,

“Do you mean that you'll fix my cuts?”

“Yea, what did you think?”

| knew what she meant but that was the first time lthiadught of her as being different.
As not being one of the guys.

Of course puberty changed us all. She became moreagidy became shy. She was the
only girl that | could actually talk to without blushing and spent a lot of time together.

When we were kids she had been a grade ahead of me dugs$ with Miss Sata’s
coaching, | skipped the fourth grade. | thought that shddameipissed but it was just the
opposite. She said that now we could do our homeworkHege
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Laz @ 15

It was a pretty good life growing up on that farm oveklag the Pacific. At least it was
good if you liked growing up with a bunch of stupid boys. Dget me wrong, | liked
them all and we spent a lot of time together. It's jinstt even if we were the best of
childhood friends, | was always different.

When we were young we had no rules. We could play amgndred go anywhere as long
as we were home for dinner. When | was eight welsitndown the cliff to a tiny beach
and went swimming in our underwear. That night, Mrs. Gaimind my wet panties and
asked me about them. She said that | had been very bdashanwas going to tell my
father. | asked her what | had done wrong and she sdidlia and girls shouldn’t show
the other their private parts. Again | asked why and she sw@te effort to explain sex
to me. When | didn’t understand she said that she wtuidih my dad but | should
remain covered around my friends.

The only other person that | could ask was Chris. He al@ays the one that | asked to
get the truth. If he knew the answer he told it to maoifhe said that he didn’t know.

“Chris, why was Mrs. Garcia mad at me because we weéntraing in our underwear?”
“She doesn’t want you to know about sex”

“What does swimming have to do with sex?”

“Nothing but she doesn’t want you to see a boy naked anceahlg doesn’'t want a boy
to see you”

“I still don’t understand, I've see your underwear and yos&en mine, everyone wears
underwear, She hangs hers and dad’'s and mine on the ltethekere everyone can
see”

“Yes but she doesn’t hang your bare bottom out foryever to see”
“Well | think that it’s stupid”
“Me too” he said.

Larry always wanted to hang around with me and that wakl® was a year younger and
when he skipped the fourth grade somehow he thought thetcheaught up. We did our
homework together and rode our bikes together but | reedisn’'t his best pal. If |
wanted to do something personal or private, | did it withiCh

He was the one that | smoked my first cigarette witti #old dirty jokes to. When we
were eleven, we climbed down to the tiny beach to switrthis time we didn’t swim in
our underwear. He just striped off his clothes and dowethre water. | don’t remember
finding that particularly shocking so | did the same. $¢emed to take no notice of my
skinny, naked body but I noticed his. | don’'t know what | thawghoy would look like
but he surprised me. When he noticed me looking, he tuomestds me and stood while
| satisfied my curiosity, then we swam in the cool wate
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He really never paid much attention to me unless | sdughbut. Sometimes | talked to
him for hours and he always listened but he rarely effenuch of his inner thoughts.
Larry, of course, had no idea that Chris and | did anyttuggther.
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Puberty — Not for the faint of heart
Larry

Of course, | knew all about puberty, growing up in an eraliad no sex education in
school and having a brother who thought of me as some ldev/dorm | was forced to
learn the facts of life the old fashion way, from tizgs at school.

Some of the things that | heard seemed so outlandish thatight that they must have
been a joke. Still, Bobby, Eddy, Chris and | discussedthnd tried to sort out what it
was all about. Of course, all of the discussions wemitasex. Chris didn't contribute
much in these investigations and he always seemed to knoethamr he was telling.
Finally, one day while we were delving into our knowledgéheffemale anatomy, Chris
had enough.

“If you want to know about girls, why don’t you ask Laz® $aid.

| was shocked. | couldn’t ask Laz about things like that. dfee thing, she probably
wouldn’t know and for another, she was the only girl thaduld talk to and I didn’t want
to piss her off. Finally Bobby broke the silence,

“Larry’s in love with her and he would be too embarrdSse

“I'm not in love with her! She’s our friend. She would tbo embarrasses to talk about
things like that”

Eddy laughed, “Who are you kidding Larry, you have beeloviahg her around like a
puppy-dog since we were six years old”

“Yea” Bobby chimed in, “The sister that you never had”.

| was angry that my friends were picking on me, evahwfere true. Laz was special to
me and | was special to her and I just didn’t likewas they kidded me about it. Still, |
wasn’'t about to ask her about body parts and stuff.

Laz

| guess that | was fourteen, a little later than makgen it all started. Of course all girls
knew that their bodies were going to change and we Vlerady for that first menstrual
cycle that signaled the end of childhood and the sfatomanhood. When the big day
finally arrived, | talked to Mrs. Garcia, and she told abeut pads and tampons and how
my breasts would start to develop.

She also told me a story that | had a hard time undelista She said that nature made
beautiful flowers that budded and grew. The flowers wapph just to be with the other
flowers until, one day, they felt a special need. Wiey felt that need, a bee appeared
to care for the flower. The flower didn’'t have to ¢ak bee, it just knew.

| was really confused by the story and | asked,
“Aren’t there many flowers and many bees?”
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She just smiled and said that the right flower wouldaattthe right bee. | decided that
the bees and the flowers would take care of themsahh@svith or without her advice |
was ready for my womanhood.

Later, of course, | realized that she hadn’'t answeredanyy real questions especially
the ones about those strange feelings that surprised anewould have thought that |
knew about sex from the girl-talk at school. Oh | kredvout ‘doing-it’ and ‘frenching’
and ‘feeling-up’ but no one ever told me about theserfgelil talked to a loud-mouth
girl who said that she ‘did-it’ all the time and | adkieer what it felt like. All she said
was ‘wonderful’.

So here | was with a dad that | wouldn't ask, a thing-fyear-old housekeeper that
wouldn’t tell, a bunch of giggly schoolgirls that maymay not have know, and feelings
that | didn’t understand, and then salvation came into.sight

Mrs. Garcia asked my dad if it was OK for her niecstay with her, in her room, for a
couple of weeks. Dad had no objections and the next dantywear old Rosita Garcia
came into my disturbed life.

Rosita was pretty in a gaudy way. She wore dangling egs-and too much lipstick and
she left her top two buttoned of her blouse undone scahld show the cleavage of her
ample bosom. She looked at me like | was scum but k stuber like glue. | asked her
several times if we could talk and finally she cameyobedroom.

She walked in and looked around. She opened my dresser di@avwkemy closet and,
finally, she lit a cigarette and flopped down on my bed.

“So little rich girl, I thought that you would have nicguff”

“What's wrong with my stuff?”

“Nothing, it just that most of it is like the stuff thehad when | was a kid. Why don’t
you get your daddy to buy you some better underwear? Tégatfrom J.C.Penney is for
little girls.”

“I'm not a kid, I'm a young woman”

“Yea whatever you say, what do you want to talk about?”

“Sex”

“What would you know about sex?

“Nothing, that's why | want to talk to you.”

“Why do you think | knew anything about it?”

“l don’t know, you’re kind of grown up but still young. You'mgetty and you look like
boys would like you. I just thought that you might knovoaibthese strange feelings that
I’'m getting lately”

She laughed and smiled at me. Her voice lost the catkyd® and she looked at me. In
a softer voice she asked,

“When did your periods start?”

“Two months ago”
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For the next hour she talked about growing and boys ayfidoads and good feelings

and what she called her ‘magic sleeping pill. Sherszka little more somber when she
talked about fooling around and petting and necking and finedllysex. She told me to

never believe a boy when it came to sex. She saidwhen | decided that | wanted to
do-it he absolutely must use a rubber. No exceptions.

She told me that the feelings were normal and thatathen had them. She told me that
at my age my body was still confused so the feelingddcoome any time but when |
was a little older they would usually only come whehdught about sex or | was with a
boy.

| asked her about the Catholic Church’s teachings thag usmh control was a sin.
Again she gave a sad little laugh.

“What you do, is have sex as late at night as you cahthen go straight to confession
in the morning. That way the sin only counts for a fewrs.”

“What about this ‘magic sleeping pill’ isn’t that a $o07?”

“Yes but just a little one. You only have to confesst ttnce a month.”

| noticed that Rosita had a tear in her eye. Sherstiteobed and motioned me to come to
her. She hugged me and cried a bit. She said that shteustet a boy and now she was
pregnant. She said that she was going to marry this éxtyweek and she hated the idea
but she had no choice and neither did he.

That night in bed | tried to resolve all that she had tme. There were still many
unanswered questions but she was right about the magmirgy pill.
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Larry — Summer of 1933

Our summer vacation from school started in the usagl We played on the cliffs and
climbed down to the cove. We swam in the ocean anddfisineéhe surf. The only
difference was that Laz wasn't with us.

She seemed different now, more girly and quieter. riedthat she was sick but | guess
that | knew that she was growing up. | went to seedmae in a while, and we had nice
chats but it wasn’t the same.

Laz — The same summer

Just before school was out for the summer a girl inctags, Maryann Weston, started
eating her lunch with me. We had known each other fdoragas | could remember but
we had never been friends. She was nice and talkatetaf we were younger | would

have been suspicious that she wanted something frolowe, it seemed innocent and
rather nice.

On the last day of school, she suggested that we visitgdiire summer. She lived about
a mile closer to town but she said that she could h@tebike to my house. | knew that
Larry would want me to be with him and the rest loé tyuys but Maryann’s offer

sounded better.

She came to see me several times during the summerveatit to see her. | even had a
sleepover at her house where we painted each othédssand braided each other’s hair
and stayed up very late talking about movies and books and stuff.

| decided that | wanted to read some classic girl's baold dad took me to the San
Pedro library where | had checked out several. | reambsé& and Sensibility and Little
Women and when | finished those, | read everythingtti@Bronte Sisters ever wrote.

Dad was gone most of the time and Mrs. Garcia cookedleadexl but mostly, | had the
place to myself. Mrs. Garcia retired to her room by temid my bedroom looked out
onto the front veranda so she couldn’'t even hear messilyelled to her. In the past |
had been nervous to be so alone at night but now | enjoyed

Larry came every day to see me. At first he made up sbong about being worried that
| was sick but that was just an excuse. His constéetion had irritated me in the past
but now, I rather liked it. | supposed that | was beinguarfced by the British writers

and | started serving him tea.

We quickly discovered that neither of us cared for leat $0 we settled on iced tea.
Almost every day he came around four o’clock and we wob&t. He told me what he

and the others had done that day and | told him what feeaing. Sometimes we would

stroll along the cliff-top and look at the sea. Thatlen he started holding my hand.
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One afternoon, | made a mistake. | had been reading \ihghéeights by Emily Bronte
and it had stirred some of those feelings in my bellgt &s Larry was about to leave |
kissed him on the cheek. He looked surprised and touched bkisvfagre my lips had
touched him. He said “Thank you” and | answered “Your welgb

As he walked away | thought “What have | done?”

Larry

With no warning she kissed me. Just out of the blueoOfse | had been kissed a lot by
mom and Mrs. Ortiz but this was Laz. Laz who | dreanisalig who | fantasized abourt,
I’m sure that my feet didn’t touch the ground all the wayne.

The next morning Bobby, Chris and | went fishing while Eddipéd his dad do
something. We rode our bikes to the beach when the dgelaw and Bobby and | cast
fat sand crabs out past the surf. Chris was from a figaimgly and he had no interest in
what we were doing. Lately, he seldom was interest&hat we did.

| could hardly keep still thinking about Laz’s kiss. Bobbyglat a nice halibut that he
put on a stringer and kept in the water to keep it fredhl could think of was how soft
her lips had been. | felt a little guilty about theughts that | had after | went to bed last
night. When | couldn’t stand it any longer | said,

“Laz kissed me yesterday”

“What!” Bobby said.

“Yep, she just kissed me”

“Did you kiss her back?”

“Well, not exactly. She kissed me on my cheek whead {gaving”

Chris said nothing and looked away.

Laz

“Missy, Larry is here and he brought you a present” \&arcia said.

“Damn!” | thought looking at my watch. It was only eleve'slock and here he was like
a little puppy. | knew that the kiss had been a bad kastavent out on the veranda and
there was Larry in dirty jeans holding a fish.

“Hi, | brought you a halibut for lunch. | hope that yailmungry”

What could | say? He was so eager and so nervous.w Kmat if | had said ‘Boo’ he
would have run for the road.

“Mrs. Garcia! Larry brought us a fish for lunch. Ddbat fit into your plans?”
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Mrs. Garcia came onto the veranda in her apron. SHedsati the embarrassed boy and
took the fish.
“Lunch will be in a half hour on the patio, Missy”

| sent Larry to clean up and contemplated what | hadesta&till, he was the same boy
that he always was. He had always wanted to be aroermhoh he still did. | just had to
let him know that nothing had changed.

Lunch was served on the patio table. It was a beadifywith fleecy white clouds and a

sparkling blue ocean in the background. The table was setalliflasses of iced tea and

a platter of sizzling fish cooked in butter with onicarsl garlic and hot peppers. There
was a stack of hand-made tortillas and a side dish oy ggians. After a few bites, Larry

thanked Mrs. Garcia in his flawless Spanish and she beandkelgft us alone.

“Larry, you can't let that little kiss change anything”
“Oh that, | understand, it was nothing ... really”

-What does he mean ‘nothing’? It was nothing to me but | know that it wasdeddigo
him-

“Ok, so you understand that nothing has changed?”
“Absolutely. | think that this is the best fish that I'eger eaten. Do you think that Mrs.
Garcia would give me the recipe?”

The sun was down below the horizon and the summer dayfading fast. Mrs. Garcia
had already gone to her room when | heard the squedle airting on the front veranda.
Daddy was away and no one else was around. The fingf tiat | thought was that Larry
had come back. | was a little angry when | walked intobegroom and looked through
the front window. Someone was sitting on the swingienasn’t Larry. It was Chris.

“Hi Chris” | said as | walked to the swing and sat down.
“Laz”

“How are things?”

“Fine and you?”

“Why didn’t you knock on the front door?”

“Oh, | didn’t want to disturbed your dinner”

We just sat there looking at the dying day. Chris wagnpredictable and | had no idea
why he was here. | just waited and finally he spoke,

“You know that you have really screwed him up”

“I know, | didn’t mean to. It was that damned book that feading. It's ok now, | talked
to him today and he understands that nothing has changed.”
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Chris just chuckled and sat watching the sea. After d&ewta turned towards me and
asked,
“Are you ok?”

-What the hell did that mean? Of course | wasn’t ok. My body was changirigpughts
were weird and | had funny feelings in my belly. | had just kissed ehabfelt more like
my brother than a friend and now a guy that | had known most of mydgesitting on
the swing in the dark and asking if I was ok. Hell no, I'm not ok-

“I'm fine”

Chris stood and we walked to where his bike was leaning aghmgporch. He was
bigger and taller and a few months older than me. Whegow his bike, he turned and
put his hands on both of my shoulders and kissed me.ddeckime on my lips and then
he smiled at me.

“Thank you” | said.

“Your welcome”

Then he rode away into the dark.

34



Laz — Shopping

| asked daddy to take me shopping for school clothes and ave to the J.C.Penney

store in San Pedro. He strolled through the store wehwhile | picked up the usual

assortment of skirts, blouses, sweaters, jacketsatshigs, pajamas, and Mary Jane
shoes.

When | walked into the underwear department | picked yackage of white cotton
panties and several white cotton bras. Daddy seemeld @fitbarrassed.

“I'll wait for you by the cash registers Pumpkin.”

I’'m sure that he knew by now that | wore a bra buh&e never said anything about it.
When | met him, he paid for my purchases and we wentdeutsi

“Let’s have lunch out today sweetheart. | know a nieegon the water.”

| couldn’t remember ever eating at a restaurant with Hadwvas away much of the time
and we didn’t go out often. When he came home frontrigs, he always brought me
presents and when | was younger he would hold me omiarld read me stories. My
puberty seemed to change him as much as it changed medehdig me as much as
he used to and where before, modesty hadn’t been an mesudie respected my privacy.

The restaurant was very nice and we sat on an outstae @erlooking the harbor. |

wasn’'t sure what to order from of the extensive menu stydardered for me. The

waiter brought him a glass of red wine and me a tatlkawith pineapple and cherries
and a little umbrella. 1 had an avocado salad withhfresimp and daddy had a small
pork chop. For desert we both had pineapple sherbet andreng was delicious.

“Honey, | know that growing up without a mom has been hargau and I've tried my
best to raise you. It was easy before you startedhaage. | hope that Mrs. Garcia has
answered your questions but | know that she’s more a iguatheér’'s age than a mom’s.
If you still need help with your ... changes maybe | could make an appointment with a
lady doctor who could talk to. What can | do to help?”

-Sure dad, please tell me why | feel weird sometimes and why Ki$gsed me after we
had been playmates for most of our lives and how the hell am | goingrid gétLarry
without breaking his heart and if I'm going to hell for using my magic sigepil?-

“I'd like some nice underwear please”

“Underwear? You just bought underwear”

“l bought little girls cotton underwear. That's the sakind and the same brand that I've
worn all of my life. | want something with lace on it”

“But Honey, no one will see it, what difference doewndake?”

“I'll see it and I'll know that it has lace on itst’t that enough?”

He looked at me with a little smile. He recognized theagdivide between the way a
man thinks and the way a woman thinks. Not a little gitl & young woman. He knew
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that he would never understand but it didn’'t matter. Hisgtger wanted lace on her
knickers and that’s what she was going to have.

We drove to a small shop call Meson d’ Lingerie. Inslikyé¢ were several comfortable
chairs for a gentleman to wait while his companion shoppeadolder lady greeted us
and he introduced me as his daughter. She rang a littlarizéla younger woman took
me through a curtain and into the back. We went to allsprivate room where she
asked me to remove my skirt and blouse and she took myumeeants. She was very
nice and she told me that since | was still growing tiratwould pick out things that
fitted me now and things that would fit me in a few months

After | dressed we walked to the display of bras. Theyevall colored silk and very few
were white. She dismissed the idea of a ‘training Bhe said that a girl or woman
should wear something comfortable that showed her nateealty and not some pre-
shaped contraption that made all girls look alike. Wenéb several that | liked and
returned to the dressing room. She waited outside whitanged and then she checked
the fit. | was a little embarrassed by the tiny sizengfbudding breasts but she said that |
looked lovely.

“Don’t be in such a rush to grow up. Be proud of who you aw’'n
“Yes Ma’am”

When we looked at panties | was a little shocked. Tivere no ordinary panties. Almost
all were silk French knickers with loose legs and weereered with Chantilly lace. One
pair that | couldn’t take my eyes off of were low cut ampeared to have been made of
black silk foam.

“Those might be a little ... mature .for you but if they make you feel good then you
should have them.”

When | joined daddy, the lady brought two large bags andduahim the bill. He
frowned at the price and then smiled at me.

“Does this make you happy honey?” he said as he handéatithseveral bills.

“Yes daddy and thank you”
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Family Dinner
Larry

My parents showed up bright and early Saturday morning wittbrather. He hadn’t
been to the ranch in months and | wasn'’t particulad tdasee him. It was a combination
work and family visit. Dad and Robert would meet with $/8ata to review the ranch
accounts while mom would meet with Mrs. Ortiz regardnagisehold matters. Robert
had just finished his first year of law school and dadtedirhnis to see how the ranch
business was run. Later that afternoon Mrs. Ortiz wqué&pare the family dinner to
celebrate my fourteenth birthday and | asked mom if Iccowlite the girl next door.

Laz was delighted and | held her hand as we walked tatish. She didn’'t mention the
kiss again so | figured that she was over whatever h#dtetsal her about it. Mom and
dad had seen her often when we were kids but now théyegta attention to her. Even
Robert flirted with her a little. That, of course,g@d8 me off.

Just before dinner, dad was nervous and he made sevepabtedecalls. Robert told Laz

a couple of slightly off-color jokes and mom fussed with table decorations. Miss Sata
joined us and at the last minute dad came to the tableavinitn smile on his face. | knew

that he had closed some big deal and now he was even tien ever. He opened two
bottles of good red wine and poured everyone a glassahéany glasses were only a
guarter full and then water was added. Still, he had r&ffered me wine before.

We had a nice salad from the garden and dad refilled theeglasses. This time Laz and
| had a full glass. Mrs. Ortiz announced that there wdelda special main course of
spicy halibut and that | had taught her the recipe. It prapared the way that Mrs.
Garcia had served it to Laz and me the week beforeryBme liked it and even Robert
made a snide remark that if | worked hard maybe | could gét ia the ranch kitchen.

The wine had elevated everyone’s spirits and dad askeddissif she would honor us
with a song. | had no idea that she could sing or thatwstuld consider doing it in
public. The polite Japanese lady excused herself and wehérteoom. When she
returned she was wearing a beautiful yellow silk kimamol she was carrying a long-
necked, three stringed, instrument that she called rxi&al. She sat on the hearth and
played a few notes then she sang a beautiful song ine€lsgad_az and | could understand
some of it because we knew talky-talk but much of it lsas The melody was haunting
and her voice was lovely. When she finished | noticed lthathad a tear in her eye. |
patted her hand under the table but she didn’t look at me

Dad led the applause and Miss Sata apologized for hempeer Japanese. She said that
three generations of English had taken the nuancesdahguage from her. Then she
surprised all of us when she asked Laz to walk with hexy T\ere gone a long time and
when they returned, Laz said goodbye to everyone and askéul wadk her home. She
held my hand but | got no goodnight kiss.
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Laz

Larry’s invitation surprised me. | had practically grownarpund the ranch but | hadn’t
seen his parents or his brother in a long time. | thotlgditif it was a family dinner |
probably shouldn’t be there but Larry insisted so | put orbast dress over my new silk
knickers and we walked to the ranch. He held my hand aad In® reason to object.
Mrs. Ortiz met me in the yard and hugged me. She saidllgatory comments about
how much | had grown and how pretty | was. | didn't palbidy believe her but it felt
nice that she said it.

Mr. and Mrs. Lee made much the same comments and #sabige. | hadn’t seen Robert
for years and he was all grown up. He was much like thefavith his smooth ways that
gave you the impression that he was really glad to seeagd that you could trust him. |
was a little embarrassed when he made a few flirtyarksnbut | guessed that he was
bored and was just going through the motions. | couldhati Larry resented his brother.

Dinner was good and | had some wine. | had drank daddies wireeaasion but he
didn’t know it. The one time that | had actually drantethglasses and | had been sick in
the bathroom that night. The first glass was threetgquseawater so | felt safe but later
Mr. Lee poured me a full glass and by that time my juddmes already impaired. Miss
Sata sang a beautiful song and | guess the melody amdnitaenade me cry. Larry tried
to hold my hand under the table but | was afraid thabulgsay or do something stupid
so | ignored him. After her song, Miss Sata asked mwatk in the garden with her and |
was really relieved to get out into the fresh air.

We strolled through the garden to a small table and chatsit under an arbor. We sat
and she took a small box from under her Kimono.

“Did you enjoy dinner dear?”

“It was very nice” | said trying no to slur my words.

“Did you enjoy the wine dear?”

“Oh Miss Sata, | shouldn’t have drank the second glassso tipsy and I'm afraid that
I’m going to make a fool of myself.”

She laughed and opened the little box,

“Here dear, this is a Geisha trick that my grandmotheght me. These are called ‘wine-
crackers’ or something like that in Japanese. When yotheat they stop the effects of
the alcohol.”

The crackers were crisp little balls that tasted likeuasweetened cookie. They were
very dry and | knew right away that they would soak ugt @f wine. | ate two of them
and in a few minutes my head was not quite so clouded.

“Just sit still for a few minutes dear. Do you know thdintl your names interesting?
When | learned them eight years ago | did some researchem. Not to be nosey but
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just out of interest. Langtree is an English name arthaps the most famous was Lily
Langtree, the actress, who only died a few years agoh&th the nickname, Jersey Lily.
She married several times including a man here in Caiffothat raised race horses.
Your middle name, Lara, brings to mind the heroine of BBasternak’'s famous novel
Dr. Zhivago. Do you have any Russian ancestors? Youmnfnmse is the most interesting.
Laska, it’s the name of some polish dancers and a spigy in the Middle East but the
best is a poem written by an Englishman about a letwd®en a cowboy and a Mexican
girl. She was firey and bold and he was cool and calke kil good poems about
cowboys it has action and thrills and danger and, ofsepuragedy. | memorized a few
lines so you can tell what this name-sake of yours ikas |

She would hunger that | might eat,
Would take the bitter and leave me the sweet;
But once, when | made her jealous for fun,
At something I'd whispered, or looked, or done,
One Sunday, in San Antonio,

To a glorious girl in the Alamo,

She drew from her garter a dear little dagger,
And — sting of a wasp! — It made me stagger!
Aninch to the left, or an inch to the right,
And | shouldn't be maundering here tonight;
But she sobbed, and, sobbing, so swiftly bound
Her torn reboso about the wound,

That | quite forgave her. Scratches don't count
In Texas, down by the Rio Grande.

| was amazed at the depth of this fragile woman. Shmestdo have a mind that
encompassed everything. How did she remember my middle tieaheshe probably

heard once eight years ago? Why was she being so kintipsyand foolish child who

had drunk too much wine? Did she know that hearing theselif@s that a dead
Englishman had written fifty years ago would make nak lat myself to see if | was as
strong as his Laska?

She smiled at me and said,

“He has loved you since the day that he met you whewalesix years old.”
“Yes, | know”

“Please never hurt him or if you must, be as gentle asilpe’s

“l don't feel the way about him that he feels about me”

“I know”

“He is one of my best friends”

“Yes and | imagine that the tall boy, Chris is theeoth
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‘I made a mistake when | kissed him”

“I knew that something had happened”

“How can | tell him that | only want to be friends?”

“Either tell him or leave things the way that they amav. It's your choice. Perhaps he
will find someone else but | doubt it. This is a strangeation for those so young. Again
let me ask that if you must hurt him, be as gentle ashpesslove that fine young man

although he must never know that. How do you feel now tlear?

“Sober and confused”

“Life is confusing”

“Miss Sata, what do you know about Robert? Larry néalks about him”

She didn’t answer at first as she weighed the question.

“Arrogant, self-centered with a misplaced sense oftlentent, are there anymore
guestions that | can answer dear?”

| was deep in thought when Larry walked me home. He mglthand and | thought that
perhaps | shouldn’t allow it because it only encouragedbhitrthat would hurt him too
much. He stood at my door waiting to see if | would kiss buhl didn’t. After he was

gone | walked out to the swing to see if Chris was thetet vas empty.

-Where the hell is the bee when | needZim

Did | feel a need and was it for Chris? No, | decidest felt a need for a friendly
shoulder to cry on.
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Summer’s almost gone
Larry

It was the first of September and we were all stgrtilgh school next week. Big changes
were in our future starting with a school bus that would tekéo Redondo Beach High
School each morning. | hadn’'t done much with Laz that seimexcept our visits. |
wanted to take her someplace like dinner or a movie kBaew that she wouldn’t go.
Then | got the idea for all of us, the old gang, to ga toovie together. | asked Mr. Ortiz
if he would drive us to Redondo Saturday night and bringagk o the ranch. He said
that he would take Mrs. Ortiz and they would sit awayrfus. Bobby, Eddy, Chris and |
were in but | still had to ask Laz. | was a little surgdisvhen she readily agreed. So our
end-of-summer night out was a done deal.

Everything went well. We all sat in the balcony withzllaetween me and Chris. | held
Laz’'s hand and we watched Clark Gable and Joan Crawfordctnam the screen and |
bought Laz a bag of popcorn and a coke. When | walked Hertdoor that night | tried
to kiss her but she turned away.

Laz

Larry asked me to go to the movies with him and therstaed | felt safe enough in that
crowd so | said yes. Mr. and Mrs. Ortiz took us alllhe Strand Theater in Redondo
where they sat downstairs while the five of us wenh&lalcony. | sat between Larry
and Chris and Larry held my hand. The movie had lots ssirkg in it and Bobby and

Eddy kept snickering. | asked Larry for a coke and while hegoas Chris pointed to a

couple sitting in the top corner of the balcony. Even exdim light we could see them
locked in a passionate embrace and | could just make ogtisisehand under the front of
her sweater. That brought a real rush of the strargmds in my belly but when Larry

came back we paid attention to the movie.

Mr. Ortiz dropped Bobby, Eddy and Chris of at the ranahthe drove Larry and | the
guarter mile to my front door. Larry not only held my hamdhe car but he rubbed his
knee against mine. | was almost to the point that |geasg to have a talk with him but
not that night. He tried to kiss me goodnight but | turnedyaand | decided to talk to
him the next time that | saw him.

It was a beautiful night and it was only nine o’clock sealked into the yard. Daddy was
away on one of his trips and Mrs. Garcia was sound asteéplidn’'t matter what time |
went to bed. As | walked around the side of the porchwl Ghris’s bike leaned against
the rail. 1 walked to the swing and he was sitting theaéing.

“How did you get here so fast?”
“Shortcut”

-When the flower feels the need, the bee will appear.-

41



“Did you enjoy the movie?” | ask.

“Did you?”

“| saw those kids in the balcony. | wanted to watch nirtel was too embarrassed”
“Did you like the kissing in the movie?”

“Yes”

“Let's try it”

| laughed nervously,
“Do you want to kiss me like Clark Gable?”
“No, like the kids in the balcony”

| held my breath and hot needles went through my be#tarted to answer but his lips
covered mine. His hand was under the edge of my swaatemy head was spinning. |
kissed him hard and felt the tip of his tongue touch my lipgas out of control and |
needed to get my bearings. | felt him reach under ¢he ¢f my skirt and put his hand on
the inside of my thigh so | gave him a little push and hadd to stop.

“Chris, I'll decide if you can go there. It's my cheicnot yours, do you understand?”
He seemed perfectly calm.
“Yes Laska Langtree, | understand, now lean forward”

When | did he reached up under the back of my sweateumsmhpped my little white
cotton bra. When | sat back he felt of my tiny breaslisunder my sweater.

“They get bigger when | touch them. Why is that?”

“It's about sex and babies and stuff’ | said a littledihlessly.

He took my hand and put it on the front of his jeans.

“| get bigger too. | guess that it's about sex and babiestaffdosit not in the same way”

We sat on the swing for a while and | managed to keep ohesy clothes on. When he
was ready to leave | walked down the walk with him.

“Chris, it’s our secret?”

“‘Our secret Laz”

“Promise?”

“Yes and | never break a promise”

He leaned over and kissed me then rode his bike into the nig

| was on the lookout the next few days for any sidpas he didn’'t keep our secret but |
saw nothing. No leers, no snickers, nothing. | was pietdse he had kept his promise.
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The day before high school — 1933
Larry

| walked into Laz’s front yard and she was sittingtlo® porch swing waiting for me. We
had a talk about high school and new people and new freamtisvhat was in store for
us. | suggested that we might both make new friends anadiglg even have dates with
these new people. She agreed but assured me that we wowsd abkvaest friends and
that nothing would really ever come between us. Whieft | had a good feeling about
the future.

Laz

| couldn’t let this situation with Larry go on for argniger. | knew that he would be over
early to talk about the movie and | sat on the swing aaited for him. | was deep in

thought about what Chris and | had done on the swingigte before when Larry came

into the yard. He seemed so glad to see me that lymednted but | held my ground.

“Larry, we have to talk. Look, | don’t want to huidy and you know that we will always
be friends but you have to leave me alone now. Hifjloacs new for both of us, new
people, new friends, maybe dates and football games and damicesew people. You

have to go your own way now. Do you understand?”

“Why can't it just stay like it is now? We can meetwnpeople and still have it the way it
is now”

“‘No Larry”

“Aw Laz, don’t be that way”

“Larry!”

“Yea, ok, but you'll be sorry, you'll want me back ameh we will see about that”
“Goodbye Larry”

He stamped out of the yard in a huff.

-Well, it's going to be chilly on the school bus tomorrow.-

43



High School - 1933
Larry

Riding on the school bus with Laz was a little uncomafole but it got easier as the days
went by. After a while we started saying ‘good morning’ asek‘you later’ but that was
about it.

| enjoyed my classes and | studied hard. After all, wisat @id | have to do? Miss Sata
helped me when ever | needed and we talked often. Invactalked more than we had
in years. | was really surprised how smart she was. BabdyEddy seemed the same
although we didn’t have any classes together. They loatk $tuff like wood shop and
metal shop while | took algebra and French.

Chris seemed to drift away from us. He made severalfnemds and he always seemed
to be in the company of some cute girl. They weremags the same girl but they were
always cute. When | saw Laz at school she was almatysa group of girls. They all
dress alike and, in some ways, they all looked alike. Wae Mary Jane shoes, dark
skirts and white blouses and occasionally they all veotered sweaters. | wondered if
they agreed the day before what to wear.

Although | watched lots of girls, | don't actually hasay memory of talking to any of
them during my entire freshman year.

Laz

The bus ride to school was cool but | could see Lawi It me out of the corner of his
eye. | could tell the he was still hurt and, in somegsyé wanted to pat him on the arm
and tell him that it would be ok. I didn't of course becatiseould have just given him
hope that | had changed my mind. Bobby and Eddy always‘lsaitb me and they
looked a little embarrassed at the tension betweely bad me. | decided to wait and see
if he would ever speak to me again and on the fourthhéagaid ‘good morning’. That
made me feel much better. Chris didn’t ride the bus.

At school, | spent my spare time with Maryann. We hadrgred to have several classes
together and within a couple of weeks we had made sevanafriends. | avoid chatting
with boys because | didn't need the aggravation. The sdiala football team that
played every Friday night. Following the game there washaeda the gymnasium that
was free for all students. Some of the girls wentdthlihe game and the dance but
Maryann and | decided to skip the dance for the time being.

| saw Chris around the campus and | couldn’t miss his compéaoyte girls. | even
heard a couple of girls talking about him in the restr@n | got the idea from their
conversation that he was driving a pick-up truck. | knew lieahad just had his fifteenth
birthday and the driving age in California was sixteen. | baw alone one day and |
talked to him about his high school experience.
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“Hey Chris, long time no see”

“Hello Missy, you look like little-Miss-school-girl. bee that your still wearing black
shoes, | hear the brown and white saddle shoes al&eiséthing”

“Since when are you interested in girl's fashions? @k, y remember now, your the
latest heart-throb with the teen set”

“Smart-ass”

“Chris, do you eat with that dirty mouth?”

He leaned over and kissed me on the cheek.

“How are you Laz? Is Larry still staying away?”

“Yea, it seems to be getting easier for him. I'm joahging out with my girlfriends and
trying to be invisible”

“Why do you want to be invisible?”

“Oh, | don't know, | don’'t need any turmoil. | wantngple. | want easy for a while.
Chris, are you really driving to school?”

“How do you know that?”

“Girls grapevine, there are no secrets”

“There are some secrets”

“Yes, some ... what about you driving?”

“Dad gave me his old pick-up truck and I'm driving”

“You're not old enough”

“So, call the cops”

“Chris, | would never get you into trouble. | have to go”

“See you around Laz”

A funny thing happened just before the Christmas dance ierDlger. | was walking to
class with Maryann when a guy stopped me. He wasn'’t justya fggi was Moose
Johnson, the biggest guy on the football team.

“Excuse me Miss” he said obviously embarrassed and lookih #eet. | looked at him
and then at several other members of the footbath that were standing nearby trying
to look inconspicuous.

“Yes?”
“Miss, I'm Clarence Johnson and | was wondering ... I'dsuppose ... would you go to
the Christmas dance with me?”

| was surprised and just a little suspicious of the ajlgs that were watching.
“Clarence, did your teammates put you up to this?”

“Yes Miss but | wanted to ask you anyway, | just didrdvé the nerve. They said that |
should be brave and asked the prettiest girl in school aed you and your friend walk
by every day and, no offence to your pretty friend, but ngothe prettiest girl that I've
seen”

Maryann looked at me and then said to Moose, “No offek@nt&larence”
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-Oh what the hell, I have to get out sometimes and this guy looks heentaggh.-

“Ok Clarence but I'll meet you at the dance. I'll betlag¢ front door at eight-thirty and
my dad will pick me up at ten thirty. These are thes,uday objections?”

“No Miss ... please ... what’s your name?”

My dad was out of town so Maryann’s mom took me. She wasad by the whole deal
and she let me know that she wouldn’t have allowedlaaghter to do such a thing but |
think she liked the idea that | would take the chance. Wigen to the front door Moose
was waiting with a flower corsage for me.

Being a football player did have some benefits wheame to getting a small table for
two. He was very sweet and we danced a few slow daHeekeld be so far away from
him that | wasn’'t sure that we were dancing the samasdbeit it was fine. | was
surprised when he told me that he was an excellent staddne was taking all of the
college prep classes. He said that he had played foodbal and get over his almost
terminal shyness but so far it hadn’t worked.

In the course of two hours he told me his innermost hapdsfears. He was infatuated
with a girl in my English class but he was too teedfio talk to her. He didn’'t ask her to
the dance because if she had turned him down he would getvarchance to meet her. |
knew her and wasn't surprised that he found her attra&ive was as tall as he was and
a little plump. She was very smart and | doubted thahadesver had a date. | asked him
if he wanted me to have a talk to her about him.

“Oh no Miss, don't do that. I'll just get myself togethand talk to her. If | could ask the
prettiest girl in school and have her go with me themldmanything.

| felt good when Mrs. Weston dropped me off at homesiesdrove away, | saw a pick-
up truck parked down the road and | walked to the swing. Classsiiting there in the
dark and strangely, | had no pangs in my belly.

“No date tonight Mr. Cool?”

“Earlier, how are you?”

“Very well, thank you . | had a nice evening with a nice"guy
“Are you going to see him again?”

“No, but it was really nice.”

“Good”

“Good what? Good that | had a nice time or good thatbingoing to see him again?”
“Both”

“Are you looking out for me Chris?”

“Why would | do that?”

“You know why”

46



“Goodnight Laz” and he walked towards his truck.
After a minute | called after him,

“Chris! | don’t mind”

“I know” and he was gone.

Another year and more

Larry

The school year came and went with no big changes ilifenyRanch life was much the
same until the spring when dad hired a new Mexican ladyetp Mrs. Ortiz. Miss
Sanchez now did all of the house cleaning and helped iaitttteen. When the ranch had
lots of temporary workers for planting or harvestingntbbee cooked for them.

| was becoming more interested in cooking and | was mgaki collection of recipes
whenever | found a dish that interested me. Miss Sanbfaught a whole new taste to
the ranch. She was raised in Sonora, Mexico and lthdya different way to deal with
peppers and spices. She was a treasure trove of nesy idea

When School started in the fall, | finally caught uphwmy age group. Skipping a grade
had left me the youngest in every class until nowas also feeling more self confident
and | asked a freshman girl to go to a football game wi&hShe brought a girlfriend and
for the first time since Laz and | went our separatgswaeally enjoyed a girls company.

Bobby and | were still good friends but Eddy was spendingerodrhis time with the
Japanese students. He said the he didn't feel comfomtatilegroups of white kids. It
seemed strange to me.

| thought that | was over Laz and on her birthday, | digmen think about giving her a
present but | did know it was her birthday.

Laz

| had no more dates during my freshman year and my summmerspent with my
girlfriends. | didn’'t see Chris for a long time altlgh | did hear of some of his escapades
from my friends. Larry seemed to be adjusting towfthout me and in general, life was
good. Before school started My dad and | went shoppingcfoyd clothes in San Pedro
and without asking he took me to the Meson d’ Lingeriead teveloped some in the last
year and my fine silk underwear was too small.

The lady who served me said that | had grown enough tiet to make a decision about
serviceable or sexy. She showed me both and | bought bb#d ho prospects that
anyone other than Maryann would every see it but Iddkie way that it felt on my body.

Daddy surprised me when he said that we should find ar Ipddite for clothes than J. C.
Penney. The shop that he found provided me with clothésvdra close enough in style
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so that | wouldn't stick out at school but nice enoughliags look just a little better
than the other girls.

| guess that | was a little surprised to see Larry wglkvith a cute freshman girl at
school. | wanted nothing but the best for him and | wartezhance to talk to him
without him becoming enamored with me again and if he ré&altiya girlfriend, it might

workout after all.

Dad really went overboard for my sixteenth birthdag.tbBlok me to dinner at a nightclub
in Hollywood and the next morning there was a new Packangettible sitting in our
driveway. | had learned to drive years before when Langy ladrive one of the ranch
trucks around the pasture. Now | just needed a lessonooorivwthe road and | would be
ready for the world. Daddy said that he was leaving bosaness trip but he would be
back in a week to teach me. | don’t know how Chris kad&aut the car but he met me at
the school bus the next day and drove me home.

“Happy Birthday Laz”

“Thanks Chris, | though that you had forgotten”

“Why would | forget, I've spent thirteen or fourteen bém with you”

Thinking back, he was right. | wondered why he was hedendry now.

“I hear that you need a driving lesson”

“Where did you hear that?”

“A new Packard is news that travels fast. I'm surpriged Larry isn’'t here”

“He has a new girlfriend. She a cute freshman and I've Bee with her every day since
school started”

“Her name is Wanda Clark and she’s a virgin and shebeilis long as she’s with Larry”
“Chris, you're terrible. How could you possible know thayaay?”

“Girls talk, some of us listen. Do you want to know angrets about your girlfriends?”
“No! ... Like what?”

“l thought that you didn’t want to know”

“Does anyone know about us?”

“Only if you told them”

“Ok, tell me what you have heard”

Most of the things that he knew weren’t really deep, da&rets but one bit of
information shocked me. A girlfriend that wasn’t really our inner circle had a
birthmark in a place that didn't show except when she ma®d. | had seen it at a
sleepover at Maryann’s house one night and Chris desctitzed tee.

“How do you know this?”

“Gentlemen don't tell”

“You're telling me now!”

“Miss Laska Langtree, | would tell you anything”
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That afternoon we drove the Packard for miles. Cimsssied that | drive and after an
hour on back roads he sent me into Redondo Beach whkpeat the next hour driving in
traffic on the city streets. As the sun sank tow#ndsocean we made our way back to the
house where | had Mrs. Garcia fix us a nice supper andenenathe patio. After Dinner
she asked me if | was ok for her to retire to her room.

| found some of dad’s red wine and we sat on the porch ssipping our drinks. Chris
showed no inclination to leave so when it got chillywent into the living room and sat
close together on the couch. We had more wine and feglsg a rosy glow.

Chris put a record on the phonograph and asked me to.dasto®d close to him and
wandered if something was going to happen. | could fediingée in my belly as he put
his arms around me and we slowly moved to the music.

“Chris, I'm a little tipsy from the wine”
“l won't let you fall”

“Hold me tight incase | need your help”
“What kind of help would that be?”

-Bastard, you know what kind of help | need. You're the god damned bee and I'm the
helpless flower. Why are you playing games with me now? Wherelltheveyou been
for the six months since I've seen you?-

“Whatever help that you think | néed

He picked me up in his arms and carried me to my bedroortaitHene on the bed and
smiled at me and asked,

“Same rules?”
“Mostly”

He sat on the bed and removed his shoes and then he tkmow& | had some serious
flutters inside my belly now. He pulled his t-shirt oves head and then he unbuttoned
my blouse.

“Nice underwear Laz. You've come a long way from JP€nney.”
“Thank you | guess, remember Chris, same rules”

He kissed me lightly on the lips and somehow my silkvia on the floor. Another kiss
and my wool skirt joined it. | was left wearing only tReench silk knickers that he
complemented me on. Chris slipped out of his jeans andbdaide me wearing only
black boxer shorts. | had no fear the he would take adgarof me. | was more afraid
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that 1 would ask him to do something that | would regredrldt tried to find the buzz
from the wine to blame but now | was stone cold sober.

He was very slow in his caresses. He explored ath@that he could see, and he never
once did he move his hand towards my knickers. He seenoétudd sure as hell wasn't

| held him as tight as | could and tried to get his kineteveen my legs. | wanted to hurry
but he wouldn't. It took a long time but in the end it wasth the wait. | was glad that
Mrs. Garcia’'s room was so far away because, innde levas very loud.

We lay locked in each others arms for a long time and khed to go to the bathroom.
When | put my hand on my belly it was wet. | touchedi€fboxers and they were also
wet.

“I'm glad that you joined me”

“Me too” he said.

| was in my pajamas and slippers when | walked with Gbrisis truck and | had a nice
glow and | wondered why he stayed away for so long.

“Chris, do you care for me?”

“Of course”

“Do you love me?”

“l suppose, in my own way”

“What does that mean?”

“l love you the way that you love me. Not every minuteseéryday but I'll always be
there for you and you’ll always need me in one waynmtlaer”

“l suppose you're right”

“| kissed him softly on the lips and he drove into thélg night.

Later I lay in bed and thought what I'd done. What we dhawak.

-You are a lying slut. You let the world think that you’re miss gdadyshoes, Miss
virgin in white and here you are with a secret life. This ianfantasy you dummy, you
really let him take off most of your clothes and kiss you from mhéoethe other and you
practically begged him to make you see the stars and now you're the iceggueen

again. Hell, in the few dates that you've had you have never let agsoyda on the first
date, touch your breasts or put his tongue into your mouth. You are a wick&edwi

girl.-

| lay there for a while and then decided that | wouldenget to sleep without my magic
sleeping pill
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Time slips away - May, 1937
Larry

How could four years of high school gone by so fast. Weeweally just children when

we started. There was Bobby, Eddy, Chris and, of cousseand | was so in love with

her but she knew better. She was the only girl thiaad ever really known and the
thought that she would loose interest in me was harake For a long time | was mad
because she dumped me but | finally realized that shig resver had the same feelings
for me that | imagined. She wanted to be my friendnewg best friend, if a boy and a
girl could be best friends but | wouldn't let it stop thdréreamed of the day when we
would be married and raising kids. In my dreams we alwiaggd Iin the ranch house and
Miss Sata and Mrs. Ortiz lived with us. It was just dskilream but it sure wasn't Laz’s
dream.

Things got easier when | met Wanda. She was so cuteéharkasd me right away. Even
though | was a year ahead of her in school we wersaime age. We had been dating for
two and a half years when | asked her to my senior prom.

“Wanda, will you go to the prom with me?”
“Of course silly, who else would | go with?”

She had been right of course, we were going ‘steady’ lathink that she had bigger
plans for us. Lots of kids got married right after highasd and | knew that she had that
on her mind. She had one more year of high school aras Istarting as a freshman at
USC in the fall but I'm sure that she had a plan tbofthat. | just wasn't sure that her
plan matched my plan.

Laz — Same time

| couldn’t wait for high school to end. | had enough afssks and the gossip and the boy-
girl games of courtship and breakups. It seemed like mosteogirls that | knew had
found their future husband or were maneuvering to find ®he last thing that | wanted
to think about was getting married. It wasn't thatdrdi have any prospects it was that |
had no interest in the guys that | knew.

For over a year | had been dating a snob from PalodegeEstates who thought that we
made the perfect couple. | had met him at a wedding afhdheseemed quite nice. He
was my age and he attended a private school in San,Rednoot the part of San Pedro
near the harbor but the part up on the cliffs wesbwht

Thomas Thurman Jr. was a nice enough looking young mdnimpgeccable manners
who thought that | was from the ‘right kind of peopleasked him why he thought that
and he said that he saw me driving a Packard. | told hit tied stolen it and that the
cops would be there any minute and he politely chuckled.
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| supposed | thought that he couldn’t possible be as stsffieaounded so | took him up
when he asked me for a date. He could be very charming kéhesanted to. Most of my
high school dates had taken me to the Strand TheaRedondo for a movie and then
they had wanted to park in the dark for some seriousngakit. | had a rule that | never
kissed on the first date and | never let them feeumerhis wasn't the best way to get a
second date but a few guys came back for more. | sa® €bm time to time and if |
needed any special attention he was always obliging.

Sometimes | wondered about Chris and the way | felubim and the way that | hoped
that he felt about me. It wasn't just the pseudo-seh@nearly-sex that we occasionally
had, it was a feeling that he was out there somewdmetlehe somehow knew when |
needed him. | still laughed at the flower/bee analagyofften it seemed to be true.

So this good looking and charming rich kid from the right sitithe tracks asked me for
a date and | accepted. At the appointed time he arrivethgra Cadillac coupe and he
was wearing a pearl gray suit. | was dressed in a swaatlea flared shirt and when he
came in and met my dad, he said that he would wait witkeahged. | had no intention
of changing but he waited anyway.

We drove to a cliff-top restaurant overlooking the SadrB harbor where a window
table was reserved for us. The waiter brought two meausime had no prices printed
in it. Tomas made some suggestions and then he orderedefowwm had wine with

dinner although neither of us was old enough to legallykd@fter dinner we drove to a
night club where we had a nearly private table and wenéstéo a black girl sing with

the voice of an angel. We had cocktails and | poureddfatfine in the potted palm
while he wasn’t looking. We danced several times and he nad&empt to hold me too
tight or to put his hand on my butt.

At exactly midnight he walked me to my front door anchaitt asking he kissed me on
the cheek. As he drove away | checked the swing to d€kri§ was there but it was
empty. | didn’t really expect to see him but he oftenadrap when I did something new
or unusual. | guess that | felt a little disappointment.

Over the next year Thomas and | dated on a regulas. bdsiwas always a gentleman but
as we got to know each other better we did progress to kissthtghan French kissing
and | let him feel of my breasts but only through mytles. | liked the idea that he
wasn't pushy or aggressive in his attention to me. Arfemths ago he started dropping
hints about what ‘we’ might do after high school.

His family made sure that he had been accepted at &labfoiversity near San
Francisco and he would be moving there in September. kedhinat | might find a job
in that area. | was sure that he wasn't talking aboutiagg and | tried to get a straight
story from him.

“Tomas, help me understand what you are suggesting. ¥ogang to school in Palo
Alto and you think that | might move there? Exactly wivauld my status be?”
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“Well, like it is now. We're close friends and we wou&main so”

“And just how would | afford to live there ... as your friéhd

“Well | would naturally pay for your accommodations and tmner expenses that you
might have”

“And we would continue to be friends?”

“Yes and | would hope someday that we might be more ftiemls”

“Friends like boyfriend-girlfriend or closer friends .lespover friends”

“That, as it is now dear, is entirely up to you”

-Damn this guy is wishy-washy ... if he wants to sleep with meledsn’t he ask. I'd
probably say no for now, but at least he would be out in the open-

| told him that I'd let him know soon about Stanford butriow we had my Senior Prom
and my graduation to think of.

One week before the prom he picked me up in the aftermyandrive through the hills.

| had a new pair of sunglass in my hand when he helddbe for me and | got into his
car | accidentally dropped them through the crack in theasghas he walked around to
his door | felt between the front seat and the back #eahe opened his door | found
something and looked at it. His face froze as | saw ftlewrapper of a Trojan
Prophylactic. It was the package for a rubber.

“Thomas! What's this” | asked already knowing what #&sw

“I don’t know dear, it looks like a chewing gum wrapper” hiel $a a weak voice.
“No, I don't think so. It looks like someone was scnegvin the backseat”

“Well | did loan my car to a guy, maybe it is his”

“God damn it Thomas, don't lie to me. Be a man and admi

He sighed and smiled a little.

“Look dear, | don’t put you under any pressure to relieve. mgension. I’'m not made of
stone and I'm sure that you understand. It has nothing teitth our relationship. It’s just
something that men have to do”

| thought about this for a minute and then | smiled. lized how good | was going to
feel when this jerk was out of my life. My first thoughis to have Chris beat the crap
out of him but I didn’t want to wait that long to delivey mmessage. | leaned forward like

| was going to kiss him and then | grabbed what | assunexe Wis testacies and |
squeezed very hard. | was pleased with the results aratié @ note to use this tactic
whenever the situation called for it. The last thatdr saw of Thomas Thurman Jr. was a
dust cloud from his very nice Cadillac as he drove undtieaday.
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The next day at school | saw Chris across the lavenwhs talking and laughing with a
couple of guys and he gave no indication that he had seebutmwhen the sun went
down that evening he was sitting on my porch swing.

“Well Laz it's all over town that you dumped Mr. Mon8ggs. Can't you ever keep a
secret?”

“l only told a couple of girlfriends.”

“If you want to keep a secret, never tell a girl.”

“Well, | dumped the asshole because he was a .. amolas That's the best thing that |
can think to call him”

Chris said nothing. He knew that if | wanted to tell himrenthen I'd tell him.

“l found the foil off of a rubber in his backseat and haalfy told me that it was ok
because he wasn’'t made of stone and | wouldn’t screw him”

Chris just waited for the rest of the story.
“| grabbed his balls and squeezed so hard that | think thayaizlls popped out”
Chris laughed.

“Damn Laz, you aren'’t just another pretty face. Do niavar, if | ever piss you off just
slap me”

“Oh Chris you would never treat me like that”
“No | wouldn’t Laz, not ever”

We kissed and cuddled on the swing for a while but | didnittviaam to go any farther.
The thought of Thomas in the backseat of his car wathesgirl's legs around him just
killed any passion that | might feel that night but €hmade no move to leave. He would
stay as long as | needed him.

“Chris, will you take me to my prom?”

“You mean the suit and tie prom with flowers and alllaft?”
“That’s the one”

“How do you know that | don’t already have a date fer phom?”
“Because you were waiting for me to ask you”

“Then I’'m your guy but | don’t have the right kind obthes”
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A Mystery — Laz
Two weeks until graduation

It was a week before the Prom and two weeks befor&ragluation when daddy told me
that he would be away for a while. He wasn’t exaailesvhen he would be back but he
guaranteed me that he would see me graduate. He had beea Bw#hat spring and, as
usual, he was evasive when | asked where he was goirdn't pliess the point because
it had been this way for as long as | could remember.

He had forgotten that Mrs. Garcia had asked for somedifrend | would be in the big
house alone while he was gone. | didn’t bother to remind hecause he would have
made a big deal out of it and he would probably have founésoeto stay with me.

| kissed him goodbye on Saturday morning and when he wad giooee Mrs. Garcia to
her sister’s house in Wilmington. The prom was a weekyas® | was alone for a while.

| thought of asking Maryann to spend a couple of nights leiwwsas busy with her own

preparations. Thursday after school | came home and madack. Homework was a

thing of the past now that graduation was so near sadl ttee latest Life Magazine and
then just lay around the house. | remembered when | was s& eight | was alone in

the house for a short time while Mrs. Garcia and Dadéwt to the store for something

that we just had to have. While they were gone | wierdugh every closet and dresser
drawer.

| idly walked to Mrs. Garcia room but | knew that ska mothing of interest. When |

was little | was surprised at how little she had. A quadk at her closet and dresser
confirmed that nothing had changed. My dad’s room wasyalwa neat and tidy that he
sometimes joked that it was his military training but | didmnk that he had been in the
military.

His dresser held shirts, socks and underwear but nothirsprzdr The closet held a
surprising array of nice suits, jackets and shoes soméiohwe had taken with him on
this trip. There was only one picture in the room andat of me taken last year. The
picture was updated from time to time and | didn't know whatdid with the old
pictures. Maybe he just threw them away.

The real mystery in the house was his office. Ther® aveomfortable desk chair, a large,
locked file cabinet and an old fashion roll-top desk. | hacenéeen in the room when
the desk wasn't locked. | sat in the chair and spun mgsalind the way that | did when
| was little and then | tried the file cabinet drawer bwtas securely locked. | was ready
to leave when | tried to roll up the top of the desk amghéned.
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| was so surprised that | nearly fell off of the ch#tihad never been open when he was
away and | had tried it many times. | looked at the loo# saw that it was, indeed,
locked but it hadn’t been completely closed when he tuthe key.

My first thought was that | should just close it and &averything alone but it couldn’t

be closed until it was unlocked. With a feeling of exuitat and little-girl naughtiness |

pushed the top all the way up. The desktop was as neaidgrastdaddy’s bedroom.

There were sharp pencils in a cup, a letter opener arattarblThere were also two ink
bottles, one containing blue ink and one containing blackrndered why anyone would

need two colors of ink. The drawers, of course, wetkdd by the same lock that was
meant to hold the top.

Across the top of the desktop were several pigeon-tiededield nothing of interest until
| came to the last one. In it was a key that | was swould open the file cabinet.

It was a three drawer cabinet like the ones that lisae office at school. The contents
of the top drawer were as neat as all of dad’s thingsreltwere many folders filed
alphabetically and a quick look revealed tax-recordipgs, insurance papers, the title
to the cars, a large check book and several years kfdtaiements.

The middle drawer was organized in the same way but niteots were far different.
There were many folders with names all filed alpha&ladlti. The folders contained
letters. Some folders had only one letter and some hagl.maere was also an address
book and a ledger. | felt a little guilty for snoopingoinladdy’s private things but
curiosity far outweighed those pangs.

| opened the bottom drawer and found more tidy folderghisittime | recognized some
of the labels. There were all of the pictures ofthiet had been on display before they
were updated. He had never thrown any of them away. WMwasea folder with every
report-card that | ever received, another filled with tMbaked like all of the pictures
and drawings that | ever done in school. In another a#i the paper valentines that |
had ever made for him.

Looking at many pictures | realized that Mrs. Garcia taken most of them. There were
photos of me as a little girl sitting on daddy’s lap &dmad dates on the back and some
didn’t. When | was a little older there were pictuodsme and the boys. Larry, Bobby,
Eddy, Chris and me. One was all of us and instead gblenyydress | was wearing boy’s
clothes including those flat men’s caps that everyooeewn the ‘20’s.

| remembered that | sometimes wore Larry’s clothegeifwere going to play where we
would get really dirty. He didn’t mind and | wondered whylgymlways had to wear
dresses. | was glad that times had changed and nowdiocally wore slacks. | looked
at Larry and Chris. Larry had always been the onenfleuntil he made a pest of himself.
Chris had never paid much attention to me then or newssed the closeness that | had
with Larry for so long.
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Looking through these treasures | wanted to cry when suddleveyg struck by the icy
fingers of fear and the hope that a lifelong mysterghihbe solved. The next folder was
labeled ‘Family’.

The first thing that | saw was an old photo of a young miaaring a military uniform. It
was fancy with lots of brad and a sword and | lookedetyo® see my dad’s tender face.
In the back was writtenHighlahder’s 1917’. The next photo was of several soldiers
wearing battle helmets standing near a ruined wall. ®@nback was writtenFranhce
1917'. | was sure that one of the men was daddy but it \aed to tell. The next was very
different. It was taken in a hospital ward and daddy prapped up in bed with his leg in
a plaster cast that was suspended on wires from a fabove him. On the back was
written ‘St. Catherine’s Hospital, Edinburgh, 1917". | had no idea that dad had
been in the military and now | knew that he had beenaenGreat War and that he had
been wounded.

The next picture took my breath away. It was a youngham in an old fashion white
blouse who was smiling slightly at the camera. On thek beas written [,ara, 1918’
Could this be my mother? Dad had never answered my quediaut my mother. He
had never told me her name. When | was young | askedesdith that her name was
‘mommy’. Her name was Lara like my middle name.

Quickly I looked at the next picture and saw the sawesalight smile but this time she
was holding a baby in her arms Was that baby me? | tuneepli¢cture quickly. Mother

and Laska, Boston, Feb. 15, 1919’ It was different handwriting. This must have
been my mother’s hand.

There were no more pictures. There was another k¢rfon the drawer but | was so
emotionally drained that | closed and locked the cabirfett ieep remorse for violating
my dad'’s privacy and | felt elated to have actually seeicture of my mother. | was torn
on what to do. | needed to know where she was and whiede here alone. | thought
that the answer might be in the now locked cabinet bedlly wanted my dad to tell me.
Thinking about this | relived the disappointment of his presicefusals to discuss it. |
put the key back in the desk and rolled the top down bupufse, it was still unlocked.

The next morning | took the key and put it into my pursed th@ught about it most of
the night and | was going to ask Chris if he knew how Ictget a copy.
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The Prom - Laz

Saturday was filled with hairdressers and excitemenpehtsa couple of hours with
Maryann helping her decide on lipstick and rouge. Her @aige, was also her fiancé
and we talked about her wedding plans. | was home by figdeCdunis would be here at
six-thirty. We were meeting Maryann and her guy for dinaeseven thirty and we
planed to be at the prom by nine. That was an hour laté d@idn'’t care.

Chris arrived wearing jeans and a t-shirt but he wagjiogrtis prom cloths over his
arm.

“Why aren’t you dressed?”

“l didn’t want my sister laughing at me. She’s giving embard enough time now for just
going to the prom”

“Why would she think that?”

“She said that fishermen didn’t go to proms and they asareell don’t wear white dinner
jackets”

“You're not a fisherman”

“Well, we know that but she doesn'’t believe it yet”

| gave him a little kiss on the lips and sent him to quare bedroom to change. | was
sitting at my dressing table wearing my silk underwear west covered by a very nice
slip when he walked in.

“Can | help?” he asked,

He looked great. He was wearing black slacks and shdwsg @leeved white shirt and a
white dinner jacket but he was missing his black bow tie.

“Chris! I'm not dressed yet”

“Oh Laz, I've seen you in your underwear before. Cantigwa tie?”

“Of course”

| finished my lipstick and then held up my prom dress. Gelped me into it and then |
tied his tie. Looking in the mirror | thought that we wibble the best looking pair at the
dance.

“So Laz, do you want to go in my truck or your Packard?”

“Very funny, Chris let me give you the money to paydmner. It might be expensive.”
“Not necessary dear, | robbed a bank on the way barght”

“Sure you did” | said as | tossed him the keys to the Rdcka

We danced the night away — at least part of it

| was happy and a little sleepy as Chris drove usutiitrahe night. We had a wonderful
time at dinner and the prom. He always surprised mie wicharm and grace. He made
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witty conversation with Maryanne and her fiancé, hecddrall of the latest steps, and he
danced with Maryann with no awkwardness while | felt oddi srif dancing with Bruce.
We stopped at Larry’s table and chatted with him and Wartdald®ked very pretty but
she still looked very young. Larry was as polite and atersts ever. There was always a
familiarity between us and | missed the closenesswieabnce had but | didn’t let him
know.

We stayed until the last dance and then drove to & DafManhattan Beach for coffee
and pie. Driving toward home | snuggled next to him withhmgd on his shoulder. He
had been the perfect date for the evening. As | dreariig &thought about how good
he was to me when | needed him | often wondered whaily immeant to him. Was | just
one of his many girls or were we bound together in soa¢?WVhen we were together
he was always attentive but then he would be gone & diaweeks or even months. |
thought that it was strange that he always showedeatight time. Maybe Mrs. Garcia
had been right all of those years ago when she toldbmet the flower and the bee.

-Do you love me Chris? | think that | could love you if you gave om@aace-

When we got to the house, | went into my bedroom and @ilasved. He unzipped my
dress and helped take it off over my head. Then he wethet spare room while |
changed into my pajamas and slippers. | didn’t both#r avrobe and | could hear him in
the kitchen when | sat on the living room couch. He camgearing just his jeans and
carrying two mugs of hot chocolate. He sat beside me amdieldl me a mug.

“No shirt Chris?”

“My t-shirt isn’t very clean and I'm through with theni@y clothes”
“Hmm. Thanks for the drink”

“Your welcome, did you have a good time?”

“Wonderful” | said as | leaned against him”

“What happened to your fine, silk underwear?”

“It's on the bedroom floor, do you mind?”

“Not at all, | was just admiring the bumps on the frohyour jammys”
“What do you like about my bumps?” | asked dreamily.

“I like the way they grow when | do this”

After a bit of steamy making out he smiled and asked,
“Bedtime?”
“Yes please”

He picked me up in his arms and carried me to my bed. Hedagiown and sat beside
me and | thought of ‘time’ rushing around and away from ue. h&d been little kids
together and schoolmates together and almost loverdh&eygatd now our time in high
school and our childhood was nearly over. He was tleetloat | trusted most and relied
on most. He never betrayed our secret and he nevetdéhszl me in any way. | wished
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that | loved him more and | wished that he loved me rbatat wasn’'t necessary for us.
We were together when we wanted to be and that wésaalinattered.

“Same rules Laz?” he asked.
“No Chris, there are no rules tonight”
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| woke in the middle of the night and felt for Chrisxné me but | was alone in bed. |
listened for him somewhere in the house but then | hHeiarttuck start. | felt a sense of
loneliness that he had left without saying goodbye. | pulledctivers tight around me
and though that maybe | should find my pajamas. | fettla blue lying naked and alone
in my bed and | didn’t know why but | felt like | was goirgdry.

| heard his footsteps on the porch and then the sour dfdnt door. Chris slid into bed
and cuddled next to me. He was freezing and he put his coldrfest.

“Where have you been honey?” | asked.

“l forgot to move the truck last night. | thought that yoigimh not want the neighbors
knowing that | spent the night with you”

“Your such a nice guy ... did you get dressed?”

“No, I couldn’t find my clothes in the dark.”

| snuggled against him trying to warm him, and then | laughsidg little.

“What?” he asked.

“Nothing. It's just that your bare butt shinning in the mogimti must have made a
glorious sight.”

His bare skin was pressed against my bare skin and hgettag) warmer.

“Chris?”

“Yes honey”

“As long as we’re awake ...”

| woke just before ten and | could small coffee. | fdumy robe and slippers and found
Chris in the kitchen just poring two large mugs.

“Good morning honey” | said squinting at the bright sunligbming through the kitchen
window.

Chris was dressed in his jeans and t-shirt and his praimeslavere neatly folded in the
kitchen counter.

“Good morning Miss Laska, did you sleep well?”
“Some of the time” | laughed and kissed him. He smelletitasted like Colgate tooth
paste.

“Your dressed early, are you leaving?”
“Not yet, | have to fix your breakfast. Oh, | nearlydot, here’s the key that you wanted
duplicated.”

| had forgotten the key. Suddenly my mind was in turmoil ekercontent of the locked
cabinet. | wanted to forget all about it but | knew thabuld be in there again soon.

“Laz, are you alright?”
“What? ... Oh sure, what's for breakfast?”
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Chris stayed until noon and he would have stayed loidgdrad encouraged him but he
could see that | was preoccupied so with a kiss and @ pay butt, he drove away. | had
meant to ask about his plans for after graduation budishgped my mind.

| had a nice hot bath and | looked at myself in the l&rigth mirror on the bathroom
door. | had been the nearly pure virgin all of my life aogv | wasn’'t anymore. | didn’t
feel any different and looking in the mirror | didn’t loaky different. | guess that young
girls imagine that some miraculous transformation waake place but except of the
memory, memories, the three memories, | was the garhthat | had always been.

| held out until two o’clock before | opened the file caddi | went straight to the bottom
drawer and looked into the last folder. It was all ldgaking papers. There was daddy’s
birthh certificate. He was born Lavern Leicester Laggtin Avenel Scotland on January
14", 1900.

Looking through several documents | learned that hedstethe Highland Academy for

boys and later Saint Andrews University. He was comamnssl Second Lieftenant in the

Royal Highlander Regiment in January of 1917. Some fadedyArders sent the new

officer to France in July of 1917 where he was wounded sfter because in September
of the same year he was transferred to the militeagd of St. Catherine’s Hospital in

Edinburgh.

The next paper brought a little tear to my eye as d b Certificate of Marriage
between Mr. Lavern L. Langtree, bachelor, and Missalla McGregor, spinster, in the
Registers Office in Edinburgh Scotland on Maréf) 2918.

There were two, long expired, Passports. Dad’s Briisd Lara’s American. That
surprised me because | had just assumed that mom haddmeshSr English. Looking
through her passport | saw a picture of a young girl, gesHourteen or fifteen and |
noticed that she was about three years younger thary.ddtid had left New York for
Leith Docks near Edinburgh in May of 1914 and she had retumthe port of Boston in
January of 1919. That was just a month before | was born

| opened the next document and felt a stab in my heart.sltavdeath Certificate from
the Boston Health Department. It stated the coldtfatton March 1", 1919, Mrs. Lara
Lynn (McGregor) Langtree had died from the effects on&alnfluenza.

-Oh my god! My mother had died just a year after her marriage and a mdsthtlad
birth of her daughter. Daddy, at nineteen was a father and a widower-

| cried for a while and then | returned all of the paperthe condition that | found them
in and then | locked the cabinet. The contents of drawerviwuld have to wait for
another day.
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Graduation and a little party - Laz

Dad came home on Thursday and | was all set for gradu&eool that week had just
been going through the motions and we had Friday off.orihe crisis that week came
from Maryann. She asked me to come home with her aftenol and | knew that she
was in distress.

She was engaged to Bruce and they had tentively planaetiding for Thanksgiving
but he changed all of that. He had planned to work with ldsirdéheir hardware store
but he had unexpectedly been accepted to The Universityalifbr@ia in Berkeley.
Maryanne was beside herself. She had offered to marryahdnmove to the bay area
while he attended school but he didn’t think that was algdea. He said that he would
need to give all of his attention to his studies.

“So sweetheart, what are you going to do?” | asked her.

“There’s no way that | going to stay home and waithfion to write to me. | want to live
with you somewhere and get a job. Is that ok?”

“Of course it’'s ok as soon as | decide what I'm goingdd d

| didn’t mind having her as my roommate but that mearitith@uld have to get my own
act together.

Thursday Larry approached me with an invitation.

“Laz, | want to get the old gang together tomorrow farchu I've already talked to
Bobby and Eddy and I'm looking for Chris now. Please epitil probably be that last
time that we will all be in the same place at theesaime.”

Well he looked so excited that | couldn’t say no. | hatted to Bobby and Eddy
occasionally but | hadn't seen much of Larry for aglaime. | wondered if Chris would
join us.

| walked onto the patio of the Lee Ranch house and ®irsz greeted me with a hug.

For so many years she had been nearly my mother dméaysaliked her. Bobby was

right behind her and because it seemed like a festivasmet| hugged him and gave him
a kiss on the cheek. Larry and Eddy were talking orp#i® and | hugged and kissed
them both.

-Did Larry hug me a second longer than the others. I'm sure that he did-
Chris walked up and asked if he could be included.
Lunch was iced tea and fried fish served the way thatyLhad learned form Mrs. Garcia

so long ago. The day was bright blue and the ocean veaklisg. Although | had seen
this hundreds of times | never grew tired of it.
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Mrs. Ortiz brought a framed picture and sat it on tidetdt was the five of us when we
were about ten or eleven. We were standing on the edbe pétio with the ocean in the
background. A discussion started about when it was takémaw Mrs. Ortiz got us to
stand still long enough for the picture. She came fieenhouse with her little Browney
camera and she took a last picture taken together.

| asked Eddy why we called him that when his name \easoku’. He laughed and said
that it had been Larry’'s idea. Their kindergarten teabher called him lzzy but Larry thought
that was a girl's name so it became Eddy.

“How about you Laz, where did you get Laska Lara?” Bobby asked
“Lara was my mother’'s name but dad hasn’'t confessedlyate he came up with Laska”

There was lots of laughing and finally the subject goiagddo the future.

“So what are you doing after high school | asked Eddy?”

“My world is strawberries. I've got to convince pop thet can grow and market strawberries
without so much hard labor”

“Good luck with that, your dad seems very set in higsata me” | said.

“Oh he asked about you the other day”

“Did he, I'm surprised that he remembers me”

“How could he forget you? You were eleven when we all wenby house to get something and
you met him. You bowed and greeted him in Japanese. You addresn as

Fugimora-san and he was very impressed.”

“Well, you had taught that to me just a few days beflmeglad that he remembers”

“Bobby, what are you going to do now” | asked.

“Dad wants me to learn the ranch business. | told himlthlaeady knew but he laughed
at me. Next week, I’'m going to get a two week lessomfMiss Sata on bookkeeping.
She’s going to show me how the money comes and goes.”

“Chris, are you going fishing with the rest of your familyasked knowing that he had
no interest in fishing.

“No, as a matter of fact, | start a fulltime job skimg for the Redondo Beach Police
Department”

“What?” both Larry and Bobby asked together.

“You're going to be a cop?” Larry asked.

“Someday but first I'm going to learn how to be a copr the next few months I'm

going to wash cars, sweep floors, go for coffee and do awgytise that needs doing. In
January | start at the LA Police Academy and if | paissn next summer I'll be the
youngest member of the Redondo cops”

Everyone was excited for him and lots of jokes were nadmbait fixing parking tickets
and eating donuts.

64



“Larry, | know that your starting at USC in the fa#]l us about that” | said.

“Well, dad wants me to study business and to specialiZeeirmtertainment industry. |
have different interests. | would really like to spaz&lin the restaurant industry. | have
lots of ideas about that and for the last year ofveoleen collecting recipes. “

“Do you want to be a Chef?” Bobby asked.

“l don’t want to be a cook but | do want to do the planning management.”

“If you don’t want to cook, why are you collecting reeg?”

“Well, first, | like to eat but, more importantly, hink that the way to succeed is to
introduced new things that people will buy”

| think that we were all impressed by Larry’s thoughtd ambitions.

“What about you Laz” Eddy asked.

“Dad wants me to go to college but | don’'t want toabschool teacher or a nurse so |
want to get a job until | get a better idea of whatdawath my life”

Chris laughed and asked,

“Why don't you just get married like the other two-thirdstee girls in our class?”

| gave him a quick look and thought of a few dirty thingsawIsut | just smiled and said,
“Why Chris, | would do that except all of the good onestaken”

As the party broke up | thanked Mrs. Ortiz. | took Larsida for a quick word.

“Larry can we talk next week, | need some advice”

“Sure Laz, I'm busy Sunday with family but why don’t yoanee here Monday for lunch,
ok?”

Chris was leaving and | called after him to wait and wekealto his truck together so
we could talk alone.

“Chris, I'm really proud of you for joining the Policéthink that you'll make a good
officer.”

“Why do you think that, Laz?”

“Oh because you're a great guy and your really good at ingdbings”

He laughed.

“Here Hon, this is the phone number of the Policarass office. If you need to get in
touch with me just leave a message with whoever ansivegshone”

“Anything else?” | asked.

“Can | kiss you here in front of god and everyone?”

“Just a little one”
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Redondo Beach High School Auditorium — June'1937
Laz

We were all there in our best Sunday school clothdd &ad a new Bulova watch on my
wrist that dad had given me for graduation. Just befergvent onto the stage we slipped
on our black robes and donned out mortarboard hats. Weseated alphabetically and
we all endured several speeches.

While our valedictorian talked about us being the futuik leow ready we were to take
up the challenge, | was wondering how many of my clas=snaere pregnant. Several
couples were already married and many more would be witlenmnéxt few months.
That's what you did in 1937, grow up, finish school, get redirhave kids, live your life
and then die.

Maryann’s older sister confided to her that she had got @dbso she could have regular
sex but later she wished that was be back in school coliege or anywhere else that
wasn’'t where she was.

The school principal started calling us up to receive ouoahias.

Isoroku Fugimora

Laska Lara Langtree

Lawrence Leland Lee Jr.

Roberto Jose Maria Ortiz

Cristiano Lucas Renaldo

And then it was over. Our childhood was gone and we werlenmyger the ‘future’, we
were the ‘now’.

On the sidewalk in front of the auditorium we all wgreeted by our family and friends.
There was my dad and Mrs. Garcia. She was half ofaiyly and she was proud of me.
She had her little Browney camera and was busy snapphggs. Dad hugged me and
then | noticed that he had been chatting with Lardgd. They weren't really friends but
they had been neighbors for many years. Mrs. Lee veas #nd she gave me a hug. Mr.
Lee patted me on my shoulder and Larry’s brother Radfswbk my hand. Miss Sata
stood in the background and smiled. Mr. and Mrs. Ortiz ariabfall hugged me.

Later | walked through the crowd looking for Chris but resvgone and | never did see

any of his family. | was surprised to see Mr. and Mrggifora. They stuck pretty close
to the Japanese community but here they were, him inrnaold suit and she in a
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conservative oriental dress. | bowed to Mr. Fugimorarendodded in the Japanese way.
| bowed to Mrs. Fugimora and she bowed to me in theesaanner. Then | did my best
to converse in my very poor Japanese.

“Fugimora-san” | said still bowing.

“Laska-co” he responded adding the feminine ‘co’ to my&am

“I hope that you are well”

“Very well, I hope that you are happy Laska-co”

| never really understood this exchange but Eddy saidttheisi traditional.

“As happy as one could be in these times”

| was surprised when he said in English,

“You good girl Laska-co”

“Thank you” | responded.

After more bowing Eddy walked away with me,
“Way to go Laz, you're a real charmer”
“It's easy to fake it in Japanese, see you Eddy”
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The truth, the whole truth ...

Sunday morning dad and | had breakfast on the patio and toerfronted him.

“Dad, this can’'t wait any longer. | need to know abouttho

He sat for a while looking off into the distance tlnanswered in a calm voice,

“I've always known that we would have this conversatsmmeday but | thought that
maybe you would forget about it. It's not that | havel laaything to hide from you it’s
just that it’s still very painful for me to think about.”

| waited while he got his thoughts together. | didn’t wangite him any indication that |
had already discovered some of the truth in the bottcawer of the file cabinet.

“I'm sure that you know that | was born and raised iotlaod. | graduated from Saint
Andrews University during the Great War and | was commigsd as a military officer.
Like so many, | was sent to France in 1917 to fight forgkand Country and like so
many, | was wounded. It happened not long after | arrivébeafront and for a while the
doctors thought that | might loose my leg.

Fortunately | was sent a hospital in Edinburgh where tlséodo did a good job of fixing

me up. | spent several weeks with my leg wired up so tluatkied like the man on the
flying trapeze. | was a funny looking sight. There weseesal young girls who came
through the ward bringing books and magazines. Today | thirtkthley are called

‘candy strippers’ because of the uniforms that thegrwe

One day a young lady who was older than the othere tammy ward and she seemed to
take an interest in me. She was a foreigner, an garewho was living with an uncle in
Scotland.

She came the next day and the next and every day aiteMtle chatted and joked soon
she was all that | could think of.

Her name was Lara Lynn McGregor and she was from CailfoShe was just fourteen
in 1914 when she had traveled from her home to visit heraauhtincle in Scotland. At
first she didn’t say why a girl so young had made a sgage but later she told me.

Her mother had died suddenly in 1913 and her dad was so disttaaglite couldn’t
cope with his life. His doctor said that he had to hast and treatment in a ‘special’
hospital and there was no one to take care of herh&4 never met her Uncle McGregor
when she arrived in Edinburgh.

After a year her dad was well enough for her to retutritle German navy had made sea
voyages to the USA far too dangerous. So she was stuskoittand. She finished her
schooling and volunteered to work with wounded soldighe was just seventeen when
we met.
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Of course we fell in love. How could | not love hereStas all sunlight and fresh air and
sweet-smelling soap and laughter and love. The army wasgi with me. They had got

all that | had to offer and then they sent me on my. wamt was a good thing because |
never intended to be apart from Lara again.

We were married on MarcH21918 and we talked about where we were going to live.
was willing to go anywhere and she wanted to return tdo®ab. A few months later
she gave the wonderful news that we were going to haaéw We were overjoyed.

The war was winding down and travel was becoming safer tother complication
entered our young lives. A Kkiller sickness called then&baFlu was spreading across
Europe and America. It would appear in a city and in justva days, many, perhaps
hundreds of people were dead. It was no time for usateltiand we took refuge at the
McGregor country estate and avoided any new contacts.

In June we received word that Lara’s father had did@bston and his lawyer wanted us
to contact him as soon as possible. Lara was alsontleszl that our baby be born in the
United States so we made plans to travel across thetigtla January. It was a bad time
to cross the stormy Atlantic but we had very littleicko

In December the flu seemed to have abated and we wele fiagathe new world. The
crossing was pure hell with mountains of green water loagtéhe ship everyday. The
crossing should have taken five days and it took seven.ddocaptain would risk
repeating the disaster that had befallen the HMS Titenthose very waters just seven
years before.

In Boston we found that Lara’s father had leased a eenyfortable apartment for a year
and the lease still had several months to go. We infdbrtitme Probate Attorney that we
were in the country but we wouldn’t be able to see hitil after the birth of our baby.

You were born Feb. 15, 1919 in Boston General Hospital Yere named for a
childhood friend of your mothers and for her. Oh we vgeréappy. You were a beautiful
baby or at least we thought so. For the next two weeksonple and no parent could
have been happier than we were. Lara was talking aheutouse in California where
she had grown up and how much you were going to love it. Weéevardetter to the

attorney so we could be done with all of that busiaeskbe in California before spring.”

Daddy sat for a while saying nothing and then he spoke mwex leoice.

“The Spanish flu had killed many people in Boston in thersamof 1918 but there had
been no cases for months. Suddenly an outbreak occurred me@hborhood and it was
our neighborhood. Your mother woke on Maréhwith a high fever and by March 11
she was gone. Just like that, she was gone.”

| walked to him and sat in his lap. | hugged him and kissedahes the way that | had
when | was a child.
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“That’s enough dad, you can tell me the rest when yddilkeeit. Just sit with me now”
We sat that way for a long time and then he went Inigooffice. When he returned he
handed me two pictures. One was mom sitting and smilinghendther was her and me
the day that | was born.

“| save these for you honey, | just had to wait urdil ywere ready to see them.”
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Hello World - June 1937
Laz

Monday at noon | went to the Lee Ranch and Larry waiting for me. He hadn’t asked
why | wanted to talk to him and he was willing to wait bhtlecided to tell him. He said
that he would cook lunch for me but it would be an experime

In the kitchen he had prepared a dish of dry spices amé $@sh vegetables. On the
stove was a strange pan that was very wide at the tbpraall at the bottom. He told me
that it was a Wok and it was used to cook Asian food.dd& & bowl of fresh fish that
had been cut into bite-size pieces and then marinatedfriagrant sauce. It all looked
very interesting. He asked me to sit a bowl of fredadson the patio table and be ready
to eat in just a few minutes. He heated the Wok unitibis very hot, then he added some
peanut oil that smoked and tossed in the spices. Theskitwhas filled with the pungent
aroma of something new and then he tossed in the vegetahies. they had cooked for
less than a minute, the fish was added, stirred once amedctr the patio where it was
spooned onto out plates. While it cooled enough not to scdte peoured each of us a
glass of red wine.

The lunch was incredible. | couldn’t identify any of t@ces or the sauce but | liked all
of it. Larry carefully recorded my comments in hislditnotebook. He said that one day it
would be part of a master plan for a restaurant.

After the lunch and the wine, he sat back in his chareaited for me to begin.

“Larry, | need a job and your dad can help me if he Wi#.told me at graduation that if |
ever needed help to just call. What do you think thabukhdo?”

The question sounded a little dumb after | had actually $a& words out loud and |
think that Larry had the same thought.

“Ok, Laz lets call him”
“What? Now?”
“Yes, now”

Before | could protest, Larry led the way into the houskdialed a number. He spoke to
a secretary and then hung up.

“Dad will call us in a few minutes. What kind of job ai@u looking for?”

-Something exciting and romantic and adventuresome. Something with lots of exotic
travel and | want to meet loads of interesting people, and it should pdy ve=l-

“Anything, | don't really want to wash windows or mop ftsdout | could | guess”

“l doubt that dad would let that happen. Do you think that wgrkn a restaurant would
be interesting?”

71



-Hell, no-

“Everything sounds interesting”

| was saved from further interrogation by the ringinghef telephone.

“Hello Mr. Lee, its Laska Langtree”

“How nice to hear from you dear, I'm sorry that we didgét to visit more at the
graduation. What can | do for you?”

“I was hoping sir, that you might give me some advicdiraing a job”

-Please don’t say no-

“What kind of a job, dear?”

“Anything”
“‘Hmmm ... let me call you back in a few minutes”

| was too nervous to chat but Larry filled the silemgth talk of recipes and restaurants
and business plans. Finally the phone rang and Larry asdwiethen he handed the
phone to me.

“Hello”

“Hi honey, look, would you like a job as a gofer?”

“Sure, what is it?”

He laughed.

“It's really called a Production Assistant. The jobaisParamount helping the director,
assistant director or anyone else that they assignoyou t

“Paramount?”

“Yes, Paramount Studios, the movie place”

- Be still my heart (thump thump thump)-

“So what do you say dear, it starts Wednesday, can ydulaat soon?”

“Yes, what do | do?”

“Tomorrow afternoon you drive up to the Bel Air house apdrsl the night with us.
Wednesday morning I'll go to Paramount with you and make $ateybu get the right
assignment. There are some jerks there that | danit wou to work for. Be sure to bring
clothes for four days. You can stay with us as longoaslike but you will probably want
to rent a place of your own soon.”

-1 couldn’t believe it. | was going to work at a movie studio and | hayteat title,
Production Assistant. | wondered what it paid-
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When Mr. Lee drove up to the Paramount front gate thedguatr waved us through. He
parked in a spot marked ‘Reserved’ and we walked towardsugieess office. A man in
a dark suit called to us and Mr. Lee shook his hand.

“Laska, this is Max Goldbloom and ‘no’, Max, she’s nof niece”
That brought a laugh because many men seen with a yowwean will always
introduce them as their niece.

“Pleased to meet you Mr. Goldbloom” | said with my bewsile.

“Are you some hot new Starlet that Larry wants ugayp a fortune for?”
“No sir, | want to be a gofer”

He laughed at that and after a few more jokes he wehtsovay.

“Who was that Mr. Lee?”

“Max runs the place dear. He's the president of Parathoun
“I wonder if he needs a gofer.”

“He’s one of the jerks that | want to keep you awawyio

We found the guy that Mr. Lee was looking for. He wasca looking young man named
Les Silver. He was the assistant director who worket iark Hester. Mr. Hester was
the number one money maker for Paramount and Les wasrhiser one assistant.

They all shock hands and Mr. Lee kissed me on my cahedkthen | was being shown
my new office and | was filling out papers and having my pé&taken for my security
badge. The girl in the payroll had me sign some formsvameh | asked, she told me
want my pay would be.

“You're on probation for three months and if you donitese up, you'll get a ten dollar a
week raise.”

| was amazed. My pay was $50 a week to start. That sedmealfbrtune to me.

“Do you know where | can find an apartment?”

“The Del Ray Arms, right down the street. $25 a wemk they pay utilities”

“That’s half my pay, how can I afford that?”

She laughed.

“Honey, you either need a roommate or a sugar daddy”

My first real day at work was an education in frustratidy.first mistake was wearing a
dress and high heeled shoes. The job started at eightviven | walked into the
production unit’s office at 7:45, Les was shouting at me.rdlveas a meeting in his
office and he wanted coffee for eight people. By ninad & little notebook so | could
write down what and where | needed.
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| needed to remember names and where offices were aatl avlievised day-shoot
schedule’ was and where the script changes were orewhey should be. It was after
seven in the evening when | was sitting in my tiny effrewriting my notes so they
would make sense later when Les stuck his head in.

“Laska?”
“Laz”
“Laz, you did good today. Go home we have a busy day towgtr

-How could it be any busier than today?-

Things got easier as | learned my way around. | stoppedngedresses and high heels. |
was in slacks and flats like all of the other goferlearned to use one of the hundreds of
bicycles that were everywhere on the lot. | learnsidkm ask Les what he meant by some
obscure request, just write it down and run, run, run.

| rented a tiny apartment at the Del Ray Arms and Vferdad a day off | was going to
see Maryann about moving in.

In the middle of my second week, Les gave me a quickryiéor the rest of the week,
“Laz, we start rehearsal on Stage 7A tomorrow. Maok'twbe there and we will just run
some lines with a couple of the actors. You have tehaep and quick. Any delay when
you have the crew working costs money. Lots of monejosgour best.”

-My god, no pressure at all. Do your best and don’t waist a zillion doltHrs
Paramount’'s money. | wonder if I'll get even get close to completiypghree month
probation-

The next day we ran lines with a couple of actors. Thegevmobody special, just Clark
Gable and Mae West. | tried not to look at them becadginlt want to look completely
stage struck. | did learn some interesting things. Clakl&isn't as tall as he looks on
the screen and Mae West doesn'’t act, she just plagslhall of the time.

-1 love this job-

| did move out of the Lee’s home and into the apartnidatyann moved in with me and
| got her a job at the studio as a script-girl. It wasjble to follow the actor’s lines and to
correct them of they were wrong. If the director teahnto know the next line, the script-
girl had better know what it is. Sometimes the actorhe director made changes to the
script and Maryanne had to pencil it in and make surethieatvriters revised the master

copy.

The summer seemed to race away and before | realjzée holiday season had arrived.
In early December, | received an engraved invitatiomeénnbail to attend the Lee Family
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Christmas and Honokaa party. The festivities would ta&keepih the ball room of the Bel
Air hotel and dress would be formal.

Having no idea what ‘formal’ meant | called Mrs. Leaedasked. She was always so
sweet to me and she offered to take me shopping. | bauggty pretty dress and some
new shoes and her | took her to lunch at the departnemet $thile | thought about the
three weeks pay that | had just spent, she gave me gps@rt Hollywood party
behavior.

“Be very careful dear with how much you drink. The gende will try to get young
girls drunk but you are in control. | find that a glagsaminite wine can be filled with
water and you can sip it for hours. Lots of men wilt flvith you and some will make
indecent offers. Just smile and ignore them. If tiedancing, don'’t tolerate a hand that
is too low on your back. Some men try to feel of yoattdm just to see if they can.
Never go to a man’s car for any reason. When possibiea trustworthy escort for these
occasions. | might suggest that my son, Robert shaulésyour escort for this party
seeing that it's your first exposure to this crowd. Woydd like that dear?”

-Will Larry be there?-

“I've only met Robert a couple of times and he is delittlder, perhaps Larry would be
more suitable”

“Larry chooses not to attend these affairs but I'm dina you will enjoy Robert’s
company”

Robert E. Lee
Laz - December 11, 1937

At exactly nine o’clock | handed my Packard key to a parkitgnded and walked into

the lobby of the Bel Air hotel. Mrs. Lee had told me &vér Robert paged when | arrived
but he was waiting for me. | wasn’'t sure how to greet éwan though | had met him on
several occasions. | wasn't sure if | should shakel$dmg him or what. He solved the
problem by taking my hand and kissing me lightly on theekhe

He was a handsome man of twenty eight and he wasedress tuxedo that | was sure
hadn’'t come from J.C.Penney. | knew that he had attebo#dUSC and the USC law
school and he had been an attorney for a couple df.yle&e his father, his business was
with the movie makers in Hollywood. | knew that Larngmit like him but that might
have just been a big brother thing.

| took his arm and we went to the Christmas and Honokdallbakd to follow Mrs.
Lee’s advice but | did drink just a little much. Robedsma great dancer and he made me
look like | knew all of the popular steps. | was introduide far too many people to
remember although | did recognize several genuine Hollgvetars.
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At the end of the evening, he decided that | had too muré tei drive home so he put
me in a Taxi that he paid for in advance. It wasret tbmantic move that he could have
made but it did show some concern for my safety.

A few days later | was surprised to see him on the sBaamount. He stuck his head
into my cubbyhole and asked if | was free for lunch. dena quick check with Les
before we went to the cafeteria for a quick bite.

“What brings you to Paramount?” | asked.

“Oh I'm working on some contract negotiations for &wcti Sorry, | can’t say who”

“Is it Lassie? What are you asking for, bigger dog biStu

He made a feeble attempt to laugh at my distorted sdérmemnor.

“No dear, | really can't say but if | could tell you hink that you would be suitably
impressed”

-Oh come on, you can’t be a name dropper if you don’t drop the name-
“Eat fast Robert, Les will be hollering for me”
“Laska, | have a social function Friday night, | wondfel could impose on you to

accompany me?”

-What is that? Is he asking me for a date or does he just need a wwew],, thing on
his arm?-

“What kind of a social function Robert?”

“Oh, a cocktail party at the club, more of this holidensense. | thought that we would
see-and-be-seen for an hour or so and then we could gor @eme dinner”.

“What'’s the dress code?”

“Cocktail dressy, we need to look our best”
“What time will you pick me up?”

“Nine and I'll need your address”

-Does he remember that I'm only eighteen?-

“Here, let me write it down for you”

“Hello Mrs. Lee it's Laz, what’'s Cocktail dressy?”
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December 17", 1937

INTERNATIONAL

Herald Cribune

Massacre in Nanking
Japs Kill Thousands in Chinese City

Two of the local residents were greatly upset to réwd rhorning headlines. Eddy
Fugimora was already feeling like an outsider even gntos friends and now he knew
that anti Japanese sentiment would drive him farthen frainstream California.

Miko Sata had equal misgivings. She felt no connectioallgdo Japan and she was as

outraged as her California neighbors at this abomindtiwnunfortunately, she knew that
she would be lumped in with the rest of the local Japamesetarget for the public’s ire.
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Happy New Year 1938
Laz

For the rich and famous of Hollywood and the rest ofvhe were hanging onto their
coattails, the New Year was an occasion to be catiethr For the rest of America it was
just another cold day as the country sank deeper into tlastaéng depression.

| bought yet another ball gown and Robert and | rubbedldbrs with the movie elite.
As the band played Auld Lang Syne Robert kissed me venyiign my lips. It was
brazen behavior for him and while it didn’t exactly st heart a flutter, it did give me a
pleasant feeling. Maybe he did think of me as more ttsntable companion.

| wasn’t getting enough kisses in my busy life and | exge&obert to be just a little
more affectionate. Maybe a New Years kiss wasmaaighings to come.

Happy Birthday - February 15, 1938
Laz

| don’t know how Robert knew that it was my birthday bet came for lunch at the
studio. He knew that | seldom dated on a weeknight bedaumset to work so early. We
sat in the cafeteria and chatted and when it was taméifm to leave he handed be a
small package and told me to open it that night at bedfiimen he asked me to call him
no matter how late it was.

| supposed that | knew that it was a birthday present avakla little intrigued by the
package and the request for a call. Robert didn't like pwhiplays of affection but |
kissed him on the cheek anyway.

That night, with Maryanne eagerly watching, | openedptnekage and found a diamond
bracelet. Granted it wasn't the biggest diamonds thatd baer seen and there wasn’t an
overabundance of them but it was a real, god-damned-bigetli@adond bracelet.

“Call him, call him” Maryanne was saying.

“Get out of my bedroom, your not going to share this motmvith me”
“Please, If | don't get some romance through you theéonlit get any at all”
“‘Gol”

“Alright but I'm going to listen at the keyhole”

Maryanne was right about not getting any romance. Herdiad been home only once
since he started college and | didn’t see any sign frorthiaéit went ok.

| called Robert and he was pleased. He downplayed theldtrace then apologized for
being out of town for the next ten days. He had a imi&an Francisco but he said that
he’d hurry back as soon as he could. | interpreted thRoasrt-speak meaning that he
would miss me very much and he couldn’t wait to seegaen.
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Alpha Sigma frat house — April fools day — 1938
Larry

There must have been fifty people on the front porcdhefrat house and most of them
were just a little drunk. The Easter break had startest Hie last class had ended that
afternoon and it looked like the party would go for hoursanted to be on my way the
next morning and | didn't want to drive with a hangov&till it was hard to ignore the
pretty young things around me.

Life had certainly changed since high school even if @ been less than a year since
graduation. | heard the talk of party girls and ‘modernme&a when | came to USC but
until | pledged to Alpha Sigma last December | hadn’t expeed it. Hell, | hadn’t even
imagined it.

| was really getting into this recipe collection thimgt | started in high school and now |
was going on a road trip to see if | could expand my kedgg¢. My plan was to leave the
next day for San Diego and Mexico and see what | cantl Tentatively | wanted to

visit the Hotel Del Coronado in San Diego, the Caésatel in Tijuana, the Rosarito

Beach Hotel, the Alpha Hotel in Ensenada and mayb& t8e Grant Hotel back in San
Diego. My goal was to find unique dishes that a new restamght serve.

My frat brother, Chuck, was laughing at me for wastingt&tdsreak party time driving
through Mexico.

“Who’s going with you?”

“No one, it’s just me”

“Bullshit, your not going to Mexico for a week alone”

“Yes | am’

“I'll go” said a girl standing near Chuck.

“What?” was my reaction.

“I'll go. I've never been to Mexico.”

“You know that it’s a working trip. I'll be talking to hoteboks and stuff”
“That ok, when do we leave?”

| looked at my frat brother and he just shrugged. | lookedtieagirl and she smiled. |
didn’t even know her name and she was volunteeringawel to Mexico for several
days.

-Maybe this is one of those ‘modern’ women that I've been hearing about-

“What your name ... Miss?”
“I'm Molly and your Larry. Are we going or what?”

As we drove down the two lane highway that ran alorgdiiff tops overlooking the
ocean | wished that | had borrowed a better car. Myhdalseveral cars, anyone one of
which would have been more impressive than my old, black, C&88rolet. Still Molly

79



didn’t seem to mind. She chatted and sang little songs @&mdesketo be having a good
time. It was late afternoon when we arrived in SaegDiand took the car ferry across the
bay to Coronado Island. The Hotel Del Coronado was a Wigerian hotel that was
famous for the distinguished guests that often stayed.thdwsd a reservation for one
room but there was no trouble getting a second room foryMoll

At eight o'clock we dined in the pretentious Crown Roorhere the service was

impeccable and the food quite tasty but for my purposesgniv interesting. It was

mostly French Cordon Bleu with a little upper class igitinfluence. | sat there over
coffee while Molly went to the restroom. It was ninedthiand the evening seemed over
when she came back with a big smile.

“| talked to the attendant in the restroom and she saidthtiere is a hot place in San
Diego. It has music and dancing and lots of good things. Obkastiehat we should take
a cab because you may be too drunk to drive when we caoke Bhe name is Cheuys
and every taxi driver knows where it is.

The place was a dive filled with sailors and touristd ts of Mexicans. The music was
loud and the drinks were strong. After a few shots of Tadugot into the right mood
and we danced until they closed the place at two in traing.

Things were a little fuzzy at breakfast the next magnif you call eleven-thirty still
morning. Molly seemed unaffected by our carousing and stheatag breakfast. While
sipping my fourth cup of coffee | found two pages of notemynlittle tablet. | had three
recipes for snacks that | labeled ‘bar-food'.

We were both put off by our arrival in Tijuana. The Cad$atel was a couple of miles
south of the US border crossing but it looked like beoworld. The road to the hotel
was lined with cardboard shacks, all of which seemetetselling something to the
tourists. Gambling was a major industry ranking second tstiprbon. There were
scantly clad girls hawking their wares on the stteethyone who showed an interest.

In the calm of the hotel dinning room we sampled theofanCaesar Salad that had
brought us here but it was no different than any goodauwesit’'s in Los Angles. |
canceled my room for the night and we made our way twailgs south to the Rosarito
Beach Resort Hotel.

Arriving was like a breath of fresh air. We were hot andydfrem the dirt road and the
patio of the old hotel was cool and inviting. It was ofgthish architecture and it really
gave a feeling of luxury. We had comfortable, adjoining roleai €ach had its own toilet
and bath. This was a luxury that very few Americarelsoprovided.

The manager suggested a siesta or perhaps a swim inabugfldeiled pool. Dinner
would be at nine-thirty and there would be music and dgnleiter. The weather seemed
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a little cool for a swim so we both opted for a néfe met at eight-thirty in the bar for
drinks and then had a sumptuous meal. After dinner whileyMi@shened up, | talked to
the cooks and got some good things for my notebook. Whenukbie started it was soft
and romantic and the evening was beautiful. We danced anll draocktail called a

Tequila frappe. It was made with lime juice and someroliquor and they tasted very
good. Too good.

The harsh light of dawn brought a sense of reality to vhehead hurt and my mouth
was dry and tasted awful. | opened my eyes and realiaéd wasn’t alone in bed. Molly
was snoozing next to me with the covers pulled up tachm. | soon realized that | was
still fully dressed including my shoe.

| eased myself out of bed and walked through the open idtmthe adjoining room.
Again | was disoriented. It was Molly’s room. She had spka night in my room and
since | was fully dressed | assumed that she was atsohen | discreetly looked back at
her | could see her dress and several pieces of undelywegron the floor. | really
wanted to brush my teeth but my toothbrush was in the oten where she was
sleeping.

-What the hell, if she’s a modern woman then | can be a modern man-

| walked into her bathroom and used her toothbrush thenetlgueft and went to the
breakfast room.

| was on my fourth cup of coffee and my second glassarige juice when she walked
in looking happy and fresh.

“Good morning Larry, | see that you dressed for the aooaShe said with a smile.
“Morning Molly, I'll just run to the room for a minuté’ll be back soon”

Halfway between Rosarito Beach and Ensenada we foumditan@ overlooking a tiny
bay. There were several American cars parked in fromtesgtopped looking for some
lunch. A Mexican with a large mustache greeted us andeshais to a pleasant outdoor
patio with a nice breeze and a view of the beach. leusthat lunch was fresh shrimp
and cold beer. When | asked how the shrimp was preparedr@éergaa funny look and
said, “The usual way”.

| looked at the other tables and noticed that everyone sipsng beer from brown
bottles but no one was eating.

Our beer came and it was very cold and tasted very dgdadl never thought of Mexico
as a place for good beer but | was learning. Molly touchydrm and said,

“Larry, look at that”

| turned to see the man with the mustache carryitayge, wire basket that was filled
with steaming hot, bright red shrimp. These weren't theér little morsels that were
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common in Southern California, they were big guys wlitgre heads still on with foot
long whiskers. The man dumped a pile into the centeadi ¢éle covered table while a
little girl followed with bowls of red or green hoawsce. Molly and | just looked at each
other not knowing exactly what to do.

We got our directions from the other diners who were ypusiaking off the heads and
peeling off the shells. All of this was discarded on®ftbor and the rest was dipped into
the hot sauce and devoured with gusto. The little girl jusiing a stack of fresh, hot,
tortillas onto each table which added to the feast.

Soon, Molly and | were expertly peeling and eating the saeaturustaceans and the
cold beer just added to the enjoyment.

“What a marketing idea, do you realize how much labor goisthe preparation of
scrimp? All of that peeling and cleaning is where moshefprofit goes.”

She just kept looking at the scenery as we enteredtthef&nsenada. The Alpha Hotel
was on a bluff above the bay and was easily the mgstssive place around. | parked
in the small lot and Molly hopped out of the car.

“I'll check us in while you get the cases dear, but firsiged a potty stop”

-a potty stop ... that’s cute-

When | got to the lobby she met me holding just one key,
“I swapped our two rooms for one suite, let's go take &’loo

-One room? Suite? Are there two bed?-

The suit had a sitting room, bathroom, and a large bedrdbere was a balcony with a
nice view but it was also very private. While we had a wéwhe bay, no one could see
us. There was only one bed.

| put the cases in the bedroom and found her sitting oaragé on the balcony. | looked
at her with lots of questions but she just smiled,

“Relax Larry and don’'t be so serious. This is just tor’f
-Fun? What kind of fun?-
She strolled into the bedroom and called to me,

“Larry honey, the manager said that dinner was at teighib and it's been a long drive,
why don’t we have a siesta now? Will you help me?”
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She was waiting for me to unzip the back of her sundréssd been noticing all day that
she had no bra and she was showing a lot of cleavageiplpadzthe dress and then
turned my back.

“Turn around Larry. | have something to show you”

-Oh God, | hope, | hope, | hope ...-

She was an excellent teacher but she graded on the tgatea C- the first time but by
the time that we dressed for dinner | was up to a B+.uldod believe that it was
happening to me. It was something that the guys at schagdgéd about but | had always
thought that most of the talk were lies. | wantedtémd@ on our balcony and yell to the
world that | wasn't the last virgin at USC anymore and lidlad given me a B+. |
wanted to brag to someone but | had always thought tiggndeman never tells. Of
course that was when | didn’t have anything to tell.

-Maybe | could tell Laz ...Laz? Why would | ever tell Laz that | hadviél another girl
.. woman? Why am | thinking about Laz now? Laz is gone! Gone! ... Stop ttabkungy
her-

Dinner was ok, nothing special but the dancing in the eabaas fun and | was very
careful not to drink too much. She was chatty and funny Ibtita | could think about

was improving my grade. We went to our suite about two laedaist rational thing that
she said to me was,

“Remember Larry, it's just for fun”

After a late breakfast we set off to see the ta8re was dressed in a pretty sundress with
sandals and a big straw hat. We had made slow lovenitvaiting but she didn’t want to
hold my hand as we walked. We kissed in bed but she didhston street corners. She
must have noticed my confusion because we found a belcpark and she explained it
to me.

“Larry, honey, don't look so sad. | know that this is y@itst time and | don’t want you
to be confused. We are here for you to write in youelnobk and for us to have fun. We
are not here to fall in love, or to become engaged, @sthtt looking for a house near a
good school. I like you or | wouldn’t be here. You like areyou wouldn't be here. | like
sex. I'm sure now that you like sex although | wasn’edeack at Rosarito beach when |
couldn’t get you to take your clothes off when we wenbeéal together. We have one
more night in our suite. Do | need to ask the manager $eparate room?”

-My god, this is almost exactly what Laz told me the day befor¢éavtedshigh school.
Damn, why am | still thinking about Laz? -
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“I'm sorry Molly if I gave you the wrong impression.nt’ just learning as | go. You can
stay with me tonight but that up to you. We are alweses to make our own decisions”

-1 hope that she believes that | mean that-

She smiled at me for a few seconds then she pattdahesy

“Good, honey, now let’s find a nice place for lunch”

We had another wonderful night and | didn’t write a ghin my notebook. The next day
we made the long drive to San Diego where | had planngdttmoms at the U.S. Grant
Hotel but | would never convince them to let us stay tagetimstead, | drove through
the beach communities and found a funny little plactherpier. There were several little
bungalows out on the pier and | rented one without saging how many guests there
would be.

Dinner was hot dogs and cokes at a roller coasterthedyeach. We danced in a crowd
of sailors in several bars along the boardwalk andnade love to the sound of the surf
that was just thirty feet below our bed.

Thursday afternoon we drove back to USC and | asked \whatas doing for Easter,
“Oh | have to go to Santa Barbara to meet my fiangéfents.”
| tried to hid my surprise,

“It's a long drive”
“Oh, we're taking the train. Up on the Daylight anatlban the Owl”
She was referring to the day and night train that theyldviake.

“Is he a student here?”
“No” was her only answer.

Molly had left her car in a student parking lot and she caske to drop her on the
sidewalk. When she had her suitcase she smiled,

“It's been fun Larry. Don'’t take yourself so serioudbye honey”

“Molly, what'’s your last name?”

She looked back with a devilish grin.

“Larry, you have just spent five days feeding fish torahlgirl, here is a hint”

She walked away singing a little song,

“... Cockles and Mussels ... alive alive Oh”

| laughed, | knew her name was Molly Malone and | humrhéa my self all the way to
the Alpha Sigma house.
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-In Dublin's fair city-
-Where girls are so pretty-,
-1 first set my eyes on sweet Molly Malone-

It was a busy time for frat parties and a couple of wésks | was chatting with Chuck.

“Hey, have you seen Molly Malone at any of these sdhkiabs?”

“Who?”

“Molly Malone, the girl that went to Mexico with me”

“Did she tell you that was her name?”

“Well, she told me it was Molly and hinted that it wdalone. She’s a student here”
Chuck looked a little amused.

“Larry, she’s not a student here and I'm pretty sure leathame isn’t Molly. She comes
to frat parties sometimes but always at some schoakbiéhe last time that | saw her
was at the start of Christmas break last year. Soimgs think that she’s probably a
school teacher that’s looking for a walk on the wildesil hope that you showed her a
good time in Mexico”

“She seemed to enjoy it” | said and walked away.

“Oh Larry, | remember now that she seems to go erythung guys, like you”

-Well, I've always heard that you never forget your ‘Firstyuess that I'll go through
my whole life remembering good-old-what’s-her-name-

-Laz would think that it was funny ... Damn ... why can’t | get her ouyohind-
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Paramount Studios — April fool's Day — 1938
Laz

There was an air of excitement when | got to Stageh@Amorning. If all went well, the
final few scenes of the movie would be finished and theoalld be a big party
afterwards. | had heard a lot about ‘wrap parties’ asduinded like they were something
special. Maryanne was working on our set so if therse avgarty we would be there
together.

Things didn't go well that morning. There was a conflietvieen the director, Mark

Hester and a Mrs. Green who was the Hay’'s code celhseas her job to make sure that
the movie adhered to the strict morality code that hadest in 1934. If she didn't like

the dialog in the script, she marked out the offending waitts a blue pencil and the

writers would have to change it. It was funny becausd tha&iscript was changed, the
actors would use the word, 'Bleep’ in place of the baddwtirwas hard not to laugh
when an actor delivered his line by saying “I don’'t give aplevhat the bleep bleep
does”

Well that morning she and Mark just couldn’'t see eye to e caused eleven retakes
of one scene because the actress was showing too mush Biea would pull the girls
blouse up and by the time the scene was filmed the blousbagi&sdown. Finally she
stood in front for the cameras and shouted so that @vern the studio could hear.

“Look! You can't film her god-damned nipples. She can shbem to me and to the
director and to the god-damned church choir but she choi shem to the camera.
Make up your mind, are we going to be here all god-damned daysbe going to cover
up?’

| guess that Mark Hester had enough because he calledverdeobe lady and they used
some tape to keep the starlet modest. The funny part aflibée affair was that Mrs.

Green had been a silent film star who had her nippledispiay in every film that she
ever made.

When we broke for lunch | went to the cafeteria willaryanne and she was still
laughing at the nipple incident.

‘Damn Laz, | don’'t see what that actress is so proudSbé doesn’'t have anything
special’

“l guess that she thinks that there special or at |desthsnks that if she show’s them on
the screen other people with think that she’s specidll. Maryanne, you look better than
she does”

“Thank you, | think. Have you been looking at me Laz?”

“You're pretty hard to miss in that eight by ten flatoofrs”

She laughed and thrust out her meager bosom. She seemeéailty good mood and |

suspected that she had decided it end it with her fiancéaHetrung her along for too
long and | thought that she as eager to move on.
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It was nearly five o’clock and there was just one scleft to film. Les Silver used his
megaphone to announce,

“The set is closed. All non-unit members are askedawel¢he studio. If you don’t have
a badge that says Unit-11 on it, leave now”

| wondered what that was about. The set is usually dokeovhen a hot love scene is
filmed and the actor and actress want some privacy. Tdre mature players have no
trouble turning there passion on and off but often youngemn and women, boys and
girls get into the roll with too much emotion. Girlstdiistered, guys get ... well it
would be embarrassing if they didn’t have time to coal off

Mrs. Green had a new guy working with her that day anddsevery eager to learn his
business. The stage hands set up a scene on a coucimiy & doom. The word on the
set was the this would be very sexy.

Mrs. Green called to Mark Hester that she was goirgttber apprentice take this one.
The director answered that he didn’t want to be held bgckome new kid. The actors
came onto the stage wearing robes and the new guy, AidpsPtook his place just
behind the camera.

The lights in the studio were dimmed so that justcihgle of light around the couch was
on. The actor and actress remover their robes andpavgas heard in the dark. He was
wearing just bathing trunks and she was wearing very shorts and a tube top that
barely covered her generous breasts. The knitted tubemengsoften used to give the
illusion that an actress was naked.

With the help of an assistant she lay on the couchvdmere she spread her legs. The
actor carefully crawled between her knees and thitleddetween her raised thighs. The
censor was looking back at Mrs. Green wondering what téldavasn't suppose to say
anything until the filming actually started. The assistantered the pair with a blanket
so that just their heads were showing. The cameladraind the actor started making
exaggerated thrusts with his hips. The censor startechve Ws hands when suddenly
the blanket was ripped away and the actress, nude to tsis\wihaouted in a loud voice,
“Kiss me quick I'm BLEEPIng”

Suddenly several flash bulbs popped and the house lightsugarmid@e entire unit broke
into applause and the laughing actress pulled up her tube tespQvken was laughing
and slapping Ted Phillips on the back. Mark Hester walkesl tim center of the stage
and motioned Phillips to join him.

“Ted, | want to welcome you to the movie industry andbpéd that you enjoyed your

introduction to the job. Here let me introduce you todvzandy Kiss, you can see her
any night at the Pussy Cat Club in Santa Monica. Hengarh this charade is Jack
Mullins who owns the Pussy Cat. We have some greatrp&bf you that we will all see

soon. So here is your reward for you part in all ofthis.
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Mark handed a plaque to Phillips. On the memento was moariéede blue pencil.

Mark turned to Les, who used his megaphone to announce,
“Cut! Print! That’'s a wrap”

The doors of the studio opened and people poured in. Theeecaterers with food and
drinks, execs from the front office, actors, agentsamgbne else who could get on the
set.

The wrap party — April 2™, 1938

| had never seen such a party. The last few weeks lmdveey busy and very stressful
and now it was over. Not only that but most of us hackek off. Monday morning, the
set builders would tear out the old set and start imgjld new one. Unit-11 wouldn’t be
needed for a full, glorious week. Our next day of woduld be April &".

There was music and drinking and a lot of fooling arounds. lBullivan, the wardrobe
mistress appointed herself to watch over the younges. @He would scold them if they
drank too much and she was downright pushy if some guy took aog hierties with
them.

| saw Maryanne dancing with several guys and she was tayghdance with a couple

and received some very indecent propositions. A camesakissed me and then moved
on to someone else. In the next hour | was kissdduje pinched and | received a
proposal of marriage. Mark Hester, who | didn’t thinkeknmy name shook my hand
and told me what a good job | had done.

| finally drank three cups of coffee and dragged Maryann ta@anyand she was singing
and laughing all the way home.

“Maryann, what’s got into you? | thought that you were agaged woman. What would
Bruce say if you saw you like this?”

“Oh screw Bruce or should | say that | didn't screw EBrso he went off to Berkley to
find a party girl. That’s why | told him to buzz off. Hay4z off unscrewed Bruce”

She was laughing and slurring her words.

“You look like you had a good time”
“l did, I got kissed and ... you know ... felt ... two guys Frencéskd me. | only ever
did that with ... you know ... the jerk at Berkley”

| made some coffee and managed to get her into her pajafi@sa while she faded
away into sleep with a smile on her face. | wonderedtVRobert would have said if he
knew what | did that night.
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The next morning Maryanne and | both had headaches hrnhaspl a good breakfast
took care of that. | told her that | was going to the Rse to see my dad and she
decided to go to her parent’s home for a couple of days.

“You don’'t sound very enthusiastic about that honey”

“Well, I'll just have to go through mom’s third degreeoabBruce. You know, ‘what did
you do to lose such a great guy’, ‘will he take you back@u’ll never find another as
good’. What a bunch of crap”

“Do you want a lift?”

“No, I'll take my car so | can get away when | warit to

“Well, in the cold light of dawn did you have a good tifast night?”

“God yes. | felt so wicked. It was like the rules didajiply for that one night. Three
guys wanted to sleep with me. No one except Bruce evaedam have sex with me”

“Well, | suspect that a lot of guys have wanted to heese with you but never let you
know”

| was so glad to be seeing daddy again. | had been so tdisyeavas traveling so much
that it had six weeks since we were together. | hadnjotten about the rest of the story
about him and my mother and | had several days to lebtimaall could. | also thought
that if Larry was home I'd visit him and find out whdelat USC was like.

89



Heart to heart with Dad
Laz

Dad really looked good. He was relaxed and happy. Sund&y Inggsurprised me by
taking me to dinner in San Pedro and | reminded him of thethatehe brought me to
that city to buy underwear.

“How did you know where to go for fancy French underwea?ta
“l saw the sign in the store window”

“Sure you did and | just flew here on my magic carpet”

He laughed at that.

“I have had the occasional need for things like that.”
“Do you realize that | know more about Larry’s dad th&mow you? Where do you go
on these trips? Do you ever date? Do you have a gt

-What do you do for sex, dad?-
“Funny that you should mention that, we need to havékaabmut lots of things. Things

in the past and in the future but for tonight just let meyan evening with my number
one love”

Monday morning dad was in his office and there were setli@ras piled on his desk.
Mrs. Garcia wasn'’t there so | made breakfast whileimishied whatever he was doing.
Over bacon and eggs he seemed to have everything ready.

“Ok honey you remember that | told you about your mothey to picture what it was
like for me with a tiny baby that needed constant attentidhad arrangements to make
and eventually | had to see the probate lawyer. Theradt door said she would watch
you for a day or two but | needed a nanny right away.

| didn’t know where to start so | called the attornegl Ag gave me the name of a woman
that he could recommend. | took a taxi to her address awals|surprised when we
arrived at a shelter for battered women. Still confuseshquired about Mary Alice
O’'Malley.

Presently, a young woman presented herself and | toldha¢rl was looking for a
temporary nanny. | told her that my attorney had recomi@e her and she was confused
as confused as | was. She said she wasn'’t looking for laujoghe did know the attorney.
He had helped her find the shelter after she was puttbetstreet by her father. Now |
was as confused as she was. She was a little teary s¥te told me her story.

“l had no place to go you see. My father wouldn’t te¢ in the house and | had no

money. It wasn’t my fault, | did nothing wrong but he wanit listen.”
“Start at the beginning” | said.
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Mary Alice O’'Malley

When | was growing up there was a boy at the orphanagevds run by my church. In
1917 he joined the army and was sent to Ohio for armyiticai While he was gone we
wrote to each other and near the end of his trainingvma¢e every day. My mom had
passed away years ago and my dad had started drinking. H&kwdeen he was sober
but he was a very mean man when he was drunk. One diym@ one of Tommy's

letters and he beat me for carrying on behind his bacled to reason with him but he
was just mean.

Tommy came back from Ohio and said that he was goingatacE in a couple of weeks.
| couldn’t stand that idea that he might go and getdiliethe war. | wanted to be a good
catholic girl but | wanted him too.

A week before he was due to ship out we went acrossdtelmie and got married. We
were so stupid but we did it anyway. He borrowed a car andineve in the night to

some little town and knocked on the door of the justicth® piece. A sleepy old man
married us for five dollars and gave Tommy a hand wrpiene of paper saying that he
were Mr. and Mrs. Thomas O’Malley. We found a rooming koarsd we spent the next
twelve hours ... consummating our marriage.

The next day Tommy told the army that we were maraied they said for him to take
the papers to his headquarters and have his records chévgjethey wouldn't take the
hand written paper so we planned to go back and getahemes. The trouble was that
we couldn't find the town. All we had was the namehaf tnan who had married us.

With his buddies car we drove through the back roads lodkimghere were so many
turns and all of the villages looked alike. | said thatneeded a map so we could check
off the places that we had already been but befatdbuld happen Tommy’s unit was
ordered to New York to get the boat. | didn’t hear anythargafmonth and | thought that
he was on the high seas bound for France. Then | gttiea fiom the clerk in his unit.
He had never received the marriage papers and after \wHahdppened it was really
important. What had happened? The clerk said that therbdgamsome mix-up because
Tomas wasn’t on the passenger list of the ship.

| went to Army headquarters here in Boston and | learinedruth. The bus that he was
riding on in New York had been in a bad accident and dekaled.”

She stopped here for a while and wiped a tear from her eye

“It took a while and a lot of prayers for me to get othex shock but at last | could face
the future. | was so young and stupid that | didn’t evenzedhat | was pregnant. | knew
that something was going on so | asked a nun at churchs™aaé&n the weight of all of
it fellon me.”

Now she wept into her handkerchief for a while.
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“My dad went crazy and locked me out of the house. | teedonvince him that | was
married but he beat me and tore up the hand written papent to the priest but he said
that because | hadn’t been married in the church thesenathing he could do. | had to
sleep on the street and beg for food.

A man in a nice suit offered me money to have sex tiithand | ran away. The trouble
was that | knew that when | was hungry enough | would kekenoney. Another man in
a suit approached and | wasn't sure what | would do butdsan angel. He was your
attorney and he brought me here. My baby girl Mary Bkt was born just two weeks
ago and I don’t know what I'm going to do.”

Dad stopped there and thought for a minute and then continued.

“ knew that | had to help this girl and she needed ttp Ime. We gathered her
belongings and her baby girl and drove to my flat. | @xeld that she would stay there
with the two babies and | would find a room somewherdolught that | would be in

Boston for only a few more weeks but we would face phalblem later.

| found a room at the Hibernian Club and we were olkafarhile. Mary Alice said that

she had an aunt in California but she didn’t know howirtd her. | suggested that she
come to California with me and maybe we could locate Ingointed out that she would
be no worse off in sunny California than she was id emid snowy Boston.

| settled your mother’s estate and found that she owpeae property and had some
other assets. The attorney had me named as her exeutitoe gave me several hundred
dollars to cover my expenses.

Mary Alice agreed to go to California and | was glad tee help with you. We had
developed a strange relationship. We didn’t always get aloaglae often surprised me.
| was brought up in such a prim and proper home that evegydmbarrassed me. She
was Irish Catholic and she had no modesty at all.t&teght nothing of breast feeding
both you and her daughter while | watched. It was just gungethat you would never
see in upper class Scotland but in her neighborhood iseesall of the time.

Not long before we left for the west coast, she campd that she needed new
underwear and she held up a pair of knickers with a Imothem, to demonstrate her
dilemma. When you told me that you wanted some nice um@erivthought of that
incident.

Well, we all rode the train to Los Angeles and found ttosise. | thought that it was
paradise but she said that we couldn’t live in the hous¢hteget would be immoral. We
negotiated for a while and she finally agreed that ifeédia live-in housekeeper it would
be alright.
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| went to the local church and asked if they knew somdbat | might hire. | was told of
a young Mexican girl who was a recent widow and who spoke €£nglish. That’s how
Mrs. Garcia came to live with us.

Anyway, a couple of months past and we settle into #neut was as if Mary Alice was
the mother of the family, | was the father, and Mgsrcia did all of the work. Mary
Alice could be quite bossy and she often nagged me thislor that. To tell the truth |
was getting a little fed up with her when she seemeafters She became milder and
more attentive. She laughed at my witty conversation simel started kissing me
goodnight. Just a peck on the cheek but she was kissing me.

In the evening after you girls were asleep and Mrs. @drad gone to her room Mary
Alice would bring her book and sit on the couch and snugpglagainst me in a very
familiar way.

| found that we had some things in common. We were amhonth apart in age and you
girls were only a week apart. She was interested ssiclal literature and so was |. She
was a very good dancer and so was |I. Some nights we wande to the phonograph.

One afternoon she suggested that Mrs. Garcia watclyigisitthat night and we could go
out to dinner. We went to a nice restaurant in Redonddadar we went to a night spot
for drinks and dancing. When we came home she kissed me ghbduot not on the
cheek. | must admit that even though | was still in deeprning for your mother, she
was stirring some basic feelings in me.

| was faced with the prospects of taking the easy wayandtmarrying her or finding a
way to live my own life. | believe that she wouldveamarried me even if love had little
to do with it but then everything changed.

She had written many letters searching for her auntstit@only knew by name and that
she lived in California. One day the post brought a ldtten Mrs. Margaret Sullivan
who lived in Santa Barbara. After reading the lettemetiigas no doubt that this lady was
her aunt.

More letters were exchanged and finally a visit was purpob#s. Sullivan wanted
Mary Alice and her baby to come for a short visit arelboth guessed that this would be
the final interview to see if they got along. She beggedto accompany them on the
train and | finally relented. She would visit her aantl | would stay in a seaside hotel
until some verdict was reached.

The night before the trip she was very clingy, holding an® and touching me. She
kissed me several times and hugged me often. At bedtimsesimeed to be waiting for
something and | suspected that she would have come to miyldeatl asked. My body

said yes but my aching heart said no.
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We rode the train to Santa Barbara while Mrs. Gangitched you. It was the first time
that | left you with her but it certainly wasn’t thesia | waited for two days, in a very
nice room overlooking the beach and enjoyed the ambidncthe afternoon of the
second day a man in a chuffer’s uniform found me andlegkl accompany him to the
home of Mrs. Sullivan.

The deal was done, the aunt and niece loved each othéday Alice was going to live
with the older lady and manage her affairs. The babyldvbave a nanny and later a
governess. Mary Alice wouldn’t be returning with me to thiech and | was to pack and
ship her few remaining possessions. | was both relievediaadpointed.

| spent the night in a guest room and Mary Alice didnihedo call. The next evening at
dinner | talked to Mrs. Sullivan for some time and slas impressed with my education
and bearing. She enquired about my social status anddimeglthat | had inherited a
membership in the Bel Air Country Club but | had done ingtbout that yet.

She played some music on the phonograph and asked mecto 8ae was impressed at
my ability and | felt like | was having a job interviewdait turned out that was what it
was. Before | left, she gave me the address of adfribat might need an able bodied
young man who could dance and who spoke well and had good mawtien | left for
the train station, Mary Alice didn’t kiss me good bye”

| was a little overwhelmed by my dad’s story and | hdd &f questions about the ‘job’
that he alluded to. | looked at dad for some hint of wappkned next and he continued.

A new career or a twist on a very old one

‘I did write to Mrs. Sullivan’s friend, a Mrs. Amherstné she needed a traveling
companion to take her to San Francisco. She said tlssvanty-five, she preferred to
travel with a nice young man over a woman. She saidatiman could get things done
while a woman waited for someone to help. | arrangedfahe travel, booked the hotel,
hired a car and accompanied her to a social functiomeaGblden Gate Country club. |
was away from home for eight days and | made a menthges. Mrs. Amherst gave me
a letter of recommendation and referred me to seveeads. My cliental grew steadily
until I had about all of the business that | cared to leand

Honey | want to assure that in the years that | leeen doing this ... job ... | have never
done a single thing that was improper or that | couldii'tytal about. | often felt like a
babysitter for the geriatric set. | seldom worked forcam@ywho was less than twice my
age. The only occasion that | can think of was a woimdrer forties who wanted me to
make her ex-husband jealous. | thanked her for her engpdty declined her offer.

As you might guess, my business often took me to SantaBaand on these occasions

| would call on Mrs. Sullivan and her niece. As | told ydMary Alice and | had much in
common. You and her daughter were the same age and whtdelin telling cute kid
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stories. | took to mailing her photos of you and we wudten. As your romantic heart
might tell you, of course, we fell in love.

While you knew nothing of my friendship with her, she anddaighter Mary Elizabeth
who we call MaryLiz, knew all about you. | was her dateg's uncle Lavern and you
were her cousin Laska. | took MaryLiz to a father-daugtiéece when she was thirteen.
| listened to her sad story when she thought that shdfavasd ugly and no one would
ever love her. | was introduced to the boy that shgoiag to marry and a week from
Sunday I'm giving the bride away”

“Dad, why didn’t you ever tell me about this?”

“What could | say sweetheart, ‘I'm going to Santa Baaldarsleep in my lover’s bed and
help raise her daughter.’ | know that | didn’t handld th& you grew up well and happy
and the worst that could happen was you would be macd doma while. If | had told
you, what would you have done?”

| thought about this for a minute realizing that it wolldve been a difficult and
awkward situation for the both of us.

“So what are you going to do now dad?”

“Mrs. Sullivan passed away eleven months ago and Mdioge Avanted to wait a year
before we made any decisions. It's our plan now tmbeed on the 2 of June in Saint
Michael's church in Santa Barbara. | have to sigrajaer promising that any children that
we have will be raised catholic”

| tried to keep a straight face but | couldn’t.

“Dad, is there any possibility that you will have mohddren?”

“Well ... not if ... | doubt ... No dear, one like you is enotigh

“Thanks dad, | think”

-Why don’t you admit that the only way that you would have more kidshis itibber
breaks

“Will you sell this house and move to Santa Barbara?”

“I'll spend time in Santa Barbara and with your permissiee will spend some time
here”

“Why would you need my permission?”
“Because dear, when | had your mother’s lawyer in Bostansfer the title to the house |

had it put it into a trust for you. On your twenty-fikstthday you will be the legal owner
of the house and you’ll come into a nice sum of money”
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A new way of looking at things

Thursday morning, before he left for the train stationtis trip to Santa Barbara, dad
gave me the key to the file cabinet and told me to lookvatything. He said that the
middle drawer had all of the letters from his cliems @& the large folder in the back
were all of the letters that Mary Alice had writtenhim over the years. He said that |
would enjoy watching my cousin MaryLiz grow up in the picture

“I hope that you will attend my wedding but I'll leaveup to you. | love you sweetheart”
he said and then he was gone.

| spent all morning reading the letters. The businesr¢ettere just as he described them
but the personal letters were captivating. | read timearder and | followed the change
from casual acquaintances to completely evolved loversuldn't know what he wrote
in his letters but | could guess.

| laughed at her little innuendos like “that was wondérand “that never happened
before”.

| suppose | felt a little jealous of MaryLiz for being tasher daughter’ but she had been
such a sweet child, an awkward teen and now a lovely yaomngan. It was obvious that
she may have called him uncle Lavern but she thought ofasinmer dad. When |
finished, | locked the cabinet and let it all soak in. | dedithat the best thing that |
could do was love my dad, embrace his new wife and tonthybacome friends with my
new cousin.
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Maryanne oh Maryanne

| called Maryanne and asked her to come over that afterand then | put all of the
turmoil out of my mind.

Before she arrived | phoned the Lee Ranch and asked foy hat Mrs. Ortiz told me
that he was away but he should he at the ranch somt#tieneext day. As | hung up |
heard Maryanne calling from the open front door.

While | was trying to get some lunch together, Marianas wto dad’s liquor cabinet.
“Laz, do you know how to make a Martini?”

“No but I've drank them when I've been out with Robetthihk that they're made of gin
and something Italian. Do you like them?”

“I don’t know, | read that they're the latest thing fbetHollywood set and that’s us isn’'t
it ... We work in Hollywood”

“Well if they're the latest thing then I'm sure thatddiaas the stuff”

We read the labels and finally found something on a dry metimbottle. We used a
kitchen measuring cup and mixed a batch and our first sipusetat the ice box to cool
things off. | remembered one of Martini that | drank hativest of lemon in it and
Robert’s had a green olive. We didn’t have any greare®lso we tried a black one but
that obviously didn’'t work. We finally settled on a twidtlime from the tree growing in
the back yard.

Lunch was peanuts and several Martinis and of coudidnitt take long for the cares of
the day to vanish and we become a little loose in okr ltalvas obvious that Maryanne
was still very angry with Bruce.

“Laz, do you ever see that guy that took you to the proma&t\W¢as his name, Chet?”
“Chris, his name is Chris and | haven’t seen him fohdek

“He was really cute, when he danced with me he heldusteclose enough that we
touched but not too close. His lips were near my ear anduhemed along with the
music. | thought you were really lucky”

“I was and he can be very nice”

“Isn’t he always nice?”

“Well not when he wrestled with me on the ground and gotirass muddy”

“What! Did he attack you?”

“No, | attacked him but we were seven at the time anditie’t show a girl a bit of
mercy”

We drank another round and | knew that | had enough but Miaeyaas really getting

into it. | couldn’t tell if she was as drunk as she stmechor maybe she was just using the
booze to let out her pent-up emotions. What ever itshascertainly let them out.
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“Do you know that Chris saved my virginity? You know that a virgin don’t you? Are
you still a virgin?”

| ignored her slurred question and she went on.

“The night of the prom, Bruce reasoned that we would bei@dain just a few months
and we should make love for the first time in a hodeim. He even showed me a key to
room 211 at the Surfside Motel in Manhattan Beach. | wasggmirdo it when | met
Chris. He seemed so nice that | decided that maybeuld&took around a little before |
committed to the only guy that | ever dated. Bruce walyrpssed off and things were
different between us after that. When he suddenly gooffiee from the University of
California, it gave him an out.”

She mixed another drink and sat close beside me. | km&wshe needed a friend to tell
her story to.

“l guess | panicked a little and I told him | would go witimhiput he said that he would
need all of his time to study. That's when | asked ydhefe was room for me in your
glamorous life.

| thought that he would be home for thanksgiving but noy&e too busy. He only came
home for three days at Christmas and we spent oresé tdays with his family. That's
when | found out.”

| waited but she just sipped her drink and | thought tkatM a little tear in her eye.
“Found out what honey?”

“His mom told me that they were all excited when hetge letter from Cal and that he
was going to surprise me with the news at the prom. Wiarbastard was trying to get
me into a motel bed he already knew that he was goiBgtkley and that | wasn’t going
with him!”

The little tear became a lot of big tears and the nggagses of gin led Maryanne to an
hour on her knees over the toilet. At midnight | figabt her into one of my nightgowns
and tucked her into the bed in the guest room. Sometime mgheshe crawled into my

bed where | found her when the light of day woke me.

| crept out to the kitchen and made coffee and | delbtionally drained. First dad’s
revelations had taken its toll on me and then a day ajid with Maryanne who really
needed my support. | loved her dearly but | wasn’t her midmare was only so much |
could do.

Larry would be home sometime that day and | had tohiefl about Robert. | just
couldn’t date his brother without letting him know. | hattitRobert that | would be back

98



to the apartment Saturday afternoon and he said thaduea to talk to me. | wanted to
crawl into a hole and hide.
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Good Friday — April 8", 1938
Larry

| was still a little dazed from my trip to Mexico witolly. | couldn’t believe that it had
actually happened to me. Things like that were the sourcellegge legends and they
always happened to football players and big-men-on-campus.

I'd told Wanda that I'd take her to an early lunch andd Hecided that | needed to tell
her the hard facts that she needed to be seeing otherigigdn’t seen much of her the
entire school year but she kept talking about our futncevehat we were going to do
when she graduated in June. | knew that | should havéhbathlk months before but |
tried to ignore the problem.

It was after eleven that morning when | rang her doorébell | was surprised when she
answered in her pajamas. She didn’t look well at all.fekeg was puffy and her hair was
a mess.

“Sorry Wanda, did | get the time wrong?”
“l don’t know, come in”

| didn’t know what was happening. At first | thought teae was sick but then | thought
that she was really angry.

“Wanda, what’s wrong?”

“What’'s wrong? I'm god damned pregnant, that’s what’s wrbng!

“Pregnant? How could you be pregnant?”

“The usual way. It's not a god damned immaculate cormeti

“‘But we never ...”

“No, we didn’t but someone did. Damn Larry, if you hddsuch a straight arrow this
might of had a better outcome. | tried to get into yoamts but no, you wanted to wait. It
was my moms idea that | should push you a little. Sdvet@d us to be engaged when you
graduated. She said that a man needed a little incentivihan... well, you know”

It was no surprise to me that she had been pushed byomer Wlanda had hinted that if
we were engaged then we could be a lot more ... loving. Idugae liked that part but |
wasn't willing to pay the price.

“So Wanda, how did this happen?”

“Oh it’s a guy that I've known for years. You rememlaghen | went to visit grandma in
San Bernardino?”

“Sure, you went lots of times. You went for a week @ktistmas”

“Well, the guy that lives next door to grandma has be&iread for years. He's the one
that did this to me.”

“So he ... seduced you at Christmas?”

“No Larry, he didn’'t seduce me, we just has sex.

“How long have you known him?”

“Since | was thirteen”
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"But | met you when you were fourteen”

Yea, | know but we didn’t do-it until last thanksgiving. sjthad my eighteenth birthday
and | hadn’t seen you in three weeks and we just did-it”

“So you four months pregnant?”

“I’'m not sure. We did it a lot at Christmas too”

| drove to the ranch in shock. | would have never guessedriy high school girlfriend
wasn't a virgin and now she was pregnant and she was goim@utry a filling station
attendant in San Bernardino.

When | drove by Laz’s house | saw her Packard in theediy. Mrs. Ortiz greeted me
with a hug and she told me that Laz had called. | watsleadurprised and | dialed her
number.

“Hello”

“Hi Laz, it's Larry, happy Easter”

“It's not Easter, it's Good Friday” she said with dlditlaugh.

That was the little laugh that had haunted me eveeshe pushed me away four years
ago.

“Happy Good Friday and any other day that you like. What'§ up?

“Can | come see you now?”

“Sure, come for lunch”

“Ok, ten minutes”

Mrs. Ortiz served us a tuna salad and iced tea on tie pae day was warm and the
view of the ocean was as captivation as ever. Wetethatbout small things but Laz
seemed distracted.

“Larry, who'’s that guy working over there, he seemsasgry and his look scares me a
little?”

It took me a minute to recognize him.

“I think his name is Al, he only works here when the taaanery is shut down. Do you
want me to ask his to work somewhere else now?”

“No, | guess that it’'s ok, he’s not looking at me now”

We ate our salad and drank our tea and | knew by the waghbavas fidgeting that she
wanted to tell me something.

“Ok Laz, you might as well just tell me”

“I’'m dating Robert”
“Robert who?”
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“Your brother Robert”

“He’s a little old for you isn’t he” | said trying not tshow my shock.
“NO”

“Date who you like, why should | care”

-God damn it Laz, I'd rather you dated Al the farm worker that my god dhbmo¢her-

As she walked away | said something but she ignored me.

Good Friday lunch — 1938
Laz

| dreaded telling Larry about Robert. For as long as Iccoerihember Robert had treated
him like a kid and Larry had resented every minute it. $ ware that Larry was still
thinking about me but that wasn’t going to happen.

He called that morning and invited me to lunch on theRaech patio where Mrs. Ortiz
was as pleased to see me as ever and she servescassalad. Larry and | made small
talk while we ate but | was put off a little when onedlwd workmen kept staring at me. |
felt like my slip was showing or something and the guy loakagty. | guess it was my
imagination because he eventually turned his back on mkeepndioing his job.

| told Larry that | was dating his brother and | coull tteat it really made him angry. |
had expected him to put up a fight but he was very indiffeaad said that | could date
whoever | liked.

| thanked him for the nice lunch and then excused mysgelfl walked toward the
Packard, he shouted something strange,

“l just spent five days in Mexico with a beautiful girl!

-Why would he tell me that?-
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Alejandro Vargas — Good Friday - 1938

Al Vargas was mad as hell. Everything about his life madenha and not being able to
change it made him madder but he intended to do sorgedbwut that. He was weeding
a patch of tomatoes while he watched two rich kids daisarely lunch on the beautiful
patio that overlooked the blue pacific. If he had his wagy tiwould soon be weeding
tomatoes like everyone else. He looked at the sleloolgwho was talking animatedly
with his hands. They was laughing and smiling. He lookedeagith with sinister eyes
and wondered what color her panties were and if shéhielsame inside as the Mexican
girls that he knew. Suddenly she made eye contact withahd then she looked quickly
away.

-What the matter honey, do | scare you?-

She said something to the boy and he turned and looked hutn®&d his back on the
kids and kept hoeing the tomatoes.

Life hadn’t been easy for Al. He didn’t remember hisgodés who died when he was very
young and being raised by his money-grubbing aunt and uncle hatio’'t really
prepared him for a good life.

Aunt Sonya and Uncle Felix had kept Alejandro until the day be turned sixteen. He
should have started school when he was five but Sonyé ednt to buy him school
clothes. The truant officer finally forced him into scha year later. By this time he was
earning some money washing cars and running errands and Songatatishe could
keep him home two days a week without trouble from the $choo

In the nine years that this went on Alejandro, nowfélind many ways to make a few
dollars. His first victim was Sonya. He learned to skimney off of the top of what she
expected. He became quite a good thief. He was a good @atlastd with his winning

smile, curly black hair and flashing white teeth he coald his way out of any bad

situation.

There was a lot of vice in the Mexican community whesmbling, booze and
prostitution was quite common. At the age of thirteen hderan alliance with a twelve
year old whore where she would get a man’s pants ofpass his wallet to Al. This was
after she had been paid of course. It became so prefitiadtl another street girl who was
nineteen came to him to see if they could run the sanie dea

The day that he turned sixteen he quit school and inforoed Sonya and Uncle Felix
that he was leaving and then he rented a room at anotastitg house. He had two
young prostitutes who were more or less working for &amd he was recruiting a third
but when he asked that girl for a sample of her wsik, produced a badge and arrested
him. He had no idea that she was an undercover polio&.afleere were no women
police officers then but she was ready to testifyaartthat he had made her an illegal
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offer and he was going to jail for a year. It cost hirarg\penny that he had to bribe the
woman and her police partner and, although he was e8l| fre was flat broke.

That afternoon he asked the Forman of the Rainbow Comapany for a job. While he
still ran a few small scams, he worked for Rainbowtf@r next year. The tuna came in
July and lasted until November or December. Rainbow caturedfor grocery stories
and made cat food from the scraps. The rest of thehi@veorked on a large ranch in the
Palos Verdes hills for a boss named Ortiz.
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A Change of Attitude — Summer of 1937
Al

In the summer of 1937, a civil war broke out in Spain. §bgernment had been in
turmoil, political leaders were murdered, and strikes weaed. The new left wing
majority couldn’t form a new government and on July lgeder of the socialist party
was murdered while services for the population and the poiibe anilitary were being
reduced. Reforms that were to help the poor peasantstigesgded and their lives were
worse than ever. On July 17 of that year the Militaayolted and declared that they were
the new government of Spain. Within a few days the cguwms torn by war.

Many Spaniards living in California wanted to return to Spaimediately to fight what
ever side that they supported. The Spanish community in & Was split with most
supporting the rebels and they would have nothing to dotivir former friends. Al was
caught up in the emotion of the minute and swore the hédweave for the war on the
first ship.

After a few days he decided that he had no where meargh money to get to Spain and
he also wanted to wait a while to see if the conidliould end by itself. He was, however
passionate about the rebels cause. His own parents hddihider that cruel system that
denied them the opportunity to own their land and guide theirlves.

He realized that he really knew nothing about his pamethesr then they had fled Spain
seeking a better life. That’s when he decided to visittAonya and Uncle Felix and see
if they could enlighten him.

He left Sonya’s and Felix’s house that night in a sbatghock. He had no idea what his

parents has been or done until now. At first he vedmiamed of his mother but he started
to understand the trap that she had been lead into. #liwama hard worker but possibly

little else. The more that he thought about it, thelsea he got. It was the system and the
society that led them to destruction.

It was the cursed government of Spain and then the sastenshere in America. They
couldn’t buy there own land because they couldn’t eaough money. His dad had
absolutely no hope of ever doing anything other than wonkitig his hands. His mother
took the only way out of her situation and she may no¢ lheen a saint, she did her best.
It was the god damned system that put her on her backioee house in Long Beach.
That thought made him seethe with anger.

He vowed that he would save every penny that he earngédermould go to Spain and
when justice was done there, he would return to seéguigtace was done in the good old
USA.
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Good Friday evening — 1938
Laz

It was ten in the evening when the phone rang. Maryaas taking a bath and | was
reading the last of the morning paper. | thought that ghinbe Larry who wanted to
argue about Robert but when | answered it was Chris.

“Hello”
“Hi Laz, it's Chris, sorry to call so late but | jugdbt home”

“Hello stranger, | thought you were locked in the LA @ilwas that someone else?”
“Not the jail sweetheart, the Police Academy bdedls like jail. I've been there for five
days and | have ten days to go”

“What are you learning? Vice?, Prostitution? Gambling?”

“Sure, try speeding, illegal left turn, beating a wife hasband. It’s all the exciting stuff.
Anyway, can | come over?”

“Just asking is a change, usually you just sit on my panchwait for me to find you”

“l can do that”

“Not tonight, Maryanne is staying with me. Can you comghe morning about ten?”
“Maybe, you know that | don'’t like long term commitmght

“Do it or don't, its you choice”

Saturday morning | talked to Robert on the phone and |ed$um that | would be back
at the apartment by five. He said that we would go tactie for dinner so | needed to
leave time to dress. He didn't ask if | wanted to @ohie club and | didn'’t feel like bring
that up.

Maryanne left around nine and she seemed like she haderedofrom her night of
booze and confessions. | took my time dressing and | radlytdet Chris creep into my
thoughts. | hadn’t seen him in months and | certainly haoken alone with him since
that night The memory of prom night sent a stab of feelings througtbelly.

-NO! Get that out of you mind. Think about Robert and your job and the wrapgpatty
your apartment, and ... and ...-

The doorbell rang and there he was. He was dressedyirsigiks, a white shirt, a dark
tie and sports coat and a fedora hat. He looked oldebiggeér and very handsome and
appealing.

“You've changed Chris, come in”

“Changed? How?”
“I don’'t know. How about some coffee?”
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We sat on the patio and sipped our coffee and he talked ti@oBblice and his training.
| asked about friends from high school and, just like gsyvde knew everything that
there was to know and then he dropped his latest littldobom

“Wanda Clark is pregnant”

“Wanda?”

“Larry’s Wanda”

“Oh my god, is Larry the dad?”

“l don’t think so. | hear that it's some guy in RiversmleSan Bernardino or somewhere
out there”

“How would you know that?”

“I'm a cop, remember”

“Why would the cops know that?”

“| saw her at the drugstore about three weeks ago and gald wave to be blind not to
know that she’s knocked up. One of the girls that wotkbe station, Alice Brady, do
you remember her, she’s Wanda’'s next door neighbor argjlest say that the walls
have ears”

“I wonder what Larry thinks about that?”

“I don't think he knows or if he does | don'’t think that bares. He was through with her
anyway but | don’t think he’s told her yet”

“I'll be damned”

The conversation seemed to calm the feelings in my belll | asked him to take me to
lunch. We ate at a little diner on the north edge wimtthat overlooked the sand dunes
near the beach. When we finished, Chris drove along thehlsnd parked near the dunes
where we took off our shoes and walked on the wet sand.

“Look over there Laz, what do you think of that?”
“Think of what?” | said looking to see what he was talkinguab
“That little house across the street.”

| saw a single house nestled between two sand dunésald iever been painted, it had
long since turned to shades of gray and | could just imagia ivwould be like when
the storms came and the waves were pounding acrosaritie

“It's picturesque in a way but | would hate to mow therawhere was no grass, just
sand.

“It's mine”

“Yours?”

“I bought it a month ago”

“Then | think it's beautiful”

“Want to see it?”

“Sure”
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-Maybe I shouldn’t have said that so fast. | have my emotions in adgétkow but, who
knows how long that will last-

It was nice, it was very clean but it did need a feviupés on the wall and a few doilies
on the tables.

“Laz, do you mind if | change out of these dress-up cl@hes
“No, go ahead”

He went into the bedroom and closed the door. | looked drbuhthe feelings in my
belly were getting stronger. | tried to think all of myoglothoughts but | thought all of
the bad ones. | just pushed his bedroom door a little @weliihg open.

“What took you so long?” he asked.
“l was going to brush my teeth but | couldn’t find a tootadhr”
“Use mine”

It was late. | would never get to the apartment by fivd Robert was never late. |
stopped at a filling station in EI Segundo and called hira pay-phone but there was no
answer.

-Damn, he’s left already -

| called Maryanne and told her that Robert would be thefeve and that | was late. She
told me that he was already there.

It was ten until six when | open the door and Maryanneiw#d flat alone.

“Where’s Robert?”

“He’s gone. He said that he would call for you in thermmng at ten and that you should
dress for brunch at the club”

“Was he pissed?”

“Oh yes”

-Pampas bustard ... he could have waited-
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Easter Sunday — 1938
Laz

Robert was right on time which was no surprise. Thenttgy club brunch was usually
very crowded but not that morning. Most of the good Bel Gliristians were making
their biannual visit to the local church so there wastglef room.

Sitting at a corner table well out of earshot of thieer diners | expected a scolding for
my tardiness the evening before but Robert was very piane polite. We made small
talk and then between the eggs-benedict and the crapgte&®ibhe purposed to me.

Like the good lawyer that he was he listed all of thediits of marriage and then he paid
lip service to a few drawbacks. | was young but not too gouhad no education beyond
high school but | was well spoken and he would help me owsrany difficulties that |
might have. My father was ‘well-off’ so | wouldn’t @ any problem adapting to his life
style. All in all he thought that we made an excelfént

-He really means it. He’'s never said that he loves me. He/srrtded to get into my
fancy French knickers. He has actually never French kissed orae ©n Laska, you
need to really think about this ... stall him-

“Oh Robert what a wonderful surprise, | don’'t want tmputo a hasty decision so |
would like to give you my answer in a few days”

He recognized my counter to his well thought-out planas asking for a continuance.
“Well Laska, | think that you should study the matter aod ghould have an answer for

me by Wednesday evening. I'll call for you at eight. Newuld you like to see the
ring?”
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The rest of 1938
Laz

On June # | attended my father’s wedding in Saint Michael's chircl$anta Barbara
and to the consternation of the priest and everyone lelgas the ‘best daughter’ and |
walked down the aisle with my dad.

On New Years eve Robert and | were married in thet $34argaret’s Episcopal Church
in Bel Air and my father gave me way. Maryanne was nayd\wbf honor and to my great
disappointment, Larry didn’'t attend the Ceremony.

Again | defied convention when | informed the ministert thavouldn’t be promising to
‘obey’ so he should leave that part out. Robert daige objection pointing out that
‘obey’ had been part of the wedding ceremony for centuriesid if he liked it so much
then he should say it and that put an end to the discussi

Both Robert and his mother weren’t happy when my liguests included Mr. and Mrs.

Ortiz and Bobby. Mrs. Garcia and any guest that she wamteihg. Eddy Fugimora and

his parents although | doubted that they would attend amstlia®o Lucas Renaldo and

any guest that he might bring. Mrs. Lee decided not tacbijkeen the same list of names
was submitted my father, and the Ortiz and Fugimoralilzsnwere requested by Roberts
dad.

Two nights before the wedding, Chris called askingniééded his help. | told him that |
loved him, and that | would always love him, but | wouldm#ed his special talents in
the future.

My last words with Robert the night before the weddirags o reaffirm my position that
there would be no children for us for at least the rext years. | said that | could
weather the expected bombardment of requests for gramcohifrom both of our
parents but | wasn’t going to spend the first year of nayried life pregnant. He didn't
like it but he knew better than to object.
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Alejandro Vargas — Portugal and Spain - January, 1939

It was cold and raining when the ship docked in Lisbon. Al Raally made his
commitment to the Spanish Civil War and he had gone todeurt was a bazaar sight
from the ship looking down at the dock.

At one end was a group of men with Spanish flags and  lsamal. They were shouting
“Sign-up bonuses”. Next to this group was a contingencyootfuguese police and then
there was a group of men with Spanish Rebel flags and wene shouting
encouragement to join them. The police weren't takingssitleey were just keeping
order.

Alejandro went directly from customs to the rebelbee was no doubt in his mind
which side he was joining. A man in a military uniform wirgeant’s strips on his
sleeve told him that the Rebels were winning and thgtribeded men for a final push to
victory. He hinted to Al that he should act quickly orweuld miss the fighting all

together.

After a ride in the back of a truck for a couple of hoheswas dropped at the gate of a
large farm in what he believed was still Portugal. He giraen his uniform which was a
laugh. It was the white pants and shirt of the Spanish ptsaaad he wore a red bandana
around his neck. After one day of training with a Germaryaifte which he was told
was his, he was going to Spain that night in the dark.

The truck wound through bad mountain roads that were matedsior goats than a
truck. When he asked why they didn’t drive on the highvsgywas told that the
government patrolled the coast roads with airplanes.

“| thought that we were winning?”
“We are, just not on the coast road”

After many hours in the truck they arrived at a camp Wt near the large town of
Ronda. Al went with the other newcomers to a treret bverlooked one end of the
town and a sergeant gave each of them all of ammunfiarthey could carry.

“What's happening?” he asked the man next to him.

“At dawn we are going to take that police station.”

“Is it heavily defended?”

“Maybe, the town is ready to join us but as long &gbvernment has the police here
nothing will happen.”

At dawn Al could see the station just across a litileine. It was in rifle range but it

looked like a bank vault. The sergeant came by and saidhégtwould attack with
mortars first and then we would all storm the building.
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In a few minutes he heard the ‘thump’ followed by the vidief the mortar shells. The
first explosion was fifty yards wide of its mark. Afta few more misses the gunners
found the range. The policemen was firing rifles andmmecguns at the rebels but the
mortars were taking there toll. There was a pawl ajfl@racross the area and the rebels
were using it as cover to move forward. The man nexktitograbbed his arm and they
ran for a better position. A small fire had startethim back of the station and Al and his
companion were shooting into the barred windows. Seuerfdrmed men ran from the
building only to be cut down by the rebel fire.

The man next to Al was very excited now and he pulledoAbard across the ravine.
They were no more then a hundred yards from the bgildhen a white flag was waived
from the door. All of the rebel's were up and running angi#duted at the man next to
him,

“What do we do know?”

“Do now,? We kill them all.”

“But they are surrendering”

“My family surrendered at Torres Del Mar and they evstaughtered. Two hundred
rebels surrendered at San Juan de Cappa and not one caatigeouturry, we want to
get there while there are some left for us.”

There were more fights like the one at Ronda. Soatkthe same outcome and some
didn’t. In one smoking village Alejandro found twenty-twead rebels with their hands
tied behind their backs. After that he never took a live gowent prisoner.
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Alejandro Vargas — South coast of Spain - June, 1939

In June Al was near the city of Alicante on the saedhst. This was the area where his
parents had grown up and fled to America to escape the oippress the big
landholders. The sergeant told him to go to headquartdnseport to the commandant.

“You wanted to see me comrade?”

“Are you American?”

“I am Spanish but | was born in America”

“Good enough, go to that building and see the man in thiee \shit”

Al had no idea what that was about but he found alsmai in a dirty white suit and a
battered Panama hat.

“Do you want to see me?” he asked and the man turnedngffeis hand and said in
America English,

“Hi, I'm Bill Koch. | understand that you're from Catifnia”

Al was surprised to meet a fellow American but he haddssrvations. He had learned
to not be too trusting of the unknown. General Franase known to have his own spies
looking for infiltrators and counter-revolutionarieswiasn’t wise to always say what you
thought.

“I'm Al Vargas from San Pedro, what can | do for you”
“Well Mr. Vargas, maybe | can do something for you”

Bill Koch was a German and he was here helping tbeR. Germany had supplied
almost all of the arms and ammunition for the rebelliThey had also supplied trucks,
motorcycles and even airplanes. Without the help ofGbeemans the rebels wouldn'’t
have lasted long.

Al knew that despite the man’'s outward friendliness,wanted something. Al was
invited to lunch in a private room of the building andythelked at great length about the
USA. It didn’t take long for Alejandro’s&nimosity, over the conditions in San Pedro, to
show. He was pleased at the way thing were going in Spain ancdpedhthat the
conditions of the workers in the US would follow tlzere lines.

“So Mr. Vargas, do you actually think that a workers upgismAmerica is possible?”

“l do. The people who work for a living are just traginbath the feet of the big business
men.”

“Do you think that these business men are like you ar®f me

HNOH

“Who are these business men?”

“They’re Jews. It's the god damned Jews who are holdiegvorkers back”
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“Would you be interested in doing something about that?”
“God damned right”
“Hmm. Lets talking about San Pedro. Where did you work?”

Mr. Koch talked to Al several times during the next feeeks. Often it was about the

details of the San Pedro-Redondo-Manhattan Beach aresodtimes it was about

ways that Al could help. Several times Koch hinted gehaps a job could be arranged
for Al after the Spanish war ended.

Peace in our times — Spanish style

The Civil war did end in July and there was great cal&dn. Alejandro was hearing
some disturbing rumors about the big landlords and lanthéopeasants. It seemed that
General Franco had decided that if the landlords turhenl money over to the new
government then they would still be in charge of the bignga After all, who was more
gualified to run them? The peasants who expected to be tiieegnown land were told
that they would continue to work for the old landlords they would be paid a little
more.

One night, Alejandro was drinking in a local bar listeniaga girl speaking out against
the new government policy. He was more attracted tdolmemneckline and her flashing
eyes then he was to her politics.

At three in the morning he was snuggled up to her warm arydnaded body when the
door was broken down and the new, secret police hauled aleoff to jail as counter-
revelations. He knew that counter-revolutionaries, @moested, were never seen again.

Before dawn he whispered to a young guard and from hisheolo&dd taken an American
ten dollar bill and had torn it in half. He told the giid#rhe would send Senior Bill Koch
to the jail that morning he would give him the other hathe bill.

That torn bill save his life. As his new friends werenigeshot the next day, Alejandro
was on a train bound for Germany and a new job. It dishatter what it was because it
was much better then the alternative.
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Better times — fall, 1940
Larry

| started my last year at USC and the future never lookeck confused. A war was
being fought in Europe or at least in the skies over Britehat was bad news for the
Brit’s but it was good news for the beleaguered Ameriwarkers. After enduring ten

years of a crushing depression, there was work building simgsairplanes for the
English. President Roosevelt had promised arms for Brigaitheir fight with Germany

while America maintained its neutrality.

There was a lot of sympathy for the United Kingdom andra¢eé my frat brothers were

looking into joining the Canadian Air Force so that toelld fight to save England but |
think that most Americans were very much against gettimglved in another European
war. There seemed to be new war about every twerttyirty years and most of us really
didn’t have any preference for who won.

On a happier note, my school workload had dropped and oigl $ibe had improved.
The frat parties seemed to bring out a fresh batch ¢fypyels and | was able to latch
onto a couple. These weren't the kind of girls that ymakthome to mother and that
suited me just fine.

| think that once Laz married Robert | stopped thinking abeuso much. | realized that
she had always been on my mind and the unspoken questimhaifwould Laz think’
really effected the things that | did. Now, | just didrére what she thought and she had
no way of knowing what | was doing anyway.

| had talked to dad about my idea for a new type of upseataurant and he said that
after graduation he would help me anyway that he coufd. ¢couldn’t have been any
better.

| kept an eye out for Molly Malone but | never saw again.

Same time
Laz

| suppose that | felt very grown up during that time. After wedding, Robert had
insisted that | quiet my job. He said that it sentwlieng message to our social set if |
looked like | needed to wprk. Mother Lee introduced me to nodiier friends and soon

| was doing charity work. | wouldn’t have minded feedingrging children but that was
beneath our social calling. | attended tea’s and maderppatel made sure that | always
looked like | cared.

The one bright spot was Maryanne’s wedding. She was ethgag8eorge-the-camera-

man who always made me laugh. He was really nice anchhecompletely in love with
her. He was a little older and she had grown up a Idterrpast year. She still lived in the
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flat at the Del Ray Arms and neither of them madeaaet about him spending the night
occasionally. Robert didn’t like it if | spent too maayenings at her place but | did it
anyway. Robert was spending a lot of time away at ragttif it had been someone else
| might have been suspicious but | just couldn’t see hianlover’s bed.

| did get lonesome sometimes and | thought that I'd spemé $imne at the house in PV.
| missed the sight of the ocean and at least I'd gag¢¢oMrs. Ortiz and Miss Sata.

Larry was polite but very cool to me. | missed him andidhed that we were better
friends. Maybe he’d come back to me someday. | saw ©hgsday in Redondo and he
looked very handsome in his khaki uniform.

Thanksgiving — 1940
Laz

Robert was furious because | went to Dad’'s place intaS&arbara the day after
Thanksgiving. | did my wifely duty by helping Mother Lee withe family feast and
Robert had made some social plans for us on the weekeittljudt have to get over it. |
don't get to see my dad as often as | would have like aief®R would have to plan
around that.

| did get Larry into a private conversation after thg dinner and for twenty minutes we
were good friends again. | wished that we could see BobtyEaldy and Chris and not
have all of our busy schedules and commitments and reibjities.
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USC Graduation — June, 1941
Larry.

It was finally over. For twenty-one years I'd been pregafor life and now life was
here. | received my diploma in Business Administragod | had a business plan for a
new restaurant. Over the years | had collected so megiges that | was seriously
considering publishing a cookbook.

Dad was very generous giving me a 1941 Cadillac two door dibleefor graduation.
He had given Robert a similar car in 1931 when he graduaied@WSC and although |
wasn't as impressed by cars as the rest of the famtlypught that it was very nice.
Robert gave me a watch which surprised me because | éixjreict anything from him.
Laz gave me a nice wallet and a kiss on the cheelsdetiinot seeing her more often and
| thought she might have come up with a niece or negbeme but nothing so far.

Same time
Laz

Larry finally did it. He was a USC graduate and his old 1938wtad gone to the
junkyard. Papa Lee gave him a Cadillac which | think enalsaed him a little. He'd
never been one to flaunt his wealth or family conbactOf course his older brother did
it every chance that he got. With Robert it wasa@lbut appearances. The two biggest
conflicts in our marriage were children and appearancespif@ethe pressure that | get
from both sides of the family, | wasn’'t having any childeettil | saw a lot more father-
potential from Robert.

| saw Chris in the Redondo Drug Store that week and ewerglthhe was on duty he had
time for a cup of coffee. What a nice guy.
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The restaurant business — June fll, 1941
Larry

After graduation | talked to dad about my plans for aargsint. We had discussed it
often over the last couple of years and he had alwagstkat when the time came he
would do everything that he could to help me.

He studied my business plan, which was titled ‘Larry’sf&wh Grill’, and made a few
notes. He went back and reread part of it and made mates then he looked at me but
he didn’t smile.

“Son, you've done a good job with your plan and you'veeted every detail. You can
open this business and maybe you will do well but I've gdelloyou that you have no
imagination”

-Wow, that hurt-

“Dad, | did a lot of research for that plan. It's basedthe actual financial reports of
some very successful restaurant chains”

“Son, it's a good plan and if you want to open anothdifta@’s’ or ‘Harvey House’ this
is the way to do it.”

-My dad made a fortune in this town with nothing more than his imagination, rhaybe
should listen-

“Ok dad, what help can you give me?”

“Remember the first rule of business?”

“Sure, location, location, location”

“l have a lease with an option to buy on a Victoriauge on Sunset Blvd in Hollywood.

It sits back from the street and it’s zoned for busindfhe house was build just three
years ago even if it does look like turn-of-the-centdtrywas build by a guy who had

planned to make it into a corporate office and it hhggaoom, several small rooms and
a big kitchen. Off to the side is a patio and a verylyilzandscaped back yard.

Ok, stay with me now, we put just eight tables in therbagn that will seat up to six. We
convert three of the small rooms into private dinningme seating up to eight and we
put in a patio bar that will serve the coldest beerafif@nia.

We only open three days a week. Friday dinner, Saturdayamth$ lunch and dinner.
The menu is fixed price and only offers two choices, diskteak. Oh yea, the prices will
be outrageous”

Well | was stunned. His plan was very bold but it wlsdiwith the opportunity to fail.
The only part of my plan that he hadn’t changed wasiénee.

118



“Oh another thing son, if you call it ‘Larry Lee’s Sead Grill' you'll cash in on a very
well known Hollywood name”

Grand Opening — Larry Lee’s Seafood Grill — September 8, 1941
Larry

| couldn’t believe it happened so fast. From the time tlzat and | agreed on the new
business until the Grand Opening was only a couple of momfiscourse dad
approached it the way that he did everything else. He ustaja designer to lay out the
floor plan. Studio landscapers provided all of the plamg potted palms. A prop
company supplied all of the tables and chairs and evenwalters and busboys were out
of work actors who jumped at the chance to be seen balywood cliental.

The day before we were to open we had a dress reheasalad played the director.
When | came out from the kitchen in my white unifoamd my tall chefs hat he didn'’t
like it.

After we were through at the restaurant, he sent n@dostume designer at Paramount
to see a young woman named Edith Head, who changed myrappeaompletely.
What was left of me after her make-over was a gusglightly rumpled whites with
sleeves that ended just below my elbows and a red bamdanad my neck and she
made me promise that | would never wear the tall cheftsagain.

Secretly, | liked the look and | thought that if I hadhantlittle mustache | would look
like a young Clark Gable.

Same night
Laz

It was Larry’s night and the entire family turned oRbbert groused the way that he
usually did but I think the he was as curious as the fes about this new venture.

“He’s just using dad’s name to bring in business. Why didwetcall it Larry Lee
Junior’s? That what it really is”

-What an ass, why don’t you call your law practice Robert E. Lag/offices or do you
want Yankee business too?-

“Don't fuss at your brother dear” his mother said.

We were seated at a table where we could see eveayowe. Poppa Lee got lots of
waves and nods but it was the last group to arrive causéaptest stir.
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Mai West, accompanied by a very young and very handsorog aatme in with a swirl
of glitter and fur and her bosom was as impressivevesya. Instead of following the
hostess to her table she smiled and came to oursmé&hestood and she kissed pop on
the cheek.

“Get me a cup of coffee, Laz?” She said with a grin.

“I'm sorry Miss West but I've lost my union card”

Robert looked at me in disbelief. He had no Idea thatWisst would know my name.

“Linda, are you carrying your scissors?” She asked Mom Lee

“Sorry Mai but Ma Ferguson took them away from me.”

The two women hugged and smiled.

“And who is this handsome fellow?” She asked looking@bert.

“That my son Robert” Mom Lee said.

“Well Robert, why don’t you come and see me sometiar@ with that famous line of
hers ringing in Roberts ears she waved and saunteredhdf table.

Robert was still looking a little bewildered when hikeak

“Mother, what was that about scissors?”

“When | worked Mega Studios as a wardrobe girl, Mai woulddgoher costume to me
every day and | would cut off the top three buttons. Hftatrnoon after the days shoot,
the head wardrobe lady, Ma Ferguson would sew them bé&ck on

Robert looked a little confused,

“Why didn’t she just leave them unbuttoned?”

“She did the first day and some bluenose producer asked theittt;m them up so she
made sure that after that she was wearing what theogtcmided her”

| don’t think that Robert ever really understood.
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Halloween in New York — 1941
Laz

Robert’s Law practice specialized in the entertainmesiness, specifically the motion
picture industry. He was often involved in the negotiatiboantracts where he might
represent a studio on one job and an actor or ageneare#. He had hired an associate
to handle the details of high profile divorces whichreveo popular with the movie stars
and so profitable to him. It might have been his assoewio did all of the work but it
was Robert who appeared in front of the News Reel asner

In the fall he had been working very hard on a case itiv@lved a contract dispute

between Mega Pictures and it’s hottest actor. A compamNew York clamed that the

actor had signed a letter of intent for them to reprtelsien and Mega claimed that he had
signed a contract with them to be his sole agent. &lig fiim was bringing in hundreds

of thousands of dollars and neither side wanted toeshavith the other. The suit was

filed in a New York court and the Studio wanted Robertdaegst, to assist their New
York Law firm.

Robert submitted an estimate of his expenses that inclaidiécvel, lodging and costs
for him and his wife. The Studio approved it and wanted hitedge immediately. The
only thing left to do was to convince me to accompany him.

He explained that we would travel in a private train cotmpant and we would stay in a
suite at the Waldorf Astoria Hotel where we wouldrbbave access to a car and driver. |
surprised him by agreeing immediately. | had always wanteg¢ahe Big Apple and |
couldn’t resisted to opportunity for shopping.

It was October and the trip across the country wagrftbland picturesque. Once we
reached the mid-west the countryside looked like a Hakmwpostcard. The senior
partner of Forester, Forester, and Finch met us atdheand drove us to our hotel in a
chuffer driven limousine. I'm sure that | showed my was&st naivety by gawking at the
sky scrappers.

The first day of work for Robert was the first daystfhtseeing for me. My driver was
very patient and quite knowledge about the city and | hagtyanice time.. That evening
Robert told me that Saturday night we were going to dinndér the younger Forester
and his wife. He was probably feeling a little overwhaedinby the city and the high
stakes litigation because he told me that | should htepgmlt not to talk too much at the
dinner. | made a snide remark about me not wanting to gm@Wworesters just how dumb
| was.

Dinner was at the 21 Club and it was all that | had edaxlit in the Hollywood gossip
columns and | recognized several famous people at the tatlies. Dan Forester was a
handsome man in his late forties and his blond wifeafiffwas just a little older than
me. | would have bet the farm that she had replaaaitdle-aged wife that had raised
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the Forester kids and now she had been traded in ewanodel. They had a home in
Connecticut and he commuted by train every day.

| personally thought that she was a twit. She wavedvimercaret diamond ring around

and talked about their home in Connecticut like | was supptmsbe impressed. Robert,

on the other hand, ate it all up. In someway he wasasab she was. He kept dropping
Hollywood names, “l was talking to L.B. the other day..€ $aid drawing blank stairs

from the Forester’'s who wouldn't know Lewie B. MayarMetro from the man in the

moon. | thought that it was all so much social bullshit

After a dinner that probably cost a kings ransom theesewseveral cocktails and
dancing.

“Would like to dance Mrs. Lee?”

“Please call me Laska Mr. Forester”

“Then please call me Dan, now how about a dance”

Oh he was witty and charming. He pointed out a U.S. tSBerand the Lieutenant
Governor as we swung around the floor. He smiled and naalikdl smiled and tried to
look graceful.

“Laska, would you like to join Tiffany and me for lun@t the Russian Tea Room
tomorrow. | think that you will enjoy it?”

-What the hell am | going to talk to her about?-

“That would be lovely Dan, what time should | meet you?”
“I'll have my driver call for you at two”

-Oh how nice, then we can all drive together-

“That’s very nice of you Dan. I'm looking forward to it”

Back in our hotel suite Robert was going on and on altmatmodern and cosmopolitan
everything was in New York.

“I’'m going to lunch with Tiffany and Dan tomorrow. Did lask you to join us?”
“No but he knows that I'm in court all afternoon. Funhguagh, Tiffany didn’'t mention
it”

-Not so funny Bobby Lee, do you really think he’s going to bring that airhéadhnm?-
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At precisely two, the doorman called our suite and suneghane to my appointment.
Not to anyone’s surprise, Dan Forester was standingitotiby alone.

“Tiff send her regrets, she came down with a headdukartorning. We can change our
plans if you like and reschedule for another time”

-He is very experienced at this little charade-

“Well, we do need to eat and we might as well do it tiog&

| could see the wheels turning inside of his slightly grayy distinguished head and |
ordered a glass of Dom Perignon champagne and a cayeatizer. If he was going to
play his little game | was going to enjoy this part of it.

We chatted over delicate little finger food and | waited His the next act in his little
drama.

“The weather is so nice | thought that a carriage rideugh Central Park with be
pleasant.”

And it was pleasant. The trees had turned to the aututdn rgal, and yellow that was
unknown in California. The air was brisk and he wasxaelent tour guide.

“I have an apartment here in the city, Laska, arttag a wonderful view of the park. |
thought that we might have coffee there before | reyou to your hotel”

-So here was the payoff. Should | simply decline or should | see whatahigitch is. |
doubt that he would physically attack me and I'll always have the last word

“That would be nice Dan but it might be seen as inap@atgsr

“No, not at all. You and Robert are my guests and nowsndd mistake my hospitality
for misconduct. Everything will be fine”

-Trust me! Why of course | do ... or maybe not-

“Well I'm sure that your right. | forget that here Mew York things are different. After
all this isn't stuffy Los Angeles”

The view was magnificent. The apartment was spectaauth his coffee was good. He
removed his jacket and sat beside me on the couch wli&kdoout over the park. His
arm was on the back of the couch and his hand was vesg tibo my shoulder. He
continued to talk about the history of the area and itteéssthat were before us and just
as he scooted closer so he could touch me | asked,
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“Dan, does this ever work?”

“What?”

“This seduction. Do women ever just take off their panbecause you have hypnotized
them with your charm?”

“Now just a minute ...”

“Why don't you just ask me if | want to slip into your béd?

-Think about it Dan, it might work-

“Would you go to bed with me?”
“No but thank you for the lovely lunch”

That evening Robert and | had a light supper in the hotelrdy room. | had asked how
his day went and then | listened for forty minute as hertesceverything in minute
detail. Finally it was my turn.

“l had lunch with Dan Forester today”

“Oh yes, Dan and Tiffany”

“No, just Dan, Tiffany had a headache and stayed home.”

“That’s nice, where did you go”

“We ate at the Russian Tea Room and then we wera @arriage ride through Central
Park and then we went to Dan’s apartment for coffee”

“Did you enjoy it?”

“It was fine”

“Good, Tomorrow I'm meeting with the ... ... ”

-1 wonder if | said that | had screwed the junior partner at Foredterester, and Finch
if it would have made any difference to him ... probably not-

The Palos Verdes house — DecembetP,51941
Laz

The trip to New York left me with a great feeling ofshiisfaction and the coming and
going of the Thanksgiving holiday did nothing to improve mylaok. | wanted to have a
talk with Larry but he was totally evolved in his nevsteairant venture. | tried to get
some time with Maryanne but that didn’'t work out. Hin&told Robert that | was going

to the PV house for a few days alone. Of course hétdidderstand and he pointed out
that the Christmas Party season had arrived and wadgliead several commitments
including one at the club Sunday night. | went to Palesd¥s anyway and | wasn’t too
concerned with his feelings. | told him that I'd be hogenday afternoon in time for

dinner at the club.

Friday | called the Redondo Police and left a shortsaggs for Chris. It just said “Lunch
Saturday?”
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At six-thirty | heard his steps on the porch. When | @getine door he smiled and said,
“Sorry Laz, | don't sleep with married women”
“I don’t want to sleep with you, | want to bore you to ttéa

He waited for me to make the first move and | hugged mdhgave him a very wet kiss
on the cheek. We talked for hours or at least | tallkedhburs. He fussed around the
kitchen and made me some scrabbled eggs and he offergdre pVith liquor but | felt

a little too vulnerable for that.

He sat beside me on the couch but never touched mestéteed and commented when |
asked him to. It must have been after midnight whenlizeghthat | was dropping off to
sleep.

“It's late Chris, you should go or you can stay in thesjugom if you like”
“What would your husband say to that, honey, I'm going.wHabout Breakfast
tomorrow?”

“Sure, I'll meet you at the diner at eleven”
“Eleven’s not breakfast”
“Good night Chris”

| felt much better the next day. All Chris had done visterh and give me a little advice
but my attitude had really improved. We had a sandwich anddr®ve to San Pedro
where | dragged him through several stores while | shoppedhallean early dinner
overlooking the harbor and | was tucked into my own bé&ahe, by ten o’clock.

His last words as he walked to his car that night were,
“Don't forget that | love you, Laska Lara Langtree Lee”

-How could | ever forget?-
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December #', 1941 — Where is Pearl Harbor anyway?

Laska — The Lee Ranch — 11:30 am

| locked the house and started to drive home when | dk¢alstop at the Lee Ranch to
say hello to Mrs. Ortiz and Miss Sata. As | drove ugh® house there was lots of
commotion in the yard and Mrs. Ortiz looked flustered gat out of the car.

“Oh Laska, come quick. The Japanese are bombing our Iheseyat some harbor in the
Pacific”

“What? When did it happen?”

“Right now. Come and listen”

| heard the grave voice of the announcer and all | coutd #bbout was Robert and Larry
going to war. | picked up the telephone and tried to calleRobut the lines were
jammed. The busy signal started when | dialed thersedmit.

| ran to Miss Sata’s office and she was sittingatdesk. She didn’t show any emotion
but | knew that was just her way. | put my hand on heulsler and she looked at me.

“Miss Langtree, it's nice to see you”

“Oh Miss Sata, what’s going to happen?”

“I'm afraid that there is going to be a war. The rslef Japan will shout ‘Bonzi’ and
show their toothy smiles and the people of America wsé this incredible insult to
mobilize an invincible army and millions of good and badpteavill suffer. In the end

this wonderful country will defeat the abomination of ImakJapan but I'm not sure that
| will survive.”

| put both hands on her shoulder and put my cheek adeirstind tried to comfort her.

“Miss Sata, you're American born and raised. Nothing halppen to you. You'll be safe
here in Palos Verdes with us.”

“I hope that you're right dear, | hope that your right”

Larry — Larry’s Seafood Bar & Grill, Hollywood — 11:40 am

| wondered where everyone was. We opened in twenty nsirarid | was missing my
hostess, a waiter and two busboys. What was going on®aAéeexpecting a big crowd
and if I didn’t get some help we were going to be in bigltfe.

Pedro, the dishwasher came running into the dining room.

“Mr. Lee, Mr. Lee, the Japs have attacked Hawaii. | pesird it from the guy across the
alley”
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| ran to my office and turned on the Philco. It seemkd hours before it warmed up
enough to hear.

The attack had come just after eight, Hawaii time, Wwhias just forty five minutes
before. The radio said that several waves of Jap plathiswept over the island, bombing
ships and airfields and while there were no casualpprtse yet, it must be in the
thousands. There was an unconfirmed report that atdeasBattleship had been sunk in
the harbor.

| had two crazy thoughts. The first was what was | goeagell the diners when they
arrives and the second was when | went into the arahiginit want to be a cook.

Linda Lee — Bel Air —11:32

Linda was addressing some last minute Christmas card stieeheard the announcement
on the radio,

“Ladies and Gentlemen we interrupt this program to browg g special announcement”
Before she heard the next word an icy stab of feantwhrough her. She listened to the

details and then, crying, she tried to phone her sonshbuines were already jammed.
She remembered the Great War in her childhood and aredféor family.

Larry Senior — Santa Monica office of Lawrence L. Lee Entrrises

Larry Senior had heard the announcement at the saméhiamhis wife did and he also
found the phone lines jammed. He unlocked his file cabmgt@ok out a folder labeled
‘McMillan’. In the folder was the Lee family war pila

In August, an Army officer, Colonel Chester McMilldrad contacted him and had
arranged a meeting. Larry laughed now when he remembevethk meeting started.

“Mr. Lee, | understand that you're a man who can gegshidone”

“That’s right Colonel, what do you need?”

“Suppose | needed a train, could you get it?”

“When do you want it and will you want coal or will youpply your own?”

The officer laugher at that,

“Can you get workers?”

“Yes sir”

“Bakers and cooks”

“Yes”

“Girls”

“A thousand girls, young and old but if you want whoresntget out of my office”
The colonel waved his hand to assure Larry that he diated for ladies of the night.
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“Mr. Lee, the army believes that a war may come s@nwe know that the Japs are in
piece talks in Washington but who knows how that’ll coou¢. We do know that the
Germans will eventual want to get rid of us but it migthte them a while to figure a way
to do it.

My job is to make sure that when and if a war comieat Hollywood and the movie
industry will lend their considerable influence to the railt to help our cause. You
know that propaganda is only bad when bad people use ite¥tsomeone like you to
guide the industry and to get things done.”

What followed were several days of hard negotiatioth smme give and take on both
sides. The final agreement was that Larry Senior woelddmmissioned as a Lieutenant
Colonel in the Army Reserve and would serve as thenzamding officer of the Office of
Internal Communication (Motion Picture Industry). Rab&ould be commissioned as a
Major in the Army Reserve and would be the chief legaisol for the same office. The
difficult position that required considerable wrangling Wwasry Jr.

Because of his age and his lack of direct connectionsetdvibvie business, it was
decided that he would join the army and would be sent to regfiieers basic training
and at completion he would be commissioned”d 2utenant in the Army Reserve and
he would receive orders attaching him to the Office eérimal Communication. Larry
senior was warned that as a reserve officer, Larrgodrd request a transfer at anytime.

The last bit of nuisance was that Larry Senior and Robkeuld be required to attend a
two week training class where they would learn how thingsevdone in the army. This
was laughing called ‘knife and fork school'.
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Alejandro Vargas — Baden-Baden Germany — 8:22 pm

Al was sitting in the bar of the Schwarzwald hotel wie heard an announcement over
the radio. He knew just enough German to know that thendapaand the Americans
were fighting in Hawaii but he discounted the propagandatae glories victory of the
German’s ally and the total defeat of the Americansthaeight that he heard that eight
American Battleships were sunk.

-What a bunch of bull-shit-

Still, he was please. If it really was an attackntbiee Americans would be in the war
soon and he had been waiting and training for two yearshie to happen. Soon he
would be going to California and away from the goddamned &ercold and snow. It

was nice enough in the summer but he didn't like the pemplch.

He was nearly as white as they were but when theydhHaa accent he was treated like
scum. The German girls wouldn’'t have anything to ddhviitm and even the local
prostitutes shunned him. He thought that he was goingcmniea monk when he met a
Turkish woman who was ten years older. She was abopbo@mdar with the lilywhite
locals as he was so, of course, they hit it off. Aaotbroblem arose when their only
common language was English and using that in public aleay® ltrouble.

But now there was going to be a war and he would be gmingedondo Beach to
formant a revolution or at least to spread chaos acdmtisnt.

-Oh happy days-

“Bartender, ine grosser bier bitter!”
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WAR!
Larry

The war swept over all of us like a sudden storm. Sointkeotruth about Pearl Harbor
was printed in the newspaper but we really didn’'t knowtwbabelieve. On Monday,
December 8 the lines at the army and navy recruiting offices stdpipaffic in the
streets. | had closed the restaurant until further noecause | was just as confused as
the rest of the chaotic world.

Of course, my first thought was to enlist right away d¢adl told me not to do anything
for a few days. He said that he had already set somathimgtion and | needed to be a
little patient.

After a few days more, of the truth of the DecemiBattack made it into the news and
it was a disaster, no matter what the government wbalee us believe. The public
hatred of the Japs was unbelievable. | was so afraiVies Sata’s safety that | called
and asked her to stay in the ranch house. | told hetonetren go around the ranch
workers. She thanked me for my call and assured mehbavas safe.

The panic over our Japanese neighbors was being fanned bycthle newspaper
headlines.

SUICIDE REVEALS SPY RING HERE. Japanese Doctor Who Killed Self After
Arrest Called Espionage Chief. (LA Times, Dec. 19, 1941)

If there was no news then scare stories appeared.

WHAT TO DO IN CASE OF POISON GAS ATTACKS. (LA Star News, Dec. 2d,
1941)

Rumors were often printed as fact and years laterwlaeg exposed for what they were.

JAP SUBS RAID CALIFORNIA SHIPS. Steamers Under Fire. (Long Beach Press
Telegram, Dec. 21, 1941)

The most frightening for many of our California neighbevas the call for their
elimination.

[U. S.] REPRESENTATIVE FORD WANTS ALL COAST JAPS IN CAMPS. (LA
Times, Jan. 22, 1942)

It was a terrible time for me, my family and for a@aruntry.
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Dad’s Plan — Valentine’s day, 1942
Larry

| had been staying at the ranch because | really dmdn'é anywhere else to go. Dad had
told me to be patent but my patients was running out. B&isbiy had already joined the
Marine Coup and was training near San Diego. | wanted sothething and | wanted to
do it soon. Finally Dad asked Robert and me to comestoffice and he would tell us
about the future.

Going into the Army

Dad explained that we were all going into the army aa#l gounded great until he got to
the part about me being assigned to his office. | hadasire to serve my country by
being his gofer. | told him that | would make my own pldst he persisted.

“Look Son, this way you'll go through training and get youmeoaission and then you
can decide. | promise that if you work with us for a f@anths I'll approve a transfer to
where ever you want to go”

“Why shouldn't | just go where they send me?”

“Well, with your business degree and your experienceanr¢istaurant business, where
do you think that they will send you?”

-Damn, | guess that he’s right, for now-

“Ok Pop but | don't want to work for you for very long”

Of course dad and Robert got the special treatment. Tleeg given physicals in a

private doctors office and they were sent to the Margkits Hotel in San Francisco for
a special Army indoctrination school. Most of theillde students were bankers and
shipping magnets. | was given an appointment for a physidadkeanduction center on

Wall St. in LA.

After a humiliating morning of standing around in my undemveith my wallet and
keys in a bag around my neck | finally got to sit dowrhwite doctor. | had been poked
and prodded and listen to and god knows what else. The grey dactor looked at my
chart and frowned. He took an ice-cold stethoscope frorpduket and listened to my
heart and then he reread my history from the formithad filled out and then listened
again.

“Mr. Lee, have you ever had heart problems?”

“No Sir, not that | know of”

“Are you ever short of breath?”

“l guess when | exert myself but nothing out of the ndfma

“Did you play any sports in school?”
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“Just regular PE”

“Mr. Lee, | think that you have a heart murmur. Do you kivaat that is?”

-Damn-

“No sir”

“It's caused by a tiny hole in your heart. The murmur sobcomes from blood flowing
through the hole”

-Oh god!-

“Is it serious?”

“Yes and no. You have probably had it all of your life antlasn’'t bothered you very
much. If you had played football or ran track you would haoteed it.”

“What does it mean to me now?”

“It means that you're not going into the army. It @bylrobably be repaired but if it
hasn’t bothered before now, I think that | would leawedane”

I’'m sure that my mouth was hanging open when | watchedskamp a bigdF on my
Army application.

-Goddamn it, what the hell am | going to do now?-
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Miss Sata’s worst nightmare — February 19, 1942

PRESIDENT ROOSEVELT SIGNS EXECUTIVE ORDER NO. 9066psland other
foreigners to be expelled from the west coast. (LA€Gntebruary 19, 1942)

Larry

Dad was still in San Francisco when he made a lorigratie phone call to Miss Sata. He
told her that he would do everything that he could to sdestiawas left where she was.
The Presidents order didn’t even use the word ‘Japanegddieawas sure that it wouldn’t
apply to a third generation person like Miss Sata. tBhaked him for the call but she
was sure that she was going to a concentration capnobably be shot.

Good Bye for a while — Lee Ranch — March 10 1942
Larry

Dad had spent the last couple of days doing what he couldsfareighbors. He had met
with Mr. Fugimora and offered to buy his strawberrypctbat was still in the field. Mr.
Fugimora and dad had known each other for many years endhéd always been good
neighbors. Mr. Fugimora insisted that his crop was of qadr quality that he would
give it to dad who could try to salvage it or just ledve rot.

Dad had insisted that the crop was of such a high quldtyhe would pay a premium for
it. Mr. Fugimora knew that he had no choice and thahéighbor could simply take the
crop and he greatly appreciated dad’s concern. They agreegrare avhich dad would
deposit in his neighbor’s bank account.

Mr. Fugimora then insisted on giving dad a five year leaseall of his land and
equipment. Dad insisted on paying top dollar for the leaseirathe end, the honor of
both men was satisfied. Eddy and | just watched andalmslated for both sides. Eddy
and | hadn’t talked much in several years and | saw a laiggehin him. He had become
more Japanese than he had been in school and when wdimghned he took me aside
and told me how much he appreciated my dad’s concern.

Dad spent March™®with Miss Sata. He set up an escrow account for hetmasured her

that her pay would continue to be deposited in the neawsnt. He insisted that she write
to all of us if it was allowed and he assured her thavtwld continue to work for her

return to us.

The next morning he offered to take her to Santa AniteeReack where all of the
remaining Japanese were to report but she insisted on thkirrgmy bus that was being
sent for the remaining internees on the Palos Verdeiagda. Mrs. Ortiz cried and dad
and | tried to be stoic but it was very hard.
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She turned and waved from the door and as the bus pwkedlaould see Eddy and his
parents sitting on the bus and staring straight ahead.
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Alejandro Vargas — Baden-Baden Germany — March 29, 1942

Al's training was over and he had been passed to a hamdtewould brief him for his
mission to the states. He felt that all of it wasdming very real. His new boss had spent
a number of years in the LA area and he knew Redondo amdP&dro very well. His
code name was Roberto although he wasn’t Mexican or $pafiisat he had to tell Al
was deadly serious.

“Al, we had a man in your area for a while but he rédgemas sent to another part of the
states and you understand that | can't tell you wherehgt w

“Yes sir”

“Roberto, please call me Roberto”

“Yes Roberto”

“He has left you a car, a room, and some supplies. Ydubeiprovided with the
necessary papers to secure these things. You do driiteydaf®”

“Yes Roberto, | drive”

“Good, your job will be to contact another agent angrmvide him with whatever help
that he needs. You will find a small package that waddefyou by my our other agent.
Are you curious about how you are going to help defeat}BA in their efforts for
world domination?”

“Sure”

“You're going to disrupt their food chain and hopefully seaganic that will reach from
what they think is their very safe homeland to theiitany posts across the Pacific and
this is how you're going to do it.

You have told us that you worked for several years ferRhinbow Tuna Company in
San Pedro. We understand that the tuna are caught dfeafoast of California and
northern Mexico from approximately July until as laseNoovember. It's April now so we
still have some time. We have information that thiaryeall of the canned tuna that
Rainbow processes has been sold to the military arditthvaill all be packed into
containers like this one”

Roberto placed a common tuna can on the table but it twakat Al had seen before. It
was olive-drab and in place of the colorful wrapper paisited the military description
of the contents.

“Your mission is to poison some or all of the tunattis processed during the first week
of production this year. The poison that you will usa igry slow acting shellfish toxin
that will be very hard for the Americans to detectilt take them some time to trace the
contaminant to the tuna and by that time it will be atstror all of their bases in the
Pacific. Their food cycle will be disrupted, their hoapg will be filled with dying men
and when the story is leaked to the newspapers itcaibke panic around the fishing
communities. “

“Will many people die from the toxin?” Al asked.
“Nearly all of them. Does that bother you?”
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“No sir, not at all”
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A big day for the Office of Internal Communication
April 9™, 1942
Laz

Robert had been excited for days over the coming triwa# the first big effort for him
and his dad and they had organized a War Bond tour of Holyvp@ople and some
veterans of Pearl Harbor. The kickoff was to be agmin Santa Barbara on Saturday
the 11" followed by a similar event in San Louis Obispo théofeing day. The tour
would hit a major town each day until the big finale im Saancisco in April 18.

Most of the stars and workers were traveling by train@aoibnel Lee had arranged to
travel by an Army Air Corp twin engine plane. It wastjlise him to make a big splash
wherever he went.

Robert had insisted that | go along although | had rerast in his playing soldier. He
had become totally involved with his new position and ¢lyasaw him. He traveled all

the time, he slept in his office and he was always irry. | think that he saw himself as
the heroic soldier in the recruiting poster at thet pice. Poppa Lee was just the
opposite. He was doing the same job that he had ald@ys except he did it now for a
fraction of the pay. He had a good attitude and he ofteredtbbert saying that he was
bucking for a promotion.

When | first heard of the tour, | planned to spend a feys daith my dad in Santa
Barbara before it started but to my disappointment lieMary Alice were away so |
spent most of the week in the Palos Verdes house dtseemed that | was spending far
too much time alone these days.

Robert wanted me at the Beverly Hills house Thursdayt righwe could go to Santa
Monica airport Friday morning but | was just as adamantItlatuld stay in PV and |
would meet him at the airport at nine am for the 9:3Mfligf was a problem for both of
us and | wouldn'’t give in.

To make matters worse it rained, hard, all day Thursddyitawas still raining Friday
morning. It would take me nearly an hour to drive to tingoat and | was ready to leave
by eight o’clock. By that time Robert had alreadyexhline twice and | was in no mood
to hurry.

| tossed my bag into the Packard and when | pushed therst@t ICK!

-Damn-

It took me twenty minutes to get someone from the Lee R&mgive me a jump start
and with a look at my watch | drove too fast down tHe dnd before | reached the

bottom, | skidded, in a driving rain and the car went it® ditch. Things got worse
after that.
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When | finally found a telephone, Robert had alreaéiythe house for the airport and so
had Poppa Lee. | called the airport and left the paypmomeber with a request for
Robert to call me the minute he arrived. | was cold aat and mad when the phone
finally rang and | brushed aside his I-told-you-so contsi@md told him that | would

take the Saturday morning train to San Louis Obispo andl thauld be at the hotel

when he arrived and that | wouldn'’t discuss it anyhiart

When | was calm again | called Mrs. Ortiz and in twantgutes Mr. Ortiz was there in
his truck. He took me back to my house and said that hé&dwake care of the Packard
and that a driver would be at my door at eight the nexhimg to drive me to Union

Station for the train trip north.

That evening, just after dark, there was a knock at the atwbit thought that Mr. Ortiz
had brought the Packard back but when | answered it wag Lar

“Larry, what brings you out in the rain?”

“Laz, there was an accident”

“Oh you mean the car, yea | was driving too fast ...”

“Laz, there was an accident at the airport. The plangheir plane crashed ... you know
... In Santa Barbara”

-What ... who's plane ... oh no!-

“Larry?”

“They crashed Laz, there all gone. Pop and Robertare g. we thought that you were
with them”

We stood holding each other for a long time.

Same day
Larry

Dad had asked me to drive him to Santa Monica that Fridapingo He was so busy
that we had to grab time together when ever we couldast still raining but it looked
like it was letting up and we talked about several thingsh¥deto make a decision about
the restaurant soon because the lease had to be reoewexpped. He had some ranch
business questions and then we had a few minute to just talk.

He seemed to really be enjoying his new army roll butdrdided in me that he thought
it was going to Roberts head. | wanted to wait and wégeimttake off but he sent me on
my way with a wave. As | drove away | saw Robertaved but he didn't acknowledge
me.

| spent the afternoon with mom at the Bel Air houséilgshe made a dozen phone calls
about her various charities, | went though the RandkfoShe had just made us a late
lunch when the door bell rang. It was the young aiewténant that worked for dad and

he looked as white as a ghost when he told us about @fe cra
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It took mom an hour to stop crying and by that time | hadrgher two sleeping pills and
two glasses of wine. | called her doctor and he tolchatdo give her anymore pills and
that she would sleep for eight to ten hours. | askedéghbor lady to watch after her
and | drove back to the airport. The lieutenant that bi@ught us the bad news only
knew what he had been told but | was able to find a major kmew the rest of the story.
He confirmed that there were four dead.

“Four? Who were they?”

-Doesn’t he mean five dead?-

“I've got the army telegram right here, a Colonel, gdvlaand two lieutenants”
-Where’s Laz?-

“What about the woman?”

“That’s all the notice says”

“Where there any survivors?”

“Let me look ... no, no survivors”

-Oh god ...oh god ... where is she?-

My hand was shaking when | dialed the number at theéhranc

“Mrs. Ortiz, is Laz their?”

“No Larry, she’s at her house but she’s ok. Mr. Oramsthat she wasn’t’ hurt and
there’s not much damage to the car”

“What damage?”

“When she ran off of the road this morning when she wagyingrto the airport. She’ ok
now”

“She’s home now?”

“Yes Larry, Mr. Ortiz took her home this morning and dbesn’t have a car”

| was afraid to call her because | didn't know whatduld have done if she didn’t
answer and besides, | needed to tell her about Robert didd't want to do it on the
phone.

It was just after dark and the lights in the house werel knocked and there she was,
surprised and smiling to see me. She always could meltithehat smile.

“Larry, what brings you out in the rain?”
-Do I just say it?-

“Laz, there was an accident”
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“Oh you mean the car, yea | was driving too fast ...”
-Just tell her ... don’t make small talk-

“Laz, there was an accident at the airport. The plantheir plane crashed ... you know
... In Santa Barbara”

“Larry?”

“They crashed Laz, they're all gone. Pop and Roberigare ... we thought that you
were with them”

-She’s going to cry ... just hold her now ... just keep holding her-

Beat the drum slowly
Larry

The next week was a blur. There were the arrangermembake and the funerals which
for pop was a Hollywood event. There must have beenhondred people at forest lawn
that warm April morning for an industry farewell to Lt.|@oel Lawrence Leland Lee Sr.
He was eulogized by the heads of Paramount, Metro @aMEveryone claimed that
they knew him from the beginning and I’'m sure that sofrieeim did.

Fifty year old Mae West sat beside the widow and diggd the most magnificent bosom
in the crowd. Laska sat beside me and held my hand. Séd several times which
surprised me because she hadn’t shed a tear for Robertythefdee.

The following week, Laz asked me to attend a meeting witbeR’s lawyer where he

read the will. I think that we were both surprised at heall my older brother had done.
For some reason, he had acquired what, at the timep&an considered worthless
stocks. Now with the war and the buildup of the defensgrams there were many
shares of General Motors, Ford, Lockheed, and sevayatéimd shares of Coca-Cola.
Based on these holdings alone, Laz was a very weathhyan.

Since she was his only heir there was the questiornaf ie had inherited from dad. The
lawyer said that the courts would decide if Robert had defore dad.

“What difference would that make” | asked.
“If your father died first then whatever he left tolert would be passed to his heirs. If
Robert died first then naturally he wouldn’t inherit dngty from his father.”

| saw Laz turn away and try to put that grisly thoughttaf her mind. | was appalled that
she might lose an inheritance on such a technicalityreTbeuldn’t possible be more
than a fraction of a second between their demisediditt occur to me that if Robert
didn’t get the inheritance then it would probably go tobuethat would have made no
difference.
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Two days later | sat in a similar meeting with Mom aad’s attorney. He left one half
of his estate including the Bel Air house to mom. The weas split equally between
Robert and me. He stipulated that if Robert shoulddeeease him then Roberts’s lawful
heirs would inherent.

-Damn my pop was a smart man-
When it was all over Mom put it all out of her mind. Slwve back to her charity work

and she assumed that she had been well provided fors left/dor me and the lawyer to
figure out just what pop had owned.
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Same time
Laz

| still felt numb. It had all happened so fast andeh®d been so much to do. Larry was
a godsend. He had made the funeral arrangements and hatb dbeeattorney with me
and he understood more about Roberts inheritance thdnHe said that he would make
a list of the things that needed doing and that he woykthm everything to me next
week. Dad and Mary Alice had come down and were stayingmeétht the PV house.

| finally, when | had some time alone, | thought aboubdtt | never admitted it to
myself before but now | wondered why | ever married hisuppose that | looked good
on his arm and | suited his purposes at social functidéesvas always polite to me and
he went through the motions of showing affection bubr'dthink that he really loved
me. At least he didn't love me the way | assumeri@drpeople are supposed to love
each other.

| knew that there's more then one kind of love. Momadl @lad love, brother and sister
love, what ever kind of love that Chris and | had focheather but then there’s wild,
crazy, over the moon love and | didn’t have thatRobert and he didn’t have it for me. |
really don’t know what we had for each other.

-What about Larry?-

The next day
Larry

| went to the house and chatted with Laz’s dad and hes Wiary Alice and then Laz and
| talked business in the office.

“Ok Laz, here is a list of the things that we need td dé&h”

| gave her the list of Roberts’s law practice asdetsoffice was leased and he owned a
car that was used just in his practice. There was hs®2ii Caddy that dad had given
him for his USC graduation. There were several outstgraocounts on his books that
needed collecting. People don’t pay a dead man unless serasks for the money. The
Beverly Hills house had a small mortgage on it thatdaasily be paid off from his
other holdings.

The biggest issue was the Lee Ranch. Mom owned halbotlit.taz and | each owned a
guarter. It was a profitable investment but someone needenthtit. In the past that was
done by dad and Miss Sata. Something needed to be done.

“What do you suggest Larry?” Laz asked.

“There are several options. First we could hire a managerleave it the way it is. We
could sell it and each take our share of the proceedsawd | could buy mom’s part and
run it and finally. One of us could buy out the othertwo
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“Do you want to buy it?”

“| can’t really afford it”

“Let’s leave it the way that it is and hire a bookkeepér. Ortiz can run it and we will
give him a raise”

“Ok Laz but let’s agree to review it every year, ok?”

“Ok partner”

| shook her hand and she kissed me on the cheek.elnmbared her doing that when |
was fourteen and it had caused a lot of problems.
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The Lee fortune
Larry

It took days to go through dad’'s business dealings. Lawrended Enterprises was
finished because dad had made it up as he went along. Nooalikejust step into his
place and take over. He did, however, have somesasBetre were some stocks and
bonds and some real property. There was a great desds&d property that was all tied
to the movie industry in some way or another. It serasdad would find a good piece
of property for a movie set and then he would lease ittlaewl sublease it to the studio.
That was the way that he acquired the Ranch. Sornteesé¢ leases would run for several
years with options to buy. | would really have to stuase to decide what to do.

The Ranch was free and clear as was the Bel Air héis@wned a full block of stores
and apartments in Redondo Beach and he owned the buildihgat next to the pier.
The Lee Ranch business office was upstairs in thalibgibver a small café.

When | finally got a handle on all of these holdingkboked like mom was set for life
and Laz and | shared a sizable estate. It didn't make updmg my pop but it did give
me lots of options.
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Alejandro Vargas — Baden-Baden Germany — May 9th, 1942

Al had all of the training that he could stand. He had lukéled and rehearsed until he
could hardly remember his name. He had a new, old-smié&wa old-trunk and he had
completely memorized every aspect of the mission.

His new, old-things had come from the American Embas®russels Belgium. When
the German army had taken Belgium in 1940, the Embass$yhathbeen sent to neutral
Sweden but some personnel possessions and most of thé&rarasthe safe had been
‘lost’ in the transfer. ABWEHR, the German spy seeyihad all of these things in their
possession.

Al had a worn, gray suit that had belonged to a janitiattered streamer trunk with all
of the appropriated stickers and labels and workers jabketstill had a Montgomery
Ward'’s label in it.

Roberto showed him two of the secrets. The trunk hadublel@nds that counseled five
hundred dollars in used bills and there was a pair ofestudflack shoes with a hollow
heel that contained a cyanide pill. Roberto emphastzatitt would be far better to deny
the enemy knowledge if he was captured. Al knew that tcesnhung spies but he
wasn't sure he could take a suicide pill.

His contact man in San Pedro was Sonny Gibson, who vgasiloled as a Texas redneck.
Al would find him at the Rainbow cannery. The password \Badishit baloney’. The
response was ‘better then no baloney at all'. Aldeyad who made up these things.

He was to sail from Lisbon to New York where he wosftend ten days in Spanish
Harlem learning enough of the city to convince people onvést coast that he had been
in New York for the last year and a half.

On June 1 he would travel to LA by train and then make his wayRemlondo Beach
where he would find a small apartment above a garagekd@héo the Apartment was
hidden over the window on the left side of the door. Ingeapartment was a key to the
padlock on the garage and a set of car keys. In the ga@ga blue 1939 Plymouth
Coupe. It was up on blocks and the battery was disconnddterke was a kid’s little red
wagon that he could use to take the battery to the gamnstatoe charged.

In the cupboard in the apartment were several cansodf #Bvopened paper bag of flour,
another of sugar and a sealed, five pound bag of rice.iddevas from Rose Farms in
Sacramento California. It was laced with the shellfeshin. As long as the rice was dry it
could be handled safely.

When the time came, Al was to prepare the toxin to givdibson. Under the sink was a
large, metal saltshaker. In the cupboard was a two poundflsalt. In the drawer was a
rolling pin. The rice would be crushed and mixed with thie §he saltshaker was to be
filled and placed in the thermos compartment of a mletah box that was on the
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counter. The lunch box would be traded for a duplicateSbahy Gibson would provide.
Gibson would ... apply ... the salt to that days run of cdrn@a. This process was to
continue until the rice was gone.

The mornings after the job is complete, he was to lolotithe pilot light on the stove and
leave the coffee pot on the stove with a burner on bitt iumthe far end of the room, he
was to place a washcloth on the floor and pour théeots of the bottle of vanilla that
was in the cupboard and the contents of the vinegar baititethe cloth and then drive to
work. The empty bottles should not be left in the aipant.

In about two hours the apartment would be completeliralgsd. It is very important that
him keep working as long as he could. If he left he dadrtainly be under suspicion.
He was to just keep doing the job. In six months, he wasallothe number that had
memorized and he would be given a new assignment.

The last detail was Al's American passport that hach lgegertly altered to show that he
had spent his last two years in Europe, in Spain and gawditation that he had ever
been to Germany.

There was one last thing. Because food and gas rationingamedinto effect after the
ABWEHR agent had left the California location, it wascessary for Al to acquire a
ration book and some black market gas capons before lie etdondo. He was given
the name of a grocery store near Union Station in LArehe was to find a man named
Mark and Al was to tell him that he was a friend of T@sMarco’s. Mark wasn't an
agent, he was a petty gangster and he would sell Al véhagdded.

“Good luck my friend. You are paving the way for a greatner victory. Hiel Hitler!”
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Redondo Beach — July 11, 1942
Chris

| had waited a respectable time before | decided tohagit | knew that she was staying
at the house on the cliff but since she didn’t calltbhmber that she had for me | left her
alone. Now | wanted to see her and | thought that sea&ealy to see me.

The summer sun was low on the horizon and the oees sparkling in the late
afternoon light when | parked near the house and walkete front porch swing. She
would know | was there and if she was ready for comphaysuld come out.

| thought of all the years that we had been friends. Moea friends, | saw that little
cherub face and her eight year old smile as we plagdtie cliff tops. There with Bobby
and Eddy and Larry, of course, and Laz and me. She wagsaleady for a fight that she
could never win but she wouldn’t back down.

When she was ten, things were different. She was biggksiae could run faster than
any of us. She didn't want to fight anymore although shddcbave probably beaten
Larry. She was devilish and she could get us into trowdseef then you could think
about it but she never got the blame.

Skinny dipping at the cove when we were eleven or twdlwsas just her and me with
our clothes off shivering in the cold water. She was nimene then and we spent hours
together talking and planning our futures. She was thedmstthat | told that | didn't
want to be a fisherman like the rest of my family.fédrteen | was the first boy that ever
kissed her and she was the first girl that | evesdds | tried not to think of Prom night
which brought so much joy and later so much confusion.

| wanted to see my future with Laz but what | saw wiffer@nt. There was Laz and me
and a couple of kids but the kids called me Uncle Clmisthere was someone else with
us. Sometimes | thought it was Larry.

| heard the door open and she came and sat beside méidShesay anything but she
put her head on my shoulder and held my hand. The suhedube horizon and the
sparkling water turned pink.

“Laz?”

“Chris, how have you been?”

“Good, I'm sorry about your husband”
“Thanks”

“Are you hungry?”

“Sure”

We drove inland to a Mexican cafe that sold take-out fooel Walked through a smoky

barroom where there wasn't a single white face. As waked past a table with two
young guys, one said in Spanish,
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“Hey look at the ass on that one. She’s not muchit®btt she could really shake that
thing”

His buddy piped in,

“l could shake her ass and she would love it”

Laz didn't change her expression even thought she had towi®revery word. At a
counter in the back, | ordered six taco’s, a side ordglaperio peppers and six bottles
of Mexican beer. The counter man said that the beenteold but we took it anyway.

On the way out the young guys were snickering and as Wedvpast Laz said loudly in
perfect Spanish,

“Look at that pretty boy, Chris. He’s so sweet I'ditlall of the boys love him. | can’'t say
much for his friend though, judging by the tiny lump in the frointis pants he probably
has to squat to pee”

When we walked through the front door the place was howlitiglaughter.

“You're an evil woman Laska Langtree Lee”

“You've told me that before and maybe it’s true. Nowwhare we going to make this
beer get cold?”

A bag of crushed ice and a bucket from Laz’s shed sohe8éer problem and we sat on
her couch and ate the tacos and peppers from the calffiee t

Same time
Laz

| had been expecting Chris for a couple of days. | kimatvit | didn’t call, he would wait
at least three months after Roberts’s death beforame to see me. To him it would be
the respectful thing to do.

The truth was that | was tired of mourning. Mom Lee eip@ me to spend a year in
widows black and she disapproved if | laughed too loud or dighpéar too solemn. She
was very disappointed that | had given up my charity wacksie invited me to lunch at
the club every time that | talked to her. | had memtbthis to Larry but he said that he
was being put through the same thing.

When | heard the steps on the porch and the squeak #ihg | knew that it was Chris.
| was still dressed in the clothes that | wore whilerkirgg in the flower beds that
afternoon. | thought of changing but | knew that he woalke tme as | was.

We sat on the swing for a while and he asked about difihat.was funny. We drove to
A Mexican dive-bar to buy tacos and beer and a cout@esfmade comments about me
in Spanish. Chris didn't say anything so when we wer&inglout | gave them a hard
time in my Spanish and we escaped before a fight stdttedhs really funny and it
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seemed to lift our somber mood. The beer was veryamddthe tacos were really good
but the peppers were so hot that | could only eat one. kdghesburning in my mouth

caused me to drink my beer too fast because | realizéd haa three while Chris was

still on his first.

Same time
Chris

She was throwing down the beer and her voice watleadlturred. | had seen her do this
before when she had something to tell me but she needed tid of her inhibitions first.

“You know, Robert was a nice guy. He was always polittl@gave me anything that |
wanted. He was ok. Poppa Lee was wonderful to me.ddgeidl me like his daughter and
he always spoiled me. He gave me little presents addiel not to tell Robert. | really

miss him”

“Why didn’t he want Robert to know?” | asked.

“Oh, because Robert could be a jerk sometimes. He thabghtf his dad gave me
something it was because he hadn’t done it first. Pgapa me a nice pair of gloves
once and when Robert found out he bought me five pair dohdn®that they were much
better then the pair that his dad had given me. Whassi

| just listened while she let go of things that she baen holding inside.

“He always wanted to know were | was and were | wasgdf | went out to lunch with
Maryanne he wanted to know where we went and who asetiere. Who the hell did
he think that | was out with? In New York an attorneyt ti&awas working with tried to
get me into bed and | all but told Robert about it butyao know what, he ignored it.
That was too real, it wasn’t one of his little fanéssilf | was really screwing someone he
didn’t want to face it.”

| waited while she opened another bottle.

“He was jealous of everyone. You know that he never @migawith Larry but he

continually asked me if we dated in high school. | thirkt the thought that we were
doing it. When | started staying here at the house alongalseobsessed with Larry’s
whereabouts. What a bunch of crap. If he was so coedevith who was in my bed,
whey didn't he spend more time in it. Hell even if haswin it, he hardly ever did
anything about it.”

“What?” That got my attention.
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“Sex, he didn't really like sex. He was always maak thmade him use a rubber and he
always talked about having kids but Chris, | wasn't goimgh&ave a baby with him
because | knew that he would have made a terrible dad.

Oh damn, | guess | made a terrible wife. You know thatlh’tipromise to ‘obey’ at our
wedding. | did every thing that | did promise. Well | didme of them. Here let's make
me a marriage report card. Is there any more beer?”

She fumbled in her purse and found her lipstick. She pusigethings off of the glass
top of the coffee table and started to write the gradesnarriage.

“Let’s see, ‘Love’ and ‘Cherish’. Well | did love himlitle at the beginning so that a ‘C’
but there wasn’t much cherishing so that’s a ‘D’. Okc¢k8ess and Health'. That was ok
| guess its two ‘Cs’. ‘Richer and Poorer’, well we weich so that’'s an ‘A’ but we were
never poor so that an ‘F’. ‘Till death do us part’ thai's'A+’. Is there anymore?”

“What about the fidelity thing?”

“Oh | was never unfaithful, I never even thought abauttibwe had been together for
years and years | don't know how long that would havedas

“So it’'s an ‘A’?”
“An ‘A’ or an ‘F’ depending on how you look at it”

The beer and the tacos and the hot peppers were takingalh@n her. She was past
tipsy now and she was looking vary pale.

“Laz lets wash your face and get you ready for bed. Wypnldlike some coffee?”

| helped her to her feet and we started towards thedmath She got as far as the door
when it all came up. For the next twenty minutes shevhather head over the toilet and
| was helpless to help her.

When she was finally quiet | washed her face and handshemn tried to get her to
change into her nightgown but she was incoherent. doduleave her in her wet and
filthy clothes so | just did the best that | could. t Isar on the bed and | got the shoes and
slacks off. I unbuttoned and removed her wet blouse and wiides looking through the
dresser for her nightgown she removed her bra and tasbedugh the bedroom door.

When | got her tucked in | used a wet washcloth one more on her face and she
seemed to drift off to sleep. | emptied the bucket thaidé was in and sat it by her bed
and then | went into the bathroom and did my best ¢arcit up. | stayed until after
midnight and she was sleeping soundly when | left harealall the way home | worried
that it had been a mistake to leave her but it was dome | wondered how much she
would remember or would want to remember in the morning.
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July 12" - 8'00 am.
Laz.

| woke before | opened my eyes and I lay listening for sounds but | decided that |
was alone. | opened my eyes and the light struck meléarp knife. The memories of
last night came suddenly back to me and | remembered thamesitting with my head
in the toilet. | had never actually had a hang-over thaid heard of them.

-Where is he, he must be here?-

“Chris!” | called but no one came.

-Maybe he’s asleep-

It took me a while but | finally sat up and put my feet oa flbor. | was wearing my
nightgown and my panties but no bra. | still had on sdcksno shoes. My hands and
face appeared to be clean but my mouth tasted awful.

“Chris!”

-He’s not here-

There was still no answer. Soon | realized that ddeel to pee and | went into the
bathroom. It was fairly clean but it didn't smellryegood. On the floor beside the
bedroom door was my wet and foul smelling bra.

| went into the kitchen and made a pot of coffee thabk to the couch. There on the
glass was the report card that | now remembered doingighé before. In the corner of
the glass above the ‘As’ “and Fs’ written in my lipktwere two words, ‘Don’t Forget'.

A tear came into my eye. ‘Don’'t Forget’ ... ‘Don’'t Fotgbkat | love you'.

-1 won't forget Chris-

After | had some breakfast | cleaned the bathroombeadoom from top to bottom and
finally | worked on the glass on the coffee table. € the floor was a cardboard tube
about a foot long. | remembered that | got it in the pdiste yesterday from two girls
who were putting up posters. They laughed because | washgi@ablue shirt and my
hair was up in a red bandana and they gave me a postesdarvenir.

| took it out of the tube and thumbed tacked it to the whthe living room and it was
just what | needed it get me going that morning.
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Before noon the next day | applied for a job at theuddas Aircraft Company on
Sepulveda Blvd and later in the week | spent four days legimow to rivet sheets of
metal together.

Within a week | had my own workstation where | followaedery precise pattern making,
what my forewoman told me was, an elevator for a dosalker.

Some of the girls kidded me that my work clothes lookesithe came from Saks but |
assured than that soon | would be as dirty as the frds .
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Alejandro Vargas — Redondo Beach — July 13th, 1942

Al

| thought that the tuna might have already started theiand that | was too late to get a
job at the cannery but it was still ok. | had problemsl@w York with the immigration
people because | had been out of the country for so Tdmy. told me not to leave town
before they heard from the State Department and | wasngd how good ABWEHR
really was at covering my past but it turned out thay tthid this all the time to young
guys that had been away for a while. They were lookinglfaft dodgers. They held my
passport until | registered with Selective Service ammveld them my draft card. They
said that | would have to file a Change-of-Address forramingot to LA.

It took a few days to learn enough about New York so | caliidabout working there to
people in California. The first thing that | learned waet Spanish Harlem had nothing to
do with people from Spain. It was full of Porto Ricafhbe next surprise that ABWEHR
didn’t know that there was a weeks wait to get thescantinental train. | really thought
that my assault on America was off to a terribletsta

When | arrived at Union Station in LA | went to the gngcstore to find Mark. After |
had my ration books | was supposed to take the Paciéictrifl straight to Redondo
Beach but | made a little detour. On a back streeethlecks away | found a pawn shop
and | asked about a pistol. The seedy character behind uheec@pened a drawer and
put a very poor looking .38 caliber revolver on the countdraased for fifteen dollars.

| asked for something better and the next one was mudbr.bdt was a Smith and
Wesson model 1907 hammerless .38. The guy told me tha there called Lemon
Squeezer but he didn't say why. That was ok because I.kigwlLieutenant in the

Spanish war had carried this same pistol and it wasdc#tigt because of the way it
opened from the top.

“How much”

“$25”

| laid the money on the counter and he put a printed &rdna pen in front of me.
“Just fill out the registration for the police and sigrnie bottom”

| laid another ten dollar bill on the counter and hégucup the form.

“Thank you very much sir. Do you need any ammunition?”

Things looked about the same in Redondo as | walked fierRE station. The apartment
was just across the street from the pier and would had a view of the ocean except for
the two story building across the street. The apartrineuse landlord’s office was in that

building above ‘Charley’s Diner”. The garage for the aparit was on the street and
there was a staircase up to the front door. There tmereother identical apartments in

the same building. My instructions had been to go toaheldrd’s office first.
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Larry — Charley’s Diner — July 13th, 1942

From where | was eating my lunch | saw a guy go upstaes of the apartment on the
end of the building across the street. At first | thaudgiat he would just knock on the
door and find no one home but he reached above the wintlandifound a key.

‘Hey Charley, do you remember Joe Morris who lived ssithie street for a while?”
“Yea | guess, he ate his meals here for quite a while”

“Is that him?” | pointed at the apartment.

“No, that guy’s too big to be Morris”

-He could be a burglar but he did know where the key was hidden-

| walked over and | guess that he heard me on the beuesise he came out to meet me.
He looked familiar but | couldn’t place him.

“Are you the landlord?” he asked.

“Yes, I'm Larry Lee. What are you doing in that apantt®é

“Oh Mr. Lee, | used to work at the Lee Ranch. Are youstmae Lee?”

“Yea, now why are you in there?”

The guy smiled and handed me an envelope. It was addressealvtente L. Lee
Enterprises and the return address was J. Morris and B@néBox in New York. Inside
was a hand written letter.

Mr. Lee.

The bearer of this letter is my employee, Al Vargas. He is returning to his home in
Redondo Beach California and [ have sub-leased my Apartment at 107 1 Street Apt
A to him and | have sold him the 1939 Plymouth that is stored in the garage. if you
neeol any farther information please write to me.

_Joe Morris

“Ok Mr. Vargas, this looks ok. Do you have the key togheage?”

“I think so. There is a key lying on the counter in thele&n”

“You say that you worked at the Ranch, how long hawvebegen gone?”

“| left in 1938 to go to Spain ... you know... the civil war. grents were from Spain
but | grew up in San Pedro. | was in Spain until the war emd&839 when | came back
to the states and I've been working in New York. | live&panish Harlem. That where |
met Mr. Morris but | always wanted to come back toif@alia. | used to work at
Rainbow Tuna in San Pedro and | think that they will hiseesagain”

-Why did he tell me all of that? Is he nervous?-

“Ok Vargas but the lease only goes until October sosjmuld decide if you want to
renew”
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Back in the office | found the original lease the Moh&d signed. Comparing it to the
letter | couldn’t decide if the handwriting matched or malid remember Vargas now but
this guy was polite and pleasant. The guy that | remesdbesas surely and always
seemed angry. | think the thing that seemed wrong to me ewvasriuch information he
volunteered for no reason. When | dropped the lease lendetter back into the file
folder, | saw the duplicate key to the apartment front door.

Alejandro Vargas — Redondo Beach — July 14th, 1942

The Plymouth had been stored up on blocks and it took me atelglet it back on the
floor. The tires were a little low but | would stopgdaat a gas station and air them up.
The battery was dead so | loaded it into the little wedjon and found a station that
charged it. | used my black market gas coupons to fillahk and then | drove to the
Rainbow Tuna Company in San Pedro. | was relieved toheeeldck was empty of
fishing boats. If the fish were here they would be linedoupnload.

In the office | saw the same guy that had ran the pldran | worked there before.

“Hi Mr. Swartz, | need a job”

“Who are you?”

“Al Vargas, | used to work for you”

“Vargas? Yea | guess | remember you. Where have you been?”

“New York but I'm back now”

“What did you work on before?”

“Everything, clean it, cook it, can it, seal it, shipAnything that you want”

“Ok Vargas, see Abby and she’ll sign you up. We got no work but they’re coming.
This morning a boat unloaded a hold full of albacore atk&sar Everyone’s out on the
209 spot and they’ll be here in two days. Call tomorrowss®how we'’re doing.”

-Right on time-

After | got my badge | walked through the cannery. The raaarice men were getting
the machines ready and there was boxes of the miladmsled cans stacked high at the
ends of the production lines. In the cooking area, the ém®were being cleaned by
guys in dirty white coveralls.

“Is Sonny around?” | asked a worker.
“Back there”

The guy back there had his butt sticking out of a coldhcased was fumbling for a
flashlight that he’d dropped on the floor. | wasn't stin& was him so | called out,
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“Hey Gibson”

“Yea”

“What kind of bullshit baloney is this?”

Gibson pulled his head out of the oven and looked mesieyhs.

“Better then no baloney at all”.

Larry - Lawrence L. Lee Enterprises office - July 14th, 1942

| watched the garage from my office window that morningl &rstill thought that
something was wrong. | saw Al open the garage door and talgat the Plymouth down
off of the jacks. Then he put the battery in the litdd wagon and walk south towards
the Texaco station.

-Why would Joe Morris have a kid’s wagon in his garage?-

After a while Al came back and started the car. He lthakd, locked the garage and
drove away. | tried to forget all of my suspicions butiarasy feeling had got the best of
me. | took the duplicate apartment key and walked actesstreet. Vargas had been
gone for an hour so | figured that he wasn't just dowheagtocery store.

| unlocked the apartment and took a look around. It place looéady unchanged from
the last time that | had seen it. There was stilhingt in the ice box and nothing new in
the cupboard. The sitting room looked untouched so | checkedoketiroom. The bed had
been slept in and hadn’t been made that morning.

There was a small metal trunk sitting on the floor thaied to open but it was locked.
There was some dirty underwear and socks on the dloda light jacket was hanging in
the closet.

-If this guy worked in New York where is his winter jacket?

On the floor of the closet was a pair of dirty, lidabhoes that were badly scuffed. Out of
curiosity | picked them up and looked inside. | was surphiaethey were lined with soft
leather and there was4# inside the heel. | put them back and looked closer dtuhé&.

It was a better quality then | first thought. | wondevddy a good piece of luggage like
that had been so poorly treated. | wrote down the caynpame that was on the lock and
then | went back to my office.

-Something is wrong with this guy. He might have bought the shoes and the teunk at
second store in New York but it just didn’t add up-
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Officer Cristiano Renaldo- RBPD -July 14th, 1942
Chris

At first | had enjoyed this new assignment. It had takerouateof the patrol car and had
got me back the day shift. The problem was that | waseihgeany results. The public
was being encouraged to report any and all suspiciousteditut seven months after
Pearl Harbor they were seeing spies everywhere.rst ifi had been every Japanese
landscaper, gardener and farmer. Now that they had el sent away from the coast,
the police department was getting dozens of calls reporgghbors spying on
neighbors.

One woman claimed that her teenage neighbor was loakingr window at night. That
call turned out to be true although it had nothing to dih wational security. Another
said there were suspicious late night meetings ina garage. These turned out to be a
regular Friday night poker game that had been going oyefans.

There was a stack of papers on my desk and | was tryidgcide if | should start at the
top or the bottom.

“Hey Renaldo, you've got a customer!”
| looked towards the door and there was my old buddy Laeg looking a little
sheepish.

“Hey Larry what’s up?”

“Oh, | just thought that I'd drop by for a visit.”
“Great, do you want some very bad coffee?”
“No thanks”

He was fidgeting and looking a little embarrassed. |yusted for him decide what to
do. Anyway, it was better the wading through the crap pual@sk.

“So how’s your mother these days?” | asked being polite.

“Good, she’s adjusting to the dad’s passing”

“... And your sister-in-law, what’s-her-name?”

“You know her name. She’s good | guess but | never sée her

“You live next door to her, why don’t you see her?”

‘I never know when she’ll be home. Sometimes she therehe afternoon, and
sometimes in the evening. | see her car at the housenbuér see her.”

“You mean that you never try to see her. Why not, kedl,all grew up together. You
used to have her on your mind all the time. Stop and sgystié’'d probably like it”
“Chris, do you ever see her?”

“Sure, | saw her a couple of days ago. We had tacos andobetnner”

“You took her to the Prom, do you ever ...”

“Larry, why did you come in this morning?”
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He told me all of his suspicions. He talked aboutghg's shoes and his jacket and his
luggage and the little red wagon and the letter from Newk Yand there was no single
thing that seemed out of line. A few things did bother mby Wad he told Larry his life
story when it wasn't necessary, why did he have good shites metric size stamped
in the heel and why did he have such a good trunk?

| asked Larry for the name that he had copied fromrthrktand | looked it up in a Police
Lock Reference Manual. Cops often needed to open locks anddbk told us how.
What | found surprised me and | guess that | was talkingpadt

“Damn, it's Swiss”

“What?” Larry said.

“The trunk was made in Switzerland. | guess that he ccane ot it from a pawn shop
in New York but ...”

| went back to the book and then went to a large tooidlke store room. Checking the
reference again | found a lock-pick that would open thke. loc

“Larry | need the apartment key, I’'m going to have a lowkde of the trunk”

“Don’t you need a warrant or something?”

“God damn it Larry, its wartime, | can do any god damnaajgtthat | want to. I'm the
Cops, remember”

Alejandro Vargas — Afternoon - July 14th, 1942

Gibson thought that the tuna might arrive as soommiglit and he wanted to be ready.
He said that | should prepare the first batch of speatiland bring it to him in the
morning. The day shift started work at eight and he wondét be at the back door at
7:45.

| could sense the excitement in his voice. | reallytia that he was a psycho killer and
he was getting real thrill thinking about the death thakewe come. He laughed and said
that it was too bad that we wouldn't get to actually se@é&ople die.

| left the cannery with a sick feeling in my belly. | knelat | was working to make
things better for the poor workers of America but Sonng inaane.

-How the hell did ABWEHR ever recruit a maniac like him?-

When | drove away from Rainbow Cannery | took a sidettmpugh the harbor. The
channel was filled with ships and what had been small yerais when | left now were
shipyards with tankers and freighters and destroyersramgers on their slipways. There
were huge new parking lots of graded and oiled dirt. There theusands and thousands
of cars in these lots. It was lunch time and | csdd the workers on and around the
ships eating their sandwiches and laughing with each othem B distance they all
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looked alike in their blue coveralls and kaki work cloth€se all wore hardhats but
when | looked closer | saw that at least half of tiveene women. One of the things that
impressed me the most was the almost a total lack afrise In Germany it was
impossible to travel anywhere without being stopped anddagik your papers. Spain
after the war was the same. The government didn’t thest own people to just move
about.

| took the long way back to Redondo and | was surprisédhbaoad along the cliff tops

had been paved. It was dirt when | left in '38. The Jamdawere in various states of
neglect. Some had crops that were still growing froenlithle water that they got from

the fog and dew and some were neat and tended by thevowers who had taken over
after their owners had been taken away. | wonderee itumors that | had heard in New
York were true. They thought that the Japs had been takée desert and killed.

| noticed that the fields that had workers in them wieed with cars. Why were these
cars here? | stopped and asked directions from a Mexiogqng with a hoe.

“Hey senior is this the road to Redondo?”
“Si” he said pointing the way that | was going.
“Senior, who owns all of these cars?”

“We do”

“These are your cars?”

“Si, they belong to these workers”

| drove on into Redondo but instead of stopping | drove towkAdsl remembered
Sepulveda Boulevard as a good road that the trucks usedgogioieds from LA but now
it was lined with huge new factories. This was the wdustry and it was running full
blast. Again, the new parking lots filled with workers s;aWwomen in coveralls with
bandana’s around there hair. Smiling faces and laughing people.

Back in Redondo | stopped at the A&P and bought a few grecdrimeeded to be up
early tomorrow to get ready for my big day. Tomorrowduld start a revolution that
would change the face of America. Of course that lineudiEhit had been repeated to me
over and over by my ABWEHR trainers.
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Larry and Chris — Charley’s Diner — Evening - July 14th, 1942

“So what'’s our plan?” Larry asked.

“There is no ‘our’ Larry. I'm taking over your investigan and you're going home”

“Ok, what's your plan?”

“Well, | was going to have a look inside but he’s obviouslyhere and he doesn’t look
like he’s leaving so I'll have to wait”

“Why don’t you just knock on his door and tell his that ygaimg to look around. After

all, you are the Cops”

“Oh sure. Then if he’s a good guy, he’ll complain to my kersd I'll have to stand in the
corner. If he’s a bad guy, he’ll shoot me before | deaw my gun and then I'll be really
pissed at you”

Larry laughed.

“Look Larry, you can help me. If you'll watch the apaent in the morning and give me
a call when it looks like he’s leaving, | can get what wednbut we have to do it my
way, understand?”

“Sure Chris but you have to tell me what your doing, Mour childhood buddy
remember. Please don't treat me like any guy off obtheet.”

“Agreed. Tomorrow, my partner, Joe Beck and | will e&elve a radio car. When
Vargas leaves in the morning, Joe will follow him and keepimformed. I'll take a look
at the apartment and the garage. Joe will let me knbardas is coming back.

It I don't find anything, I'll tell Joe and we’ll let thiguy get back to his life and you’ll go
back to yours. If he looks suspicious, we’ll watch hinal éet the FBI know so they can
do more checking on his background. If he’s a bad guy] aedst him and throw him in
the slammer.”

“Can | go with you?”

“God damn it Larry ... oh alright little boy but if | sayn then you run like hell”

Larry - Lawrence L. Lee Enterprises office — 5:45 am, July 15t, 1942

| was too excited to sleep and | came to the offiag early. | noticed Laz’s car in her
driveway and | thought about what Chris had said abounateng an effort to see her.

It was already light when | looked across the staeéhe apartment. | had even brought a
pair of very good binoculars with me but now | felttddifoolish using them.

The light in the apartment surprised me and | lookedyatvatch to confirm how early it
was. | could see Vargas moving around the kitchen. Inssduthat he was making
breakfast but he never sat down. Whatever he was dwoéngas doing it while standing
at the counter.

| waited until 6:00 am before | called Chris. | was sugatisvhen he answered on the
first ring.
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“Renaldo”

“Chris it's me”

“Good morning sunshine, did you sleep late this morning?”

“What?”

“Ok, Joe’s around the corner from you and I've alreadyedriby to check on our guy. |
saw his light come on at 4:30 but you're doing a good jabyl_a

“Thanks, | think”

“You're ok Larry, your doing exactly what | asked you to. €Call me back when he
starts to move but it may not be for hours, ok?”

“Ok, bye”

At twenty ‘til seven the light in the kitchen weatff. | was dialing Chris when Vargas
came out and locked the front door.

“Renaldo”

“He’s moving. It looks like he’s going to work because f&s this hardhat and he’s
carrying his lunch box.”

“Joe’s got him. I'll be there in five”

Officer Cristiano Renaldo- RBPD — 6:45 am - July 15th, 1942

Larry was standing in the street when | drove up toaffetment. | waved and went up
the stairs. | was trusting Larry that there was newottcupant of the apartment and |
opened the door with the duplicate key.

| was careful not to disturbed things and | went straighthe bedroom. | debated
whether to turn the light on or not but | finally didchecked the closet and found the
black shoes and the trunk. Using the lock pick, | took sevedes to get it open but
finally the smooth click testified to the high qualitytbé Swiss made lock.

The inside looked completely normal. There were seysias of underwear and socks.
Four clean shirts and pair of dark gray pants. There werpapers of any sort. No
passport, draft card, nothing. | checked the labels onldliees and saw that they were
all from Gimbals department store in New York. That wed that all of his clothes were
bought at the same place and by the looks of them they all bought at the same time.

| looked carefully at the trunk for any hidden compartmdntised the tape measure that
| had brought and | found two hidden compartments. My firslination was to rip it
open but | still didn’t have enough evidence to do thatteok several minutes looking
for latches. Pushing a little nub under the trunk liningthey left hinge cause the end
panel to pop open.

Inside | found about three hundred dollars in used billat,Tih it’s self, wasn’t a crime.
Lots of people hid money. | pushed the nub beside tin higge and that popped open.
The only thing inside was Vargas passport. | looked througlvifas and stamps to see
when he left the country and when he returned. He had.#ofg that he came back from
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Spain over a year ago. The smudged US Customs stampdsézmoenfirm that but it
didn’t look right. Part of the ink seemed to be a littiferent color. | wet my finger and
rubbed the stamp. Some ink came off on my finger and | teawactual date of his
reentry. It was just four weeks ago.

| closed and locked the trunk and | looked at the shoesd sBen a demonstration in a
training seminar on hiding things in shoes. | looked for a mdenpartment in the toe,
a pocket along the sides and finally | twisted the he®ise opened to reveal a
compartment and inside there was a small blue pill. dgeized it from the training. It
was a cyanide pill. This guy was a spy.

| knew that Joe would have him under surveillance soshivavorried about him getting
away. | went to the kitchen and saw something frightenihg. dmooth counter top was
covered with little bits of what looked like broken ricadathere was lots of salt
everywhere. There was a open bag of rice with abahiré of it missing. There was a
big box of table salt with about the same amount missing.

-Damn, you don’'t mix salt and rice at five in the morning for no reasos. fdd to be
some bad shit-

| was just going out the door when | saw something on tloe. flopicked up the torn
corner of a small cardboard box. Vargas must have itoaff while trying to open
something. The piece was green with just part of a lgedew letter showing.

| knew what it was because | had a box just like mindesk. It was the top of a box of
Remington bullets. Vargas was carrying a gun.

Larry — 7:08 am

Chris came out in a hurry and didn’t close the door.
“Chris, you left ...”
“Leave it. If you're coming with me then let’'s go butmember to do as | say!”

As we sped away, Chris turned the big Police radio onramdously drummed his
fingers on the microphone waiting for it to warm up. Wihves heard static crackle
through the speaker he called the cops.

“RB Dispatch ... car 10"

Nothing

“RB Dispatch ... car 10 ... come in”
“RB Dispatch ... go ahead car 10 ...”

| knew that anyone with a mobile radio receiver could sdnap so the police spoke in
code.
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“RB ... Probable code 66 and code 11 ... have Sheriffs meetoae 2 at Rainbow
Cannery San Pedro ... wait for contact ... inform feds ... infoam® ... confirm”

The last thing that Chris did was to tell the dispatd¢beget the crime lab guys over to
the apartment and take pictures and get samples of tlendaice in the kitchen.

The dispatcher read back Chris’s message and signed lotiked baffled and Chris
smile at me.

“You did good work Boy Scout, this guys a bad one.”

“What was all of the radio stuff?”

“Code 66 is national security, code 11 is suspect is armeskeld the dispatcher to call
the LA County Sheriff department and have them send witlaout a red light and siren
to the cannery and to wait until I'm there before tkheyanything. Because all national
security belongs to the FBI | told him to let them kndysually it takes them several
days to respond to anything. Car 9 is Joe. | wanted torfekhow that the gloves were
off with this guy”

Chris — 7:36 am

We pulled into the Rainbow Cannery parking lot and | coutdJee waving to me.

“He’s just gone inside. He waited in his car until a big guwhite coveralls got here.
What do you want to do?”

“Are the Sheriffs here yet?”

“Haven't seen them”

“It's a joke but are the Feds here”

“Sure, maybe their hiding in the bushes”

“Ok let’s take a look. Larry you wait by the door anddéime Sheriffs in when they get
here”

“I rather go with you”

“God damn it Larry, do as you're told!”

Joe and | were both in plain clothes and we hung our bagebkains around our necks.
We went through the wide double doors and he went left ameht right. There were
several workers with hardhats standing and talking wisanwlVargas and the guy in the
white coveralls. They were talking as Vargas handed théiguynchbox.

-That's the handoff. We’ve got to get these guys now!-

Joe was moving fast down the left side when the guy in vghitehim. He made a move
towards his hip and | shouted.

“POLICE! HANDS UP!”

He hadn’t seen me as he concentrated on Joe andhisgwn come out,
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“GUN! GUN!" | shouted.

The guys talking by the door dove for the floor, Joedfia shot and the other guy fired a
shot at me as | saw Vargas jump behind a big post. ltdiar the next shot but
something hit my left forearm like a baseball bat.

-DAMN THAT HURT!-

Two more shots and something slaps my right ear. All kkcould feel then was a real
fear of dying. | was trying to get behind something, anything,rby left arm wasn’t
working. | got my gun up and shot until it was out of bgllek round ricochets off the
floor near me and | look up to see if | was his taryetso full of adrenaline by then that
| didn’t feel the pain. | saw the bad guys head lodittla lopsided and then a spray of
red fog came out of his ear. He hit the floor like adatjand | knew that he’s done.

The doors behind me slammed open and | heard more cops,
“‘SHERIFFS! HANDS UP!

A gun came bouncing out onto the floor from behind thepbist and Joe had Vargas on
his face and was putting on the handcuffs. A Deputy helpedonmay feet and he
hollered to his partner to call an ambulance. | lookexind the room and there, sitting
on the floor with his legs spread apart was Larry.

His face was as white as a sheet and | started to labgh | realize that his shirt was
covered with blood. The Deputy and | got on our knees int fob him and blood was
spurting from a bullet wound in his chest. The Deputy digndw what to do, | don'’t

know what to do and my buddy was bleeding to death in fsdbmbe. | guess, like the
little Dutch Boy, | did the instinctive thing and | stuck/finger into the bleeding hole.
That scared hell out of me because | could feel his beating with the end of my finger
and | thought | had stuck it in too far.

There were people screaming and running, Vargas was laying faceida big puddle
of his partner’s blood. | could hear the scream of tidwdance siren and in the door
comes two men in expensive suits holding big pistols hadtag,

“FBI HANDS UP!”

-Thank god, the Feds had come to save us all-
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Linda Lee — Bel Air — 8:32 am
Mom

| wondered who was calling so early.

“Mrs. Lee, this is the admitting desk at Harbor Genki@dpital in Wilmington. Your son
Lawrence Lee has been admitted with a gun shot toheist. The heart team in with him
now and you probably should come right away”

-Oh my god-

My first thought was to get the best doctor that | ddbink of.

“Call Dr Nate Silverstein at Cedars-Sinai, he knoWsrere is to know about my son.
I'll be there as soon as possible”

| called Laska and told her what had happened and thene tbrdilmington.

Laska Lee — the Palos Verdes house — 8:36

My shift at Douglas didn’t start until four so | had plentf time and | was still in my
pajamas when the phone rang,

“Laz, Larry’s been shot, he’s at Harbor Generah leaving now bye”

-What? Shot? My god. Hurry ... wait ... got'ta get dressed ... HURRY!-

Chris — Harbor General — 9:37

We went screaming to the hospital with Larry on atsher and me with my finger stuck
in his chest. He had been unconscious when we wenthatambulance but after he lay
down for a few minutes his eyelids were fluttering andrieel to sit up. The medic held

him down and | tried to keep my finger still. He openedelyiss and saw me and for an
instant he looked like he smiled. His lips were moving aledmed forward to listen.

The ambulance screeched to a stop, the doors flew opereaaltiran for the Emergency
Room. When the heart team was ready they eased my frogerhis chest and | was
pushed from the room. It took a while before anyone noticadltwas shot in the arm
but | understood there confusion.

| had a broken left forearm and a missing earlobe. Tlaat the slap that | felt when a

bullet passed a half inch from my head. | went into syrged watched while they
cleaned up the shattered remains of my arm bone. | wasvé enough to do it without
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medication but they used nova-cane like they do on &.tdoe came in and we talked
while the doctor set my arm and put it into a plastet. cas

“How'’s Larry?” | asked.

“Don’t know, he’s been upstairs ever since we got hareAmbulance from Cedars-
Sinai came screaming in a few minutes ago and three ggysen scrubs went upstairs”
“Are any of the family here yet?”

“Yea, looks like his mother and wife or sister or sdmmed. His mom’s really upset and
the sister looks grim but she also looks tough”

“So what happened in the shoot-out Joe?”

“Hell, Renaldo you were there”

“I had my head down ducking bullets”

“Yea when you hollered at the guy he forgot about manks”

“Your welcome, so was it you that got him?”

“No it was your guy. What'’s his name? Vargas”

“Vargas shot him?”

“Oh yea, in one ear and out the other”

“Do we have him now?”

“Oh no, not us lowly local cops. The Fed’s have him amdll never hear from him

again”

“Ok, thanks Joe, I'll be out as soon as they fix me up”

| went straight to Mrs. Lee and gave her a hug. Sheqwas$ by now and thanked me for
being there. She had known me for years but | wasn'tteateshe knew who | was. Laz
looked shaken and her face was gray. When | got to her stmempatms around me and
kind of collapsed against me. | took her to some sadteiback of the waiting room and
we sat together.

| had my arm around her with her head on my shoulder whesaw the cast on my arm.

“Chris your hurt”

“Yea’

“Were you with Larry when he was ... injured?”
“Yes”

“What happened?”

| gave her the quick story and told her how | had toldy &y stay outside. | didn’t want
to believe that it was my fault that he had beert.dhwanted to believe that it was just
bad luck.

-Stop lying to her Renaldo ... it was your fault-

“Laz it was my fault. | should have never taken hirthwne.”

“It's not your fault”
Hlt iSH
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“Chris, it’s not your fault”

She snuggled against me and said nothing. Mrs. Lee had goee/kere and the waiting
room was empty. Just Laz and me holding each other ngoddir breath and holding on.
She started to cry. Laz had hardly ever cried in aheftime that | had known her and |
had known her for our whole lives.

Laz - Harbor General — 10:21 am

Chris held me and tried to comfort me. He told me tbeysof the shooting and he felt
guilty for taking Larry with him but | knew what Larry clbube like when he was
obsessed. There was no way that Chris was going tatigoutvhim.

Suddenly, | had the feeling that Larry was going to dielt ithe tears come into my eyes
and | tried to hold them back.

-He’s going to die-

-NO!' HE’S NOT!-

-Robert died, Larry’s going to die’

“STOP! — He’s going to live!-

-Poppa Lee died-

-NO!-

-Chris nearly died-

-No! Chris is strong and tough and he can run fast and jump high and he’s not afraid of
anything-

-Everyone’s afraid of something-

-Chris isn’t ... he can climb down the cliff and swim way out and catcloadatith his
bare hands-

-Where’s Bobby Ortiz now? People die in war-

-Bobby’s fine his mother said that he was in San Diego-

-he wont be in San Diego for long-

-STOP! he’s fine-

-Where is Eddy?-

-1 don’t know where he is and | worry about him-

-Larry’s going to die-

“He’s not going to die!” | said out loud.
“Of course not” Chris said and he held me tighter.

Larry - Harbor General — 12:40 pm

| still had my eyes closed but | could hear noise femmmewhere. | was just starting to
realize that | could feel and hear. | had absolutely emary of the last hours. It wasn'’t
like being asleep, it was like being dead.
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| shifted a little,
-DAMNI! That hurt-

| heard footsteps and a woman’s voice say,
“He’s waking up ...”

| felt a pinprick in my arm and the light faded.

The waiting room - Harbor General — 2:35 pm

A distinguished man with grey hair and wearing green scrtised into the room and
held his arms out to Linda Lee. He kissed her on teelchnd then addressed everyone.

“I'm Dr Silverstein and I've just left Lawrence Leekle’s in stable condition although

he’s still sedated. He was hit in the chest by bulkgrhents that probably ricocheted off
of a floor. There were three fragments, one of Wwipenetrated the wall of his heart.
That has been removed and the damage repaired. Headanger from the wound but

the risk of infection remains high. He will be in thel@or several days and I'm afraid

that you will only be able to see him through a glass windanda, you can go inside

but you will have to scrub and wear a gown and mask.d t@ask that you don’t touch
him.

Now do you have any questions?”

Laz - Harbor General — 6:15 pm - July 15th, 1942

July 18" was the longest day of my life. | had lived on the jpiee until we heard that
he was alive. His mother spent a long time with him d®htl saw him through the
window. He was dopy and at times he seemed glad to seanthat times he looked
confused.

Chris was with me for most of the day and he looked exédukdidn’t know how | was
going to drive home and | told Chris that | needed a ridée drove in silence and we
were nearly home when | realized that he couldn’'thisdeft arm to hold the steering
wheel. He would hold the wheel still with his knee wihershifted gears.

At the house | went straight to my bedroom and changedmyt pajamas, robe and
slippers. When | came out | could smell bacon and eggs coiwkthg kitchen and there
was a glass of wine sitting on the table in the brestkfaok. | laughed a little for the first
time that day watching Chris doing his one-armed act.
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We both felt better after some dinner and the windestdo relax me. Chris hadn't said a
word for a long time but he poured himself a glass oévaind started to talk.

“You know he did a really good job sniffing this guy out. & hadn’t get suspicious we
wouldn’t have got him until he had done a lot of bad thihgsry did good. | told him
that he couldn’t go with me but you know how he is”

Chris sat for a while saying nothing and then he continued.

“He was supposed to stay outside and send the Sheriffvgen they got there but |
guess that he heard the shots and came to help me. Heéwegs trying to help me and
you and Eddy and Bobby. He was a pain in the ass somdtiumé&ésw could you not like
a guy that would do anything for you. He was so in love wati that he couldn’t think
of anything else. We were all in love with you Laz. BobBgdy, me and especially
Larry.

When | saw him inside the cannery he was sitting orfltlee, flat on his butt with this
look of surprise. | laughed when | saw him. | thought tleahad just had the crap scared
out of him and he was trying to get his thoughts together.

Then | saw the blood and his gray face and | was afraitl e was dead. | got the
bleeding slowed down and we were in the ambulance andréimevgas screaming and he
said something to me. | leaned forwards and he whisperag ear.”

“What did he say” | asked.

“He said ... tell Laska ..tell Laska that | love her ...”

| cried more and | drank more wine and Chris said notlkimaglly he got up to leave.

“I'll pick you up in the morning. I'll take you to the hosal and after you see him you
can drive your car home. What time should | come far?yo

“Nine, nine would be good. Do you want to stay here tonight?”

He thought a while and then said,
“No but | do want to ask you for something”

“What?”
“Laska, | want you to marry Larry”
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Redondo Beach Police Department — July 16 1942

Fos Angeles Times

July 16th, 1942

FBI Cracks Spy Ring on Waterfront

San Pedro:

In a bold early morning raid, federal agents aided by local law enforcement,
confronted enemy saboteurs in a waterfront factory yesterday in San Pedro. A
gunfight ensued and the two suspected men were killed. One innocent bystander

was wounded but his name and condition was not released to protect his privacy.

“What a bunch of crap”

“At least we were mentioned as ‘Local law enforcermemsually they claim all the
credit”

“It says that both guys were killed, that's not right”

“Since when has ‘right’ and ‘FBI’ gone together. Theyntlovant the Kraut's or the
Jap’s know that they have one of their guys.”
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VARIETY,

Larry Lee Jr. Wounded in a Bazaar Accident.
Dateline Hollywood July 15, 1942

Larry Lee Jr., son of the late Hollywood entrepreneur Lawrence L. Lee was injured yesterday in
a freak accident that has left him in critical condition. Lee was in San Pedro on business when
he inadvertently walked in on an FBI raid and he was shot in the chest by a stray bullet.

Lee was rushed to Harbor General Hospital where he was treated by the famous Doctor-to-the-
stars and longtime family friend Nathanial Silverstein. Dr. Silverstein issued a statement
saying that Mr. Lee was in guarded condition.
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Officer Cristiano Renaldo- RBPD — 7:45 am - July 20th, 1942

“So what good are you to me?” the captain asked me.

“| can keep taking the ‘suspicious character’ complaints

“Yea but you can't follow up on them. Hell, | can’t kgdu drive with one hand”

“l guess that | can answer phones”

“Well I'm glad that you see it that way because imentioned it first you would have
pitched a fit”

“It's only six weeks and then the cast comes off”

“Sure and another two weeks of rehab. You're in the efftr the summer Renaldo so
get used to it. Now, listen here, you and your partner dhdlleof a job on that Vargas
thing. The feds took all of the credit but I'm putting adetin your records and telling it
like it is.”

“Thanks Captain, did we find out any more about the guy?”

“The feds took everything. They even cleaned out the apattincluding all of the
furniture. Mac in the lab had a roll of film that he kcand they got that.”

“So we got nothing?”

“Not exactly, he had the samples of the rice andisdits pocket. He sent it to the LAPD
lab and he got the results Friday. The salt was sdltl@nrice on the counter was rice but
the rice in the cupboard was laced with some exotiatthat the lab though could kill a
herd of elephants. It is really some bad shit.”

“So Captain, Vargas had the poison but didn’t give it sodairtner and when they got
into a shootout with us, he shot his own guy. What dorgake of that?”

“It sounds like he changed his mind. He had the poisonedrribes ikitchen but the lab
guy found a grocery receipt in his trash that confirmet hbabought a new bag of rice
the night before. He went through the process of mittiegice with salt and giving it to
his partner at the cannery. The big guy, Sonny something,haustthought that he had
something very incriminating in his hand that morning or hale@t have shot at you. |
think that Vargas shot Sonny because he wanted to chalegeanid he may have gotten
away with it. Instead of being hung as a spy, he mayddang a deal with the fed’s right
now to help catch other spies but that, we will nekieow. Anyway, it's the feds
problem now”

“Captain when the cast comes off | want to enlighsmarmy”

“Just submit the request form on the first of the mamtth the chief will let you know”
“I've submitted the form on the first of every monthce Pearl Harbor and he’s turned
me down every time”

“So what’s your point? Redondo needs cops. We haven't lsamgke new recruit since
the Japs attacked. You and the rest of the young guygetilyour release when the
department is fully staffed and we have some guaran&tet till stay that way. Now,
pick up that pencil and charge out to your desk and attagitbnes”
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Laz - Palos Verdes Hills— Summer of 1942

| went to see Larry every day that he was at Harlare@l. | visited in the morning and
built dive bombers in the afternoon. His mother visitedhe afternoon and Chris often
dropped by in the evening. After the danger of infection pasaed las moved to a
private room and we could actually touch each other.

He was always so glad to see me and if | was latednged. When | sat beside his bed
he would reach for my hand. | suppose in the back of nmdrhiwas thinking about

Chris’s request that | should marry Larry. He certaimigde no effort to hide his

affection towards me and | had let down my defensesrtssam. When we were kids
he had been so pushy that | was put off and | got in thie dlgpushing him away. Now |

just let things go.

When he could go for short walks | put my arm around hirstéady him. When | sat

next to his bed he held my hand. It just became normalutch him and | included him

in my thoughts. After a while it didn’t occur to me to et him. If | had something else
to do | always let him know and | tried to make it up to.hi

Chris came by to see me one evening and | spent all ainmeytelling him about Larry.
Maybe | was just taking the easy way out and | knew thabuld have to make a
decision someday.

| had some good news and some bad news that summerran®miz delivered both.

The bad news was that Bobby was fighting on the isldn@uadalcanal. The papers
were filled with the story of the battle but we wemver sure what was truth and what
was propaganda. | knew that despite anything that the papersngairiend Bobby was
in deadly danger.

The good news was in a letter from Miss Sata. She hdwh®n shot and her body
dumped into a mass grave. She was in the Manzanar RetoCamp in the California
desert. She wrote that the camp was primitive but adedsheelived in a dormitory
with other single woman and she spent part of her dapitega school. She said that they
could order things from the Sears Roebuck Catalog andgbegome news from the
Lone Pine Gazette. She knew that the Fujimora’s wethe same camp but she hasn't
talked to them. It became apparent from her letterdhatdidn’t know about the deaths
of Poppa Lee or Robert. Mrs. Ortiz gave her my addredsl gnomised that | would
write soon.

Larry came home from the hospital with orders to thiieeeasy for a while. He had
arranged to see Dr. Silverstein for a final checkup arasked me to go with him.

That visit changed his life.
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Office of Dr. Nathaniel Silverstein — September 28, 1942
Larry

Laz and | drove my Cadillac to Dr. Silverstein’s odfion Wilshire Blvd. and | couldn’t
skip seeing the house where Larry’'s Sea Food Grill had. b&ehough the restaurant
had closed | had decided to renew the lease and the buiddimdpringing in a tidy sum
of money.

The Doctor office was elegant and | asked Laz if shetedato go in with me but she
chose to read a magazine. Nat had been a close &idhap’s and he and his wife were
quite active in the Bel Air Country Club.

He listened to my heart and then he had an assistantwarup for an EKG. When that
was over | sat in his office and he gave me the iesult

“Larry you have recovered very well and | can’t heasrea trace of the heart murmur.”
| was confused,

“Why would getting shot change my heart murmur?”

He looked at me with a little smile and a little cormduns

“Didn’t the Harbor Hospital Doctor tell you that | fidat?”

“No one said anything”

“Larry, when | repaired the bullet damage to your heaiso fixed the hole in the heart-
wall that was causing the murmur.”

“So what does that mean?”

“It means that your heart is normal.”

“So | can do anything that anyone else can?”

“Well if you couldn’t play the piano before than you pabby still can’t” he said with a
chuckle.

“Can | join the army?”

“I'm sure that you can pass the physical but | doubtefytivould take you with your
history, not to mention that big scar on your chest”

“But | could pass the physical?”

“Yes”

“Hmm ... damn ... damn damn damn... thank you Doctor, Mom says shes wahave
you and your wife over for dinner”

Laz — Same day

Larry was acting strange when he came out of the dedfiice. He had a quizzical look
on his face and | could tell that his mind was going a tadisniles an hour.
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“What did he say?” | asked.

“He said | was fine”

“Just ‘fine’?”

“Let’s go to Zardys for lunch”

“Do you think that we’re dressed for it?”

“Sure, it lunch, besides the name ‘Larry Lee’ still opéoors in Hollywood”

Larry was right, the place was crowed but the owmenec out and shook Larry’s hand
and talked about how well he had known pop. We got a niste tyy the window and
Larry ordered a bottle of red wine.

“You’'ll have drink most of this Laz, you know how | do withne”

Something was wrong and | just waited. He looked so smugwatlidn’t ask, knowing
that he could never keep anything to himself for very long.

“The doctor said that | am perfectly fine. So fine the&n pass an army physical”
“What?”

“That what he said. He said that he fixed my heart muramar now I'm as good as
anyone else”

“Larry, you can't go into the army. You've been shotlgou’ve had open heart surgery”
“What looks good for lunch?” he said with the same smog @ his face.

Laz — Winter of 1943

Larry wanted so much to be in the military and they dig@nt him. Chris wanted to be
in the military and the Redondo Police wouldn’t relelaise. Why did the guys in my life
want to go to war? It must have been a guy thing bechusanted both of them to be
home and safe.

Larry tried the army and they were sympathetic but wotilkdike him, the Navy and the
Marines didn’t want him. He even tried the coast Guardthuas the same story. With
each rejection he became more determined.

Finally, he was desperate and contacted Colonel McMdlanhe Office of Internal
Communication (Motion Picture Industry). His dad and brotied been given army
commissions for little more then who they were arftbwhey knew. After all, he was
Larry Lee Jr. and the army owed him something.

To my surprise and Larry’s surprise and anyone else wieal chtcMillan took him. He

was commissioned a®llLieutenant (Restricted duty) in the army reserves \aad
assigned to the Office of Internal Communication (Moticture Industry)
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Larry was ecstatic and savored every minute of ‘knifé fark school'. His office was on
Wilshire Blvd where he was the aid-de-camp of Lt. Cor@wein Moore who was also
a vice president at Metro Pictures.

The first few days Larry learned a lot about these igpesoldiers. For one thing,
everyone was from Hollywood and nearly all werd stdrking at the regular job in one
way or another. The office had a schedule of Bond TouwtdJ&80 shows that would go
somewhere during 1943. Larry was responsible for securiegttir these shows. This
almost always meant dancing girls and comedians. Heedathat his work load was
light and scheduled deadlines were a long way away.

That summer while | kept building dive bombers, Larryoagpanied a Bond Tour across
that country. His stars were five wounded and decoratedn&afrom the battle on
Guadalcanal. He was happy to be doing something for #neetfort but he found the
Marines difficult to work with. Three of them were depressed that he thought that they
should be in a hospital. The other two were hopelkeshalics. He constantly worried
about the physical and mental health of Bobby Ortiz. ékgerience on Guadalcanal
would have been the same as the men on his tour.

177



Laz — Christmas 1943

A week before Christmas, Larry got a few days leaverapdoss gave me three days
off. Larry and | had become very close and | thought ithatas time for a more ...
intimate relationship. We already kissed often, wel Ireinds, he called me everyday, we
probably ate half of our meals together and on occag®omade out. We did everything
that boyfriends and girlfriends did except act like wexavin love.

We acted like we had been married for years. We wenefartable with each other. |
really needed to know where this relationship was goingyl@ad been in my life for
nearly all of it and | had always alternated betwddnd him and loving him. When we
started high school | pushed him away because he seemedrsp and | was ready for
something or someone new. | suppose that that was otie akason that | married
Robert.

After that period of my life ended | went back to wh&héw best and that was Chris and
Larry. Chris would always be in my heart but not ashugband or soul-mate. He would
just always be there for me. Larry was different nbl@.was more grownup and | had to
admit that life without him was not possible. | rgafiad fallen in love with him and |
needed for him to decide if we were going to go forward tegetif he was going to
break my heart | wanted him to do it soon so | could getest with the healing. If he felt
the same way that | did then we needed it to get monatimate.

| had a friend from Beverly hills that owned a very racel very romantic cabin at Lake
Arrowhead and | had spent a weekend there with a bunplkeayle when | worked at
Paramount. | called her and asked if | could use the dabia couple of days and she
kidded me about some secret love tryst. | told her thaasn’t a secret and it needed a
kick in the rear.

| told Larry more than asked him what my plans were.vwées doubtful and full of
guestions.

“Just the two of us, alone?” He asked
“Yep, just the two of us”

“Well, won't people talk?”

“l don'’t care”

“Are there separate bedrooms?”
“Eight or nine of them”

“Ok, I guess that it’s alright”

-If your counting the bedrooms fella, maybe I've got the wrong guy-

My friend had assured me that the cupboard was fulhohed goods and that there was
plenty of booze, wine and beer. Then she laughed asftediime luck.
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Tuesday morning, Larry showed up with a car full of coatsstocking hats and gloves.
| guess a guy from the coast thought anyplace that htrhigve snow was near the arctic.
We pooled our gas ration coupons and set off for the mmgnta was a beautiful clear

day and we drove for miles through farm land and orange gso®Ve stopped for lunch

in the not-so-picturesque town of San Bernardino.

The road up to Arrowhead was narrow and at times sttamas called the Rim-of-the-
World highway and the problem was the edge of the rimomasy side of the car. Other
than that, the forest and the views were beautiful.

The ‘cabin’ was as | remembered. It was a rambling twoy sSaviss cottage that was
hidden in the pines and sat at the edge of the lake. Whaa lbeen there in the summer
there had been a sailboat moored at the private dockobuthe little pier was covered
with ice.

Larry looked nervous as he unlocked the front door. | hadhny image in my mind of
him going into a motel room with a girl and he was dfthat someone would see him.

“Where do you want the cases?” he asked.
“Just leave then there, we’ll decide later. Build a fir the fireplace and I'll find us some
wine”

It was nearly dark when the fire was glowing and weensstting close on a big leather
sofa. We were on our second glass of wine and Larryweais relaxed.

“Larry, where do you see us going?”

“l guess we will drive around and look at the lake. Tomorveavcan find a nice place of
dinner”

“Oh, you are so sweet, you really know how to impregsla

“Do | sense sarcasm?”

“No honey, | just want to sit here and wait for tight man to come and sweep me off of
my feet”

“I’'m not much of a foot-sweeper am [?”

“You could be if you tried. You used to be like Tom Sawygmyg to impress Becky
Thatcher but that went away”

“Laz, these are such unsettled times. | didn’t think yloat would want to make any big
decisions while our future was so uncertain.”

“Why not. What shall we wait for? The end of the wat2 end of the decade, Halley's
Comet? How about the end of the Century? Oh, | know wkatan wait for. How about
waiting for you to decide what to do next”

Larry got up and refilled our wine glasses. | thought tmatwas looking for some
courage.

“I have always thought that someday we would be maamebraise a family. That image

was shattered when you married my older brother, my roidgr brother. | really didn’t
understand why you married him. | thought that you weregtmmd for him but then |
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decided that | was wrong. | decided that it was my visibthe future that was wrong.
Just hoping for things didn’t make them come true.

After you were married for a while, | had some redgd thoughts. | hoped that you
would leave him. | thought that you would get tired of higipess and his ego driven
life and you would go to Reno and get a divorce. When & killed | was torn by the
guilt of my thoughts about my brother and by the se&letfrthat you were free. I'm an
awful person Laz. | was glad that he was gone and yoe frexe”

“Why didn’t you make more of an effort to get me horiey?

“Guilt, shame, insecurity, fear, all of those things #meih something happened. After |
was shot you seemed to change. You became nicer ... ng, nba the word ... you
became more available to me.”

“Yes | did”

“Why”

“Because | realized that you were nearly taken from@eis held me in his arms in the
hospital waiting room and all | could think of was how eynpty life was going to be
when you died and | knew that you were going to diedh'diwant Robert to die and he
died. | didn’t want Poppa Lee to die and he died, | didn'ttwam to die and you were
very near death.

And then you came back. | had another chance. You gairgy to live and we were
going to be together. Then you were obsessed with joinm@utimy. You wanted to go
off on some big white hoarse and be a hero, a knight mslg armor. You were going
to get your ass shot off on some godforsaken islandeirPdcific. God-damn-it Larry
Lee, when are you going to make up your mind about your life?”

“We could get married”

“What?”

“We could get married, you and me, will you marry me?”

“When?”

“Well, when the war is ... no, how ... how about next Gtmas?”
“How about tomorrow?”

“We can't ...”

“Why not?”

“Mom would never forgive us if she couldn’t plan the weddin
“‘Hmm ... your right. How long will that take?”

“Thanksgiving”

“You might marry someone on Thanksgiving but it wont l&e kow about Easter?”
“When is Easter of 19447”

“Just a trpinute” | looked at the calendar on my check boohky purse.
“April 9™

“Laska Lara Langtree Lee, will you marry me on Apfil 29447”

“Will that make me Laska Lara Langtree Lee Lee?”

“I think so”

“Ok, now snuggle up and give me a fiancée kiss”

180



So we cuddled on the couch in the dark and | waited foegmassion. The kissing and
touching was nice but he was still pretty restrained dratilenough of self-denial.

“Larry, you do you know that women, especially women whwe had regular ... marital
relations ... have certain needs?”

“Sure, | guess”

“And do you know how these needs are satisfied?”

It was too dark to see him blush but | felt his face get warm

Larry was fidgeting around and | knew that he was tryingetdiplomatic.

“Laska, | know that you are an adult woman and you haekyour own ... social life.
You know that | have my own life and | experienced many tkimgiile | was living in
the frat house at USC. We should just put all of bedtind us as part of out private lives
and you and | should start new together”

Wow, he was about to do something special. | thoughth&anight make some grand
gesture like sweeping me up in his arms and carrying me upaifge scould see tragedy
in that so | just stood and pulled him towards the bedroom.

“You would be surprised if you knew the things that I've ddme said

| had my doubts but in the dark in the big feather bed | peeasantly surprised that he
had learned some tricks and he performed them very well.

It was very pleasant to wake up with the bright wirstem streaking through the bedroom
window. Larry looked so peaceful laying beside be and letitkis nose until his eyes
opened. | hoped that he would smile and he did. Afteriderable more cuddling | had
to go to the bathroom. | tossed off the covers and wdttis face as he saw me without
my clothes for the first time since were ten yeads o

The stay at the cabin ended too soon and while we were driving the mountain |
knew that he wanted to confess something. He had said Hatwe had done in out
previous lives should remain private but | knew that he dyasng to tell me about his
exploits.

With just a tiny bit of encouragement he told me theystd his week in Mexico with
‘Molly Malone’. Part of the time he was blushing andtpzirthe time he was bragging.
Of course when he told me that out past lives were grivdnew that eventually he
would tell me everything. He had never been able to keegret $eom me.

When he was finished, he waited for me to tell him somgthut | didn’'t give him any
details. He asked about my high school boyfriend and lhiotdthe truth which was that
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nothing permanent happened. He asked about my time at Ranaaad | told him
several stories about the movie industry but again, thie was nothing really happened.
We didn't discuss Robert but he asked me about Chris.

“You went to the Prom with Chris”

“You know, you were there”

“Did you and Chris date much?”

“Not many dates but we saw each other often”

“Did you ... get close ...”

“Ok Larry darling, lets be clear about Chris. | love hinalways have and | always will
but not the way that | love you. | don’t love him likeoeother either. | love him like a
friend that holds onto my heart. It's funny that he &etsially touched your heart with his
finger. Larry, don’'t ever be jealous of Chris and neverstjoe his love and commitment
to me. That just the way that it is and has beeafalr lives and it will be for the rest of
our lives. Understand?”

“No but I can accept that. | think that I'll ask him to iog best man”

Larry laughed and said,
“I'll ask him to be my best man if you don’t want himlte your maid-of-honor”

Friday morning | was up early because | had dive bombdrsild. | was just out of bed
when | heard the porch swing squeak.

-The bee has come to check on the flower-
| stuck my head out into the cold morning air and saw Glitiag there,
“Come in quick before we both freeze”

| was still barefoot and in my nightgown when | gave hiquak kiss and sent him into
the kitchen to make coffee.

“So how did the trip to the mountains go?” he shouted ssrdmbled into my work
coveralls.

“Good”

He brought a cup of coffee into the bedroom while | brushgdhair.

“Just good?”

“Good enough” | said sipping my coffee.

“Are you going to tell me?”

“A lady never tells but you might deduce something by thiesom my face”
“Good for you honey, what else”

| held up my left hand and pointed at my bare finger,

“Something’s coming here soon”
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For that | got a big hug and a kiss on the cheek. Fos y@lars had always kissed me on
my lips except when | was engaged or married. Now | gokidseon the cheek. It was

his way of showing respect.

| was just about ready to leave for work when | talth one last secret,

“Larry told me about his one big affair in college andnte waited for me to tell him
about my ... experiences”

“Did you tell his about us?” he asked.

“Hell no, I'm not stupid. Got to go, | love you, sweetie”

| kissed him on the cheek on the way out the door.
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The Wedding Planning
Laz

| had already had my big, white wedding with Robert arad Larry that | didn’'t have
the emotional energy to go through the planning and aflwent with it. | said that |
would marry him on Easter Saturday if he would tell ineetime and place. | knew that
mom Lee would go overboard for Larry’s wedding the wWaat she had for Robert, and |
just couldn’t go through that again.

Larry

| told my mother that Laz and | wanted something smath yust close friends and
family. | suggested that we do it at the Bel Air houseithe ranch. She agreed and
asked each of us for our guest list.

-This isn’'t going to be so hard-

A few days after New Year, we had dinner with mom auitth wur after-dinner drinks
she gave us a copy of the guest list. There were ovehivwdred names on her list. I'm
sure that my mouth dropped open and Laz just stared of§fr@ce. She had erected her
defense mechanism against any wedding planning and she wasqustggeverything.

“Mom, how could we have so many close friends and féthily
“Now Larry, if you really want to exclude any of thgseople just remember that they all
love you or at least they all love me and your dad araht hurt their feelings.”

“Let me look at your names ... who is Abraham Greenberg?”

“Why dear, Ethel and Abe Greenberg might as well be gout and uncle. He was one
of your father’s closest friends. You've met them,shiebuie B. Mayer’'s CFO. He’s the
money man at MGM.”

After | looked at her list | realized that it would bepossible to reduce it. What |
decided to do was to change the focus of the weddinghiBytime mom knew that the
back yard at the Bel Air house was hopelessly too sandlishe was amenable to change.

Easter Saturday of ‘44
Laz

| really never thought that Larry and mom Lee could péfiltbe biggest Hollywood
wedding of the year but they did. The ceremony was hela et at Paramount Studios.
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They had wrapped up a film just a few days before and tp@ed to leave the set intact
for our nuptials. They even arranged for the wedding goestse a side gate and to park
near the ceremony.

Larry and | were married by a California Supreme Courticugin the band stand
pavilion in the town square of a farm town in lowa, esdsk it looked like lowa. The
guests sat on folding chairs in the street and afteceh@mony was over, the stage crew
took twenty minutes to convert the square into a danae fith a hundred cocktail
tables.

There were over three hundred guests including a bus loRdssé-the-Riveters dressed
in blue coveralls. These special people had worked the gmal/eshift building dive
bombers and now they were toasting one of their owmwery good Champagne.

It was the damndest wedding that anyone could remember.
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The rest of 1944
Laz

By the end of 1944 Douglas Aircraft didn't need as many @wmbers and | retired
knowing that | had done my absolute best to win the wike millions of my fellow
Rosie-the-riveter’s, | simply got on with my life.

Larry was still very busy with the army but we hadkédl about a new venture for after
the war. Between the two of us, we planned a new diabgiof Lawrence L. Lee
Enterprise called ‘Larry Lee Home Builders’. Larry wabule the CEO and | would be
the President of the new company.

1945 filled with bad news and good
Larry

| had waited what seemed like years for the good nemidMiss Sata was released from
the Manzanar Relocation Camp on Januafy 1945. Although I'm sure that she didn't
want us to go to any bother for her, Laz and | werénparking lot of Santa Anita Race
Track when she stepped off of the government bus. Shesdegtiitle older but she had
lost none of her quiet dignity. She didn’t hug Laz or medhe did shake my hand.

She was quiet as we drove to the ranch where shd feemroom unchanged. Mrs. Ortiz
wouldn’t settle for a handshake and she took the slendeawanto her arms and kissed
her on the cheek. After a dinner of Mrs. Ortiz’s bexiking Miss Sata gave us the news
that Mr. Fugimora had died in the august heat of a hetatkat Eddy had joined the
army and served in the Nisei Battalion, the famous"Bétalion of the 44% Infantry.
He had spent most of 1944 fighting in Italy and then wastse@buthern France where
he was killed in action in November. Laz and Mrs. Ortieccopenly and | really felt the
loss. | can't say that | was surprised but | was vergrya that he gave his life for a
country that seemed to want no part of him.

Miss Sata told us that Mrs. Fugimora, would be releasedaliowing week and she
planned to emigrate to Peru to live with her sistee &hked Miss Sata to pass on her
request that we exercise our option to buy the Fugirfaona

Miss Sata saved the good news for last,
“I know that this will surprised you. | am engaged to be iedrt
“That’'s wonderful” Laz exclaimed.

“Tell us about this man, | hope that he doesn’t plasptit you away from us”
For the first time since she stepped off of the busaateSAnita, Miss Sata smiled.
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“No Lawrence, | don't plan to be spirited away very. fslly Fiancé is a fellow internee
named Mikio Saki. He will be returning to his home in d&ara next week. He is an
accountant with a degree from UCLA. Before the war dx dngood accounting practice
in Gardena and he hopes to resume that business.”

“Will you be moving away from the ranch?”
“Yes but Gardena isn’t very far”

After dinner Laz and | took Miss Sata to the office vehee talked to her at great lengths
about the plans to incorporate Lawrence L. Lee Entaund to form a subsidiary called
‘Larry Lee Home Builders’. | asked Miss Sata or theufatMrs. Saki to become the
Chief Financial Officer of the new company.

Chris — March 1945

On the first of every month, | gave the chief my regtede released from the Police
Department so | could join the army and every montlag wurned down. By March, the
Germans were on their last legs and we all expectedhiavar in Europe would be over
in just a few days. The war in the Pacific wasn't goso well so | persisted with my
requests.

Near the end of the month the chief called me intmfiise for what | assumed to be my
monthly refusal. | was wrong.

“‘Renaldo, | have a job offer that might interest ydine State Department wants to
borrow you for two years to go to Germany and help omgaai new police force. The
Nazi's will probably surrender within a month and the gdjice that will be available
are the army MP’s. The State Department doesn't walgave the Nazi's in charge so
they need a new civilian PD. You've been after meetalsyou to war for the three years
SO get your ass over there and make the Redondo Beagtobd)
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The Summer of ‘45
Larry

The war in Europe was over but the Japanese werenfigas hard as ever. The Office of
Internal Communication (Motion Picture Industry) had geththeir planned USO tour
to the Pacific bases from May until June in hopes dapan might see the inevitable end
to the war. There was no indication, however thaytwouldn't still be fighting in 1950
so the tour was on.

| was going with the tour and my job was to make sureyévieg ran smoothly and to
stay out of the way of the entertainers. We wouldtseveral rear area bases for a day or
two and we would never get anywhere near the actually rfigihti

| had been on one other tour of Pacific bases andditdeeply embarrassed me. It was
one thing for me to wear my army uniform in the stétgsit was entirely different to be
around real warriors. | know when they looked at me Hasy a young, healthy, guy with
a feather bed job. They had seen the horrors ofaraabnd | had seen the comfort of a
safe spot surrounded by pretty girls. | wanted to show tihenbullet scar on my chest
but that would have been a joke. They had scars that magelook like a skinned knee.
The one base that was on the schedule was the anediréed me the most. It was the
B-29 bomber base on Tinian. Between shows, these wayil fly to Japan and all of
them wouldn’t come back.

The tour went well and the troops really made the 8aple feel welcome. | stayed out
of sight as much as possible. We flew to our last,bdeebomber base on Tinian, on
August 3, 1945.

| sat in the front row of seats in our C-54 aircraftld could see the pilot and co-pilot
through the open cockpit door. With about an hour to goséngeant in charge of the
passenger compartment asked me if | wanted to visit theitot didn’'t want to feel
embarrassed but the guys flying the plane looked like midygdd-airline pilots so | went
up and introduced myself.

| got the quick tour and then the pilot twisted some dialshe radio.

“Lets see what's happening up at the Empire this morning.”

“What'’s that?” | asked.

“The Empire, you know, the Empire of Japan. We caar iee bombers talking on the
radio”

| liked that idea but all | heard was static.

“That’s odd, usually we hear lots of chatter but nothing yotléaybe the weather’s bad
over the targets.”
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The base was comprised of raw dirt with hundreds d&térhere was a two mile long
runway and hundreds of parked bombers but the only thing flyingugiaSur first show
went well but | noticed that none of the troops housdtartent city at the far end of the
runway attended the show. | checked the schedule td Besyiwere scheduled for their
own show but | found nothing.

When | asked the local service officer about the missingps he just smiled and
showed me a sign that was nailed to a post near g®rbad. | didn’t understand it but
all of the locals smiled when they saw it.

NOBODY KNOWS

INTO THE AIR THE SECRET ROSE,
WHERE THEY'RE GOING, NOBODY KNOWS.
TOMORROW THEY'LL RETURN AGAIN,

BUT WE'LL NEVER KNOW WHERE THEY'VE BEEN.
DON'T ASK US ABOUT RESULTS OR SUCH,
UNLESS YOU WANT TO GET IN DUTCH.

BUT TAKE IT FROM ONE WHO IS SURE OF THE SCORE,
THE 509TH IS WINNING THE WAR.

WHEN THE OTHER GROUPS ARE READY TO GO,

WE HAVE A PROGRAM OF THE WHOLE DAMNED SHOW.
AND WHEN HALSEY'S 5TH SHELLS NIPPON'S SHORE,
WHY, SHUCKS, WE HEAR ABOUT IT THE DAY BEFORE.
AND MACARTHUR AND DOOLITTLE GIVE OUT IN ADVANCE,
BUT WITH THIS NEW BUNCH WE HAVEN'T A CHANCE.
WE SHOULD HAVE BEEN HOME A MONTH OR MORE,
FOR THE 509TH IS WINNING THE WAR.

We gave our last show on th8 &nd we were scheduled to fly to Hawaii the next
afternoon. The morning of August 6vas one of the strangest that | have ever lived
through. There was a feeling of excitement and dreackiaithl had breakfast in the
Officers club and all | heard was speculation aboai50d".
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Every B-29 on the base sat in it's parking spot. Thexe mo one flying from any
squadron except maybe the 50@ur flight was pushed back until five but three
borr:]bers landed in mid afternoon. They taxied to the étiteacunway and parked at the
509",

Within twenty minutes rumors were flying. The Jap’s hadc&#d our planes with a
death ray. We had attacked the Japs with a death rajs0Bavas dropping bombs
filled with the bubonic plague on Japan. The one thaliked the most was the three
planes had landed in Tokyo and had brought back the Jap &nbpeurrender.

The time came for us to leave and | don’t think thabaeynoticed. | was as filled with
curiosity as thy were but we left for Hawaii knowinglimiag.

When we landed in Hawaii we learned of the two Atomimbs that the 539had
dropped on Japan and when we landed in San Franciscanmedehat the war was
over.

Laska met me the next day at Union Station in LA. Sl that the Office of Internal
Communication (Motion Picture Industry) had called totbay after | turned in my final
report and expense invoice | was being transferred to tye iaactive reserve.
Effectively | had been fired.

That night we had a great dinner at the ranch and we drboktle of wine. | dug into my
suit case and showed her the souvenir that | had broagktitom my last tour.

It was a caricature of me done by an artist who painiteaf ghose naughty pictures on
the nose of the bombers. It was me leaning over loolaegvisards through my legs the
way a football center looks back at the quarterbackrelTba my bare butt were two big
tattoos. On my left cheek was my army nametag and ermrigiht cheek was another
nametag proclaiming,

Captain Lawrence L. Lee, USAR
Reaw Echelon Weenie.

Wally Matthews 509% CG
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And what of the rest

Bobby Ortiz survived the battles at Tarawa, lwo Jima akih@va and in January 1946
he started college at USC on the Gl Bill. He becamattorney and worked in Labor law
until 1956 when he was elected as the California AssemblymoanTorrance.

In February 1946 while working in Munich, Chris met an lishggirl, who was a newly

graduated attorney that was there to help sit up the naw sgstem. In April, 1947, in

St. Margaret’s church in Leicester England, CristiRemaldo married Miss Ginny Bois.
They returned to Redondo and bought a home in the Palae¥ hills where they raised
three daughters and remained the Lee’s best friends.

‘Larry Lee Home Builders’ became a reality in late 194 Laz looked all over
California for suitable land to buy. Her best pick vsaveral thousand acres of alfalfa
fields along the San Gabriel River east of Long Besighort. Although there wasn't a
drop of water for miles around she named the projedtebhaod’.

When Larry and Laz’s son was born in 1947 they agreechéhahould have a name that
connected him to friends and family. After some disicusbe was named Lavern Lucas
Lee. Larry didn’t question her choice of Chris’s midd&me. He had long since stopped
worrying about the connection between his wife and hisfhest.

In 1949, Lara Lynn Langtree Lee was born and the world wesrmquite the same.
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Authors Notes

The inspiration for this story comes from a few distmemories that | have of World
War Il in Southern California. My family arrived fromeXas in late 1942. They came for
the war work and to wait for my dad to be drafted. | suppthse at five years old, all |
have are a few memories for that first year butvehmany of the three years between
our arrival and the end of the war.

All of the characters in this story are fictitious Hubave borrowed names from past
friends and acquaintances. For example, my two bestdfsi when | was fifteen were
Eddy and Mikio who was Japanese. In this story, theacker named Eddy is Japanese.

Mikio and his family had been interned during the war sort@smories of that time were
of a roasting hot or freezing barracks surrounded by barkbesl wsomewhere in
Oklahoma. He did have relatives who served in the iNBsgtalion, the famous 160
Battalion of the 44% Infantry. How he turned out to be such a good and norrdaiski
still a mystery to me.

The Redondo Beach area was a special place of my paRaised in central Texas, they
were drawn to the ocean. We lived inland a few miles thayy never missed an
opportunity to stand on the old fishing pier and look atlbhe Pacific.

The Palos Verdes hills are a peninsula that form the squ@mner of the Los Angles
megalopolis. Now they are completely covered by upsmadevery upscale homes. The
original development was Palos Verdes Estates thastaggd in the late ‘20’s and early
‘30’s. The upper left of the square is Redondo Beach. Gwerlright side in San Pedro.
The left and bottom of the square are towering clé&ling to the ocean. It can be one of
the most spectacular sights in California.

When | first saw them in 1943 they were covered mdstlabandoned Japanese farms.
There was a dirt road along the cliff-tops leading frBedondo to San Pedro. It was
forbidden for civilians to use that road at night. Thererew several large gun
emplacements to guard against any unannounced enemy st $ail up with an
invasion fleet.

The small abandoned farmhouses had been overran witlertiens of flower gardens
that had been so dear to their interred owners. Tée dolored bougainvillea that had
been patently tended before the war had ran wild and pbadeeautiful display as it
devoured the old houses. In the spring the hills were aeipl covered with
wildflowers. It was a beautiful sight that obscured thagedy that they hid. Of course
there was no sympathy at all for the ‘dirty Japst thad been hauled off somewhere so
the world would be safe for us ‘real Americans’.

The pier in Redondo was a special place for me. Ittha® that an old man, who was

like my adopted grandfather, took me fishing. | should marti@t the ‘old man’ was
probably in his early forties but in the eyes of adittby, everyone looked older.
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On the street beside the pier was a café called saifjpere was a story that went with
the place. The café was only open for dinner on FridaySatdrday nights. There were
four or five booths and several counter stools. The m&t® had no choice of menu.
They had to eat what Larry fixed. Reservations were rbgderiting your name onto a
calendar that was nailed to the front door. Customersddato write in ink so no one
could erase there reservation and write in their own.mdyher and father waited for
weeks for the opportunity to eat fried halibut and green beainthey said that the wait
was worth it.

My dad worked in the aircraft factories and the ship yard&an Pedro and he was never
drafted. My mother and her sister raised me and my c&esigy and we all spent hours
on the beach at Redondo.

My mother was raised on a Texas farm with four brotherd three sisters. My
grandparents were great readers and they passed this fweirtohildren. They all read
the classics and any of them could recite Shelly and Bgron and Longfellow by heart.

A somewhat strange memory | have of my mother ancumy Claire is the two of them
standing at the end of the Redondo Beach pier facingwding wind and watching a
angry gray sea while taking turns quoting lines of poetry.

The lines that they quoted are etched in my memory foreve

| remember the black wharves and the dips
And the sea-tides tossing free
And the Spanish sailors with bearded lips
And the beauty and mystery of the ships
And the magic of the sea

H.Worhgfellow

Laska was one of my mother’s favorite poems and byithe It was six | could recite it
by heart.

So here is a story from fragments of my boyhood mésand lots of my imagination. |
wanted the characters to be strong and weak, good andilledwith confidence and
racked by inner doubts and fears. In other words, | wanted tilvée like most of us.

You may be curious about the plethora of names thét wtth the letter ‘L’. When |
returned from the Air Force with my new English wibeir neighbors were a couple with
five little daughters. All seven of them had first, meldand last names that started with
the letter ‘L’. | thought that it was so odd that | ded to use it in this story.
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The last line of the story mentions the birth of Lagai. Langtree Lee. | like this little
girl and her parents, so | left a little teaser aboat impact on the future. Perhaps
someday she will be a fictional astronaut or senattwaok robber or the first woman on
Mars. Whatever she becomes, she will, as the Chinedesgpiner says, live in
interesting times.
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