








(without me knowing where they were). I don’t know how I first found them
there. I did know she talked about having a friend from her childhood that
lived in Rochester. Somehow I decided to take a few weeks off and make a
trip to Rochester after finishing my PhD work in Venice Florida. I went to
the Catholic Church and inquired. At first, the secretary didn’t help but I
somehow convinced her to tell me about if they were there. They were. The
priest arranged a meeting of the kids but they were so into the influence of
their mother that they didn’t want to come with me. So I left, Heidi and I
driving back to CA. I later found out that Greg and Kevin tried to reach me
and wanted to come back with me. But, it was not to be.

While I was teaching at Covina, Heidi and I had separated and then
got back together. We had married at the Puddingstone house. We took a
trip together up to Montana as I heard about a college job there. Well, I got
the job and I bought a big moving truck along with two trailers and Heidi,
me, Greg and her two kids Chris and Erick. We drove up to Montana and
began a life there. I taught there for 3 years and again was very successful
but the same trouble, when one person is so successful it makes the other
teachers work harder to even be accepted. One English professor tried to
make out with Heidi and there was trouble as she didn’t accept his advances.
She didn’t tell me who it was at first. But one time I had to go to a meeting in
a nearby town and I was to get back in time for a dance the college president
was having that we were invited to. Well, the English professor was one of
the professors that made the trip (I rode in his car down there). He was
married and had cheated on his wife before and he decided to stay there the
night as he met another woman. I of course didn’t want to stay but I had no
way home. It was like 110 miles away. Well, after I missed the dance, Heidi
called this guys wife and told him about things. When we got back his wife
really gave it to him. She told him about Heidi and what she had said. Well, it
was this professor that decided whether the professors in his department
should get tenure. Of course he didn’t give it to me so I was out of a good job
that I was really successful at and had to look for another job. In the
meantime Heidi decided to go back to CA. She was troubled mentally and
her religion was really getting ‘wacky.” So I was there in Montana, with
Greg. 1 had met many musicians in Montana and so I formed a Music
conservatory in Whitefish, Montana. The first two years it was very
successful — so successful that some of the teachers, mostly the teachers of
dance and ballet — after me paying for P.R. etc. had such a good enrollment
that she, after two years, decided to open her own school. It was found that
the success of the conservatory the college began to offer more classes in the
arts. The conservatory was not a state sponsored institution and it could not
give college credit. Well, after a very successful two years and classes not
only in music, but ballet, drama, art, and a class I taught in the history of
early Hollywood films, I decided to close the place and with Greg, we moved
to Seattle with the bass player I had in my jazz groups. After I left the college
I formed a trio with a singer and we played at a place called the ‘“Oriental
Express.” A nightclub that had two railroad cars on each side with a



restaurant in the middle. We worked there on the weekends and on Sunday
had a jam session. Each Sunday they would give us a buffet before the jam
and the jam lasted about 4 hours. The place was packed. They couldn’t fit in
anymore people. It was a real swinging time. After awhile the local ski resort
heard us and offered us a job there. We decided to take it as it was for more
nights and we could ski free. During the time in Montana I had learned to ski
and loved it. I really miss skiing but I’m a little old for it now.

It didn’t go well in Seattle as we couldn’t find gigs. So I took a job at a
school on Orcas Island, near Seattle. You had to take a ferry to the island
and I didn’t enjoy the job. It was just a job until I found something else.

Well, Greg decided to go to college in Eugene, Oregon so I moved
down to Carmel and began playing at the Holiday Inn there. While there I
met Clint Eastwood who used to come in for dinner various times during the
month. I was living in a small apartment in Carmel. After awhile I decided to
take a vacation down to see my mother in New Orleans. I had been interested
in jazz history and was doing an essay and when I was in New Orleans I met
Don Marquis who had just written a book on Buddy Bolden. I thought that
New Orleans was the place I think that I wanted to be at this time so I moved
there. I met all kinds of people doing work on the history of early jazz and
Don asked me to write an article about some of the research I was beginning
to do. I wrote 4 articles on the plantation bands in Plaquemines Parish and
they were published in the New Orleans Jazz Club’s monthly magazine the
“Second Line.” After their publication I heard that a jazz writer in London
had read my articles and wrote that '"there is a new jazz historian in New
Orleans that is opening up new avenues in jazz history,” I then decided to
devote my live to jazz research. I have, some 20 years later, published more
then 50 books on early jazz and many jazz articles in most of the leading
music magazines of today.

After staying with my mother in her apartment for a few months I
moved over to the North Shore of Lake Pontchartrain and began working at
a place called “Friends.” I had a trio of two great guys, one now playing with
the Dukes of Dixie. We stayed there about S years, being accepted by the
customers and the place was packed every night we played. We even had a
late night jazz performance on Saturday nights from 12 to 3. Al Belletto the
great New Orleans sax player joined the trio and we had some wild sessions.
While on the North Shore I formed two bands: The Northshore Big Band
and the Musica Jazz Antiqua, both of which were very successful. ( I had a
very successful big band at the college.)

From a rented place I moved to a great house in Abita Springs and
after the owners of “Friends” sold the place I moved to the French
restaurant ‘“La Province.” It was one of the classy places and was considered
one of the top 10 restaurants around New Orleans. I played there four nights
a week. They had build a new room with a fire place, comfortable chairs and
couches and got a grand piano for me to play on. I stayed there for about 4 or
5 years and it was there that I met Lynne my 3" wife on a New Years Eve
night. Her son had brought here there for the holiday and it was love at first



sight. But it was not to be a happy relationship, even after being married.
After about 2 years after meeting and marring her, the situation at home was
too hard for me to continue so I asked her to go to California with me but she
did not go. I left still loving her but having to get away from the situation
which had become too hard for me to remain in.

(I know that I am leaving some ‘stuff’ out but it is hard to remember every
thing perfectly or time wise or accurately.)

I stayed with Greg and his wife Constance for awhile until I moved

out near Chris and stayed in a trailer he had until I found a piano playing gig
up in the nearby mountains, playing a number of months in various places
until I settled down at the ‘“Chateau Gourmet” in Crestline. I stayed there for
about S years — until the place burnt down. I formed the Lake Arrowhead
Early Jazz Band when I moved up on the mountain and we made a CD
entitled “The Cakewalk,” It was during this time in 2002 that my book *Jazz
in Print” was published by Pendragon Press. It was a collection of early jazz
magazine articles that I had collected over a period of some 20 years. (Check
my web site (www.basinstreet.com) for my other books and music
arrangements. Greg is my webmaster and in my eyes he is a genius at it. All
my books now are on discs and sell all over the world, especially in Europe.
I have been living in a small town in the mountains called Arrowbear. It has
been 8 years and I now own the house. My son and his wife Constance live
down in the valley below and I get to see him most every week as he comes to
visit. They own a small cottage just a block away from mine.

Time Line

1932 (August 24) Born



A Trip to the past -
Mt. Rainier, the Old Neighborhood

Call it nostalgia or déja vie, call it reminiscing or dreaming.
Call it whatever you want to but to experience coming back to
the old neighborhood is all of the above. It had been 25 years
since | left the elm-lined streets of Mt. Rainier, Maryland, near
the District of Columbia. The occasion was to do research at the
Library of Congress for articles | write for the 'Second Line,' a
jazz publication of the New Orleans Jazz Club and for a speech
at the Convention of the American Jazz Federation. (After
appearing on a Washington, D. C. radio show | received 7
phone calls from former students - 25 years later).

Driving up from New Orleans, my present residence, |
decided not to take the Beltway around D. C. from the Virginia
side to the Greenbelt exit but instead | optioned to drive through
the District of Columbia. It was a New D. C. that | drove
through. | recognized the big famous landmarks such as the
Washington Monument and many of the other monuments, but
not the route | took to see the Watergate concerts many years
ago. After making a number of correct turns (which at least
made me feel as if | did remember some things about the city) |
passed by the old school I attended that sat on the 'big' hill- only
the big hill wasn't a big hill but a small one and what once was
an elite public school was now run down and totally Negro
enroliment.

That experience should have tipped me off to what | was
about to live through.

But it didn't. As I drove from 4th and Rhode Island Avenue
to the turn on 34th Street - a distance that | once walked as a



13th year old fanatically collecting maps from every gas station
| passed. In the process I collected about 35 maps of most every
state in the Union, also collecting the police who my mother had
called when | didn't return home from school. | had arrived at
home, tired, hungry, holding the treasures of my sojourn into a
living room of the old house containing my visibly worried
mother, my brother, rather unconcerned who seemingly knew |
was up to something and that | was safe, and my father, who had
arrived home just a few minutes before | did trying to console
my worried mother. The total distance I traveled that afternoon |
concluded that night was an undetermined one. It must have
been 20 miles or so. Many times during this trip | said to
myself, "There's that one more gas station in the next block, I'll
just walk to it and turn back." That gas station kept moving just
one block away until I found myself at the bottom of that big
hill on 4th and Rhode Island.

As | passed along Rhode Island Avenue in my car, |
noticed, as | progressed, that most of the gas stations were either
closed or had other businesses in them. | thought, "Boy | bet that
| could never do that now. Those maps now sell for $2.50 or
more dollars. | got them all for free. Before | knew it | was at
the District Line of Maryland. How could that be? One cannot
cover that many miles so quickly. But just as the big hill was not
so big, the mileage was not so long, especially when driving and
not walking the distance.

| turned up 34th Street and drove slowly looking more at
the buildings on the side of the road than the position of the car
on the road. | passed the building where | met Hopilong Cassidy
and Hark of the Wilderness each Saturday that | could.
Frankenstein and the Wolfman made me run most of the way



home from the movie show (the Cameo Theater) and it was in
that theater that I fell in love with Alice Faye. It is closed now.
A religious mission had taken over the theater. | thought that |
couldn't go every Saturday as some of the other kids did. I had
to miss some of the chapters of the serial that was shown each
Saturday because money was scarce then. | wondered why we
couldn't afford the 6 cents for the movie. My father, a hard
working man, though unskilled, did have a steady job and did
earn $12.00 a week (He often worked as many as three jobs to
make ends meet, refusing to go on any government programs).
We could afford to get ice for the old icebox we had most of the
time. It was a big step for us when we got a true refrigerator
(which came much later in my childhood). We had homemade
root beer to drink and use some of the ice for. | remember once
in the middle of the night we all were awoke by a lot of what
sounded like gunshots. We soon discovered that it was the new
batch of root beer bottles my mother had made - she used too
much yeast and the bottle couldn't take the pressure that was
created and began exploding. We also used to make homemade
ice cream, a treat that was not without its work as we had to
spend time cranking the level that made the ice cream hard, but
the finished produce was the greatest ice cream you ever tasted.
Boy that was living.

By this time | was at the cross street and the old drug store
that | use to hang around with the other kids and have the most
delicious vanilla milk shakes in the world. It also was closed.
What a loss to the world. Lost forever are those delicious
shakes. | turned my head as | passed the Safeway. It was closed
too. | thought to myself, "How do the kids earn extra money as
we did." Every Saturday morning we would pull and ride our



wagons to the Safeway and hall groceries in them to the
customer's house - for a small fee - about 10 cents. Some times
we would get really lucky and the lady would give us 15 cents.
One day | got a whole quarter, a whole quarter - that would buy
me four movies, or two milk shakes, or a kite and a comic book.

The street also looked very small. | hoped that no car came
the other way as it was very narrow. Not the way | remembered
it. Everything had shrinked. Continuing down 34th Street,
passing the house of the girl that | gave my first date goodnight
kiss to (now what was her name?) | passed the fire house, where
my father used to be a volunteer fireman, the church my father
attended and onto 32nd Street, the street where | used to live.
Past Billy Black's house which was next to the creek, which was
no longer there (the house, not the creek); I arrived at the top of
the 32nd Street hill. It was on that same hill that brought me
many a thrill riding my sled down when it snowed. At the top
where all us kids would make a fire to warm ourselves while we
were sledding. Our house was in the middle of the 32nd St. hill.
| was going to stay at my aunt's house, also about half way
down the hill. I pulled over and parked near the curb in front of
the house and walked up the steps to the porch. | looked around
and promised myself that after |1 unloaded the car and had dinner
| would, for the first time in 24 years walk around the old
neighborhood.

After dinner, | stepped down from the front porch of my
aunt's house, a step that would put me back into the past, almost
25 years ago.

| walked past the two houses on the same side of the street
as my aunts' and crossed Webster St., a street that crossed 32nd
di-angular, at the middle of the hill. The 'Mills' house was



directly in front of me, but with a new (new to me) chain-linked
fence around it. Mr. Mills and family had lived in that house,
moving in just a few years after we moved in ours. | remember
that he was very tall. I am now 6'2 and | wondered how tall he
would look to me now? | thought he might be 7 feet tall, maybe
even taller. But everything else was smaller, including me. |
called to him when | saw him in the yard. He remembered me
having spoken to my mother on a previous trip. He was tall but
not seven feet tall. I would think that he was about 6'5.

My house was next in line. The front had changed in
appearance with a little fence around the perimeter but the
structure of the house was the way | remembered it. It was a
bungalow style with a porch (but the swing was not there). |
looked into the back yard. The pear tree and the apple tree, both
not the tall, big trees | remembered them to be but smaller in
statue and without all that delicious fruit I remember. | also
suddenly thought of sitting in the apple tree and eating
numerous apples which unfortunately a few were green and that
sickness of the stomach one never forgets. The cherry tree was
not there. No more of those great cherry pies my mother used to
make. The plum tree and mulberry tree were also gone. But
standing bigger than | remembered it was the magnificent giant
tulip tree. It dwarfed every tree in the vicinity. But missing was
the Baltimore oriole nest that once occupied the extreme end of
one of the high branches. Seeing the tree and remembering the
nest | thought of how ever as a child | remember how beautiful
that bird was. | still remember the picture | drew of the orange
and black colored bird for an art lesson when | was in the fifth
grade. | was to find out latter in the next few blocks that not
only the oriole was gone but the gentle rolling hills of this part



of Maryland that we used to hike through, taking a lunch and
following the creek up for miles, seeing in the process,
raccoons, possums and even foxes. Now there are lots of
apartment houses there now.

It was then that | noticed that many of the old trees were
missing. The street used to be lined with giant elm trees, their
limbs covering the streets on each side, hanging their branches
completely covering the street with a green ceiling, the sun only
able to sneak through causing intermitting long rays of sunlight
like streamers of crepe paper hanging from the ceiling of a
dance hall. The big tulip tree across from my house in the
vacant lot (there were a lot of small vacant lots then) was gone.
During a rain storm | was sitting at the front window looking at
the rain when a lighting bolt hit the tree in its upper branches
and created a loud cracking sound and cracking a big split in the
trunk. There was a new rambler house on the lot. | thought,
"With the house there, where do the people get their
blackberries for making pies?" Most of the old vacant lots were
covered with wild blackberries and in the next block one field
had wild strawberries. That was the lot that stole my new
boomerang | got one Christmas. For years | would look for it.
The first time | threw it, it went into the underbrush and | was
never able to find it. | felt like going over to the house, ring the
bell and even though it had been about 25 years, maybe they
found it when they cleared the lot to build their house. (But of
course | didn't, but by now I was not walking around in 1983; it
was 1940, the last Christmas that | was to have 'real ' toys. In
Christmas of 1941 we were engaged in World War Il and from
then on it was no metal toys, no new car, no bubble gum, etc.,
only paper toys and no candy, we even had ration cards to buy a



small amount of sugar and meat, when it was available, which
wasn't often.

| continued walking and found myself standing in front of
the Bartholomew house, once a very well kept, and to me, a
much nicer house than mine. Mr. B. was a Jewel Tea salesman
and | will always remember the car he drove, a company car
with the Jewel Tea emblem on its side door. There were three B.
children, two boys and a girl. A remember one was tall and
named Richard, the girl, a rather pretty girl - | think her name
was Janet. | had a boyhood crush on her but I think she was a
few years older and when you are young a few years might as
well be a century. The house now was broken down and | have
been told that it has been condemned by the city. My memory
now was working. The house next to the B's was occupied by
the Thomas's. He was a carpenter and she was a nurse. |
remember that one night my mother went out and | stayed with
Mr. Thomas. He was building a back porch to his house and |
remember helping him do it, even working when it got dark as
he put on a big light and kept working. I remember the work
ethics of people like Mr. Thomas. They were 7th Day
Adventists and were really good people. Good friends with my
parents.

As | walked away, before | knew it | was in the next block.
| looked back and saw that | had walked the entire block. I
walked out into the middle of the street and looked up the hill.
Could this be the giant hill I used to have to pull my sled up
after coming down from the top? It was not very long. The top
seemed so close I could throw a stone and reach it.

Only a car horn ended the silence. | was in the middle of
the street. | didn't recover quickly. The car had to blow again



before | realized that he was blowing at me and that | had better
move and let him pass. | didn't even try to explain why | was in
the middle of the street, he wouldn't have understood anyway. |
just turned quickly and continued walking down toward the
creek. Although | was only about a block away from the old
house | didn't recognize as many houses. It seems that we stayed
within our block when we played. There were so many Kids in
the block that we didn't have to go even a block away to play
and have friends. As | walked | thought about our routine when
we returned from school. Having walked about four blocks from
the bus my brother and | would enter the house, throw our books
on the front couch or put them on the piano and shout to our
mom, "We're home." Immediately | would go to the kitchen
open the refrigerator and pour a glass of milk, go to the pantry
(a room that opened into the kitchen but did not have any heat
during the winter as it was where we kept all the food) and stick
my hand into the cookie jar. After eating some only stopping
when my mother would shout to stop or I would spoil my
appetite for dinner. Next it was to the piano. The weather might
be extremely hot (no A.C. in those days) the neighborhood kids
yelling for my brother and | to come and play street football or
other games. But that half hour was sacred. The other kids
eventually understood that and after an initial period of kidding
me, they accepted that | would not be outside to play ball until
at least a half hour after | got home. That was piano practice
time and nothing interfered with that - so said my mother.
Although I did get a lot of kidding about me playing music, the
last laugh was mine as my music enabled me to travel all over
the U. S. and overseas doing shows and as | was becoming a



teenager, meeting all kinds of beautiful show girls that were on
the show with us.

Our brand of street football was similar to that of Bill
Cosby, who talked about in his youth playing football on the
city streets of Philadelphia. Our game plan for a sure touchdown
was "Billy, go down two trees, cut left along the cracks and then
go to the McCuens' and stop. Bob, you go down to the crazy
elm tree, and stop, then when | fake to Billy start moving down
to the Desoto and turn. Henry, first block out and just go down
to the fireplug and stop. Of course on the snap of the ball the
other team usually rushed and | had to fake and run with the
ball. Many times | was able to fake them out and run around
them. | remember doing that but as | look at the street today and
see how narrow it was, | was either a greater runner than O. J.
Simpson, or | was remembering wrong. Of course | am sure that
it was the latter.

| crossed over the street that runs along the creek. In the
early days especially when it rained the creek would be a raging
body of water. There were times the water was so strong that the
bridge would wash out. This meant that | would have to walk
around the long way if | was on the other side of the creek when
it overflowed. | was finishing the newspaper route that I had. It
was about a two-mile walk around to the tunnel that allowed the
creek to flow under the road. After serving my papers one
Saturday morning | was caught in the rain and upon reaching the
creek it was beginning to go down after the rain. It was still very
high and | would have to wait it out or take the long way home.
| waited for awhile, then decided to try to wade it. To this day
my parents have not been told of the foolish thing I did that
morning. Deciding that the water had gone down enough and



the current was not too powerful, 1 waded into the water and
began to walk to the other side, a distance of about 50 feet.
What | didn't realize was that there was more than water coming
down in that creek. There were logs and other kinds of debris.
Near the center a large log that was submerged hit my right knee
cap causing me to loose my balance and I sank into the water
and was being carried downstream. | came up yards away from
where | had entered the water and struggled to swim to the bank,
a bank covered with roots of nearby trees. | managed to reach
the bank, very tired and with a lot of water swallowed and other
bruises from the debris in the water. | grabbed for the roots,
caught hold of one and began to pull myself up. Near half way
up the bank out of the water, the root gave way and | found
myself in the water again being carried down stream with the
current becoming stronger as the creek narrowed. As | drifted
something hit me in the back of the head and really hurt. The
only thing | remembered was thinking | had to get to the near
bank. | managed to do this and pull myself out of the water. |
don't remember doing this but | couldn't have gotten out of the
water any other way. It was a very foolish thing to do, going
across the creek and I didn't tell my parents of what happened
only that | got wet serving the papers in the rain. The creek is
now paved along the banks with cement. The bridge is no longer
there and there is even a fence along the banks of the creek. No
more hikes down and up the creek. We did find the place the
creek came from but we never found out where the creek ended
up. | followed the creek to the next block and turned up to see
the field we played on for organized boy's club baseball games.
This field used to be a little forest before the town worked with
all us kids in the neighborhood clearing the field of all the brush



and tress, leveling it and building a baseball field and basketball
courts so we didn't have to play street ball. All the kids worked
many hours clearing the field. Half of the field now has an
elementary school and the basketball court and one baseball
diamond is still there. As | walked onto the field | saw the
present kids playing a pickup basketball game on the court. |
stopped and watched them. Having progressed from the present
to the past | wanted to join the game. | remembered the game
that | hit seven straight jump shots and was impossible to cover.
| recovered in time not to impose on their game but thought to
myself | should go to them and say, "Hey you kids, don't you
know who | am. | am the one that cleared this field and fixed up
that basketball court you are playing on. Don't you want to
thank me and hear how we did it and how it used to be? You
see, guys, we needed a field to play on cause we would skin our
knees and arms falling in the cement street, and it would ruin
my Washington Senators baseball I caught off the bat of Mickey
Vernon. We needed a playground. Also, it was the place that we
heard the bob white (a bird). Every evening we heard the bob
white whistling. We never could find its nest but we knew it was
somewhere in this field. We never did find its' nest.

What's that? Who is Mickey Vernon? Although | asked
myself that question as if one of the kids did it brought me back
to reality. | just smiled and said to myself, they wouldn't care
about who cleared the field. | felt a feeling of satisfaction and
that | would be remembered, not by the present kids but to
posterity that the old neighborhood kids did something for the
future Kkids to appreciate and use and their using it was reward in
itself"



| left the playground and walked up the back steps that led
to Webster St. | passed the Flanagan House. | remember there
were three Flanagan boys, two older than me and one younger.
Eddie, the younger, well, | was sort of his hero. He watched me
play baseball and followed me and always wanted to be on my
side when we made up teams for street football. Eddie became a
Catholic priest and when | was in Rome (he was at the North
American College there) he said a mass for me in St. Peters -
what an honor that was for me to attend my own mass said by
Father Eddie. Eddie now is at the Franciscan monastery and we
emailed each other after some50 years.

| passed the other house on the corner of Webster and
32nd. It was a big three story house. From that very porch, high
up there, we launched the biggest flying airplane ever built. Its
wing span was about seven feet and after working on it for
weeks the test was scheduled for Friday afternoon. To make a
long story short, the flight was a failure. On the first flight the
plane crashed, breaking one of the wings and the rudder.
Beyond repair there was only one thing to do. We carried it
back to the porch after repairing the damage temporally. It was
getting dark so it would be more spectacular. We poured a little
gas on the plane, lit it and let it go. It was a great last flight of a
proud bird - the plane soared, the flight being longer and more
successful then the first flight. It crashed with flashing furry, the
body of the plane still intact but burning with long multicolored
flames, | guess due to the airplane glue we used. It was a grand
sight flying with flames and then crashing. | was sorry to loose
the plane with all the long hours I needed to build it but it was a
glorious ending.



Webster Street had houses on the right side but except for
the house on the corner and another two near the end of the
block there was a long open field where we used to play
football. It was the site of my great broken field touchdown that
won the game 75 to 74. Now it is the site for five more houses.
Some of the older houses were still there but have not been kept
up and are no longer the houses as | remember them. The
neighborhood used to be a middle class area but now it is lower-
class with mixed house owners.

On Webster Street lived Eddie Kelly - his father was Boy
Scout leader and we were all scouts. Eddie was one of two
bullies in the neighborhood, along with a guy named Charles.
Charles one day tried to pick a fight with me. He was big. | tried
to not fight him and began to walk away. He came after me,
running at me full speed. | turned and grabbed his arm and flung
him over my body and slammed his body into the street. He laid
there, really hurt but not any broken bones. He never bothered
my again. | was in one fight that was for the glory of the
neighborhood. A boy named Mickey was the leader of another
close-by neighborhood. He was red headed. It was an arranged
fight with neighborhood rules - no sticks, stones, etc, only
wrestling. After a long time he finally got the best of me and |
was tagged down. We both got up and shook hands and it was
over - both had put up a good fight and he told me it was a good
fight and we both should be proud and said he almost gave up
once when | had him down.

My best friend lived further down on Webster St. His name
was Bobby. He had a sister that liked me and | did not like her.
They were well off and always went to the Redskin Football
game. We could never afford the tickets for me and my brother.



| remember Henry, my brother, when he was older got season
tickets to the full season and paid only $19.00. | remember that
Washington used to have a pro basketball team called the
"Capitals". We used to go to the nearby delicatessen and watch
the game on T. V. (we didn't have one for a while) and eat the
best cheese popcorn | ever tasted.

The streets were narrower, the blocks shorter and the
houses smaller. Physically | suppose the neighborhood had not
changed its size but in my memory it was bigger.

| had a good childhood and my parents always tried to give
us the best they could. At the time it was great. We didn't know
that we were poor or how hard my father and mother worked to
give us music lessons or a new baseball glove for me.

Perhaps | will remember other happenings in the past, but,
| think it will take another trip to the old neighborhood. I hope
to take it some time in the near future. | will really enjoy seeing
the old spots and the places in D. C. that | used to visit on the
street car on week-ends. | enjoyed seeing the museums, the
monuments, and the old movie theaters where | saw floor shows
along with a movie. That really will be great.
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{ State File No..
CERTEFECATE OF BERTH Rcﬂstrahon Dist.Ne.. ; Q—— 8

IE PLURAL 4. Twia, friplel, or ether. ... ... 6. Premature, |, C/ i 7. Lesiti 8 Dateof ()
S 5. Hember, in order of birth. S ... mm.(«;& i “‘“‘"’% s N
A T =
ME% % 18. Fal . MOTHER

s Q 19. . 0. hdress
*-»(lfunrwdekt, give phce and State ), %‘r é%l]l% . Wgé’ k. (If nonresident, give place and Slalc ) Wﬁ& 5 %‘4 .......

(State of comntry) . ﬁ

| 23. Trade, profession, or particalar kind
of work done, as housckeeper, . - -

Erlipl:ct(uryurpl-ce) }/ZMWWMD? ........... 22. Birthplace ( city or place) . W”AA&
{5k ql_ XL ' ”

%14 Trade, profession, o parnmiir
kind of work dope, as spinner, r@
- sawyer, bookesper, e, L. ... \ e U A e
15. Iedestry er business in whick ﬁ, ; = | 24. Ind b i whi
wark wes done, as silk mill, i 'fa “‘,’t;“id:j"f e:rlz!f;i

Z
)
<
aw mil, E*L S P = '
SO aoios - St RN =) lawyer's office, silk mill, elc... .. . 5T, L
o)
.

Date (wonth and year) ks
en;mémthsvzri) 17. Totl fine (seass) 25. Date (month and year) hast ..
ﬁ){zw,‘vi:,lg

e EE } %’7) engaged in this work. 2
of children of this mother

typist, purse, clerk, eic. ... ... v e SR : 7ot

CERTIFICATE OF ATTENDING PHYSICAN OR MKDWIFE

name added from - T M}am
plemental report Address

Filed 30 1932 ]

1950 - Graduated from McKinley Tech High School
1951-54 — U.S. Air Force — Samson Base, Wash. D. C., Iceland,
Dayton Ohio to discharge

1955 - 1958 — Univ. of Maryland

1958 - 1962 — Hyattsville Jr. High

1961 - 1965 - Eastern Jr. High

1966 — 1968 — Laguna Beach High

1968 — 1969 - Yucca Valley High School

1969 - 1973 — Ruddock Jr. High & Royal Oak High

1972 - 1975 - Flathead Comm. College

1975 — 1976 - Glazier Conservatory.

1977 — 1979 - Seattle and Teaching on Orcas Island

1980 - Playing at Holiday Inn in Carmel, CA

1980 — 1999 — New Orleans - playing piano and researching
1981 - 1985 — Boothville High School

1999 - 200? - Running Springs, CA

M2 12, Agmxasfmm._gz.z ........ el 20, Ol o mdBresn | 11 po it il 7 Q)

¢t tie of this birth and including tiis ckild) (2) Born alive and wow living. . . @ .. ... . I.. G)Mlﬁvehtnw&zﬂ : O.v '(c) Sliﬁbsm...c.,..::.’..;.r.r. :

hereby certify that 1 attended the birth of this child, who was. . . ... 6»@»« .......... at S ?/Pm. on thc date abovc statcd
(Born_alive or st <
WHEN THERE WAS NO ATTENDING PHYSICIAN e :
MIDWIFE, THEN THE FATHE, H - (SignedXg
, SHOULD MAKE TRIS RETLR e oL DER E i,

------------------------------ ( 2 .RE‘ = : ; :‘
'''''' SRRy Receint sent for this eertificate ﬁ/ﬁ’k’q’ 3 O St 32
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STATF. OF CALIFORNIA

B STANDARD ’lEACHING CREDENTIAL 'N! 38321 scr.

Specialization in Secondary Teaching

To all persons to whom these presents come, greetings:

The State Board of Education, acting in accordance with
the authority vested in i, awards this credential to

KARL WARREN XOENIG

mcmdm ting the requi ts eatablish ’byhwandbyﬂ;eSmeandofEducsmn.m!bﬂmihafolhwmgwm
:ig;*' the mbt)ezt(ys) shown hercon as mniom und mimn in dm seven through twelve
2. Teaening any subjects in classes organized
3. Teaching any area of 1 sducation listed on thz croden( % mfradoa one tln'ougix fourteen
4'£;mam§§$mbhcti(gmhem;&nﬁlmmdmhmdaf n and fourteen when such teaching is authorizad by resolution
o vern ona
5. Servx;g ss a liﬁadanu& an elementary schiool, junior high school, high school, or junior college if the specialized area of Lhraslanship &

listed on the credential
8. Teaching art or music in elementary grades if shown hereon as a major or minor
Issuep ¥or LIFE .
MAJOR ~ MINOR
x Music Humanities:

Dare Issosn  July 29, 1969 A%k Englieh
£Ak A
Pefoennmpnnt

President, State Board of Education

y /?.ﬁ,;q
Superintendent of Public Instruction; and
Secretary, State Board of Education
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STares of B \\
from the Armed Forres of the Anited Stalps of Amerita
Eimi gk
i i sty ol

KARL W. KOENIG, AF 1341 93 85, A/2C, AFRes

-

Uit Stz Ay P -

£ ( ? T 2
f///é/////*mt_ //Zf/////// August 1959 ://///J/K///%#MM/WW

/y,zz//mﬂm/////%////awﬁf%%/%m

B &
I IEWIS W. WRIGHT
Lt. Colonel, USAF

THIS 18 AN IMPORTANT RFCORD — SAFFGIIARD ITI



CHACTER OF SEPARATION
HONORABLE

& REPORT OF SEPARATION FROM THE
ARMED FORCES OF THE UNITED STATES

DEPARTMENT

AR F

CE

1. LAST TAME - FIRST NAME __ MIDDLE NAME 2. SERVICE NUMBER % GR AFDE e !}ﬁ¥E.E.u RANK AND g'g c{%}\gSPONENT AND BRANCH]
- . S Ay
< Koenig Karl larren AP 13 419 385 | a4/ 9(,( ;) © Apr 53| Regal
& | 5-_QUALIFICATIONS Ty, ntalict, Fian 6. EFFECTIVEDATE OF SEPARATION | 7. TYPE OF SEPARATION > | gase
SPECJALTY NUMBER or SYMBOL| RELATED CIVILTAN oC UPA‘HDN AND D. 0. T. NUMBER DAY MQNTH lf
e .lé_lﬂ:___ Il.au_sgga_nL Instrumental 5 94.12 [y ] Se Igéﬁ r Act Mil Service
i= | & REASON AND AUTHORITY FOR SEPARATION 9, PLACE OF SEPARATIOH
3 vy > G3 ] ] i i
S| Exviration of Term of Service AFR 39-10 Wright Fatterson Alr Force Base, Chilo
% 10. DATE OF BIRTH 1. PLACE OF BIRTH (City and Stare) 12. DESCRIPTION
DAY MONTH YEAR EX - RACE COLGR HAIR C 'OR EYES HE, " WEI
l Ay | 32| Takoma Park, Md ie auecasia TOWD Srown 65@1 i ig%
«}_13. REGISTERED 14, SELECTIVE SERYICE LOCAL BOARD NUMBER (City, County, State) 15. INDUCTED
wil'VES SELECTIVE SERVIEE NUMBER MQNTH
=i hEES 5 |#55, Hyattsville, Prince Georges Co., Md. o4 "Hb1ichB%
§§ 16. ENLISTED IN OR TRANSFERRED TO A RESERVE COMPDNENT
7 YES COMPONENT AND BRANCH OR CLASS COGNIZANT DISTRICT OR AREA COMMAND 3 F
lmg X AB".@SA I First Air Force
MEANS OF ENTRY OTHER THAN BY INDUCTION

17.

X ENL'ISTEDFE LY¥rs.

REENLISTED

[] commissionen

[ catep From inacTive puty

18, RAI
ENTRY INTO ACTIVE SERVICE

GRADE __ RATE OR RANK AT TIME OF

Pvt.

SERVICE DATA

19. DATE AND PLACE OF ENTRY INTG ACTIVE SERVICE 20. Home Address AL Time OF Entry Inte Active Serviee (Sr., R. F. D., City, County and Srate)
DAY | WONTH YEAR [ PLACE (Cny Seate), & : P e

7-[ Sep | 1| ria, Va. 4401 32nd St., lMount Rainier, irinces Georges,Nd.

25. ENLISTMENT ALLOWANGE PAID ON EXTENSION
STATEMENT OF SERVICE FOR PAY PURFOSES A. YEARS| B. MONTHS | C. DAYS | 25  ENLISTHENT ALLOY
2. NET ( ) Service Completed For Pay Purpases Excluding This Perlod NO‘t]ﬁ_&D"‘lic bhle | DAY [ WoNTH LVEA" AMOUNT
pl]
22. NET SERVICE COMPLETED FOR PAY PURPOSES THIS PERIOD L 0 & Nébt Applibab.
23. OTHER SERVIGE (Aot of 16 June 1943 as amended) COMPLETED FOR PAY PURPOSES 0 O 5] 26. FOREIGN AND/OR SEA SERVICE DAY
YEARS WGNTHS

24. TOTAL NET SERVICE COMPLETED FOR PAY PURPOSES J o 0 I 11 |
27 BECORATIONS, MEDALS, BADGES, COMMENDATIONS, CITATIONS AND CAMPAIGH RIBBONS AWARDED OR AUTHORTZED

Mational Defense lervice Medal

C 3 5 3 3 T LA “y, 4 R B e se
Good Conduct Medal, Para 11, SO 89, Hq WPAFB, Chio, dtd 21 avr 55
8. MOST SIGNIFICANT DUTY ASSICNMENT 29.” WOUNDS RECEIVED AS A RESULT OF ACTION WITH ENENY FORCES {Place and dare, if Fmown]
)

661et AF Band None
30 SERVICE SCHODLS OR COLLEGES, COLLEGE TRATNING COURSES DATES 31 SERVICE TRAINING COURSES
AND/OR_POST-GRAD. COURSES such’ssruLLY COMPLETED, (From-To) MAIOR COVRSES SUCCESSFULLY COMPLETED

ilone o |
5 L%Si 3’ 418@9
0 1HE bEKY
HIER.E HEYE)

PRI RN

Not Applicable

ALL ENTRIES APPLY TO CURRENT PERIOD OF SERVICE (unless otherwise indicated)

COVERNMENT INSURANGE INFORMATION: (1) ﬁ&‘a&.’“ i must contin
abov

"o ba paid when due, Iar’ Withio 31 days theréafier, r

Insuradce will lapse. (B) Term insurance not

PERSONAL DATA

) under walver same as it } Term Insurancs under walver —-m-ln- payment must be resumed within 120 days after separation. Fumard premiums on NSLI to Veterans Administra-
Z tion District Office having Jurisdiction over the aren shown In Ites: 47, ForwarG premiums on USGLI to Veterans Admivistration, Washingtos 25, D. C. (See VA Pamphlet 9-3), When paying
<§ premiums give full name, address, Service Number, Policy Number(s), Branch of Servics, date of separation. Contacs nearesi VA office for Information concerning Government Life Insurance.
gg 32A. Kind & Amt, of Insurance & Mithly. Premium 328 FRAI(I:.HIVE SERVICE PRIOR TO 33, MONTH ALLOTMENT DEISCONTINUED 34. MONTH NEXT PREMIUM DUE
Z A s T T A 5
3%|Hone Indsmnity ves Lo [ wwoow |0t Aprlicable Not Apvlicable
= = .
% 35. TOTAL PAYMENT UPON SEPARATION %UJESVHE‘LT‘%;A!{H';EGG.;‘EENAIK’.LOWANEE IN- 37‘. DISBURSING GFFICER'S NAME AND SYMBOL NUMBER
1 Mot Applicable Not Acpllcable Not Applicable
|- FEWARRS (Coniinua on veverself Sy O Gp 0. No time Igst
z D 8 54 0 Loie 103%
Sl unler Sec Ha 4pp 2b LCH 1951 fity WT 1 43-TI1)A Ent to Q@g
3| MCF PL 550 s2d Cong =t In.gtl pd $100,00 38 days accru
2| unused _Av to be pafd on £ o tén 7 @r% B s “Ite
&3 Dat R A I uxec er Egp tpr
g 26e LpT &) B )
£y 2ad (1 r78 Nrrehh 8 eiviToderd O,0TTE Glarts 55 B
2 Blests < =
3 - Gfficer
40. V. A. BENEFITS PREVIOUSLY APPLIED FOR (Specify fype)
COIPENSATIGH, PENSION, INSURANCE BENEFITS, ETC. l CLAIM NU" ER g
Hone sot Abpplicable
41. DATES OF LAST CIVILIAN EMPLGYMENT | 42. MAIN GIVILIAN OCCUPATION 43. NAME AND ADDRESS OF LAST CIVILIAN EMPLOYER
FRON 70 5 ’
None | None None lcne
44. UNITED STATES CITIZEN 45, MARITAL STATUS

46, NON- SERVIDE EDUCATION (Years snccessfully completed)

i 2 Gkﬁ: SC 1GH Eg:ﬁi DEGREE(S) MAJOR COURSE OR FIELD
Ve BT Married AR o )
8| 4 | O | None Commercial
47. PERMANENT ADDRESS FOR MAILING PURPOSES AFTER SEPARATION {(St., R.F.D., City, Councy and State)| 48. SIGNATURE OF PERSON BEING SEPARATED
Cee 20 i ' 3
PR Ll
Ly 4
.
FORM EDITION OF 1 JAN

DD

1 JuL 52

21

50 IS OBSOLETE

INDIVIDUAL'S COPY (TO BE DELIVERED TO THE INDIVIDUAL BEING SEPARATED) i

e £ o

20



GISTERBED

Orleans, Louisiana
1o S NE = e
U.S5.8ovt.Dist, -WashingtenD.Cl. 725101-3538

| Jefferson

" OF DEATH INSIDE

DULY RE

Ti3e. PARISH

| St.Tammany

s Forre

OVE ISA

SAT

OF PHYSICIAN

James Eor Sn‘hce, M.D.
y & {21B. DATE OF 5 ATURE
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=
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