






(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. I 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 5 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 3rd wife on a New Years Eve 
night. Her son had brought here there for the holiday and it was love at first 
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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 5 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. 
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A Trip to the past -  
Mt. Rainier, the Old Neighborhood 

 
Call it nostalgia or déjà 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 I 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 I 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 I received 7 
phone calls from former students - 25 years later). 

Driving up from New Orleans, my present residence, I 
decided not to take the Beltway around D. C. from the Virginia 
side to the Greenbelt exit but instead I optioned to drive through 
the District of Columbia. It was a New D. C. that I drove 
through. I recognized the big famous landmarks such as the 
Washington Monument and many of the other monuments, but 
not the route I took to see the Watergate concerts many years 
ago. After making a number of correct turns (which at least 
made me feel as if I did remember some things about the city) I 
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 
enrollment.  

That experience should have tipped me off to what I 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 I once walked as a 



13th year old fanatically collecting maps from every gas station 
I 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 I didn't return home from school. I 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 I 
was up to something and that I was safe, and my father, who had 
arrived home just a few minutes before I did trying to console 
my worried mother. The total distance I traveled that afternoon I 
concluded that night was an undetermined one. It must have 
been 20 miles or so. Many times during this trip I 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 I passed along Rhode Island Avenue in my car, I 
noticed, as I progressed, that most of the gas stations were either 
closed or had other businesses in them. I thought, "Boy I bet that 
I could never do that now. Those maps now sell for $2.50 or 
more dollars. I got them all for free. Before I knew it I 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. 

I 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. I passed the building where I met Hopilong Cassidy 
and Hark of the Wilderness each Saturday that I 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. I thought that I 
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. I 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. I 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 I was at the cross street and the old drug store 
that I 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. I turned my head as I passed the Safeway. It was closed 
too. I 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 I 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. I hoped that no car came 
the other way as it was very narrow. Not the way I remembered 
it. Everything had shrinked. Continuing down 34th Street, 
passing the house of the girl that I gave my first date goodnight 
kiss to (now what was her name?) I 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 I 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. 
I 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. I looked around 
and promised myself that after I unloaded the car and had dinner 
I would, for the first time in 24 years walk around the old 
neighborhood. 

After dinner, I 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. 

I 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. I remember 
that he was very tall. I am now 6'2 and I wondered how tall he 
would look to me now? I thought he might be 7 feet tall, maybe 
even taller. But everything else was smaller, including me. I 
called to him when I 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 I remembered it. It was a 
bungalow style with a porch (but the swing was not there). I 
looked into the back yard. The pear tree and the apple tree, both 
not the tall, big trees I remembered them to be but smaller in 
statue and without all that delicious fruit I remember. I 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 I 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 I thought of how ever as a child I remember how beautiful 
that bird was. I still remember the picture I drew of the orange 
and black colored bird for an art lesson when I was in the fifth 
grade. I 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 I 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 I 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. I 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 I got one Christmas. For years I would look for it. 
The first time I threw it, it went into the underbrush and I was 
never able to find it. I 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 I didn't, but by now I was not walking around in 1983; it 
was 1940, the last Christmas that I was to have 'real ' toys. In 
Christmas of 1941 we were engaged in World War II 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. 

I 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 I 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 - I think her name 
was Janet. I 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 I 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. I 
remember that one night my mother went out and I stayed with 
Mr. Thomas. He was building a back porch to his house and I 
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 I walked away, before I knew it I was in the next block. 
I looked back and saw that I 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. I was in the middle of 
the street. I didn't recover quickly. The car had to blow again 



before I realized that he was blowing at me and that I had better 
move and let him pass. I didn't even try to explain why I was in 
the middle of the street, he wouldn't have understood anyway. I 
just turned quickly and continued walking down toward the 
creek. Although I was only about a block away from the old 
house I 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 I walked I thought about our routine when 
we returned from school. Having walked about four blocks from 
the bus my brother and I 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 I 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 I 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 I would not be outside to play ball until 
at least a half hour after I 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 I 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 I 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 I had to fake and run with the 
ball. Many times I was able to fake them out and run around 
them. I remember doing that but as I look at the street today and 
see how narrow it was, I was either a greater runner than O. J. 
Simpson, or I was remembering wrong. Of course I am sure that 
it was the latter. 

I 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 I would have to walk 
around the long way if I was on the other side of the creek when 
it overflowed. I 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 I 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 I would have to wait it out or take the long way home. 
I 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, I waded into the water and 
began to walk to the other side, a distance of about 50 feet. 
What I 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. I came up yards away from 
where I had entered the water and struggled to swim to the bank, 
a bank covered with roots of nearby trees. I managed to reach 
the bank, very tired and with a lot of water swallowed and other 
bruises from the debris in the water. I 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 I found 
myself in the water again being carried down stream with the 
current becoming stronger as the creek narrowed. As I drifted 
something hit me in the back of the head and really hurt. The 
only thing I remembered was thinking I had to get to the near 
bank. I managed to do this and pull myself out of the water. I 
don't remember doing this but I 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 I 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. I 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 I walked onto the field I saw the 
present kids playing a pickup basketball game on the court. I 
stopped and watched them. Having progressed from the present 
to the past I wanted to join the game. I remembered the game 
that I hit seven straight jump shots and was impossible to cover. 
I recovered in time not to impose on their game but thought to 
myself I should go to them and say, "Hey you kids, don't you 
know who I am. I 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 I asked 
myself that question as if one of the kids did it brought me back 
to reality. I just smiled and said to myself, they wouldn't care 
about who cleared the field. I felt a feeling of satisfaction and 
that I would be remembered, not by the present kids but to 
posterity that the old neighborhood kids did something for the 
future kids to appreciate and use and their using it was reward in 
itself" 



I left the playground and walked up the back steps that led 
to Webster St. I passed the Flanagan House. I remember there 
were three Flanagan boys, two older than me and one younger. 
Eddie, the younger, well, I 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 I 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. 

I 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, I guess due to the airplane glue we used. It was a grand 
sight flying with flames and then crashing. I 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 I 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. I tried 
to not fight him and began to walk away. He came after me, 
running at me full speed. I 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. I 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 I 
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 I had him down. 

My best friend lived further down on Webster St. His name 
was Bobby. He had a sister that liked me and I 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. 



I remember Henry, my brother, when he was older got season 
tickets to the full season and paid only $19.00. I 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 I ever tasted. 

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

I 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 I will remember other happenings in the past, but, 
I think it will take another trip to the old neighborhood. I hope 
to take it some time in the near future. I will really enjoy seeing 
the old spots and the places in D. C. that I used to visit on the 
street car on week-ends. I enjoyed seeing the museums, the 
monuments, and the old movie theaters where I saw floor shows 
along with a movie. That really will be great. 



 
 
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 
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