Chapter 10 Talkin’ with MCR

‘You’ve raised two very successful children.  Let’s have fun with this one.’

Grandfather
“Grandfather also said, ‘Compared to other kids he’s a hard worker and entertaining.’

“He also said to my mother one time, ‘You’ve raised two very successful children.  Let’s have fun with this one.’

“My mother didn’t appreciate that.  She wanted me to become a teacher or a lawyer or something, so I could make money, because I was very poor.  I could barely make my expenses.  I had three jobs.  I worked at a gas station and the National Fiber and Cushioning Company in San Dimas.  They made paper sleeping bags for the forest service and the military and down at, you remember Ferris’ (on Bennett and Glendora)… our junk shop.  I worked for him at odd times.  And he was very nice to me.  And then I would also run the store a couple weeks in the summer, when I could, because he (the owner) wanted to go up to a place called Kuesite, (unsure spelling) a place where they had big rock shows.  He would leave the store in my hands, and I was pretty successful at selling junk.  

Austin (Michael’s cousin) worked across the street at the gas station.  So when he had to do something, I would see a car pull in   -- I would run across and do the windows and fill the tank and whatever.  And when I had to break for a few minutes to get more junk with my old truck  -- when people would say if you just clean out my old garage you can just have it, you know.  And so, I would take off, and if he (Austin) saw somebody stop at my store, he would cross the street to help them so we wouldn’t lose a customer.”  

“Well junk has been in the genes then?”

“Well, I grew up next to the dump.  It was on the north side of our property.  Where Goddard (School) is.  We would haul stuff all the time, down the wash.  My mother, every Christmas, as a Christmas gift to herself, would hire a man called Tex Gentry to come in and collect all the junk and take it back to the dump.  And it always made me sad, and I hated Christmas; and she would always do it when I was in school.”

“Even the junk that was in the forts?”

“They just took everything back.  I was just devastated.  She said, ‘I have to give myself something once in a while.’  (Michael chuckles).  She would get rid of all the ‘junk.’  It was 90% ‘stuff’ just stacked around for future forts.  And (laughs) then I had to haul it all home again.  But I had a lot of friends who helped me.”  

“How would you haul it?”

“Just drag it.  Cardboard boxes, 2x4’s, and whatever we could use to build the forts with.”

“Was that the start of the Pharm rule that he who uses the junk first gets it?  (During Pharm building days we had a building rule that whoever had a project that used the piled railroad ties, lumber, etc. got it.)”

“Yes, that’s right.  For as grandfather said, ‘If it isn’t being used, it isn’t worth a damn.’  

“And I’ve always gone by that because you can save stuff and never use it.  So, it is better to be used than to plan on using it.  It also speeds you up a little bit, if you know how important it is, so no one else takes it.”

“But do you think that rule came from your Mom hauling stuff away?”

“I don’t know.  I just knew if it sat on the ground, it wasn’t doing anything, wasn’t good for anything.  …  .  Even when other kids would ask me for stuff for their forts across the wash, I’d let them have whatever they wanted, but, generally, they would then start helping me haul stuff down from the dump.  So… it was to my benefit too, because they could build a little fort and bring more than they needed down for me.”  

“Where did you get the nails, the tools?”

“Oh Skipper (Skipper Landon, one of Michael’s closest childhood friends) gave them.  We called them Skipper nails.  Skipper gave me nails made out of aluminum because his father would bring home 50-pound kegs of nails from….  He was the president of Alcoa Aluminum.  Skipper would bring his barrels to us.  We had plenty of nails.  We called them Skipper nails.  And...”

“We always seemed to have enough of everything we wanted.  If we wanted 2x4’s – there’d be a big stack of them at the dump...  

“Did I ever tell you the story about…?  My grandfather one time said to me.  I told him, I said, every time I go to the dump and I want something particular like a certain size of wood, or a cardboard box, I always seem to find it.  It always seems to be there.

“And my grandfather says, ‘Michael don’t you realize by now that you’re a very special person.’

“What do you mean?  I said.”

“Well, don’t you notice how the crows always follow you to school? “

“Yeah I do.”

“And don’t you notice that whenever you want something someone always gives it to you?”  

“I do…”

“And they don’t follow Skipper to school.”

“They don’t?”

“And Skipper gets all of the things he wants from his father.”

“That’s right.  No one gives Skipper anything.  That’s true.”

   “So isn’t it about time that you understand that you are very special.”

  “My mother heard him talking to me.  She was in the kitchen doing dishes of something, and she said, ‘Harry, stop that kind of talk, it’s just ridiculous.  And you know it.  And Michael, he’s just teasing you.’”

“Mother, he’s right.  Everything I want has been given to me.”

“‘I know it, and I don’t understand it,’ Mother said.  (Michael laughs)

“And then over Christmas, Skipper got a Marlin Pump 22 rifle and that was considered the Rolls Royce of rifles, and I said to my grandfather, ‘Boy, I wish I had a rich father, so I could have a Marlin 22…  They sold for about $20, but that was a lot of money.’  

“And grandfather said, ‘Well, that’s simple, Michael.  Just wish for it and it’ll probably be at the dump.’  ”

“Oh, grandfather, no one would ever throw away a Marlin 22 rifle.”

“ 'Well, just give it a try.  Concentrate.’  ”

“Well, it was on a Wednesday, which was a trash day, and I couldn’t wait to get out of school.  And what I did, I ran all the way to the dump.  And I really ran hard, because I didn’t want anyone else to find that Marlin rifle.  And there by the gate of the dump was a brand new Marlin Pump 22 rifle.  I stood and just stared at it for like five minutes.  Then I walked up to it and touched it to see if it was real.  And then I ran home with it and screamed, ‘Grandfather!  Grandfather, do you know what happened?’  ”

“He said, ‘No.’ ”

“The dump gave me a brand new Marlin 22 pump action just like Skipper’s.”

“ 'I knew it would come.  You know you’re very special.’  ”

”And when I told my mother this, she said, ‘Harry, damn you!  You’re going to warp his brain while it’s...’  (MCR laughs heavily)

“But I didn’t know what that meant.  I thought it was just because he told me to concentrate.  But, of course, later I realized that he had put it there by the gate.  But he never told me back then.”

“How old were you then?”  

“About 12, I think.”

“He was taking a chance that you’d run from school and be there.” 

“He was probably watching.

“It really made me careful about what I thought, because I thought I could change things just by thinking about them.”

“Michael, did the crows follow you?”

“HUH!  (Laughs)  They followed everybody.  They were always glad to see us go to school because then they could eat oranges without being shot at.

“When you put a thought like that into your head, you begin to think they were just only following you and nobody else.

“The crows were incredibly intelligent.  There was a $.25 cent bounty on a crow.  And no one ever got one.  I shot a crow at about 20 feet with a 410 shotgun and blew a bunch of its feathers off and ran up to get it to get my 25 cents…  And it flew away (Laughs)…  I couldn’t believe it.

**

Eating and… shooting crow

“I have another wonderful story.  

“The water company was owned by the farmers called the Glendora Irrigating Company, and the farmers were just being decimated with the crows and would give shells to the kids to shoot ‘em with the promise that you’d only shoot their shells in their groves, you didn’t go to their neighbors.  So, the crows would always be gone when they saw a rifle.  They (the crows) had guards and everything.

“So we would play army and shoot each other.  We had to be ten trees apart.  And it just kind of stung a little.  It didn’t hurt.  We wore goggles and in those days you could buy a helmet liner.  It wasn’t a real steel helmet, but it was a liner that went inside of it and they were all over the place, and Mr. Ferris would give us all we wanted, so we had these helmets.  We had teams, and we’d play army, and if you were less than ten trees and shot at anybody, then everybody got to have you run between everybody, and they’d hit you with a stick.  So, you had to be pretty careful…  Anyway...

“The farmers had the water companies use full boxes – fifty pound boxes of dynamite – up in the Eucalyptus trees, next to the pump house across from our house on Leadora.  And they had the wires going down into the pump house to the plunger to set ‘em all off at the same time.  And the crows used to gather in those Eucalyptus trees by the thousands.  I mean literally by the thousands.  They’d swarm in and roost overnight.

“The first night they had a man named Sam Barnes, who worked for the water company, stay there ready for the crows and then (he) was supposed to set this dynamite off.  And no crows came.  (Laughs)

  “And the second night, no crows came.  Finally, they just gave up.  They finally just left everything together, but stopped staying at the pump house and Ollie Hammer, who was head of the water company, lived just down the wash from us at the other pump house, and he asked me if I saw the crows in those trees to please let him know.  Well, everyday when I got home I, of course, watched the trees, and I think over a month went by and finally a whole big swarm of crows came in around dusk.  And I ran down the wash, like I was dodging machine gun bullets, hoping the crows didn’t see me.  And I screamed, ‘Ollie, Ollie, they’re back.  They’re back!’  

“Well, he got on the phone and then these men crept up the wash real sneakily, slyly.  And they went into the pump house.  Crows didn’t fly away.  

“Sam Barnes hooked up the plunger.  David Wilson and myself and Charles Linthicum were in the pump house with them and …there’s this huge, huge explosion!  It shook the pump house!  You could hear it all over town.  And the three kids, David, Charles, and myself, we ran out to collect the dead crows, so we’d get 25 cents per crow.  And there were no crows.  No dead crows.  There were feathers everywhere…  I mean there were just, just…  The ground was black with feathers.  But the crows flew away.  (Laughs) 

“Everyone was just standing… standing around in disbelief, couldn’t comprehend it.”

  “All the crows that were on...?”

“All the crows that were sitting next to the dynamite, they all flew away…  (Laughter)  I know it seemed impossible.”

“How many would you say were there?”

“Oh, maybe two thousand, three thousand….  They ate the oranges, ruined their crops.  It was quite devastating, economically.”  

“How did they ever control it then?”

“They sold the property for houses.  (Laughs)  Because every year it would seem like there’d be more crows.  They just couldn’t control them….  And the crows had centuries of very, very intelligent…  You could walk into an orchard without a rifle and the crows would be eating an orange...  (Laughs)  Twenty feet away from ya.  You walk into a grove with a rifle, and you couldn’t see a crow for miles.”  

“Well, they say birds and crows are descendents of dinosaurs with those eagle sharp eyes…”

“And our shotguns were limited to number 6 shot, which was tinier than sand, because a lot of us had what they called Damascus barrels which you could not use a high powered shell in because the barrels would blow up, so we were all restricted to what they called low base number 6 shot.  And so, they weren’t very effective.  Twenty-twos were effective but we weren’t allowed to use 22’s without an adult around.”  

“You mentioned the pump house and how Glendora Mayor Joe Finkbinder was always trying to write ordinances against the farm...”

“The City Council was always trying to do things to me and the Pharm...  (They passed)  Nineteen hundred and twenty-three ordinances...  (Against the Pharm)…

“One day, after our family came to Glendora and moved into that pump house on Leadora, they tried to pass an ordinance saying people couldn’t live in tin packing houses.

“Grandfather was there and stood up and said to Mayor Finkbinder, ‘Joe, it seems to me that you forgot how a lot of people got to this town.  Why don’t you recall how your family came to town and moved into the pump house on Leadora because they couldn’t afford anything else?  

“ ‘Not all the kids could afford stucco,’ grandfather said.

“Finkbinder was completely devastated by that information.  (Laughs)  

“They never did pass an ordinance about not living in a tin building.  (Laughs)  But it couldn’t have affected me anyway, because I think I was told it can’t be retroactive.”

From 3-8-05 and 3-10-05 tapes

“Now Michael I want you to learn something.  Just be quiet.”

“Was your grandfather respected by the townspeople?” 

“Oh, yes, he was loved.  (Laughs)  I don’t know if he was respected, but he was loved.  Everyone would talk to him.  He’d go down by the hardware store, and men would just gather around him, and they’d…  I have another wonderful story for ya...

“I had that 32 Ford that I still have… given to me when I was 14 years old.  In those days, you could get your license at 14, if you lived in an agricultural area.  And grandfather wanted to go down to the hardware store or something.  And going down Leadora, before we got to Live Oak, grandfather said he had to pee, so I stopped, and he walked off into orchard a few paces or ten yards or whatever to pee.  And the milkman, we called him Mr. McCream; his real name was Mr. McCray.  He stopped and said, ‘Are you having trouble, Michael?’

“And Grandfather comes out and says, ‘Yeah, the car won’t run.’  (Laughs)  I stare at my Grandfather like, What do you mean, it’s just fine.  

“And he says, ‘Now Michael I want you to learn something.  Just be quiet.  We’ll take care of it.’

“Stanley Baird comes down and says, ‘What’s going on?’

“Mr. McCream says, “Michael’s car’s stuck...’ Pretty soon, Jed Stiff is there and then Mr. Vandersloth and pretty soon we had like ten men taking the air filter off, checking the spark (LAUGHS).  And every time I’d begin to say something, Grandpa would say, ‘Shut up and learn something here.’ 

“So I watched ‘em and I knew about all that stuff because I was very mechanical.  Anyway, they got everything put back, checked the distributor and everything.

“He said try it now and see if it works.  And it started right up.

“Grandfather said, ‘You know, you men put mechanics out of business all over the state.  You’re just absolutely wonderful.  You know, only you could have fixed this car today.  And they were all very proud of themselves and left.

“I said to Grandfather, when we got back into the car, ‘What did you do that for?’

“He said, ‘Didn’t you learn something?’

“(Laughs) I learned my car runs, and they could have destroyed it (Laughs).  And he said, ‘No, what you learned was that when people help you or you help somebody else, it makes you feel good.  And they’re going to be talking about fixing your car for a week and everybody is going to be really proud of them and feel how fortunate you were to get your car fixed.  

“And I said, ‘OK.’  So we get down to the hardware store and the first man that comes up to Grandfather and says, ‘I heard that Jed Stiff fixed your grandson’s car.’

“Grandfather says, ‘You know, those men are geniuses.  How they do all that I don’t know.  I’ve never been very good with cars, but they knew exactly what to do.  And about four people, while we were down there, (came up) ‘Heard the grandson’s car got fixed today.’  (Laughs).

“Didn’t the townspeople ever catch on that grandfather was doing things like that (playing jokes, jesting for a purpose) for a deeper reason?”

“I don’t think so, not on that occasion (fixing Michael’s perfectly running car).  My grandfather would play jokes too.  One of ‘em was…  We went to Mrs. Lawton’s for dinner and he had my mother put a white thread hanging out of the back of his coat.  And then he had a spool of white thread on a pencil in his front pocket.  

“I said, ‘What’s that for?’

“He said, ‘It’s for Mrs. Landon.’

“What does she want with that white thread in your coat?

“And he says, ‘You just watch, before we sit down for dinner Mrs. Landon will try to spruce me up.’

“And sure enough -– Mrs. Landon was one of these people, if you had a row of books and one of them was sticking out at one end, she’d go up and make it equal, and if there was a picture that was off a little, she’d go up and straighten it.  Things like that.

“First thing she says when she walks in, she says, “Harry come here a minute.  You’ve got a thread hanging on the back of your coat.  

“So she takes a thread, and he takes the spool of white thread out of his pocket on the pencil and holds it in front of him.

“And she pulls and pulls (laughs) and everybody is laughing, and she says, ‘What’s so funny?’

“And somebody says, ‘You know his coat’s going to fall apart soon.’

“And she says, ‘You know I think I’ve pulled too much thread, I think I’ll just cut it off.’

“And grandfather says, ‘Well, pull just a little more.  It can’t be that much.’  (Laughs)

“Finally, she cut it off and he put what was left back in his pocket.  And nobody told her what had happened.  She said, ‘I can’t understand how there could be that much thread out of that coat, (Laughs) and it could still be hanging (Laughs) together.’

“And everybody said, ‘Well, you know they made things better years ago.’”

“Did he spend much time thinking of these things?”

“I think it was things he had seen other people do…

 “One time he had a piece of black cardboard or whatever…  Looked like an ink spill.  And he had an inkbottle, which was empty, and Mrs. Lawton always had these beautiful Damas tablecloths and napkins.  She always had the best of everything.  So, he goes into the dinning room when they’re all buzzing around the living room.  He puts the black paper down and then turns the inkbottle on its side by it, so it looks like it’s been knocked over and stained the table.  

“And he comes back in, and I watched him do this and I said, ‘You know, Mrs. Lawton is not going to think that’s funny.’

“He says, ‘I know, (MCR laughs) but everybody else will.’

“So he joins the group.  And five minutes later, or whatever, we hear this horrible scream.  Mrs. Lawton just lost it.  ‘My God, does anybody know what’s happened here?’  (MCR laughs)

“My grandfather says, ‘Let’s go see what’s happened?’

“Everybody is devastated.  You know, to ruin such a beautiful tablecloth.

“And Mrs. Lawton says, ‘How did this happen?  Michael, how did this happen?  Michael, what did you do?  Skipper what did you do?’

“And, I don’t know what, but I said, ‘Grandfather did it.’  (Laughs)

“Mrs. Lawton looked at him incredulously.  Like how is this possible?  And then he went over and picked it all up and said, ‘I just thought it would be funny.’

“She said, ‘It wasn’t funny at all.’

“And then he said, ‘That’s what Michael told me.’  (Laughs)

(Damas is a kind of linen, but very expensive, so I’m told.)

“You know one time Mrs. Lawton had this great big radio.  It stood about 3 foot high and 2 feet across.  One of those old radios.  I had some in the packinghouse.  Anyway, my grandfather, when we were gathered in the living room, and there was a hush or something.  And he taps the radio with his cane lightly, and he says, ‘you know, I’ve never cottoned to talking furniture.  (Laughs)

“He could always make people laugh.”

“Did you follow your grandfather around?” 

“Well, no…  He did walk but … I mean I would listen to him when he’d talk, but I was usually out doing something.  

“I enjoyed listening to him.”

“Did grandfather and Stade have a lot of similar experiences?”

“I don’t think so.  No, but they liked each other a lot, and they’d talk about just mundane things.  They didn’t talk politics or religion.  Primarily because neither of them was interested in all that stuff.”  

**

Papa Peck’s Golden Nuggets

“When I was about ten years old, I used to go up to the Pecks to work for Papa Peck hauling rocks, for he was building his house.  In his kitchen, which was finished, he had, I think it was two-quart jars of gold nuggets.  Filled to the top with gold nuggets.  And men would stop by once in awhile and ask him where would be the best place to pan for gold, or which canyon would be the most promising, and some of those kept starring at those bottles (Laughs).  And they’d say, ‘Where did you find those?’  

“And he said, ‘Well, I found them in Heaton Canyon near such and such a place.’

“Well, they’d be off like a shot.

“Well, one morning I got there and he sez, “Someone came last night and stole all our gold nuggets.”

“I said, ‘Oh my goodness...’ because there was no theft in those days and I was just, you know, devastated because I thought that was their life savings, you know.

“And he sez, ‘Would you come help me, we need to make more.’  (Laughs).

“And I said, ‘How do you make gold?’

“He said, ‘I’ll show ya.’

“I said, ‘Does anybody else know?  Because it’s so valuable.’  ” (Laughs)

“ ‘Well, let me show ya.’  ”

“So we got the big Bunsen burner, which I now have in the big machine shop.  And we heated up this big cast iron bowl and put this plumber’s lead in it.  You know, they used to use lead in drain systems.  Anyway, he put a bunch of this lead in there, and we melted it, and put a bucket of water next to it, and I took a big spoon and spooned the molten lead into the water, and it would explode almost, scattering.  And after we’d made a whole bunch of nuggets with the lead, he threw them out on a towel, dried ‘em, and then we put some gold paint, and spread ‘em around on it.  Let ‘em dry and then put them in the quart jars, filled the quart jars full of water, put the caps on, and put ‘em back on the shelves.”





From 3-10-05 tape
(  (
Canons and treasures

“Miracles just went on and on.  I don’t know if I can remember them chronologically, Michael said.

“We had that 1917 Krupp cannon from Germany and the American Legion owned it and it used to be in front of our City Hall.  And during the Second World War, they took it up to the scrap pile, because there was a scrap drive for all metal.  But because it was so big and heavy, they said it wasn’t economic to melt it down.  So, it sat in the scrap pile across from our house next to the wash.  And there was all kinds of treasures in there  -- cans and gears and all kinds of stuff.  Anyway, the cannon sat there for years, and when I was about seven, I guess, we used to play on it.  We could crank the barrel up and down.  Then Skipper said,  ‘You know we could fire this thing with carbide.’  You know, (a reference to the blasting lesson they taught this rookie about cannons) acetylene and oxygen.  

“He said, ‘All you’d need to do is put a coffee can (on the canon tip) -- a coffee can sits perfect in the barrel.’  Barrel was about that big around (Michael, motions with his hand).

“I said, ‘Well, that wouldn’t hurt anything.’

“He said, ‘No, it would just flop on the ground…  But we could turn it around and fill it full of rocks.”

“ ‘Well, we can’t shot it toward town.’  I said.”

‘ ’No, we can’t do that,’ Skipper said.”

“So, anyway, I went to the American Legion and asked them to give me the cannon.  My mother dressed me all up, and they had a big meeting at the American Legion Hall, and I was just terrified.  They had all these old men there, and I went down there and there were about ten of us little kids who had painted the cannon and painted the wheels yellow, and Mr. Reed, down at the hardware store, had given us all of the paint for free for fixing up the cannon.

“Anyway, I went and gave my lecture, ‘It’s our cannon.  We painted it.  We take care of it…  We oil it.  And you don’t care about it.  Therefore, you should give it to me…’

“And everybody clapped.

“And then they said, ‘Okay, you can have it if you can move it within three days.  And you have to pay a dollar for the bill of sales.’

“And I screamed, ‘Where am I going to get a dollar!’

“And Frank Teeter said, ‘I’ll give you the dollar, Michael.’

“Oh, thank you, Frank.  Thank you.’

“And so then I went to Loren Ward and said,  ‘Would you move the cannon with your tractor over to our property?’  

“He said, ‘No, the American Legion really doesn’t want to give that cannon up.  They want to put it in front of the American Legion Hall.  So I went to Karl Gunn, and he said, ‘No the American Legion …’ Same story.  I went to Stanley Baird, and he said, ‘Michael, I’d love to do it, but I’d be blackballed in town if they lost their cannon.’

“It was a big cannon, 5 ½ tons or whatever.  Krupp 1917 First World War cannon.  Big story about it in the glendoran (magazine).

“Anyway, nobody would help me move it, and I went to about five different people with tractors, and they wouldn’t do it.  And I’m devastated, trying to figure how in the world are we going to do it?  Well, the third day was coming and we figured, ‘Well, we’ve just lost it.’  And I was at school, and when I got home the canon was in our backyard.

“And I went to Stanley and said, ‘Did you move the cannon for us?’  He said, ‘No.’  

“Do you know who moved the cannon for us?”

“No.”

“And nobody would admit moving the cannon.  And I told Skipper, ‘I have these magic powers…  And it’s just another example of my mind making things happen…’

“And Skipper goes out and tries looking for the tracks because every tractor has a different size and type tread.  And there’s no tracks anywhere.  Nothin..  No truck tracks.  Nothin.

“And Skipper says.  ‘This is a real mystery.’

“I sez, ‘It’s just another of those little miracles I keep telling you about.’

“So anyway...  My grandfather is too old to run a tractor and he wouldn’t have know how to run a tractor anyway…  Anyway, for years I didn’t know how that happened.  And then one time Ollie Hammer was visiting me and, you see the cannon was on their property – the water company property, and he said, ‘Did you ever figure out how you got that cannon moved?’

“ ‘No’ I said, ‘I thought it was just one of those miracles – my mind making things happen.’

‘Well, I did it.  We watched you go around and ask everybody to move it for you and we went up there to the pump house with our 1949 A frame truck (that they used for hauling pipes and stuff).  We saw nobody was around (in those days it was all covered with orchards).  And we then had some workers take boards and erase all the tracks.’“

 “So he said that’s how it happened.”

“I forgot to put in this little caveat.  After the cannon was moved, I had these men come from the American Legion and ask, ‘How did you move it?’

“I said, ‘My mind.  I do things with my mind.’ (Michael acts this out in his childhood voice)

“ ‘Oh, God!’  They just walked off like…  This poor idiot.  He’s the village idiot.’

“I could see it in their faces that they didn’t believe me, but...

“You were how old?”

“I was like seven… 

“And then Odo Stade, when my mother gave him that half acre on the north end of our property.  She was in the hopes that Odo and Maria would help raise me, because she was always away at work.  This was when I was about eight years old.  He began to build their house up there on the north end of the property, and he told me that.  And he was German and had seem all the horrors of the wars, been in the revolution in Mexico, he sez to me, and it’s a German cannon.  ‘You know, Michael, we have to get rid of that canon.’ 

(  (
City Hall, Mom, and Singer Sewing Machine’s Al Bourne

“So your mother didn’t  want you to live at the Pharm?”

“The city too wanted to get rid of the pharm.

“Well, she’d say, ‘But I can’t stop him.  I pay him rent and Grandfather lives here too.  And we thought he would default in three months.  He’s been able to make his payments.  I want this place to be subdivided, because I represent Mr. Bourne and the Episcopal church and this place will distract from the beautiful houses that have been proposed around it,’ which hadn’t started yet.  It was a few years away but, anyway, she (mother) just premeditated the fact that it would help me.  But I don’t know that to be true.  

“But we had so many miracles.  First of all, all the people who came and got really vociferous about how I was violating all the laws.  And I would complain at parties about the way the City was treating me, and these people would all of a sudden transfer to a different city.  And I didn’t have a clue that the people my mother associated with in Glendora were the movers and shakers in Glendora.  And if I complained about somebody, they immediately told the City Council, which was usually at one of the gatherings (which his ex-actress mother would have at the Tin Palace). 

‘Ya know, (Michael’s voice replicates one of Dorothy’s party guests) these people are bothering the Rubels…  And you shouldn’t allow it.’  

“Well, then the City Council decided, ‘Well, we can’t approach them on that level any longer, because it creates too much static.  So we’ll just take him to court.’  So, I get this notice of 187 violations.  And in those days, they didn’t provide you with an attorney or anything.  And I didn’t have any money.  I was always broke, because my payments were $253, and in 1959 that was a fortune.  Fortunately, Mr. Bourne paid my first six payments, but without that I wouldn’t have made it.  And my mother was furious that he did that because she wanted…  (A knocking causes Michael to ask, “Is there somebody out there knocking.)

“Anyway, and the developers were anxious for me to get out of there, because this place just had chain link around it with concertina wire on top, razor wire, and all that stuff and search lights that rotated and alarms systems where you tripped the wire and you honked the horn.  And they were just disgusted with all those kids over there…

 “And see, I was underage.  The property had been given to the Episcopal Church, because Mr. Bourne was a very good friend of my father and my grandfather’s.  In fact, they used to play cribbage together.  I think my grandfather talked him into making my first six payments.  I don’t know if that’s true or not, but somebody did.  But I used to call Mr. Bourne and ask, ‘Why in the world would you give this to the church with the provision that they’d have to sell it to me, and I don’t have any money?’

“ ‘I know, Michael, but at least it made me feel good.’  ”

“Oh, Mr. Bourne, you’ve done a terrible thing to me.  I can’t come up with $253 each month.”

“ ‘I know.  I’ll make your first six payments.’  ”

“But what’ll I do after six months?”

“ ‘I don’t know.’  “  (MCR laughs at repeating Mr. Bourne’s response)   

“And I’d always call him collect.  He lived up at Lake Tahoe.  Anyway, Mr. Bourne saved my bacon.  And I think my grandfather told him that after the six months I was probably going to be able to manage it.  I had three jobs.  I had all those little rentals.  Glen Speer was paying $15 a month.  My mother was paying $40.  My grandfather was paying $40.  With all of this stuff, I was just scrapping through.”

“That’s a real friend, call him collect when you need money…  Jack Stinson, who is also participating in the story telling session, adds.”

“Oh, yes.  Well, I had know Mr. Bourne all my life.  He was the owner of Singer Sewing Machine Company.  And was very wealthy.”

· (
Barbara Walters, Harry Reasoner, and Mrs. Graham

You didn’t like Barbara Walters?  Jack Stinson asked.

Well, I was frightened of her.  See what happened is the Washington Post had an article about us, which Dwayne probably has in the scrapbook.  By the way, everyone, Dwayne is in the room with us.  

When the WP article came out, they did a big article on the Castle, which wasn’t there yet.  I mean we just had…  I would walk people around and say the clock tower was going to be there and this and that.  It was total insanity.  Well, anyway, the Washington Post sent the son or son in law of Mrs. Graham.  And he came out because, I can’t remember why….  But anyway he came out and asked if he could do an article about the Castle…  

I interject, “Wasn’t that Ted Shepherd’s doings?”

“Yeah, Ted Shepherd put him on to it.  He lived in Washington DC.  But, anyway, and I guess he told him this big castle (MCR motions with his hands) was built.

“Well, I took him into the reservoir and he said, ‘Where’s the Castle?’  ”

“Well, the clock tower will be there and…  Well, he just started laughing.

“He says, ‘Well, I was lead to believe the Castle was done.’  ”

“ ‘No, we just started the foundations over here’… and whatever.  Some of our walls were up four feet or whatever…

“But anyway, he said, ‘Well,’ and I had that drawing that was on the book cover.  And I gave that to him and he said, ‘With that drawing and my imagination, I’ll write about your castle.  (MCR LAUGHS)  Well, anyway, he did that and then Harry Reasoner came.  He was with 60 Minutes or something.

I interject that Harry was then doing Reasoner’s Reports.

“She (Barbara Walters) had the Today Show when she came.  But Harry Reasoner did a beautiful job with it.  It was very nicely done.  There was a big crew here.  I liked him a lot.  When I first got home from my school bus job, in the morning, he was sitting out there on the sidewalk, with his back against our wall, smoking a cigarette.  And I stopped with my 1953 VW, which looked like it had been through 14 head-on collisions. 

“And I said, ‘Sir, may I help you?’

“He said, ‘I’m trying to locate a Michael Rubel.’

“And I said, ‘Well, I’m him.’  “

‘May I talk to you?”

“I said, ‘Sure.  Come on in.’

“And I hit my clicker and the big gate opened and he walked in and I yelled back, ‘You’re not allowed to smoke in here.’  ”

“’Oh, I’m sorry,’ and he threw down the cigarette.”

“He said, ‘I’m Harry Reasoner.’ I didn’t have a clue who that was.

“You know, I have a television program, and I’d like to do a thing, about your Castle.  I read about it in the Washington Post.”

“I said, ‘Well, I’ll show you around.  My clock tower’s going to (MCR Laughs) and he started laughing.  Then I took him to the Packing House.  He was very impressed, of course.  This was after my mother moved out.  And then we had a cup of tea, and he explained that he had this TV news thing, and he wanted to do a thing about castles.  He didn’t just do mine, he did all over Europe, I think he did about eight castles.  And then mine was the last one.

“He says, ‘Now If you remember all these castles in Europe are open to the public for revenue because they need the money to maintain their castle.  And I’ve been told the public is not allowed in this Castle and that I can’t tell where it is and I can’t tell the owner’s name.  And I’ve agreed to this.  So, I won’t tell you where it is or this man’s name.  And then it goes on about showing the drawings and all that stuff, which made it look like the Castle looked like that. 

“So anyway he did a beautiful thing on it.  It was about 15 minutes, and we watched it on TV.

“And then Barbara Walters comes about six months later.  She had the Today Show, which I found out later.  Because when she came, I didn’t know who she was either.  And she came with three men that looked like thugs.  Like they might rough me up, if I molested their friend.  Anyway, I was in old clothes, working with cement or whatever.  And she walks in and says, ‘ I would like to do a show with you on TV about this commune.’

“I said, ‘It’s not a commune.’  ”

“Well, I understand you have people living here.”

‘Yes, we live here, but we have our own quarters and kitchens and we’re not living together.”

“ ‘Well, what made you start this commune?’ she asked.

“I mean I got so annoyed with her.  She wouldn’t leave that concept.  And she’s very aggressive.  She’d make a good drill Sargent, because she likes to put her face right next to you, and I kept backing up. 

“I said, ‘Mam, this isn’t a commune.  We’re trying to build a 
Castle for fun and it’s a lot of work and my cement mixer’s running right now and I can’t leave that.”  

“ ‘Well, I‘ll just take a few minutes.’  ”

“And I kept backing up and backing up and she kept following me, and I went all the way to the big kitchen, which is quite a distance.  And then I went clear back into the corner.  And she’s following me all this way, and I’m backing up all this time.  And I had gloves on.  And when I got into the corner in the kitchen, I couldn’t go any further and began to get down on my knees.  

“She said, ‘What are you doing?’

“You know I’ve had a mental problem for years…”

“ ‘You stop that right now.  I’ve seen you on Reasoner’s Reports.’  ”

“Oh, Oh, Oh yeah, I don’t remember that but…’  ”

“ ‘You stop that right now,’ she said.

“And she was getting very, very angry.  And she said, ‘I want to do a show about this place.’  ”

“And I said, ‘I understand and I don’t know what to say.  You have to talk to my mommy.’  ”

“ ‘Well, why do I have to talk to her?’  ”

“She told me never to make any decisions.”

“ ‘Well, did Harry Reasoner have to go through her?’  ”

“I don’t know..”

“My mommy lives just down the street, 861 East Leadora.’

“ ‘Well, I’LL go down and talk with her.’  ”

“And I was frightened of her.  I mean she really is aggressive and has no sense of tact or being polite or considerate.  Whereas Harry Reasoner is very tactful, very considerate, and stuck to his promises.

“So anyway, I called my mother as fast as I could get to a phone.  I said, ‘Mother, mother, there’s this lady coming, named Barbara something, Barbara Walters or something..”

“ ‘Oh, Barbara Walters!  What an honor!’  ”

“But mother don’t let her do a show about this place.”

“ ‘Oh, Michael it would be so wonderful to have that kind of 

publicity.’  ”

“Mother you must obey me on this issue.  She thinks this is a commune.  And I can’t have that concept in our town.  You know that we’re all hippies and stuff like that.”

“ ‘Oh, Michael, you’re missing a great opportunity.  She has the Today Show.  It has one of the highest ratings.’  ”

“Mother, you must obey me on this,’ I said.  ‘  This is a serious problem we’re facing.”

“ ‘Oh, hell, Michael, don’t you have any consideration for the opportunities you get?’  ”

“No, none at all.”

“ ‘Oh, they’re pulling in now.’  ”

“Oh, I told mother on the phone that I convinced her (Walters) that I have a mental problem and that I’m mentally deficient.”

“ ‘Oh, Michael, you’re so.  You’re just…’ and she just hung up.

“So anyway.  When Barbara Walters came to the door she said, ‘Are you in charge of the property on Live Oak?’

“And she said, ‘Well, I do things there and..’  ”

“ ‘Well, I guess your son has a problem, doesn’t he?’  ”

“ ‘Oh, yes.’

“And she (Mother) told that story over and over again at parties and stuff.  And people were just hanging over their chairs….  But she (Walters) never got in again.

“I’m so thankful because ‘communes’ had a strange connotation in those days… they still do.  I had enough trouble on the property without having that thrown at me too.” 
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<begin text box> or just set off

Castles in the World on ABC’s Reasoner’s Reports,

October 13, 1974.  Segment portion follows.

“Is he really strange?” asks Harry Reasoner’s voiceover.

 “Eccentric is the word.  He is a true eccentric and he’s got the money and he can afford to be…” continues Harry.

[image: image1.jpg]


“I’d like you to meet one of most eccentric human beings I have met among California people.  His name is Michael Rubel.  He’s 34 years old, and he lives in an old packinghouse on 2 and 1/2 acres in the foothills of the San Gabriel Mountains.  My story is not about the packinghouse, which Rubel has filled with hundreds of antiques.  My story is about the huge stone castle that Rubel is building in a reservoir next to the packinghouse.  I cannot adequately describe Rubel’s property; the castle is being built of stone and concrete.  But Rubel is also using bottles and chairs and bed springs and scrap metal to reinforce the walls of the castle.  He’s had some help from friends and neighbors, and he showed this drawing when the city council asked for his plans…

“And they approved construction.”

“Michael, why on earth are you building a castle out here?”

“Well, it’s an enjoyable project and it keeps me off of the streets, and I get depressed if I’m not dong something goofy.”

“You say that you like to be building something all the time.”

“Yes, right.   It’s been a disease since I was a small kid.  We all build forts when we are young.  Some of us never grow up.”

“What are some of the things you have used in building the castle so far?”

“Well, some of these beams are from collapsed bridges that we continue to hear about on the news and, ah, all the stones are from the river beds in the area.  And the bottles come from my neighbors who drink rather heavily.  (Ha, Ha, Ha)”

“Why have you used so many strange objects to build a building like this?”

“Cause it’s cheap.  The economics of it is quite rational.”

“How do you live, Mike?  Frankly, you are not working.  Where do you make your money?”

“Well, I was given a great deal of money.  Well, not a great deal but enough to play with in 1969, from a sea captain who died and decided he liked this project and liked me, I guess.”

“How long will it take you build your castle?”

“Well, all my life, I guess.  It'll never be finished.  It can't be done, because it's too huge.  It’s 22,000 square feet."

 "How many stories up will you go?”

 "Four, if we live that long.  If we don fall off of some thing.”

"Well, let's say that you take all of your life working on this.  Do you hope that someone else will continue it, or does it matter to you?"

"Well, I'm hoping that the historical society will take it and perhaps keep it rather than tear it down.  Similar to what happened to the Watts towers.  It would be a great moment in my grave, if it would be kept rather than bulldozed down."

<end text box> 

(  (
Prudes hide Fan Dancer Sally Rand

 “And then my grandfather played strip poker with Sally Rand and our kitchen was right next to the street on the north end of the Packing House.  That was before the 69 floods…”

“Well she didn’t wear very much, did she?”  Jack Stinson asks.

“Well, she would be there at the kitchen table, and I think Dwayne remembers this, and my grandfather would pull the curtains and cars going by would stop and look in because Sally was always naked.  And my grandfather, when he lost a hand would just take a cuff link off, or a stud out of his shirt.  And I said to my mother….  When I went in, I’d always draw the curtains, and I said, ‘Grandfather, having a naked girl and you playing at the table, and everybody’s looking in, it’s just not acceptable.’

“And he said, ‘Michael, how did you get to be such a prude?  Everybody loves it.’

“I said, ‘Grandfather, I don’t love it.  I’m the one who takes all the guff from the City, and I don’t want to have additional arguments against our being here.’  ”

“ ‘Well, Okay,’ (he’d mumble)…  And I’d leave (the old kitchen) and he’d open the curtains.

“I mean I was furious, absolutely furious.  And I almost got sick over all these antics that people were playing…  Gad.  It was just dreadful.” 

**

“Ahun, Carl… Ah, Your Honor…”

“And when they took me to court, Judge Miller was our judge at the Citrus Court in Covina.  And Judge Miller, I knew all my life.  And he and my mother were very close friends, but that didn’t help me any at this hearing.  And he said, ‘Michael, we have 187, or whatever, violations against you on this property you have up there.’

“ I said, ‘Yes, sir…’

“And the bailiff said, ‘You say, ‘Your Honor.’

“ ‘Yes, sir, your honor,’ ”

“ ‘How do you plead?’  ”

“ ‘I’m guilty on everything there...  I’m putting in electrical.  I have a big generator that’s running that’s noisy and all these things are true...  anyway.’

“He said, ‘Well, Michael, I cannot let this continue.  Now if you promise me to stop all these things, I will just suspend your sentence.’

“I said, ‘Miller I cannot stop.’  ”

“Bailiff said, ‘You say, ‘Your Honor.’

“I had know Carl Miller all my life, and I said, ‘Ahun, ah, Carl…  Your Honor…  (I’m only 22 years old) I’m not going to stop.  I have to do this thing, build a castle.  And if I have to go to jail, grandfather said Benjamin Franklin went to jail, and Harrison went to jail, and Emerson went to jail, and all these people.  He said if you’re different, society puts you through the jail for a while.  And when you get out, you just keep mixing cement.  They’ll get tired after 40-50 years of that.

“Miller said, ‘Well, we’re gonna go in and bulldoze everything.  Put it on your taxes, and sentence you to some time in jail.’

“ ‘I know, that’s what I understand.’

“He said, ‘You won’t change your mind and start conforming to the laws?’

“I said, ‘You know, your honor, there are laws against everything and if everybody abided by the laws nothing would get done.’

“ ‘Where’d you think that one up?’ said Judge Miller.

“That’s what my grandfather says…  (MCR Laughs)

“Anyway they were going to sentence me on the 20th of September 1962.  And Monica Fager, who Dwayne knew, she’s dead now.  She had that huge house which is now a Senior Center.  And she had all the rooms rented out to people that were indigent.  But she would talk to everybody.  She was a little short fat lady, and she loved people, and she talked to absolutely everybody. 

“Well, anyway, she went to the City Council before the September 20th sentencing and she gave them _ _ _ _ I wasn’t there, but my grandfather was, and he came home and he said,  ‘You can not believe the way that lady talked to that council.’  

“And I said, ‘What happened?’  ”

“Well, she literally told them that if they put Dorothy’s son in jail for being creative, she’d have them all thrown out at the next election.  And they knew she could do it, because two years before in 1960 there was Dutch Detweiler, a real loose canon and everybody loved him; and Ruth Crawlstreet, who opposed my project and me, being there (involved in Glendora Council race) and wanted it (the Pharm) to conform to the General Plan.  And we worked really hard to get her off of the Council.  But Monica was really the one who did it.  And she (Ruth) got so few votes she moved out of town, and we’ve never seen her again.  And Dutch Detweiler, who loved the project, thought it was really neat, got the most votes.  And the Council remembered that.  

“In those days the town was much smaller.  Could never do it today.  In those days, everybody who lived north of Foothill voted.  And everybody loved my mother and grandfather.  He was very popular.  So with that combination, we were able to survive.”

**

Cliff hanging bus in Medellin, Columbia 

[[Begin text box or leave as quote]]
“Nothing special…  Like every day experience…”

[[EndText Box]]
“I was in Columbia, some where around Medellin, on a bus whose seats were old pews from an old church that had been nailed down in the bus.  We were traveling over old roads in mountainous areas and up ahead a 50’ section of the road had washed out.

 “Bus driver stopped the bus and everyone had to get out.  They cut a path, about this wide, (Michael shows with his hands a path not much wider than a foot) along the mountainside, and we were told to go along it to the other side.  Somehow, all of us made it over that path to the other side without falling down the mountainside.  

“They tied a bunch of ropes around the bus and tied them over some trees above us on the mountain side.  They also tied ropes to the front fender and axles and got those ropes to the other side to a bunch of men.”  

“Were you helping them, Michael?”

“No.  I was standing with the women.  Not really understanding what was going on.

“Then they backed the bus up about fifty feet and the driver gunned the engine and hit the gas.  The bus went over the edge and started falling down, like this, and the ropes above grabbed it.  It swung toward the other side and the men over there kept pulling on the ropes attached to the fender and axle, and pulled and pulled and the bus came up on the other side.

“Then they just got in and continued on their way.  They acted like it was just a common ever day experience.  Nothing special.”

So, it was said

( (
If you do not care where you are, you can't get lost.

If you are happy with where you come from, you'll be happy where you are going.
“Experience all the emotions so you can sympathize with others.”
Grandfather
