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Autobiography of Richard Clarke 
Born: December 28, 1943 in Paul’s Valley, OK 
Mother: Maxine (originally Wilkie) Adams and Father: Richard Merton Clarke 

Introduction 
I write this for several reasons. The first is that I am the only one remaining of my generation, or older, 
left in my family. So I am the only one that knows many family stories. I feel like I should write them 
down. The next is that I found earlier in life when I was going to New College, that to write about myself 
was clarifying, and helped me see much about myself that I really did not understand. And this process 
seems especially of interest in these “elder years.”The third reason has to do with a course I co-led here 
(along with Matt Alspaugh, minister at the local Unitarian Universalist Fellowship) in Mexico starting in 
late 2018, “From Age-ing to Sage-ing.” One process that we go through in this course is life review and 
“harvesting the past.” This involves looking through your life, reviewing it, seeing what you can learn, 
and then resolving incomplete, hurtful, and unsuccessful life experiences. Then looking at your life and 
history  from the improved perspective of one who has lived a lifetime. And finally addressing the big 
question of “Now what?” So this writing is, for me, a part of the process of harvesting my life, and 
leaving some kind of legacy. Stories are pretty much all I have to give, other than my accumulated 
lifetime wisdom, which nobody really seems to want very much.   

I don’t know who the readers will be other than children and their children. Maybe a few friends? I 
guess this is primarily work I do for myself (and Carol). Even of family readers, my guess is that few will 
read the whole thing. 

Since I write this largely for myself, I will be pretty honest, and tell of things that are stupid and 
embarrassing.  

I had a choice, whether to tall it as a chronological story, and some other way. I ended up writing in 
subject-area. My life was too chaotic to make much sense of out it if I just set it out in a timeline. Or so I 
thought. I feel like I had a number of different lives. So breaking the story in pieces makes sense to me. 
These lives include your intelligence analyst in the Air Force, young man working and succeeding at IBM, 
first marriage to Marcia, going to new College, the years at National Semiconductor in production 
control, marriage to Lucille and starting a family with Megan and Rich, the later years in product 
management at Boschert and Teledyne Semiconductor, marriage to Carol, the years I turned myself into 
a CRM consultant and system designer/implementer, the years in India, and now the life in Mexico. I 
feel like the Mexico life will be the final incarnation of this life.   
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Origins 
From what I know from family stories, most of my grandparents were from the British Islands with 
strong Irish component. Except for the branch that probably goes back to the Comanches.  

My father’s side seems to be mainly Irish, with his paternal line that comes from James Clarke, who 
came from Ireland as a cabin boy, and jumped ship in New 
Orleans about 1850. His mother, also Irish, Mareva Kirkpatrick 
(Eva), b 1900 near Chicago Illinois. She told me of her 
ancestor, Lulu Belle Devine, who had, I think, come from 
Belfast.  

My mother’s parent’s backgrounds are less clear. Her father, 
William (Bill) Adams, was born in Texas and his family was 
from Mississippi. That is all that is known. Because of his large 
frame and red hair, I have come to think there is a lot of 
Scottish blood in his veins. Her mother, apparently named by 
the Indian School as “Georgia Savage,” was born around 1880, to an American man and his Indian wife, 
who died when the baby girl was quite young. She was raised (very poorly) by her father, and ended up 
in her early teens going to an Indian boarding school in Brazos Texas. Grandma always said she was 
French (not Indian), but never said why then she went to the Indian Boarding School. We think she was 
Comanche because they had a big reservation near Brazos. Maybe her father was French?  

Old Family Stories 

Clarke Stories 

Lulu Belle Devine 
Grandma Eva’s mother (I think) was Lulu Belle Devine, from Ireland. When Lulu Belle was a young 
immigrant, she worked in a boarding house. A skinny man came to stay at their house. He brought with 
him many books. Lulu Belle was immediately attracted to what seemed like this man of learning. They 
married, and he taught her to read, opening up the worlds in his books.  Maybe this was the story of 
Eva’s grandmother, instead of he mother. My memories are not clear, and I don’t really know when the 
family emigrated from Ireland. There is no one left to ask. 

Grandma Eva comes to Texas 
Another major story from Grandma Eva was in 1913, 
when she was just 13, her father basically kidnapped the 
young Eva and took her to Texas, where he was going to 
make a new life. He took Eva because he needed 
someone to cook and clean. They went from the 
Chicago area to Texas by horse and wagon, with two 
horses pulling “Kirk’s Fixit Wagon.” This is about one 

Eva at 13, on the way to Dallas 

Thomas James and Mamie Clarke  
Dallas 1916 
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thousand miles. Maybe the trip took about one month. When they arrived in Dallas, there was only one 
horse left. Though it looked like she was pulling the wagon, she really was not. One horse died and Eva 
walked next to the remaining horse, carrying one end of the doubletree harness. They got a very small 
house, and Kirk opened up a harness repair shop. This did not last long, as automobiles were replacing 
horse-drawn wagons.  

Anna Mae Clarke 
There is another Clarke story about Anna Mae Clarke, the daughter of James’ son, Hal. James arrived in 
New Orleans at the age of 16. I guess he got married and some kind of work. He had a son, Hal Clarke. 
Hal was a riverboat pilot, a great job for a man from New Orleans.  Somehow his daughter Anne Mae, 
lived on Hal’s riverboat as a teenager, listening to the bawdy and rowdy talk of the rivermen. Her 
language got so bad that Hal (and his wife? I don’t know anything about her), thought they had to do 
something. So she was sent to Philadelphia to attend finishing school. She stayed with relatives, I guess 
of the wife, the Harrisons, related to the presidents Harrisons, and Lord and Lady Harrison in England. I 
think finishing schools were kind of high class, so at least the family had high class connections. What 
she learned was to make Women’s clothing from patterns. This was new technology at the time. So she 
ended up with maybe the first dressmaking shop in San Antonio, Texas, where you could get a dress 
made from a Paris high fashion pattern. Sewing patterns were invented about 1860, with a few 
companies getting into the business over the next 40 years.  Maybe Anna maybe learned to use patterns 
about 1890?  

Clarke cousins in Ft. Worth 
There was another Clarke cousin who started the first carwash in Ft. Worth, maybe about 1915. His wife 
had a patent for an improved carbide gas light, the lights on cars before they had electric lights. Electric 
lights started to be installed on US cars in about 1912, So maybe the inventions was made about that 
time. Carbide lamps were still being installed on new cars until at least 1917.  

So in the Clarke family we had women who were innovators and inventors, dating back into the early 
1900s.    

Kirk’s Fixit Shop and Gas Station 
When they arrived in Dallas, Eva’s father, Kirk, 
upgraded his fixit wagon to a fixit shop, with 
harness repair. But horses soon became 
obsolete, so he opened a gas station on the 
outskirts of Dallas.  

Grandma Eva worked there, serving sodas. This 
is where she met her future husband, Richard 
Mark Clarke.  

  

Kirk's Fixit Shop 1915 
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Adams Stories 

What happened to Grandma Adams first husband? 
My mother’s mother was born with the name of Georgia. When she went to Indian boarding school in 
Brazos Texas, she was given the last name of Savage. She always said she was French, not Indian. She 
was born during the time of the Indian wars, so not good to be an Indian, I think. And it was especially 
bad in Brazos, where several tribes were housed in a reservation that was too small, and many locals 
hated Indians indiscrimately. Her mother died when she was a young girl, and her father could not keep 
her, He probably worked and there was no one to take care of her. So she was in an Indian boarding 
school. I guess it was a pretty terrible place, so she could not wait to get out. To get free of the school, 
she married a Texas farmer, a Mr. Whitus. I think she was 15. They lived way away from town. Mr. 
Whitus was a tough old farmer type. He complained when she made “too much noise” when she was 
having his babies, unassisted, so he built a “birthing shed” away from the main house, so the noise 
wouldn’t bother him.  

Some time later, he brought two young children from town and locked them into the birthing shed. He 
forbade Georgia from giving them food or water, and hit her when she tried. A few days later, after they 
died, he buried them in unmarked graves on his land. We have no idea who these children were, but 
guess at illegitimate children from another woman.  

When Georgia had been with Mr. Whitus about 15 years, and was about 30, she asked her oldest kid to 
stay with her for lunch and sent the rest to town. When she served Mr. Whitus lunch, there was rat 
poison in his food, arsenic. It takes a few hours to dies from arsenic poisoning, and you get real thirsty. 
Mr. Whitus would ask, “Water, water.” Georgia replies, “Would you let me give those little babies 
water?” After he died, she and the oldest boy dragged his body into the fields and buried it. A few 
months later, she packed all the kids in a wagon and left for Oklahoma. There she met Bill Adams, my 
grandfather. I know little of their romance. I do know that he would sing her the Red River cowboy song, 
“From this valley they say you are leaving.” 

Georgia  told this story to my mother when she was 102. She told mother that she had never told that 
story to anyone. Many years later Mother talked to one of the Whitus grandkids. He told of doing family 
genealogical work, and he had tried hard to find some record of his grandfather’s death. He had 
searched graveyards, church records, public records, and there was nothing. It was 
like one day Mr. Whitus just fell off the Earth.  

Grandpa Adams had a big farm in his most successful period. Maybe he had forty 
farm hands and a few hundred acres to farm. Mother had a piano and took piano 
lessons as a young girl. But then The Depression came, and more important, the 
Dust Bowl of the 1930s. After several years with no crops, grandpa did not have 
enough money to make his tax payments. So he went and gambled, a card game, I 
think. He literally bet the farm, and lost it. They went from prosperous to poor, 
from a big house, to a small rented one. By WW2 grandpa was sheriff of the city, 
Altus, OK.  

Bill Adams 
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Here are two stories my mother liked to tell about her father, who she admired all her life.  

Bill Adams and Negro guests for Sunday Dinner 
Bill Adams was not your typical Oklahoma farmer. One sign of this was the he invited a Negro family to 
his home to enjoy Sunday dinner, the most important meal of the week. This was to great consternation 
of the other white folks in the area.  

Bill Adams and the KKK 
Perhaps as a result of this dinner, Bill Adams was visited by a group of hooded men on horseback who 
call him out of his house and started threatening him. He stood on the porch with a shotgun. He 
recognized some of them by their shoes and started calling them out by name. The crowd soon 
dispersed, and Bill Adams never had trouble with the KKK again.  

Childhood 
My life was really shaped by my mother, Maxine. She had unusual ideas about child raising for the time. 
She hated to constrain me by telling me “no.” So, when, as a toddler, I would throw food, instead of 
yelling at me, she put newspapers on the floor to keep them clean. When I was 2 or 3, I figured out how 
to open screen windows by unlatching them. And then I would climb out the window, and ride my trike 
down the block, shedding all my clothes as I went. She would come behind me, picking up what I 
dropped, and bring me back home. From her I learned that curiosity is good, and to believe in myself. 
These shaped the rest of my life.  

As an example of my belief in myself, in my late teens I was talking to a minister, Presbyterian, I think. I 
told him, “I didn’t think that God, if he exists, would not make us find the truth in a book, rather we can 
find it by looking within. And if God does not exist, I can’t think of anything better to do than to look 
within for the truth. What do you think of that?,” I said challengingly. “Why, son, that’s sound theology,” 
was his unexpected reply.  

My mother and father divorced when I was six. When my father got back from WW2 I was 2. He did not 
approve of how mother raised me, and tried to “bring order.” He also teased me about being fat, which 
stuck with me most of my life. It seems like either he could not live with himself after the war, or had 
given up on the marriage with my mother. Whatever the case, he took a job where he traveled during 
the week and was only home for the weekend. It stayed this way until they divorced.  

I was diagnosed with polio when I was 6. I guess a mild case. I had to wear dorky high-top corrective 
shoes as a kid into middle school, and I would fall when I ran (my mother would go to the playground 
and watch. She would hide, so as to not be noticed). By the time I was a teen, there seemed to be no 
lasting effects. I was fortunate; this was before the vaccine, and many of my generation were not so 
lucky.  

One big influence was my brother, Tom. He was 4 years older than I was, so we were not much of 
playmates. After I came from the hospital, I guess I cried a lot. Mother caught him putting a pillow over 
my face. “I was just trying to get him to shut up.” Tom asked, after a few days, if mother could return me 
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to the hospital. With no father present, he became much more important that he would have otherwise. 
He was my hero, my model, and my opponent. There was a time that I said, to make a good decision, I 
would think of what Tommy would do, and then do something different. He thought he could out smart 
and out-trick anyone. He would practice on me. We shared a bedroom, and for a long time he would 
make up serialized stories and tell me one each night after we went to bed. He also helped me, as a 
teenager, get over my fear of heights. To help me get over these fears he took me out on the hillsides 
near our house on 52 Jackson in Los Gatos. He would take me to a place where there was something 
that I was afraid to cross or climb. He was patient with me, and sometimes would secure my foot with 
his hands. He taught me how to get through these things that scared me, and helped me gain the skills 
and the confidence I needed.  

As a kid, I said I wanted to be an aeronautical engineer (I think because it sounded cool, and it made 
people laugh when I told them). I always excelled in math and science, so it seemed like a natural thing 
to do. But, in high school in my junior year, one day I thought to myself that 2 + 2 = 4, but if you ask four 
people you will get six different feelings. So numbers and facts are not the problem, people are! This 
changed my approach. When I went to college, for a while I studied philosophy and psychology, but 
found the ideas too narrow, too based on Western thinking. I ended up a few years later studying 
cultural anthropology. I learned that people live in cultures, and cultures are really just a set of ideas 
about life. This view made sense, and was useful later when I was in marketing, which really just deals 
with sets of ideas.   

We moved many times, in Oklahoma and then in California. I went to 5 different elementary schools and 
3 different high schools. I had few friends; I was always the new kid. With the ever changing life I never 
had the long-term friends that many people do. I think this probably added to me being a bit of a loner. I 
also was a latch-key kid before there were such things. From about the 6th grade mother worked full 
time (and often had things like creating writing classes she taught at adult ed in evening classes at Los 
Gatos high school. With Tommy working too, I had every afternoon with nobody around and time to fill. 
I was lonely enough that I saved lunch money so I could offer to buy a soft-serve sundae if somebody 
would walk with me towards home after school. In the evening, I would make a simple dinner for the 
family.  

With too much unsupervised time, I explored in this Los Gatos hills. Above the house at 52 Jackson. 
There was a forested slope, and above there were a few houses. Some were vacation houses I think, and 
unoccupied most of the time. I figured out how to break in to one of them. I didn’t take anything, just 
explored and snooped in the house. Later, when we moved to the house on Massol Ave. in Los Gatos, I 
would sometimes, when no one was home at our house and neighbors houses, break into them and 
look around. From one I took a deck of Las Vegas casino playing cards. Soon after I was called into the 
Police office. They asked me about break-ins, had I seen anything? And they showed me a joker from the 
deck I took. I was sure shook up but didn’t show this at the police office. That pretty much ended the 
breaking into neighbor’s houses (except for one time later in high school when I stole some booze from 
a neighbor’s house). 
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At University Avenue School in Los Gatos, in the 6th grade, the teacher, Mrs. Butler, told mom that “They 
couldn’t do anything for me,” and that I should be in private school. The reading tests we took each year 
showed my reading level as 2nd year of college, though I was just starting the 8th grade.  

High School 
I went to three high schools: Los Gatos, Camden, and Lincoln in San Jose.  

Los Gatos High was a mixed experience. On one hand, it was a continuation from University Avenue 
School, so there were some kids there I knew, but no real friends. Also, Tom had gone there, and gotten 
in lots of trouble. Soon after I started, the Boy’s Dean called me into his office to say that he was 
watching me. But even before I started, I had gone there to summer school for Algebra, and I had joined 
the football team, which started practice before the school school started. When I joined the team the 
first thing they did was give me a uniform: pads, jersey, pants and helmet. I had to buy shoes first. 
Because of my extra-large head, they didn’t have a modern plastic helmet that fit, so they issued me a 
very old leather helmet. This gave the others on the team something to tease me about. They called me 
an old football name, Knute (Ka noot), but instead of Rockne, they called me “Knute Knocknees.” I was 
on the Junior Varsity team. It practiced with the big guys, the Varsity. Somehow they said I was a center, 
and most practices, when it came time to break up into position groups, they had me play center for the 
Varsity. This way, I got a lot of good experience pretty fast. When school started, the first dance was a 
sock hop in the gym. For spirit, they had the football team wear their game jerseys. So I was there in my 
black and orange number 77 jersey. Early in the dance, they called the football team to come down. Jim 
Liggett, the varsity quarterback and school hero called out, “Knute, get down here,” I ran down the 
seats, in front of everybody, and joined the team. This was my introduction to the student body. For 
years afterward, a car would drive past, and out the window someone would yell, “Knute.” I knew they 
were from Los Gatos. The JV football team was very good. We were undefeated, and won almost every 
game by 28-0. The exception was one we won by 28-7. I played full time, both ways, as offensive center 
and defensive middle linebacker. I really enjoyed defense, and there were many games were I thought I 
spent as much time in their backfield as their own backs. Finally, the last game, they ran a trap, and the 
wing back, who had gotten up a good head of steam hit me in the side, really the lower back. I had 
trouble getting up, but told the coach, “I’m OK. Leave me in.” He did, and I finished the game, but 
afterward, when it came time to get my uniform off, I couldn’t reach my feet to take off my shoes! I 
wondered for many years if that wasn’t the source of my ongoing back trouble? I was pretty good. A 
local Stanford scout told me, if I kept it up, and was all-league, he would get me a scholarship to 
Stanford.   

Already I started cutting school. I think I cut about 1/3 of high school. Most classes were not at all 
challenging, and Tom showed me his trick of typing a note and forging mother’s signature. The typed 
note meant that I didn’t have to forge too much, just the signature. This worked until late in my senior 
year. Mother worked, and car-pooled to work leaving the 53 Studebaker in front of the house. I sneaked 
its keys and had a set made for me. Some flakey friend and I would cut school and drive to Santa Cruz, or 
something. Sometimes he would have a part of a bottle of wine. My grades were OK, in all but Latin. You 
had to take 2 years of a foreign language at that time, and I bought into the story that since Latin was at 
the base of all romance languages, it would be especially useful. But with a language you have to 
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actually study, and I never learned to study. I would ace the tests and have great class contribution, and 
basically, except for math, never do much homework. This would get me Bs. (Ds in Latin, though.) 
Mother never followed up on homework, never asked, “How’s your homework?”Then towards the end 
of my freshman year, she married Bill Ryan and moved to Cambrian Park, in San Jose. I finished the year 
at Los Gatos, and then the next year was at Camden.  

Camden was not a particularly good experience. I was new and didn’t 
know anybody.  I told people that I couldn’t play football because of the 
back injury, but really, it was that I was not willing to do all the work it 
took, not at this new school, without any of my teammates from the 
previous year. This year is a blur in my mind. Mother spent several 
months with very serious back trouble, and had a spinal fusion operation, 
so she was gone much of the year. After she recovered from the surgery, 
she divorced Bill, who wasn’t needed anymore. Then we moved again, 
near Lincoln HS in San Jose.  

The last two years at Lincoln were good years. I was in a speech group 
both years. We recorded weekly radio shows, and many in the group 
competed in speech tournaments. They had me do Humorous 
Interpretation. I looked around for material and found something by 
James Thurber, “If Grant had been drinking at Appomattox,” I did OK. The 
speech teacher took me with him to various service clubs, like the Rotary 
Club, and had me give it at lunches. The men at, say, the Rotary Club, 
thought it was funny, the kid imitating a drunk. I was great at math. I took 
algebra in summer school before I started high school, so I was always a 
year ahead of everybody. My senior year I competed for a math 
scholarship, shown In the article to the right. I didn’t win anything, 
though; I thought I made an adding mistake in a very complex problem. I 
understood the problem, just made a stupid mistake. In math, we had the 
senior program from the New Math that was put into schools after 
Sputnik showed American that we  needed to do better in teaching 
school. So instead of the usual trig and solid geometry, we had set theory, 
inductive reasoning and differential calculus. I loved it, and did very well. 
We did not have the usual hard-bound textbooks, we had mimeographed 
books, stapled together. The teacher was an interesting person, Winette 
Fowler. She was the first woman technical graduate from Stanford. This 
New Math was new to her, too. She told us at the end of the year, that 
she was never more than a couple of pages ahead of us. One thing she did 
was bring small 3-D puzzles and leave them out for us. So I would go to 
class early, and try to solve a new puzzle.  

I was also involved with the Student Council. Even though I was new in 
school, I was pretty outspoken. The Student Council members were 
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elected from the Social Studies classes, and they elected me, even though they didn’t know me very 
well, just that I was a loud-mouth.  

The next year I ran for student body VP, along with a football-playing friend who ran for president. We 
didn’t want the jobs, it was just that popular jocks were running unopposed, and we didn’t want this. 
We lost, badly.  

In the spring, they caught me forging notes, and to punish be for cutting school, they suspended me for 
a week. Some punishment! Later in the spring, they held a competition for one of the graduation 
speaking slots. I won the competition, But then the Girl’s Dean found out I had a 2.9 grade average, and 
the speakers needed to have a B average, this was 3.0. So she pulled me from the spot. They had me, for 
consolidation, do an oral interpretation of the graduation theme song “Climb every mountain.” I still 
remember standing at the podium in front of hundreds of people, with the orchestra playing, and me, 
reciting dramatically, “Climb every mountain, ford every stream. Follow every rainbow, ‘till you find your 
dream…” Thank god, that’s over.  

The Fires 
My daughter Megan wanted to make sure that I wrote about “the fires.” So here are the stories. I 
accidently set three fires as a kid. The first one, I describe in the section about Tom, my brother, when I 
slipped a blanket onto a lamp.   

The second fire was near the end of the 8th grade. I would be graduating in a few days. It was after 
school, and I was alone as usual. I was hungry, so I put a pan over a flame on the stove, made a 
hamburger patty and put it into the pan. I went outside into the garden while it was cooking, and I was 
so happy I just started singing. After a bit I returned to the kitchen and found it aflame, with the fire 
going up the wall behind the stove. I didn’t wait; I got a hose and put it out. The firemen came and had 
to make sure the fire was out. What was not drenched before was soaking wet now. This was in the 
house on Massol Ave in Los Gatos. It was a two-story Victorian. The stairs were off the kitchen, so smoke 
went up the stairs, like a chimney. Tom and my rooms were filled with smoke, and the smell lasted for 
days.  

The third fire was my senior year. That day, senior pictures were being taken for the yearbook. Boys 
were supposed to wear while shirts, I forgot, and so drove the 53 Studebaker home to get the right shirt. 
I smoked at that time (I had started at 13, to try to act older) and lit up when I got home. I set the ciggie 
on an ashtray on my bed, while I searched my closet for the right shirt. I put it on and left for school, and 
left the cigarette burning in the ashtray on my bed. Well, Tommie to the rescue once again. He had slept 
in that morning, and when he awoke, it was to yet another fire. So again he doused the fire. Nothing 
was destroyed this time, other than my mattress and bedding. Again, a lasting smell of smoke in my 
room, and Tommy saved the house. 
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The Air Force 
After I graduated from high school, the family broke up. This was the end of the family life we had since I 
was born. Mother went away to college, to USC on a fellowship for a Masters degree in psychiatric social 
work. She left Tom in charge of the house. I got accepted at San Jose State, and did not want to live in 
the house with Tom and his friends. I was not working during school, so I must have gotten money to do 
this from Mom. I lived in a couple of crummy shared apartments near the college. It was a lot of fun, 
going to college, but I was just not prepared to do the studying needed. I had never had to before, so 
hadn’t learned how to apply myself. I registered as a double major in Philosophy and Psychology. I took 
two Philosophy courses, and was in the Humanities program. This was advanced for its day; a cross-
discipline integrated lower division program to meet all the GED (General  Educational Development) 
requirements. I was learning good stuff in all these classes, but could not keep up with the reading, nor 
the writing needed. So poor test grades, poor marks overall. I decided that what I needed was to be 
older, and if I did something like join the Air Force, I would be older when I got out. The Air Force 
recruiters loved me after I took their recruiting test and got the highest marks possible.  

After I got discharged from the Air Force, I got jobs, first at the Bank of America, then at IBM, I met and 
married Marcia during this time. I worked for IBM for six years, then quit to return to college and live on 
the GI bill.  

My New Beard 
During the IBM days, sometimes I would visit Tom when he had the art gallery 54 ½, 
in Los Gatos. One day when I was visiting after work, Tom kept staring at my face. I 
asked him what was up, and he related a dream in which I had shaved out the chin 
of my beard (I was wearing one during most of my IBM days). He said that I looked 
so good! I thought it was great! I even told IBM that I had lost my ID card, so they 
would make me a new one with a new picture, shown to the right. When I quit a few 
years later, I gave them the old ID and kept the one with the cool photo. Now it is 
the only one I have of this beard treatment.  

I will tell more of my stories as I write about my brother, Tommy, (later Tom), and mother, Maxine.  

Maxine 
My mother was certainly another bigger than life figure.  

She was born in 1919 with her fraternal twin, Wilma. Mother’s original name was Wilkie, after her 
father, Wilkerson David Adams. The twins were Wilma and Wilkie. They were the last of several kids 
from Georgia and Bill Adams. There were a bunch of older half-brothers and sisters, children of Mr. 
Whitus. Wilma was the outgoing popular twin, and Wilkie, reserved and standoffish.  

As a girl, Wilkie showed some unusual interests. She would go by herself to sit by the Red River, and talk 
to Jesus. Not talk to him mentally in prayer, but talk to him physically. You were supposed to love Jesus, 
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but not in person! Later in life, she had several experiences where she was, “in the light” and somehow 
it was the light of Jesus, she told me. He was there with her.  

Secretly listening 
As a girl, young Wilkie would hide under the quilting frame and listen to the women talk. She heard 
what they said to each other, as opposed to what they said in public to others, and their husbands. 
These were quite different! She was particularly incensed to hear her mother talk about her father; I 
don’t remember much of what she told me. There surely was something about making sweet when they 
were courting, then warding off his ‘attentions” when married. I remember her talking of hearing her 
father say on a number of occasions, “Georgia, a man has to have some loving!” She learned to see all 
these women as hypocrites, listening to them talk among themselves.  

Stella’s suicide 
One event that traumatized her family while Wilkie was young was the suicide of an older sister, Stella, 
one of the Whitus girls. She had moved away from the family to Oklahoma City, which was a happening 
place at the time and a center of jazz (and probably stylish black men). All I know is that she committed 
suicide, and that this put their mother, Georgia, into deep depression for years. I don’t know any more 
of the story, but it is easy to suspect that maybe Bill Adams, physically estranged from his wife Georgia, 
sought “comfort” from an older step-daughter, a child from Georgia’s first husband. And that maybe this 
is what led Stella to leave the family, and eventually to her death? Surely if Georgia had heard about any 
of this, it would explain her depression. But who knows? Another story lost in the mist of time.  

The Minister’s attempted sexual assault 
Young Wilkie learned a big lesion about local ministers when she was in her teens. A minister offered to 
give her a ride home in his car; He tried to rape her during this drive. She never told anyone; no one 
would believe her anyway: “A Minister?” they would say, and then dismiss her charges. She saw then 
that these ministers were hypocrites too. This was the end of her and the Baptists.  

Marriage to Russell Boroughs, Birth of Tommy 
Wilkie escaped through books, and used the town’s library a lot. This led her out of the small town to go 
to college. All she had to do to get there was to marry some boy, Russell Boroughs, forced on her by her 
mother, Georgia, who was concerned for Maxine’s future well-being since the family’s finances had 
fallen apart. She agreed to the marriage because Russell promised her that she could go to college. She 
got pregnant with Tom along the way. During this time she changed her name from Wilkie to Maxine; 
she had always hated the name, “Wilkie.” When Tom was born, she was 21 and in college. She did not 
want to drop out of school to raise him, so Tom spent his first two years living with Grandma Georgia 
and Bill Adams. So Tom had this vital part of his life living away from his mother. She divorced Russell 
soon after.  

Meeting Richard 
Then she met my father, Richard at Oklahoma University, where they were both going to school. And 
after a pretty fast courtship, they were married. Richard was a good dad to Tommy, and wanted him to 
live with them, so he went to the effort to actually adopt him. To afford college, Richard was in Army 
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ROTC, so he knew he would be going on active duty as an artillery officer in Europe. Maxine got 
pregnant while he was in training, and he just got to see me briefly before he went to Europe. To make 
ends meet, Maxine had some kind of job, maybe at the Air Base. There was a red headed doctor who 
she worked with and who she was friends with. Grandma Eva, perhaps jealous at the loss of the 
attention of her only and devoted son, told Richard a malicious story that the two were romantically 
involved, and my red hair at birth was taken by Grandma and I think Richard as proof of the affair. The 
only problem with this theory was the Maxine’s father was also a red head. I think from this time on, 
things were rocky for Maxine and Richard. I think Richard believed it to his death. When we were 
together and he was in his 80s, he said, of me, “I caught it in my trap, so it was mine.” He meant me.  

My Birth 
My birth was a special experience for Maxine. I was apparently a few weeks late. Perhaps the date 
discrepancy helped Grandma Eva and Richard think the story about the red-haired doc was true. 
Anyway it was a late December night in SW Oklahoma. I think Maxine was with her parents in Maysville, 
OK. They called an ambulance when she went into labor. By the time they got there, labor was pretty 
advanced, and I was born with what is now called “Natural childbirth” in the back of the ambulance at 
night during the drive to the Paul’s Valley Hospital. Mother said the men were upset at her, saying, 
“Lady, can’t you wait? You’re making a big mess. And we’re gonna have to clean it up before we can go 
home tonight.” It was the middle of the night, very late. For Mother, she says that this was her first 
experience “in the Light.” During labor, I guess when she surrendered to it, the ambulance filled with 
light, and then she relaxed and then I was born. She said they called me, “Pinky” at the hospital because 
of my head of pink fuzz. She always took this as if it were proof that I was a late-term baby.  

Richard came to see me before he shipped out to Europe. He was gone for two years. This time is 
captured in a book I wrote from his emails, “Clarke Family Stories.” He told me of this period, about 
Maxine, that he just wanted someone to rely on, and her letters were all over the place, one way in one 
letter and another way in the next. This was hardly the picture of security, of the “little woman” waiting 
for him. So I think by the time he got back, he was over his love for Maxine.  

He was appalled at the “permissive” way that she was raising me. This really upset him. He believed in 
order, and did not see it in me or my life. I didn’t see him much, since he was gone “on the road” 5 days 
each week for his job. He took me on one of his trips. I remember driving all around, and he stopped in a 
couple of places to test the level of chlorine in the water of municipal swimming pools. What I 
remember of him during this time was how afraid I was of his criticism. He taught me how to ride a bike, 
and when I had to ride it on my own, without his help, I remember being afraid, not of falling, but of 
failure, and disappointing him. 

Electro-shock treatments, then divorce 
The next part of Maxine’s story I do not have any memories of. All I know is what I have pieced together 
from various things she told me, and imagined after I heard how disappointed Richard was of Maxine 
during the war. The first part is that he thought that I had another father, as told to him by Grandma 
Eva. The next part was that he wanted something steady back at home to look forward to returning to. 
When he talked to me of what he felt while in Germany, he was really dismayed at how in one letter, 
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Maxine was this way, and in the next, some other way. I think he was determined to “fix” her. The first 
thing, she got a hysterectomy. I never heard, but I would guess Richard pretty much forced it, and the 
doctors at that time might have thought that it would make her mentally more stable. I just don’t know 
any more about this. The next thing is that she had a course of electro-shock treatments. Mother talked 
a bit about how these affected her, that she was pretty much ‘out of it” for days after each session. She 
also said that prior to this she had an eidetic memory, commonly called a photographic memory, and 
remembered everything that she read. But no more after E.S.T. The progression of Maxine and Richard’s 
“marriage problems” was hysterectomy, electro-shock, and then divorce. Swell guy, huh? 

One memory I have is of a 4th of July celebration at our house on McNamee. I was 6 or 7 years old. I had 
some firecrackers and one was a dud; it wouldn’t explode. So I got the clever idea to put it in a bin of old 
newspapers, and light them on fire to explode it. The only problem was the bin of papers was in the 
garage, next to a wall. The kitchen was on the other side of the wall. I remember the burning papers, 
then Dad, rushing in with a hose, and then the most terrible beating I ever got. It was so bad that 
mother took me and Tom over to a friend’s house, where we all spent the night. “A while after this, they 
filed for divorce, and suddenly he was no longer there, and we had to move from the house he had built 
for us.  

Maxine the Writer 
In Norman, Maxine’s creative focus was on writing. She had taken creative writing under Foster-Harris at 
Oklahoma University. He was famous at the time as a teacher of fiction writing, especially for the “pulp” 
fiction market. One of his books from that period was, “The Basic Formulas of Fiction.”She said that this 
was one of the best creative writing programs in the USA at the time. It was his teaching that enabled 
her, many years later, to make a small success in pulp-writing for women’s magazines (so-called “true 
confessions”) and support the family for a couple of years in the 1950s. She spent years working on a 
novel, “Speak to the Earth,” about Oklahoma, its farmers, and a family modeled after her own. She even 
sold the novel to a big publishing house, and got a $2000 advance payment. This was in the 1940s and 
$2000 was a lot of money. But they kept asking for rewrites, and after rejecting one, told her, ”put more 
sex in.” So she started her next draft, “Johnny stood on the steps of the whorehouse.” Even this was not 
enough. The project just fizzled out.  

Moving to California 
After the divorce, we moved from place to place in Norman, OK. Mother worked somewhere. She found 
a creative (but, it turned out, crazy) writer, who said he would take us all to California. So she married 
Dick McDowell. Tom and I spent Christmas with our dad, Dick Clarke and his new wife Clara in Little 
Rock, AR, then took a Greyhound bus to San Jose, CA. It was a 3-day trip. Dick was supposed to give us 
plenty of money for food and stuff on the bus trip. But he gave us far less than mother thought he 
should. I remember spending a quarter for a science fiction paper back, the beginning of my long-time 
love for sci-fi.  

We lived in East San Jose for about half a year, the second half of the 4th grade. It was a mainly a 
Mexican school, and I learned about discrimination by being the target of it. That summer I learned to 
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play chess in a summer-school program. I taught Tom and beat Tom the first game I played him, while 
he was still learning. After that, I did not beat him again for about ten years.  

After that we moved to 52 Jackson in Los Gatos. Soon after that, mother got Dick McDowell to commit 
himself to Agnews State Mental hospital; he was violently paranoid and a danger to us. She divorced 
him soon after. I remember him flipping out after I saw a man talk about his achievements, and came 
home and happily told the tale. He couldn’t take the praise for another man.  

Maxine writing “True Confessions” to support the family  
Then, for a couple of years Maxine supported us writing fiction, “true confessions.” She would go into 
the guest house behind our main house, and, like a job, write from about 8 to 5. She sold about one 
story per month, for maybe $200-$300. This supported us in 1954. After a while, she held a “rejection 
slip” party, with a wall covered with “rejection slips” she had received in the mail. After two years of this 
insecure life, she got a job as a social worker for Santa Clara County.  This was her entry into the career 
area for the rest of her life, as a social worker, then a supervisor, finally in private practice. During this 
time she got a Masters of Social Work degree from USC (on a fellowship, I think, from the County) and 
spent much of the rest of her career as a psychiatric social worker, first for Santa Clara County, then 
Alameda County and her own private practice. She was one of the first certified Child and Family 
Counselors in California. She continued to take training in various forms of therapy. One of the last that I 
knew of was “Alchemical Hypnotherapy,” from David Quigley. In this therapy, Maxine would use 
hypnotherapy to help with pain and trauma by recreating the patient’s past, to come out with another, 
better, ending of the story. She liked to work with kids, and as a part of her practice she worked with 
dead people, after they died, to help them through the transition. She said that often people start out 
confused after they die, and can use some help. The joke I always made about this work is, “But how did 
you get paid?”  

Through the years after Los Gatos, she had two or three additional husbands, and moved again and 
again, with years in Berkeley, then San Leandro, near Oakland.  

Serious back problems 
While I was in high school she started having serious problems with her back. By my sophomore year, 
she had married Bill Ryan, and moved us to his house in Cambrian Park, in San Jose, near Los Gatos. She 
married him because she was sure that she was going to need back surgery, and wanted to have 
someone to watch over Tom and me. He was pretty much the most ordinary guy she ever went out 
with. He worked for the Country department of Weights and Measures. It was his job to test gas pumps, 
and certify that they gave an honest measure. The only thing that seemed remotely interesting about 
him was that he had the biggest mono audio speaker system anyone ever saw. The base speakers were 
maybe 18 inches wide, There were two of these in a wooden speaker cabinet bigger that a refrigerator. 
And treble was from a 20-inch flared horn speaker. The speakers were so powerful that when he played 
organ music with a big bass part, the couch would vibrate and move across the carpeted floor. She was 
with him for a few months, while she had a spinal fusion operation. Now this being Maxine, that was not 
all there was to the hospital experience. She recalled being out of her body, being able to see it from 
above, and through the wall into the next room. She could hear what they were saying.  
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Somehow she moved out of Bill’s into a crappy apartment in the same neighborhood, so I could keep in 
the same high school. Then, during the summer we moved to San Jose near Lincoln High School, 2076 
Lynwood Terrace. We lived there two years. I graduated high school, and she went to grad school.  

In LA for grad school 
She left for two years in LA, and left Tom in charge of the house. I knew that I could not live there with 
him, got into San Jose State, and found an apartment to share near the college. I must have been getting 
money from mom, through Tommy. I did not work. For Tom this was really the first time he was free 
from family responsibility, and free without mother around. He and his friend, Jeff, would throw great 
parties. He met Polly, his future wife, at one such party. She was going to Stanford.  My semester of 
college was unsuccessful, and after thinking about what to do, decided I needed to be older. So I joined 
the Air Force, knowing that when I got out, I would be older. This was really the end of Maxine living 
with her kids (except for a few months when I got out of the Air Force when I lived with her).  

When I was going into the Air Force, I thought I should visit Mother in LA. The only transportation I had a 
the time was an NSU Motor scooter. I decided to drive this the 400 miles to LA to see her. What a 
terrible decision! A big problem was that a motor scooter could not use the freeway, and at the time the 
main route was US101, which was freeway much of the way. So I planned to go via Highway 1, on the 
coast. It took until the evening of the first day to get to Monterey County. I spent the night sleeping in 
the sand next to the road near the Moss Landing Power Plant. The next day I drove along the coast to 
San Simeon, about 120 miles. It took me most of the day. Up and down the hills as it went along the 
ocean-front cliffs, the fastest I could go in this under-powered scooter was maybe 35 MPH. That was 
downhill. Uphill, 10-15 mph so it was slow-going. The next day, I drove the 135 miles to Santa Barbara. 
The road was flatter, so it probably took me 4 hours. Then a car repair place let me park the motor bike, 
and I took the Greyhound Bus to LA. In LA, I knew from what Mother said, what bus to take to get near 
where she lived. I took the bus, then when I thought I might be close, got off and started walking. Then, 
after a few minutes, I heard, “Richie!” from the window of a passing car. It stopped, and out popped 
Maxine. I was so happy; I really didn’t know where she lived, nor how to find her house. And this was 
way before the cell phones that everybody has now. I don’t know how I was going to find her house, but 
she found me!  

Maybe the next night, after we had gone out to dinner, we came back to her place and she asked me if I 
wanted her to read my cards.” I had no idea that she did “card reading.” Of course I said yes. We sat 
down at her kitchen table, and she shuffled a deck of standard playing cards, had me cut it, then laid out 
a spread. Now I know that the form of the spread she used is the standard Tarot card layout, called the 
Celtic Cross, with four cards in a column on the right, and cards laid out in a cross in the center. She 
started “reading the cards,” then her voice changed and she started talking. “I am in a cellar. There are 
many men here. One man is speaking, that man is you. ‘Humanity moves forward on a river of blood.’ 
Your name was Jules Jacque LeBruce. I saw you guillotined. Your wife was with me. Tell him that we 
watch and wait and send him strength from beyond the veil.” Then she came out of it, her voice became 
normal, and she said she did not remember what had happened. 
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After grad school 
When she graduated and went back to work, because of the degree, she was promoted to supervisor.  
This was about 1963.  

Then in 1964 she had more medical problems. She had some kind of disease of the semicircular canals, 
and got very dizzy when she moved her head. The doctors could not find the source. I got an emergency 
leave from the USAF to care for her. After she did not get better, I applied for a Humanitarian 
Reassignment to a nearby radar base, so I could care for her while I was in the Air Force. Because of my 
high-security work, they didn’t want to put me into a population of regular Air Force guys, so they 
discharged me, instead, after a bit more than two years.  We lived in her small rented house at 498 N, 

15th Street in San Jose. I would help her in the morning, drive her to 
work, meet her at 10 to take her to coffee, 12 noon, for lunch, and 3 
PM for coffee, then 5PM to take her home and make her dinner. 
After because a few days it started driving me crazy; I could not do 
anything or see friends or go anywhere, since I needed to get her 
again, very soon, every two hours, all through the day. Fortunately, 
after a few weeks, she magically got better, and I was not needed 
anymore. So I got a job and moved out.  

She bought a house in Los Gatos, 52 Oak Grove St. She lived there for 
several years. Marcia and I were married in her back yard. For a 
while we lived down the street from her. During her time in Los 
Gatos she founded a group called Open Doors, to deal with racial 

issues. In the first meeting, someone said, “What racial issues? We don’t have any colored people living 
here.” This was in the 1960s after years of racial strife, and marches, etc.  

During these days in Los Gatos, while I was still with Marcia, there was a friend of Tom’s Hartley Seeger. 
He had, for a year or two, I real nice old Spanish style house in the East hills above Los Gatos. One 
special feature was the “secret staircase” from the upstairs main bedroom, to a room on the main floor. 
They also had a swimming pool that they kept very warm, so nice for night swimming. And it had a high 
wall around it, so it was very private, enough so for “skinny-dipping.” Hartley was an older guy, maybe 
the age of my parents, but was a modern pot-smoking, free thinking Californian. There was a time when 
Maxine was visiting in the evening, and smoked pot, maybe for the first time, and went skinny-dipping in 
the pool. I still remember her pushing her hands down through the water near a pool light, and 
exclaiming, “The bubbles! Look at all the bubbles!”  

In the 1970s, mother and I went back to Oklahoma to visit her parents. One day she was upset, so I 
asked her to go for a drive so we could talk. On the drive she said that she was very upset; her folks were 
getting very old, and she didn’t know if she would ever see them again. I asked if she had talked to them 
about it. She said she hadn’t. I suggested it was a good idea to do so, and she agreed. So we drove back 
to their house, ready for deep conversation. When we got there, we all sat down at a table in their back 
yard. Mother said, “Richie and I were talking, and there is something that I need to talk to you about. 
You tell them, Richie.” I was surprised at her conversational approach to them, but went ahead and told 

Mother and me in Los Gatos 
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them that Mother was upset that they were going to die. And 
you know what? They already knew this. The resulting 
conversation between the three of them was, I think, one of 
the best emotion-clearing one my mother ever had. The 
photograph of her, above, shows how clear her face was 
afterward.  

More back trouble and a miraculous healing 
Maxine had serious back problems for more than a decade. 
When I was in high school, she had a spinal fusion. More than 
ten years later, she still was having problems. Around these 

physical issues, Maxine has some pretty strong spiritual 
experiences. She talked about the time she was hospitalized for 
the laminectomy and she had out-of-the-body experiences. She could look at her own body from above 
and hear the doctor talking. She could see the patient in the next room. When the problems came back, 
years later, she was in Stanford Hospital. They had taken x-rays and seen problems with her spine. Then 
one night she just surrendered, and then the room was filled with light and Jesus was with her. The Light 
remained for a while. The next day, the doctors could not find any problem, and she was able to move 
freely again. She could even dance again.  

After some years, she quit her job with Santa Clara County, and got another one with Alameda County, 
as a therapist, not a welfare supervisor. She lived in a small rented house in Alameda, then Berkeley for 
a while. She married some other guy, Carlton Hubble, and moved in with him in his place, also in San 
Leandro. Then she bought a house in San Leandro, on Dutton Ave. She lived there for a number of years. 
I have lost a clear idea of continuity in this part of her life; I was off living my own life. I only saw her 
occasionally, and talked on the phone.  

Dutton Avenue house 
While in the house on Dutton Ave. she had some high moments. One thing she did was to channel, I 
think the spirit was, “Serena.” There was a group that would come for the sessions, which they recorded 

and transcribed. There was also the “Harmonic Conversion,” a special 
celestial event, and she led a group up into the nearby mountains to 
participate. She lived in this house, till the early 1990s.  

Tom’s son, David, lived with her a couple of years, I think. He did not work 
out at home with his mother, Polly, nor with his dad in Moss Beach. So 
Maxine took him and got him through high school. I think she was 
happiest in the Dutton Ave. house. She had an office to see clients, and a 
play room for child therapy. She had friends and admirers. Some of her 
friends were people she had worked with as a therapist.  

The years after the house on Dutton were not always kind to her.  

Maxine after talking to parents 
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She moved first into a retirement center, assisted living. They gave her the support she needed. And the 
owner was more benign than most. But he sold the property and the new owners were not so nice. So 
she had to move.  

The separation, Mother’s move to Oklahoma, then to Eureka with Megan.  
My memory is hazy here. Sometime after I was 50, I said to her that the way she treated me often 
brought pain. This was a long standing issue with me. For many years I would dream phone calls from 
her because I never knew what was coming next. Often after a call from her, I would be emotional 
collapsed, and take a day or so to recover. And she never noticed her impact on me. Lucille had lots of 
problems with her behavior and how she treated me. Lucille had some mixed feelings though, because 
Maxine would take Megan for a weekend, and lower the pressure on Lucille being a parent. Finally 
Lucille wrote her a letter, telling Maxine what she thought. The created months of emotional  trouble. 
So finally, after many year of this, I felt that I had to stand up for myself and tell he the pain she 
routinely brought me. She basically could not hear this, and the thing escalated to the point where she 
told me that Tom had “come to her (in a dream)” and disowned me from the grave. Not only was this 
ridiculous, since Tom wouldn’t put up with her when he was alive. As an example, once he gave her a 
bunch of ladybug crawling toys. He wound them up, and turned them away from her, and said 
something like, “Notice that if you turn them away from you, they all go away.” I stopped talking with 
her. I felt the interactions were too damaging for me. She reacted, big. She moved to Oklahoma. She 
had a niece she thought would give her the support she needed. This worked for a while, and then she 
drove the niece away. There was another family member she talked with. She moved close to her. This 
did not work, either. She moved again, this time to a small place, with much of her stuff in storage. I had 
to go to Oklahoma and dispose of most of the stuff in storage; she couldn’t afford it anymore. I went 
willing to help her out of this mess, but not so interested in being so involved that I would support her 
through her ending days, even though she offered me good money to do so. Finally Megan went and 
rescued her from Oklahoma. She moved her to Eureka, into an assistive living home near her. This really 
was not working out, and Megan had the idea of using Mother’s help and buying a place where Megan 
would live with her family and take care of Grandma. This is where Mother lived out most of her 
remaining days.  

Near the end, Mother moved again. 
Maybe she was anticipating her death, 
and did not want Megan to have to 
deal with her remains? She died not 
too long after. When she died, a close 
friend of Megan had a dream. In this 
dream, Maxine was being carried out 
on a litter, waving to the crowd saying 
“I’m out of here!” A fitting end, we all 
thought.  

Carol and I were in the US at the time, 
so we came to Eureka to support 
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Megan. We held a memorial service for her, on a cliff, above the ocean. Most of the family attended. I 
officiated. That is the last time I saw David and Polly.  

Richard 
Richard Merton Clarke was born in Feb. 1918, an only child. His mother, Eva was 18 at the time. Eva and 
Richard, Senior, were very much in love. I heard (from Maxine) that Richard felt left out. Their early 
years in Dallas, they lived in what was barely more than a wooden shack. His cousin, Marvin Clarke lived 
with them for several years, and Marvin was a much of a brother as Richard ever had.  

Marvin, like a brother 
Marvin was an interesting man He was a physicist. He was involved with 
the first A-bomb test, Trinity, at White Sands test ground. He devised the 
mechanism to turn all the high-speed cameras on at the right moment to 
capture the blast This was critical so they could have good film of this first 
A-bomb test. These cameras ran so fast that all the film was used up in a 
few seconds, so the timing had to be just right. His solution was a trigger 
mechanism based on a string rubbed in lamp-black. When the string 
broke, the camera turned on. The heat from the flash of the A-bomb was 
perfect to ignite this string. That is why we have the films of this first test.  

After that Marvin said that his job was to put bugs into space. I 
researched a bit, and this must have been the 1947 test flight from White 
Sands where fruit flies were put into the edge of space in a V2 rocket built 
from parts captured from the Germans.  

Another early NASA story that Marvin told was about the early days, 
testing the rocket sled. I am not sure if he was there or not, but it is such a 
good story that he had to tell it. Before they used the sled to test 
acceleration and deceleration forces on humans, they tested it on 
monkeys. ‘They strapped the monkey into the sled. There were delays, 
naturally, and the monkey was getting impatient. So they found a banana 
and gave it to him. About the time when the monkey was going to eat the 
banana, the sled’s rocket fired, and the force smashed the banana on the 
monkey’s face. In another day or so they were going to run the test again, 
so they got the monkey and strapped him in. Again there were delays, 
and again they gave the monkey the banana. The monkey learned from 
last time, and smashed it in the face of his handler.  

Richard’s Father dies. His life changes 
Richard’s childhood situation improved. His father was promoted to run the whole morning Dallas 
Herald paper distribution, and they were able to move into a nice big house. I remember this house; it 
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was a big two-story frame house, on a giant lot, more than an acre, with rows of mature pecan trees. I 
remember catching fireflies in a glass jar in the evening. 

In his late teens, everything changed. Richard’s father suddenly died. And pretty quickly his mother 
remarried. She had never lived without a man, and she was not going to start now. She married Boston 
Burnet, called “Curley.” He was an east Texas farm boy, who was good with his hands. He worked in 
WW2 as a foreman in an International Harvester factory, running a group of men who built tractors. 
Richard took an immediate dislike to Curley; he was not going to replace his father. At the time of his 
father’s death, young Richard had big plans, to go to college and study aeronautical engineering. He had 
always been attracted to flying. But with his father’s death, he had to reset the plans; there was not 
enough money. When he started in Artillery ROTC they still pulled the guns with horses.  

He got a job in Oklahoma City repairing typewriters. He was good at it, and 
had a bit of his own life for a while. Then he found out that if he got into 
Army ROTC, they would help pay for college. So he enrolled in Oklahoma 
University in Norman, OK, and joined ROTC. He studied Chemical 
Engineering. The ROTC unit was an artillery unit, so on their summer 
training, they would go someplace that had big artillery pieces and practice.  

Richard meets Maxine 
He met Maxine on the campus and was attracted to her. He schemed a way 
to meet her, and they soon became a thing. They got married, I think in 
1941. He cared about Tommy, and had Tommy move from his 
grandparents’ house, and live with them. He even went to the trouble of 
legally adopting Tom. I think they were very happy together for a while.  

Caught in his trap 
One of the last times I saw my father he told me something about his attitude towards me. Maybe it 
explained something I had felt all my life.  

I was born during WW2, just before my father went to Germany in 1943. Two years later, when he 
returned from the war, after a while he told my mother, “I can’t stand that kid,” referring to me. As a 
kid, I never felt this directly, but I think I felt it in small ways, like the way he would cruelly tease me 
about my weight, calling me, “Rubber gut,” and he had a cruel little ditty he would sing.  

Maybe the last time we visited, I had flown from California to Arkansas. We were sitting together talking 
and he said, about what he understood was my mother’s illegitimate child – me – “I figured if I caught it 
in my trap (My mother’s womb), then it was mine.” This is not a very endearing thing to hear from 
someone you always had thought was your father.  

My mother and father were only together a few years after the war. He had a travelling job, and so was 
away during the week and home only on weekends. I never saw them fight, but I never really saw them 
as a loving couple, either. They divorced when I was 7, and we came to California a couple of years later. 
He was ordered to pay child support. But he never did.  

Richard in Oklahoma City 
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Later I imagined a father’s day card that says, “You never paid child support, but I still love you,”  

He never wrote, or remembered me at Christmas or my birthday. But still I had this deep desire to 
connect with my father. I went back there as a young teen. It was pleasant, but no love connection.  

As a teen, I remember that it was an issue for me, “What is a man?” I didn’t have the example in my life. 
I had only an older brother, and the kind of example he set, well, if I had a choice in front of me, I’d think 
what he would do, and then do something different. With no examples, I knew I had to just make it up 
for myself. 

But he is my father, I want a relationship 
I still had a desire to connect with my father and tried to find ways. There 
were a few letters. Unsatisfactory. The same with phone calls. Finally in 
the 1990s, when email started to be popular I got into an email 
relationship with him. This was the best we ever had. He sent me a series 
of stories about his background, and experiences in WW2. I put them, 
together with photos ito a small book, “Clarke Stories,” and sent copies to 
family members. If you want to know more about him, get that book and 
read it.  

Maybe about 2004 we went and visited him in Arkansas. He lived in a 
double-wide manufactured home set in a plot behind his step-daughter’s 

house. It was pleasant countryside. Plenty of green. Open fields and trees. He even told me he was 
proud of me. This was as much satisfaction as I would ever get.  

In 2006 I got a call that he was in the hospital and his health was failing fast. I got the next plane to 
Arkansas. He died while I was in the air. I spoke at his funeral.  

Tom 
Tom had more influence on me that just about anyone else in my early life. My father was away at WW2 
until I was two, and then travelled 5 days a week for his job. After they divorced and we moved to 
California there mostly was not a regular man around. It 
was just the two boys and our mother. Tom was four 
years older than me, enough of a gap that we were not 
natural playmates. I copied him, admired him, felt that 
my friends liked him better than me. He was my 
storyteller.  I was often the younger brother tagging along 
when he was with his friends and didn’t want me. When I 
was a teen in a new situation I would think what he 
would do, so then do something different.  Later in life I 

was his audience while he was still telling stories, now 
about his real life exploits rather than the fantasy hero in 

Tommy and Maxine 
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the stories he told when I was young.  

Tom was born in 1939, 4 years before I was. He was the son of Russell Boroughs, whom Maxine married 
at age 18 because he said the she could go to college. This was interrupted by Tom’s birth. Maxine still 
wanted to go to school, so she had her parents keep him from shortly after birth until he was 2. So he 
had a very different first 2 years that I did.  After this, at college she met Richard, my father, and was 
married pretty soon after. Richard adopted Tom, who had started to live with his mother again. I think 
young Tom kind of idolized Richard.  

I shared a room with Tom until we came out to California, in the middle of the 4th grade. He would tell 
me stories at night as we were getting to sleep, and I really enjoyed these serial adventures. There was 
somebody and his jet jelly bean, and an explorer with a native sidekick. Whenever he got stuck in a 

predicament, he would pull out his trusty explorer’s 
guide, and find a solution.  

 In 1950 we went to Dallas, and went with the 
whole family to the Texas State Fair at the time, one 
of the biggest in the USA. When we arrived, Richard 
gave Tom some money for the two of us, and told 
him that we could go out on our own, and to meet 
him later at a specified time and place. Tommy 
wanted to go on the BIG roller coaster. We paid our 
fare and got in line. Soon the coaster arrived. Tom 
led us into the front seat.  

When it started lumbering up the enclosed tunnel at a 
steep angle, I knew that I didn’t like it. I climbed under the 
seat, where I stayed for the whole ride. As the car got up 
to the top, before it started to hurdle down the steep first 
hill, there is a moment where it pauses at the very top. 
When it did this, Tommy screamed, “Stop! I want to get 
off!” We didn’t stop. All I remember of the ride was being 
pushed from one side of the car to the other as we went 
around corners. Finally it slowed and stopped. I was so 
happy to get off. Tommy did not suggest another ride on the 
coaster.  

After the Divorce 
After the divorce of our parents, and Richard leaving the home, Tom was really depressed. He cut school 
for 2 or 3 weeks, staying in the attic of the garage during the day. He talked me into staying home with 
him one day. We got into an epic water fight, both of us had hoses. When we took the fight into the 
kitchen, it got soaking wet. When mother came home, his jig was up. She found out that he had been 
skipping school, and was very unhappy with him.  

Wooden Roller Coaster at Texas State Fair 

Tommy and Richie ready for the fair, Grandma Eva behind 
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Tommy’s Gang 
The last couple of years in Oklahoma Tom was the ringleader of a preteen  “gang,” He would lead them 
on adventures, like climbing up the fire escapes of frat houses early Saturday morning, while they were 
still hung over, opening their windows and squirting them awake with a hose. He was proud of these 
adventures and his leadership. These pranks came to an end, though. Once they went into a frat band 
room early one Saturday and started playing instruments, loudly, to wake everybody up. Tom said 
afterward he had made an error; there was only one door in (and out) to the band room. The frat men 
threw the door open, and Tom, quick as a flash ran through them, out the door. His friends were not so 
lucky. Tom worried all day, and didn’t see them till Sunday. They had been held all day, into the evening, 
in the attic of the frat house. This is where the frat guys would take new members to haze them. They 
terrorized the boys all day long. Tom couldn’t get them to hassle the frat guys anymore after that.  

The summer after I was in the third grade we moved twice, first to a apartment complex near a creek, 
then after a couple of months to a rented house near to the OU football stadium. I was not much in the 
apartment, I was with Grandma Eva, and, I think Richard, in Arkansas. Really the only reason I remember 
it at all is because of another of Tommy’s misadventures - and stories. In the hot summer, he and his 
friends wanted to be able to swim and cool off. The found a spot in the creek that was perfect. They 
made the best dam you can imagine. I think it was Tom’s design, since this was, I am sure his idea. The 
found good boards and posts. They built two wooden walls, about a foot apart, and filled in with dirt 
and rock. Each wall was reinforced with 4x4s braced into the creek bottom. And it worked so well, what 
a swimming hole! But then, it worked too well. The creek backed up and flooded the apartment 
complex. Maybe that is why mother had to move again so quickly? The authorities showed up, and tried 
to remove the dam, but it was built too well. They had to call in an explosives guy, who blew it up with 
dynamite.  

During this time, Tom and his best buddy, Royce Smith, would tease me, or torment me somehow. I got 
so mad once that I chased them up a tree in the yard with a long-handled claw garden tool, swinging it 
with all my might, and digging into the tree branch upon which they both stood. I was proud of myself, 
that I was able to scare them, for a change.   

This was in the rented house across the street from OU football stadium. Saturdays there were big 
games in the stadium. At the time the OU Sooners were #1 for several years in a row, so the football was 
even bigger than usual. And football was big there. In the 4th grade I played on a school team, playing 
tackle football with full uniform: helmets, pads, etc.   

There is another story of this time that is pretty shameful. The owner of the house we rented had two 
big vacant lots, right across from the Oklahoma University football stadium, and offered parking for the 
fans. He needed parking lot attendants, and here were these two boys from his rented house. We 
collected the parking money as they drove in, $2.00 per car. They parked themselves. Unknown to each 
other until years later we were both stealing money from the parking fees. Tom was older and wiser. He 
put it into a sock. I was a kid and inexperienced, so my system was, well, I had 5 or 6 pockets stuffed 
with cash. One pocket was mine. With my ill-gotten gains I bought some fishing lures to fish for bass. I 
had caught one when out with Dad. The bass struck at my surface lure, and jumped way out of the 
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water. It was exciting. We took it home and fixed it for dinner, I think. When we moved to California a 
few months later, all the fishing gear was left behind.  

Life in California 
We first moved to a duplex in East San Jose. I went to Ann Darling Elementary School for the 2nd half of 
the 4th grade. It was in a mainly Mexican neighborhood. The school, too, was mainly Mexican They called 
me “Gordo,” – fatty. I was one of only a few non-Mexicans in the school. They knew that Okie’s were 
even lower status than Mexicans, so I spent these months at the bottom of the social totem-pole. I got 
in several fights; I had never been in a fight before. One was near my house, fighting with a 6th grader, 
more than two years older. Mother was at the fight-scene keeping people from breaking it up. She said 
that she thought I had to work it out with my school mates; I think that it was because I was winning the 
fight. After that, I didn’t have any more trouble. Every Wednesday afternoon School let out early, so kids 
could attend Catholic mass. The few other non-Catholics kids and I would be sent to the office behind a 
nearby warehouse, and they would have us watch kinescopes (early-technology TV recordings) of a 
show, “You asked for it!”  

When we got to Los Gatos we lived in a hillside vacation house at 52 Jackson. Tom was in high school. 
He felt that most kids were not accepting of him, so he started hanging out with the hoodlums, the 
tough guys. He was 129 lbs, and about 6 feet, hardly the description of a toughie. He talked so tough, 
though, that everyone was afraid of him.  He also started working at a pet shop, and giving his paycheck 
to Mom, to help pay the bills.  

As a teen and young adult I felt I was somehow less than Tom. I felt, for example, like when I brought 
someone over that I knew, they would like him more than they liked me. My father had teased me often 
about being fat. I don’t know when this started but by the time I was 6 this was well established 
behavior. I internalized this in my view of myself, feeling unattractive and not so likable.  

Tom could also be real aggravating. I remember once when I was so mad at him that I chased him 
though the house with a knife from the kitchen. He went into a bathroom and locked the door. I stabbed 
into the door, again and again. I was glad it was closed.  

Fire at 52 Jackson 
One story from that time, at the house on 52 Jackson, in Los Gatos: Richie and the fire. I was in bed 
reading as usual, To avoid the cold, I had moved my lamp from the desk to the floor near my bed, so I 
could just lean over and turn it off. Well, I fell asleep, and kicked the blanket over onto the lamp. After a 
while it was in flames as I woke up. The house we lived in had an apartment with a small kitchen, bath, 
living room and bedroom, all in a row in a wing of the house. Tom slept in the living room, and I had the 
bedroom on the end. Seeing the fire I opened the door and crept through Tom’s room, so as not to 
wake him (because usually I caught hell from him when I did}. I closed the door and went into the main 
house where I knew there were big pans. I found one and filled it with water. Mother noticed me going 
past her bedroom carrying the pan. She asked me what I was doing.”There is a slight fire in my room,” I 
replied and kept walking. She ran in, woke Tom up, and called the fire department. Then Tom did an 
amazing thing. He went outside the house, grabbed a hose, turned it on, and ran up an 8-foot wall to 
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reach my window and put out the fire. When the firemen cam, all they did was throw everything I 
owned through the window onto this hill below, “so the fire would not restart,” they said. I thought they 
were just getting back at me for disturbing the night of the volunteers in the local fire department.  

Tom, the artist 
Tom was not very interested in school. He had already started reading, and felt he was a lot smarter 
than anybody. He was more of an artist than anything else. He started drawing early in life, and kept this 
up as an adult.  I visited his studio in Campbell during the time of his art gallery and wine shop “54 ½,”on 
Main Street in Los Gatos. There were three artists who worked in the studio, with big paintings leaning 
against the wall. Tom and the other painters would stand back and look at the work. I felt they were 
admiring their own work. Maybe they were just artists, getting a good look.  

Tommy in Juvy 
In the high school years, Mother had once to go get Tom out of Juvenile Hall (“Juvy”). He and a friend, 
Jeff, had broken into an upholstery shop and stolen a roll of Naugahyde, artificial leather used for 
custom car seats. I have no idea what they planned to do with it. But it was an unsuccessful caper.  

Tom and the Army 
Tom did not graduate from high school. Mother made him volunteer for six-month active duty in the 
Army reserves. He was not doing anything with his days.  

One of Tom’s favorite stories about this time was the last couple of weeks of training. This was the time 
that the troops went on bivouac. This is a troop exercise that has lots of marching and camping. It is 
intended as training for combat, so there is (an imagined) enemy. Tom was assigned as the commander 
of the “aggressor platoon.” This is a small force that is intended to harass the main army. I think Tom 
was assigned this duty because some officer kind of understood what kind of guy Tom was. So while 
most of the people Tom trained with were marching through the heat, and dry grass, Tom and the rest 
of the Aggressor platoon drove around in jeeps. They would go to a nearby small town and buy cases of 
beer, which they sold for $1 each to the hot, dry troops. At night, while the troops were in tents 
sleeping, Tom had his “aggressors” drive through the camp throwing military firecrackers, M-80s 
(military cherry bombs), waking everybody up. They drove away fast, so were able to evade capture. 
Once they set the tents in the camp  on fire. Tom had one of his guys forge a requisition, and go to the 
main bivouac supply center and get all the M-80s they had. Towards the end of the bivouac there was 
an exercise where the troops were to capture a hill occupied by the aggressors. Tom and his men 
prepared for this by making a series of rock pits, with several M-80s with fuses wound together, and 
jammed into cigarettes. When the troops started up the hill, they lit all the cigarettes, which acted like 
delayed bomb triggers. As the troops charged up the hill, the hillside exploded. This simulated combat 
seemed pretty real. When the troops got past the fireworks, they captured all the aggressors. This was 
planned to be a friendly surrender, but the troops were pretty mad at Tom and his men, since they 
didn’t have a good night’s sleep since the exercise started. So some of Tom’s men were beaten up, and 
they took Tom. They tied him up, bound him with lots of rope to a tree and just left him.   
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Working at Santa Clara County Department of Public Works 
After that he got a job with Santa Clara Country, in the Public Works Department as a Survey Chainman. 
He did this for several years, rising through the ranks until he was Survey Party Chief. There are a few 
stories about these years. There was a guy in the office who caught Tom’s eye. Apparently he did not 
react enough for Tom’s liking. There was a time where Tom knew that the next day this man had to 
make a big presentation to the bosses. Everything he needed was in his big wooden desk when he left 
work. After he left, Tom nailed his desk shut with finishing nails. The next morning, when he tried to get 
his materials out of his desk, no matter what he did, he couldn’t get the drawers to budge. After 
watching this for a while, Tom went to him and gave him the narrow blade from a hacksaw. He was able 
to get the blade in the crack between the drawer and the desk, and slowly able to saw the nails, and 
open the desk. He got to the meeting, late and flustered. He didn’t kill Tom.  

Another time, Tom knew he came to his desk and opened the drawer after he went out for lunch. So 
during the lunch, Tom made a Rube Goldberg contraption from heavy twine and a draftsman’s “bean 
bag.” This is a leather bag filled with lead shot, to keep the big drawings they worked on in place, even if 
there was wind. So when the man sat in his chair and pulled out the top drawer, the trap was released, 
and the bag full of lead swung through the air and smacked him in the head. He didn’t kill Tom this time, 
either.  

The final tale is about a big project Tom led towards the end of his time with the County. There were all 
these old surveys, some more than 100 years old. They were the baselines that every other survey after 
“tied” to (referred to as a specific known point on the ground), so they had an accurate location. But 
these old surveys did not tie together, they were just a bunch of “floating” surveys, not clearly tied to 
anything nor exactly located on the ground. This meant that none of the property maps, which were 
naturally tied to the baseline surveys, actually told where anything is. This is a major issue since property 
owners need a precise definition of their land. So Tom’s assignment was to tie them all together, and 
clear up this old mess that was at the base of every property map in the county. He and his crew worked 
on this for many months. He found all the original survey notebooks. These notebooks told exact details, 
like,  this survey point is a nail in a tree or a marker in the road 100 made years ago. But where is it 
now?. So to work all this out, Tom had to find the nail, or the marker. He would look around the area, 
read the notes, and try to find the tree. When he found the tree, he had to find the 100-year-old nail. 
Well, the tree had been growing all this time, so grew around and over any blemish, like a nail. So maybe 
he would see an odd spot on the bark of a tree, and would have the guys from his crew hack into the 
tree with an ax, until they found the nail. So with this kind of detective work, basically recreating all of 
the old surveys, and establishing an accurate common base line, he was able to finally reconcile all the 
land maps and property maps in Santa Clara County.  

Sometime before he moved to Moss Beach, Tom told a story about a hitch-hiker. Tom picked him up, 
and soon the guy pulled a knife and started threatening Tom. Tom bared his throat, and said, “If you are 
going to kill me, do it now. Just don’t waste my time.” The man asked Tom to stop the car. He got out.   
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Tom and Polly 
During this time he met and married Polly, and had two children, David and Laurel. The marriage did not 
work, and they divorced a few years later. Tom quit the County then. He said that if he had to work and 
give all his money to Polly, he might as well do something he liked.  He ended up opening up a combo 
art and vintage wine shop in Los Gatos, called “54 ½” for its address on N. Santa Cruz Ave, downtown 
Los Gatos. Also he and artist friends started a shared painting studio in rented warehouse space in 
Campbell. This was Tom’s period as a painter, with a good number of works.  

After Tom left Polly I tried to befriend her, largely for the sake of the kids. I remember baby-sitting David 
when he was maybe 3 or 4. He had a rocking house, and just rode the horse when it was time for bed. 
He kept riding instead of coming to bed. He would almost fall asleep and the rocking would stop, then 
he woke with a start, and began rocking again. He was very cute. I would have dinner with them. It 
became unbearable to me though; Polly would get so angry at David for what seemed like some small 
thing. I wondered if it was displaced anger at Tom? I had the Alfa Romeo sports car then, and would take 
him for a ride with the top down. He called it, “Uncle Rich’s real race car.”  

The finally what ended this was a time when Marcia and I was at Polly’s house. She was upset, and 
during the conversation, I suggested that just possibly Polly herself help some responsibility for what 
happened. She just exploded. I think she pulled the telephone out of the wall. Marci and I did not know 
what to do, and were afraid for the kids. After a while, we convinced her to sign herself into the mental 
ward at the nearby country hospital. We must have taken care of the kids for a few days; I don’t 
remember. After this, there was too much tension to visit her and the kids. From that point on, my 
relationship with them was pretty limited.  

Tom in Moss Beach 
I don’t really know much of what Tom did after the divorce. He met Roxanne, 
and was very in love for a while, with her beauty and her artist nature that was 
the best complement to his own he had ever found. I don’t know of another 
job during this time. During this time he had the galley, “54 ½” and I guess he 
started dealing marijuana. He worked his way fast up the supply chain, until 
the point where he was a pretty big guy on the West coast, the man for 
smugglers to bring their loads to. During most of this he lived in Moss Beach, 
with Roxanne for a time, then by himself. His son David lived with for a while 
here. Tom was not an attentive parent, so David was mostly on his own.  

I would go visit him at Moss Beach. You had to call first. He kept “his people” 
very separate. I think he had three groups, “business,” family/friends, and 
“spiritual.”  He never had people from one group meet people from other groups, and I think he kept his 
business contacts separate. When I visited, it was still mostly him telling stories about himself. One thing 
he said was, “You know, no one can tell if I am three million dollars ahead or behind. We would sit in the 
main room. Behind him was a chart, I guess of money, or what he thought was his net worth. I 
remember a line climbing at about a 45 degree angle across the chart.  

Tom in Moss Beach years 
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When I walked on the beach with Tom, beachcombing, occasionally he would pull everything out of his 
pocket, everything he had collected so far. Then he would look through his collection and throw some 
things back into the ocean. When I asked about it, he said that he was making room for new treasures.  

Tom’s Spirituality 
He tried different things. He seemed into reflexology for a time. Also I remember a set of glasses that 
would flash each eye in various brain-wave patterns. Your brain would sync to the light, for alpha waves, 
beta and theta, maybe others. I put on the glasses and tried them. I remember that theta seemed 
uncomfortable. He looked into shamanism, and pretty deeply into Tibetan Buddhism. He was a big fan 
of the Carlos Castaneda books.  

Tom and the Tibetan Buddhists 
He often talked about the Tibetan Buddhists. He had collected many 
small ancient figurines, smuggled out of Tibet after the Chinese took 
over the country. They were inexpensive at the time, maybe $50 for 
a 4-inch bronze, 500 years old. Some rattled with (presumably) 
actual bone fragments from the person. He was trying to corner the 
market in these figurines. The Tibetans, after coming to America, 
wanted to find and take possession of all things like this, their 
Tibetan Buddhist heritage. One part of their effort was to reassemble 
the spiritual books that were smuggled out, one page at a time after 
the Chinese took over Tibet. Another was to reassemble all the 

ancient Tibetan Buddhist bronzes carried out of the mountains; this was what Tom was collecting. Much 
of the work was being done at Odiyan, a fantastic center built by the Berkeley group of Tibetan 
Buddhists at the Nyingma (ning ma) Institute, founded by Tarthang Tulku, a Tibetan teacher (lama), 
called Rinpoche, who introduced the Nyingma tradition to America in 1968 when he moved Dharma 
Publishing from Varanasi, India, to Berkeley, California. The main purpose of Dharma Publishing is to 
preserve and distribute Tibetan Buddhist teachings and to bring these teachings to the West. 

Tarthang Tulku established the Nyingma Institute in Berkeley in 1972, and the Odiyan center, which 
occupies about a thousand acres of ridges and meadows near the coast of Northern California. Odiyan is 
a center for the preservation of Tibetan teachings, and culture. Among the work done at Odiyan is the 
reassembling of the many books that were smuggled out of Tibet, one page at a time, and the eventual 
translation into English and publishing of important texts. Tom was a significant donor to Odiyan.  

The Tibetans, trying to gather their relics, heard that there was a man collecting them. So they sent a 
representative to visit Tom. During their meeting (in the room where there were maybe 100 of these 
figurines on display) they told Tom that holy pieces like these should be in a temple. Tom then asked, 
“What makes a place a temple?””It is a place for holy objects and holy talk, etc.,” was their reply. “Oh, 
like this place,” was Tom’s riposte. The discussion was over, In a few weeks they sent a higher ranking 
Tibetan Buddhist, with the same result. Finally word got to Tartang Tulku. I don’t know what happened 
next, but afterward Tom and Tarthang Tulku become fast friends. Once during a silent retreat at the 
Berkeley grounds, Tom showed up and wanted to see Rinpoche. The residents were aghast at this 

Tarthang Tulku 
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Westerner wanting to interrupt the master during retreat, but they spoke to the master, and he told 
them to bring Tom in to see him. They ended up leaving the retreat and going to North Beach in San 
Francisco, and laughed together while drinking at some North Beach club.  

For a while, when a new Tibetan Buddhist monk arrived in America, Rinpoche would send him to spend 
a week with Tom. I believe Tom would be conducting his usual life, with business meetings with his 
dealers, etc. Tom did not cook, so everything was ordered out. He would order hamburger for himself 
and the Buddhist. During one of these visits, Tom and the monk were on a walk on a nearby beach. Tom 
carried his Shakuhachi, a heavy wooden Japanese flute, which he planned to play on the walk.  A group 
of teenaged toughs accosted them, calling out, “Who’s the dude in the weird threads.” (The Tibetan 
monk, wearing the usual robes.) After a few words, Tom with his early experience with high school 
toughs knew right away who the leader was. The traditional interaction at such times was a exchange of 
words and insults leading up to a fight. There were several of them, and just Tom and the monk. So Tom 
short-circuited the whole exchange and swung the Shakuhachi into the tough’s throat. While he was 
collapsed on the ground, trying to breathe, Tom and the monk walked off. With their leader disabled, 
then gang members just stood there. Afterward there apparently was some controversy at the Nyingma 
Institute. Some felt that any violence was wrong. Other felt that Tom made a natural spontaneous 
solution that minimized violence.  

Tom told me once that they considered him to be like Vimalakirti, the only non-Buddhist to have an 
ancient Buddhist book written about him, the Vimalakirti sutra, which presents him as the ideal 
Buddhist lay practitioner and a contemporary of Gautama Buddha in the 6th century BCE. My quick 
summary of this sutra is that the Buddhists heard of Vimalakirti, and sent a delegation to him, trying 
unsuccessfully to convert Vimalakirti into a Buddhist. Then Gautama went to see him himself. Gautama 
returned saying that Vimalakirti will not be converting. When asked why, Gautama responded, “He 
doesn’t need to be Buddhist.”Meaning he had, on his own, achieved whatever the Buddha would have 
been able to transmit to him.  

Tom told me a couple of things about the Tibetan Buddhists. The first was about a system of spiritual 
practice, where the monk was confined in a totally dark cave, and instructed to find something, I don’t 

remember what, in the outside world. My understanding of 
this is that after a while the monk would engage in lucid 
dreaming, and in this lucid dreaming, find the treasure. I 
heard  that this practice was used as an approach to 
demonstrating the unreality of the world, and that this is 
easier to see and understand if you start with dreams. The 
other thing is that Tartang Tulku told Tom that they had been 
teacher and student in the prior incarnation. And that, kind of 
by accident, he killed Tom, when Tom failed some test.  

Carol and I visited Odiyan Retreat Center around the year 
2000, on the coast of Northern California, west of 
Healdsburg, Ca. It was a rare day where Odiyan was open to Vajra Temple, Odiyan 
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visitors. I met Tartang Tulku there, and his face lit up when I told him that I was Tom’s brother. One 
thing we saw, and went into, was the Vajra Temple. This was filled with 1008 bronze statues; I think 
maybe of Padmasambhava, all facing out, giving their blessing to the entire world. We also were taken 
to the building where they worked on restoration, piecing together the Tibetan heritage that many 
people carried out of Tibet. 

The last time that Tom saw Tarthang Tulku is a particularly idiosyncratic Tommy story. After Tom’s 
substantial donation to Odiyan (maybe $250,000), Tarthang wanted do to something special, so he was 
going to dedicate an invisible stupa to Tom. This already sounds kind of fantastic, an invisible stupa? 
Anyway there was going to be a ceremony for the dedication. Tom flew to Odiyan in a helicopter, 
wearing a fancy white suit. When he got to Odiyan, he asked Tarthang if he wanted to go for a ride in 
the chopper. Tarthang declined, so Tom flew off, without participating in the ceremony.  

Tom’s other spiritual life 

Shamanism 
Tom was attracted to the Carlos Castaneda books. They started with The Teaching of Don Juan. I think it 

was easy for Tom to read these, and imagine himself with spiritual 
powers. He collected shaman artifacts’. I remember one such, 
some big bead on a string. He tied it tightly around my neck so the 
bead pressed hard against my neck, below the adams apple. I 
remember this because of how strange I felt. He also told me once 
that he could do anything “they” could do, referring, I guess, to 
the shamans. He then preceded to tell me of a dream-battle 
against a sorceress, and that the conflict in a dream that they both 
had, resolved whatever conflict that was between them. I bet Tom 
won the shamanic battle.  

In Half Moon Bay, where Tom lived, there was a breakwater 
consisting of a line of giant rocks, set into the water to break the 
incoming waves. Tom told of a practice, like a meditation practice, 
where he would walk over these rocks without paying any 
attention to where his feet went. He just trusted himself or his 
spirits to place his feet where he would not fall into the ocean.  

Extraterrestrial Spirits 
Tom told me that he was surrounded by invisible-to-normal-people extraterrestrial spirits that just hung 
around him, waiting for something, he didn’t know what. He speculated that maybe they were feeding 
on his energy. He said that the Berkeley Psychic Institute would not let him into their building, because 
all these spirits upset their psychics.  

Pilgrimage to India (or so he said) 
After many years living in Moss Beach Tom told me and other family members that he was going away 
for a long time to visit Satya Sai Baba in India; that he would be in spiritual retreat and be out of contact. 

Tom in African Shaman robes 
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We took him at his word, and he just dropped out of sight and contact. It 
turns out he was not in India but had rented a ritzy house right next to 
the SF Bay in Belvedere, the most wealthy enclave in Marin County. He 
had cut off contact with us mere mortals, and enjoyed life as a rich man. I 
heard stories later about his going to the SF Opera with Werner Earhart, 
originator of EST and wealthy in his own right. Tom was dressed in a tux, 
maybe the white tux he had made for him.  

I also heard a story where Tarthang Tulku was going to dedicate an 
invisible stupa to Tom, so Tom flew to Odiyan in a helicopter. After he 
landed, he invited Tarthang Tulku to take a helicopter ride with him. 
When his offer was refused, Tom got back into the chopper and flew 
away, without attending the dedication. This was a time where Tom 
would have worn his white tux.  

Tom maintained contact with a very few people during this time. One was 
his daughter, Laurel, another was a mutual friend Bob Amacker.  

Some felt Tom was a Spiritual Teacher 
Tom tried a few times to guide me though a visualization process where I would go into some old ruins, 
through a door and into a hallways with many doors on each side. I was to select a door and search 
within, in the dirt, for a treasure. He tried it a couple of times, but I got nothing from it. I don’t feel like 
much of a visualizer, and Tom was so good at it.  

At Tom’s memorial service, which I held at my house on S 14th street in San Jose, there were a number 
of women, very emotional, and talking like Tom was their spiritual teacher. This is all I knew about this 
part of his life. I think that maybe these women were friends of Loretta, a woman who Tom was close to 
after Roxanne, I don’t know much about her or their relationship.  

Tom’s death—Murdered in Belvedere  
It was late in the morning. I was at work, at Boschert. They told me that Lucille was here to see me, and 
she was waiting outside. I don’t remember what she looked like; I just remember her telling me that my 
brother had been murdered. I remember leaning against a wall, shaking with tears. Mother had not 
been told. I called her, and tried to tell her to stay put; I would be there in about an hour. She kept 
asking what was wrong and finally I told her over the phone, and then drove to see her in her grief. The 
next day I drove her to Marin Country to view Tom’s corpse in the morgue. His face was heavily beaten 
in. Mother pulled down the sheet and I saw the rough-sewn “Y”-incision, and not knowing about 
autopsies, fell on the floor, crying and thinking, “What else did they do to him?”  

Tom’s body was found by his housekeeper, who was Alan Watts’ daughter. I think her name was Lisa. 
The police said that he must have let the person in; Tom was wearing no shoes, like he had been 
relaxing in the evening. Someone came to the door, Tom let them in. He was beaten to death by some 
kind of club or pole. Tom had such a thing, but it was gone when the police searched his house. After the 
beating, he was garroted, choked with a wire, to make sure he was dead. There was a briefcase with 

Tom in a Tux 
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$30,000 in a closet. I heard that Tom had three emeralds clutched in his hand, maybe some kind of 
magic talisman. It didn’t work. The Belvedere police department had never dealt with a murder before. 
They seemed to have no idea who did it. The only suspect I heard of was our old friend, Bob Amacker. 
He had the means, since he was a martial arts master, who regularly worked out with iron staffs. The 
police also thought that he had motive. They had found some writing on Tom’s computer that featured 
a story about a love affair with Bob’s wife, who I think was pregnant at the time. I heard this story from 
Bob directly, one evening where he came, disheveled, to my house. I had lived there more than a 
decade and he never visited me before, nor had he ever visited me in San Jose, though he lived in San 
Francisco for many years. Bob told a story about being questioned intensely by the police. But this went 
nowhere, though Bob spent a few days in jail while under investigation. Much of what I know of this 
came directly from Bob, as he told me, I guess to relieve his internal tension.  

I held a memorial service for my brother at my house (the one I had bought from Tom) at 196 S. 14th, in 
San Jose. Maybe there were 50 people there, many of whom were older women that I had never met. I 
wrote a ceremony with several “releasing” rituals. I felt this would be needed, due to the nature of his 
death. In one of these, I had people throw violet roses into a fire. Tom has particularly loved this color of 
rose. In another I had people write words to Tom, and then tie them onto a helium balloon and release 
them into the sky. Tom’s son, David, just wouldn’t let go of his balloon.  

Roxanne was involved financially with Tom; he tried to do this with people he knew. For example, he 
offered to our mother to let her “invest” with him and he would pay her a hefty interest rate. I bet he 
did this with Roxanne. Anyway, she hatched a plan where we would say that somehow all the ancient 
Tibetan bronzes were ours (various family members) and Tom was merely storing them for us. She 
thought that this would get them released by the police, since the investigation was going nowhere. One 
family member would not go along, Crystal, David’s wife. He father was a cop, and I think she just didn’t 
feel right about it. So the IRS seized all his assets (he hadn’t paid federal taxes for years). The fantastic 
collection of bronze was sold at auction by Butterfields’s, a well known upscale art auction house.  

Mother and some other people, including David, went to Tom’s house to go through his personal 
possessions to take what they wanted before everything was impounded by the police. I would not go 
with them; I did not want to go to the place where my brother was murdered. I think David took some 
of his father’s fancy clothes. Tom had two Mercedes SL 220 roadsters. I think somehow David (and 
Laurel??) got one or two of these. That was all the inheritance they would ever get from their father. 
Laurel was the only family member that Tom stayed in contact with. She visited him at the Belvedere 
house, a number of times, I think, and had other dealings with him.  

I think what probably happened is something like this: Tom had talked about starting dealings with what 
he called “the East Coast Baddies.” Maybe he moved to escape them? Who knows? Maybe he had a 
problem with cash flow, and didn’t make the payments they wanted? The murder was violent enough 
where it might be seen as an example of what happens to someone who doesn’t pay their debts. And 
the garroting was a “pro” detail.  
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Tom thought he could out smart or out trickey anyone. Maybe not. Tom certainly was a legendary kind 
of guy, bigger than life in many ways.  

Places I have lived 
Born in Paul’s Valley, Okla., 
Noble OK, where mother taught school        3ish 
Norman, OK, Hillcrest Court, WW2 barracks converted into married family housing  4-5 
Brick house, Richard had built for us, McNamee St      6-7 
Near June’s house          8 
Apartments near college, after divorce        8 
House near OU Stadium          9 
East San Jose           10 
Los Gatos, 52 Jackson          10-12 
Los Gatos, 125 Massol Ave         13-14 
Cambrian Park with Bill Ryan         15 
San Jose, Lincoln HS area         16-17 
Appt near SJS           17 
Another appt near SJS          17 
USAF, Lackland AFB, San Antonio        18 
USAF, Tech School San Angelo, TX        18 
USAF, St. Laurence Is, Alaska         19 
USAF, Kelly AFB, San Antonio, TX        20 
Mom’s house, 498 N, 15th, San Jose        20 
Big old house cut into flats on N 3rd,        20- 
With Dean Henry, 1667 Merrill Ave #4, Cambrian Park      21-22 
Mom’s house, 52 Oak Grove St, Los Gatos       22 
Appt with Marcia, 71 College Ave, Los Gatos       23 
Appt above garage with Marcia. Buena Vista Ave, Los Gatos     24-25 
Student Housing SJS, with Marcia        26-27 
House on Aborn Rd, San Jose with Marcia and Linda      27 
Appt in San Jose, De Rose Way, alone to start with, then with Lucille    27-31 
196 S 14th, bought Toms house, with Lucille       32-45 
Appt near Lincoln HS          46 
Appt with Fran in Los Gatos         47 
Appt in Santa Clare, by myself         48 
1767 Guadalupe Ave with Carol         49-64 
Tiruvannamalai India, House 1         65 
Tiruvannamalai India, House 2         66 
Tiruvannamalai India, House 3         68 
Tiruvannamalai India, House 4         69-70 
San Luis 73, Riberas del Pilar, Jalisco, Mexico       71-74 



Inch Time Foot Gem 

36 
 

Schools/Training/Certifications 
Kindergarten, maybe on Oklahoma University grounds Norman OK 
1st, 2nd grade, Madison Elementary School, Norman OK 
3rd grade, maybe Jefferson Elementary School, near June’s house, Norman, OK 
4th grade, near house near OU Stadium.  Normam, OK 
4th grade, Ann Darling Elementary, East San Jose 
5-8th grade, University Ave School, Los Gatos 
9th grade, Los Gatos HS 
10th grade, Cambrian HS, San Jose 
11-12trh grade, Lincoln HS, San Jose 
1st semester Frosh, SJSC, San Jose 
Basic Training, Lackland AFB, San Antonio, TX 
8 month tech school, USAF San Antonio TX 
Problem Solving, Flowcharts, PERT charting, IBM Customer Ed Center, San Jose 
New College SJS, Freshman-Junior years, San Jose 
EST 
Materials Management seminars, National Semiconductor 
Management training classes, Negotiation seminar, Boschert 
Corporate Ethics, Teledyne 
GoldMine, GoldSync Certification STI 
SalesLogix Certification, twice, STI and 1st Sales 
Microsoft SQL Administrator Certification. 1st Sales 

New College 
The part of my educational experience that was most special was the New College experience. New 
College was an advanced educational experiment created I the late 1060s after years of unrest in the 
California Stage College system. It was founded in 1968, the year of the big San Francisco State “Third 
World Liberation Front” strike. This five-month strike was the longest student strike ever in the US. It 
was the culmination of about a year-and-a-half of unrest on the campus. This was a combination of the 
Viet Nam war protests, and Black Student Union activism. Francisco State College found itself 
confronted by the idealism of the youth of the 1960s and anger over academic bureaucratic policies. A 
faculty group at San Jose State decided they could do something about bureaucratic academia, and 
stated New College. New College was a four-year liberal arts program, unique in several ways. The first 
way was it was based on the idea that students can direct their own education. To give the students 
added ability to take educational risks, grades were not letter grades, but rather, “pass/fail.” The feeling 
was that students would take more risks if they were freed from the need to get a high grade average. 
Because some students would want to get into grad school, and grad schools required transcripts with 
letter grades, you could get a “backup grade” that would be in your transcript.  

It was designed as a four-year program. It has a special lower division (Frosh-Soph) program designed to 
meet the State College General Educational Requirements. This was all done in seminars with a cross-
specialty team of teachers that stayed with you for the two years of the program. I am not sure how any 
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we had, but I remember at least four or five. There was Jack Pierce, a great professor from the 
Anthropology department, Lori Helmbold, a young woman professor who later on started the Women’s 
Study Department at San Jose State, another, more radical young woman professor, a young male 
science professor, and there had to be more. I remember a seminar with had four of these five, and I 
know there were a bunch more professors in the school from a wide range of disciplines.  

I heard about New College as I was thinking about quitting IBM and going back to school, using the GI 
Bill to have an income. I heard that the first year, they asked people to live together in a dorm, so they 
would really have an educational experience where they were together all the time. This was the first 
ever co-ed dorm in California, with the men and women living together. They were on the same floor, 
but I think that men and women were assigned to different rooms. Whatever you image could happen 
in this situation probably happened. And more.  

I first met most of these New College people as the new College Retreat, done the weekend before 
school started in the Los Padres National 
Forest west of King City, on the Arroyo Seco 
River. We drove in cars and vans about two 
house south of San Jose. Near King City we 
turned west, towards the range of mountain 
between this area and the Big Sur coast. I 
had never been in this part of the state 
before and had no idea what to expect. We 
stopped in a Forest Service camp, had lunch 
and got into our cars again for a short trip 
down a dirt road that followed above the 
Arroyo Seco River. We stopped and parked 
in a wide spot and started down a trail, 
down the hillside, over some rocks and to a 
river. What a sight!  The river was in a gorge, 
slow-moving with many attractive green 
pools. When I got down to the river, I found 

that the water was pretty warm. This made 
sense. This was a river that flowed out of the 
coast range of mountains, so not so cold as the Sierra stream that were snow-fed.  

When we got down to the river everybody started taking their clothes off – not to put on their bathing 
suits, but all the way off. I don’t recall if I knew this before I got there, but this group river experience 
was all “skinny-dipping.” The only exception was an older gent whose name I don’t remember. He was 
an economist (showing the range of professors in New College), and earlier in his career, one notable 
thing he had done was to establish a high-quality university of Economics somewhere in Africa. He 
turned his back to us, undressed, showing his very white butt, and put on a bathing suit. I saw, on the 
drive down, that at 26 years old, I was closer in age the most of the faculty, not the students. I especially 

Arroyo Seco River 
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noticed that when we were all naked, the students and the teachers mostly looked the same. I also 
thought that after we had all been playing naked together in the river, then we would be comfortable 
with each other in the seminars to come.  

I may not write more about it, but this trip started a deep appreciation in this area, and was the first of 
many trips and adventures that I had here over the next few years. Most of them were with Marcia, so 
maybe I will add them to that section. Some trips were hiking and camping in the river area, Many were 
with Marcia in the old VW bus that I turned into a kind of a camper, and painted (a poor paint job I did 
myself) white and yellow with “traffic paint” 
(normally used to paint strips on roads) that I 
got for free from Tom. The VW bus was 
amazing and would go almost anywhere you 
could go in a jeep. Marcia and I found a big 
area, mostly a little-used Army Base, Fort 
Hunter Liggett, which was California like it 
used to be before all the Mexican, then 
Gringo settlers came here.  There were broad 
green valleys nestled in between small hills. 
The valleys were shaded a big old oaks. And 

there were dirt roads all through the area, I 
guess from when the Army held exercises 
here.  They were perfect for Marcia and me in our VW bus. I would drive around, looking for places, find 
a small dirt road off the main one, and take it around a small hill and cross country over the grass to find 
a secluded camping spot near a small stream, and invisible from the road. We would stay for a couple of 
days, and then drive back to the Bay Area. We were all around in that area, including several trips on the 
road over the coast range to Highway 1 at Lucia, about 20 miles south of Big Sur. We found we had to be 
careful where we parked, because there were Army MPs patrolling the area, and more than once we 
were awakened in the middle of the night by Army men with flashlights telling us to move along.  

I loved New College and going to college again. This time I was really ready. I did the reading and when I 
had a paper to do (typed on typewriters at this time), I would start early so I could do a good job. By the 
time I turned it in, it was at least revision 3, and pretty well thought out. I enjoyed talked at this time in 
my life, and the seminars were fun. In retrospect though, they were mostly between me and the 
teachers. Most of the other students were about 19 and it seemed to me that they really had not read 
or thought very much before they started college. My biggest memory from the first year was a seminar 
with the whole Frosh class—most of them were with smaller groups—with at least four professors. 
There were two young radical women professors and two male profs. They were talking about power, 
who has it, and how to get it. When the talk moved toward revolutionary rhetoric, one of the men said, 
to counter an argument about seizing power, “But who’s got the guns, BABY.” This set off the first real 
argument about feminism that I ever heard, and argued with passion from our women professors. Since 
I was raised by a single working mother, I never had any doubts about the power and competency of 
women. I soon learned that my ideas were not common.  

Hunter Liggett 
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The spring of the first year, I was selected (by whom, I don’t know) as Chairman of the “Student 
Selection Committee.”  We (really mostly I) reviewed applications for the college, held interviews and 
selected the next year’s freshman class. There was not really much selection going on; there were really 
not the number of applications that we wanted.  

The retreat before this year was fun. I knew people and was friends (and wanted more) with a younger 
woman, Jeanie Dolpf. We took LSD together on the retreat, and spent the day of the river having lots of 
fun. One big memory was a period where, for both of us, we experienced the river and water what felt 
like through both of our eyes, such a bigger experience of swimming underwater. I tried to get closer to 
her, but she rejected me for this saying I was too fat.  

The sophomore year, we could take a couple of classes. Some went to “Old College” for this. Others, like 
me, took contracts with New College profs. I had one with a man, Lew Mangani, a brilliant drunk. One 
thing he talked about was conditioning, using the example of something traumatic happening that 
somehow involved a book of matches. Then, years later, you encounter a book of matches lying on the 
ground, and are set off into the old trauma; you feel it, but don’t understand what is happening. I had 
another with the ex-National President of SDS. Todd Gitlan (like I said, there was a radical bent to much 
of the faculty). The contract was not on politics, in was writing poetry. I also figured out this term that 
while I enjoyed talking to the professors in seminars, this did not get much participation from the 
younger people in the class So I pretty much shut up, and let them have the class.  

This year they (again the unknown “they”) made me Chairman of the “Faculty Selection Committee.” 
We had positions open. I read resumes, scheduled and conducted interviews and voted on selection. 
The interviews were group interviews, with maybe 8 or 10 people from New College, mainly professors 
and me, conducted a group interview. It was a tough interview situation. I influenced the group on one 
hire particularly, a business MBA with an artist bent for film, Jim Zurr. I thought the business school 
background would give him a different persp4ective that the other professors and this was good 
balance. And to add to it, since he was a film-maker, he was not in some kind of “business box,” but a 
wider personality. A few years later he combined his interest in film with business and opened a 
successful small chain of art theaters in San Jose, “The Cameras” starting with Camera 1 on First Street 
in San Jose. He always credited me with this, saying I gave him his first job out of college that led directly 
to these theaters.  

The other big event in this year was that I totally destroyed the marriage with Marcia. I never felt a deep 
commitment to Marcia, and by the time I was in New College I was on the look-out for possible 
girlfriends. It didn’t work out with Jeannie. About a year later, I befriended Linda Aldridge, another New 
College student. We hit it off, and there was something about her that brought out my feelings of 
protectiveness. And somehow, within a few months Marcia and Linda both agreed to live together with 
me. We rented an old house in East San Jose, on Aborn Road, next to a wonderful black church that 
filled a small house with joyful singing. We painted the house and made it our own. I would spend one 
night with one woman and the next with the other. While it seemed like it would be a sexual fantasy life, 
it was far from it. It turns out when you are in a threesome, one people is often left out. the dyad if the 
for of relationship we all know about. Maybe this is OK if everybody is secure. This was not the case. So 
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it felt like I went from one person’s crisis to the other one’s, without time for my own. Marcia had good 
sense, and so found a long-term student teaching assignment that was needed to finish her Special Ed 
credential that was out-of-state, in Idaho. After she left, everything else fell apart, and I was living by 
myself again.  

The next year was about to start now. While I loved going to college, I had by that time been in the 
world, in the Air Force and at IBM for eight years, and these years were pretty rewarding and full. I 
hungered for actually doing something again. So I came up with a plan; I could do both things, work and 
go to college. During the summer I looked in the want ads. I did not see anything that seemed suitable, 
but National Semiconductor had a giant ad for many different jobs. I figured that if they were hiring so 
much maybe they would have production control jobs, like I had at IBM, available. I filled out an 
application and in a few days they called me in for an interview, and soon after, offered me a job. I then 
got Jim Zurr to sign a contract for a work-study project at National Semiconductor. So I was still in 
college AND I was working again.  

Before the school year started, I got to go to one more retreat. At this one I met a new student, about 
my age, a woman named Jillian Melz. We hit it off because she was tending to a big BBQ, grilling about 
50 chickens. She was standing with her apron on, hot and sweaty, and I volunteered to help. Well, that 
was the right move. After the meal we took 
out sleeping bags to a hill, a bit away from the 
main camp. A good relationship followed for a 
while. It turns out that Jill had an unusual 
relationship with her husband (yes ,she was 
married), where he would let her have affairs. 
We were together for six months, and then she 
dumped me. This was a typical duration, I later 
found out, for her affairs. She was an upscale 
woman, a daughter of a US diplomat, and lived 
overseas in high diplomatic circles much of her 
life. She wanted to upgrade me, and talked me 
into buying a new car. I got a red 1974 Fiat 
X19, the first new car I had ever bought.  I was a great car for me; it was mid-engined, so had great 
balanced handling and was fast on the small winding roads in the Santa Cruz Mountains I enjoyed 
driving on. This was the kind of driving that I loved. I also really liked the removable hard-top. When it 
was stowed, you had the great feeling of a convertible, without the wind, which became irritating after a 
while in my Alfa Romeo roadster. The car lasted longer than the girl-friend.   

I completed one more year at New College this way, but gave it up after that. One thing I did all that 
year was to join in a New College tradition, a group lunch every Wednesday. This way I was able to 
continue seeing New College friends for a while longer. They were a good group of people, kind of 
outside that usual set of people I would meet. I enjoyed their company, but made no real lasting friends 
that carried on afterwards.  

Fiat X19 
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Working 
I’ve worked since I was 16. My first job was as a doorman at a fancy theatre. As a junior in HS, I worked 5 
days a week, weekends, and weeknights from 6 – midnight.  

Next was in the Air Force, as an intelligence analyst, stationed in a small island just south of the Arctic 
circle, and about 100 miles due west from Nome, Alaska., then in San Antonio, Texas.  

I have had several professions. Among them are as a material and operations planner, a marketing exec 
(with a side of sales), and a software system consultant and designer. I did each for about 15 years, and 
excelled at each. I started four different companies, two failed (an organic fiber clothing company, and a 
hi-tech design and manufacturing company), and two consulting companies that bumped along well 
enough for a while to pay the bills each month.  

Highlights include writing a program to analyze usage and forecast demand for IBM when I was about 
25. This controlled about $20 million a year in parts procurement. I developed an approach to planning 
semiconductor wafer starts to maximize monthly income. I had the best first-year’s sales of any product 
ever at the company where I was a marketing manager, Boschert. When I was a marketing director at 
Teledyne Semiconductor, I was able to get photo coverage on the cover and a feature article in the 
primary industry technical magazine. I got a call from the most important potential customer in the 
world the day the magazine came out We actually got their order for their next generation power 
supplies. But then … My boss, Mitch Gooze, got fired. Then the new president cancelled the order and 
killed the project, because it was “too risky.” 

I was a sales automation writer for a Bay Area tech magazine, to generate sales leads as a consultant.  

Additional highlights include speaking at national conferences in three different industries. I published 
10 – 15 papers and articles in 5 different product and business areas. While I was lead consultant at 
1stSales they were awarded “Consultant of the year.”, and the next year, “Trainer of the Year.”  

I worked for six different hardware and software companies (other than my own, excluding early jobs in 
high school), and three different consulting companies, in addition to my own.  Altogether I worked for 
20 different companies, including four of my own.  

Various jobs 
Company      Job      
San Jose Mercury News     Paper delivery boy 
FOX Theatre      Doorman 
Do not remember     Process Server 
USAF       Analyst in USAF Security Services 
Bank of America     Print Shop  
IBM       Mail Room, Warehouse, Production Control 
National Semiconductor    Production Control 
Boschert      Inside sales, Marketing manager 
California Classics     Owner, Natural Fabric Women’s Clothes 
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Bitec Sales      Partner, Sales Rep 
Western Switching Power    Partner, Sales, Marketing, Materials 
Teledyne Semiconductor    Director of Marketing 
Marketing Consultant, Freelance   Product Marketing consulting 
Marketing Consultant, OMT    Product Marketing consulting 
Sales Force Automation Consultant, OMT  Sales Force Automation consulting 
CRM Consultant and system designer, STI  CRM consultant/system design 
1stSales      Sales, CRM consultant/system design 
Switching Power Consultants    Owner Power System Consultants 
Silicon Valley CRM     Owner, CRM Consultant/system design 
Soffront      CRM sales 

I’ve enjoyed everything I did. I some ways the best job was at IBM, where, for a while, I drove a fork-lift 
truck in the warehouse. At the end of the day I could see that I had moved a big pile of stuff from over 
here to over there, and in the evening, I didn’t worry about any of it.  

More details 

FOX Theatre       
I started basically a full time schedule as a junior in high school. I lied about my age, and got a social 
security card that also listed me as two years older. At that time you really did not have to show much 
ID. I worked the door, taking tickets, before the movie started. Once it started, I would walk the floor of 
the theater, watching people, making sure all is OK. Week nights I would work from 5 PM to midnight or 
1 o’clock.  It was a fancy theater so we had to wear tuxes, which they provided for us.  When there was 
a big movie, like Psycho, I would often work the line, keeping people orderly. In those days, big first-run 
movies only showed at one location locally, so it was a very different time for movie-goers. After about 
one year, the theater manager saw my photo in the paper in an article about two high school boys in a 
big math competition. They figured out I was underage and fired me. Part of the story there was that I 
had bought an old car for $100 from one of mom’s friends, a woman named Ivy Jean. It was a 1948 
Hudson Commodore 6. It was their fancy model, with nice seats, and maybe 6 ashtrays and many 
interior lights. I had to use the car to get to work. And I had so much trouble with this old car that it 
used, I felt like, most of what I earned to keep it running. So I had to have a car to get to work, and I had 
to work to support the car. 

Process Server      
For a couple of months in the summer before I started college I worked as a process server. Basically I 
would deliver court summons and complaints to people involved in civil law suits. Many times the way 
they found out they were being sued was when I served them.  So nobody I served was happy about it. 
Some people knew about the lawsuit, so would try to avoid me. I remember a man I served at his home 
on a holiday weekend. He angrily said, “Don’t you ever quit!? Then he sicced his big dogs on me.  I had 
to drive all over around San Jose, the Peninsula, and the East Bay. I don’t think I made much money, and 
it was painful, too many hours driving around, and a pretty small paycheck. 
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USAF        
I joined the Air Force after one unsuccessful semester at college.   

The airmen at the recruiting office loved me. That gave aptitude tests that give results in four different 
areas. I scored as high as you could score, 95% percentile, in all four areas, which was rare.  

The day I reported for duty, they took me by bus to some recruiting center in Oakland, where they gave 
me a physical, then put us on a plane to San Antonio, Texas, Lackland AFB, for basic training. 

Basic training was quite an experience. I was really away from family and home. One part was being in a 
“guy” society, young men everywhere. I had never really learned much in the way of social skills. 
Through much of high school (and before) I led a pretty solitary life, bookish, and spending much time 
alone. I really didn’t have any friends. So here I was, trying to survive this experience. I wanted them to 
like me, but felt that they would not be interested in me, so I made up some story about a sports car I 
said that I had. I regularly read “Road and Track,” the sports car and racing mag of my time. So I made up 
a story to make me seem cool. It didn’t work. Some guy caught me in the lie. Telling these kinds of 
stories was harder then real life, since to keep it going you had to remember every other lie you told 
that person. Too hard for me. That was the end of that behavior. Basic training was mostly not too 
physically hard, but matching all around, doing PT (physical training), and things like the obstacle course, 
worked us out physically pretty well. I got out of some of the physical stuff by getting assigned to 
barracks guard. Officers would come around and ask guards questions, like “What are the general 
orders?” I could remember this, so they assigned me because I would not make the barracks look bad, 
and I could stay out of the Texas heat. I was in basic training in April, May and June, and it gets pretty 
hot and humid. The barracks were old two-story wood buildings, with maybe 20 bunk beds per floor. We 
had a bed, a foot locker, and a clothes hanging space. There were even evil-seeming TIs (training 
instructors) who, when you were standing in formation, would come up behind you and whisper terrible 
things in your ear, to see if they could upset you, or make you mad. A couple of times I came across 
some man who was huddled up, crying, cracked from the pressure. A few days later, he would be 
discharged.  

I got assigned to Air Force Intelligence, communications intelligence. I had to go to tech school to be 
trained in this. The school was about 3/4 year. It was in San Angelo, Texas. During the first part of the 
school, which was only classified as “Confidential” they did an FBI security check. When I went back for 
leave, several people asked me if I was in trouble saying “The FBI talked with me asking questions about 
you. What did you do?”I graduated as top man in the class, so I got my choice of assignments. I was 
happy about this and wanted to go someplace nice. Like England or Germany. It turns out all the 
assignments were at small remote posts, some in Pakistan, some in Turkey, and the smallest, on an 
Island off Alaska near the Arctic Circle. They were 12 or 18 months long. The 18 month tour was at 
Crete, which later I found out would have been a great place to go, an Island in the Mediterranean with 
lots of American tourist girls! I chose the shortest tour at the smallest place. It was usual for people 
coming from remote assignments to have their choice of the next assignment. And I figured I would be 
kept busy at a small place, and maybe learn more. So I chose St. Lawrence Island, Alaska.  



Inch Time Foot Gem 

44 
 

While I was there, something that I noticed and reported got the place a Site Commendation from 
command headquarters. I was on the island for one year, and learned to drink alcohol to the point of 
stupor. I also had a natural talent to chug beer. The tradition there was in a chugging contest loser pays. 
I did not pay once that year!  

After the year, when it was time for new assignments, I was forced to go back to San Antonio, Texas, to 
Kelly AFB, command headquarters. Viet Nam was starting to heat up, and the Air Force wanted people 
at headquarters with field experience like me. So regardless of what I wanted it was back to Texas. I was 
there only a few months. Mother developed an inner ear problem, labyrinthitis, where she lost all 
balance: She could not drive, and really couldn’t even walk. I applied for what is called a Humanitarian 
Reassignment, to a nearby radar station. But, they called me in and said, “Airman Clarke, we can’t grant 
this transfer, due to the high security work you were doing. So we are going to discharge you, instead. “ 
And in a few hours I was on my say to San Jose. Fortunately, mother’s problem went away in a few 
weeks, and I was a free man, ready to start a life.   

Bank of America 
I applied to several places, including IBM. I got the first call from Bank of America. I started in their print 
shop. This was in the days before copy machines, so the main job was making a short-run photo-plate 
for letters and memos and group communications. Sometimes we could get an order to punch out a 
new credit card (which were pretty new at the time), I would take a blank card, put it in a machine, then 
punch the name and number from a form, and the machine pressed this into the card. After just a few 
days I knew everything I needed to know. So this would have been a dead-end. But I was saved. I was 
washing dishes in Mother’s sink.  I dropped a glass, and reached to catch it midair, but I caught it just as 
it hit, and it sliced up my hand badly. I had to get stitches, and really couldn’t use my right hand. So I 
called in sick. About this time, I finally got a call back from IBM and they wanted to hire me for their mail 
room. It was easy to quit a job that where I was not even going to work, due to my accident. This was 
the end of my banking career.  

IBM  
The story of IBM actually starts when I was in high school. A friend of Mother’s, Leonard Snowden, was a 
bit of an inventor. He invented the diamond dust nail file, and had a small business in Los Gatos where 
he manufactured his Diamond Deb nail file. When I was still in high school he brought me blue prints for 
his perpetual motion machine. He wanted me to tell him whether or not it would work. The idea was to 
have a wheel ringed with floats that would float up through little buckets of water that were also on the 
rib of the wheel, and be powered by the motion of the floating up. The only problems are that it needs 
energy to break through surface tension, and the water pressure is the greatest at the bottom on the 
water, and this was greater than any lift generated. Somehow Leonard thought enough of me to ask for 
my critique. Year later, after my mother got better from her labyrinthitis Leonard was going to help me 
find a job. He took me to IBM, thinking that he had some influence as the president of a company. He 
had no pull, but I still was able to fill out an application and take their employment test. I have always 
done well on tests, and I am sure I scored very high. IBM did not move fast in those days, so I didn’t hear 
anything, so I took a job with the First National Bank. After a few weeks I got a phone call with a job 
offer to work in the mail room.  
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I worked for six months in the mail room. Maybe one reason they hired me was that I had experience 
from the military with teletype machines. IBM had a teletype, run by the group that ran the mail room, 
so I was the relief teletype operator.  Sorting and delivering mail, I used my communications intelligence 
know-how to analyze organizational structure by who communicated with whom, and pretty soon 
figured out the real power structure within IBM San Jose. You could tell by where the mail was 
addressed. I had a small wheeled cart with a basket on top, with hanging folders for my mail route in it. 
The day was like in a post office. First we would work the morning’s incoming mail, looking at each 
piece, and “throwing’” it into a slot for the right mail route for that piece of mail. Then we would take 
our route’s mail and throw it into slots for our route. We would then load it into our cart and make the 
rounds delivering and picking up today’s mail. We would end the day making the dispatch of outgoing 
mail to the post office. After a few months I started making a short comic strip and taping it to the front 
of my cart, to amuse the people on my route. After six months of this I was promoted to the warehouse.  

I was in the warehouse a year or so. I started driving an electric forklift truck, moving incoming material 
from the dock to the correct isle, where the isle guy would put it away. The material had already gone 
from the main receiving dock, and through QA. It had a punched IBM card with information like part 
number, quantity, and stock location.  When put in stock, the card would be sent in, keypunched, and in 
that night’s computer run, then the inventory would be updated.  

I enjoyed driving the forklift. There was a railroad-car loading-platform out back of the warehouse. I 
discovered that if I drove to the very end of this raised platform, and drove back as fast as I could get the 
forklift to go, I could get it airborne. I move a lot of material every day, and I moved if fast, so fast that 
after they gave me a different job, they had warehouse repair men come in and straighten out all the 
shelf legs that I had sideswiped going too fast around corners, and bent. They moved me to Small Parts, 
an area where small shelves held small items.  This was all in the days before computer terminals and 
workstations. So information on the card, like the location, might have changed. Or maybe it was the 
first time this part has been brought in to stock, a new item. So part of the routine involved handling the 
part number several times: writing it on a list, going to the location file, with an IBM card for each part. 
Looking up the part number, and finding the loc (location), or that it was a “no loc.” For no locs, you 
would take out a big number stamp, and make bin tags with the part number. You would finally put it 
away, and note the location. So you handled the number again and again. Numbers stick in my mind. 
The other thing about a part with no location was that it was the first time the part ever arrived for 
production. So often someone would be looking for it, some Expeditor. So I would get a call, “21 81 348, 
have you seen any of them?” “Yeah, I put 6 of them away yesterday on shelf 3-11-2.” “Thanks, I will be 
right over to get them.” After awhile one of the managers noticed that when any of his expeditors were 
looking for a part, the first thing they would do is call me. So he promoted me to Expeditor.  

They had a career path at IBM in Production Control. Production Control plans material and assembly 
operations. They write requisitions for Purchasing to buy the parts, and make sure that the 
manufacturing line is properly supported so they can do their thing. At IBM the career path was: 
Warehouse Attendant – 2 years, Department Stock Clerk 2-3 year, Expeditor 2-3 years, Planner 2-3 
years, Top-level Planner 5 years. So about one year after I went to the warehouse, I was promoted to 
Expeditor, I skipped about 3 years. I was an Expeditor for only a few months. Expeditors worked on a 
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“short-list” from a manufacturing department of what is needed “short” in production. You see what 
you have to do to get more of that part. Often, records show something had been received, but it is 
stuck somewhere in a process, like in QA. So you go and find it and talk to a QA supervisor, and presto, 
you can take it to the production line. The first thing I noticed is that Expeditors could not find 
something if they did not go look for it. So I would go look. It took 2 or 3 weeks before I found 
everything there was to find, and there was nothing on the short-list. I then got the idea of going to the 
manufacturing department, and looking on their shelves to see what where their inventory was low, 
they were running out. I thought that it is best to fix them before they got on the short list. Next I 
discovered that these items that were getting low, the production control analyst had on order from a 
vendor, but they were not scheduled correctly. So I started writing change orders to purchase orders.  

The next thing, I was promoted to Production Control Analyst, and had formal responsibility to plan and 
order critical items. Now I had gone through about 6 years of the standard career path in two years. 
Next, I found out something I did not expect. The system I worked on was the 1800 System, IBM’s 
analog system that was part of what their marketing guys called “The 360 System.” (That, I guess could 
do the full range of customer needs.) These analog systems were used for process control systems, like 
in glass rolling plants, or oil refineries. And every system was specifically customized from a range of 
options for the customer’s needs. So every system was different, and used some different parts. So 
many things we ordered on a percentage basis from a list that said that, for example,” the optional 
feature, assembly number 2181723, is used on 30% of the systems.” So we would take the schedule of 
30 systems a month, and order 9 sets of parts for this assembly (30% of 30 systems). The problem was 
that these percentages were established in the very beginning of the system product by someone who 
was no longer a part of the team. And they were all out of date; that’s why the shelves were almost 
empty and nothing else was scheduled from the vendor. So I figured out how to update all these 
planning percentages. I found a clerk in the Final Test department that kept a log of all features used on 
every machine that ships out the door. So I was able to update the planning percentages based on how 
many were actually used since production began. But this was not necessarily what was being used 
now,. So every month I would visit the clerk and write down what had been used the last month, and 
after a while I could use planning percentages based on current system usage, And I could even see 
trends; what features were being used more and what sere being used less.  

By this time they made me a Top Level Planner, and had me running their requirements generation 
system that told all the Production Control Analysts what they should purchase next. So now after 3 
years I was about 10 years down the career path. I was as high as I could be without being at the lowest 
level of management, a PC Supervisor.  IBM sold about $3 million worth of these systems each month. 
And I had solved a real problem in planning material for it. What to do next? Well, I spent about one full 
week each month updating my calculations. A big part of it was calculation of standard deviations (a 
measure of how variable the usage was) for each feature device. I was doing this with a circular slide 
rule (to calculate square roots) and a manual adding machine, with a handle to pull to calculate. I found 
out there was a computer terminal nearby that I could use. What I had was a keyboard and a printer, 
connected to a mainframe computer with a 100 bps acoustic modem. It ran a subset of Basic (Basic was 
too big for that environment –a remotely run program running on a mainframe computer - in those 
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days). I had never taken any programming class, and there were no manuals that I could find. 
Sometimes I could go to the programming department and look into a manual for something. I knew 
that I had to make a data file with rows and columns (like Excel), that I could update each month, and 
correct errors. I also knew that, for the computer, the data was just a long row, one bit after another. So 
I had to tell the computer everything: how long a record is, and what fields are in a record. Then 
remember all this to write the program to input the data, do the calculations and print the report. I put 
data into a 12 month matrix so I could easily calculate the last year’s usage. I updated this every month, 
based on a manual log book maintained in the 1800 Final Test department. Then after I updated the 
data, it would calculate and print out a report, which I also had to define completely. There were no 
utilities that I could find to do this, so I had to do most everything that hard way, figuring each element 
out as I went. I took about 6 months to program that basic data file, and then only one day to add the 
statistical analysis since there were routines I could call to do this. So then I had computerized the main 
part of my job. By then they had invented a job title that they promoted me to. I was ready, though, for 
what was next. I asked my boss what I would have to do for the next promotion. He said “Be ten years 
older.” (I was 25 at the time.)  I was angry at the time, but later appreciated that my boss had told me 
the truth, so I could make my own decision about what to do next. I decided to use the GI Bill money I 
was eligible for and go back to college.  

I resigned months ahead, since I knew that it would be hard to replace me, and that I would have to 
train the new person to do this job; it was very different from all the other production control jobs.  

I resigned six months before I was going to college. They promoted a man soon after, and in two months 
I had trained him to do the job. They assigned me then to help out the big boss in production control, 
Neil Jacobs. They called me an “Operation Research Programmer,” but basically I was running queries 
against the database, and generating reports. This is the kind of thing you can do in a few minutes now, 
but then, it was different. I would figure out the query, then punch it into IBM cards, then insert it after 
the system declaration deck that defined the data. I was running queries against the Parts Master File. 
The Parts Master File was on a tape. I would take the tape and the deck of cards to the engineering data 
center, and they would run it overnight, and if successful, I would get a big stack of paper the next day. 
Often I was not successful, and I had to fix some problem with my card deck and try again with another 
overnight run. So it might take several attempts, one day per, to get the report.   

I left IBM after six years to return to college. I did not realize it then, but if I had worked seven years I 
would have vested in IBM’s retirement system, and would now have been getting pretty good 
retirement checks from them.  

National Semiconductor     
I started at National after my sophomore year at New College. While I loved going to college, by then I 
had been out in the world for a number of years, and enjoyed working more than going to school. When 
I started looking for work, I applied with National Semiconductor because they had a big ad in the paper, 
so were hiring lots of people. I applied for production control, even though they hadn’t advertised any 
openings. I got hired pretty quickly.  
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I started handling the special processing and shipment of ICs to IBM. I got that organized, where all the 
material just flowed through the factory. Then they promoted me to a Wafer Fab Planner for Logic ICs, 
responsible for what wafers were started in production each week. These wafers, depending on how 
they were packaged, tested and marked, became a variety of end items: packaged and tested 
semiconductors. Then Mike Rowe offered me a promotion to PC Supervisor for another product line. I 
finally got the promotion to PC supervisor that I had wanted at IBM. I was handling Consumer Linear ICs, 
or CLIC. I managed wafer starts, and then assembly in Asia and test back in the US. They did not have a 
computerized inventory system, so the monthly planning cycle was done manually, on paper 
spreadsheets, putting together a worldwide analysis of inventory and demand, and committing to 
management the monthly revenue, what we would ship and bill to customers. I did this for a year or 
two, then handled another product line, SLIC. Then my boss left, and instead of promoting me, who 
knew how to handle everything, they brought in a guy from outside the company. So I left that group 
and went to another small product line, Consumer Products, where they made calculators and watches. 
I was working for Mike Rowe again. I was PC Manager for calculators. They designed a video game, to 
compete with Pong. Getting it into production was pretty much a disaster. I spent six months that year 
in Salt Lake City, trying to get them built, tested and shipped. We moved assembly to the watches and 
calculators from Salt Lake to Hong Kong, into a facility with no basic systems, in a tall skinny building not 
designed for manufacturing. All the incoming material went up in the one elevator, and the outgoing 
product went down, sliding on ramps into the waiting trucks. They kept inventory on cardineers, 
manually. I had designed a simple computerized inventory system, and went to Hong Kong and 
Singapore for a month, getting the system up and running.  

After that, the Product Line Manager I worked with at CLIC, Al Telford, was put into a corporate 
inventory control job (in which he had no idea of what to do). He hired me, and one thing I did was to 
work with the company president, Charlie Spork. I devised a good system of inventory goals, based on 
what I had learned at IBM. I made a numerical model of the product processes and inventory targets, 
and with this, you could input a shipment plan, and calculate how much inventory you should have to 
support this plan. So this was used to make inventory goals for each business unit. Charlie Spork was 
really pushing this, because inventory is really cash. And if you have too much inventory, you don’t have 
the cash to spend on things like new wafer fabrication facilities. The semiconductor business requires 
lots of cash, because their wafer fabs get obsoleted in just a few years as larger diameter silicon wafers 
become available. Anyway I help Charlie set inventory goals that were used as a part of his executive 
bonus system. This system brought inventories down by more than $10,000,000 the first year.  

Then they gave me the job of heading a team to implement a world-wide inventory system. I was 
working on the last piece, the part that would connect all the other pieces, but just did not get it done 
fast enough. If I were doing it now, I know better how to do computer system projects and would not 
have failed. But I didn’t get it implemented fast enough, and was removed from this job and a few 
months later, laid off after 9 years. 10 years, and retirement benefits would have vested.   

Boschert 
I had an offer from Boschert when I was laid off by National. I had looked at my capabilities while at 
National and seen that I was more a big-picture kind of thinker. I had solved lots of problems in 
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production control by knowing first what the big picture was, so then it was easy to know what was 
most important to do. As I was about ready to look for marketing work while at National, a man I had 
worked for, Al Telford, had moved over to run the military processing unit, call “Rel,” for “high 
reliability.” Rel gave ICs additional processing and testing needed for units sold for military systems. Al 
offer me the job of Rel General Foreman. He tried to sell me on the job, saying that I was so good as a 
team leader, and that he would give me an operation with 300 people to manage. He said that I really 
did not want to work in marketing where you are recognized for your own merit and contribution. When 
he made the offer, I had had 30 people, with 3 managers working for me. And I hated it. Way too much 
of the job seemed to be dealing with people who worked for me who would come into my office, close 
the door and then whine at me about something of the other, often something that I couldn’t do 
anything about; they were just blowing off steam, I guess. The idea of having ten times the number of 
people just was not attractive and the idea of being recognized on my own merits seemed very 
appealing.  

My friend Matt Winston, who I have given his first job out of college in Linear Production Control at 
National Semiconductor, now worked for Boschert, as Distribution Sales Manager. He invited me to 
apply. Finally, before I got the job I had a dinner interview with the VP of Marketing and Sales, Steve 
Johnson. He was concerned how well I would handle the communication in a sales environment; as an 
operation guy I had learned to tell the truth, directly with no sugar coating. This was not the way to 
communicate with customers or sales people, he said. Somehow I convinced him that I could handle it, 
and make nice as needed. So I was hired as an inside sale person. My job was to be the inside support 
for a regional sales manager, Ray Gunther, who handled the east coast. When I first started, he called 
me to talk about what he needed from me. One thing he said was that maybe sometimes he would be 
with a customer who had problems and he would be calling me to yell at me – to impress the customer. 
And when he did this, I shouldn’t get upset and should just take it. That gave me a bit of critical 
information saying that I was really in a different environment.  

Boschert made high-tech power supplies, switch mode 
power supplies (SMPS), which were first used in 
satellites for lower weight. The founder of the company, 
Bob Boschert, started a company to bring this 
technology to the commercial market. He started in his 
garage, with friends and family working on production. 
It grew to a company of about 200 people by the time I 
joined it. A big part of the business was in custom power 
supplies designed specifically to fit in a customer 
system. Often the customer’s engineer did not think 
about power until the very end of their project and they 
had an odd size that it had to fit in, and maybe something different about their specific system’s 
specifications. So they needed a customer power supply. My job was to take the customer specification, 
figure out what they required, and if it was custom then give them a quote. Naturally everybody was in a 
hurry to get the quote to the customer, so they could figure out how to get the order. So I had to figure 

XL200, part of my product line 
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out how to quote a custom complex device with a couple of hundred components very quickly. And this 
was way too hard for engineers to do; it would take them too long, handling it in their usual manner. 
Well I figured out how to read power supply specifications and figure out what it would take to design 
and build them based on other units that we made, and for which costs were known, plus additional for 
special features. I would, while I was learning this, take competitor catalogues home to read them and 
familiarize myself with what they offered. Matt helped me, too. I worked with the East Cost Regional 
Sales Manager, Ray Gunther.  

There came a time when Steve Johnson decided that they needed to have marketing in the company, 
not just sales. And since I was one of the guys who figured out the industry and competitors, he made 
me one of the first two marketing product managers. I still had all of the custom quoting to do, and the 
specification review meetings with the customer’s engineering and our engineering and sales teams. I 
also had a standard product line, sold through distribution, to define and price. The company had a 
great technical reputation, and some of my customers were companies like HP, DEC and AT&T. I handled 
medium power SMPS, from 130 watts to 500 watts. All the time, in both in Inside Sales, then in 
Marketing, I would travel and be visiting customers along with the Sales Manager, and the sales rep. I 
would be out every two or three months for a week. I got to see the business and customer world 
differently than I ever did before as a factory guy. One side light: I came to understand that Ray Gunter 
was almost the textbook definition of a corrupt sales guy. There was something like a 5% commission to 
the sales rep for the account. He had them give him 1% (20% of their commission) that he used in a 
slush fund to bribe company buyers who did the purchasing of power supplies. He would give kickbacks; 
he would throw parties with hookers for them. Who knows what else? Steve Johnson liked Ray because 
if times were tough, and they needed business, he could also count on Ray. One example is with a 
custom power supply for a printer, Centronics.  This was a high-volume custom power supply. Our 
company needed to increase sales income. So Ray got the buyer to order way ahead, many months 
worth of their production need. They had so many of these power supplies that they needed to rent 
extra warehouse space to keep- them all.  This was a big boost to the year’s sales.  

Boschert also was developing a line of high power units, 1000 watts and 1500 watts. The engineer who 
headed the team designing these, Ken Small, was technically conservative. In power supplies, excess 
heat means unreliability. So Ken designed power supplies that ran cool. This got our biggest order ever. 
Sun Micro was getting ready to introduce a new powerful computer for offices. To operate in a standard 
office means that the system has to run quiet. So they needed a power supply that was unusually quiet. 
So we put a quiet fan with less air flow on one of our units and it was exactly what they needed. And 
right away, they gave us a giant order for the first year’s production. This was by far, the biggest sale of 
any item Boschert ever made.  

In Silicon Valley, good things don’t last forever. In a few years, after more Hong Kong and Taiwanese 
companies got into the power supply business, things got more competitive. And Boschert’s high quality 
success story became too expensive for all but the most blue ribbon customers. The company went 
through changes as it grew. The president and founder, Bob Boschert, who was a good engineer and 
team builder, did not have the skills to lead it any further. So the new president they brought in to 
replace the founder Bob Boschert was a great guy, Ray Noorda. After a while Ray realized that things 
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were not going to get better. He left to lead Novell. A new guy came in; Dave Pratt. He ran things for a 
couple of years. Then something happened and there was a new guy brought in as President. He figured 
out that what they should do is to sell the company, and get all their cash out before it crashes. I heard 
about this, and put together a group that included money guys and one of the top power supply 
academics, and we put together an offer for the company. It was a leveraged buyout, with some cash up 
front and loans for the rest. Another company put in an offer for the same total money amount, but all 
cash. We know what offer won. We would have been better for the specific business and team of 
people, but we lost, and Boschert was absorbed into a company, Computer Power, and none of it exists 
anymore, including none of the people. A few months before the acquisition, to get to where their 
books did not show negative cash flow, and so they could get a good price, one day they laid off their 
entire marketing team. Marketing is about the future, and if they didn’t sell, they had no future. So I was 
on the street, looking for a job. My experience was in Power Supplies and there was no other Silicon 
Valley company of any stature in the business, except for an Asian company, Astec.  

California Classics 
This was while I was also working at Boschert. While my brother was a big-time pot dealer, I took 
advantage of this and was a small time dealer myself, selling to just a few friends. This generated a few 
hundred dollars a month cash income. Another thing about Tom was that he had a cover business as an 
importer of miscellaneous goods, like for a while he had teak reclining chairs and small oriental cabinets. 
One of the miscellaneous things were bales of hand-knitted warm knee-high socks with native patterns 
from Afghanistan. Some even had leather soles.  Somehow Tom talked me into seeing if I could figure 
out how to sell these. I tried running an ad in an Alaskan (because it is cold there) newspaper, with a 

drawing of one of the “Gani Socks” with ad copy something like, 
”Warm your love’s heart with these Afghani Socks.” This didn’t 
work. There was a neighbor guy around, where we lived on 14th 
street, Sam Rodhe, the husband of a woman that was Lucille’s 
friend. He was a big, blonde, affable guy who had been badly 
mentally damaged by his service in Viet Nam. I had already been 
hiring Sam for small projects around the house and yard, using 
some of my extra income to pay him. Anyway I thought to myself 
that he was a person who made friends easily and maybe he could 
sell the Afghani sock to retail stores that handled such things. That 
was also a bust, but it led Sam to all these kind of hippy small 
clothing shops. He asked if there was something else we could sell 
them. Somehow the idea of all-natural fiber clothing would be a 

timely and at-that-time unique thing to offer. I would guess now that this idea came from Roxanne, 
Tom’s arty wife. And Sam told us about a big clothing show coming soon in San Francisco, where 
manufacturers sold their clothing lines to stores. So there was this big trade show coming up, and the 
idea of all natural fiber clothes. Roxanne designed three things, a kimono, which we fabricated in silk 
brocade, so soft to the touch, and drawstring pants and a loose robe top to be made of 100% pure 
cotton. We needed a name and a logo. I thought of the name, “California Classic.”  Roxanne had a book 
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of Japanese “Mons,” Japanese Samurai family crests. These were highly graphic. Many were a designed 
in a circle. Above to the left is an example, but not the one that we used. 

There was one that had stylized waves breaking on a beach, perfect, I thought, for California Classics. 
Roxanne knew where to get clothing labels made up, so we had some, maybe 100 pieces made up, and 
sewed on our samples.   

Roxanne also found another one that was great, and had a silk screen cut. We silk screened this onto the 
back of the cotton robe. These were great too, I thought. I wanted one for myself.  

Sam took our samples to a rented room at a big SF hotel, hired a “Room Dresser” to set up and decorate 
the room. Then the show opened, and people started coming into the rooms (after they had already 
been in the big exhibit hall where all the famous clothing brands exhibited. We got some orders, but not 
enough to justify, in my mind, the cost of starting production. Roxanne knew local clothing 
subcontractors who could do the work, but they needed orders for a few hundred to start up. So 
California Classics died on the vine, before bearing fruit. This was maybe 1985, so the ideas were pretty 
advanced for the time. Maybe we could have made it go if anyone beside Roxanne knew anything about 
the business.  

Bytec Sales 
After the layoff from Boschert I couldn’t find another job in the power supply business. And though I had 
marketing experience it was not really that great, outside of the power business, or so I thought. I had to 
find something. I heard another Boschert guy, Bill Sabetti, had started a Sales Rep company. I talked to 
him. He had a power supply line, and old fashioned east coast maker of high-power power supplies, NJE. 
And they had a local customer with ongoing business. So I bought into his company, and we became 
partners, with a deal where we split all commissions 50/50. Bill had a small office in an office complex on 
Scarlett Way in San Jose. We looked around and found two other companies who needed sales rep in 
Silicon Valley. One was a metal stamper, the other a custom keyboard maker. Both did custom work, 
and I had spent the last 6 years in another custom product business at Boschert, so I thought I’d do OK. 
We both went to Minnesota to visit both companies, sign contracts and get a little training. It turns out 
that neither Bill or I was very good at selling; we were successful with neither line. There was still some 
income every month though from NJE.  

Western Switching Power 
At the same time with another man from Boschert, Dave Hurst, I started a custom SMPS company, 
Western Switching Power. We were going to find local companies with design projects going on and sell 
them custom power supplies. Bytec Sales was our local sales rep, naturally. We ended up finding two 
such companies, and designed their units, got them approved by their engineering, and got orders to 
start production. We were ramping up, getting ready to buy thousands of dollars worth or materials, 
and both companies went belly up!! So this was going nowhere. All that work and expense for nothing!  

This was maybe 1986, the days of the PC-XT. To run both companies I got a used XT clone. It ran DOS, 
naturally, 640K RAM, and a 10 MB hard disk drive. I used it for both companies. For Bytec I found a 
Contact Management System that could have multiple users, so I could track our leads and sales 



Inch Time Foot Gem 

53 
 

activities and send reports out to the companies we handled. For both companies I made sales and 
marketing documents, using some old word processor with an advanced feature, you could get a 
wysiwyg (“what you see is what you get”) view so you could see a finished document before you printed 
it. For Western Switching Power I ran PC-MRP, to handle bills of materials, etc. for our custom products. 
That means we had to develop a part numbering system, and all those things that go along with. When 
we got to the manufacturing stage, it had an inventory system, too. All this on that little computer! In 
some ways that was my happiest computer time. I was able to do all those things and have all that 
power right at my fingertips. And since it was DOS, everything ran pretty fast.  

But both situations turned into losing deals. I was looking for a way out, when I got a call from another 
Boschert guy I had worked closely with, and engineer names Ron Vinsant. He told me of a marketing 
opening at the semiconductor company he worked for now as an applications engineer, Teledyne 
Semiconductor. I had a way out! 

Teledyne Semiconductor 
At Teledyne I worked for the President Mitch Goozé. I worked as a Product Line Manager, with 
marketing and application engineering responsibilities. I had their Power Control semiconductor product 
line to manage. It was the best job I ever had. Mitch was a marketing guy, and very open to my ideas. 
From my years at Boschert I had a good understanding of the power supply design engineers, their 
needs and problems, and I had a great technical guy supporting the effort, Ron Vinsant.  

We had a few successful products and a big lineup of new products coming. We were able to define a 
new family of power control ICs we thought would be very 
successful. Because the president understood marketing, we also 
could price things right for the market, even if that means skinny 
profits to start with. We also had a great artist lady running the 
graphics effort. I had already learned that press releases 
accompanied by nice art was much more likely to get printed in 
magazines. I knew how to write appealing press releases, and 
soon starting getting a lot of “ink” in various trade magazines. I 
would clip out articles and press releases as they were printed 
and tape them up on my office wall. Pretty soon, the wall was 
covered. And all the press releases meant lots of sales leads, so I 
got good attention from the sales department. I made up a 
PowerPoint presentation, and used it to train the inside sale 

folks, then sales reps. I made trips to Europe and Asia to present to major customers, various technical 
audiences and again, the local sales reps. So lots of attention to the product line, big increase in sales of 
our ICs around the world.  

After a couple of years, I got Mitch to agree to handle IC design differently. When I got to Teledyne 
Semi, they had a pool of engineers under an engineering VP,  and they would work on any IC from any 
product area. I wanted IC engineers who lived and breathed power. I ended up getting my IC engineers, 
too. I would do something that was not usual in semiconductors; send an IC designer to visit customers 

TSC426 MOSFET driver, our biggest product 
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with our application engineers to talk to real customers about real customer issues. After a while, one of 
the IC designers came to me and said, “Richard, I had a dream least night …” and went on talking about 
his power IC dream. I was so happy; he was committed enough that he had started to dream about it. I 
knew we had his creative juices flowing.  

About then, another IC company came to me and tried to recruit me as their VP of Marketing at a big 
salary. I would have been the only non-engineer in a company started and run by a bunch of engineers. I 
had second thoughts, because of this, and talked to Mitch. He agreed to give me a big raise now, and in 
the next year, to make me a VP, with more money and benefits. Everything was looking up.  

Then I had my biggest marketing success. I had a new line of ICs ready to come out of design into 
production. I wanted to get them started with a bang. These were ICs that were the key device so that 
power supplies could take another step towards being smaller, packing more power into a smaller 
space. Space is critical in computers and related equipment. And I found another manufacturer who was 
making advanced magnetics. Magnetics, transformers, are key to these power supplies. His magnetics 
were small, high-frequency, flat, low-profile and were designed so that they could be auto-assembled, 
rather than hand-built, like all of the main transformers were now. So together we designed this slick, 
advanced-looking, very powerful power supply, AND got the main technical magazine in the industry to 
feature it on the cover. The day the magazine was first getting to its readers, I got a call from the VP of 
engineering at the company I thought would be the best customer of the new IC, a company who made 
advanced computers that others copied. He was very interested for his next project, the system they 
were designing right now. He wanted samples right away. We got them to him. He liked then and 
designed his next power system around them. He placed advanced orders for production. The only 
problem was that we had not released the new ICs to production yet; there was a process problem (the 
semiconductor process we designed them on was not being used yet by any other products). I knew that 
the best way with this customer was to let them in on the problem and what we were doing to fix it. 
This was all in hand, going in the right direction to solve the problem in time for the customer to start 
production when he needed. But then … 

My boss, Mitch was successful in Teledyne. He turned around a company that was declining (Teledyne 
Semiconductor), and they had other problem Teledyne companies for him to run. They were in a related 
business, hybrid units, made up of various ICs, for military system where space was at a premium, like 
missiles and aircraft. Their problems were mainly production issues. Mitch was in the process of getting 
everything under control. One thing he had to do was fire a company controller of one of these 
companies; she was just not up to the job. So he found a replacement and fired her. The only problem 
was that she was the girl friend of his boss, who immediately started looking for a way to fire Mitch, 
who in his eyes moved from hero to bum. So late in the year we found out the Mitch was gone and 
there was this new guy. The new guy, since his predecessor was a high-risk tolerant man, wanted to 
change things and be very low risk in his approach. One thing he did was to tell my customer to cancel 
their order, that we just were not ready. Then soon after, just before Christmas, they laid off me and 
everybody who worked for me, except the IC designers.  
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How quickly this moved from the best job ever, to me, and all my people on the street, looking for jobs, 
over the Christmas holidays.  

Marketing Consultant, Freelance  
So back on the street again, looking for a job. High skills but narrow specialty; an analog product guy in 
the home of computers and digital electronics. So again, not a good fit to the job market. And I was 
about 50. And I had no college degree. So then and there, I became a consultant. Well, it was not so fast 
I found a product marketing job with a small company, ETS, and went in to start work. The first morning 
I found out that the company was a loser, and headed downhill, so I talked them in to making me a ½ 
time consultant, rather than a full time employee. I thought that maybe I could find another half-time 
gig. I had talked to one where maybe this would be possible. This lasted a few months, until I left.  

Marketing Consultant, OMT Group Consultants 
Then I went to work again with Mitch Goozé. He had a consulting company, and was active as a 
marketing speaker. This speaking got him marketing consultant work. So I started as an “official” 
consultant. I had two clients. One was a company where I worked with the president and the sales team, 
trying to improve sales. The second was at a manufacturing company. They had designed and 
manufactured 2000 units of an assistive listening device that was the brainchild of their top engineer. He 
didn’t know ANYTHING about marketing, and thought that he could sell a bunch through mail order. This 
didn’t work and I was called in. I did more work with the channel (audiologists) and a careful review of 
the product. The channel was not very interested, but I got some. But the product had a fatal flaw for 
old people, its target market. So another loser. End of assignment.  

Sales Force Automation Consultant, OMT Group 
Then because of the work I had done at Bytec Sales using contact management software, Mitch decided 
I could handle a similar consulting job. He had a client with a fairly substantial sales team, and no 
system, not too surprising. This was about 1990. I was engaged to find the right software, and then to 
design an implement their system. Since I had designed and used one myself I had a bit of a head start. 
One thing I knew is that you have to set up and customize the system for the specific business and sales 
effort. And I knew enough to get started. This started my specialty for the balance of my working days. 
For this client I selected GoldMine, a Windows dBase system that worked with multiple users on a 
network, and could synchronize with remote copies running on a laptop, like field sales people have. It 
had enough customization available to take care of a small company’s needs, I focused on GoldMine and 
that was the key step. I decided next to recreate myself as a Sales Automation Consultant.  

CRM (Customer Relationship Management) Consultant and system designer, STI (Sales 
Technics) 
Another company that specialized in these sales and marketing automation systems and used GoldMine 
approached me. The man whose company it was, Jay Bauer, contacted me, and wanted me to work for 
him as a sales automation consultant.  I thought this would be a good move, since with Mitch I was the 
only person involved in this, and I thought with Jay, who had a bit more of a team, and specialized in this 
business, I would learn more about this business and work. Soon I became the main GoldMine guy. I had 
my own territory, Northern California where I was supposed to sell, consult and implement systems, but 
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Jay sent me all around the USA to work for his big customers. The first step for a STI project was to do a 
“Requirement Analysis” to define the system needs. This involved a number of days at the client, 
interviewing people from top to bottom, president to sales assistant, writing up the interviews, then 
turning it into a system design. When the customer accepted this, then we (often I) would do the 
customization work, install the system on their server, workstations and laptops, train the users and roll 
it out. I did well at this for a few years. During this time I was trained and certified with a higher-level 
package, SalesLogix. By now they called this kind of system CRM (Customer Relationship Management) 
software. I did a few SalesLogix designs. 

Kroymann Associates/1stSales 
By then I was very tired of travelling around the country. And with Jay Bauer, I knew I would never be 
paid enough for the work I was doing. So there was the man in Palo Alto who was a GoldMine dealer 
Howard Kroymann. He was an accounting consultant (who worked with a dBase system vendor) who 
added the GoldMine business. He was good with the system, but not as good with sales and marketing, 
so we were a natural fit. We split the leads; I did my own selling, and then did the rest of the job, too. 
After a while he hired a trainer, so I didn’t have to do everything on my projects. We did well for a time. 
Then it started getting harder to get leads. I thought that since they listed their consultants 
alphabetically, that he should use another name, higher on the list. We selected 1stSales, We were on 
the top of the list that our prospects would see. About that time, GoldMine wanted to take more control 
of their dealers, and started assigning the leads themselves. So the name change did no good. Maybe it 
helped them make the decision to start lead assignment? Howard wanted to get more CRM capabilities, 
and decided to handle SalesLogix, so I went through certification training again. GoldMine wanted to go 
upscale, and they were limited in how many users could work on the system by the dBase database, so 
they ported their product to Microsoft SQL. Then they required their dealers to get Microsoft SQL 
Administrator certification. That meant I had to get this certification. I bought books and studied for 
months; the problem was that this required more network protocol and security knowhow than I had 
ever been exposed to. The first time I took the test, I got something like 42% correct. In my life I had 
never failed a test before. I kept studying, and in two more attempts, I was about to just get enough 
right to pass the test. Then came the “dot com crash” in 2000. Business was bad for everyone. I decided 
I would best survive by cutting overhead to the bone. That meant becoming a one-man show and 
running the business out of my house.  

Switching Power Consultants  
When I started working as a marketing consultant at the OMT Group, I was not sure that there would be 
enough work to pay the bills. So I started another consulting company, where I was selling Ron Vinsant 
and one of his friends as technical consultants for power systems. We got a few jobs. The best one was 
to define a series of designs that used the customer’s magnetic components. These were small DC-DC 
converters, and built on Ron’s work with Linear Technology, one of the main semiconductor companies 
working in this product area.  This company fizzled out as I became more involved in CRM consulting.   
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Silicon Valley CRM      
This was my “One-man” CRM company. I got some orders, designed and implemented some systems, 
kept some income flowing. I kept alive, which was enough at the time. I was not going to get bigger; I 
was still a GoldMine dealer, and very low on their lead distribution list.  

Soffront       
I found a small Silicon Valley CRM company that made what I thought was a good on-line CRM system, 
Soffront. This was after the entry of SalesForce.com and its successes with on-line CRM. I went to meet 
the man, Manu Das, who owned and ran Soffront. He agreed to give me a job as a regional sales 
manager, and wanted me to “merge” Silicon Valley CRM into Soffront. That way, we would get some 
press notice.   

When I started they put me into a big office, next to the president, Manu Das. Then I found out how 
really small the company was; though I was a regional sales manager, I had no one working for me, and I 
was doing inside phone sales. The company was staffed by Indians in the USA on H1B visas, so they were 
basically immigration slaves. I figured, how bad can it be? I only have a year or so until I can retire, and 
this way I have a regular paycheck coming my way. It was an odd experience. By then I knew I would 
retire to India. There were young Indian men surprised that this old American wanted to retire in India. I 
could mentor a few of them, so I liked this. By then it was easy to do on-line demos, so I could get pretty 
deep into the technical sales process without ever being face to face. The product was very easy to 
customize and had lots of CRM power. So after talking with prospective customers (and using my 10 
years of consultant skills) I could in a few hours understand key issues in the company and give them a 
customized demo to show how Soffront can handle their specific products and sales processes. So I got 
orders. The problem was that the programming crew was all in India and made up with men one to two 
years out of school who just wanted a job long enough to get some experience so they could get a 
better job with a good company. My skills were better than most of them, but they were the ones doing 
the customization work. Every project was late, some did not work. It was mostly a disaster.  

They had me work as project manager for the whole company for a while, making 4 AM calls to India to 
plan and coordinate, and working with customers complaining about their development project. This 
didn’t work. There were no managers in Calcutta, and the SW engineers could not meet their 
commitments. And I had no power to change anything or to reward good performance. So, for me, after 
a short while, back to sales. I did things like write and record web demos, to show off the product. I 
wrote “White Papers” about CRM and how Soffront could do a special and effective job. I talked to 
leads, did sales discovery, gave customized demos, got orders. But still just barely made enough each 
month to pay the bills.  

Manu Das was by far the worst boss I had ever had. For example, he would come into my office, close 
the door and then yell at me for a long time. An example of the reason was that I was giving one of his 
biggest customers too much time giving them support so they could be effective with their CRM system. 
I still don’t really know why he had a problem with this; I think it was because if I was supporting a 
customer, I wasn’t selling.  
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By this time, I had been with Nome fro a number of years, and done lots of meditation and Self-inquiry. 
So I knew that, when, driving home, I thought, “I could have said this,” that what was happening was me 
defending my ego, my idea of myself. So I would inquire, then and there, “Is this really who I am?” And 
every time, it was not. So by the time I got home to Carol, I was happy and peaceful. So I guess I have to 
count Manu Das among my spiritual teachers. I would never tell him this, though. After more than a 
year of this, Carol’s mom, Jean, who was living with us, died. And we were free to start our retired life. 
Soon I applied for Social Security, resigned the job, and we started getting ready to go to India, retiring 
there after working in Silicon Valley for 45 years. Basically I had nothing but my social security check. 
Carol had assets from her parent’s estate; a condo in a retirement community that had a couple of 
hundred K dollars equity.  

Ready to Retire 
After working 45 years all I had were skills and experiences that basically I could no longer use. I started 
companies, did lots of interesting things, went up in the ranks of companies to the point where I was not 
effective with the company politics. And had long periods where I struggled to bring home an income 
adequate to support the family. Nothing was saved; it took all I made to just survive in Silicon Valley. I 
was looking forward to another stage in my life and thought that going to India would be a good start.  

Religious/Spiritual background 
My mother was entirely out of the mold for an Oklahoma girl. She loved to read, and she had these 
mystical experiences, like visiting with Jesus by the Red River. Now in Oklahoma at that time you were 
supposed to love Jesus, but to not actually talk to him. She studied esoteric and mystical teachings all 
her life. When I was born, she said it was the first of several times where everything was filled with light. 
So I was born into this light. She stayed with Christianity until I was a teen ager, and then found the 
Unitarian Church in San Jose, with its minister, Sid Peterman. They said “Our dogma is no dogma.” This 
was my spiritual home for several years, until I went into the Air Force.  

I discovered Buddhism in my early 20s. This started with the Herman Hesse book, Siddhartha, which 
depicted a man’s spiritual search over a lifetime, that culminated with him just sitting and watching the 
river (a metaphor for life) just flowing by. He was happy and unattached. I studied Chan (early Chinese) 
Buddhism for 25 years. I read books, contemplated what they said, and tried to meditate. The first of 
these was “Zen Flesh, Zen Bones,” by Paul Reps. What good fortune to find this book. It was filled with 
Zen, starting with a collection of short Zen stories, then the Parable of the Bull, with the “Ten Oxherding 
Pictures,” a classic book of koans, “The Gateless Gate,” and finally an ancient Kashmir Saivite work which 
Reps called, “Centering” which really is a meditation manual, giving 112 ways to meditate. I read this 
slowly, just a page of two at a time. I wanted to deeply absorb it, not just read it for information, like I 
usually did.  

I was drawn to the early Chinese Chan Buddhism, the precursor to Japanese Zen. I found a number of 
books, and kept reading and contemplating, and trying to meditate. The problem I had with all these is 
they “pointed at the moon,” to direct your attention deeper than the conceptual mind, but then left the 
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deeper stuff for you to discover yourself, rather than to help further by telling you directly. I guess the 
discovery has more impact if you find it for yourself.  

About 1975 I went to EST. I think that was a spiritual experience. Certainly they tried to break down 
ideas and concepts about life. And they challenged your idea of yourself.  

In 1990 I was taken to see a teacher in Santa Cruz. His name was Nome (NO ME), and he taught based 
on an Indian teacher I had never heard of, Ramana Maharshi. When I first heard Nome talk, I didn’t 
understand a lot of what he said: the language was so different from the Chan Buddhist’s. But I felt, 
within my core, that he was talking about deep truth, like I had never heard anyone talk about before. 
So I kept going. I wasn’t sure if it was Buddhist, but it helped me really understand what I had read 
before.  

After a while I understood what he was saying. Then I reread many of the Chan books I had earlier loved. 
This time I felt that I actually understood them! He also taught a meditation approach that was different 
that I had practiced, called Self-inquiry, where you look within to see the truth of your own identity. You 
see, experientially, that you cannot be any of the things that come and go; they are all temporary, while 
whatever “you” is, it is always there, always the same. I find the more sure I am of this changeless being 
that I am, the happier I am, all the time.  

When I met Carol in 1991, first thing, I took her to see Nome. He touched the same deep sense for her 
as he did in me. We have been together ever since, and I have to say that a relationship built on this 
spiritual foundation is very good. We share the highest aspirations, and this is especially good as the 
years add up.  

This active spirituality has been a part of my life since 1990. During much of this time I have had a daily 
meditation practice. I spent years doing concentrated Self-inquiry, so much so that I now have a clear 
knowledge of something within me that is always the same, that never changes, or is more at one time 
and less at another. Since I came to Mexico, I started teaching Mindfulness, and developed a course to 
teach the Buddha’s Four Foundations of Mindfulness, the basic mindfulness instructions for the last 
2500 years. I have also offered satsang for the last 10 years in India and Mexico. I play recordings of 
Nome, while in India, and some other’s too, now here in Mexico. And we have an inquiry session. There 
has never been much attendance at these, but always a few people. From these we have a bit of our 
own sangha, a group of like-minded people to be with. This is a good part of our life.  

Here in Mexico, this is the main thing I have to share. I have a few meditation groups. To support this I 
create small pamphlets that I can print on my HP printer; it prints 2-sided, so this is easy. I have at the 
moment maybe 50-60 little books, supporting interest in Ramana, Advaita Vedanta, Chan, Zen and 
Dzogchen, and other nondual sources. I also offer courses on meditation, for those who want to get 
started with it.  

For the last few years my meditation has again been getting more serious, daily, maybe 2 or 3 times. It is 
a regular part of my life. One thing I feel from the ongoing practice is a release of my creative energy. I 
continue to occasionally have deep experiences, with deeper sense of how Consciousness, self-knowing, 
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is everything. So I must be that. These expereinces come and go, though, so I still need deeper Self-
knowledge.  

Wives and Children 
I have had three wives and two children.  

Marcia 
I met Marcia Curtin when I was 22 and she was 19. I think at some mid-peninsula gathering, maybe 
Foothill College, maybe Dale Wilson and I went to it. When we first met, we spent the night, I think in 
my Alpha Romeo, talking all night, maybe smoking pot together, too.  I felt close to her right away. She 
had left home and was living with another boyfriend. Soon she moved in with me, and we got married in 
my mom’s back yard a few months later.  We got along just fine, but somehow my commitment to her 
was not 100%. I did not want to have children with her. I did not want kids to go through the broken 
family that I had, and I just knew to wait. I was working at IBM, making what was probably pretty good 
money in those days. She wanted to go to college and get a teaching credential, and I supported her 
while she did this.  

After a few years where we had a lot of fun together, I quit IBM and went back to school, at New College 
at San Jose State College. This was a great experience for me. I did well, and thrived in this open 
environment. Because of a course with Bill McCormick, a psychologist, I started writing a journal, which I 
did for several years. That ended up making me feel much more comfortable writing, which was a 
critical skill for the rest of my life. My not being 100% with Marcia, showed up with a bit of “wandering 
eyes,” and I found a young woman of particular interest. She was in a number of classes with me. She 
liked me, too, but did not want to get involved with a guy as heavy as I was. Then I found another 
woman, and we became close. I can’t really remember just how it happened, but somehow I talked 
these women, Linda, and Marcia, into living together as kind of a threesome. For a few days it seemed 
great; I would spend one night with one woman, the next with the other. It turned out that this was 
really not so good, because somebody was always left out. So this made it an unstable situation.  

To escape this, Marcia took a student teaching situation in Idaho, far away from me, and the California 
culture, which she really liked. This effectively ended our marriage; we divorced a few months later. By 
then she had gotten a full time teaching job in the Los Gatos school district, a really good first teaching 
job.  

Before we ended it, we went on one last VW bus camping trip, into the meadows south of Los Padres 
National Forest. This was a favorite area for us, and we had VW bus camped here many times. I 
remember a weekend that was so painful. What I thought might give us closure just was pain for both of 
us instead.  

We were together for six years. I do not know where she is now.  
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Lucille 
I met Lucille Gagnon at a party put on by Charlie Hunter, of National Semiconductor, It was her first 
night in California, and she and her girl friends were staying with him. She had met him through her 
work, trying to expedite semiconductor dice (unpackaged semiconductors) for a military hybrid 
company.  

We were happy together for a few years. We bought a house in downtown San Jose from my brother, 
Tom, and had two children, Megan and Richie. I was happy, but this time it was Lucille with the 
incomplete commitment. She had always said that she came to California to be a single woman, and 
instead, the first day she met me, and we were together ever since. She later said that she was never 
attracted to me physically; I was too fat, and had “pasty white skin.” I could feel that she wanted to let 
go of herself, sexually, but just really couldn’t with me. She had a very Catholic background, and was 
pretty repressed, so I think she needed someone really attractive to her to let go and get past all that. 
Megan talks about her mother crying all the time. Megan thought that it was about her, but it was really 
about me.  

I think the time of Lucille’s pregnancy with Megan, and the first year or so after she was born, were the 
happiest years we had. Pretty soon it seemed that a deep depression started overcoming Lucille. She 
had wanted a fulfilling sexual life, and with me this was just not possible, since she found me 
unattractive, too fat, pastry white skin. I think when we first got together, Lucille was entranced by the 
high level of class and culture that I had, compared with her family. This kept things going for several 
years, but her lack of fulfillment became a big issue for her. I did not really know about it directly, since 
Luclle never talked to me about any of this. I would just see her cry after we had sex. I didn’t know what 
was going on with her, but I could see the deep level of upset.  

We got married when I was 31 and she was 24. I think we were together 15 years.  

We were happy in the early days with Megan, but by the time Rich was born, things started to 
deteriorate. Lucille got a counselor at San Jose State, a young man. Maxine felt the she was attracted to 
him, and complained how unethical he was, not dealing with what she called “Lucille’s transference.” 
When Richie was about 2 years old, Lucille went with the kids to see her parents. There she met a local 
guy and fell in love. She stayed away maybe a month longer than she had planned, and naturally, did not 
tell me what was going on. His name was Robbie. Later, when she did open up about this, she told me of 
leaving the kids with her parents, and going with Robbie to find motel rooms.  

Starting during these years, I would walk in the early San Jose morning; just walk to clear my mind and 
emotions, walking about an hour around dawn. It turns out I was doing mindful walking, without 
knowing what it was. During this walking I started having some of the kind of experiences that come 
from the deeper state where you see everything at once, rather than linearly, where one thing follows 
another. I had a number of good experiences this way, including a number of times where whole 
solutions to some work problem I was trying to deal with just came to me, complete, in their entirety. I 
did this for two or three years, until I got a new job, with a high enough income to support two 
households. So it was time to divorce, even though I made the promise to myself that I would never put 
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my kids through what I went through. Finally I had to leave to preserve myself; I was starting to 
internalize Lucille’s negativity toward me and it was just too destructive.  

So a got a crummy apartment and moved out, on my own again. 

After a while I wanted to meet women, and since I was never much of a bar hangout, thought personal 
ads might be a way to go. So I put an ad in Trellis, a Bay Area singles mag at that time. I was a marketing 
guy by then, and wanted to find a relationship where there was not incomplete commitment, since that 
seemed to doom to two previous marriages. So I devised a “lead generation campaign” where I 
advertised, and asked for a letter in response. This was my first qualification step; if she did not feel 
comfortable writing a letter, she was disqualified. Then I would make a phone call to those responses 
that seemed interesting. I did not ask for photos. If we could talk on the phone and I could get some 
sense of creative energy from her, I would ask her out, either for coffee, or a meal. Unknown to anyone, 
I developed a weighted scale measurement system based on what I I really that I liked in woman. After 
we met, I would generate the score. Most were not notable. About one in ten stood out from the 
others. I would have another date with these women. One of these women was Fran, who took me to 
see Nome. We lived together for a few months. She was from a situation where her husband had plenty 
of money, and she wanted that in a guy. That was clearly not me. So the relationship did not last for too 
long.  

Carol 
I had gotten a letter from Carol, and sent her one back saying I am involved now, sorry. But her letter 
was interesting so I kept it. After Fran and I split up, I contacted her, and the rest, as they say, is history. 
When I rated her, her score was at a much higher level that any of the about 100 women I had met this 
way over a year or so. And these scores correlated pretty well with what I actually felt. We were easy 
with each other, and we laughed a lot.  

One thing that is special is that right away I took her to see Nome, and she responded well to his 
teaching. We have had a strong spiritual connection and element in our lives. This turns out to be much 
more important that I had imagined, and it is something that ages well as the years go by it becomes 
moiré important. It is a constant, and something that grows over time, too.  

I am so grateful for the life that she and I have shared! In ways, we seem to be pretty blessed. One 
example is with housing. Finding the house on Guadalupe Avenue, with its back to Guadalupe Creek, 
was such a stroke of good fortune, and since the city planned to tear it down for a water project and just 
wanted to keep it occupied until then, the rent was low. We had a good life there in many ways, with 
fruit trees and a garden. We grew many kinds of tomatoes. And we had meals where we ate several 
things we grew in our yard. How nice!  

The fly in the ointment at this time was Carol’s ex-husband, Dick Albert and his new wife, June. Once I 
got together with Carol, they decided that she was unfit as a mother, and took legal action to get 
custody of the kids, and they moved to Minnesota with the kids. This was very destructive to everyone. 
One example of the lengths they went to, one year, when Amy was 12 or 13, at Megan’s suggestion I 
gave Amy a camisole for a Christmas present. This was used against me in court, saying that I was some 
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kind of sex pervert. Dick was never able to make a stable life, and the kids were back to Carol in a few 
years, but these years were so hard on Carol. For example, when the kids visited her for Christmas, they 
couldn’t be in my presence, since I was a sexual deviant. That year’s visit with them was awful. Ironically, 
since I couldn’t be with Carol’s kids, they spent the time that Christmas at Lucille’s house.  

After Carol’s dad died, her mom, Jean, moved in with us. She was not happy, she just seemed to tolerate 
it. She also knew that basically we were waiting for her to die, so we could move to India. And when she 
did die, then I quit the job, applied for Social Security, and we got rid of almost everything we owned, 
including basically everything we had been holding on to over the years.  

Then we flew to India with a couple of suitcases each, to start our new retired life. What a good choice; 
India was fascinating, and unexpected. We found friends among the locals and got closer to them than 
most westerners did. Again, this was a blessing.  

Now we are together in Mexico and still happy every day.  

Megan 
Megan is my firstborn. How delighted and happy were both Lucille and I! Lucille was very happy during 
the pregnancy and while getting the house ready for the new baby. She had a scare and was hospitalized 
a couple of weeks before the birth, but all was well. Megan was born in what was an advanced birthing 
center at Good Samaritan Hospital in Los Gatos. It was better than a traditional OB facility, and I was 
able to be there for the labor and birth. I remember the precious moment when I first held her and she 
gazed into my eyes. She was so tiny in the bassinet; she just fit in a corner of it. Soon she outgrew it and 
was moved to a crib. For the first six months we responded to every cry. I felt that this was important so 
that Megan would trust the world. I trusted the world and wanted her to trust it, too. Sometime after 
this, we let her cry before going to pick her up. This was so hard, but we felt we had to do it. I remember 
well carrying her around during this time, getting her back to sleep after feeding. Such sweet memories.  

Megan and I learned an acrobatic trick before she walked. I would lay her on my shoulder, on her back. 
She was so flexible then; she would be curled on her back on my shoulder. I would take both hands and 
roll her off the shoulder, and she would land on her feet, doing a flip in the air on the way down. We 
called this her “amazing rubber baby” act.  

When Megan was about one, we wanted to do something as a ceremony to introduce her to our 
friends. A christening is the usual tradition, but I don’t feel very Christian, and so did not want to do it 
this way. Instead, we held a “Personing” with Megan dressed in a long white dress (like a christening 
gown). We stood in a circle and said some words that I had figured out to say. I don’t have a copy of the 
ceremony; probably Lucille does, I remember that we saved it. I think Lucille has a photo of Megan in 
her gown, too.  

Megan’s hair took a long time to really grow. When she was still a toddler, I thought that maybe it was 
long enough, and put it up into two short pigtails, one on each side of her head. She looked so cute! 
Lucille has a photo of this. 
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Lucille stayed home with Megan. As her depression got worse, Megan got the brunt of it. One thing I 
remember is how afraid Megan was when Lucille was napping, afraid of waking Mommy up. One time 
when I went home for lunch, I found Megan in her room with the door closed, crying. She had pooped in 
her pants, because she was afraid of opening the door and waking up Lucille. I hated Lucille for this, but I 
never really told her; our relationship was too poor for this kind of communication. Megan had a friend 
who lived on 14th street, about ½ block away. Lucille would not let Megan walk to see her friend; she 
said it was too dangerous. Megan internalized this differently; she thought that it was because SHE was 
not good enough, capable enough, to make the walk. I did not like Lucille much about this either.  

When Megan was about three, I sat her in a high-chair at the piano. She loved hitting the keys. After a 
while I taught her some small song on the piano. She loved this, too. So I wrote out a notes table with a 
music score, and taught her where the notes were on the piano. She was off on her own at that point, 
and she taught herself how to read music.   

When she was about 6, we put her into a girl’s indoor soccer league at the YMCA. They needed 
volunteers, so I signed up as her team’s coach. Lots of fun, but it was not what you could call organized 
team play. They didn’t have much idea about playing a position at this age, and basically everyone ran 
after the ball, no matter what was happening. Maybe the goalie might stay in position, maybe not. And I 
had not really played soccer much, so did not know anything about how to get the girls ready to play.  

Megan always did well in school. I was really happy that she excelled in math; I thought this would open 
doors for her. I think she got straight As all her life. I thought she would be well-qualified for a 
scholarship.  

Lucille put her into a ballet class when maybe she was 9 or 10. She enjoyed it a lot, and was a good 
dancer, and strong. She had by far the best leaps of any girl in class. She dropped out though; her body-
type was not that of a classical ballet dancer. I bet she was body-shamed.  

Sometime in the middle-school years, there was a big change in Megan. She had been friends with a 
number of girls in the high end of the school social order. She was dressing in nicer clothes, etc. Then 
something happened; I still don’t know what. I suspect that she was rejected by one of the girls who had 
been a good friend. This really seemed to be a turning point for her, and after this her friends seemed 
more on the edge of the school society. I wonder if she found the same thing that Tommy did at this 
age; that most people are hypocrites and phonies. 

She continued to play piano at home, reading music by this time better than I ever could.  

But, in middle school, she took up a band instrument, the trumpet. Now you have to be a certain kind of 
person to play the trumpet; you can’t be shy. By the time of high school, she was in a group, and did a 
bunch of performances. I went to everyone; I remembered how much it bothered me that, for the most 
part, my mother did not go to anything of mine. I forgave her, though, since she had to work and go 
home late, and things, like the JV football games were in the late afternoon. Megan played First Trumpet 
in the orchestra and jazz band. The trumpet ripped up her lips though, and I think that this is why she 
dropped it after playing it for a few years.  
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We got involved with a small kid’s theater company, Northside Theatre. The highlight was their 
production of A Midsummer Night’s Dream. Megan had the lead role, Puck. Puck is Oberon's jester, a 
mischievous fairy who delights in playing pranks on mortals. She had many veils as her costume, and she 
did so well. She memorized all her lines, and delivered them well. And Puck has physicality to the role, 
so it was perfect for Megan. Rich was in it too, I am sure, but I don’t remember what role.  

Megan was in her early teens when I left Lucille. I thought that since she was older than Rich, she had 
less need of me. It turns out that what I did was leave her where she had to take the brunt of Lucille, 
without me around to soften it. This was terrible for Megan. I got a job with Teledyne Semiconductor, 
and felt that I now had money to do what I wanted, to leave Lucille. I made enough to do this. I agreed 
to take all the debt that Lucille and I had accumulated. Lucille sold the 14th street house, without any 
help from me, and got rid of everything, then moved to a small house a few blocks east. She was able to 
buy it with her equity from the house. I was not able to buy another house, so I was left with a big 
Federal Income tax liability. I used the money to help me make a new life for myself, not to buy another 
house.  

One thing that I decided right away was that I would have Rich two weeks a month, and Megan, just 
one. This way I could fit us into a small apartment, and I would have one week a month without kids.  

Megan could not take this. She really did not have much of a place in my apartment and she bore the 
brunt of Lucille’s behavior. She ended up running away from home for a number of weeks, staying with 
a friend. I felt helpless with her at this time; if I upset her, afraid that she would run away again. I asked 
Lucille for help with Megan, but she gave me no help in this critical time.  

During this time – I am not sure of the chronology – Megan was sexually assaulted. It was a few months 
later, when I was a consultant, and I was able to go to every session of her trial. Megan was not a 
sympathetic witness. She did not play “victim,” and that seems to be what the judge was looking for. 
The rapist was in the US on a visa, and they pulled his visa and deported him.  

Next in her story was Christmas time, her sophomore year in HS, She came to the Guadalupe Ave. house 
with Gabe, from down the street. They had news for me. Megan was pregnant, and going to keep this 
child. She finished her sophomore year, then took time off to have the baby, then completed 2 years of 
HS (in one year) and enough Junior College and Heald College to have some kind of certification as an 
accountant. She supported them ever after this as an accountant.  

It was a hard path that she chose. One part was not going to college. I had always thought she would go; 
she had great grades, and was very good in math, so I thought she was prime scholarship material. But 
she didn’t get to do this. Instead she was a working mom, trying to hold things together. She stayed with 
me until James was about two, then I asked her to find her own place. It was very hard for Megan for a 
number of years, but she was always so good with James.  

As a working mom, she didn’t have much money, and formed relationships to help her out. These were 
fundamentally flawed relationships, and she never, at that time, found a partner who could give her 
much help. Although she did get married. The guy was not a good partner, and provided little support.  
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She persisted though. And James is a real good guy. So she 
succeeded with what was most important.  

To help her through the last years financially, she had 
Maxine move in with them, and to help pay the house 
payment. I think these were pretty tough years. Her 
husband at that time was not much help.  

Now she is in Portland, and through her dance, is really 
blooming. And she has found a good partner, and seems 

pretty happy for now.  

I performed the wedding ceremony for James and Shay in Oregon in 2016, 

Rich 
Rich was born three years later. He was born in a very different environment; a special dedicated 
Birthing Home. This was an old house in the 14th Street neighborhood, turned into a birthing facility. 
Most of the care was given by midwives. There was a doctor involved who would come and go. The 
midwives seemed happy for him to go. Instead of the traditional chair to give birth, Lucille had a big bed. 
There was a bathroom with an old fashioned bathtub in it. During the labor they took Lucille into the tub 
and gave her a hot relaxing bath. I had the Tibetan bells that were given to me by Tommy by then, and 
Rich was born to the sound of a singing Tibetan bell.  

At the time he was an infant, I got a new job at Boschert in sales support, and traveled to see customers, 
so I was out of the house a bit when he was little.  

The other thing that was going on at this time was the marriage with Lucille was really starting to fall 
apart. Lucille wanted a man she was attracted to, physically. And this was not me. She wanted a good 
sex life, but was real inhibited from her years in Catholic Church and school. I think that she thought that 
if she were really attracted to a man, then sex would happen more freely and naturally. When Rich was 
two is when she visited her parents in Salem, MA, and found Robbie, a man who she could love and be 
attracted to. After this the marriage was on a glide-path to divorce. It took about eight more years. 
Pretty empty years for me, except for the kids.  

Megan found in Rich a plaything, someone she could manipulate. There was a time when she made a 
slide out of boards and got him to slide down. Head cuts were the result, maybe stitches. She would try 
many things. Rich learned to resist her. He had to, to survive. I called them “the irresistible force 
(Megan)”, and the “Immovable Object (Rich)”  

When Rich was about four, he would watch me working in the yard. After a while he would start 
helping. What was notable to me was that he actually seemed to understand what I was trying to 
accomplish, and would do things towards that end. I have worked with adults that did not do this, so I 
was impressed.  

1James and Shay wedding 
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Rich went to school across from Lucky’s supermarket in downtown San Jose.  The school was Horace 
Mann Elementary. The buildings were all temporary. The school in that location was just started a few 
years earlier. So the teaching staff was all pretty new. One thing they did that I don’t think helped in the 
long run was to teach, “Invented spelling.” The idea was when you run into a word that you want to 
write, if you don’t know how to spell it, just invent a spelling; don’t get stuck, invent and go on. Rich’s 
spelling was not very good for a long time. (But soon he was in the time of spell check on the computer, 
so maybe this is not a problem anymore.  

With Rich as a boy, I knew more how to do things as a dad, than with Megan (since I did not have sisters 
and did not know much about girls). One of these things was Boy Scouts. When I was about seven, Mom 
started a Cub pack and held meetings in our garage. So, with another man, a friend, we started a Cub 
pack that met at Horace Mann after school. I was Cub Master, he was Den Leader. Maybe there were 15 
or 20 boys, maybe more the in Pack and about half that in our Den. The two kids that were hardest to 
control were Rich and the son of my friend. We did that for a few years. One of the most fun activities 
was a paper airplane contest. There were awards in many categories: most attractive design, flew 
furthest, highest, longest time duration, etc. We would have monthly meetings, and an annual family 
dinner meeting. When I signed up to be a Cub Master, I had to go through a training program. The gist of 
it was, “Make the meetings fun.” So that’s what I tried to do. I think this went on for maybe three years.  

By this time it was obvious that Rich was going to be big and tall. By the time he was about 12 I could 
not rough house with him anymore. This had been a lot of fun for us for a long time. I know then that he 
was big and strong enough that there was a real risk of me getting hurt. Not because of anything 
malicious but he was stronger than I could control. He was big, but really very gentle; you could see this 
when he was with neighborhood friends.  

I don’t think Rich was much interested in school; he was more interested in computers. When he was 
eight, we both liked to play role playing games, computer games modeled after Dungeons and Dragons 
(D&D), long a popular staple of young men, playing in groups before the computer age. I looked at the 
file structure of these computer games. When you played the game, you had a character that you 
named and advanced through the puzzles and conflicts that made up the game. I found files that carried 
the character’s name. I opened them up with the Windows hexadecimal (hex) editor, and lo and behold 
I could see a bunch of unintelligible characters. I made a copy of the file, then started to change things, 
one character at a time. Then I would save the changes and open the game on look at the character to 
see what changed. Maybe it had more gold or hit points, or some different item in inventory. Character 
by character, I made a map of the file definitions. I could make the character have enormous power, hits 
and life points, and everything that was defined in the character file. I found the same file approach in 
many of the games of the period. I taught Rich how to do this; how to use the hex editor and to decode 
the character file. Pretty soon he would be sitting at the computer, with a calculator, looking for number 
strings in the character file, then using the calculator to help convert from hex numbers to decimal 
numbers. With the decimal number, he could look at his character, and see exactly what that character 
attribute that the string controlled. Soon he could give his guys super powers, too. He went to friend’s 
houses and did this on their computer, giving their characters super power, too. They all thought he was 
some kind of computer magician with super powers himself. I think this is what really turned him onto 
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computers; he started to see them differently, not so much by the application or game he was using, but 
as created elements operating based on some computer codes. This is a lot different view than most ten 
year olds have.  He was started on understanding computers, deeper than many people get in their 
lives, already.  

I got called into school when he was in middle school. He was a big guy, and some of his friends talked 
him into picking up smaller some guy, and dumping him headfirst into a garbage can. The guy didn’t like 
it much, and Rich ended up getting turned in to the school principal. Thus the phone call to Dad. Rich 
was not at all malicious, so I understood that as something he was encouraged to do, like in the old days 
with Megan.  

In high school his was not much interested in classes. He did them well enough to keep his eligibility to 
play sports. Somehow he ended up as network administrator of his HS network, which was Mac-based, 
not PCs like we had at home. I don’t know how he started this. I assume he just learned it on his own.  

One year for high school summer vacation, as I saw Rich doing nothing I could detect, I got him an 
inexpensive basic computer for him to play with in his room. He got a copy of Linux and figured out how 
to load it up, and get it running. He had it connected to our internet, and on-line. For a while he had a 
leading music download site running from his room. I think it was too much work to keep up, and he 
abandoned it. He was after me to get a web name, so he could do things like put a CLARKE email sever 
on-line that could handle email for everybody in the family. I didn’t bite, but now, I think maybe I should 
have. In these early days, maybe we could have gotten Clarke.com.  

He was active in sports, playing football (naturally) and doing a strength event in track and field, shot-
put. I thought he was a good offensive lineman, and he liked this position. He could think about it, and 
plan his moves to block his assignment. But the school got a new coach, who wanted to do things 
differently, with a fast and mobile line (like some pro teams, at the time). So Rich was moved out of his 
starting position of offensive lineman which was natural for him, and moved to defense. He was never 
as good in defense; I think he did not have the killer instinct that a good defenseman needs. That ended 
his football career, which is good given the long-term damage the sport causes.  

He really seemed to enjoy shot-put. This was not a team sport, but individual performance. He was a 
good shot-putter, but not a great one. He was strong, but didn’t have the spin technique used by the 
best at the time. He placed pretty well in the end-of-year county track meet.  

Rich didn’t graduate from high school. He soon got a job in tech support at some on-line company. The 
Linux he had learned on the computer in his bedroom was basically the same as the Unix that most 
networks of the time used. So he had a great skill set for the time.  

He worked several jobs, and got laid off as their businesses changed. He got better and better positions, 
though. He ended up at the leading virtual systems company (VMware) at just the time this kind of 
system infrastructure was taking off. At VMware he became the support guy that stepped in when the 
other guys could not solve the customer’s problem. He parlayed this into a software engineering job at 
Cisco, supporting their VMware customers. Then as Cisco bought networking companies, he had support 
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responsibilities for these new-to-Cisco big network switches. He was rated as a mid-level engineer, and, I 
think, treated pretty well.  

This gave him the skill set, so that later, when he wanted to move his family out of the Bay Area, he was 
able to get a contractor job with Nike, in Portland, Oregon, supporting their virtual systems. This is a big 
deal at Nike, because they have such a big web presence. Virtual systems are used as a quick way to 
expand web capabilities as web traffic increases. Sometimes, Nike would do big things at big events like 
the Olympics, so the web traffic would go way up for a time. As they were deploying for the Olympics, 
he saw that his boss’ plan was no good. He reported this and soon his boss was gone, and it was his task. 
The Olympics went off just fine. Rich had a lot of responsibility, but he was still a contractor. Nike 
wanted to reduce contract costs, and fired a bunch of them, and gave all their responsibilities to Rich, 
and told him they were looking for a way to bring him in as an employee, with big money and good 
benefits like medical care for his family. That is where he is now. 

Now he is hunkered down, doing his job and supporting his family. There are six people in his household 
now, Rich and Nicole, Quinn, his son by a previous marriage to Sara, two more kids between them, 
Emilia and Miles, and Nicole’s teenage daughter, Lena. Rich is sole support for the family, just like the 
old days. He feels this responsibility pretty deeply, and, I think, has really deferred this idea of what he 
really wants to do for later in his life. 

Long-time Friends 
I guess it was because I moved around so much, or maybe that my interests are not the standard ones, 
or something, but I made very few lasting friends in my life. There are really none from the school or 
college years. There were two guys who were friends for a long time, Bob Amacker and Matt Winston. 
Both I got to know from my family. One of them is dead now, the other, still alive, but had broken off 
contact.  

Bob Amacker 
I met Bob when I was 5 and he was 4. He lived with his mother, June, in Hillcrest Court, WW2 military 
housing converted to civilian use to supply much needed housing, mainly for families joined back 
together after the war. June lived alone; her husband was a pilot and got killed in the somewhere in the 
Pacific. She was from a well-to-do family, the Crocketts of Crockett Texas. The family had money. Maybe 
they are descendents of Davy Crockett, who passed by here on his way to the Alamo. She had money, oil 
money, too.   

For a long tine as a kid, I thought of Bob as “my best friend.” Upon reflection now, I think he probably 
did not see me the same way. I remember when I was about 6. We were living in a new brick house in 
Normal, OK, that my father had built. Behind us was a facility with a boy and girl about my age, George 
and Dallas Dorsett. The family was the Dorsetts. The father owned some kind of independent physics 
lab, so they were well-to-do and well educated. For a while I played with the boy, George, more than 
anybody else. He wanted to be my best friend, but I would tell him that Bobbie was my best friend.  
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Two years later, after the divorce, mother moved into a rented house just down the street from June. So 
there was another year when we played together a lot. That was most of the basis for friendship, 2 – 3 
years as small kids.  

About 5 years later, June moved to California, to Los Gatos, where we lived. Bob went to a different 
school, so I didn’t see him regularly. He lived across town, so not so easy to walk there to see him. I still 
saw him some though. One memory for this time was of Bob’s earliest experiences with martial arts. He 
got a book on judo, and would practice some of the throws on me. He lived in Los Gatos a few years 
after that, then his mother remarried and moved to Hawaii. That ended any interaction for a long time.  

The next time I saw him was several years later, maybe 1964. He had a summer job working for his uncle 
at a Big Sur place, The Redwood Lodge. I think he was going to college at the time, at NYU, studying 
mathematics. I went to visit him over the 4th of July holiday. I wrote about this below in “First trip, July 
1964 in Big Sur.”  

I saw him again in another year or so later.  He visited us at the apartment Marcia and I rented, in Los 
Gatos near Maxine. In Hawaii, he had continued with martial arts, I guess to handle the Hawaiian high 
school tough guy culture. He had also started with yoga and done well enough to teach at a local college 
or junior college. I suspect that with his family’s money he never really had to support himself during 
this period, so he had freedom to follow his interests, which at this time seemed to be martial arts and 
music, hand drums. His money situation is just my imagination, though; we never talked about the 
subject in all the years I knew him, so this is just my guess. I do know that he never had what I would 
think of as a job. Much later, I know that he got “an investment” from his mother to start an 
unsuccessful nightclub; I think it was in Prague, a place for jazz musicians. Anyway, I guess from his yogic 
point-of-view there were two things he said that I remember well, even now. The first was he noticed 
the way I held my stomach in. I had always felt fat, and this was a way to lessen in, I thought. He pointed 
it out and said it would be better if I could just let it go, and relax my stomach. I really understood what 
he said and from that moment, I made this change. The second thing was that if I wanted to be 
enlightened, then just be aware of every breath, even when sleeping, for an entire year. That would do 
it.  

I saw him again in the 1970s. He had moved to San Francisco, and opened up, with Marty IN, and Susan 
Foe, a very good Tai Chi school, It was the only place I knew of the taught the full form of Tai Chi, “hand 
pushing” it is called. Hand pushing shows Tai Chi as a powerful martial art, not the gentle movements 
that most people think of. I invited them to give an exhibition at New College, which I wrote about In 
that section.  

I saw him occasionally after that, mainly to play go, and to get drugs. He was the only source I had for 
psilocybin mushrooms. Also, before Tom started dealing pot, Bob was my source for pounds. I would 
break the pound up into ounces, and get a couple for free, plus a little spending money. With the 
schrooms I had a particular adventure, not involved with taking them, but transporting them. Once, Bob 
had mushroom cultures for sale. They were easy to care for, and would ‘bloom’ some mushrooms. So I 
drive my Fiat X19 to San Francisco to visit Bob and get a culture. I drove back around 10 PM, on I 280, 
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the scenic freeway that went through the coastal hills to get to San Jose. After a while I saw what looked 
like a dining room chair in the road. As I got close, I saw it was a deer. As I got close to it, it was no longer 
frozen in the headlights, and jumped to get off the road. It jumped right into the front of my Fiat, 
smashing a headlight and releasing its bowels all over my windshield. . I pulled to the side of the road 
and stopped. I didn’t have a rag to clean off my windshield so I took off my shirt, and used that. I had to 
throw the shirt away afterward. The whole thing made me very nervous about being stopped by a 
Highway Patrol car. They patrolled this section pretty heavily. I did not want them to search the car, 
since they would find the mushroom culture. Maybe they would not know what it was, but I didn’t have 
any explanation I could think to give them. I got home OK. I had to get the headlight fixed.  

When Tom started dealing Bob was one of his small customers like I was. After a while Tom said that 
Bob was “the worst dope dealer ever.”  

I visited Bob many times in San Francisco. The only time he visited me in San Jose was after Tom’s 
murder, and Bob’s confinement and interrogation by the police. I think he was pretty shook up, and 
needed to tell the story of the police questioning. I was never sure why he chose to do this with me, 
Tom’s brother. Maybe it was the one time he really thought I was a friend? 

Before Tom’s murder, Bob married a woman who had been in his crowd. I think her name was Maurine. 
And they had a child quickly after the murder that they named Roxanne. I thought this was kind of 
funny, since Tom loved Roxanne more than any other woman, and why would they give her this name?  

The Bob did something that was really framework-breaking. He moved to Russia, to Moscow. He started 
a Tai Chi school there that he said was very successful. And he got to know a group of tribals, the 
Tuvans, famous for their “throat singing.” Tuva is a predominantly rural region of Russia located 
northwest of Mongolia. He said that they became interested in him when they saw him outside in the 
Russian winter, not wearing a coat. Bob said he was practicing a yoga technique to keep warm in the 
cold. Anyway the Tuvans liked and admired him. After a while they took him to Tuva, and installed him 
as a healer, to whom the villagers would come with medical problems. One thing Bob liked about this is 
that they gave him cool robes and things to wear. Bob’s report is that he was a hit, and did this for 
several weeks, maybe more than once. He tried also to start a great jazz nightclub, in Prague. He said 
that everything he did in Russia worked, and nothing he did in Prague did.   

He would come back to San Francisco periodically, and I would try to go see him. The last time I saw him, 
he was proud of some poetry he had written. It did not capture me. He had not seen his daughter, and I 
tried very much to get him to do this. He left without seeing her.  

Then, about 2010 his mother, June died. And he got his big inheritance, all his mother’s oil money and 
stocks. I was in India at the time, and was trying to help my friend, Rajan, build a house. Bob said no. 
And then, a few months later sent me an email saying that he was limiting his friends at this time in his 
life (like Tom did when he said he was moving to India), and that I hadn’t made the cut. He also said that 
he had given most of his inheritance to Roxanne, maybe to try to pay her off to compensate for the fact 
that he was never there for her as a father.  
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Some of Bob’s story I wonder about. Bob told me, the long night we talked after Tom’s murder, that the 
police found on Tom’s computer a story about an affair with Maureen. Bob laughed it off as Tom’s 
attempt to write fiction. While Bob was telling me all this, I remembered a TV detective, Colombo. Often 
he would find the culprit, because he was the one that seemed to know the most about the crime. Bob 
seemed like that guy.  

I have had no contact since then, I tried a couple of times. I heard from my mother that Bob told his 
mother that he was very unhappy with me because on the last visit I did not appreciate his poetry 
enough. I think the problem was that I was pushing him to see what he said was his daughter. If she 
were Tom’s, it would make more sense. We’ll never know. I say, jokingly that if Bob did it, I would be 
happy that Tom “kept it in the family” instead of being killed by gangsters. And say that I had tried a 
couple of times and never succeeded.  

Matt Winston 
I met Matt about a year before I met Lucille. Matt had worked as a lineman on Tom’s survey crew, and 
Tom had thought for a long time that we would like each other and should meet. We both were math 
wizzes and loved piano. I actually met Matt a few years later, in the early 1970s. He was a slender build, 
big ears and looked kind of geeky. What really got our 
friendship going was that I hired him as a piano teacher. After 
I left Marcia and started living in an apartment by myself, I 
realized that I loved the piano, and how I could have one. I 
went to the Yamaha store and bought a great upright piano. 
The lessons with Matt were unlike any that I had ever heard 
of. He had a teacher while he went to UC Berkeley that 
played piano like an athletic event. His teacher had even 
broken a string on a practice piano, he played with such 
force. The teacher was proud of his “La Campanella” (the 
little bells), a Liszt piece played by hotshot to show off their 
speed and skill. They would play it as fast as they could. A very good tine is under 5 minutes. The lessons 
would be Matt sitting at one end of the keyboard, and me at the other, We would both play tha same 
thing one had at a time. Maybe just 3 notes as an arpeggio up and down again and again, until you arm 
started to hurt. We were building piano muscles, like weight lifter training but for piano. Octaves: wrist 
octaves, holding the arms still and moving just the wrists and hands; then arm octaves, holding the 
hands and wrists still and playing with the arms. After doing this for a while, you could see your forearm 
tendons swell up above the forearm. I discovered that one reason I liked Beethoven’s “Moonlight 
Sonata” was that it was within my not-very-strong physical capabilities. I got stronger. I never really 
learned how to sight-read music though. I just painfully picked out each note in something I was trying 
to learn, then memorized it. This really limited what I was able to do, and I never really got past this 
limit. There are PC tablet apps now that make it easier to learn this vital skill, but this was after my day.  

The piano formed a substantial part of our relationship. For years that would consist of me going to visit 
him, sitting with him in his practice space, and listening to him play whatever he was working on. And it 
was wonderful music. I had loved piano since I was young, maybe 6 or 7 years old. I would listen to 
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classical music my mother would play as records (78s and early LPs), and we would listen to the 
Metropolitan Opera radio broadcasts many Saturday mornings. Mother liked to tall how her precocious 
son had asked, “Why does Tristan take so long to die?” I listened to mother’s classical music records all 
through my grade school years. In the eighth grade I got a recording of “My Fair Lady” and listened to it 
so much that I still remember most of the songs (even now the song, “I have often walked down this 
street before” … goes through my head). No wonder none of my friends at the time thought I was cool. 
Matt was really the only one with whom I shared this love of classical piano music.  

One thing about both Matt and Bob, I don’t know that it make any difference but they were both very 
orient towards math, as was I. Both majored in mathematics in college. I did not continue when I 
returned to college, because by then, my focus moved from things to people. People were uch more 
complicated that math, though the order of math was more comfortable.  

I was working at National Semiconductor in production control when Matt got out of college. I got him a 
job in production control, too, his first job out of college. He was good with numbers and that was a big 
part of the job. After a while he said that he liked the experience at National Semiconductor because 
had had always though the world was run my maniacs, and now he knew he was right.  

After National Semiconductor, Matt got a job with Boschert working in sales support, then distribution 
management, when he set up a distribution channel. Boschert made high-tech power supplies called 
“switch-mode power supplies” (SMPS). This was a product first invented for satellites, then “brought 
down to earth.” Boschert introduced SMPS to the computer market, and then into distribution. Matt 
was hired by a Harvard MBA, Steve Johnson, who also hired me. He looked for bright guys since this was 
a new product area, there was no one with experience.  

Pot was always a part of our relationship. At National we would sneak out and go for a short drive to 
smoke a joint. We did the same at Boschert, only it was a much smaller place, and I am sure that people 
notice the two of us regularly leaving by a side or back door.  

Matt was a lot more into drugs that me. At UC Berkeley, he would regularly take LSD and do his math 
homework. During the months that I was selling and using cocaine, we would go into his office, close the 
door ad do lines together. Earlier in his life he got hepatitis, I think from IV drug use. He was always 
weaker after that, and I think it led to his, in later life, getting Social Security disability payments, 
because he would not work a full day. He could still sit and play the piano for hours though.  

Matt was more than any other person I ever knew like a sexual dog on the hunt. In his high school years 
and would go to the Santa Cruz boardwalk and hang out by the girls restroom. This way he would soon 
see lots of girls, and would be able to pick one up and go have fun. Travelling for business, he would find 
prostitutes. He especially likes Korean pros. I never felt this with him, I guess since ours was a “guy” 
relationship. I think Carol saw this with him.  

Matt was a good friend from the early 19970s until we left for India in 2005 (?). He died in 2009, of 
leukemia. I imagine that his long-term physical weaknesses caught up to him.  
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Jim Kvek 
I knew Jim about as long as Matt. I hired him in production control at National Semiconductor about the 
same time as I hired Matt. The job interview was the most unusual one that Jim ever had. I had come to 
think what mattered for these jobs was numerical ability and ability to “think on your feet." So in the job 
interview I just asked only a few question; one to access ease with numbers, and the other was some 
off-the-wall question to see how Jim reacted to something really unexpected. Jim did just fine and I 
hired him on the spot.  

Jim had just moved to California from Cleveland, OH, at that time of ill repute because of the famous 
“Burning River,” The Cuyahoga River. I taught him how to use a calculator by “touch typing,” not looking 
at the keyboard so you can focus on the numerical data you were entering. Boy, he became very fast, so 
fast I was afraid of inaccuracies, but he seemed to be accurate, too.  

I think I became somebody that Jim modeled himself after. He had never met anyone like me before, 
and I think I opened doors for him for deeper understanding of life and things. As examples, while at 
National Semiconductor in the mind 70s, I want to EST, the Earhard Seminar Training, started by Werner 
Earhard. Werner had been heavily influenced by Zen, and also by the Dale Carnegie public speaking 
course, and created his course to break people out of the limited conceptual view of themselves and the 
world. It was over two weekends. We were in a big room, I think a hotel ballroom, with the instructors I 
the center on a platform, and participants sitting all around. There were special “rules” like many people 
found offensive like you were forbidden to leave while the program was going on, and go to the 
bathroom. The spent the first day telling us that we were all assholes. I thought that this was OK, since I 
knew already that I was one. This part is kind of like military basic training where before they start to 
train y9um they break you down to force you out of your civilian-thinking mode. This upset many of the 
participants, but that was exactly the purpose. Werner had ;lots of sayings, and these were put into a 
small book. The one I remember most is, “Understanding is the booby prize.” After years of study of 
Chan Buddhism I understood that the conceptual mind got in the way of deeper understanding. Anyway, 
after I went to EST, Jim enrolled in the program. A bit later I bought the FIAT X19 mid-engine sports car, 
then Jim bought a VW/Porsche/mid-engine sport car, the Porsche 914. 

The most fun we ever had was in the Fiat X19. We had gone out at lunch, probably to smoke a joint. I 
want to a place nearby, a big field that used to be a farm, and farmhouse area, with big trees and a built 
up old garden area. The field was covered with 3-4 feet tall dried plants. I just got a wild idea and we 
started driving though the field, mowing down plants as we went. We couldn’t see a thing, since in front 
of the car were these high plants. This was a blast! Then … through the bushes was another car, a VW 
beetle. They had seen us playing in the field, and they wanted to play, too. So both cars were driving 
through the field, mowing down plants. We waved and drove away, laughing all the way.  

Jim got married in California, and they had a baby girl, Kelly. After a few years, they broke apart, just 
after I moved out from the 14th street hose with Lucille and the kids. Jim came to stay with us for a while 
until her got ready to restart his life. I think Megan and Rich may remember this time. Jim was a lot of 
fun. I remember them in the kitchen singing something from the “Doors.” 
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Moving much later, Jim remarried and was very happy with Pat, a new-age kind of lady, who was a 
sculpture, among other things. They had good years. Then Jim was diagnosed with Parkinson’s disease, 
and spent years in decline, then fell and broke his back and the decline accelerated. I visited hi 
sometimes when we came through while living in India. I remember one time where he could not open 
his eyes; he could not control his eyelids to open them. I tried to pu.tt them back with my fingers, but 
they were so tightly clenched, that I couldn’t. He died a few years ago. With his condition, I was kind of 
glad to see him go.  

Experiences with LSD and other drugs 
Timothy Leary and his colleague, Richard Alpert (later known as Ram Dass), were fired from Harvard 
University in May 1963. I was still in the Air Force, but knew the news that was important, like about 
Leary.  

I had also heard plenty about LSD as something that would open you up to the inner meaning of your 
life. Since this was a real issue in my life at the time, I was interested.  

I got out of the Air Force, Maxine got well, and I got a cheap apartment, in a big old house cut into flats 
on N 3rd Street, and started working for a living at IBM. 

First trip, July 1964 in Big Sur 
Over the 4th of July weekend in 1964, I went to Big Sur to visit Bob Amacker. He was working at 
Redwood Lodge, which was owned by his uncle. I was in the coffee shop in the morning, and a man 
walked up behind me and asked, “Have you ever taken LSD?” “No,” I responded. “Would you like to?” 
“Yes,” whereupon he gave me a white tablet. He said it was Sandoz, which had been a legal source for 
LSD. I didn’t take it then, but went with Bob and a friend of his to his cabin a few miles south, in the hills 
above the road, US Highway 1, before it comes out onto the cliffs of Big Sur. I took the tab with water 
and then waited. Bob gave me some marijuana to smoke. I had never even seen pot before. It had no 
effect, I thought. Then, as I was handling the cigarette lighter, I let it burn for a bit. The old metal lighter 
heated up. I felt the heat slowly radiating through my hand and arm. Hmm, something is different  

We got in a car, a convertible with the top down, driving to the Redwood Lodge. Amidst my wonder at 
all the beauty driving down a hillside road I got the idea, “Wouldn’t it be wonderful to just out of the car 
and float down through the air?” Then I noticed the thought and it made me afraid, afraid of losing 
control and doing something stupid.  

When we got to the Lodge, I was standing in a group of people, still kind of paranoid. The guy who gave 
me the acid come over and said, “You will be OK by yourself.”That seemed a great idea, and I walked off 
down a dirt road that led to the Big Sur River. I must have been wearing sandals because I remember 
just how nice the fine sand felt to my toes. It was warm and soft. Ahh.  

I laid on a flat rock that was in the river. I watched the ants for a while. Then I noticed that if I 
concentrated I could slow the sound of the river. I could slow it way down to where instead of the 
rushing river, I just heard a rhythmic beat. Then I tried to stop the river, completely. I got the sound 
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down to a very slow beat, and then I couldn’t concentrate anymore, and the concentration broke and 
with it the river returned to its normal flow. I tried to stop the river, and I couldn’t.  

In the evening, we drove along the Big Sur cliffs, high above the ocean. The sunset was turning all the 
colors to a rich hue. They took this drive just to give me this sunset, knowing that I would imbibe it 
deeply.  

That night as I lay in the bed made on the couch, I heard to babble of voices from the next room. I just 
knew that they must be talking about me, but I just could not make out what they were saying.  

The next morning I saw myself in the bathroom mirror, and it was like I had never seen myself before.  

Highlights of Other Trips 

3rd Street Apartment 
Not much to say about this one. It was a sugar cube. It was after this that I read Siddhartha with great 
interest.  

Easter Morning at Pescadero Beach 
This was the biggest adventure-trip I had. It was on the night before Easter when I was 22, I think. I went 
with Dale Wilson to a party up in the mountains above Los Altos. We got there maybe 8 or 9 at night. 
There were a bunch of people there, most I did not know. I think they were basically a Foothill JC crowd. 
It was raining lightly. Since I knew something about starting fires, I got a fire going in a grill, going 
enough to burn even though it was raining. We milled around for a while, waiting for something to 
happen. Probably there was pot and beer. Then, all of a sudden, about midnight, Dale said we had to go, 
so we could stay with the group that was separating itself from the crowd. We drove over the hills and 
down to the coast, Pescadero Beach, in Half Moon Bay. I think we got there about 3 AM. Somebody had 
LSD hits for the group, I think maybe 10 people. One of them was a leader, a tall guy, taking charge of 
the group. 

The acid started coming on, and well before sunrise, the light hits the upper atmosphere, and faint 
colors start. I watch this, before the sun rise, while the LSD was coming on. I don’t remember the dawn; 
on these West-Coast beaches it is generally not spectacular. On the east side of the foothills it is better. 
The leader had some kind of procession. I remember a line of people, with the tall guy leading. I was not 
with the group, rather by myself, having my own experiences. I found a small cave, in the cliffs next to 
the beach, and went in to have some solitude, and trip by myself. This ended up in a dialog with God, 
about why we are here. After God and I talked for a while, I felt like I got it: it is like we are God’s sense 
organs; God does not know the universe without us.  

In Dean Henry Apartment 
This time some guys we knew brought their connection, who had the acid. He turned out to be a control 
guy, and had controlled their previous trips. I didn’t want him controlling mine, so I bought some acid 
from him and got him to leave, though at least one of his guys stayed. I don’t remember much of this 
trip, but one thing I do recall. The young guy, tripping without his controller went outside into the 
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orchard across the street from the apartment. We heard this loud cry, “Hey, I hallucinated!” The guy 
was having a good trip away from the controller. This call made me paranoid, though. After a bit, when I 
looked at the front window I saw flashing red lights, “Oh shit, it’s the cops,” I thought. I then proceeded 
to find my stash and flush it down the toilet to get rid of the evidence. Everybody left after a while I laid 
in my bed, tripping, waiting for the morning. As a lay there, I heard a baby cry from the next apartment, 
and it seemed like it was me who was crying. Then it was morning and a very new day.  

When I got up the next morning, I noticed a flaw in my pot-cleanup during the night. While I had gotten 
rid of all my stash, I had left a plate with some pot and papers in the living room, so it would be the first 
thing the cops would have noticed.  

At Bill de Garmo’s Apartment 
Went to spend the night at Bill’s and his girlfriend’s house. When they went to bed, I took the hit I had 
with me. I don’t remember much, just the intricate weaving of the couch fabric I was lying on. A bit of 
visual hallucination perhaps.  

At Mother’s House or Oak Grove 
All I remember is listening to Miles Davis, Sketches of Spain. I felt I was inside this constantly turning 
melody; I was turning with it.  

My Wedding with Marcia 
I thought it would be fun if Marcia and I dropped acid for our wedding. It was not so much fun, the 
tension of the event really kept the trip mild, and a bit uncomfortable. So not such a good idea.  

With Dale Wilson at Disneyland 
This was kind of a classic acid trip in 1967. Dale Wilson, from 
IBM, and I drove down to LA on highway 101 in my Alfa 
Romeo roadster. I remember the song “Purple Haze” was on 
the radio as we started. We drove all night. Maybe by 3 or 4 
AM I was tired and let Dale drive. He usually drove his big Ford 
sedan, so enjoyed driving the sports car. I dozed off. I woke up 
an hour or so later. We were in the curvy stretch of the road 
near Santa Barbara. I looked over and Dale was doing 110 

MPH. I yelled at him, and he pointed to the tachometer, which 
showed 5500 RPM and said, “I’m only doing 55!” The Alfa had 
such a different feel at speed from his Ford had didn’t know he was going so fast, he said. I did the rest 
of the driving on this trip.  

We stopped and slept for a while at a state beach, lying in the soft sand about the tide line. I woke up 
after a couple of hours, and went to the nearby restroom to pee. As I was doing my business, I heard 
this loud shout. I looked out of the restroom and there was Dale, soaking wet. The tide had some in, and 
a wave broke over him.  

1962 Alfa Roadster 
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We continued our drive to Disneyland. When we got into the park, we went to the central plaza, and 
took our acid. We sat and had a soda while we waited for the acid to come on. The first ride we went on 
was new at-the-time, “Pirates of the Caribbean.” It was more amusing on acid than it would have been. 
As we were leaving, in the passage out of the ride, it merges into an area with streets and shops You go 
out of the ride, and up a sidewalk, into the park again. Even more than usual on this trip, the question 
was, “What is reality and what is Disneyland?” Only on the way out, there were people taking customer 
surveys of the new ride. I don’t think our answers were very good; the acid had come on and I was not 
sure what was real and what was not. So in this incoherent state, I answered the questions as they were 
asked.  

Next we went to Tom Sawyer’s Island. I went into Injun Joe's Cave. There was a place where the cave 
split into two passages, with small holes between the passages. I waited until a family with kids came by 
in the main passage, and reached my hand through a hole and yelled, something like Argh! It was such 
fun. The kids thought I was part of the entertainment. Some acted fearful; some were courageous, 
protecting their family. I did this for maybe 15 minutes, then a guard came along and had us keep 
moving through the cave. At that I thought what a good place this park was for trippers. Everybody is 
here to have fun. And if you do something against the rules, someone tells you, ‘this is against the rules. 
Please stop,” As long as you do everything is fine.  

At IBM 
One day working at IBM I thought an acid trip would be fun. I remember going over to the big random 
access disk drive system, the 2321, test area. It was the size of a refrigerator, with a glass door, and had 
ten disks, big aluminum plates, with heads accessing each plate, When it ran, it made a strong rhythm. 
So I went over and listened to the 2321’s in test. Going in and out the buildings I noticed the wind that 
passed as I went in and out the doors; I didn’t realize that the buildings were all pressurized, to reduce 
environmental contamination of the computers and disk drives they were building. In one of the 
buildings there was a big environmental chamber, maybe 14 feet on a side. At the top was a flashing red 
light. I watched this for a while. Then I went back to my office and sat at my disk. Dave Hedeen had the 
desk next to mine and we were buddies. I thought he was the straightest guy in the world. Then I started 
hearing this “beep” from his desk. I had never seen him play, and didn’t know that he could. I asked him 
about the beep, a bit frantic. He said “What beep?” And when I looked away, the beep started again. I 
am sure he was playing, that I did not hallucinate this. I didn’t think he could play so well, since I had 
never known him to play before.  

With Marcia in Buena Vista Ave Apartment 
There might have been other trips that Marcia and I took together after our wedding, but I can’t 
remember. We were in our small apartment, granny quarters really, built over a garage and facing out 
into the tops of the trees that came up the hillside from Lake Vasona in Los Gatos. The main room was 
all windows that would open up with no screens, so it was like you were in the tree tops. The many birds 
were almost at your fingertips. And very private. A good place for an acid trip, we thought. 
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We dropped together. I don’t remember much of the trip, but I remember 
this: I spent what seemed like a long time figuring out if I needed to go pee. 
I finally figured it out, I did! So I went into the bathroom, and I just couldn’t 
remember how.  

Marcia and I were uncomfortable with the trip for a while. I guess we called 
Tom. In a bit he and Roxanne showed up, and Roxanne, who had some 

experience with these trips, brought us a giant dandelion to gaze at and get lost in.  

With Marcia, a few DMT trips 
From someone, maybe Dale Wilson, I got maybe a 
gram of DMT. This waxy paste was smoked, unlike the 
present day Ayahuasca. The smoked DMT has an 
intense, but short, trip. It was called “The Business 
Man’s Lunch” due to the short 15-minute trip. We 
rigged a pipe so we could vaporize the waxy substance. 
It was very powerful. I remember plenty of closed-
eyed visuals in the forms of colorful lights, geometrical 
patterns and fractals, and a powerful auditory hum 
that I felt deep inside. It was intense; I could even see 
this hum. Many people report meeting extra-
terrestrials or such. Not us. Maybe we needed a bigger 
dose? Maybe we did it 2 or 3 times, then the gram ran 
out. 

De Rose Way, Apartment, Psilocybin mushrooms 
I think I got “shrooms” from Bob Amacker. They were in a baggie, several dried mushrooms.  

I think I ate then a few times, but nothing really memorable. One time I remember that “gravity won.” I 
lay on my bed, and after a while just could not find the energy to get out of bed and stand up.  

One story that amuses me now is about shrooms from Bob. I drove my Fiat X19 to San Francisco to see 
Bob. He had a mushroom culture for me. It was moist dirt in a glass jar. I was to put in a dark warm place 

and wait for the bloom. I put it behind the seat and 
started driving home via 280 to San Jose. It was late at 
night. As I was nearing Crystal Springs Reservoir, I saw 
ahead of me on the freeway what looked like a chair. As 
I got closer I could see that it was a deer, frozen in my 
headlights. I slowed down and tried to pass the deer on 
its front side. Just at the wrong moment, it became 
unfrozen and jumped – right into the front of my car. I 

pulled over. I had killed the deer, and broken a headlight. And the deer had released its bowels right on 
my front windshield. I couldn’t see through it. I used the only cloth I had to clean the windshield, the 
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shirt off my back. I drove home OK, just hoping I wouldn’t be pulled over by a cop. The culture did bloom 
and had a few shrooms.  

With Carol in Guadalupe Ave. House 
The next experience was with Carol at the house on Guadalupe Avenue, many years later. Not very 
deep, probably not a high enough dose. I don’t remember where we got the hits.  

With Carol, at Jack’s house – Designer Ecstasy 
Carol continued to long for the LSD experience she had been reading about since her teens. While we 
lived in India we met a guy at SAT, Jack, who had become interested in nonduality. Carol talked with 
him, and he invited us to his house in the Santa Cruz Mountains, to trip. It turns out he was real 
interested in tripping with a fellow nondualist like me so he could talk with me during the trip.  

The guy was one of the kinds of characters you find in the SF Bay Area. In the 60s he was an engineer at 
some kind of Lockheed, one of the biggest Federal defense contractors. He took some LSD in the 60s 
and then dropped out completely, quitting his job with the war company, etc. I am not sure how he 
made it financially through the years. The biggest part was the house he lived in. I think he bought it 
when he worked and had an income. He did a bit of construction himself, and added several nice rooms 
on the lower level he could rent out. He lived in the upper level. While we were there, he showed us 
into a locked shed that housed his now-legal pot growing operation. He had grown, I think, for a number 
of years before he could be a legal grower.  

What he was into now was designer drugs. He knew one of the best synthesizers, who naturally was a 
Bay Area chemist. I think they mainly did new forms of Ecstasy, legal since they had not yet been 
outlawed. The designer drug idea is to keep making new compounds as older one are outlawed. He laid 
out carefully calculated doses for each of us, then we all dropped together. As we were going up, we 
listened to music for a while, and then each of us crashed in various locations around his deck, outside in 
the Santa Cruz mountain forest. I remember talking with him during the trip, I thought none of it was 
profound but I think he liked it a lot.  

It was a nice afternoon, but really nothing profound, and not something I would seek again  

India, 2005 visit 
In 2005 Nome announced that he was making a trip to India and would take some people from SAT. 
Carol had wanted to go to India since she was a teen. Early on she had the idea of going to India to meet 
her guru. So when we heard of the planned trip, Carol said, “I’m going!” (Note that she did not say “We 
are going.”) I had never cared about India. While my spiritual journey started with the book Siddhartha, 
it never raised a desire in me to go there. But Carol was going, and I thought that with Nome, we would 
see a lot more “insider” things. So I was going, too.  

We arrived in the middle of the night in an old crummy airport in Bangalore. We were picked up by the 
people at Ramana Maharshi Centre for Learning in Bangalore. They drove us to the center, where there 
were beds. We crashed for a few hours, till daylight.  
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After a very few hours it was daylight again. I wake early, and it was the same here. I was up and about 
the facility while everyone was still asleep. The building was a big one, maybe three floors, and many 
rooms, some large, some not. I found my way out to the roof, so I could see the surroundings. The 
centre was in a city area, surrounded by homes and other buildings. They all were just up to 2 or 
sometimes 3 floors. They were built in typical Indian fashion, bricks covered with concrete, with iron 
rebar in the pillars for reinforcement. The same construction is done in many places in the world where 
bricks are common. Here in Mexico, too. Then everyone started to wake up, and we were going to have 
a group meal, sitting at tables laid out in a big square, so everybody could see each other. It was our first 
Indian-style meal. Many of us were not really sure what to do, and what was proscribed.  

Sri A.R. Natarajan, who ran RMCL, was good friends with Nome. They had a mutual respect kind of 
relationship. Natarajan helped, in the early days after Ramana’s Mahasamadhi, to keep Ramanasramam 
afloat financially. I think they met at the Ramana Centenary, where Nome was invited to speak, in 
Tiruvannamalai in 1996.  

We spent a few days in Bangalore. One highlight was the dance that the RMCL dance group put on for us 
at the Ramana Maharshi shrine. For the women on the trip a highlight was going to a fabric store buying 
fabric and having salwar suits made, so they could wear the usual casual clothes worn by women in 
South India.  

We then took the long drive to Tiruvannamalai. It is about 200 km. I think it took us about six or eight 
hours. By the time we arrived it was nearing sunset. Nome and the group started to settle into their 
accommodations provided by Ramana Ashram. It was in a new compound a bit away from the Ashram. 
Everything was pretty new and well maintained. Everybody was settling in – except Carol and me. We 
had not arranged to stay at Ramanasramam. I had heard bad reports about ashram rooms and beds. 
And reports of monkeys breaking in and trashing everything. And I heard that there were plenty of 
places to stay nearby, So as everyone was settling in, we got in a rickshaw and told the driver to take us 
somewhere we could stay. The first place was full. At the second we waited maybe an hour for the 
manager to return, then left. At the third, Daya Dharma, there was a room, Whew. About this time, 
Carol was not so enthusiastic about my plan to stay in local housing. This really led us to a different India 
experience than the rest of the group. I think this was one of the reasons that I came away from this trip 
saying, “We could live in India.”  

I don’t remember whether or not I put up the mosquito net 
that night. Regardless, we were both covered with bites the 
next morning. We joined the group at Ramanasramam. I 
don’t remember whether or not we made it for breakfast at 
7 AM. We spent the next few days where we were with 
Nome and the group during the day and on our own in the 
evening. I suspect that our experiences when detached 
from the group are what led us to move there a couple of 
years later. I woke up I the morning about an hour before 

sunrise. I went up to the top of the place we stayed, and Daya Dharma 
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meditated with the mountain, Arunachala, till it dawned. I would then watch the women in the town 
from the roof. They were getting ready for the day. One woman would make her daily kolam, a rice-
powder design that I think was supposed to keep bad spirits away from their house. Another woman 
from the neighborhood watched her as she did this every morning. It was the same each day. Somehow 
this gave me a positive feeling for the people. I felt like Indians had lived close together in villages and 
cities for a couple of thousand years, and maybe they had figured out how to do this (live together) 
better than we did in the USA.  

The ladies would get flowers each morning to pin to their hair. Not wanting to be left out, I got some, 
too, and put them on my hat, around the hatband. I felt like locals were critical of my hat and finally I 
found out that MEN do not wear flowers. So no more flowers for me.  

The one other thing I noticed is the children, though desperately poor, had bright eyes and happy faces, 
full of life and energy.  

I knew that retirement was approaching fast, and that I only would have the Social Security check, so we 
could not retire in the US. I was looking for options. Carol and I, some time before had asked ourselves, 
“Where were the British?” We thought that where they had been, there would be some English in the 
culture, and an easier transition into a foreign place.   

All of these things were enough for me. After the third morning meditating with Arunachala and 
watching the day begin, I came downstairs and said to Carol, “We could live here.”  

Now the other thing about this guest house was the manager, a personable guy with good English, 
Sathya, who would be so useful to us later when we came back here to live.  

A couple of days after we got there, walking from ashram back to the guest house, we smelled the 
unmistakable smell of pot, wafting through the air. There was a restaurant nearby, with a popular place 
to enjoy yourself on the roof. We came back the next night, and went upstairs.  Somebody approached 
us, and we were put in contact with a Western man, selling bags of pot for 500 Rupees, about 10 bucks. 
We got some papers the next day and were happy with our discovery. On this rooftop there were 
people playing instruments and singing songs from the 60s, so we felt pretty much welcomed by the 
place.  

Nome took us around Ramana Ashram, and in the 
Mother’s temple explained the symbolism for spiritual 
practice that is shown in various statues of gods, 
murtis. This helped a lot; instead of seeing these murtis 
as strange foreign images, they become helping 
friends. The first murti you will meet, going around a 
Siva temple—clockwise of course—is Ganesh, the 
remover of obstacles. You see Ganesh on the 
dashboard of every rickshaw and taxi. For some 
engaged in spiritual practice, Ganesh removes your 
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obstacles to practice, maybe like a noisy mind. Next is Dakshinamurty, the silent sage. He teaches by 
silence. You can find this silence, within. On the back wall is a Lingo Bhâva. This a special element for 
Arunachala. It commemorates the ancient story of Arunachala where Siva tasked Vishnu and Brahma to 
get to the end of an endless column of light. Neither could, and to commemorate this Siva became the 
mountain, Arunachala. This is on the rear wall of every Siva temple in India, celebrating Arunachala. One 
way to use this spiritually is to ask yourself, “What is endless within me?”  

Up to Skanda Ashram 
Soon after we got there we took the walk up the rock path to Skanda 
Ashram. This is about one mile. We (people in the group) had heard that 
you were supposed to go barefoot up this path, like you do in a temple, 
so Carol and I took our shoes off and put them in our bags. So up the 
path. My bare feet hurt. A lot. But I made it up, and we had a wonderful 
first visit to Skanda Ashram. This is a special place from Ramana’s 
history. Then we had to go down. While I could go up under some kind 
of control, going down this was not possible; you just had to step down 
and take the jolt. On my bare feet. When we got down we heard that 
Nome had said that bare feet were not necessary, but my feet were so 
bruised that each step was painful for a couple of weeks.  

In Tiruvannamalai, many teachers from around the world come to offer 
Satsang. Nome did not; he says that there is only one Guru here: Ramana Maharshi. He met daily with 
our group though, to talk about our experiences in India.  

During our days there we went to many special places, all guided by Nome. Besides Ramana Ashram and 
Skanda Ashram, we went to Virupaksha Cave, The Big Arunachaleswara Temple, The old Adi Annamalai 
Temple, Pachaiamman Koil, and Pavala Kundru. And of course, we walked the Inner Path. We ate many 
times at the group meals provided by Ramana Ashram, sitting on the floor with other guests and eating 
from banana leaves (with our right hand, only).  

There was so much, too much to write about. I have some photos on the next page.  

When we got back to the USA, I continued to think this would be a good move for our retirement. I was 
concerned, though, that part of the decision was based on how much we enjoyed the trip. I didn’t really 
know if I was drawn to the place because Carol and I had a great time there (like we do where every 
where we are), or if there was really an underlying attraction. So the next year, I went by myself. And I 
still felt afterward that I wanted to make this move. We just had to wait on Jean.  
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Page of photos from India Trip 
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Post- Retirement Life 
Carol’s mom, Jean lived with us the last 2 years of her life. During part of the time she knew we wanted 
to move to India and were basically waiting for her to die. She didn’t like this much.  

After Jean died, I went to the Social Security office and applied for Social Security benefits, quit my job at 
Soffront, and we started getting ready to move to India. Getting rid of all our stuff took three months. 
We had garage sales, sold things on E-Bay, and took antiques to consignment shops. We had 3 
households to disband, Carol’s, mine, and her parents’. We had to look at every item and decide what to 
do with it. Those things that I felt were family heritage, I boxed up and took to Megan and Rich before 
we left for India. We took many loads of usable items to Goodwill. We took more trucks to the dump. By 
the time we were done we each had a couple of suitcases, and we shipped a few boxes, mainly of books 
that I could not make myself give away. Books were a big item for me. I had accumulated many over my 
lifetime that I thought worth keeping. Most were not worth taking to India. As we got rid of everything 
we felt lighter, less encumbered.  

We were ready to let go of our old life and start up a new one, and excited to do this in a new land, and 
one as foreign as India.  

Then we made the trip. Sathya was waiting for us at the airport. We were so happy to see his face at 
about 4 AM when we cleared customs and walked out into the heat and the massive Chennai 
International Airport crowd. His driver drove us the four hours to Tiruvannamalai. Dawn had broken 
before we got there, and we were able to see Arunachala, the mountain we would live with for the net 
eight years, from the road, from maybe 20 KM away. Sathya drove us to his house, where we were 
staying until we got settled. It was so chaotic at the airport, and we were exhausted from the 24-hour 
flight, it was so good to have a friend waiting! 

So now we were in India. Our old ‘daily life’ was built out of a myriad of habits. Now none of these fit 
anymore, and we would have the chance to develop new ones.  

Move to India – November 2007 

Introduction 
As I write this section, I realize I wrote a lot on my blog, richardarunachala.wordpress.com. I started this 
in July of 2007 and over the time we were in India did a post about every week, so this period of my life 
is far better documented than any other. There were about 400 posts and 25,000 photos posted. It was 
heavy on photos since I wanted to give an immersive experience of being here. The average post has 60 
photos, some have many more.  

As I think about the time in India, it seems like there were phases, and there were several long-term 
projects/activities. We will see how it comes out.  

First few weeks 
We arrived in November of 2007, just before Deepam, the biggest celebration of the year in 
Tiruvannamalai. Sathya met us at the airport at about 4 AM. It was hot and noisy and crowded with 
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people. There were so many people waiting for incoming international flights, many of which arrive 
about this time. But we recognized a face in the crowd - Sathya! His driver drove us to a hotel in 
Chennai, then the next morning to Tiruvannamalai, about a 4 hour drive. As we neared Tiruvannamalai, t 
we saw Arunachala rising in front of us!  We were staying in Sathya’s house. We had a room with a 
mattress on the floor. We were so happy to have this. The house was walking distance from 
Ramanasramam, which was a central focus for our life for the next years.  

We went to Ramanasramam and presented ourselves. Mani, Ramana Maharshi’s great-nephew and one 
of the managers of the ashram, remembered that we were there before with Nome. Since we were with 
Nome, we were treated as people very close to the ashram. Mani invited us to eat there any time we 
wanted. This was not usual. For the most part, people who ate there were either guests, staying there, 
or Ramanasramam staff.  

I soon saw that Sathya was involved In too many things, and so would not be a good local person for us 
to use for support to make a life here. So I found the rickshaw driver that I remembered form a previous 
visit, Rajan. I was impressed with his English and had a good feeling about him. I met him at Usha’s café. 
We had coffee and talked. I proposed an unusual 
arrangement, where he would basically be on-call 
to drive us around and help us out. I proposed 
paying him 3000 rupees a month. This was about 
$50. A poor family lives on about 100 rupee per 
day. Rajan, on a good day in the tourist season 
would make maybe 500 rupees. He thought about 
it and agreed. I am so glad that he did. Rajan made 
our life in India manageable. Otherwise many 
things would have been much more difficult, and 
our abilities for life limited by language. Rajan 
knew his way around, and he had good English. He 
had taught himself English, largely by reading 
English newspapers. So he was a smart guy.  

We had a house waiting for us. At a SAT retreat just 
before the trip, we found that a SAT member 
owned a house near Tiruvannamalai, and that we 
could rent it. We quickly made and signed a one-
year lease. It was a small house on more than one 
acre of land. It had a big garden, maintained by 
people they had working for them to do this. I don’t 
remember the details but it took us about one week 
to move in.  

What a wonderful start to our new life. We had a 
home, and we had help to get us started living in a 

From the roof of our new house. 
Rajan waits by his rickshaw at the end of the driveway.  

Richard, Carol and Viraswami at house 
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new place. Now there were many things we needed to do. Residency permits, bringing a phone line 
about ½ km from the road for phone and internet, get phone and modem installed, and get a banking 
account. Plus get local clothes. Which meant go to fabric stores and buy fabric to take to a tailor, who 
measures you, and plans your piece. Then a few days later you go back and it is ready, made just for you.  

 And nothing is in English. And they use a very different alphabet, so there is no chance of reading a sign. 
But we had Rajan, and in a few weeks it was all done. 

At first we either called Rajan, or walked. Our house was pretty close to Arunachala and the Inner Path. 
Pretty soon we started walking the Inner Path from our house, around the north side of Arunachala, and 
out at Pachaiamman Koil. And then to the Rama Krishna Hotel for South Indian breakfast. This really was 
our favorite local meal. Ghee dosas, sambhar, idlies, vadas. Poori and potato masala. And Indian coffee; 
this was hot milk, sugar and instant coffee. I am surprised that both Carol and I liked it so much. Often 
we would go to Ramanasramam for lunch; maybe we would go there early in the day and walk up the 
hill to Skandashram.  

A big activity for us at first was walking the Inner Path. We would do this 2 or 3 times a week. We were 
also exploring Arunachala and finding little used paths. By May, 2008 we had found an old path that 
crossed over the hill, and made a big short cut in the Inner Path. Looking back on it now, I am surprised 
how quickly I moved pas just walking the Inner Path to really starting to explore. This exploration would 
be a big part of the next few years. It started when I noticed other small paths when walking the Inner 
Path, and I know about paths; they go somewhere, you just have to follow them to know where.  

Quality of Life Trust 
In February, 2008, we got a call from Marga, a woman whose boyfriend we knew from SAT. She had 
been working with some a small local NGO, and she wanted to meet with us.  

We met her at Satya’s Café (a different Satya), on Perumpakken Road in Samuthiram Village, not far 
from Sri Ramanasramam. She was leaving India the next day. She had worked with a local man, 
Dhakshinamoorthy, to set up a nonprofit, called here a “Trust,” to help care for “abandoned elders.” In 
India the system for elder care is the oldest son. He is expected to care for his parents until *and after) 
their death. There is more about our activities with this group later in this document as a section in 
RichardArunachala Blog.  

I just followed my instinct, and told her I would take over for her. I really had no idea what it entailed.  

Motor scooter 
In August, our life in India changed. I bought a Honda 108CC 
motor scooter. We eventually would not need Rajan for 
everything.  

To buy this, we needed to take a taxi to Pondicherry and buy it 
from the dealer there. Rajan then drove it back to 
Tiruvannamalai, about 100 km; it took him maybe 3 hours for the 
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drive. For the first few weeks I just drove near our house, then on a back road, and then finally, the 3 km 
to Ramana Ashram. Eventually I was comfortable going everywhere, but it took several months. One 
thing I practiced was driving the scooter off of the roadway. This was a critical maneuver to avoid 
oncoming busses, which travelled faster than any other vehicle, and seemed to have right-of-way over 
everything except cows. Many people are killed each year by these busses.  

RichardArunachala Blog 
In July 2008 I started the blog. In many ways the blog chronicles our years in India.  

When I got to India I had been posting in a Yahoo group run by Harsha, maybe the biggest nondual 
spiritual newsgroup at the time. He liked what I posted about Tiruvannamalai, and invited me to post on 
his blog, Luthar.com. I made a few posts, and then in July we were invited to a family function in Rajan’s 
family’s village, some distance away from Tiruvannamalai. Carol and I went and enjoyed ourselves. It 
was an annual celebration and pooja at the family shrine in the village. It is a big event for the family. 
The big event in the pooja was a sacrifice of a goat. The goat is the skinned and cleaned, and made into 
the meal for the event, Goat Briyani. I wrote this up on his blog, and posted a bunch of photos. And I got 
such a negative response from Harsha’s spiritual – and vegetarian - community that I ended up deciding 
to create my own blog, and started from scratch to build an audience. I had 646 readers (“Hits”) the first 
full month, 9K in the first year, 75K in the second and 130K in the third. It still receives well over 100K 
hits per year, even though I have not posted anything on India in about 4 years. The blog has more than 
1.5 million hits now.  

After the blog got going, a big part of our life was centered around it. Every week I would try to post 
something, so we were constantly on the lookout for material. Carol and I both had cameras, and for 
something big, we would both take photos, as many as 1000 in a single day.  We took cameras with us 
everywhere we went. I synchronized the clocks on both cameras, so that when I imported all the photo 
files, I could easily put them into date/time sequence. This is better when trying to tell a story of what 
happened from the viewpoint of two cameras. I had more than 400 posts in the next seven years, and 
published more than 25,000 photos. We looked for things that would make good posts. For the most 
part, we did not understand what we were recording, and afterwards would do internet research and 
figure out what happened. For the blog, I needed to provide a context so that Westerners would have a 
chance to understand.  

There were a number of series of posts where I covered something in detail. Some of the main ones are 
listed below. Some series were worked on for years. I will write about some of these in the sections 
below.  

Sadhu Feeding 
First post 9/4/2008: Sadhu feeding for Carol’s birthday 
richardarunachala.wordpress.com/2008/09/04/sadhu-feeding-for-carols-birthday/ 

We discovered that in India, for a birthday, you give gifts to the people near to you. A child will take 
treats, for example, to his classroom in school. We loved the idea of giving things away for a birthday; 
what a difference from an American birthday, where the attention is on you and how many presents 
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you get! So, for the first time for Carol’s 60th birthday in 2008, we gave food to sadhus. We had breakfast 
meals made up and packaged into individual meals. done at Sathya’s café, We had Rajan drive us in the 
early morning around Arunachala where there were always many Sadhus. This was special contact with 
the Sadhus, many of whom would give a blessing as they got the food. With some of them, it was like, 
when you looked into their eyes, they were as deep as the sea. Others were orange-dressed beggars.  

We did this the rest of the time we were in 
India for each of our birthdays, and every 
few months during the year. We started 
with 75 meals, and expanded to 100 then 
125. Dakshinamurty and his wife would get 
up at 4 AM to start working on the meals. 
The cost was about $50.  

Several times we did “Sadhus feasts,” and 
made sit-down lunches for about 150 
Sadhus. These were great. One of the 
sahdus became the regular “Sadhu host” for 
the event, leading chanting before the meal, 
and making sure that, as hosts, we did what 

we were supposed to do when we were supposed to do it. No one could start eating until we were 
done. These meals with the guests with all the traditions and blessings of everybody involved cost about 
$200.  

Later I found out that, to Indian minds, feeding others, especially holy people, was something they 
thought brought you great punya, spiritual merit. Because Carol and I felt pretty blessed to begin with, 
we started to have Rajan’s two children giving out the meals. This way, the sadhus blessed the kids.  

Arunachala Inner Path 
First Post: 9/10/2008 Inner Path Southside from Ramanasramam 
richardarunachala.wordpress.com/2008/09/10/arunachala-on-the-inner-path-southside-from-
ramanasramam/ 

This was a major project for a while, the first such series of blog postings. We knew of the Inner Path 
before we got there, from the walk with Nome when we had visited before the move. We felt it was a 
special place, peaceful away, from the city and all the people. Walking around the mountain Arunachala 
was said to have great spiritual benefit and this was a way we could to it that was better suited our 
temperaments than was the walk along the road. We walked the Inner Path in the early morning hours 
many times, at least twice a week for several years. I think we walked the Inner Path maybe 500 times. 
We got to know it, and some of the places that felt like special places just to sit for a while.  

As I got to know it, I wanted a way to record various paths and places. I found Google Earth, and started 
a custom map. Here is the one that shows Pradakshina routes, walkways to circumambulate this small 
mountain, held by so many as a special and holy place with so much power. 
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Ramanasramam is on the 
bottom right. The main 
walking route, the “Outer 
Path,”  is shown in yellow. In 
red is the Inner Path. Later 
versions of this map show 
additional paths that we had 
made a few years after we 
got there.  

We would not go the full 8-
mile route since we didn’t 
much like walking through 
the town, with its noise and 
people, rickshaws, trucks, 
buses, cars, and motor-bikes. 

Instead we would stop at the Rama Krishna Hotel, get breakfast and have Rajan pick us up. This is where 
we learned to love South Indian breakfast.  

I wanted to photograph and write blog 
postings there were immersive, that would 
give the reader a taste of the experience. I 
thought the way to do this was with lots of 
photos. The average post had about 60 
photos, some had more than 150. Posting like 
this, I did not think I could do justice to the 
Inner Path, so I made up section names, then 
posted each section of the Inner Path.  

I found a map and Photoshopped in the Inner 
Path and a few landmarks. I updated this map 
as I updated the blog series.  

First , in green from Ramanasramam. Second, 
in blue, along the southwest side. Third, in 
purple, in Katu Siva tank area and around 
Parvati Hill. Fourth, orange, on the North Side, called “The Elephant” for a big rock formation. Fifth, in 
red, through the trees, and sixth, in yellow, to Pachiaimann Koil, and out to the main road.  

It was September, 2010 before I actually started the six-path posts. It was March, 2011 when I was 
through, so during this time I walked, photographed then posted photos and a write-up for about one 
section a month until finished.  
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One result of this series was an increase in foot traffic, especially Indian people walking the Inner Path. 
This increased greatly. A common weekend activity there was for the family (extended family, with 
grandmothers, fathers and their wives, and the oldest children, to take a trip to a temple and make a 
day of it, taking food to eat, and planning to stay a while. I think they started doing this with the Inner 
Path, too. We saw several large groups sitting and eating -and not carrying off the trash. And we only 
walked early in the day. Sometimes people would contact us through the blog, we would take Indians 
with us to walk the Inner Path. It was kind of funny to be showing India to Indian people.  

I felt like this was a very good thing to do. We loved the Inner Path. We were making more people aware 
of it, and giving them a chance to experience it with all the photos, then to walk and actually experience 
it for themselves. It was magic for several years. But everything changes. Perhaps because I made the 
Inner Path better known and more visited, the increased traffic made the Forest Department concerned 
for the safety of the forest, and so they closed to Inner Path altogether. As the years have passed the 
Forest Department has further closed the mountain off to visitors. Now they even prohibit climbing to 
the top of Arunachala as has been done for thousands of years. They open it up only during Deepam, 
when thousands of people trek up the hill to bring the ghee needed to keep the lamp lit for ten days.  

We were there during golden years. For this I am so grateful.  

Ramana Ashram 
First post 10/2/2008 Walking up to Skandashram 
richardarunachala.wordpress.com/2008/10/02/walking-up-to-skandashram/ 

Ramana Ashram was a big 
element in our lives there, and 
we wrote about it in a number 
of ways. One was to show 
typical daily activity, and at 
various times of day. I also 
showed places where most 
visitors would see on the hill, 
Skanda Ashram, and Virupaksha 
Cave. Another was posting 
about some of the many Hindu 
spiritual events that take place 
at Ramana Ashram. We did not 
use Ramanasramam as much as 
some, because we have our 
own spiritual practice, so had 
less need of it.  

Shown above is a pooja to Nandi for Cow Pongal in front of Mother’s Shrine.  
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One thing we especially enjoyed over the 
years was eating lunch at Ramana Ashram. 

To the right is a typical lunch meal. There 
would be 200-300 people, sitting on the floor 
eating off banana leaves. The food was 
served, one dish at a time, by Ashram staff. 
You would wait for everything to be served 
before you started eating. Eating, of course, is 
done only with the right hand.  

 
 

Ramana Maharshi Locations 
First post 9/12/2008 New access to Ramana sites below Virupaksha Cave 
richardarunachala.wordpress.com/2008/09/12/arunachala-new-access-to-ramana-sites-below-
virupaksha-cave/ 

After a few months, I thought a great blog series would to visit and post about places where Ramana 
Maharshi had been over his life, and around Arunachala. So I set out to do this, By this time, I knew that 
I would take lots of photos, and post about each place. This seemed worthwhile for those interested in 
Ramana. And it would be a good experience for Carol and me. For this, I engaged a helper, Sarann, a 
young man I knew with good English, and who had grown up o the side of Arunachala. He had a deep 
love for the mountain. He is now a big-time local tour leader, and well-thought of by the groups he 
leads. It was his first time to some of the places we went. So we kind of helped get him started with 
places that would be of interest to Ramana devotees.  

Altogether I posted 20 different sites. Most were in Tiruvannamalai, but some were in Madurai, about 
200 miles SW of Tiruvannamalai. This is where young Ramana realized the Self. We also visited 
Ramana’s birthplace – Tiruchuli, and Tirukkoyilur the small city that Ramana passed through on his 
journey to Arunachala.  

These posts were done over 2008 and 2009.  

Exploring Arunachala 
First Post 7/25/2008 Arunachala, my heart, Southside views 
richardarunachala.wordpress.com/2008/07/25/arunachala-my-heart-southwest-side-views/ 

One of the things I liked most was to explore the mountain. During the first years in India I was all over 
Arunachala, except to the top. When I walked on the Inner Path, I saw many smaller paths leading 
towards Arunachala. I followed a number of these. These led to finding things like Papaji’s Cave, on the 
west side of the mountain, and the path over the hill - a short-cut to the Northside - from Kattu Siva 
area. Once we figured out how to equip ourselves for this exploration, with garden clippers and sturdy 
walking sticks, we felt like we could go anywhere on the mountain. There were times when we explored 
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on the mountain side and came over a ridge into thick thorny bushes that blocked any progress. With 
the clippers, it took just a few minutes to cut our way through the thorns and be on our way.  

Before I was through I had explored up many small paths all around Arunachala. I found many caves, I 
explored a possible route for the Inner Path that completely skirted the town and noise and traffic. I 
shared this exploration with my readers.  

Arunachala Caves 
First post 7/26/2008 Taking friends to Papaji’s Cave 
richardarunachala.wordpress.com/2008/07/26/taking-friends-to-papajis-cave-on-arunachala/ 

There are said to be about 70 caves on the mountain. I found more than half of them. Now what they 
call a cave here is not what you think. Here a cave is a place where there is as little as an overhang of 
rock that shelters you from the sun and weather. Many of the caves are just rocks, fallen together with a 
space in between, or where the dirt has been dug out below them. I was interested in these caves since 
holy men have been coming to Arunachala for thousands of years, and they had to stay somewhere. 
Indeed, in some of these caves I found signs of long-term use with sleeping places and altars, even 
painted areas on walls.  

One thing that made me especially happy: There was a Frenchman named Gee who had been coming 
for years. When he read the blog, he saw that he could also explore Arunachala. He found a few caves 
and then took me to see them. To have my enthusiasm rub off onto another was quite satisfying. To 
have him show me a new cave was a delight.  

A New Arunachala Path: The Yellow Path 
First post 10/21/2008 A path across Arunachala 
richardarunachala.wordpress.com/2008/10/21/a-path-across-arunachala/ 

By the middle of 2009 I had walked on many small paths, especially on the north side of the mountain. 
Then a farmer built a fence, cutting of a small section of the Inner Path. A fellow Westerner said that he 
would give 1000 rupees to make a side path around the farmer’s fence. I worked with Saran again. He 
brought in two of his Arunachala-loving friends. I laid out the route 
of the path, and a few days later, there was a new section, so 
people could walk on the Inner Path without disruption. This gave 
me ideas, though.  

On Arunachala’s north side the Inner Path goes like this: Around 
Parvati Hill, and then it stays close to the hill. After a while you 
come to what I called “The Frog Pond” (the red A on the map to 
the right). From here, the path goes pretty directly to the tip of 
“The Elephant.” There is a pretty big area inside the path. The area 
opens up at the Frog Pond, and on the right (facing the mountain) 
is the backside of Parvati Hill, then the backside of the small hill 
that connects Arunachala and Parvati Hill. Arunachala sweeps in an 
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inverted arc from there to the tip of The Elephant. You can see this in yellow on the map above. The 
area between the Inner Path and the mountain is pretty big, maybe a square km. I had found many 
small paths through this area already, so I took a few weeks and set out a route from the Frog Pond, into 
and through this area. Carol and my name for it was, “The Inner Inner Path.” I paid Saran and his guys to 
do the work. Soon a new section of the Inner Path was open. People started to walk it, and I heard many 
people say how much they enjoyed it. This is in yellow on the map above, right. I had Saran and his crew 
paint markers on this path, like the Inner Path. He used yellow, not red like the Inner Path markers.  

Then it was time to improve the shortcut over the hill from Kattu Siva. This is shown as a red line in the 
map. Now people could take this shortcut over the hill, and see new Arunachala vistas! Many people 
had good things to say after they walked this Yellow Path.  

The next section of the new path was 
more complicated. We wanted to make a 
good path on the west end of the small hill 
between Parvati Hill and Arunachala There 
was already a poor quality path used by 
villagers. This path had a section toward 
the bottom that was nicely done by 
people from one of the original 
Arunachala tree planting operations. The 
path was widened, and nicely paved with 
stones. They abandoned this work though. 
I suspect because the Forest Department 
did not like it. Our work started in March, 

2011. Saran and his crew were making good headway. By late May, the work came to a halt. It seems 
that the workers were saying that the mountain spirit did not want this path. The rate of progress really 
slowed down. The men said that when they tried to work, the spirit was jumping on their backs and also 
coming into their dreams. We talked with Saran about the situation and what to do. We realized that 
before we started this section, we did not hold a pooja to get permission from the gods for the work. 
And so we performed a pooja to the mountain goddess. It was quite a production. Afterward, though, 
the men still did not want to resume the work. So I found someone else to help, Ramesh and a few 
villagers. They reported being so very happy doing this work, and they felt that Arunachala was happy, 
too. We finished the work and opened up this new segment in September, 2011. I had more plans, but 
they never came to fruition, since a few months later, after the worst series of fires on Arunachala in 
many years the Forest Department closed the Inner Path (even though none of the fires was near a 
path, and the Westerners who walked the path would not set malicious fires).  

In mid 2012, with the closure of the Inner Path, an era passed. Some people thought it was closed 
because of me and the Yellow Path. I saw some posts on a guru-hate site that wished me ill fortune and 
death. Maybe it was closed because we were not able to propitiate the mountain goddess adequately 
and never got her permission. Maybe it was closed because  I as an arrogant Westerner thought I knew 
better what to do with the Inner Path. Maybe, as they said, it was closed because of the fires. Maybe it 
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was closed because the Forest Department just does not like people, just trees; they think people are 
problems for the forest.  

Temples and Shrines 
First post 9/27/2008 Sri Sathya Sai Baba at Puttaparthi Ashram 
richardarunachala.wordpress.com/2008/09/27/visiting-sri-sathya-sai-baba-at-puttaparthi-ashram/ 

There are so many temples and shrines in India, especially in Tamil Nadu and South India, where there 
seems to be more spiritual fervor, and another temple every block. We visited places like Brihadisvara 
Temple in Tanjore in Tamil Nadu, more than 1000 years old. And in places like Arayaninallur Temple in 
Tirukkoyilur, near Tiruvannamalai. This temple is built upon a very ancient temple. Before they had the 
temple buildings they had shrines built upon big rocks rising from the ground. Arayaninallur Temple is 
such a place. It is hard to know just how old, but certainly more than 2000 years.  

Indians use temples in a different way than churches are used in the West. On a Sunday, the whole 
family will go to the temple, bring a meal and make a day of it. They use these temples kind of like we 
use parks in the West. Maybe it is because there is so little public space except for the temples? 

Tamil Nadu has so many old temples; several 
times we traveled through the state, visiting 
ancient temples. One place I liked the most was 
the temple in the small town that Ramana 
Maharshi grew up in, Bhuminatheswara Temple in 
Tiruchuli. It is an ancient Siva temple across the 
street from Ramana’s childhood home. Ramana 
played in this temple as a child, hiding among the 
statues. What struck me about this temple is that 
there were no electric lights within it. All the light 
was from ghee lamps, or entered through a 
window. This older style of lighting really makes a 
difference in terms of the feeling of a place. Most 

temples we visited were lit by electricity, but not this one,  

Tamil Festivals and Celebrations 
First post 9/6/2008 Ganesh Charurthi celebration in Tiruvannamalai 
richardarunachala.wordpress.com/2008/09/06/ganesh-chaturthi-celebration-in-tiruvannamalai/ 

2Inside Bhuminatheswara Temple 
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There are so many festivals and celebrations in India. One for every god – and there are many, many 
gods. Most of these are really family events, where the family will gather and have a pooja, enjoy a meal 
together, and participate as a group in whatever event was going on. Sometimes, the whole family, 
grandparents, parents, wives, brothers and 
children, would participate, like in the annual 
celebration at the family’s god’s temple or 
shrine. Sometimes the event may be rowdy, like 
Ganesh Charurthi, so women and young children 
stay away. This Ganesh festival, as an example, 
actually starts weeks ahead, when the plaster-
statue-builders get to work making many life-
sized images of Ganesh. Neighborhoods compete 
with Ganesh altars. On the day of the festival, 
they are a hauled to the center of town on 
bullock carts and trucks. There is then a parade 
to a big water tank, a water storage lake. Then they are taken into the lake, to dissolve until next year, 
when it is all done again. Does this pollute the water? Yes.  

Tamil Rites of Passage 
First post 10/30/2008 South Indian village funeral 
richardarunachala.wordpress.com/2008/10/30/south-india-village-funeral/ 

This is a part of the blog that I am most proud of. I have been aware of the importance of rites of 
passage for a long time, and of their value within the family and community. We were invited to many 
things in India because our Indian friends knew we were actually interested. One kind of event they 
would invite us to were rite of passage ceremonies, samskaras. We were able to see and photograph 
the rites from before a baby was born through the time, after cremation, when everyone gathered.  

One thing I noticed was how these ceremonies were really family celebrations, and not just the person 
going through the rite. South Indian wives usually live with their husband’s family. These ceremonies 
often have specific cross-family roles, so, for example, at a boy’s first haircut, he should be held by his 
mother’s brother. This brings the two sides of the child’s family together, and renews family ties. They 
are a big deal for the direct family, and for the extended family, too.  

We recorded rites for: 

Pregnancy:  
A special ceremony is held, either in the fifth, seventh, or ninth month of pregnancy. 
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Bangle Ceremony 
Valaikappu: Bangle Ceremony for an Expectant Mother 

Birth 
About two weeks after the birth of a new baby, a celebration is held to welcome the baby into the 
family and to give it its new name. Tamil Baby Naming–The Thottil Ceremony 

Early Childhood 
Boys at around two have their first haircut. Mottai Addithal – A Tamil Boy’s First Haircut  

Girls at about three years of age have their ears pierced, and will always wear earrings thereafter. Ear 
piercing ceremony Kadhani Vizha – Tamil Ear Piercing Ceremony 

Coming of Age 
For a boy: The Upanayanam (Sacred Thread Ceremony) is what makes a Brahmin boy into a Brahmin. 
This has most ancient roots, as old, I think, as Hinduism itself, certainly older then 3500 
years. Upanayanam (Hindu Thread Ceremony)  

 

Woman’s coming of age: When a young woman has her first menstrual period, she is celebrated and 
welcomed into womanhood. Tamil Coming of Age – Manjal Neerattu Vizha . 
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Marriage 
The Tamil marriage is perhaps the most important of all the rites of passage. Usually the families will 
have spent months (or years) to find the right partners for their children. The weddings are elaborate 
and filled with symbolism. South Indian Village Wedding 

 

Old Age 
70th birthday:  Bhima Ratha Shanthi for Richard’s 70th Birthday 

Death: Immediately after death, usually within 24 hours, the body will be cleaned, decorated, and 
cremated. 

Funeral and Cremation 
Traditional village woman: South Indian Funeral  
A Western friend: Sarasvati’s Mahasamadhi and Cremation 
This is how Hindu Saints are buried: Interment of A Ramana into Samadhi   
Disposal of the Ashes: After the cremation, the ashes are gathered and disposed of, usually in water. 
Placing ashes in a river:Taking Sarasvati’s Ashes to the River 

After the Funeral 
 About two weeks after the funeral, another big event takes place. This event is timed so that family 
members who were not able to attend the cremation can come. A Kariyam, a Tamil Death Ceremony  

One Year after the Funeral 
One year after the funeral, there is another special ritual, celebrating the deceased.  One-Year 
Ceremony after Sarasvati’s Mahasamadhi 

These coming of age posts continue to have an active readership, especially from within India. They are 
read several hundred times each day. This interest drives the blog traffic. As of this writing, in 2019, the 
blog has more than 1.5 million hits.  

When I came to Mexico, I found more writers with good blogs, so I felt like my voice is not so needed as 
it was in India.  
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Arunachala Outer Pradakshina 
First post 10/24/2008 Arunachala Pradakshina - June 2008 full moon 
richardarunachala.wordpress.com/2008/10/24/arunachala-pradakshina-june-2008-full-moon-part-one/ 

Much of our focus was on the Inner Path; we found that route around the mountain much more 
peaceful. The main pradakshina route was along the road that we lived off of for a number of years; so 
much of the route was very familiar.  

 

Idukku Pillayar Koil, "Squeeze-though temple” 

In 2010 we helped a friend update Ramana Ashram’s book on Pradakshina, then I made a 
comprehensive post that showed the main temples and shrines along the route.  

richardarunachala.wordpress.com/2010/05/29/temples-and-shrines-along-arunachalas-outer-
pradakshina-route/ 

Travel in Tamil Nadu 
First Post 8/12/2008 Mamallapuram Ancient Rock Carvings 
richardarunachala.wordpress.com/2008/08/12/mamallapuram-ancient-rock-carvings/ 

Tamil Nadu is a state with such a rich heritage. There are shrines and temples that date back 2000 years. 
Their own legends point to a past that is much older. We toured several times, and barely scratched the 
surface.  

One place that is pretty easy to get to is Mahabalipuram, on the coast on the way to Chenai. It is an 
ancient carving center, where stone masons came to learn to carve the various figures and elements of a 
Tamil temple at this time. There is a famous carving there, Arjuna’s Penance, which is shown below. 
Another name for it is, Descent of the Ganges. It is pretty big, 96 by 43 feet. It is from the period where 
that carving school was active, about 600 AD.  
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Figure 3 Mahabalipuram: Arjuna’s Penance 

Travels in India 
First post 12/28/2008 Mysore visit 

richardarunachala.wordpress.com/2008/12/28/mys
ore-visit/ 

We did not travel as much in India as we would have 
liked. Carol and I together were in 6 of the 24 states. 
Carol was in 2 more. So we got to about 1/3 of the 
Indian states.  

For me, the biggest adventure was in Rajasthan, 
with its camels and Rajasthan’s Rajput architecture 
with the typical Chhatris (shown, left), with their 
stone canopies. It is amazing to me that stone 
structures can seem so light and airy.  

In South India we got used to bullocks as work animals. In Rajasthan, these bulls are unused, and seem 
to just wander around, The work animal is the camel, pulling carts and for riding. Camel’s milk is also 
edible. We even had camel milk ice cream. We rode camels through the sunset, and went to the world’s 
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biggest camel fair in Pushkar. I also think that the Rajasthan Maharajas are images that many people 
hold in their minds about foreign Asia. Below are camels at the fair. As you can see, decorating your 
camel is a big deal at the fair.  

Also in Rajasthan we were able to visit the Karni Mata Temple, the rat temple, a Hindu temple dedicated to 
rats. Quite an experience, as you can see below. Carol is feeding the rats.  

Quality of Life Trust 
First post 4/8/2009 NGOs work together to help Tiruvannamalai villages 
richardarunachala.wordpress.com/2009/04/08/ngos-work-together-to-help-tiruvannamalai-villages/ 

One thing we did for almost the entire time in India is to support the Quality of Life Trust. India’s 
traditional retirement system is to be supported by the oldest son. Many times this does not work out, 
so old people, people basically the same age as Carol and me, sometimes just lived on the street, 
begging for food. Maybe someone would let them sleep on their porch. A village man, probably a Dalit, 
the lowest caste, poor and so ill educated that he was almost illiterate, started a local organization to 
help these abandoned elders in his village. We helped him over the years, doing fundraising, and 
working with another trust organization which was funding their construction of composting toilets in 
the village. Teaching how to operate a transparent accounting system was not simple for an 
organization led by someone illiterate.  
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I was not able to raise much money and for several years probably about half my income was used to 
keep feeding the elders and providing some kind of shelter for them. Below are photos made on a 
winter day when we were giving bedding to people we were caring for.  

Politics 
First post 5/9/2009 Jaya visits Tiru 
richardarunachala.wordpress.com/2009/05/09/politics-in-tiruvannamalai-jaya-visits-tiru/ 

Politics was an area we were interested in and Carol got to understand India politics some. One of the 
most fun events we were invited to was to attend to birthday for M.K. Stalin, the son of the biggest 
politician in Tamil Nadu M. Karunanidhi, who was at the time Chief Minister of Tamil Nadu, the elected 
governor of the state. We traveled to Chennai with a big group of Westerners from Tiruvannamalai. I 
guess we were the “Westerners for M K Stalin” brigade.  

Travels outside India 
First Post 8/8/2001 Visiting Lima Peru 
richardarunachala.wordpress.com/2011/08/08/visiting-lima-peru/ 

I did more international touring and travel during the years in India that I had previously in my life. I had 
various business trips to Europe and Asia before, and a trip with Lucille, Megan and Richie to the 
Yucatan, but never really had spent any time exploring other countries. Carol and I took a three great 
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tours. One to Peru, another to SE Asia (Viet Nam, Cambodia, and Thailand), and another to Nepal and 
Bhutan, NE of India.  We also explored Nicaragua while looking for a new place to live in Latin America.  

Rather than write about this, I will refer you to the blog, where they can all be found here: 
richardarunachala.wordpress.com/2012/04/05/travel-and-touring-outside-india/ 

Below are the Tiger’s Nest in Bhutan, Machu Picchu in Peru and Angkor Watt in Cambodia.  

 

 
 

Mexico 
After almost 8 years in India, Carol had enough of the heat and the distance from her family. Amy was 
going to start having kids, and being closer was what Carol wanted. She also wanted a place where they 
speak Spanish, so she could hone her skills. We had looked at Guatemala and Nicaragua, and neither 
struck a chord. Carol heard about Ajijic from an old hairdresser, we checked it out, and moving there 
became our plan. The timing turned out to be good, because India was become less accommodating to 
foreign residents.  

In April, 2015 we moved to Ajijic, Jalisco, Mexico. Life here has been so easy, compared with India.  

I have involved myself with the Unitarians and given quite a number of talks there; I lead small 
meditation groups from my home and offer meditation courses; I give a weekly roundup on the latest 
science, technology and medical news. The HOT Science talks have 40 – 50 attendees during the fall and 
winter seasons. So my days are active, and I am learning new things every week.  

I have also led courses on elderhood, and how to live this stage of life fully. I am scheduled to speak at 
Open Circle on a present hot interest. The talk would be: Change your mind to change your brain.  
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Now What? 
What is there to do with the rest of my life? I still have spiritual practice, meditation, as a consistent 
daily factor in my life. I am not especially focused on Self-realization; I think if that comes, it will come. I 
am not standing in the way, but I feel like my identification with this body is pretty deep. Still this is a 
direction in my life now, as it has been for a very long time. I also share this when I can.  

I am happy each day. Maybe that is enough.  

I have learned that while each of us will die, that rate at which we experience the decline of age, both 
mentally and physically, can be slowed by behavior. I have to get exercise every day, enough to make my 
heart beat faster. I have to be smart about what foods I eat. The science materials I have been reading 
for my weekly presentations show that some foods slow cognitive decline, so they are in my diet now.  

The biggest thing I feel I have learned for this time of life is that one activity that consistently beings 
happiness is some kind of real sharing with others, sharing of what is really important to me. I do this 
now mainly through the various classes I give, meditation groups I lead, and presentations at UU that 
are intended to support others in this community, and open them to ways they can have a better life.  

I am trying to learn now more about conscious dying. Certainly, death of this body is ahead. Can I use 
this to somehow keep growing? Maybe this sounds like a silly notion, to use death for growth, but what 
else can I do?  

  



Inch Time Foot Gem 

105 
 

Books and booklets I have written 

 

Family Books 
Artwork of Carol Johnson – The War Years (Carol Johnson art, Volume 1) 
Creating the Vision of America for the 50’s and 60’s.  (Carol Johnson art, Volume 2) 
Art is what you do for yourself – (Carol Johnson art, Volume 3) 
Clarke Family Stories 
Caught in His Trap 

Spiritual  books 
Freeway Zen 
Commentary on Ramana Maharshi’s,” Who am I?” 
Commentary of Ramana Maharshi’s, “Forty Verses o Reality” 
Ramana Maharshi Stories of Absolute Being  
Introduction to Mindfulness 
Culmination of Mindfulness 
Four Foundations of Mindfulness Course booklet 

From the Blog 
A Kariyam - a Tamil Death Ceremony 
A Tamil Boys First Haircut 
A Tamil Girl becomes a Woman 
Bangle Ceremony 
Upanayanam for a Tamil Brahmin Boy Thread Ceremony 
Tamil Villages - The Ancient Heart of South India\ 

Booklets from UU Talks 
Ramana Maharshi, an Indian holy man in the time of Gandhi 
Direct Experience 
Letting Go 
Elder and Still Growing 
Silence isn’t empty; it’s full of answers 
Change your mind to change your brain 

 


