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Rose, Dave, Robert, Bridget, Becky, Kerri, Boyce, and Kristin; and to my 
wife, Donna. I love you all.

    Seeing the big picture may apply to any area of interest. The big 
picture of John is his autobiography. 
     The big picture of the JFK assassination shows that he was killed by 
a powerful covert alliance representing many agengies of the Federal 
government, industry, banking, private and political interests and 
authorities in Dallas Texas. Proof is provided herein.
     In the National economy deficit financing has never been a good 
policy and cutting the taxes of the rich hastens government bankruptcy. 
The poor end of the spectrum spend everything that they get in the 
economy and, dollar for dollar of income, drive it more than the rich 
who save and invest a lot of what they get. The multiplicative affect of 
purchases on sustaining  peoples' salaries in the market place is 
stronger for poor purchasers than it is for the rich. Decent jobs for the 
poor end is what really drives a sustainable economy, not giving more 
money to the rich. Demand is identified by the availability of purchase 
dollars and the propensity to spend them. Part of John's life is his 
research into JFK and the US economy and he's seen the big picture 
and system engineered solutions for the nation and its people, partially 
summarized herein. So I invite you to seeing the big picture throughout 
this book.



Foreword
by John C. Dean

Until I die, I'd be the best go to man for the story of my life, and I have all the pictures  It covers my 
engineering, Jewelry, house design/build, fine art painting , wood art, and music plus internationally 
important studies on the JFK Assassintion, it's impact; and how to return to  peace and prosperity 
and democracy for our people and the world. I've system engineered changes with better  results for 
We the people & the planet in a previous book: A Beautiful Mind (With a Big Mouth?)
2010 and show the skeleton of that work herein.

I corresponded with leading JFK researchers David Lifton, John Costella, and Dr. Jim Fetzer in 
2009- 2013 and they have received my latest work in 2018 and replied more than once again:

"John... That's a fine drawing to illustrate your hypothesis"--DSL                   David Lifton   

    My latest findings in 2018, with better photo editing, and more study/analysis, show conclusive 
results. Government remade films show bits of information (evidence that some of the "good" techs 
left in for scholars to find), and I have found some beauties that may be new to the world. 
     I could be wrong, but I believe, furthermore, that I'm the only researcher who has performed 
exhaustive forensic ballistic analysis/calculations on 16 shots (out of 22-28) in the JFK 
assassination, accounting for slant range, declination, bullet velocity/flight time, fall due to gravity, 
errors due to cross track velocity of the limo during bullet flight time, and air resistance, for the 
sequence of shots on Kennedy coming down Elm Street that fateful day. I identify the sequence, the 
shooter positions, the true path of the limo and discuss errors and reasons for them. I used 
trigonometry, Newton's laws of motion, published wind resistance data, and computed the fall due 
to gravity, measured the range from a scaled map of Dealey Plaza. I have an MSEE from Cal Tech 
1968 but all of this work could be done by a high school student who is up on his his math. It's not 
rocket science. 
     The JFK assassins used lots of  suppressed subsonic rifle fire from 10-13 shooters that wasn't 
heard very well, This yielded his back and neck wounds and one or more hits on the right side of his 
head. The autopsy physicians failed to probe wounds as required by law. Instead his head was 
bashed in and butchered and all bullets removed.  There were also 3 loud blasts, one of which was 
the fatal shot.
      The JFK assassination was a coup and has been covered up pretty successfully by a media 
slaved to that end for over 55 years. And the proof of who really did it has still not gone viral like it 
should. I offer that proof in this autobiography. They did it to take over the government and the 
economy, make themselves rich and create a military/security state where protest can continue to be 
stifled.
     I provide that proof in this document.  May you copy and share the material included in this 
autobiography with all your friends if it rings true in your mind, and may they do the same, so the 
proof  will  become known, and never be silenced again. Out with the covert, murderous, bigoted, 
greedy conspirators who have hurt the people of the world enough.

John C. Dean iii

"I'll try to take a look at some point, .......All the best, Sally & John", Dr John Costella 2018

"Thanks for this" .... "You might want to scan through ...Dealey Plaza Revisited: What
happened to JFK? ...to see if we are on the same page ...Take a look and get back." Jim;
"David (Mantik) is the leading expert on the medical evidence in the world today....I am
adding David to our exchange as an interested party. Let us continue " Jim "Bringing in
David, by the way, is a sign of my respect for your intelligence and competence." Jim" ...
"Thanks, John. You do the best anyone could do with the evidence at your disposal.
Thanks for the exchange. Jim" Dr James Fetzer April-July 2018



 Preface
     Hi, I'm John Dean, the author and a subject in this autobiography. I'm an electrical engineer and 
an artist and have worked in both professions for a significant time. In high school I could mix with 
any crowd.  I was a chameleon and could get along and feel comfortable. My Spanish 2 teacher, Mr. 
Ruben Martinez selected me as an exchange student for a family that had contacted him from 
Mexico City looking for a private exchange of students for their son, Enrique. My parents approved 
for one trip and sent me to Mexico City to learn language and customs of the Morales family who 
lived in the Lomas De Chapultepec. I became like a member of their family, learning their language 
and culture far quicker through immersion than I could have otherwise. I was dreaming in Spanish 
in 6 weeks. They were very demonstrative with their affection and I felt like a member of their 
family.
     At home in the states I learned to shut up and obey as a child,  and as a teenager, shut up and 
quietly disagree. I was Roman Catholic, not by choice, but by what was done to/with me.I feared 
my dad and my 2 older brothers, Don and Joe, and many of the authorities at the parochial school 
where we kids were sent. Dad wasn't all bad. He liked to eat and drink and listen to his era's music 
and to host others to do the same. In fact he was the most generous host, I've ever known. Being too 
sensitive, though, I just tried to avoid him. I must have become a bit neurotic as I experienced 
visceral reactions to these stimuli and suffered from migraine headaches on occasion as a boy up 
through my teens, and was mostly uncomfortable around Dad and the brothers until Joe and Don 
were out of the house. Then suddenly I was the center of attention and started what seemed like a 
decent relationship with my dad. I had a younger brother, Jim, who was 4  years younger. I behaved 
with him like Don and Joe did with me, except I shared a room with Jim and he and I enjoyed our 
music from the 50s and 60s together. Don and Joe were just adversaries to me, class clowns who 
drank and smoked and bee essed too much, got average grades, and were going nowhere while 
pestering me for no reason. I grew to respect Dad a whole lot more when they left and he spoke to 
me, more man to man, and  started appreciating my academic and sports accomplishments. I  took 
advanced classes in high school and played football hard for Dad. I was a human battering ram in 
football on both offense and defense. That was as tough as I could get. Starting at age 40  I put 
away a lot of my childhood training in favor of a more loving/broadly accepting view toward life, 
and I've always kept my sense of humor, especially about myself and how I may appear to others. I 
laught at myself.

  So why would I be a good read?  My daughter, Chris, tells me that I've had an interesting life and 
should write my autobiography. Well I have had a great variety of experiences in my life and God 
knows I've done a tremendous amount of art and music and very high level engineering that has 
international significance, especially from my studies of the JFK assassination and the U.S. 
economy and government. I really want to share my discoveries. So I welcome you on this trip and 
hope you enjoy the pictures and  my "discoveries in thought". I believe in God who I understand as 
only Love, all Good and non-punishing. I can't explain the regularity of my business over 38 years 
in the arts without envisioning His whispering in the ears of my customers that they needed my 
product. I'm self employed and don't advertise. I am grateful and convinced that the Almighty is just 
Love. A negative higher power has tried to dissuade me from this thinking, but I just cuss him/her 
out while I'm taking shots. God is an attractive force, who loves all His/Her kids, always positive, 
as is heaven. Peace and love to the planet. May we all mete out what we want for ourselves for 
eternity, as that will be given back to us 100 fold. Now is the time to start. Do what you can in work 
and take back your needs from the aggregate. We all need to share and to respect each other for this 
thing to work, here and in the hereafter.

Peace,
John
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Introduction
This autobiography covers the life of John C. Dean, born November 24th, 1945 in Montebello, 
California to parents Don and Evelyn Dean, through December, 2018. This would include his 
perception of his childhood through the rest of his life up to this date, and include his education, his 
experiences, his relationships through life; his engineering, jewelry, art, and music.  In the process 
he speaks about himself in the third person and the first person, but wrote every word in this 
autobiography, and created all of the art he presents in photos throughout. 
    Chapter1 deals with his life through his first degree in engineering: childhood, teen years, 
college. It covers his environment,  his relationships, and what he learned and did.

    Chapter 2 presents his life at Cal Tech, marriage with the mother of his children, Marlene; 
military life to follow, the birth of his 3 daughters and his engineering life through 1977. Forced to 
join the military by President Johnson's February, 1968 cancelation of student deferments, he 
competed for entrance into the Air Force Officer Training Program and was accepted, in time, after 
graduation at Cal Tech where he received an MSEE, in June, 1968.The couple moved to Isla Vista, 
the off campus UCSB student housing area near Santa Barbara.  John sought and found work at 
Electro Optical, EO, Inc. in nearby Goleta, while Marlene found lab work on campus. His offer to 
start OTS came in. John left for OTS on 8 November, 1968, and was commissioned a 2nd 
Lieutenant in the Air Force, at Lackland AFB, San Antonio, Texas, in February, 1969 with orders 
for Radar Officer Training at Keesler AFB, Mississippi. Marlene joined him at his graduation and 
the two traveled through New Orleans with a stop and followed the coast highway to Biloxi where 
they got a beach apartment. John was in a class of EEs who whizzed through the 1 year radar 
course in 6 months, all receiving honor certificates, to be forwarded to their next work assignments. 
John was assigned to the HQ of the Air Force Communications Service at Scott AFB, Illinois to 
help plan an Interim Operational Capability (IOC) system of satellite communications using left 
over test assets from an advanced development program for satellites and communications 
terminals. John figured out how to optimize asset usage through coordinated power tables he 
developed for all terminals in the system, and helped win the Air Force lead service in the joint 
service IOC. Their first child, Christine, was born at Scott AFB in 1969. Then John was transferred 
to the control center of that new system in Albuquerque, N.M. to help design, build, and run 
operations for scheduling and control of the worldwide network. This may have been the most 
important job in his life. But he'd go on in military SATCOM as a civil servant system engineer for 
Navy development and testing of a new EHF system at the Navy lab in San Diego where he spent 7 
years as a satellite communications system engineer. There he was made the assistant project 
manager and Test Director for an EHF terminal taken to sea on an SSN submarine where feasibility 
was proven. He then did system designs for Navy operational SATCOM at EHF and assessed 
vulnerability for these designs in a big EHF SATCOM Vulnerability study which he did on his 
own. He and Marlene found their first house in University City, and 6 months later bought another 
property to rent out in Mira Mesa. Years with NOSC were interesting, but not as rewarding as he 
hoped. On his own, he did design and built a big add-on (475 square feet to that first house and 
developed the rear canyon lot that was also part of his property. Then Danielle and Kathleen were 
born in 1973 and '74.  He then bought another house in Pt. Loma to be closer to work. But his 
relationship with Marlene kept getting worse. She was averse to sex and severely limited John's 
availability with her throughout the entire marriage and after 9 years he felt himself dying inside 
and had to leave. So he got an apartment in Ocean Beach, down the hill, in about January 1977 and 
covered Marlene's needs while living separately. 

      In chapter 3, I go through the nightmare of getting a divorce, while I'm asked to manage a study 
of national importance on the feasibility of using laser space communications for Command and 
Control of Submarine forces, and I get a new girlfriend; lots of stories here. The study becomes 
known as the "Dean Report" and the lab invites optical industry scientists/managers from around 
the nation to a conference where I present my findings in a 45 minute lecture/slide show in the big 
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theater. This is followed by an invitation to bid a repeat study by industry of the same subject for 1 
year, $1M dollars. I do great system engineering work, but with ~bad work habits: I BS a lot, think 
obsessively about women, drink a lot of coffee, and smoke too much, but I have a gift for designing 
complex systems, and I make all time constraints.------- The new girlfriend, Carol Lyons, was a 
friend of a friend who had worked at the lab. After 6 months we got a place together in Pt. Loma at 
a nice condo with bedrooms to accommodate Christine and Carol's only child, Tim. Christine is 
able to convince her mom to allow her to live with me, but Marlene threatens to sue me if I don't 
provide the same amount of child support. I consent (per my attorney's advice). So I'm working and 
raising Christine while Marlene has the 2 younger daughters and is not doing any outside work that 
I'm aware of. Carol then asks me to design a ring for her diamond, which I did. I chose a 
manufacturing jeweler, who explained the process to me, and I thought,  "I could do this."   So I  
learned jewelry making by visiting the manufacturer who made the ring and bought the tools & 
equipment I needed to do it at home. We bought a house and got married in June of 1969. Then 
Carol's sales started falling off right after we married, so I had to seek engineering employment 
outside the lab and got 30% more to start with Booz, Allen in their San Diego Office. It was 
November, 1979.  By the end of the first year with Booz Allen, they had to close their San Diego 
Office for a lack of new business, I was offered a follow on job with Booz in Washington D.C., but 
the family didn't want to live there. Instead I started making jewelry like crazy, while I consulted 
with NAVELEX directly. But I felt out of place visiting NOSC to browse documents there for 
Washington D.C. sponsors, when the lab had no contractual reason to be helpful to me.  So I closed 
it down and the NAVELEX sponsor understood. Now I was totally self-employed and not making 
engineering money; so I called Marlene and told her that we each had one, with the third being with 
her; so henceforth she'd get half the support for one child.  She no longer had me over a barrel to 
pay her full cost of living by stealing more child support than she deserved. She had forced the 
settlement of the marriage to be in her favor by getting a temporary order that took 2/3rds of my net 
income, pending a divorce decree. She stood firm on getting 2 of the three properties with hefty 
support besides. It was totally unfair. She had fought me about moving to Pt. Loma. It occurred to 
me that she may have planned the whole thing, realizing that our marriage was going to fail. Birth 
control worked for 4 plus years after Christine was born and we didn't want anymore children while 
our relationship was in limbo. But she gets pregnant 2 years in a row, and now she's the poor 
devorcee with 3 kids who can't work with this responsibility. That and the temporary order allowed 
her to call the shots. My attorney told me I'd lose if I tried to fight her. So I acceped and got hosed. I 
bonded with and loved Danielle and Kathleen from the beginning and  I still had regular visitation 
spelled out in our divorce agreement and loved having all my kids with me every other weekend. 
So I did the best I could under the situation. My lifetime production in jewelry is shown together in 
this chapter. Tim grew up into a big teenager with a mind of his own and he didn't like school and 
ditched a lot, against orders from home. Then my Mom died suddenly while Dad was in the 
hospital recovering from a broken hip. Tim was moved into the garage which was set up as a 
bedroom. I then moved Dad into our house and supervised walks to return him to his previous 
strength before the broken hip. Joe kept up Dad's house and arranged to have him cared for there 
after about 9 months. I transferred control to Joe for the estate and as Dad's representative payee for 
Social Security. Tim got a bedroom back  It was 1982 and things hadn't got better with Tim. And by 
now Carol and Christine started commenting about my daily drinking after work until bedtime. But 
I worked full days and was quiet and peaceable in my drinking in the evening, just sipping my 
drinks to maintain a buzz until bedtime, while playing electronic chess. Nonetheless Christine 
joined a support group for family and friends of alcoholics, and I didn't begrudge her that decision. 
Then Tim and I had a confrontation and Carol didn't  get Tim relocated as I asked, so my emotions 
got fried and I had to leave that environment. We worked out a settlement for the house and she 
cleaned out her mom's savings to buy me out of the house. (I now believe she planned to take me 
for a house with this ploy, as she could not have bought the house without me and her reduction of 
sales in real estate seemed  fishy). We separated. My plan became "I'll get out of the concrete 
jungle and go seek a quieter life in a rural
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area in the Pacific Northwest.”  I still had trust deed income from the sale of my University City 
house and could pay my child support and live meagerly on the balance. So I traded in my car and 
got a cab-over camper on a 1/2 ton truck (upgraded to 3/4ton capacity) and hit the road.
                                                                                                                                                                                                      
In Chapter 4, I find a new spirit and sense of adventure. I discover the south coast of Oregon and 
love it, especially around Brookings. I hang out there for two to three months while taking side trips 
to visit other areas. I drive up the coast of Oregon and into Washington State and check out land. It's 
not as nice as Brookings. So I come back and stay at the Riverbend Park on the Chetco River, and 
get to know the owner. He likes me and shows me another Park at the mouth of the river and makes 
me an offer to build a home for me and Christine on that park, closer to town, if I'll manage his 
parks and collect the rents and do a little maintenance as needed. I ask for some time to think it over 
and coordinate with Christine. I also get a 2 bedroom apartment and store my cab over camper on 
the river bank at the RV park. Meanwhile a new girlfriend tells me I was a fool to leave Carol, 
because her son would be turning 18 within a year or 2 and would probably leave the house. I think 
about it and decide to try a reconciliation. So I called Carol and proposed a 2 week visit for her to 
Brookings to see if she'd like to settle here after clearing investments in San Diego. With our 
combined assets it was likely that we could buy or build a house and buy a couple rentals and get 
low stress part time jobs, if we wanted, and retire in Brookings. She agrees to check out the area 
and consider the reconciliation. So she comes up and relaxes and enjoys the area and decides to 
pursue my plan. But first we'd return to San Diego, where she wanted me to work as an engineer 
again as she wasn't interested in keeping up my jewelry business with her sales development. Then 
we drove over to Eagle Point for a spiritual retreat with friends, Bud and Maxine. Carol confronts 
me on my drinking and I deny its power over me, as I still feel functional. But I commit to finding a 
closer relationship with God. Then Christine arrives with her sisters for a visit and Christine is 
prepared to move in with me. So I tell her that Carol and I are going to try a reconciliation, clear our 
holdings in San Diego and return to Brookings to enjoy a quieter pace of living, and I invite her to 
live with us through this transient period and then come back to Brookings.  Christine doesn't want 
to live with Carol but acquiesces.  Carol appears to love the change of pace and beauty of the area. 
The girls and I go all around town and parts north and south with my movie camera to capture some 
footage of this trip for them. And then I give notice at the apartment and rent a U-Haul truck and 
pack up and caravan back to San Diego. During the time alone at the apartment I have discovered a 
greater dependency on alcohol, so I know I have some kind of a drinking problem.              But                                
signs of spiritual intervention show up on the road south and after we arrive to suggest that the 
move back there is not good for me. It's July 1983. I understand the spirit message but don't think 
I'm supposed to pack back up immediately, and head back to Oregon. So I stay, but don't forget the 
warnings. I connect with the laboratory and the Washington sponsor guarantees full time support for 
me at the lab so they rehire me, and I start in November of 1983. But I feel isolated at the lab and 
am rooming with a civil servant, whom I'm told is on the fringe of being let go for incompetence. I 
do the planning requested by the Washington sponsor, put together my dog and pony show and 
traipse back to Washington in June of 1984, to present an outline for how I would test the new EHF 
Advanced Development Model (ADM) terminal for survivability to electronic countermeasures. I 
noticed that the sponsor I left years before is drinking like I drink and now he's in charge of the 
entire ADM program. It's good to see him and I am well received in the Washington area for my 
presentation, but I'm not enthusiastic about the work as I return to the lab with the promise of more 
glory there in the future. NAVELEX is interested in funding the test program I outlined at NOSC 
and so I become a somebody back at the lab again. I take vacation without pay and go fishing and 
return and decide to quit my job as Carol's ex and her have cleared their house and business 
properties, and my trust deed will be paid within the year. So now Carol only needs to sell her 
house for us to return to Brookings. Only she doesn't jump right on that. I collect the funds (about 
$7,000) from my retirement fund at the lab for the few months I worked there and just hang out 
while helping Carol by paying her mortgage monthly and food and utility moneys to her for 
Christine and me and her. I experience some very big spiritual signs approving of my departure 
from defense work with what I thought was an acknowledgement of Mom's well-being in heaven.
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      And I perform a biblical research study on wealth, riches, money and prosperity as well, using 
the concordance to the Bible, while I'm waiting for Carol to take some action. But she changes her 
mind on selling the house, thereby putting me in limbo without any continuing income. When my 
retirement rebate runs out she kicks me out of the house like I've got the plague. Her action proves 
her commitment to me to be lies and the signs I got on the road south foretelling something bad, 
sound advice.  And Christine stays with Carol.  I seek refuge with my invalid father in the house of 
my youth.  

     Chapter 5 starts with my new life at Dad's, rejoining the Catholic Church, making improvements 
to the house to upgrade the conveniences, setting-up my jewelry making and getting fire 
department clearance.  I then put myself into writing and recording music for my amusement and 
possible later use. I copyrighted groups of songs that I wrote. I got into gardening for food 
production, attended a Bible class at church, and found an organ bar for outings with Dad on Friday 
nights. A friend from San Diego visited with a custom jewelry order for me and shared a recent 
experience with the police that led her to seek sobriety. She joined a group of recovering alcoholics 
and was laughing about life after 30 days of sobriety. I couldn't imagine laughing over not drinking, 
but she was proof right in front of me. So I decided to try it and talked with my priest about it, and 
he said no problem. That night I threw away the last half of my last drink and the next day my 
obsession to drink was still gone and has never come back, in 32 plus years at this writing. In a few 
months I offered to help the church with their grounds-keeping when they advertised a need for 
such help, and they hired me. A really cute younger woman, Lori, trailed me at recovery meetings 
so I asked her for a date and we ended up lovers and lived at Dad’s house for a few months and then 
got a bungalow of our own on the economy, while Dad was put in continuing care for mini strokes 
that required his retraining in personal hygiene, etc. Joe found a couple to move into the house and 
take over care of Dad when he was ready to return home. I heard of a job opening at a local ADP, 
mentioned it to Lori, and she applied, was interviewed, and got the job. I left the groundskeeper job 
because the priest failed to give me the raise he mentioned after a year if I was doing good work, 
when he hired me. I had automated the sprinkler system, made over the grounds, and trimmed the 
trees of the church to the praise of the parishioners and kept it that way without receiving a family 
supporting wage for over a year. I asked the priest if I was doing a good job and he smiled and said 
yes. But when I reminded him of the raise he mentioned when I started, he turned face and walked 
away. When I was a boy, that job was a two person job. Then a new friend in sobriety had a job for 
me as a car salesman. What an adventure that was. The master salesman that took me under his 
wing decided he wanted to quit smoking so he challenged me to stop at the same time to keep the 
air fresh in the office when we were on shift with each other. I was able to stay quit and have over 
30 years without nicotine at this point. He started up again at 11 days. Lori and I decided to get 
married and found a little chapel by the 10 freeway in West Covina after the church totally 
frustrated us with delay tactics. We assessed our future and realized that we probably couldn't buy a 
house in any neighborhood above lower middle class with our combined income, so I shared my 
experience in Brookings, Oregon, and we decided to take a trip there to assess the opportunities in 
property and jobs. The trip led to a great opportunity for Lori, who was offered a job as an 
executiive assistant to the CEO of the Credit Unon. I liked the opportunity to design and build a 
custom house. Lori agreed so I made offers on, and bought, 2 lots in town, one for a house and one 
for later development with rentals. My remaining funds would go into the construction of the house 
on a lot at the top of Pioneer Street with an ocean view from the 2nd deck. We found a mobile 
home to rent while the new house was under construction. We returned to our bungalow in Temple 
City and gave notice there and at both jobs.

      Chapter 6 then deals with my design and  building of "Club Dean" (my custom house), by 
myself with many stories, and my adventure into fine art painting. I sold quickly and got some good 
press . I started playing in bands for money. But I overdid and suffered two heart attacks (1996 & 
1997). Lori's reaction was understandable. Life had changed now; I was a weak old  husband. 
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She started hoarding money from her advancements and started a secret relationship. I went to 
Southern California in 1998 for a couple of weeks at her request to be available to her on business 
travel there, while visiting with daughters and recording music with  brother Jim and Donna Cooley, 
which produced an album and rekindled an old friendship. Then Lori left me suddenly.  I got a break 
with some more commissions and a job as an Art Director  for a magazine. Jim, John and Donna 
recorded for a second year (1999. Donna decided on a divorce and then God worked me for a whole 
weekend in my half sleep, goading me to marry Donna. I fought back. I had lost two nice homes in 
Pt. Loma and a rental to the previous 2 wives and had issues with one stepson. I didn't want to leave 
Brookings for the concrete jungle, while marrying a divorcee with 6 kids. But the force in favor of 
such a marriage beat me down and the loss of sleep alone threatened my heart, so I gave in and 
called her. She accepted and we committed our lives together with our marriage the day of her final 
divorce. Then I moved in with Donna and her remaining kids at her home In Garden Grove, CA.  I 
still had my job at the magazine and my house and lot in Oregon, and Dad died so I was coming into 
some more funds. Donna is an exceptional partner and her kids are all exceptional as well. We've 
experienced 19 years of marriage at this time and love each other dearly.

     Chapter 7 details the last 19 plus years with Donna, adapting to the art market in So. Cal., and 
charging forward with large detailed originals and giclee canvas fine art limited edition prints to 
create a bread and butter artist income for myself in the beach cities of Southern California. I also 
bought rentals with the inheritance I got when my father passed away. Then I expanded to other 
areas in art. I tried unusual subjects. I did over 600 original watercolor and oil originals, and sold 
775 limited edition numbered giclee prints and 198 numbered signed photo-posters in Brookings. I 
had also done about 250 original cartoons dealing with recovery from substance abuse, but waited to 
produce a book when I thought I might die in 2007 from compression of my cervical vertebrae and 
excruciating pain. The pain lessened to a more manageable level.  Then Social Security started for 
me in 2008 and with the crash of banking and real estate markets that year the art business dried up 
to a third of what it had been. Thank God I paid down debt on income property and could also raise 
the rents. That's when I decided I had time to study both the JFK assassination and the national 
economy. That resulted in my book: A Beautiful Mind (with a Big Mouth?)  in 2010, and my 
movies and website in 2013: 
                                                https://peaceandprosperitypath.com.  
This autobiography is in response to my life expectancy in 2016-2017, when kidney stones and a 
major sinus infection caused extreme pain and a loss in balance with great weakness, so I thought I 
was going to die.  I thought of all the photos I had of jewelry and paintings so I committed to write 
this autobiography with encouragement from Christine. I'm glad I decided to re-check all of my 
trajectory analysis for the shot sequence on JFK as I found extremely important new photographic 
evidence, requiring new calculations. The new work only strengthened the case for a coup with a 
government cover-up. The Warren Commission work was a joke and a filibuster to any possible 
readers (with the volumes adding up to about 44" in thickness. They kept most of the real evidence 
out of it and filled it with junk. They even contradict their own experiments in their findings.
     After the JFK work, I go into a brief analysis of health care, government budgets, workers 
income, and tax rates based upon a new balanced budget I created. Deficit financing has only put the 
U.S. Government in a hole, where rich private interests have driven it since the Reagan presidency. 
I system designed an economy that is sustainable and enables peace and prosperity for the peoples of 
the world in  A Beautiful Mind--. A brief synopsis is presented in this document. Other necessary 
changes are in that book. I redid my JFK work in 2017-18 and reconnected with JFK researchers.
      The last 50 pages of this book present my other art and engineering of toys, sewing projects, steel 
work, and over 90 wood art projects. The wood art is what I intend to continue into the future with 
more  oil painting.  I also include an SD card with digital storage of my movies, the --Beautiful 
Mind-- book, back-up files for the book and research, my protests and promotions, some papers and 
letters, and about 10 albums of mostly cover tunes of music. Various bands featured my guitar and 
vocals, with Jim and Donna and their instruments & vocals, mostly. The past is the past and I am 
happy with my life now                                                        & hope you are with yours.
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Chapter 1 Summary of Early Life at Home 1945-1967

John was born John Charles Dean and named after his Uncle John McCann and Uncle Charles Dean 
on 24 November, 1945, at Beverly Hospital in Montebello, California, the third son of Donald M. 

Dean and Evelyn Ann Dean, 
of 244 N. Poplar St., in the 
same city. His older brothers 
were Don Jr. and Joe shown 
below with John in 1946. Mr. 
Dean worked at Towlsaver 
Inc, in  nearby Southgate 
on  Garfield Blvd. It was a 
small paper company selling 
roll paper towels, toilet 
tissues, etc for the industrial 
market. Mr. Dean had met

Evelyn McCann on a blind double date in 1936-37 and fallen for her head over heels. She was the 
executive secretary to the President of C.F. Braun in Los Angeles and lived at home in Montebello 

with her folks and little brother. Mr. Dean had 
started at Towlsaver and was a beginning salesman 
in the L.A. Area. He pursued her and pleaded with 
her to marry him, which she did in September of 
1937. The couple got an apartment in North 
Hollywood and lived a carefree life, going out a lot 
and dancing to the sounds of the big bands playing 
all around town. They rented the 2 bedroom house 
in Montebello before the war and Don Jr. was born 
on October,1, 1940 and 
brought home to 244 N. 
Poplar, the house out of 
which all the children 
were born. Joe was born 
on May 24, 1942, and 
the last son, Jim, was 
born in April 1950. Mr. 
Dean had thrived at 
Towlsaver, building up 
lots of accounts and 
became the new 
national sales manager. 

The couple were able to move to a larger and nicer house, which they 
custom built in Arcadia, CA, using Mrs. Dean's brother John's, Father-
in-Law, Uncle Jesse, as the builder in 1950. The boys got to go with Mr. 
Dean to the construction site several times as he helped Uncle Jesse 
build the house. John enjoyed the trips a lot and a seed was planted for John's later construction 
projects throughout life. Uncle Jesse  removed a splinter from John's finger painlessly with his knife, 
by first squeezing the finger to cut off the blood and make it go numb, and then doing a quick 
surgery with the knife, with the finger still held at cutoff. This was followed by a bandaid, and bang, 
no pain, all done.       
 John's Substitute Grandpa - Uncle Bee
Back home in Montebello, Mrs. Dean's Uncle Bee and his wife Anne lived 2 doors down on Poplar. 
He was the age of her father, James McCann, and taken in as a boy by James' mother in Oklahoma. 
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Both of John's granddads died before he was born, so Uncle Bee was like a substitute “loving 
grandpa” from the same era. So John would visit Anne and Bee, his first unaccompanied destination 
from the house, starting at age 3. Bee had a detached garage with rows of benches covered in 
mechanical and electrical (radio) parts. He'd tinker in the garage as a hobby, something John 
repeated doing a lot later, as an old man himself. Grandma McCann was still alive when John was a 
boy in Montebello, and John got to see her every few months. She used to fix oatmeal chocolate chip 
cookies from scratch, and John had some as a little boy. [At 26 years old, John, by chance, happened 
to buy a package of Archways Oatmeal chocolate chip cookies, and when he tried one,  got a 
flashback to Grandma. So he called his mother, and she confirmed that grandma made that type of 
cookie and he had enjoyed it more than once. Wow, a  good taste bud memory over 20 years old 
comes to life in a flash.] So, back to the story. Grandma McCann and John's mother took John out to 
Grandma's detached garage, and John, about age 4, got to see all the projects that Grandpa McCann 
had built and stored there. He had tools from the 1800s and early 1900s, including an old hand drill 
driven like a  mechanical egg beater, with a normal kind of a chuck and a hollow wooden screw-on 
top to store small drill bits in the wooden handle at the top. His mom was given the drill and a sturdy 
little rectangular stool that Grandpa had built from scrap furniture, and the stool was  kept in 
Johnny's room in Arcadia throughout his childhood and used to help him reach for stuff up in the 
closet and the cupboards above. [Matthew Allison, John's grandson from his daughter Danielle, 
later received the stool while Phoenix Fisher, son of John's 3rd daughter, Kathleen, later received his 
hand cranked drill.] Other creations in that old detached garage were lots of church-like re-creations. 
Grandpa had built an ornate wooden altar and tabernacle, with candle holders and carvings in his 
garage, like a big set of church collectibles, piled all around the garage with pathways to get to them, 
and tools and dust everywhere. John recreated the over stuffed, saw dusty, garage of his own by the 
age of 68 and finally reorganized and neatened things up when he was 71. Grandpa Mc Cann was a 
short (about 5'4”) round man, had a great sense of humor, drank out in the garage daily to avoid 
being nagged by his wife, and was loved dearly by his family and his community. He died in 1941 in 
his early 60s.

Life for John was pretty good in Montebello. Starting at about 3, he got to visit Anne and Bee, or 
hang with his older brothers a bit and go down to the Rio Hondo river, just down the street from the 
house. The river bed was pretty dry with lots of river rocks and pretty wide. The river formed the 
natural boundary between Montebello and Pico Rivera, but seemed like a big Arroyo, or  dry wash 
(and still does to this day). Kids from each side would have rock fights occasionally  which seemed a 
bit scary to John. Often the big brothers would dress up in army surplus gear, that Mr. Dean had 
bought for the boys to play with, and pretend to be at war. Digging little fox holes was a common 
practice with the fold up marine corp shovel and a convenient vacant lot. The rifles were not real, 
but were training rifles used in “parade marching” training of WWII recruits and were fairly heavy. 
Little John would only carry some light weight incidental piece of equipment, like the small fold up 
shovel or a canteen. The walk was about 2 short blocks from the house. In the vicinity was a large 
vacant lot where an elderly gentleman tended  a garden of food crops and flowers. He had an old 
open model A Ford truck . More than once John got to ride back home in his model A, and the old 
man would  give him flowers to give to his mother. [Recurring dreams through young adulthood 
would have this old man visit John outside his bedroom window in Arcadia in the middle of the 
night. They weren't scary, just pleasant dreams of the kind old man, like he was John's friend and 
just wanted to see him once in awhile]. And Joe took Johnny over to his friend, Paul Norbert's house 
(under instructions from his mother to keep an eye on John), and John unwittingly became a pest, 
asking Paul lots of questions about his steel pedal guitar that he demonstrated. Joe dragged him back 
home complaining the whole way about what a nuisance he was....with his perpetual questioning, 
while John disagreed and cried. Mrs. Dean seemed to understand Joe, so he got off the hook for such 
duties thereafter, while John didn't understand and cried, but got over it. 
Stop Crying or I'll Give You A Reason to Cry
Also at 3, his dad decided that Johnny was old enough to rough house a bit with him and his older 
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brothers on the front lawn after dinner. Only John felt like he got mangled in play by his 2 older 
brothers on this first try, and ran into the house crying. His dad followed him in and got a bit heavy 
with him about growing up and not crying so much. John was a pretty sensitive child who cried 
easily. But in this event he felt hurt and legitimately cried in pain and fear. So his dad's reaction was 
recorded in his memory banks as unfair. In this time frame John was also finally warned by his 
father to stop crying or he'd give him a reason to cry. This terrified John, and he choked his crying 
off in fear, which hurt inside real bad. This was the first very traumatic point in his relationship with 
his father, whom he feared thereafter, and throughout his childhood and life at home. This threat was 
etched, as if in concrete, in John's mind. To this day John has trouble crying, like he can't let go and 
start crying. His mom, on the other hand, had instilled love and unconditional acceptance and was 
bright, smiling, and cheerful; while his dad was more reserved. As it seemed to John, grim looks 
were held in abeyance by his father, and used to control John into doing his will. John rarely tried to 
get more intimate while approaching his father with questions hoping to be understood, but when he 
did, he might get the pinch off with some quick sarcastic retort by his father. So there was an uneasy 
relationship with his father that lasted a lifetime. His dad did act loving for intervals, and all the 
other brothers felt unconditional love and acceptance from their father way beyond any punishment 
they may have received.. But John thought he got a tougher love from his dad, who seemed more 
impatient with him. Also his dad was not predictable. He seemed to usually ignore squabbles of his 
kids, but occasionally become enraged and point and threaten. On rarer occasions he would swat the 
boys or jerk them around by the arm a bit, as if to say, “you haven't been listening to me, have you!” 
But what really scared John was when he got “adult strength” physical. John has two events etched 
in concrete in his mind.  At 7-8 John experienced his father coming to the garage, grabbing him by 
the upper arm in the middle of the garage and throwing him half way across the garage in the air to 
crash into the wall where the shovels and hoes were stacked. Maybe Jim was there and he was 
responding to a Jim squeal. Then he grabbed John's arm and screamed something, but John was 
already numb from the impact of  his body against the garage wall and the shock of the experience. 
Thereafter, John was frightened of his dad's possible attacks.

 Mr. Dean also beat him severely on the backside with his hand for running away at 9 years old with 
a  fellow classmate. He only came home because a private detective found them near the sporting 
goods store, and took the other boy home to his house. John had discovered an alarm system that 
would keep him from breaking in and getting rifles and ammunition he figured he needed to be able 
to live in the wilderness North of town. So he returned home because he couldn't figure an alternate 
plan of survival. John was fed up with his dad and his brother, Joe, who were cruel to him, so when 
he got home he told his  sobbing mother, whom he loved, why he ran away. They weren't seeing the 
evil that John saw, so he still had to be punished. The beating ensued and his dad only quit when his 
own hand became too hurt or tired to keep it up. It was unbearable. Both butt cheeks were solid 
black and blue for two weeks while John had trouble sitting during this aftermath for the same 
interval. And that was not all. When his dad looked him in the face and saw no remorse after the 
beating, he further threatened that if John ran away again, he was going to run away himself, with 
nobody left to care for Mom and Jim. He offered John what John couldn't refuse, the safety of his 
mother and little brother, and that's the only reason John did not attempt to run away again. He was 9 
years old and he was truly stuck, a prisoner in his own mind. John developed a survivalist emotional 
structure that made him ok inside himself after any turmoil. [But he later suffered from Post  
Traumatic Stress Disorder, PTSD, in his 50s, relating to his father, the same trauma a lot of Vietnam 
veterans suffered and  about 30% or all veterans in the new millennium ( from their experiences in 
the military, while at war in the Middle East). John would envision that beating and come out of the 
closet with a baseball batt and crush his dad's skull to stop it. John sought private psychological 
treatment 3 different times in his middle 50s to overcome this hate problem. The first psychologist  
was basically a cheerleader, so happy to see John at each appointment, stroking his self esteem. The 
second one was an adversary, challenging John on the accuracy of his memories. John quit these 
guys. The third was an honest man, a good listener, understanding of John's problems, and straight 
forward, exploring real cures; and soon John tried one that worked: journaling his memories 3 
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 20 minute periods a day for a week and becoming sick of the activity of taking his father's moral 
inventory within that week. So thereafter when a bad memory emerged about his father, he'd drop it 
quickly with the assurance that he had already hashed that issue over thoroughly for a whole week 
and didn't need to return there in his thinking or his emotions]. As a senior John understands his own 
make-up as "being too sensitive", a major cause of his suffering in life. His dad was very rarely an 
ogre, but John's brain got warped with fear anyhow. Before the onset of PTSD John had pursued 
help from County mental health in Oregon, but he had no money to pay for the services, so he 
couldn't even join the group therapy sessions. He tried a couple of different  anti-depressant 
prescriptions from his doctor over a period of time but didn't like how they took away his libido.

        Although he didn't think about it all the time, John, before he was 5, felt that he was a trapped 
child, forced to live in an uncomfortable setting. John's fetal brain and body had to suffer the natural 
consequences of his mother getting drunk on VE Day, May 8th, 1945, when John was in his 1st 

trimester of life. She was concerned in advance of that possibility but  John's father convinced her to 
celebrate with him anyhow. [Maybe this accounts for John's exceptional sensitivity, his crooked legs, 
and his alcoholism in later life?] Mrs. Dean spent about a year gently bending John's lower legs in 
her hands daily when he was 1-2 to eliminate the bow in them when he was a toddler, and it worked. 
Back to the story as a child.

      At 3-4 years old, John would roam the the neighborhood near the house and visit Anne and Bee 
or some other neighbor nearby. One day he ran into the two teenage daughters of Judge Burke, and 
the girls played with John like he was their live doll. They painted his fingernails and scratched his 
back, and were having a good time. So was Johnnie, who enjoyed the touch especially, like he had 
never felt these tactile pleasures. At dinner that night his dad taught him that boys do not paint their 
nails, only girls. But while John accepted that lesson, he still enjoyed play with the older girls very 
much and never felt any discomfort for this. Still it was another lesson  in male machismo, a bad 
habit for men, period. [John later thought that it was true that his dad suffered from homophobia 
and maybe he treated John sternly out of fear that John may have been going in that direction in his 
development, because of his sensitivity, tendency toward crying, and the fingernail  episode]. John 
was not gay, and his dad seemed like a jerk later on, as seen in his adult memory.

         At night John slept in a crib in Don and Joe's room until they moved to Arcadia, because there 
wasn't room for another bed, and the place was a 2 bedroom home. Jim was put to sleep in his 
bassinet in the folk's room and then moved into the living room during the evening when the folks 
went to bed. Don and Joe would tease John and try to scare him, so John taught himself how to sleep 
with one eye open, as if to keep an eye out for Don and Joe. And this seemed to work as both Don 
and Joe were frightened that their little brother could sleep with one eye open, and stopped bothering 
him. John gave up this defense when he no longer shared a room with Don and Joe. At age 4-5, Jim 
was born and Johnny was ecstatic about having a little brother, who he could visit often in his 
bassinet on the floor, near to where mom was working in the house. She told John to be very gentle 
with the new baby, which he was. But John also got a new friend from across the street. The family 
there rented out a spare bedroom with its own separate entry to a single mother and her 4 year old 
daughter, about Johnny's age. The two became friends and hung out and roamed the neighborhood 
together for about a year. The two were compatible. Then they moved and John cannot remember 
her name now in later life.

        In the fall of 1950, still in Montebello,  John started kindergarten. On the first day his mother 
walked him the 3-4 blocks to the school. They visited her friend, Helen Malone's class who taught 
another grade there, before dropping him off at his class. Now John had to learn a new routine. 
Finger painting was cool but messy. Graham cracker and milk time was ok. The playground was the 
coolest, but nap time preceded it. Each kid had his own braided oval rag carpet upon which he had to 
“look asleep” to be called upon, one at a time, to exit to the playground for recess. John  never liked 
waiting for his call.
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 The procedure seemed unfair, favoring a few over the many before playtime. John had never been 
in a tussle, but, one day, he and a classmate got into a fight over use of the swing set. They flailed at 
each other for a few seconds  before Johnnie knocked the boy into the sand. He  thought he won, so 
he let the boy get up. The boy got up and threw sand at Johnny's face. This blinded him immediately 
and he screamed while the boy started hitting him again. Authorities came quickly and John was 
taken to the nurses office and then home, by his Mom. The grit and dust caused intense pain and 
burning of his eyes, but he recovered and got over it. Below is the class picture  of John's 
kindergarten year which shows Johnnie and his rival lower right. John was never very good at 

fighting. In the 
summer of 1951 the 
new house was ready 
in Arcadia, and the 
family made the 
move. Finally John 
and Jim had a 
bedroom to sleep in, 
and it wasn't 
cramped. They both 
got new junior beds. 
The folks were 
transitioning into the 
upper middle class. 
Here's a view of the 
ranch style house 
that was built for 
them and the 4 boys. 
The early 50s were 
big growth years for 

Towlsaver, and Mr. Dean did a lot of traveling around the states to open Towlsaver distributorships
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in various big cities in America. He was making approximately  $20,000./year by the mid 1950s. 
Mrs. Dean wanted the boys to be schooled at the Holy Angels parish school, a parochial school 
requiring tuition for each child of about $60/mo per child. New cars were averaging $1500- $2200 
between 1950 and 1959, while average salaries were $3200 to $5000/yr during the same decade. Mr. 
Dean was making, perhaps, 4 times the average by 1955. They started the “new car every 2 years” 
plan, with a 1953 De Soto. Then there were the '55 Buick, '57 Ford Fairlane 2 dr hardtop (with the 
T-bird engine),  '59 Oldsmobile, '61 Ford Fairlane, '63 Oldsmobile, and '65 Chrysler, all new cars
when they were bought. John's mom got the Fords and his dad got the Olds and the Chrysler. All of
his Mom's trade-ins at 4 years  were cherry and had only 10,000 miles on them (10,000 trips to
Ralphs Grocery Store, she'd say). Then she purchased the family doctor, Jim Anhalt's, '57 cadillac
with leather and all the features. The house shown on the previous page has it in the breeze way.
Arcadia- 1st Grade an Absolute Ball The Dean boys attended public school for one year,
Santa Anita Elementary was at the east end of Wistaria Avenue  on Santa Anita. It was lined with
huge fully grown eucalyptus trees on both sides and down the wide center divider. It was beautiful.
The trees were planted before 1890 by  Lucky Baldwin, the founder of Arcadia. Santa Anita Race
Track was visible from the top of the big ash tree in the back yard. It was Northwest, with the San
Gabriel Mountains behind the town of Sierra Madre, from there. The town of Arcadia was a very
nice place to raise a family. First grade was a ball for John. Classwork was interesting, and recess
was raucous. A great year went by fast.
2nd Gr. Sister Pauline-Guilt Complex-Sexual Abuse-Hit by Car
In the second year he and his brothers Don and Joe started at Holy Angels, and John had Sister 
Pauline, a short robust Franciscan nun as his teacher. There was nothing feminine about this lady. 
The boys wore uniforms: brown corduroy pants and tan short sleeve shirts. They started class with 
prayer, and studied catechism and state required subjects. The emphasis was on a “Jesus way of 
life”, aiming toward perfection, with penance for sins. This instilled the “Guilt Trip”.  One time 
Dennis and John were playing “chase the girls on the jungle gyms” during recess in second grade, 
with laughs and giggles and kisses. The girls' screams were of fun and not terror. But Sister Pauline 
rushed in and stopped the activity and forced Dennis and John to get on their knees  and face each 
other, and kiss each other over an over. Disgusting, but she forced complicity. Then she took the 
boys into the building/stock room and ordered them to change into girls' blouses, jumpers and 
beanies and then to enter all 16 classrooms at the school to be displayed, ridiculed, and laughed at 
for what they did. The boys were scared and humiliated. John's brothers were not amused. John 
complained bitterly at home but his mother refused to face down the school authorities. John was 
wrong and deserved a reprimand. But Sister Pauline committed, what would be later called, child 
sexual abuse. John was also knocked off his bike by a speeding car (~50mph) while crossing Santa 
Anita, that bent his rear wheel into a U and threw him 20' in the air to the far side of the center 
divider where a bus roared by as he landed. Cut hands and knees and shock followed. The lady took 
him home, first, then took her mother to the hospital. John would be OK.
John Traumatized by Grandmother Dean- Long term Effects Result
During the same year, John's Grandmother, Lila Dean, came for a visit and stayed a few days. She 
walked John and Jim over to an old friend of hers that lived on Santa Anita in an older house, with 
ponds and frogs and fish. John and Jim had fun while she visited with the friend for awhile. Then 
she walked the boys home. Later she entered the bathroom while John was preparing to shower and 
demanded to see him naked, under the guise of inspecting for dirtiness. John was terrified and cried 
and pleaded to no avail. Then he showered by himself as he was accustomed. When his parents 
arrived home that evening he trembled and burst into tears telling them what had happened, and this 
time, they showed sympathy and said they'd take care of it. He never saw this grandmother again in 
that house and she died 6 years later, with only John's father attending the funeral in Tucson. [But 
the effect upon John was recognized by him within a month. He became way too consumed with 
thoughts of girl's bodies, that never left him. And he didn't even know what sex was. He remained 
shy and reticent with the opposite sex throughout his life thereafter while his imagination had him 
forever grading females' bodies, to be left wanting, rarely with consummation, pure torture].
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Cub Scouts-Mic Shyness Developed
In the summer after 2nd grade John became a cub scout and enjoyed his time with the weekly project 
at meetings and snacks and comradery.  He was even  asked to give a report at a big meeting in a 
school auditorium with other dens present, and was escorted to the microphone. One word out of his 
mouth broadcast into the room over the PA froze John. He had no idea that his voice could be made 
that loud and his shyness and self consciousness kicked in. Coached from behind he did a terrible 
job giving the report he was asked to give. [Later in life in his engineering career he could speak up 
with some authority in a group but still felt uncomfortable at a mic when addressing a crowd of 
people.] Later he got  comfortable. Mom felt pressure to help out so she pulled John out of Scouting.
The Morses-Fort Building Fun-the Source of John's Woodwork
Also in this time frame John befriended Stevie Morse who lived next door. Stevie was the youngest 
with an older sister, Barbie, Joe's age, and an older brother, Bill, Don's age. His dad was an engineer 
and his mom a devoted mother and housewife. They didn't drink nor smoke so the folks didn't 
socialize with them. John had fun building forts with Steve,  after some instruction from Mr. Morse 
on using a hammer and nails and a saw. [John credits Steve's dad, Mr. Bill Morse, a mild mannered, 
articulate man, for his influence in John's woodwork and engineering in later life].The Morses had 
an old shed in their deep back yard that was filled with recycled boards of various types. The boys 
were allowed to use these boards for projects. Nails were a bit scarcer, but they had nails, which 
needed to be recycled for other projects, so straightening out nails on the sidewalk was a skill John 
had. The boys built forts for a few years, above ground and below ground, off and on. The biggest 
fort had two stories and sat under the ash tree in the deep back yard at John's house, with a ladder 
from the ground up through a hole in the upstairs floor. His dad praised him but told him to take it 
down, because he was going to plant grass there that summer. [He never planted grass there.]       
Barbie was approached to play doctor, but the boys would end up being the only patients, in a tent 
set up on the grass or in her bedroom with her mom out shopping. John loved Barbie's shape  but 
never got be her doctor. 
The Duffy Family-Football-Mom's Community Service The Duffy family moved onto 
Wistaria and they had 5 kids: Chuck was the oldest and Joe's age. Mary was next, maybe 2 years 
younger than Chuck. Then there was Patty, who was 2 days older than John and a fellow classmate 
in school,  Vince Junior, who was 1 year younger than John, but about the same size; and Maureen, 
maybe a couple of years younger than Vince. So John, age 7, became friends with Vince, and Joe, 
with Chuck. Over the next 4-5 years the brothers would play touch football on the Dean's front lawn 
to determine the family championship. They were pretty evenly matched, so it was never boring.  
The Duffys were also a Catholic family, and Mrs. Mary Duffy, the kids mother, became very active 
in Holy Angels Church and School activities, and urged Evelyn Dean to do the same. John's Mom 
was always too busy with her own workload, but did volunteer one day a week to help at  nearby 
Santa Teresita Catholic Hospital in Duarte, with her friend, Edna Williams, which they did for years. 

3rd Grade- Mrs Mercer-Torture-Child Abuse
In third grade John had to suffer through Mrs. Mercer, a lay teacher in her early 50s. She  attempted 
to lift the students by their ears from time to time for whatever disruption a student caused her. This 
treatment caused Intense screaming and crying that way overshadowed the student's disruption and 
was extremely cruel. After receiving this punishment, himself, John hated and feared this lady. He 
doesn't even remember what was studied that year, probably for blacking out everything but her 
torture of students. But all was not bad at Holy Angels.
4th Grade Miss Martin-Fun- Arts -Uncle Jim Duffy-Vince
Another lay teacher, Miss Martin, was John's 4th grade teacher, and she was interesting and positive 
and captured the class with good teaching skills and interesting subjects. The kids studied the 
California missions, math and English, and geography and art, and enjoyed working on the art and 
craft type projects. John enjoyed that year and tried to avoid the stricter nuns on the playground.
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Some uniforms got wiped out with the game of tackle keep away in the gravel church parking lot. 
On a couple of occasions John had to have pebbles removed from the inside of his bloody knee at 
the nurses office. The trick was to get rid of the ball before the other side caught you and mangled 
you. Otherwise it was just like running around the parking lot and faking out pursuers. Around this 
time frame the Duffys built an outbuilding with 2 bedrooms and a shower/toilet/changing facility 
for the new pool they also built. Vince and Chuck moved their bedrooms out there. John became a 
6th Duffy with his regular visits in the summer to see Vince and take a swim when Vince wanted to. 
Vince was a reader, who got into all sorts of novels and kid adventure books. John didn't enjoy 
casual reading for fun, and didn't want to lay around and read all day. He wanted live adventure. So 
Vince and John were not constant companions. But John got a share of the Duffys. In the main 
house John remembers playing board games, probably for the first time ever, with Vince and/or his 
sisters. They also played the first Kingston Trio music John had ever heard, and John loved that.  
Another great memory is Vince's Uncle Jim, who'd visit every year or two. Jim was Vince senior's 
younger brother. He was a Marine Corp Gunnery Sergeant, E-7, equivalent to a master sergeant in 
the air force or a Chief in the Navy. He loved kids and loved sports and loved his beer, and probably 
got in a few fist fights in his life. He wore a detachable partial with his replacement front teeth on it. 
He took Vince and John several times into LA to see a Ram game or a baseball game. They'd take a 
bus or two and make a connection to a streetcar and get to the stadium where Jim bought the boys 
hot dogs and  all had fun. Somewhere along the path Jim would stop for a bromo seltzer (a beer) 
while the boys browsed magazines on a street stand. It was great adventure, and John believed that 
Vince Jr was going to turn out to be a good Uncle Vince someday. [Vince and John parted ways by 
the time John reached high school (probably because Vince went onto a Catholic High School 
while John stayed with the pagans at Arcadia High), but in college just before John's senior year 
Mrs Duffy called to see if John might be interested in sharing an apartment with Vince, who was 
transferring to UCSB for his upper division work. It sounded great so John and Vince became 
roommates in John's senior year at UCSB.]
5th Grade Sister Joanne-a Love-Older Brothers Are Brutal
In 5th grade he lucked out with a good nun, Sister Joanne. She was in her late twenties, a good 
teacher, good person,  loving, and sang like an angel. John never got any pictures of her , but he 
believes that she looked like a young Joan Baez, but with perfect teeth, a smaller nose, and a faint 
mustache. John worked his voice to develop better tone and clarity and learned to sing in a choir 
that year. He may have  also become an altar boy at this age. In class John was attentive and a good 
student, but occasionally cut up to lighten up the atmosphere. One day he did a little too much of the 
cut up and was escorted briefly outside the door, where Sister Joanne told him that if he continued 
in this path of disruption he'd grow into a criminal and a murderer. John didn't follow the logic, but 
certainly recognized Sister Joanne's discomfort and toned it down in class thereafter to keep the 
peace with this terrific and dedicated nun. John had dreams about her before he understood what 
sex was.  On the home front, brother Don had gone on to Arcadia High, the local public school, and 
was a sophomore. He had eccentric ideas for fun and created a Nazi Brown shirt club for kicks. He 
and Tom Dodge, dressed in khaki pants with matching brown shirts with swastika arm bands and 
black shoes, captured John; and Don put a lock on John and held a sharp knife to this throat 
requiring John to give allegiance to Adolf Hitler. Calling Don's bluff, John refused. Rather than 
laugh and let him go, Don angrily repeated his command while depressing John's neck skin with the 
sharp side of his hunting knife. John acquiesced. Then Don and Tom laughed heartily. John wasn't 
amused. For years already, Joe had been John's tormentor, flushing his ear and making a toilet 
sound, playing piano on his head, slugging his shoulder. Neither Don nor Joe did anything friendly 
with John. A few incidents taught John to hate Joe. Joe knocked out his wind, made him barf after a 
meal, and bloodied his face in reaction to John trying to push him away from his abuse. Joe 
admitted feeling bad after he did these things, but failed to change his thinking so as not to repeat 
this behavior. It's as if he felt himself compelled to be a prick to John, like John's dad seemed to be.    
 6th Grade Naughty Boy-the Peppered Veil 
In sixth grade John had a very senior nun who had wiggly teeth and should have been retired, Sister 
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De Sales. The poor lady had gotten too old to manage a class of 35 boisterous children. When she 
would turn toward the blackboard to write something, kids would shoot spit wads thru their empty T-
Cola wax tubes. T-Colas were small, very sweet and flavorful  colored drink. They were a fad for a 
couple of years. The kids could buy these for a penny each at D'Orio's Market near the school. And 
Michelle D'Orio, was in our class. After biting off the top, one could enjoy this liquid treat for a 
minute and dispose of the wax...or save it to bring to class. Just bite off the lower end and reform the 
wax and one had a shooter for spit wads ...or one could continue to bite off little bits of wax from the 
top and fire them across the room thru (what was left of ) the tube. The room was littered with spit 
wads and wax balls, even in the acoustic ceiling tiles. When the kids would start to laugh  Sister De 
Sales would turn around as quick as she could to see a quiet and attentive class looking back at her. 
She never caught on, but her fellow sisters must have helped her figure it out. One day Sister De 
Sales caught John and Dennis misbehaving and ordered them up to sit on the floor behind her chair 
at her desk. While she sat the boys had her trailing veil from her Franciscan habit dangling in front 
of them. Paper from her trash can made little spit ball stickers to decorate the lower edge of her veil 
like a diamond studded mud flap behind a truck tire. Every time she got up and went to the 
blackboard the kids would howl over seeing the veil and she'd whip around trying to catch 
somebody and, of course, the class would be settled.  In a few days John was caught talking out of 
turn and forced to go to the convent after school for detention, where he had to write his apology 100 
times in chalk on  big outdoor blackboards set up near their garage. John figured that this detention 
was really for the peppered veil incident. He was done with this type of mischief.
Duties at Home- First Drink Buzz
At home, the Dean family had started drinking daily, including Don and Joe on their free time. They 
all smoked, so the house was always smoky, something John had to get used to. In home chores he 
had started doing the dishes after the evening meal already (age 7), and was cutting the grass and 
washing cars by 6th grade, He got $1/wk. allowance  (with an extra buck for washing/vacuuming/
detailing the car) until he was 16, when it went up to $5/wk. allowance. Also at 11, John learned to 
tend bar and wait on customers (friends of Mom and Dad at parties they held on occasion). He'd fix 
a small pitcher of martinis for his Dad upon request every Sunday night when his Dad was outside 
tending the charcoal grill for the regular Sunday night prime cut 1.5 inch thick top sirloin  dinner. 
The whole family enjoyed that meal and so did a line of guests over the years. Dad would ring the 
bell on a patio ceiling support post for John to bring him the platter when the steak was ready. At this 
age his dad offered him a single 1 oz rum and coke to test out drinking. John got a bit of a buzz off 
that drink and enjoyed it. As a hobby he started building model planes and cars and boats and 
painting them and putting on decals and rigging to make them look real. He was good at working 
with his hands and very painstaking.
7th Grade- Mrs Foster- A Good Teacher
7th grade was Mrs. Foster, a lay teacher, on the ball and good at dealing with children. She was a 
good teacher and the kids learned the Math, English, and other subjects well. There were boys' and 
girls' locker rooms where they would change into P.E. shorts for physical education,  reserved for the 
7th and 8th graders, Holy Angels version of a junior high. Bill Shipley was the school coach for all 
sports for years and was a good man, even tempered and good at communicating with the kids and 
getting their compliance. He may have retired after this year. The kids did regular mass warm-up 
exercises before their sport activity of the day, and, at some point during the year, the boys were 
timed in the 50yd dash. John was the 2nd or third fastest out of ~35 boys. Mrs. Foster also required 
the presentation of a speech, to introduce the children to public speaking. She chose Lincoln's 
Gettysburg address and each of them was required to memorize it and present it to the class. John 
refused, but was forced to give-in, under the threat of being held back a grade. Something about 
memorizing something to tell an audience was scary to him. He was self conscious, and feared 
failure. But he got through it and did an OK presentation. He did respect the words of the speech, 
once he understood them all. He would never become an actor, just ad lib a lot like one.
John and Don Serve Mass Together
John had learned his latin responses and was an altar boy at a young age, like his brother, Don, who 

9



preceded him at Holy Angels, and the two scheduled themselves to serve together at one mass, 
somewhere in their history of service. Normally the altar boys are fairly well matched in height and 
age, but John was 5' nothing and Don was  6' 3” tall,  and they were a mismatch in everything but 
spirit.

Very Short Baseball Career but Sweet
The summer after 7th grade allowed John to continue his Little League play. This was his last year 
and he was again with Exchange Club. He had been a shortstop the previous year and played a lot. 
But this year, he was bigger and stronger, having lifted a few weights himself, so the coach tried 
him out for pitcher. He developed quickly and was the hottest pitcher in the league, with the 
possible exception of Billy Seinsoth who was 11 and had a mean curve ball. [Bill would go on to 
become the Most Outstanding Player at the College World Series of 1968 as a junior from USC 
and was a friend of OJ Simpson. He was drafted 5 times, the last of which was with the Dodgers in 
1969 and he played that year (with a $40,000 signing bonus) hitting .276 with 10 homers and 37 
RBIs for the Bakersfield Dodgers. Sadly he was killed in a traffic collision on his way to see OJ 
Simpson's debut game with the Trojans. His dad and cousin, Tommy Hutton, were both big league 
ball players]. John was the #1 pitcher for Exchange Club and had a great strike out record. He got 
12 strike outs in a 6 inning game at least twice that year and was noted for his fast ball, although he 
also had a beginning curve and change-up. He made the All Stars as a pitcher but never got to pitch 
in the playoffs, as he broke his right thumb, and it grew stiff at the joint and had to be rebuilt in 
surgery. Here he's shown in the All Star team photo for the year in the back row with bandages 
down to his thumb. To his right is Billy Seinsoth.

      Arcadia Little League All Stars for 1958 John's First Drunk and Art Prize 
John enjoyed art his whole time at Holy Angels, but 
Robert and Kathy M... fraternal twins, were the best 
in his age group..... After baseball, but before he 
started 8th   grade, John planned his first drunk. He 
had a friend, Rich Houghton, who was 15, who had 
a friend that was 18, Ron Waterhouse, who had a 
friend that was 21, get a half pint of Smirnoff red. 
John got the 7-up. Rich got some beer, and they got 
snockered after dark, as quietly as they could, in the 
back yard by their tent.  John's head started spinning 

and he fell to the ground. Then, he crawled into the tent and passed out. He awoke, barfing, and it 
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started raining. They went to the house,and Mrs Hayes, the family sitter, let them in and sent the 
boys to Mom and Dad's room to sleep there. John awoke with a terrible hangover and suffered 
until 3PM. And John and Rich remained friends thru 8th grade.  John then entered a national art 
contest to paint “Tony the Tiger” and won 3rd place and received a stereo camera and viewer.. 
8th Grade Holy Angels-Honors-Life Saving Story
John's 8th grade class was taught by Sister Lamberta, with Math, English, P.E. History, and PR for 
catholic high school.  He did fine and went to Arcadia High. He played some sports and finished 
out the year. To his surprise, he won the only academic awards (in both Math and  English). Best 
Athlete and Sportsmanship went to Mike Dooling and Tim Samuelson. [Marty Samuelson had 
saved John's life at his little brother's, Tim's 2nd grade birthday party, when John jumped in the 
deep end of the pool with the kids and couldn't  swim. Marty quickly jumped in and saved him.  
Tim, a good and stable student and athlete, went on to become a doctor]. [Mike was the best 
 athlete every                                      Jyear and ohn saw him a few times later on.]  John's buddy, Dennis Fluet, became 

a Securities broker.   .....All  good people.

      Holy Angels Graduating Class of 1959 (John 2nd row up, 3rd fm left)

John Grows 6 Inches in 3 Months at 13 ½ Years Old-  Arcadia High Freshman
In the summer between 8th grade and 9th grade, John sprouted up 6 inches (while at summer 
school) and started 9th grade at Arcadia High at 5'10”, approximately 130lbs. In 9th grade he had 
English, accelerated Algebra 1, World History, Spanish 1, and Art 1(a multimedia beginners class 
for all grades). For P.E. John played Cee football. He did well in everything. The most enjoyable 
class was Art 1 with Mr. McFadden, who taught the kids how to work different media, with their 
own designs. They did watercolors, poster paint, weaving yarn onto burlap, soap carving,  potato 
block printing, and maybe a few more.  Mr. McFadden was positive, friendly, and made learning 
art techniques very enjoyable. John finished a few more projects than the average in the class and 
had a couple of pieces displayed around campus in the glass display cabinets at the end of each 
wing of the school. Football was a grind and very physical. Learning how to tackle, block, run, 
cut, stop, and catch passes on the run while in full pads and a helmet was challenging to strength, 
coordination, speed, discipline, bravery, and stamina. Using one's body as a battering ram to 
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 overcome one or more defenders, while being tackled, or in tackling on defense, and doing it 
over and over, required “tuning out pain.” Here's the team picture -facts/1959. [Tuning out pain 
had John suffering his first heart attack at age 50.] He shouldn't have denied how it felt.

In the  sophomore year,  John took advanced Geometry, English, Spanish II, 
wood shop, Biology, and P.E/sports. He did well with his B+ average, and really 
had fun in wood shop. He built a mahogany cabinet with sliding doors, a Modern 
3 legged chair, an iron wood gavel, and a few other things.   Football was 
tougher this year and John lettered,  but the team didn't win one game. John was 
close to 6' and weighed about 140 lbs.  In the second half of the year, Mr. 
Martinez, his Spanish teacher, had connections to a family in Mexico City who 
desired a private student exchange with one of Martinez'  2nd year students. He 
thought John would be perfect and asked him if he was interested in spending a 

summer in Mexico City living with a Mexican family and attending school with his counterpart of 
the same age in that family, and then hosting the Mexican boy in his home on the boys next 
vacation (November-January). It sounded great to John, so he took that offer home and told his 
folks. They approved of this one-time exchange. So Mr. Martinez closed the loop with each side 
and the exchange was on.  Each family was given the other's address, so the boys could start 
writing a bit before the trip and get to know each other. John would stay with the Morales family, 
Mom and Dad and 4 children. His counterpart was the 2nd child, Enrique, who went by Kike, who 
was the same age as John within a couple of months, same grade, and loved “American football”. 
Even though futbol to them was soccer to John, they called John's football “futbol Americano” to 
differentiate. In the exchange nothing was said about their home or neighborhood or way of life, so 
John imagined the worst and was prepared to be picked up in a mule drawn cart and taken to a hut 
to live; which he was prepared to embrace. Although he had a few flights in his dad's planes, he had 
never flown in a commercial airplane, nor a jet. [He remembers his first flight at 2 years old, sitting 
in his mothers lap in the rear seat of a PT-19 that his dad owned. The glass canopy kept the wind 
from hitting them, but the plane was a 2 seater, for and aft, and John couldn't see his dad flying the 
plane. At his instruction, mom lifted little Johnny up and tilted him to the left side to see the ground 
through the side of the canopy. He freaked big time and scrambled in her arms to return to her 
lap,which she accommodated. About 28 years later John hitched a ride with John Don Carlos, a 
public law 313 government  executive above the General Service ranks (like a 2-3 star general) 
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from a conference in Boston to Asbury Park, New Jersey, to visit his old Air Force commander, now 
Lt.Col. Ralph Maruca, who lived nearby. Mr. Don Carlos was John's Washington boss's  boss who 
liked to fly his own plane when he could on business. He was returning to Washington. It was a 
little single engine 4 seater Cessna. Well, Asbury park was socked in and it seemed that they 
wouldn't be able to land. Dean was sitting right seat (co-pilot) and was given a watch to time a 
blind approach to the runway. Mr. Don Carlos was going to attempt a blind landing (where you see 
the ground at the last second and touch it down. He had no instruments to fly blind except a beacon 
receiver, an altimeter, and a compass. He triangulated with another beacon to get his position fix, 
set his course, and figured the time it would take to reach the runway at his current air speed. He 
told John to start counting seconds out loud while he descended watching his altimeter. He could 
envision a flight path in his head to arrive at the runway at 30 seconds. Dean counted off the 
seconds, and the fog cleared just above the ground in line for the landing at 29 seconds. Don 
Carlos touched it down perfectly. The other passenger in the back seat was terrified, white as a 
ghost.  John was too busy assisting to think about it.  So he paid the landing fee for Mr. Don Carlos 
and had a nice visit with the Marucas.] Back to the trip to Mexico City. It was the summer of 1961.
John's 1st Trip to Mexico - Overwhelmed at Airport 
This was the year that the Boeing 707, the first jet airliner, was introduced to the world and the 
world loved it, and John, dressed in a suit, was one lucky boy.  He had been given no pictures of the 
family nor sent any to Enrique of his family. So he had no idea what to expect on his arrival. It was 
a smooth flight. Mamie Van Doren was on board. As he deplaned, he followed the crowd on board 
toward the customs door entry to the terminal. He started scanning around looking for something to 
indicate a person waiting for him. Then he saw this handsome middle aged man in a suit looking 
back from just outside the entry, scanning the passengers. He walked up to the man and said, 
“Senior Morales?” The man replied: “John?” and they both smiled and the man gave John his first 
abrazo (hug), and welcomed him to Mexico, escorting him inside to customs, asking, in Spanish, 
which bag (maleta) of the arrival bags was John's. John found his bag, which a customs agent 
picked up and carried over to his line which was reserved for John. The agent placed a sticker on 
the bag without opening it or asking any questions and John was escorted out of customs toward 
the waiting area by Mr. Morales. John  saw maybe 60-70 people congregating behind the glass 
barrier waiting for arrivals and thought that maybe Kike and his mother were there in the crowd. As 
it turned out the whole crowd was there to meet John. It was the extended family of the Morales' 
including uncles and aunts from both sides with their kids and in-laws and all dressed in their 
Sunday best, smiling, and very sweet in the introductions made down the line. Mr. Morales' brother-
in-law, Jorge Parlanche, was the manager of the Mexico City Airport Tower of Control and that's 
what facilitated John's special welcome and quick trip through customs. John met Tio (uncle) Jorge 
later at the welcome party back at the Morales house. John was blown away. Kike seemed kind of 
short, but robust and very macho, and stayed by John's side to help him the rest of the afternoon and 
night. Enrique's English wasn't quite as good as John's Spanish so they conversed mostly in 

Spanish from the beginning and John was asking 
what a word meant every few minutes. The party 
back at the house was more of a big gathering with 
snacks. There were maids who lived and worked 
for the Morales' in their 4 story house nestled at the 
edge of a ravine off the street in the Lomas section 
of Mexico City where the movie stars lived. A 
natural park with a lagoon was below the house in 
the back. The entry on the front, at left, was a few 
steps up to the 3rd story. A picture of Kike is at the 
right. The next page shows a view from their dining room to the
“barranca” below the house at rear,  and a view from the street

 in the back toward the rear of Kike's house , all taken in 1961. This is where John lived for the 
summer of 1961. 
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The front and rear sections of the house were connected split 
level, half a floor apart so one gentle ramp could connect the 
second floor in the front to the 2nd floor in the rear section 
without a steep descent, or to the 3rd floor without a steep ascent; 
while one needed the switch back ramp to continue up a floor in 
the same section. It was  Mr. Morales's design (as he was an 
architect) for hi s 
family. The outer wall 
was glass next to the 
upgoing ramps from 
the front toward the 
rear of the house, with 
the switch back ramps 

one ramp width further into the house. The ramps are 
visible from the rear of the house at right. A large upper 
window in the white section of the picture at right  is the 
outside of the home view window to the barranca shown 
above left.. Kike had one older sister, Marcia, and two 
younger brothers, Ricardo and Guillermo. They were all 
neat people, intelligent, social, friendly, and everyone in 
the family had a good sense of humor. John would do no 
dishes, nor make any beds, nor wash a car on this visit. It's as if John had died and gone to heaven. 
The usual routine during the week became: getting up, dressing, going up ramps to the dining room 
to be served breakfast,  conversing with Kike's family, learning new words continuously, and being 
driven to school, La Patria, a private Jesuit (brother taught) secondary school.  The school had a 
student club equipped with  snooker, and billiard tables,  a coke machine, and ash trays. All the kids 
smoked, so John started smoking, Marlboro con filtro. Mrs. Morales (Mercedes or Meche for 
short), who had a huge hour glass figure, ran everything and everybody, but was very polite to John 
and her husband. The kids were given 20 pesos a piece as their weekly allowance (domingo), so 
John received  his domingo from Tia Meche. They had a dog, Trotsky, named after the Russian.

Days were broken up differently than in the states. Mexican people have their big meal in the 
middle of the day at 12-2 p.m. which they called their “medio dia," so they could rest and be fresh 
for the second half of the day which could conceivably go to 9 p.m., when the evening meal (cena) 
was served individually. The kids could then take in a movie after school, from 6-8 p.m., get a 
snack from street vendors, and be home around 9PM for the informal cena. By 6 weeks John was 
dreaming in Spanish. He went to an Italian movie and partially read the Spanish subtitles, plus he 
noted the strong similarity to Spanish and got the gist of the movie without reading. He was given 
guitar lessons and paid $12 for his first guitar, an inexpensive Mexican classical design. Kike 
played the accordion and was way more experienced in music than John. John learned some 
classical Mexican songs including “Cielito Lindo,” “La Cucaracha,” “Las Mananitas,” and“El 
Aguacero” with the “huapango” latin rhythm. John also got boxing lessons to join Kike in what he 
was exceptionally good at already...fighting. They were held at Tio Gogo's house (Tio Jorge 
Parlanche), where Peque , Kike's slightly younger cousin, participated. John felt  guilty for letting 
loose on Peque while in boxing practice, out of frustration, not anger, and this might have been the 
cause of Kike's later push to fight John near the end of the visit, which is totally understandable, if 
Kike got this information through the family grapevine. John didn't want to learn boxing, in the first 
place. He thought of it as one or the other will kick the other's butt good, pummel him and be the 
winner. Kike was used to winning fights.

John saw the Mexican people as more high tone and reactionary when it comes to insults and fights, 
and, in the other direction, more family connected and more passionate. This was real evident in 
Kike and his classmates. John also made a fool out of himself at Mario Melgar's house, where he 
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tried to share New York (slam) humor in Spanish and it didn't translate and insulted Mario's older 
sister. He felt terrible and tried to explain, but it was too late. John also took advantage of no age 
limits on drinking, and got high a few times on that trip. Despite his predisposition, Kike remained 
cool headed until near the end. John also worked Kike and Mario to take him to the red zone, to see 
the ladies. Surprisingly John ate tortas and chicharones from the street all the time, but never 
got sick until he had a hamburger from “Texas Jim's", which gave him a dose of “Montezuma's 

revenge.”  He got to go to bull fights with his Uncle 
Rogelio Figuerola and kids, go on a school outing to the 
pyramids, a show downtown at “El Palacio De Bellas 
Artes," a day trip to Xochimilco, and several days with 
Tio Raul Figuerola in Acapulco, who lived right on the 
beach next to the Hotel Presidente in “La Casa Del 
Aluminio,” Raul's home. Raul was a late middle-aged 
bachelor, with a younger girlfriend, and owned a 
concrete post business that served the community of 
Acapulco. He was a personal friend of American movie 
star  Errol Flynn, who yachted down to Acapulco on 
occasion, for partying and fishing. Raul was a great host 
and fed John and Kike steak and giant shrimps 
"camarones." And John experienced a tropical storm at 
the open Casa Del Aluminio, where he and Kike battled 
the water coming to the threshold of the house, seaside, 

with push brooms to get it 
off the patio between the 
beach and the house. 
Rogelio and Raul were 
Mercedes' brothers 
together with Jorge and 
Ernesto. John met them all 
and played ping pong at 
Jorge's house. Aunt Meche 
also had 2 sisters that John 
met, Tia Chefina, and Tia 
Lupe, both nice ladies, like 
Meche. The Figuerolas 
were all down to earth 
straight talking people, not 
putting on airs.  

Tia Goga Morales de Parlanche was a beautiful and more sophisticated lady & Arquitecto Morales' 
sister. Marcia probably aspired to be more like her than her mother's clan. Marcia was a women's 
rights advocate early and very well educated. She got her PhD in Psychology and ended up running 
the department of Psychology in later life at Mexico City University. When John was there she was 
engaged with Ignacio Larios (AKA Nacho), a very well to do business man who was handsome and 
fast talking and joked a lot but never let John or Kike pay for anything. His family owned a major 
Mexican toothpaste company and his brother drove a '56 gull wing Mercedes 300 SL coupe, a 
collector's car even at that time. Marcia had the same temperament and gumption as her mother and 
argued her down one day in the dining room. Meche immediately gave Marcia a big slap in the face 
for what she said, and it drew blood. Without wincing or crying, Marcia marched out of the room. 
What women! Kike wanted to be an architect, like his father, so models of buildings were a fun 
thing for him back then.  He believed that Art was integrated with construction more in Mexico than 
in the states. Mexican artists Orozco, Rivera, and Siqueiros were national treasures of Mexico and 
their works were known 15      

Tia Goga & Marcia



 internationally. John saw many examples of art in Mexican architecture and photographed  a couple 
with his 3-D camera. [ Enrique later attended the University of Mexico City, met Jackie, a North 

American Southern blond sweetheart (and a very intelligent young lady who got her teaching 
credential) and married her and got his degree in architecture. He got a job with Kawneer 
Aluminum in the same field , and built buildings around the globe for the next 50 years, eventually 
specializing in facade design, how the building looks on the street.]
Tio Rogelio was especially fond of John and took him to the bullfights several times, teaching 
John what was good and what was bad about the passes, the kill, etc.; work with the muleta, the 
little red cape with the sword (estoque) versus the opening passes with  the big colorful cape, 

 capote, was explained. The picador with a short tip and 
crossbar lance to weaken the bulls neck muscles from a 
padded horse; and the banderillas, 6 little 2' stakes 
colorfully wrapped, with  barbed tips delivered on foot 
two at a time by the banderillero were each used to assist 
in the weaking of the neck muscles to get the bull to 
lower its head more when charging. After the opening 
parade, a trumpet would sound to signal the opening of 
the bulls' stockade door, puerta de toriles, allowing the 
bull to run out of his cage into what might seem like 
freedom, looking around and snorting. Assistants usually 
hung capotes over the arena fence and moved them side to 
side to attract the bull, who usually charged the fence with 
the big cape on it. This was repeated by more helpers in 
different spots so that the bullfighter could watch how the 
bull charges. Then the bullfighter stepped into the ring 

and shook his capote at the bull, who charged to attack so the bullfighter could make a graceful 
turn with the cape to lure it around him.  A common pass in bull fighting is the veronica, where the 
bullfighter turns while lowering his cape, and flips it over in a swirl to make it look smaller to the 
bull, who stops his charge. It's sort of like “playing with a pet cat chasing a fluff ball on a string”, 
only it's life threatening. The closer the bullfighter works with the bull the better the pass (and the 
more dangerous). Many bulls hook to one side or back and forth and this makes close work very 
difficult and very dangerous. Then after a few minutes of this the picador comes in and becomes 
the new target for the bull. These bulls usually weigh close to 1,200 lbs, and compared to a 900 lb 
lusitano horse with a man on it, a rough balance is achieved, with the slight  advantage, perhaps, to 
the bull, with its incredibly strong neck. John saw picadores overturned, horse and all. The 
assistants come out quickly and lure the bull away from the fallen horse and rider. On the charge 
the picador sticks the tip of the lance into the bulls withers. The cross bar blocks it from going in 
more than 4". After about 3 charges a trumpet sounds and the bull is lured to another part of the 
ring while the picador exits the arena. Then the three passes of separate banderilleros, two 
banderillas each, make their scary passes/attachments on foot  to the  bull's withers. Next the 
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bullfighter enters with his muleta and sword, a much 
smaller target for the bull and red in color. This makes the 
rest of the contest more dangerous. John saw at least 2 
minor gorings and one serious goring of  novice 
bullfighters in the summer of 1961. The cape work with 
the muleta is scary. One pass called the manoletina (after 
the great Manolete) has the bull fighter spin opposed to 
the bull up close rather than in the same direction he's 
trying to turn the bull. John's painting of the worldwide 
club of Supreme Bullfighters at left features the great 
Manolete in heaven with some of his reward in sight. The 
manoletina makes the audience  wince  and “Awe” while 
awaiting the outcome. Usually the bull fighter gets a big 
“Ole' !!!”, after such a pass. The bullfighter does several 
passes and then toys with the bull up close with his muleta 
on the ground and mesmerizes the bull into standing still 
for him. Some extra daring torreros may then do “the 
telephone” where they hide the muleta, put their elbow 
against the bulls forehead with the forearm  up while 
leaning toward the bull. One slight irritation and the bull 

can hook the torrero instantly. The fans go crazy when this works safely. If the bull charged hard 
and straight  and gave a good show the audience might ask to have the bull spared by waving 
white handkerchiefs. If the authority agrees he issues an indultado, and the bull is spared and 
becomes a stud bull for the rest of his life. Otherwise, when the bull seems relaxed, the torrero 
asks the authority in the arena for permission to kill the bull. If it's given, then the bullfighter 
lines up in front of the bull with his muleta low to keep the bulls head down, and points his 
slightly curved down sword straight out from his chest and charges the bull going between the 
horns to plant the sword deep into the bull at just the right spot near the front of the withers and 
drives it down into the bulls heart for a quick kill. The bull has to keep his head down and his 
front hooves together to create the clear path to its heart. He does this quickly and steps to the 
side and out of the bulls path. The audience gives their response to this critical step. Assistants 
may come in and alternately attract the bull to turn his head from one side to the other. This 
makes the sword move from side to side inside the bull and hastens the bulls death. When its 
heart stops (in about 30 seconds) it falls over dead. Assistants come up and stick the bull in the 
back of the head at the top of the spine to cut its central nerves, to ensure no more motion, and 
the team of 3 horses come in with the harness needed to drag the dead bull out of the arena by its 
horns. The day at the bullfights  usually includes 6 bulls and 3 torreros. When they become pro 
the pay goes way up and they become matadores, and achieve a national renown. That's the way it 
was done in the early 1960s. It's different these days. The most spectacular moment, in all of the 

(Novillada )bul lfights John saw, was when an extremely brave torrero knelt in the 
center of the ring with his back to the puerta de toriles. He draped the capote over 
his back to make a target of himself and waited for the sound of the trumpet to 
signal the opening of the bull exit gate. They opened the gate, then the torrero 
swayed the capote across his back, side to side, to catch the attention of the bull. 
The bull charged his back without hesitation. He listened to the hooves and 
adjusted his swing wide to the right just as the bull arrived and it flew just past 
him to his right, in the air, making a close call with his back. He basically did a 
blind pass of a bull without having his attendants first test the bull and he did it 
from his knees, backwards. It was SPECTACULAR!!!!!  If he had   failed and 
the bull hit him it would have been certain death. The crowd jumped to its feet
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and“OOOO'-LAY” reverberated all around the arena. It was hard to sit down after that 
excitement.  This is the sort of bravery shown at the Novilladas where “Novice” torreros test 
their skill to gain notoriety.  Rogelio shared         about Manolete, the reigning world



champion matador from the late thirties to 1947and bought John a hardbound copy of “The Death 
of Manolete”, by Barnaby Conrad, to take home with him. He also took John with his family to 
Xochimilco, the floating gardens. Rogelio didn't drive Mercedes or Jaguars. He had a simple 1940s 
era Chevy Coupe and was a man of simple means, but with a huge heart. They made a picnic out of 
the visit and bought food from peasant vendors who had all the makings for some good tacos They 
sat and watched the horses being rented in the park to brave customers  [John and Jeff both got 

thrown from their Mexican horses on a separate 
outing with Mario and Kike. They seemed less tame 
than American horses John rode as a kid from the 
Santa Anita Stables in Arcadia. Here's the same 
foursome shown at left on their trip to “Las 
Piramides” They climbed the pyramid of the moon and 
the photo was taken from there back toward the 
pyramid of the sun in the background]. Jeff Blum was 
also an Arcadia High student on a foreign exchange 
with Mario's family. And Mario and Kike were already 
good buddies, so they probably planned the whole 
exchange thing and got their parents support. And John 
was having the most incredible trip of his life with his 
 new Mexican family and friends who were so 
passionate about everything. They made him feel like a 
member of their family. Then something unexpected 
happened.  One day at school in the afternoon,Kike Pushes John for a Fight

Kike started hassling John from across the room in one of the classes. He was being insulting and 
was goading John to get angry. But John didn't understand and pleaded with Kike to stop it. But 
Kike only paused briefly before he rejoined the heckling to arouse John. John was very frustrated 
and sensed that Kike wanted a fight with him. He ignored Kike for the rest of the class. When they 
exited and got outside the building, Kike approached John on his left, and restarted in John's face 
now, with the culero (chicken sh$%) talk, and menaced John. Then he raised up his fist like he was 
going to flatten John, and John dropped his books and hit Enrique first. After a few seconds, he hit 
Kike again and Kike hit the ground. Only to Kike this was just fun, so Kike gets up  swinging his 
fist like this time John is going to get the roundhouse right, and the crowd, now bumping into the 
fighters grabs both of them, individually and mumbles something about taking the fight elsewhere, 
to a park where they can duke it out without intervention. So Kike left with his group, and John 
collected his books and went along with his group and John had an epiphany. He thought that he 
could hit Kike all day long and Kike could take it. But at some point, John's gonna tire out, and 
Kike is gonna beat John until it's hard to recognize him, or so John imagined. So John forms 
another plan quickly. He tells the driver in a loud voice to take him to the house of the Morales. 
When they want to argue about it John barks at them loudly to take him home to the Morales house. 
It gets quiet in the car, and they take John home. He goes in all shook up and explains that Kike's 
hassled him for a fight. Out of breath, he can't seem to make Tia Meche understand. She's calm but 
doesn't understand why John didn't fight Kike. It's so natural to fight in Mexico. But John's never 
viewed fighting as a sport, but goes to full amperage at the thought that he'll kill someone before he 
takes another beating, [a threat he'll later make to his brother Joe when he turns 16 and Joe keeps 
up the childhood teasing and debasement.] So Marcia comes into the discussion and escorts John 
away to talk with him. Over and over John declares that he is not available for a fight, that Kike 
bullied him and he doesn't want to fight. Again she shows no understanding. So John yields a bit. 
He says he'll fight if the Morales take him to the airport after the fight, no matter who wins,, and 
send him home immediately on the next flight. He doesn't want to stay in Mexico if he's forced to 
fight. They get the message. So when Enrique comes home his mom catches him and asks him how 
he'd feel if the tables were turned and Kike was the lone visitor in another country. Kike 
understands and apologizes to John,  John accepts. and the confrontation is over. But this was
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a terrifying day for John. [In the writing of this book, John figures that it must have been his hitting 
of Peque that caused this whole sequence. But that's his magic magnifying mind. He reached 
Enrique on the phone and Enrique said he was goaded by the buddies in class to test John like 
Mexican teenagers will do. Peque never said anything about being whacked too hard. And Tia 
Meche explained to Enrique how a boy from a foreign country must feel when his host chooses him 
off. And Enrique understood and offered his apology quickly after meeting his mother. John did 
deserve a good whack for hitting Peque and should have just bailed from the boxing class].        
So John returns to singing and playing for guests and family, and  Memo (Guillermo and Rico  
(Ricardo picked up a guitar and started singing as well. The 4 boys also had fun playing cards in 
the big day room that had been John and Kike's bedroom on the second floor in the front section, 
and the summer wound down.

     Lot's of sad eyes for John and the family upon departure. Peque's dad must have arranged this; 
but after take off at Mexico DF Airport, the stewardess came and asked John to come to the cockpit, 
where the Pilot, Co-pilot, and navigator/engineer invited John to join them for the flight to LA. John 
happily accepted.  It had been made international law not to allow passengers into the cockpit in 
this time frame, but the Mexicans were a little slow at implementing that law. John returned with a 
guitar, a wide brim Sombrero (like what the Charros on horseback wear, a chaleco (a vest with the 
color pattern of a serape, and a serape (a woven blanket with multicolored stripes that he bought 
from Jesus on the streets of Mexico City for 15 pesos, $1.25 American. The guys got on him for 
beating down the poor vendor, but John did nothing of the kind. He didn't want the serape and the 
price was way over 15 pesos. It's just that John only had 15 pesos in his pocket and told the vendor 
so. The vendor decided to take the 15 pesos, so John let him have them for the serape. Either it was 
a crook who stole the serape from the real vendor and was willing to take any cash to get rid of the 
evidence, or it was Jesus, being generous. 1 peso ($.08 that summer bought a thick ham sandwich 
on a big hard roll, with beans and avocado as well, or a huge sheet of cracklin (chicharon', deep 
fried pig skin with limon' and salsa. The summer vacation was done. Mom, Dad, and Jim picked 
John up at LAX and John gave everybody an abrazo. His dad acted weird for a second until it was 
explained that it was a Mexican male macho greeting.
Mexico & the Need for Love Moves John to Play Football Again 
John had decided to give up football but he soon recognized a new strength that he had after visiting 
Mexico. Arcadia kids were generally wussy, non fighting, and held back a bit on the football field 
as well. John now had a new fighting spirit he got from Mexico. He didn't like to fist fight, but he 
was willing to bump heads on the field, and felt that he was better equipped from his experience 
and growth. So he visited the field house at Arcadia High and 
told the equipment manager he wanted to give it a try again. He 
was given a uniform and pads and a helmet and locker,  and 
joined the Junior Varsity. Within weeks he was moved onto the 
varsity team and lettered 2 years. [Ego and gaining respect and 
love from his father was his motivation, because he was, 
understandably, insecure. But it hurt to “play” football and 
he wouldn't have otherwise]. 
     The Junior year at Arcadia High, was heavy with smog that 
burnt the eyes. John took Spanish III, mechanical drawing, 
Algebra II, English, and more.  Mr. Jokkel, his Industrial Arts, 
mechanical drawing teacher, graded on a curve and threw out 
John's and one other student's grades to be fair to the rest of the 
class, who could then be graded more fairly on their own curve. 
John was comfortable with his workload, except for football.  1 
drawing  (dwg) a t right.  2 more are shown on the next page. 
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Kike Arrives-Don Kicked Out   Enrique arrived for his first visit and shared John's room,   
while Jim moved in with Joe. Don had been kicked out of the house for leading a double life and 
sneaking out every night to meet Elnora, an 11 year older woman he had met in community theater 
work. [Don was the president of the actors group at  Mt. SAC junior college]. He was caught and 
told to stop it, but didn't. His dad also chose him off for a fight. He declined. [So he moved in with 
Elnora, who was now expecting his first child, married her and spent the next 48 years as the sole 
bread winner for this family that grew to seven kids, himself, and his new wife, working 3 jobs 
while attending evening courses to study law. He had reconciled with his parents and was social 
with them. He passed the bar on the first try, and got one job to replace the other 3 and advanced 
steadily from there, up the corporate management ladder]. He was a 20 year old young man in 1960 
when he started that adventure, and John was and is very proud of him. He was and is way more of 
a loving, caring, working man than the kid (in the man's body) who kicked him out of his 
childhood home with the macho fight challenge (his dad). 

John got his driver's license within a week of turning 16, and Joe offered his car to John for $40 
shortly thereafter.  Then John's allowance went up to $5/week.  See the two with separate pictures, 
but the same first car above. Enrique fit right in with the Dean family, and was a perfect gentleman, 
except with his pronunciation of certain words. When the end of the week came John's mom  would
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give the boys their sheets and pillow cases to change their own linens, and one week Kike asked 
Aunt Evelyn for the shits to remake his bed. The whole family chuckled at that. Kike was loved at 
home and by the students in school. He chose his own classes to attend at Arcadia High and it was a 
new experience for him to have classes with beautiful young North American ladies. He attended 
the football games and seemed to enjoy himself. He loved talking with his Uncle Don and listening 
to his stories and funny laugh. The whole family had no choice but to listen to Don's (time slurry, 
volume wavy) organ music in the evening, every evening. And Kike enjoyed the steak dinners at 
home and going out with the family, but normally he and John would have some other teenage 
agenda. They did the drive-in movies, school dances, and went to Disneyland , but it wasn't the time 
of year to go to the beach. He could talk with Mario, who was staying with the Blums, or Mr. 
Martinez, if he needed a decent conversation in his native language. John's Spanish was still a bit 
immature, despite his good pronunciation, and Kike always told John that his pronunciation was 
perfect, but he kept it at that. He was a good diplomat all around.
John's First Love- Kay Davis
 Kay Davis had invited John to the “Backwards Dance”before his 16th birthday, and they had fun and 
stayed friends. She became John's high school sweetheart and his  first love. She was a great gal, 

popular and friendly, from a  great family. Mr. Davis, a senior 
engineer with Douglas Aircraft, even attended John's Arcadia 
High Football games. Their Junior prom night picture is shown 
at left.  Kay set Kike up with Judy Wagner, a cute and vivacious 
blond girlfriend of hers at school, for a double date with her and 
John, and all had a good time. 
John's First Real Jobs for Income
In February Kike returned home to Mexico City, probably with 
an exchange family connection for brother Ricardo in his hip 
pocket. Rico exchanged with the Dold family's son, Steve, who 
would be Arcadia High's student body president in a couple 
years. But John had to work the summer after his junior year as 
his coach had turned into a pumpkin. He had no money to pay 
for another trip to Mexico City and his car and bank account 
needed improvement. The family had been eating Kenny's 
hamburgers, located on Las Tunas Avenue about a mile south of 
the Dean house,  every Sunday, for a few years. Joe had worked 
there for a brief period in a previous year. Probably with the 
help of his dad, John got a start there in the summer of 1962, 
working two 10 hour shifts, Saturday and Sunday for 

$1.00/hour, taking orders, working the cash register, making and bagging fries, and fixing drinks. 
John caught on real quick and got along well with  Kenny Daken, the owner and the other workers. 
After a few weeks, a neighbor, Roy Fredericks, across the street offered John a job in the paint 
factory where he was the chemist, as a filler/stocker of paint, for about $2.40/hour, mon-fri, 8hrs/
day...a 40 hour/week job. John jumped at the opportunity and started right away. After a couple of 
weeks, John  couldn't handle the 60 hours/week anymore and told Kenny. Kenny asked John for his 
ideas on a replacement, and John mentioned a friend of his who might be available, Mike Holland, 
so Mike got the job, and John fell back to a 40 hour week. At the paint factory he learned all the 
duties for filling paint orders for the factory: how to operate the fork lift truck to pick up/return the 
150 gallon tubs with a new mix or stock finished product in the correct storage section, clean tubs 
to return to the mixing station after filling an order, and setting up and filling new orders, code 
numbering the cans. He made it more fun with his radio playing the music of the day at his work 
station. Maybe some of the employees didn't appreciate John and his music blaring. And there was 
a mysterious incident of  paint cans crashing to the floor that John had stocked the day before. John 
wondered just how that happened as the stack was stable when he put up the stock. But he was 
bucks up with a cherried out 48 chevrolet, shown on the next page.
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Sr year-All American Council Boy 
In his senior year,  1st period  was 
“executive council”. Football coach 
Duhart called him “All American Council 
Boy”and sent the boys to the field house 
to change into full pads for a Thursday 
night practice (normally a no pads dress 
rehearsal for the game the next  night)  
 ..then called the plays out loud to cue the 
defense  to re-set for the play. And John 
was right half back on Duhart's call for a 
2 hand-off right, which had John run 
straight off right guard, after he got the 
ball, and be tackled by 11 players on 

defense to tune him up for the game. John still loved and respected Mr. Duhart who wrote an 
impressive letter to support his 2nd alternate appointment to the Naval Academy,which he received 
that year.  And John kept them to low yardage, plus scored the winning touchdown the next night 
against San Marino, with a crowd of 4,000. This was one of 2 or 3 notable accomplishments for 
John in football his senior year.  In classes, John also took Advanced English, Advanced Math 
(trigonometry/calculus), US History, Physics, and P.E.  John was the sort of young man who fit in 
whatever group he was with e.g. intellects, jocks, average kids, whatever. The top 4 students' finals 
were waved by his Trig/calculus teacher, Mr Hoffman, who was known for wiping the blackboard 
with the shirt back of misbehaving students. So John and Robert Milton, Joe Walker, and Tom 
Rasmussen played cards in the corner of the class while the other students took their final exams. 
Ego Threatened Dean Makes Fast Recovery and Blasts Receiver
Both Kike and Brother Rico were at Arcadia High in John's senior year. John and Kay were steady 
again. In his last football game, John made a tough defensive play on Montebello to stop their 
momentum and keep them from scoring. A button hook pattern had the receiver make an abrupt turn 
around, about 10 yards up the field, and John closed on him very quickly from behind, making a 
smashing tackle that launched the receiver into the air where he lost the ball (incomplete pass). The 
guy didn't get up and had to be carried off the field during a long official time-out. John had heard 
the fearful big OOOOHHHH!!! from the crowd thru the portal in his helmet as he hit the receiver 
from behind and then saw him lying on the ground. Both Mr. Davis and Kike, two avid fans of 
football, later made mention of this event in the game with reverence in their eyes and  voices. It 
did seem like a big deal to John at the time as he feared being the foolish defensive back who got 
beat on Montebello's comeback drive. So ego powered John's quick recovery and smashing hit. 
Enrique and John also got to visit Uncle Duke (his dad's older brother in Tucson) where Kike was 
taken to a gun shop to buy a Ruger western style 22 revolver, no questions asked. Kike had a good 
time again with his North American family, got to flair his nostrils in pleasure while eating those 
Uncle Don steaks, stayed Johns brother for another year, and packed hidden heat on the plane home 
(back in the days before government caused “fear of terrorism” took over).
 Naval Academy Appointee Fails Physical-Suffers the Cure
Those ahead of John for an appointment to Annapolis chose not to attend so John was offered the 
spot and took it, only to flunk the physical exam at the Naval Hospital in San Diego in the Spring 
for an unknown shadow in his chest, referred to as a neurofibroma tumor. He was slated for surgery 
at the end of his senior year, where it was determined that the shadow was a cyst. This is before 
surgeons cracked open the chest in the breastplate. And it was before CT scans and MRIs that could 
have identified the lump as a puss pocket, and extracted the puss in an outpatient visit using a long 
hypodermic needle with the aid of a fluoroscope. Instead, the surgery involved a lateral 9 inch 
incision in the upper right side of his chest, the temporary removal of one rib, the spreading of the 
rib cage, the deflation of the right lung, the removal of the cyst, and then the reverse procedure with 
a hose run thru a separate hole made in his chest to vacuum restore the chest pressure of the lungs/
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heart chest cavity. He spent about 4-6 days in the hospital with about 2 days of that on the vacuum 
pump. The removal of the hose stretched John's chest skin out about 3-4 inches away from his ribs 
before the hose broke lose. John passed out from pain on the last big tug on the hose and stayed in 
the hospital another couple of days before his release. He needed about two more weeks of 
convalescence at home, with heavy pain medication every two hours around the clock when he 
woke up in pain. The recovery of the body when muscles are stretched out of their normal range of 
motion is extremely painful and debilitating. Plus John had to cough regularly to help clear the 
residual fluid in his right lung that had collected when the lung was collapsed for the surgery. 
Coughing was very painful in his chest. The whole process was a major ordeal. The family in 
Mexico wanted him to visit again after he got better, as he had worked his first couple of jobs in 
the previous summer after his junior year. John had enough money saved up to pay for a one way 
trip to Mexico City, but not enough for a round trip. He communicated this to his Mexican family 
and they said they'd send him home, not to worry. So after some convalescence, John got ready for 
his 2nd trip to stay with the Morales family, He asked for help to sell his 48 Chevy and Bill Morse, 
next door sold it and got everything over $75. John now had an extra $35 to buy a decent guitar 
while in Mexico. Kay would be attending Cal Poly San Luis Obispo, while John, with coaxing 
from his dad, was going to be an engineering student at the University of California, Santa Barbara 
(UCSB). John,  a junkie for nicotine, started smoking again, and Kay decided it was time 

to dump  him for this disgusting 
addiction that makes kisses taste like 
“licking a dirty ashtray”. Oblivious, John 
hadn't figured that out yet. She waited for 
him to go to Mexico City, where he got 
his first “Dear John letter”. She 
mentioned being at separate colleges and 
religious differences as the reason for 
their break up, but 45 years later 
admitted that it was his smoking. Good 
for Kay! She also missed out on “a life 
with one, who would become, a 
dipsomaniac”. John was basically a 
pleasure addict, but didn't know that 
nicotine is used in industry as a pesticide. 
In human use it gives the recipient a  

faster metabolism and a mellow shield so they can live their life in an unreal cloud while waiting 
for cancer to take over sometime later. [Bugs avoid the stuff]. But for humans, who wouldn't want 
to be pepped up while they're being smoothed out? The effect is a bit subtle, but the brain knows 
how healthy this combination feeling seems. One performs better while being less ruffled. Oh salute 
the tobacco industry, for their sensational advertising to promote this magic addictive poison, with 
the bird of our fingers!  [Alcohol with the nicotine is also useful for helping one stay in (tolerate) a 
bad marriage for years and years, before escaping to relief, as John later discovered]. So John had 
another summer in Mexico City with the wonderful Morales family. It  hurt getting abrazos, which 
John signaled on his face. But he and Enrique got to go to Acapulco again and hang with Tio Raul. 
And John, once again, sought some hotel companionship, this time with a maid from Vera Cruz on 
her vacation to Acapulco to make some quick money. Enrique drove his VW bug on this trip so the 
2 had wheels. Enrique made sure John understood that this encounter with the maid had nothing to 
do with love, which John's mind had a tendency to fantasize. Good Brother Enrique!! They both 
witnessed more hotels filling the spaces on the beach. Back in Mexico City, poor Tio Rogelio was 
suffering from a fatal abdominal condition, and John could only hug him gently and be 
understanding of his pain and tears. This may also have been the summer when John learned that 
Tio Jorge Figuerola had passed from aheart attack.  Enrique located a guitar maker, Juan Pimentel, 
on Doctor Martinez Del Rio 68, and the two visited him and John contracted a new, “low cost” 
model of a Pimentel, which he took delivery of several weeks later before departing Mexico. The
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trip was shorter than before but John got to recharge his batteries with the genuine love given by 
the Morales extended family, visit Acapulco, Tio Raul, console Tio Rogelio, and get his first 
decent guitar, which he passed onto Jim a few years later.
John Starts UCSB- JFK Assassination Conspiracy Fact
Upon return he took a trip to UCSB with his folks and signed up to get an introductory tour of the 
campus, and register, and get his classes, and buy his books, and arrange for dormitory and dining 
commons privileges for the year ahead. He remained there while the folks returned home. John's 
first semester classes included English, Mechanical Engineering M.E.101, Calculus 1A, a physics 
class, and P.E., a badminton class. He was leaving a calculus 1A midterm exam in Cambell Hall in 
late November and was half way down the concrete walkway to the Dining Commons when 
students started scurrying around and acting upset. One said that the President had just been shot in 
Dallas. Nobody knew his condition, but it was broadcast around campus that he died from his 
wounds soon thereafter. It was Friday, November 22, 1963, and John Kennedy was dead. The 
campus closed down for the weekend and John got a ride back home. He was watching news 
reports and saw Oswald get shot on Sunday on live television. He had no idea that the limousine 
Kennedy rode in, and a crucial piece of physical evidence for the murder, was being driven to the 
Ford Motor Company that same night, by order of Lyndon Johnson, for a secret total makeover. 
This would obliterate capital murder scene evidence in the killing of John Kennedy without any 
public notice and with no court approval. Neither did John know of the number, nor location, of 
bullet hits in the limo, on the street, in the grass, nor in the bodies of the 3 victims: JFK, Governor 
John Connolly of Texas, and a bystander at the underpass on Main Street, a Mr. Tague. [Just 
counting witnessed bullet hits alone made it a major planned coup against our government, and 
impossible for any single human to accomplish.] John watched the services on Monday and wept 
when little JFK junior gave his daddy a salute. While he grew in anger, the media was playing it 
down with FBI reports that Oswald was the lone assassin. Minimal evidence was being shown on 
TV. Knowledge of a Zapruder film was cloaked in mystery while the CIA took the original film to 
a secret facility of theirs. Only a few still frames were released by Life Magazine who bought the 
film rights from Zapruder on Monday. Dan Rather reported on national news that he saw the film, 
and the fatal shot thrust the president's head forward corroborating an Oswald possibility. John 
went back to school to continue his education. [It took 12 years to show Rather's statement to be a 
lie, because it was never corrected at that time by others who saw the film. The truth of Kennedy's 
abrupt rearward motion was first shown publicly on a Geraldo Rivera show in 1975. The president 
was shot from the front. John had gone back to school and lived another 12 years of this life, and 
wasn't available in 1975 (with a wife, 3 kids, and a job) to seek the truth on the JFK assassination. 
That would come in 2008 when John's work slowed down]. [But other private research proved it 
over and over that a major conspiracy caused the death of John Kennedy, and thousands of books 
testified to this fact, before John had any time in his life to finally take a good look at the whole 
picture. The media was compelled to take part in the 50+ year long cover-up by the enormous and 
brutal force of the CIA, which was out of control in the 1960s and since, and always hated JFK 
and democracy: government of, by, and for its people.]
Frosh Life- Near Death Experiences due to Lust, Fear, Booze
John's dorms were on the Southwest corner of campus, in the Casitas buildings that were once 
barracks for marines during WWII. His unit, on the farthest edge of campus, was called Acacia 
Hall, a male dormitory, with 2/room. He got a junker of a bike, cheap, to get around campus and it 
wasn't stolen for almost a whole year...no reputable bike thief would be caught dead on it. A new 
friend, George Kelly, was in the dorm and he was a math major, but a fun guy with a great sense of 
humor and he liked to drink. George also had a car we all called “The Green Whore”. It was a pale 
green and white '54 ford with hardly any brakes, a pinata body, and was hard to start. But it was the 
best ride available, most of the time. John had a near death experience sitting right rear in that car 
while descending from a drinking trip into the mountains with the gang, when George, who 
couldn't slow it down enough, skidded off the road on the right trying to make the curve to the left. 
The right rear door swung open forcing John to tilt toward the abyss over the edge of the cliff 
beside him, as the car barely recovered on the 3 other wheels to regain the road and continue down
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the road sloping to  the left. John did not sober up, just shook drunk, while closing the door.  On 
another outing John had a blind date with a voluptuous young lady to go to a keg party on the 
beach at San Refugio up the coast. Her shape left John speechless and clumsy every time he 
looked at her. He was afraid to say anything, so he drank too much beer and was a terrible date. To 
get to the parking lot when everybody was getting ready to leave that night, one had to cross the 
railroad tracks between the beach and the lot. John stumbled over the tracks and suddenly 
remembered that he left his towel down on the beach. He turned around reeling, and took a step to 
recross the tracks 3 feet away, to go get the towel, when suddenly, and out of nowhere, a fast 
freight train blasted by him, blowing him on his back and blasting its horn, making him crawl 
backwards on his back, butt dragging on the ground, to increase the separation between him and 
the huge/loud train. It passed and he shook, trembled, and got up and got his towel.... a disgusting 
display of drunkenness. He still missed the message on his problem drinking, only admitting to 
himself that he shouldn't have had so much beer. He'd do better in the future, he thought. But he 
struggled emotionally with his needs for female companionship and drinking and only had 
memories of close calls on intimacy and one botched opportunity on the beach with a willing 
partner, that drunkenness and gritty sand spoiled for him. He did meet a nice looking young lady in 
his badminton class, who was a year ahead of him and studying to be a teacher. She was Marlene 
Rowley and was very competitive but seemed decent. Such was John's first semester at UCSB, 
with B average classwork in a hard science major.
Catholic Church Bias in Youth and Folks Wrong- Mice Galore
A spiritual eye opener for John in the dorms was Larry Marx. He dispelled all the guilt of the Jews 
for the death of Christ, and, in John's opinion, had as good a chance to go to heaven as he did. He 
was a mensch. [John's folks and the Catholic Church had a bias against Jews .] The dorm was in a 
field and lots of mice visited regularly in the hall, the rooms, the central bath room, and even the 
showers. The guys dreamed up lots of ways to catch them, and dispose of them; usually with a 
broom, a covered hand, and a flush down the toilet. More ways need not be discussed.
First Year's Reminiscence and Need to Toughen Up
So John's first year in college was a dramatic change of life for him: he had freedom from the bias/
control of his parents. He survived two large emotional upheavals, (the loss of Kay, and the loss of 
a good president of, by, and for the people). He survived close calls on his life, while over drinking 
on several occasions. His pursuit of lust was awkward and un-fulfilling, again with the influence of 
booze/cigarettes/fear. But he wanted to get strong again. So in the 2nd semester, he took a body 
building class and, stopped smoking, and in the spring of '64, he went out for football.  Jack Curtice 
was the coach. He had 3 hour practices, and ate more at the Commons, but needed 3 hour naps to 
recover. After a few weeks of this he experienced a big decline in his grades. He went home for 
spring break realizing he needed to quit football. Brother Joe and his friends invited him out for  a 
beer and to shoot pool at a joint in Temple City. He was  18  and 185lbs. But Joe had a plan for 
John to appear older. He had him walk in with his oldest friend, Bob Crawford, then about 25, and 
order two beers for him and Bob. So he did and the bar tender looked at them for a second, 

and then went to get the beers. Then Joe and John Blake walked in and 
Joe ordered 2 beers for him and John. Blake was 22 but looked 32. Joe 
was carded and had to show his id. He was almost 22. John relished the 
implied  put down on his older brother for the rest of the evening. [But 
this had been a pretty rare night for John to feel some affection from his 
older brother who must have noticed his sad demeanor when he arrived 
at the house.] But John rejoined smoking, and studies continued for the 
balance of the second term.
Summer of '64
During the summer he got a job at Towlsaver in the back plant (thanks to 

his Dad), casing rolled paper towels that were converted from a jumbo roll. A spindle that had 9 or 
10 cardboard cores lined up at the same spacing as the roller cutting blades on the converter, was 
run at high speed by the main crew. They'd cut and seal the rolls on the spindle, pull it off the 
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converter and break it down while pulling the spindle to start again. The summer helpers would 
add a plastic hub into the end of each roll, and box it. 12 rolls made a case (full box). 4 boxes 
end to side in a circle made a layer, and 3 layers were a full pallet. Cases were staggered to 
overlap the spaces on the layer below to strengthen the pallet. John lived at home and bought a 
'56 Chevy to have wheels, for $350. (with a loan from his dad)  and paid him back in about 6 

weeks. He got used to having a beer at work 
during lunch and another at home.            
Sophomore Year Plans
He and Don Brandeau (a fellow border at Acacia 
Hall) decided to share a 1 bedroom apartment his 
sophomore year off campus in Isla Vista. 
Arrangements were made during the summer. 
They found a unit on Sabado Tarde Street in Isla 
Vista that was convenient to campus and close to 
the beach and shopping/dining. Now John would 
need to cook and clean and do laundry and be an 
engineering student. Don's mother stocked the 

boys fridge to get them started, then revisited and did it again several times that sophomore year. 
A lot of his mom's food rotted in the fridge before the guys could use it. They both smoked and 
had the same rasty humor as the other, and got along fine. Studying late they'd often get hungry 
around midnight and fix a big breakfast at home or go into nearby Goleta and have a late night 
breakfast at the 24 hour International House of Pancakes (IHOP). Brother Jim came up on the 
train and John introduced him to booze. They got pretty drunk and went to an apartment up the 
road where they heisted some unit's potted baby palm tree and carried it off in the dark of night to 
put on John and Don's apartment porch. This was the era of the movie “Tom Jones” which 
showed lots of lust, drinking, and pranks. Jim and John loved it too much. UCSB required a good 
mix of liberal arts studies for their science and engineering students plus some pretty hairy science 
classes. John was a slow reader and struggled to keep up with lengthy reading assignments in the 
liberal studies. He took calculus IIA, Chemistry, Electrical Engineering 1A, Music Appreciation 
1, English, and P.E. John Prays for Sex and the Devil Intercedes  He had prayed at one time in 
his heart that he could be laid to hopefully free his mind of the subject and better immerse himself 
in his studies. After midterm exams he connected with his new friend, Ricardo Moreno (an 
English major and president of the English Club) who was 22-23, to get some booze and hang out. 
Ricardo did his stint in the military after high school, so he could be free and more mature for 
college work. He and John spoke Spanish together. So Ricardo got what he wanted plus a 4/5th qt. 
of cheap bourbon for John. They cruised State Street in downtown Santa Barbara and played some 
pool at a cheap pool hall/saloon on the south section of town. Then took some more shots in the 
car and began cruising state street again for female companionship. A car with two young gals 
passed in the other direction and John saw the driver who was cute, and asked “What's up? They 
slowed down toward the right and John did a U turn and caught up. They were ripe for blind dates 
so John pulled over and parked. Ricardo bounded from the car and engaged the cute driver, John 
went around the other side and out stepped Godzilla with a blobby body and a face to match. But 
she was on. The four of them went to a nearby bar and got a round of drinks and while Ricardo 
and his lady were nuzzling and whispering, Ms Blobby asked John if he'd like some sex. And he 
replied “Sure.” So Ricardo would get a ride from Ms Cutie, and John would bring Godzilla and 
her dog back to his apartment. So they went their ways and the dog stayed in the car while John 
smuggled Ms blobby to his front door with his overcoat raised up to shield her identity from 
neighbors arriving at the same time, and sneaked her in. Of course John was really hiding her so 
no one would see her face and tease him later, while he drunkenly searched his pocket for his keys 
and got in. So they laid on the couch and that's all he remembered. The next morning he came to 
and had a horrible hangover, and a wretched taste in his mouth that wouldn't go away for 3 days, 
despite brushing and gargling. [It must have gotten into his sinuses].When he got to his car, it  
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wreaked of dog doo, with evidence to prove his suspicion in the back seat on the floor. Ms Blob 
left a message in the windshield dust with her number and “I had fun”. Like George Bailey (in “It's 
a Wonderful Life”) he asked himself if this was the answer to his prayer. How disgusting!! But, he 
got what he prayed for, or so he thought. The car (despite cleaning and deodorizing) even smelled a 
bit for a few more days. Then the rainbow appeared.
God's Real Answer to his Prayer- Leslie
In Calculus 2A, at Campbell Hall, John noticed this cute dark haired gal with an hour glass figure 
and followed her out. He excused himself as he interrupted her thoughts and introduced himself . 
She was a math major with a mind like a fine clock, and she had dimples and big dark eyes and 
beamed when she smiled. To preserve her anonymity Let's call her “Leslie M”. John wanted and 
got a date. He respected her as a fine young lady with a brilliant mind and really enjoyed her 
company from the start. After several dates she became the answer to his prayer and the finest 
lover he had known. His 2nd rendezvous with her occurred about 4 days after the first, and she 
asked, ”what took so long”? Both wanted more. John made Dean's list soon thereafter and 
continued to produce excellent grades. It's amazing how one can blossom with the correct partner. 
John was able to get a job grading M.E.101 homework assignments for a decent part time income, 
giving himself better pocket money. And he attended his first Live Symphony with the L.A. 
Philharmonic coming into town for a performance. Leslie had connections to get usher jobs for 
seating guests before the concert and then grabbing a free seat when the lights went down. John 
was blown away to have this first experience with a symphony orchestra.
And John Loves Leslie's Family
John got to meet her family in the summer of '65, when he lived at home and worked at Towlsaver, 
again. The family was very nice, as were her younger siblings. John was treated like an adult by 
Leslie's dad and the two enjoyed each other's company. John took Leslie out to Scandia, a very fine 
dining spot, in Hollywood that summer, both dressed to the nines. John got away with ordering a 
double Chivas rocks (which no 19 year old in his right mind would ever order). It was a very 
suitable evening for such a fine young lady. John loved Leslie and wanted to marry her. She was on 
a Regents scholarship that was based upon her performance and not her parent's income. John got 
the paper work to apply for the same scholarship, but his father rebuffed him and wouldn't fill out 
his section of the application. He was very private about his income level and they asked for that 
for statistics only, and not as a consideration in the award of a scholarship. He wouldn't budge. 
[Don Dean only had a high school education, and his father left his mother when he was 1 ½ years 
old, in 1916. So he had no training on how to become a man, nor how to raise sons. His attitude 
was “My way or the highway” and he did nothing to transition responsibility and authority to the 
adult level for his sons while they were under his wing. None of the Dean boys was equipped to 
properly raise children. Don Jr learned from his older wife how to be a man, and she did a 
wonderful job while showing him respect and love.] So John's dad kept him under his thumb, for 
his own pleasure, until he was 21. John considered this a huge detriment to his path in life.
Junior year UCSB- Deans List - Love- Peaceful Ocean Sounds
By now UCSB had converted over to a quarter system, 3 months each. John changed his major to 
Electrical Engineering and started upper division classes. The work was more intense than the first 
2 years. Leslie' room mate was the girlfriend of a guy that lived in John's building in a 2 bedroom 
apartment and asked him if John could come in as a room mate and share the rent. The two guys 
there, Dick the boyfriend of Leslie's room mate, and Bill, decided to share a room together and let 
John have the other bedroom at the start of his junior year. It was a 2nd story unit at the South end of 
the building, where the sound of the ocean waves, one block away, became the natural background 
sound. What made it especially good was Leslie's room mate liked to study with her boyfriend, 
Dick, and John liked to be with Leslie. So a regular routine was established to allow the lovers to be 
together in separate apartments. When Leslie wanted a break in the studies she might say something 
or stick out her butt from the hall and wiggle it a little. John was like Pavlov's dog and came every 
time she beckoned. And the 2 were always mutually satisfied. John became a regular on Deans list, 
as was Leslie. Dick, his roommate, played good guitar, and the two played a bit together back at the 

27



apartment. John wanted to get a better Pimentel guitar and had done drawings to send to Enrique, 
to negotiate with Pimentel on the price, case included. He showed the guitar drawings and his own 
Pimentel guitar, and Dick asked if he could get one as well. John said he believed so, and sent off 
his request to Enrique. The summer was approaching and Marcia was getting married in Mexico 
City, and John's folks wanted to attend with their close friends, Elmer and Edna, who had known 
John since birth, and meet the whole family and share love. John had promised to go to Marcia's 
wedding when he was 15, but again, did not have enough money saved up for plane fare, nor did 
he want to give up summer employment/money needed for the next year. So he sent the guitar 
money, $250., for 2 nice Pimentel guitars of John's design, with his folks, to give to Enrique to pay 
him back for the order he made at Pimentel's factory, and to pick up the guitars and bring them 
home. Not a great move in family politics, but  John would never be in the jet set to accommodate 
Mexican family desires for his presence, and he was pretty sure they understood this. The folks and 
Elmer and Edna were the best representatives of John's family that could attend, and all had fun.
Jr Engr work- Summer Love- Dean Folks Rude & Forcing
In the summer after the junior year, then, John secured a summer job with General Motors Defense 
Research Labs in Goleta as a Junior Engineer and got his own apartment near the beach. Rents in 
the summer were ½ the rate as during the school year, so for $75/month John had his own place. 
Leslie also stayed in town with some other activity and the two got to hangout together a lot. At 
work John got to learn Fortran IV scientific programing, and program the IBM 360 mod 50 to 
solve problems on raising the Pacific Ocean Platform. He also developed an offline tool to solve 
the position of a pinger near an underwater array of hydrophones using time of arrival differentials 
to known hydrophone positions, while engineers were working on the software to do that in real 
time. The object was to track underwater objects. In early trials out at one of the channel islands, 
Johns manual process gave the answer in less than a minute while the computer program had bugs 
to work out. His tool remained on the island for their use when testing the system. This was the 
infancy of an underwater tracking system the US was developing.  John also took a class in 
summer school to make up some units for an uncredited class he had as a freshman. He took an 
English class titled Shakespeare From Script to Stage, taught by the Chairman of the English 
Department. After studying the plays and staging them from indented notes or dialog implications 
the whole class met at the Old Globe theater in Balboa Park in San Diego for a weekend of the 
same three plays. They then critiqued them back in class at UCSB. John took Leslie to this cultural 
event. John Voight, Anthony Zerbe, Will Geer, and a cute actress starred. They visited his family in 
Arcadia on the way home and talked about marriage. The M family was invited to meet the Deans 
at a social occasion at the house. The couple wanted to be married and live in married student 
housing off campus, where John's friend Peter Johnson and his wife Nancy were living. They got 
no blessing from the Deans, who wanted John to finish school unmarried and not be in such a 
hurry. The M s were cordial and civil in their acceptance of the couple. They had faced their 
daughter concerning her intimacy with John and she answered in the affirmative. So they were 
supporting an early marriage. Evelyn Dean said as they were leaving... “Well they're not married 
yet." Later private meetings with his folks (with the normal drinking and smoking in progress) his 
dad became insulting toward the M family religion/race and told John that he didn't have enough 
experience with women to make a decision on marriage, and he wasn't 21 yet. Blah Ba Blah Ba 
Blah! He was saying -go get laid by other women- then pick your bride. But mom was a virgin 
when she married dad. What about that? They kept quiet. His dad had blocked John's attempt to 
become self supporting (with a Regents scholarship, and so John could do whatever he wanted 
after age 21, but wasn't considered old enough to marry on his own recognizance at 20 ½. His dad 
was never apologetic for his dictatorial control of John. He seemed like a selfish, self centered, 
control freak, ignorant of his own duties in fatherhood, and a tyrant with John. But John had to let 
go until he was 21, and then what?, get a job without a degree and save money to finish his 
education? (This seemed to be a laborious solution, and John didn't love his studies in college 
anyway, nor loved the idea of working to pay for his own delayed education. John was very 
frustrated and a bit angry.
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Weekend of Machismo, Booze, Prostitutes, Gives John a Message
John took a week off , after his summer employment, to visit with Enrique in Mexico City, who was 
turning 21. Enrique wanted to go to Acapulco and party a bit there. When they got there Enrique 
saw the son of the governor of the state of Guerrero where Acapulco was located, who was an 
Architectural student at the same university as himself. The governor's son was with a friend, and 
they invited Enrique and John to party with them at the governors mansion in Acapulco. The 
Governor and his wife were out of town. And so they did.....and over drank.... and went to the red 
zone to check out a couple of the ladies of the evening.....to bring back to the mansion to have sex 
there, and then return the pros to their house. John would pay half the bill to treat himself and 
Enrique (as a birthday gift). Off they went, only the guys were looking at older pros in their middle 
thirties who, one could see, wore restraints around their midriffs  to pull in their stomachs and raise 
their breasts They looked ok in clothing but John didn't have much hope for them undressed.  One of 
the guys chose the first broad and the second broad chose the gringo (John). When he got up stairs 
and went into the room behind the lady, he turned around to dim the lights a bit, and when he turned 
his head back around she was laying on the bed, ready for business. She was pretty dumpy with her 
gut hanging out and her breasts hanging down and she patted the sheets to signal John to come over. 
But John had to get up and leave. He dressed quickly and called to Enrique who started upstairs, and 
as they passed each other, John confided his inability ... and... Enrique said “that's ok”. With the 
second lady, John discovered that she was about 5 ½-6 months pregnant and  his drunken mind told 
him not to worry,  just skip it. He was used to love, and this wasn't it. Again he left. 
Devil Leaves John a Broken Finger Memorial
So he and Enrique changed into trunks and took a swim in the governor's pool. They decided to 
have a race and John won, touching first with his left hand. Only it was a hard hit on the pinky 
finger at the edge of the pool, and it dislocated to a 90 degree angle up. He showed his hand to 
Enrique, and Enrique took the hand and quickly pulled the finger out straight and it resettled in the 
correct position. John wiggled it a few times and it seemed fine. [Only it never got strong again and 
50 years later it's still not quite right.  John figures it was left as a reminder (from the devil) of  
John's infidelity to Leslie.  John believes (for the last 25 years at this time) that God doesn't punish 
anybody for anything. He may require some amends in heaven to even things out. But He didn't 
make us error prone to keep a list and then punish us for living up to “how we were made” That 
idea is spiritual hogwash and the essence of organized religions' “control with fear” theology. 
John's Sorry-Gets Kinky-Wants Confidence- No- Dumps Leslie
When John got back he called Leslie and shared his wrong doing, and asked for forgiveness for 
even trying what he attempted. She forgave him and they loved again. Then John thought that he 
would like to try some kinkier sex with Leslie and she didn't want to, but acquiesced and it didn't 
seem pleasant to either of them. He apologized and asked her not to tell anyone, only she felt the 
need to talk about it with her summer room mate who came from Arcadia High, and when asked 
again, admitted their discussion, both girls not understanding guys who want that. John felt 
embarrassed and betrayed in the confidence he requested and feared that rumors would get around 
about his kinky trial. Not knowing if he could confide with Leslie on anything else, he called off 
their relationship. Besides, he hadn't foreseen an easy time ahead as it was. His parent's strong 
objection, their negative talk about Elnora, now about Leslie. It seemed it would become a difficult 
marriage with tension or phony kindness in his family. He hadn't yet seen the full truth of his dad's 
incompetence in fatherhood, and was still sold on the football mentality of life. He felt bad 
emotionally, for Leslie really was a love and a brilliant person with her talents, her loving 
personality, and her scientific/mathematical thinking. But John was too immature to follow through 
with her. He hadn't been raised to grow in authority and responsibility toward adulthood. He had 
been raised to live his life dad's way, until he was 21. So he wasn't prepared to blow his mom & dad 
out for Leslie. Instead he blew out Leslie, and she did nothing really very wrong. As he looks back 
he sees that this was probably the best solution  for Leslie. She would not have to deal with his 
addictive nature: with his tobacco, his booze, and his lust (wandering eye), nor his football (pushy) 
mentality, nor his prejudiced/selfish/better than/controlling family.
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Sr. Yr- John's Roomie Is Superman–Vince-New Trysts- Music
It was John's senior year in college and Vince Duffy, was going to be his room mate. They got an 
apartment more toward the center of Isla Vista. Vince was all grown up, about 6'3”, 220lbs, strong 
in the arms and shoulders and chest, an ex-high school basketball star, but still quiet and low key, 
a fine young gentleman. He had good looks with his size and with his black hair and sky blue 
eyes. John knew the cooking/shopping, house keeping routine of living off campus and helped 
Vince adjust to his new setting. Vince wore glasses for his reading and looked like a perfect Clark 
Kent. They got along great. John did the cooking, and Vince cleaned up the kitchen. Pretty early 
on, John, with good study habits, was doing well and had some time to get out  a bit. There was a 
beer bar that featured live entertainment on the weekend, usually a guitar player/singer, on tour, 
and the talent changed every week. During their breaks, locals approved by the house, could play a 
couple of songs themselves so there was always music in the joint. John, now almost 21, became a 
regular weekend visitor and after awhile asked if he could play and sing on a break. He was 
approved for a try and did well with songs like “Greenback Dollar”, and “St. James Infirmary”, or 
“Runaway” and “La Bamba”, etc. A gal serving beer looked ok and had a great figure so John 
worked her for a date. She was fine with that and took John home afterward. She was a bit 
promiscuous, and that was fine with John. She could be called at the spur of the moment and if she 
was available, fine. Another gal, quite pregnant, but unmarried and beautiful seemed to notice 
John in one of her liberal arts classes and John noticed back. She was also intimate on the first 
date. John also saw Marlene Rowley, his old badminton partner from his freshman year, who lived 
in the apartment building behind his unit. Every time he saw her empty the trash in the dumpster 
across the parking lot he approved of her figure. So one time he went out with his trash can and 
said hi. She was smiley and friendly, and John wrangled a date with her. She was very straight 
laced and well armed to fend off sexual advances.  She became a “good girl” friend, for occasional 
companionship and outings. They had several dates and warmed up to each other. Vince had an 
old sweetheart of his, Michelle, come up to visit, the same weekend that brother Jim was coming 
up. John and Jim had no other place to go. So that night Michelle and Vince were in his bed, John 
in his bed, and Jim wanted to be on floor in a sleeping bag between the two beds. Neither Vince 
nor Michelle complained. All went to sleep and in the wee hours, Vince and Michelle got intimate 
under his covers. John pretended to be fast asleep. Good for Vince!! John and Jim got up later in 
the morning before Vince and Michelle, and cleared out of the room, to leave the lovers some 
better privacy. Vince drank and got drunk the next night and he became a different person, like he 
was in a trance, and started showing off his strength outdoors. He turned into Mr. Hyde as in 
Jekyll and Hyde. Michelle said that, back in So Cal, Vince had ripped out a sprinkler system from 
the grass, pipes and all, during a particular drunk that she witnessed. John thought it's not safe for 
him to drink.He talked with him the next day, and Vunce went back to a teetotaler who read a lot. 
She Was Infested & Dean Loses Cookies 
One night John's promiscuous waitress came to his place and spent the night. Bright and early he 
heard a knocking on his door. He shouldn't have, but did open the door a crack, and saw Marlene 
smiling with a plate full of cookies. He couldn't let her in to witness his company, so he said he 
had company and would get back to  her later. She understood the implication and was hurt for a 
second, before she showed anger and turned around in a huff to leave. John had told her that he 
liked sex, and if she wasn't going to provide it, he'd have to seek it elsewhere, while he continued 
to respect her position on sex (no sex before marriage). So John wasn't feeling any shame, just a 
bit embarrassed. John got a case of the crabs from this waitress, so he decided to get  medical 
assistance from the school infirmary, and cool it with the waitress.
John & the Dean of Engineering Hit It Off
In school, he was doing great and approached the Dean of Electrical Engineering, Dr. Conrad, for 
council and assistance,. The Dean became friendly with John and shared a bit about his life. He 
was an old man who had helped engineer and install power for the state of Connecticut when he 
was younger. He built fine violins, in the $2,000. range in his spare time, while John had spent free 
time designing and building a marimbula in a school shop.  They had a couple things in common.
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The Dean asked him over for dinner with his girlfriend to the Conrad house. John then asked 
Marlene if she would like to accompany him. She was delighted. There at the Dr Conrad's house 
after dinner, John wandered off with the Dean to his wood shop, while Marlene visited with the 
Dean's sweet wife. John listened intently to his talk about violin making. John shared that he 
played guitar and had designed a marimbula , and so he could appreciate Dr. Conrad's fine talent. 
On another evening John brought his new Pimentel guitar to share with the Conrads. They were 
moved by the sweet sound. Dr Conrad played one of his violins. He was not a very fine player, but 
he knew the sound for its quality and how to affect the sound in his wood work. All tops were 
slow growth spruce (from Europe) like fine guitars. The purfling around the edge of the top is a 
decorative inlay that is cross grain to the top wood, to block the passage of any moisture on the top 
edge from transferring to the fine spruce top. The finer the radial grain of the top, the higher the 
frequency response. The thinner the wood on the top and near to the purfling, the greater the 
volume of the instrument. The Dean's violins played all notes beautifully and at a high volume, 
without any buzz. John let the Dean know that he wanted to go to a fine graduate school , like 
Standford, MIT, or Cal Tech for post grad work. John had close to a 4 point in his engineering and 
science classes and ranked 2nd amongst the students there. Dr. Conrad and the Assistant Dean of 
Electrical Engineering both wrote excellent letters for John's applications to these three colleges.
Suspend the Ball or Don't Graduate with High Honors
The assistant Dean, Bill Harrison, had sold his power supply company to HP in 1962 and  retired 
to Santa Barbara  as assistant Dean of Engineering at UCSB. He offered John a last quarter lab 
project  to design and built a system to balance  a hollow steel ball in mid air, with the use of an 
electro magnet. His own son was getting his masters degree on the same subject back East, but 
John only had one quarter and 4 units for the work. John got to work on this while attending 
classes in other subjects as well. He developed the equations for stability and it seemed do-able. 
Johns idea was to make a 5 sided cabinet with the front open, mount a light source on one side 
near the middle of the side wall, and mount a a broad photocell-resister on the other side to vary 
its resistance with the shadow/light on it, caused by the ball''s partial blockage of light in the 
middle of the cabinet, where it would be suspended. A strong electro magnet above the box would 
create the force needed to counteract gravity on the ball at the stable height below the magnet. 
John made a strong electro magnet by buying a short piece of 1” diameter steel rod (about 6 inches 
long), putting a wooden collar on each end to allow for about 3.5” of windings between the 
collars, and then bought about a ½ mile of 16-18 gauge insulated wire and wound it on the core, 
until it was about 3” in diameter. It measured 6 Henrys in inductance. The photocell resistor was 
then set up in a voltage divider pair to bias the base junction on a power transistor. The collector 
voltage of that transistor biased the base of the next power transistor through a zener diode to cut 
the DC drive level down, and it's load was the coil of the magnet. More light on the cell meant that 
the ball was falling (more light coming over the top of the ball). This would drive the next stage 
harder thus increasing the current in the magnet which would make it stronger to help the ball 
come back up. If more shadow occurred, the ball was going up to peg itself on the strong magnet, 
but the signal cut the current to the electro magnet  weakening its magnetic strength, which 
allowed the ball to fall down a bit with the stronger relative gravity. Somewhere there's a stable 
level of drive that keeps the shadow (and ball ) fixed. Well, in testing it acted unstable. John would 
bring the ball up toward the full on magnet and at about 1 inch away it would lift the ball out of 
John's hand and then drop it before it hit the magnet, and not recover in time to catch it on the way 
back down. This is how it was about 3 days before grades had to be turned in. Mr. Harrison 
checked it out and told John that his theory may be fairly good, but it didn't work. He said he'd 
give John a C if it still didn't work when grades were due, and an A if it worked. Within the next 
day John was hit with an idea for a fix. Electro magnets don't allow instantaneous change in 
current, The time constant for response time has to do with the RL (resistance times 
inductance) time constant of the output circuit. John could put some resistance in series with the 
coil and raise this constant , giving the magnet  a higher frequency response to make it quicker 
acting. On the other hand increasing the resistance lowers the output current which weakens the 
magnets strength. So it occurred to John to double the source voltage for the output stage while
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doubling the in-line resistance and he'd get  the needed current to keep the ball at 1” below the 
magnet, while achieving a better time constant  to help stabilize the system. The magnet could 
change current through itself faster if it's hit with a higher voltage to balance out the increase in 
resistance. So he found a power resistor in the shop that equaled the coil wire resistance and a 
power supply rated at the same current, but twice the voltage, and put them in the control circuit. 

BINGO!!!! The system took 
the ball out of John's hand as 
he raised it up under the 
magnet and it popped up 
another 1/16 “ or so and stayed 
right there in space, 1” below 
the magnet, without any visual 
means of support. HE 
SOLVED THE PROBEM and 
ran to get Mr. Harrison late on 
the day before grades were 
due. John had no idea that this 
would give him a 4.0 for his 
entire last quarter and raise his 
overall grade point average, 
with liberal arts Bs and Cs, to 
3.40, the lower boundary for 
high honors graduation, This 
was another huge surprise at 
graduation (like his winning 
of all of the academic honors 
at Holy Angels as a boy, only 
bigger). He seemed smarter 

than he felt he was. Results came back from Stanford, MIT, and Cal Tech. The first two said that 
he would qualify for entry but there was no money to offer him. Cal Tech offered him a Teaching 
Assistant-ship, with full tuition and fees, and $200/month income in exchange for his services of 
monitoring the under graduate projects lab, that interested undergraduate students used for building 
their genius projects. John accepted with delight. When graduation day came, his parents and 
brothers Don and Jim, and Elmer and Edna came up and Vince was there to attend. He got tickets 
for their seats in the big Gaucho Stadium. It was a beautiful day and all were dressed in their 
Sunday best. But they decided to walk over to the field that was 
about a ½ mile away. When they arrived John searched his 
pockets and couldn't find his tickets. He suffered an Uncle Billy 
moment from “It's a wonderful Life”. Then he remembered he 
had left them on top of the dresser in the bedroom. He felt like a 
total fool,  with the ceremony about 10 minutes away, and being 
a smoker in graduation robes  he didn't think he could run that 
distance in a round trip and arrive in time. So he asked if Vince 
could help. Vince, without a word spoken,  took off in his suit at 
a fairly hefty pace and returned with the tickets within 10 minutes, 
and perspiring. What a great friend!!! He made that graduation 
ceremony possible for John and himself and the family, and Elmer 
and Edna. [Vince got a one way ticket to heaven within the next 
three years, while serving his country. He had to join or be 
drafted, like John, because of Lyndon Johnson's cancellation of 
student deferments in February 1968 for a two year age group: 
graduating seniors and 1st year graduate students. 
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John worked the summer of 1967 with the same lab, that took on another name: AC Electronics 
Defense Research Laboratory (ACDRL). This time they wanted John to work on a bench, testing a 
production circuit that was blowing out power transistors in the field. They wanted to know why. 
He got a little better pay now that he had his degree in Electrical Engineering. The source had to be 
the transistor itself. There was a theory that hot electrons could break through the base junction that 
was rated to take a lower average power and, like a hole in a dike, eventually break open the dam 
(blow out the base junction and short out the transistor. There was no way to prove this. One could 
probably redesign the transistor physical layout to reduce the likelihood of hot electrons from ever 
being a problem, but the math didn't exist at that time to model the design nor this problem. In fact 
the design of most transistors was somewhat physically intuitive, and less supported by the math 
done on some simplified model. John was carried by the lab and only got some statistics for the 
failures, as some lasted a lot longer time than the average. A new circuit fixed the problem.
John and Office Bait-Pay the Price- Revert to Marriage Thinking
John did notice a voluptuous young blond  working there and got an introduction. He got to know 
her a little and met her boyfriend, an auto mechanic, that ran a service station near campus. She was 
living with the guy and saving up her money, as a secretary, for later use. John interested her with 
talk of his audio recording system he had modified with special features and got an evening with 
her to show it off, (unaccompanied by her boyfriend). They had a few drinks, and giggled and 
experimented with some recording, and John came onto her. She was comfortable with that, but 
told him that she had some unidentified venereal disease that he might catch. There were no visible 
symptoms and she didn't report any physical symptoms, so John decided to take his chances. Bad 
decision.  At work she told John that she was ready to move in with him. But John didn't want that, 
so he hemmed and hawed a bit and got some time to think about it. In the meantime he started 
feeling the onset of a urinary track infection that convinced him that he may have contracted her 
disease. He scheduled an urgent appointment with a doctor of internal medicine in Santa Barbara, 
who said he needed a semen sample to test and wanted to massage John's prostate through his anus 
to force an ejaculate to come out for lab analysis. John objected very strongly and argued that if it 
was positive, the fix should be some strong antibiotic to fight it and that the antibiotic wouldn't 
cause him harm, whether or not he had the infection the medicine could fix. Besides, a blind shot at 
repair would probably eliminate John's symptoms faster than if he had to wait for lab analysis to get 
started with the anecdote. The Doctor relented and issued a prescription for what would probably 
cure this problem. It did and John avoided what he had heard was a very uncomfortable procedure. 
[This doctor would later issue a negative report on John's character during an FBI background 
investigation on his life, that he would have to explain to the  FBI.  It's really pretty funny. One 
would think that the doctor didn't understand why John was so adamant about getting the cure 
before the test, so he just said "mentally unstable" or something similar, John imagines. But years 
before, Bob Crawford had told the story of  getting the clap while he was in the Navy and having to 
submit to this procedure as part of the cure. He had said it was very painful. And John didn't want 
to be forced to orgasm, least of all with somebody's finger up his butt.  But this doctor raised a  big 
red flag and the FBI sent two agents to find out why. John didn't know that. It's just that, while 
working at the Navy Lab in San Diego, John needed a Top Secret clearance in the middle 1970s, 
which required a background investigation that cost the government a fortune (about $50-100K) 
and this doctor's report was a snag in the investigation, so agents were sent to clarify the situation 
directly with John. When they confronted John with this report from the doctor in Santa Barbara, 
John remembered the situation and laughed and told the agents the simple truth: that the doctor 
wanted to give him a finger wave up his butt and he didn't want that so he argued to get the 
prescription in place of the test. They looked at each other and laughed and that was the end of 
that. John got his clearance.]  Meanwhile John thought that this experience was telling him that it's 
not safe to mess around randomly to get sex. He knew how love (and  imagined marriage) was so 
much safer and emotionally rewarding.
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CHAPTER 2 MARRIAGE-MILITARY-CHILDREN-ENGINEERING

Marlene - TRIALS – Rowley's Control- M Defrocked-Wedding
In  the summer of 1967 John was still dating Marlene, who seemed like a good prospect for 
marriage, and he thought that if he married her before Cal Tech started, he'd be regularly trimmed 
by a decent respectable wife and be able to concentrate on his studies, which were bound to be 
more difficult than those at UCSB. He wouldn't have time to date and play the field otherwise. So 
he got together with Marlene and they talked and John proposed to her. She accepted and so the 
plan was put in motion. A meeting with John' folks and Marlene's folks seemed in order. Times 
were arranged. John's parents, probably feeling a bit guilty for meddling in John's relationship with 
Leslie, were pleasant and bit their tongues if they did have reservations. Marlene's folks, Roy and 
Ruth Rowley, on the other hand, were testy, negative, inquisitive, and setting conditions they had 
no right to impose to delay the marriage into the following year. They wanted the couple to take a 
marriage class from their minister and abide by his advice. The couple agreed to the counseling, 
but nothing else. They asked about John's prior relationships, only to use the information to 
attempt to derail the marriage. Marlene, now 23, acted like an obedient younger daughter in a 
quandary. Of course she wanted the church wedding, the white gown, and the big crowd of family 
and friends, the flowers and cake, and champagne. And her folks had to agree for that to happen. 
The couple did well with the minister, and he told them that, but he respected Marlene's parent's 
issue of not knowing John long enough to heartily approve, and recommended they delay their 
plans to marry by September to a later date. John wouldn't have it. He told Marlene that the delay 
was holding up their intimacy for an indefinite time and that was not fair for the parents to be 
making that decision. So by September Marlene relented and had sex with John at his little rental 
unit in Pasadena. The Rowleys called for a pow wow at their beach house on Oxnard Shores. John 
said if her folks insist on controlling and delaying the marriage that they should walk out on them 
and take matters into their own hands, and Marlene agreed. So when they arrived, the Rowleys 
basically dictated a delay and Marlene's older sister and her husband voiced agreement with her 
folks. John walked out with encouragement from Roy ”Yeah!!, get out of here.. right now! "And 
he ordered Marlene to stay, and she did. John told her what THEY had agreed to,  so Marlene 
cried, but stayed per her dad's order. John walked out PISSED!!!! and said to himself, “that does it. 
We're through.”  He drove back to his folk's house to break the news, and the folks understood his 
position, as they respected the magic notion that a person becomes an adult at age 21. John spent 
the night and probably drank a bit as well. John was in Joe's old room and the phone disturbed him 
at about 3AM, and rang and rang and rang. It was Marlene, crying and asking for forgiveness, and 
expressing her love, and asking John to pick her up at the bus depot. She caught a bus to be with 
him. So, she was stranded at the bus depot. He softened a bit and went to get her. She told John 
that she had confided the fact of their premarital sex with her folks, which abruptly stopped the 
“Derail John” train that was  roaring along after him, driven by Roy and Ruth Rowley. John had 
spoiled their daughter, who would not be a virgin for anybody else. They acquiesced  and plans 
were put in place for a big December wedding. The couple were married on 29 December, 1967, 
at the Bel Air  Presbyterian church. The Church was on Mulholland Drive (lovers lane) with a 
spectacular view of the entire San Fernando Valley. John had spent the ½ hour before the 
ceremony smoking cigarettes and passing a bottle of Scotch around with his brothers and dad in 
the parking lot at the getaway car's open trunk lid. At the reception  John pretended to clean up 
Marlene's mouth with a fork after giving her a bite of their cake. He was laughing and playing. But 
her eyes and mouth turned to anger and she held the wine glass up to John's mouth forcing him to 
take it all quickly or get wet or choke on it. He did his best to smile and be light hearted about 
these shenanigans. But this should have taught John something. [His wife appeared vindictive and 
was not lighthearted with  John .]  Elmer and Edna let the couple use their beach bungaloo right 
on the sands of Balboa Island, a great spot for a honeymoon and the couple pulled the curtains, 
turned off their 24 hour body clocks, and got started to really get to know each other, with a few 
outings for meals, and to get a break, naps, and fresh air.
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Cal Tech- Bad Military Options Only -  Marlene n John Both Reactive to Bullying
The couple had rented a bare 1 bedroom apartment 1 block off Colorado Blvd and within walking 
distance of Cal Tech. Marlene's folks gifted a bed of Marlene's choosing to support her back. Her 
folks also threw in some used furniture from one of their rentals. They had rental units in town and 
at the beach in Oxnard, keeping one of the beach units empty for their use as desired. Roy was the 
plant manager of the big GM assembly plant in Van Nuys. and a model of success. He also had 
lots of stocks and bonds, and was an elder at his church. He really had a nice personality, but was a 
bit of a wuss with his wife, who seemed to lead the way in their interpersonal communications 
with others. Marlene was also the victim of her controlling parents who did not help her learn to 
be an adult. Marlene had been teased a lot by her older sister and big brother as a kid, and, like 
John, was hateful of bullies. Her vindictiveness had to come from this background of stifling 
control over her and cruel sibling hassles. Intrinsically, though, she was more easy going like her 
father, while her sister, Carol, was more like her mother. Marlene had a job teaching in the L.A. 
City school system and used the '56 Chevy to drive to work, while John walked to Cal Tech for his 
classes. They got through the year ok, except for the life altering order from President Johnson in 
February, 1968 to cancel graduating senior and 1st year graduate student deferments at the end of 
the year. This would make John's draft status become 1A in June, and he would be near the top of 
the list for induction into the Army and likely to receive orders for Vietnam. To avoid this he 
would have to leave the country, refuse service and go to jail, or join the service. Not desiring any 
of these options, he decided to compete for Officer Training School (OTS) with the Air Force and 
took the tests in the spring of 1968. He tested at the 97 percentile level, and was put on a waiting 
list to start OTS. Meanwhile, he finished up his year at Cal Tech, got his masters and he and 
Marlene took their first vacation to June Lake to fish and hike, and then moved to Isla Vista, near 
the UCSB campus and got a 1 bedroom apartment. They fought a lot or remained silent.[Marlene 
had the notion that people argue by first sensing their point of view, then manifesting all the 
support information they can to support that point of view. John, sort of, agreed; but John was 
also bounded by fair play, truth, and logic. He could listen fairly to opposing points of view and 
change his thinking. She seemed stuck at step one: manifesting support information for her 
original point of view  He could change his mind given enough evidence to support the new 
conclusion. Marlene felt abuse or control as a little girl so she would tend to fight against any 
thinking against her own as an adult. John thinks of that as stubborn and immature and knows 
first hand that she was stubborn about his purchase of a reclining chair for himself for over a year 
before he went ahead, against her threat of divorce, to finally buy one when Christine was about 1 
and 1/2.. Surely in her later schooling for geology she learned to look at all the facts and be open 
for new ideas.  He also knows how much his daughters love their mother and cherish her memory. 
John had a totally different relationship and many years before the daughters grew up , but he 
still respects his daughter's feelings regarding their mother from their later experience.  John 
defers to the loving God of his understanding and believes that all humans go to heaven, where 
they all act loving with everyone, so that any differences will be more than resolved in short order 
in heaven. Slow Draft- EO Inc- A Rare Friend Chandos-Family Portrait He 
changed his home of record to Isla Vista for the draft board which would delay his induction. Then 
he started looking for a job. Marlene got a lab position. John got an interview with an optical 
technology company, Electro Optical, in Goleta and was offered a job as a bench engineer, the 
second engineer in the company  below the Company Vice President, Bob Chandos, thee ELVIS 
PRESLEY (KING) of Engineering. The company made infrared optical products for the Navy and 
was developing a line of test equipment for those products. Bob had designed and built the ground 
following radar guidance system for the FB 111 fighter bomber with another company, and was a 
very gifted genius. He had a photographic memory and could grasp detailed scientific 
arguments and the supporting equations while simply turning pages one after another after
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another. His knowledge was very deep in all sciences because of this skill. He was a mensch, 
married, father of 3-4, who also played many musical instruments. John and he developed a 
friendship and hung out together during off hours, once a week, or so, playing music and talking. 
He was a serious, soft spoken man of conviction who could also laugh at John's humor and enjoy  
his fun nature. He rode a motorcycle and was a  new pilot who rented airplanes to further develop 
his skills. John went flying with him one time, and after experiencing his stalls and high cross wind 
landing, decided to stay on the ground. Bob had invented a design for a pull string talking doll a 
few years back, and taken it to the Mattel Toy Company to try and sell it, and was ripped off. Thugs    

came to his door and threatened to kill him and his
family if he raised any stink about their theft. Bob
let go of the doll which made millions for Mattel. 
John believed him. He 
was also a Catholic, a 
man of good faith and 
morals. In this time 
frame while in Goleta, 
John decided to start a 
big oil painting of his 
birth family (at left). He 
finished it by October in 
time to get it framed and deliver it to his mom and 
dad before his call up for OTS. At work John was 

given  the job of designing an automatic 
tracking radiometer that could follow a hot 
spot and read its temperature. The optical 
input focused the incoming energy on a 
quadra-cell detector array, which ran the 
amplifiers used for azimuth and elevation 
motor control of radiometer pointing. 
Pointing drive on the axes would stop 
when the energy on each of the 4 cells was 
equally divided (ie when the signal hit the 
center divide of the four cells in the middle 
of the array) . The “hot spot” reading was 
then calibrated to read the temperature of 
the spot that the device tracked. It got a lot 
of attention at an industrial fair where John

was asked to demonstrate the device to interested passersby at the Electro Optical booth. He is 
shown at left with the tracking radiometer, his wife, Marlene, and founder Art Cussen, at that fair. 
The company became Electro Optical Industries, the world leader in photonic  instrumentation 
since 1964 and in the current era. In the absence of a hot point source, the device would wander up 
in the air following the heat gradient in the room, and probably just  proved itself to be a feasibility 
model for a real system. Remote control and measurement of a computer controlled welding 
operation might have been a good application for such a device in production. In September 
Marlene got a teaching job in the area and in late October John got an offer to start Air Force OTS. 
He accepted the offer and resigned his position with Electro Optical and reported to the induction 
physical on 8 November in Los Angeles.
No Draft - Dean Opts for OTS-  2nd Lt - Buys AF-1  Bob Chandos didn't understand the urgency 
as he felt he could get John a critical skills deferment through the Navy projects the company had 
(that John didn't even know about). In fact Bob called John at OTS 2-3 weeks into his training, and 
told John he got the deferment, that wasn't even allowed by the law at that time, to the best of 
John's knowledge. John had been warned at OTS that any OT that chose Self Initiated Elimination 
(SIE) would be grabbed by the Army post haste. 
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John chose on the spot to stay in OTS for fear of their promise. Bob was not only disappointed, 
but probably angry that John did not come back after all the work he did to arrange things. John 
didn't want to be in the military service, he just believed he had no other reasonable choice. On 
February 7th 1969, John was commissioned a 2nd lieutenant in the United Stated Air Force and 
ordered to report to Keesler AFB, Biloxi , Mississippi for radar officer training within 2 weeks. He 
had had a few weekends off before commissioning and was able to locate a good deal on a late 
model Pontiac at a local car dealer. They had a white '66 Pontiac, 2 dr. hardtop, 389cuin, 
automatic, with air, and with 33K miles for $1700, out the door. New, this was about $3400.  And 
Marlene wired the money. Roy sold John's '56 Chevy and Marlene took the train to join John after 
arranging the pick up of the household goods, with Rowley assistance, God bless 'em..
OTS Distorts John's Vision- Mar Conceives-Mardi Gras
They had had some fairly big verbal fights in their marriage so far, but John felt that compared to 
the military, Marlene was a sweetheart and could be tolerated and even loved, and John wanted to 
start a family while in the service. Marlene agreed & got pregnant within days of John's 
commissioning, and the baby was due in early November, 1969. [Feb 7, 1969 to Nov 10, 1969 is 9 
mo.s & 3 days]. On the way the couple stopped in New Orleans. They spent a couple of days 
touring the city. Bourbon street was littered with hard sell hucksters trying to entice the passersby 
into their bar or lounge. There were street walkers in the evening and music playing into the 
streets, and lots of  restaurants, The French quarter was beautiful with its old brick buildings with 
rod iron railing and window dressings, shade trees, and gas fired street lamps. Mardi Gras had 
started  and they watched some parades and got candy and beaded plastic necklaces thrown to 
them from the floats. It was 90 miles to Biloxi and they took the scenic drive along hwy 90 right 
on the gulf coast where they saw alligators in the creeks along the gulf.
Wake Up to Seat Belts - Gulf Coast Apt -  Radar Class all EEs
John checked in at the safety office where he and Marlene were put on an elevated tram car, seat 
belted, and released down a ramp that abruptly hit some bumpers on the opposing wall which 
pulled their butts out of the seat. They were going 5 mph at the point of collision, which showed 
them how humans become missiles on 5mph collisions. They wore their seat belts religiously after 
that. John was released to seek housing in the area. They found a 1 bedroom unfurnished 
apartment across the street (Highway 90) from the beach, that they liked and secured it. Within a 
day or two the household goods arrived and were brought into their unit. Everything had been 
treated well in the move and all was accounted for. They got their phone, and utilities connected. 
John was able to drive to class and come home for lunch, before returning for the afternoon 
session. John's class was all new lieutenant Electrical Engineers, and John was called upon to be 
the class leader. Everyone kept their military appearance and demeanor well, and the class was 
really fairly easy. The normal time span for this class was 1 year, but all being EEs, they finished 
the class in 6 months and helped the instructor make corrections to the lesson plans where they 
detected errors that needed to be fixed. John's folks flew into New Orleans for a couple of days , 
then John and Marlene met them and they all went to T Pittaris as his dad's guest for dinner,

and returned to Biloxi the next day for an over nighter in Biloxi. 
Then John returned them to the New Orleans the next day. At school 
their honors graduate certificates would be forwarded to them at 
their next respective duty stations. John made friends with the guys 
and hosted an evening social at his beach apartment at the end of the 
term. He went to the wharf in Pascagula and bought about 6 lbs of 
shrimp shoveled into sacks from the  fresh caught pile on ice against 
the wall of the shack at $.35/lb for $2.10 total, to bring home and 
clean up to make shrimp cocktails for his guests, and he stocked his 
bar and got sodas and mix for the drinks. Before departure the guys  
picked up their orders at a farewell meeting on base.  MajorGeneral

  2nd Lt John on AF-1        Sheeley (an MIT graduate engineer) spoke briefly to the guys 
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and posed with John (a Cal
Tech MSEE graduate, and Lt.
Dave Garbin, An MIT BSEE
graduate, who both got
Headquarters assignments
with the AF Comm Service,
co-located with the Material
Airlift Command (MAC) at
Scott AFB, Illinois. General
Sheeley called Cal Tech the 
MIT of the west, and Lt. Dean
replied, "but who won the 
cross country electric car race
between the schools last year,
Gen. Sheeley?" And the 2 
laughed.
To HQ AFCS



in the link calculation. A frequency hopping modem called the  TATS modem was in use.  He 
learned how TATS channels could be selected not to interfere with narrow band voice signals, so 
users working on the satellites, would not jam each other. The satellite transponders needed enough 
uplink power to capture the share of downlink power for a given circuit. The power needed from 
the bird (satellite) would be a function of the receiving stations antenna gain and the signal to noise 
ratio needed for quality communications at that terminal. A voice circuit required about 10 times 
the power of a teletype (TTY) circuit. So a sending terminal had to raise its power by a factor of 10 
if he switched from TTY to voice for the same receiver terminal, in an ideal world. Only the test 
program showed that small signal TTY circuits suffered from small signal suppression through the 
satellite transponders, and the affect was a a couple of decibels 2 db. So Dean came to the 
realization that he could develop power tables to guide users on how to set their power relative to 
all other users and perfectly maximize the number of circuits one could have on the birds at any 
given time. So the swap from TTY to voice was really 8 db when TTY users were given 2 db of 
small signal suppression margin already to make their TTY links work. Dean's power tables were 
good for any terminal type transmitting to any other terminal type. They were in matrix form and  
were universal for all of the services. All the services were vying for the position of lead service to 
monitor and control access to the joint service users when it went operational. So Dean drafted the 
plan for Air Force Control of scheduling and monitoring of the joint service system, with one 
satellite in the Pacific and the other over the Atlantic with a dual coverage zone in the Midwest that 
offered access to both satellites at the same time. A joint service control center would then be 
installed in the dual coverage zone, to be run by the AF Comm Service, and it would be capable of 
relaying messages from the far side of coverage on one satellite to the far side of coverage on the 
other satellite, as in a link from China to the control center in the states, relayed through the other 
satellite to the end user in the UK...the long way around the world. Dean incorporated examples of 
operational circuits of national importance to show what could be accommodated on the system. 
The Air Force won lead service after Pentagon review of all services inputs. Dean walked the halls 
of the JCS and the Secretary of Defense in the pentagon on more than one occasion with Maj. Marr. 
Lucky Trip to Europe-Escapades     In this time frame, Plans and Programs got a new DCS, 

Col Iannacito, who received the honors grad certificate 
forwarded from Keesler to bestow on Lt. Dean (one of many 
EEs who took the radar officer training and, understandably, 
passed in ½ the time with flying colors). The new DCS had 
been selected by Congress for Brigadier General, so he was 
the highest ranking DCS at HQ AFCS. All DCSs were asked 
by the Deputy Commander of AFCS to submit the names of 
junior officers they knew who they would recommend for a 
trip to Europe to tour AFCS installations with the Deputy 
Commander and his inspection staff. General elect Iannacito 
only knew one such officer, Lt. John Dean, so Lt Dean was 
nominated and chosen to join the Deputy Commander of 

AFCS with this lucky break, and packed his bags, including his Mess Dress uniform (Air Force 
Officer formal attire). The Command Aircraft was a C 118, 4 engine propeller driven aircraft 
refurbished with lounge chairs, dining services, and refreshments, for a very comfortable flight. 
There was a colonel, a major, a couple of captains, 2nd Lt Dean, and several high to medium ranking 
Non Commissioned Officers (NCOs), plus about 4 civilians employees of the Command. All had 
business contacts throughout Europe to engage for this Command inspection. Dean was along for 
the ride and had no duties. But he was advised that the general set a fast pace and any staff missing 
their rides would be left in Europe to find their own way home. So all were encouraged to get up 
early, dress and pack and dine and be ready to go when the staff cars arrived. All were familiar with 
this regimen except Lt. Dean. They did London and the surrounding area, and Dean got used to 
serpentining behind the officer of next highest rank (as he did before him, and so on) to follow
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the general in and out of comm buildings while he and their highest authority talked. They stayed 
at the Columbia Club on the north side of Hyde Park and partied there at night in the lounge. They 
had the weekend off. Ladies would come and go from the officer's table, and dancing was in 
progress. John happened to get a dance with the daughter of General Chuck Yeager (the first 
human to break the sound barrier in 1947) and was respectful and courteous. Then some English 
girls came in and perked up the party. The higher ranking officers were flirting with them so Dean 
kept quiet. But at closing they wanted to continue the party at one of their apartments nearby so 
Dean tagged along. The cutest one flirted the most and the Major was working her quite a bit with 
the other officers. Dean smiled and drank his drink and stayed out of the flirting. When the girls 
finally wanted to end the party the cute one asked the quiet shy officer to accompany her home. A 
bird in the hand... While in London Dean visited the Tower of London and saw the royal jewels in 
the basement, saw where Ann Boleyn lost her head, saw the tower bridge, Trafalgar Square, 
Buckingham Palace, Soho, and visited St. Pauls Cathedral, free of charge, and rode the tube to get 
there. The team did have an arranged evening of drinks  with a British veterans group, some from 
WWI. Dean sat across from a WWI submarine attack  pilot, a fine old gentleman who was very 
loyal to the crown. “Long live the Queen” was toasted throughout the evening. Then they flew to 
Scotland to visit a site and then onto Belgium and a couple of sites in Germany. They arrived in 
Belgium in the late afternoon and checked into the Grand Hotel in Mons and got their rooms. 
Then Dean joined the team for a walk around the town where he saw ladies of the evening sitting 
in window displays up and down the street, half dressed and gesturing to passersby. He then 
returned to the Hotel where the formal “dining in” was to be held for the officers on duty there 
and the visiting team. Dressed in their formal attire, drinks were served before  dinner in a big 
private room, where dinner was served, and dessert, and brandy and cigars while speakers told 
there stories to laughs and applause. Dean went to bed early so he didn't ask for a wake-up call. 11 
hours later he woke up from the best night sleep he'd ever had and realized almost immediately 
that he missed his staff car to Chievres Air Base. He packed in a flash and went down to the lobby 
where he paid his bill and asked for a taxi. He didn't understand a word said, but a taxi arrived and 
he saw that, with hand gestures, it was his. He had said Chievres Air Base  several times at hotel 
check out and listened to how the pronunciation was supposed to be, when they figured out what 
he was saying. He went out to the taxi and repeated what he thought the pronunciation was 
supposed to be “Chivra Ar Baz”, the taxi driver repeated him and he nodded. After a few minutes 
the field appeared to his left and then he saw a USAF blue staff car off the road to the right.. He 
hollered and the taxi driver stopped. He put his hand out with francs in it and the driver took the 
fare. When he got out, 2-3 of the civilians in the team, who had realized that Dean was missing, 
greeted him and he threw his bags in their trunk. They looked at the itinerary , checked their 
watches and identified where the general would be next. The staff car went there to beat the 
general there and Dean got out and went into the building. He took a position behind the open 
door, so that when the general arrived and came in followed by his officer staff, Dean counted 
people and jumped in right where he was supposed to be as part of the group smoothly without a 
ruffle, and continued his trip. He hadn't been missed by any of the officers. From there they flew 
to Germany, where Dean now had a liaison for the rest of his trip. The guy was a very friendly 
captain and took Dean out to German bars for Bier, Bratwurst, und pom frit (beer, bratwurst, and 
french fries), plus a boat ride on the Rhine River, instruction on  Rhine wine qualities, a trip to a 
crystal factory where Dean ordered  a set of whiskey, water, and wine glasses, and accompanied 
Dean to another Dining In. Lt. Dean  also visited with Lt Danny Enzone (a fellow student at radar 
school) who picked him up and took him to his home to meet his family and have dinner: Snails in 
the shell with a butter garlic herb seasoning, and garlic bread, which removed the fear that Dean 
had about eating snails. [For ones money, however, shrimp scampi is similar in texture and not 
gamey at all in taste. The good Captain picked up the order of Crystal and shipped it to Dean's 
residence in the states, together with his Mess Dress uniform that Dean forgot in Germany.  Dean 
hopes to pay back the good captain in the after life. On the way home Dean got to join the Deputy 
Commander in his cabin for lunch on board the Command Aircraft, and was asked what he 
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imagined the future  of AF Communications to be. Dean was honored and replied that he 
expected  to see large scale integrated circuits, and digital logic in future equipment designs.
Bad News From Home- Vince is Killed in Vietnam
After he returned, he got the news directly from Mrs. Duffy that her son, Vince, had been killed in 
Vietnam and that his body was being flown back to the states. With some assistance, John got a 
space available (space A) lift in an empty C-141 returning to Norton AFB in Riverside, CA in one 
of 3-4 seats locked to the floor in the gigantic cargo bay to accommodate passengers on the flight. 
From Norton John asked others in the terminal if anybody was going in the direction of Arcadia, 
and one individual gave  him a lift. He settled in with his folks and called the Duffys to check in. 
All they knew was that the body was coming through Travis, AFB, but no timing was given. John 
helped locate the body and kept the Duffys informed. They then had it sent to a mortuary they 
chose in town. They asked if John wanted to go with them, and he said yes, and viewed the body 
of his beloved friend with his family. Under glass in a sealed coffin, Vince looked like John would 
have expected, sharply dressed with 5-6 ribbons on his uniform and wearing the green beret. 
There were no visible injuries on his face. John was asked to be a pall bearer at the funeral mass a 
couple of days later. The Duffys paid for a nicer casket, where his decay precipitated quickly in the 
open air and the body was horrifying to look at, at the funeral. Vince got full military honors with 
a 21 gun salute , the folding and presentation of the American flag to his mother, at the grave site, 
and live taps were played on a bugle. John, in uniform, snapped to attention with a click of his 
heels and saluted his friend from childhood with moist eyes, while trembling slightly. It hurt.
SATCOM DIV a Fun Group-Tight
He returned to Scott AFB on a space A flight out of Norton and resumed his work in satellite 
communications and life with his little family. For several months prior John and Marlene had 
really enjoyed their get-togethers with the Marrs (Bill and Ginny) and the Smiths (Mark and his 
wife), and Mac(the high ranking civilian in the Directorate) and his wife, for some two table 
Bridge amongst friends (for fun). They had slowed the game down a bit at the start to teach the 
Deans how to bid and play and keep score, while drinking and making with the humor at the 
table. Military families were like everyday families and this bonding facilitated the working 
environment as well, where things kind of perked along at a good pace, but with some military 
bearing and precision. And booze was still a fun option, and smoking was allowed everywhere.
John n Mar See 64 Van Goghs in St. Louis 1969-Unforgettable
Marlene discovered that an exhibition of about 64 Van Gogh originals was being given at a 
museum in St. Louis. The couple went. The nephew of Vincent Van Gogh, who was born to his 
sister-in-law, Johanna, and brother Theo just before Vincent's suicide, was the beneficiary of  all 
of Vincent's works, after his mother's death in 1925. He had the same name as his uncle:Vincent 
Willem Van Gogh, but he was an engineer. The works were transferred to the new “state initiated” 
Vincent Van Gogh Foundation in 1962 and from there  to the Vincent Van Gogh museum in 
Amsterdam in 1973. The nephew died in 1978, but family members are still active in the 
museums work. One could argue that the artist committed suicide because support from his 
brother, Theo, was expected to go down after the birth of Theo's son, little Vincent. Theo then 
died 6 months later, and Johanna became the driving force in establishing the fame of her brother-
in-law, worldwide, which she worked on until her death in 1925. John was blown away by the 
biggest collection of Van Gogh paintings he has ever seen in one place and one time, and remains 
so in this writing. He loved the bold colors, high contrast, and wavy sensuousness of Vincent's 
work...something that would bias his own style of painting as it would continue to develop.
Planner/Test Staff Go Operational- Maj-Col Marr AF SATCOM
Back at work, the equipment was being purchased to install at the new control center in New 
Mexico with heavy inputs from Major Zinke, Captain Swinarski,  and Al Stapf, a Collins Radio 
tech rep ; all part of the test team just off base. The officers were in the Air Force Systems 
Command which had the lead in systems developments and testing. AFCS was an operating 
command for providing communications & radar services worldwide for the operational airborne 
and ground equipment of the Air Force. Collins Radio had built the UHF ground terminal. 
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Toward the summer John got orders to report to Detachment 14 HQ AFCS at Kirtland AFB New 
Mexico. So did Captain Swinarski and Al Stapf.  The new control center, named the Tactical Relay 
and Operations Center (TROC) was a one-of-a-kind installation and mission. So Air Force 
continuity was being provided by equipment knowledgeable Al Stapf and Capt Swinarski (a college 
graduate in Math), and the author of the IOC, Lt John Dean (MSEE  Cal Tech). Major Marr, 
meanwhile, would continue to be the driving force for follow-on Air Force SATCOM, and would 
ascend to at least full colonel by his time of retirement. The Space and Missile Systems 
Organization, in Los Angeles, would evolve into the Air Force Space Command at the Los Angeles 
Air Force Station, and Col Marr, who was a frequent visitor at the Pentagon,  probably had a lot to 
do with that, as well. John was a lucky lieutenant to get a job under Bill Marr, who he thought of as 
a fine gentleman and the father of Air Force SATCOM.
Family-Albuq.-TROC Installation- Jobs-trials- Recliner-Shep
The cross country trip from Illinois to Albuquerque, New Mexico, was a fun adventure.
There were vistas of big cities, St. Louis and Kansas City, open plains in Kansas, quaking Aspen 
trees and mountains and streams in Colorado, high Mesas in Northern New Mexico, native 
American pueblos in Taos, trees and mountains to Santa Fe, and desert to Albuquerque. The Deans 
could not get base housing for a couple of months so they got an apartment nearby and then moved 
onto Sandia Base housing near Kirtland AFB later. When Major Ralph Maruca, the new 
commander of Det 14, arrived, Lt Dean briefed him on work in progress (antennas, terminals, 
modems, and test equipment installations) and concepts of operation. They had a governing 
document from  JCS headquarters, the J-6 office, to specify users and the relative priority of their 
circuits. This established the pecking order of user circuits. Basically the Interim Frequency 
bandwidth of the satellite  transponder downlink was displayed on a spectrum analyzer, in the 
control center, so operators could see the spread of possible channels in a visual monitor screen. 
FM Voice circuits were vertical lines on the screen while TATS modem traffic looked like 
flickering vertical lines across the display. Relative level indicated what relative percent of total 
transponder power was being used for these circuits. The TROC ran 24hrs/day. Because of Dean's 
knowledge, Major Maruca made him Chief of Operations at the TROC. Captain Swinarski, 
although a quite bright individual, was made Chief of Maintenance which was not the usual Air 
Force protocol of making the senior “junior officer” Chief of Operations. Dean was happy about 
being in the mix for the operation, and had no knowledge of rank protocols for this job. Morning 
staff meetings with the Commander were usually pretty smooth, until Swinarski tried to shift the 
blame for an equipment outage to the Operators (under Dean). Dean identified the missing logic 
and offered to help Capt Swinarski with trouble shooting the maintenance problem, which he took 
as a insult from Dean, who was just trying to help out. But Capt. Swinarski nursed his resentment 
and bided his time to get even with Dean, and Dean had no idea of what was brewing. Another 
resentment was brewing at home. John's back was hurting him and he wanted a reclining chair to 
get comfortable and loosen up his back at night. So the couple went looking for the chair. Only 
John was satisfied by the 2nd store and the price was good, but Marlene wasn't done shopping. A 
couple more stores after that, John realized that Marlene was trying to control or nix John's plans 
for a comfortable chair. She was filibustering the purchase. He confronted her about her negativity 
in the selection of a his chair. He said he was satisfied at store #2 ,but she replied she'd divorce him 
if he bought that chair. So he bought that chair and she entered what appeared like a silent hate 
(cut'im off sex) mode of operation. She could keep a pleasant face and just be too tired all the time. 
And she only gave in about once a week, while he wanted 6 out of 7 days/week. He encouraged her 
to seek counseling. And he was willing to participate in the counseling. He got his wife and 
daughter a Labrador puppy to accommodate Marlene's desire for a dog. She seemed placated, but 
because it was winter now, they had to keep the puppy indoors, and all floors were carpeted except 
the kitchen. So Shep was closed off in the kitchen at night, and John tiptoed thru the smeared dog 
poop covered floor, to get his breakfast and get to work. It was cold enough to kill the car battery 
so John had to keep that indoors as well and reconnect it every morning to start the car to go to 
work after running a stinky steeplechase race every morning for about 6 weeks to get to the door.
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Camping With Grizzlies
In the next summer, Roy and Ruth Rowley came to visit and they and the little family, and the 
Maruca family decided to go camping near Ruidoso, and fish Lake Bonito.They brought tents 
and would camp out within a mile or so from the lake. A camp ranger advised of  Grizzly bear 
activity and told them to keep their food stuffs away from their tents. They were the only campers 
there. Marlene took this picture of the  men relaxing probably after raising their tents. Only Roy 
was the experienced camper, but Marlene and Ruth enjoyed it. They fixed their dinners on 
Coleman stoves,had a couple of cold drinks, no doubt, and packed all the remaining food stuffs 

into coolers, put in each of the three cars' trunks. 
Ralph had Ralphie and Joey with him, and 
Christine was with her folks. The three families 
called it a night and retired not long after dark. At 
about 11PM- midnight, Marlene woke John for 
the sound of a bear near their tent. John's heart 
started pounding hard and he grabbed his hunting 
knife and crouched quietly around Christine's 
playpen. His plan became silence and wait. But 
if the bear penetrated the tent and came close to 
Christine he would poke the bear as hard as he 
could with the knife and either scare the bear off 
or die trying to do that. The bear noise 
diminished slowly and John still didn't get much 
sleep, but he knew one thing, they would leave 
this site and not come back. They decided to 
pack up and drive to lake Bonito, fish for awhile 

then proceed to a lodge with kitchenettes in Ruidoso. They caught enough to feed the family that 
evening and the next day, they hauled back to Albuquerque.
Navy Contests-Dean to J-6 - TROC OPS Growth -Mission/tours
Back at work,  all was not peaches and cream either. The Navy was prone to disregard the power 
tables and capture more than their fair share of downlink power, and were jammed off the air for 
gross violations. The TROC mastered a technique learned by Maj Zinke to determine anyone's 
TATS channel to be able to block gross offenders of the power setting tables. Lt Dean worked out 
the procedure and wrote an operating instruction for it. One time the Navy complained, and Dean 
had to fly to the pentagon and meet with the J-6 command staff to explain what was done and for 
what reason. A Lt. Colonel from HQ AFCS accompanied him to witness the exchange. Within less 
than 2 minutes Dean explained what happened and how the Navy was operating well above their 
assigned power level, and stifling the JCS guidelines for priority use, stealing downlink power 
from higher priority circuits in use. The J-6 officer thanked him and Dean and the HQ witness left. 
Mission accomplished. Dean had a good and loyal staff of capable NCOs, who he tried to support. 
The best scheduler was Tech Sgt Floyd Garrett, according to Master Sgt Russ Ravenscraft's (first 
sergeant for operations). So Dean checked him out and agreed. Russ set up the work schedule of  
the operations staff and took care of any problems or came to Dean for a consult. Dean respected 
Russ and slowly loosened his control over Msgt Ravenscraft to acknowledge his good judgement, 
growing knowledge, and good performance. When performance reviews were due, Dean wrote an 
excellent review for Ravenscraft and got endorsements from above, which Dean also got from 
Major Maruca for himself, also with higher endorsements. Russ got a promotion to Senior Master 
Sergeant, and with endorsements for Floyd Garrett, he  made MSgt.   Lt. Dean had also witnessed 
superior performance by two of Captain Swinarki's men who he recommended for OTS, and with 
TROC staff approval and HQ support both men were in OTS within the year . Dean also set up 
courses to teach the men why power tables were needed, and the logic in frequency assignments. 
And the TROC became a popular place to visit for high level users and visiting dignitaries. 
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Lt.Dean ran most of these “kick the 
tires” tours. Here's Dean ready  to show 
the main control console to Gen Stoney 
AFCS Commander. Then Dean's 
briefing of Brig. Gen Werneck. Users 
included the National Emergency 
Airborne Command Post (NEACP), the 
White House,  Navy Command/ Control 

Communications at Sea and more. The TROC had a 
dedicated landline to the White House to accommodate
Ground entry of secure voice channels for both Nixon and
Kissinger trips to China in 1972, which the TROC 
received and relayed to the White House on a dedicated land line. That means that the TROC was 
wired to the White House on a dedicated circuit 24/7. The TROC also supported the Apollo 
missions, with voice circuits to coordinate splashdown and recovery operations.
TROC OPS Staff Incidences
 There were a couple of incidences with the men in operations. SSgt Ware went shooting in the 
desert out of town and forgot he had an exposed side arm in his holster when he walked  into a 
Mac Donalds for a burger; Russ got him released from jail. Then Floyd Garrett was arrested by 
military police for threatening his wife with a hammer. Lt. Dean got him out and the two parked 
and talked man to man for a couple of hours. This allowed the reasoning of “why not” to settle in. 
John told Floyd what a great career he had going and shared some of his own personal frustrations 
he had with his own wife, Marlene; and how he could identify with MSgt Garrett's frustrations at 
home. But physical force was never the answer; and one slip could ruin a man's life. When Floyd 
cooled off and understood, John drove him home. [He had 3 daughters and Dean would end up 
with 3 daughters and a difficult marriage himself, within the next few years].
John's Social Activities- Ralph Leaves- Gerry Takes Over - TV 
John became very good friends with Maj.Ralph Maruca. He knew Ralph's family, Tina his wife, 
Tina Marie his oldest child, and Ralphie and Joey, two fine sons. And the Marucas all knew John, 
Marlene, and Christine. They would get together almost every weekend for cards and drinks , with 
or without a dinner, but mostly Ralph's kids wanted to stay home in their own world and Tina 
Marie was old enough to supervise at home. Ralph liked Royal Crown, so John stocked it. Tina 
never got a good grasp of bridge, so the couples played a lot of hearts and laughed and giggled a 
lot. On a slow day at work Ralph might blister John's back in hand ball or racket ball, but John 

learned how to compete well in squash and won a few games. But 
Golf was really Ralph's game. John learned it, and got some clubs, 
but could never break 100, but did enjoy hanging out with Ralph. 
And John was also invited to the stock car races on a ½ mile dirt 
track on the edge of town by Ralph, who with his boys, went every 
weekend for about a month. There were the stock cars, and sprint 
car races, the super stock cars, and the demolition derby every 
week and it was exciting and fast and loud and dangerous. John 
also played a little slow pitch softball with the Det 14 team and 

learned how to hit dingers (homeruns) while practicing with the team before the game. 
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And John was especially fortunate to get a couple of invites from Russ to have a drink with him at 
the NCO club on base. It was a big honor for a lieutenant to get an invite to drink with a senior 
NCO at the senior NCO club. And John enjoyed hanging with Russ; they laughed a lot together. 
There were also a few happy hours at the Officer's Club where fellow officers would play liars 
dice around the table and the loser would have to buy the next round of drinks for the table. Only it 
never took more than a minute or two to play a round. So drinks were being stacked up in front of 
each player, and soon it was nothing but a bunch of drunken guys with loud hilarious laughter. 
John had bought a motor driven cycle (Kawasaki 90) to get to work so Marlene could have the car 
to go out shopping or drop Christine off at the child care facility on base and go play tennis or 
what have you. She  loved that freedom, and was happy being an Officer's wife. Meanwhile, on 
occasion, Dean was called to the control  room to talk with whoever grew impatient with the 
operator on duty and SMsgt Ravenscraft. But things normally ran pretty smoothly, as Dean had a 
good operations staff.  Al and Anna Staph had the Deans over and Anna taught John how to make 
taquitos before he got drunk with Al on Tequila shooters. Things were going so smoothly, Major 
Maruca was assigned another job, because the Command decided that the TROC would do fine 
with Gerry Swinarski commanding, and John Dean continuing in OPS. The Captain became 
Dean's Commander, but didn't communicate with him at all, and called no staff meetings.  John 
could sort of feel the passive aggressive spirit emanating  from the commander. He decided to take 
a TV repairman course on his GI bill which paid for the 25” Heathkit color TV he would build in 
the correspondence course. So he built the TV and learned lessons on repair and designed and built 
a 72 board foot deluxe TV cabinet out of solid ¾”  and ¾” verneer black walnut. He came to work 
and would read his assignments unless needed. While running tests at home, he accidently touched 
the 600V DC supply and got thrown on his butt, while his heart stuttered briefly before it started 
beating normally again. He sat on the ground for a few minutes just breathing in and out and 
letting his body settle from a shock that might well have killed him. 
Swinarski  Does Favor For Dean
Then he got some leave to visit family in California for a couple of weeks around Christmas time 
1971. So the little family packed up and drove home. He wasn't there but a day or two and Capt 
Swinarski called to inform him of a special early out program being offered by the Air Force, that 
Dean might qualify for. They talked and his qualification was affirmed, so Dean set a date to be 
released from the AF of Feb 15, 1972, and Capt Swinarski approved. Meanwhile in LA he put 
together a resume and got cracking on possible jobs. He got an interview with Hughes Space 
Division, the company that designed and built TACSAT-1.
Family Stuck in Blizzard- John Makes Captain- Released
They completed their vacation and decided to make a non-stop drive back to Albuquerque. They 
left early in the morning and got on I 15 to Barstow via San Bernardino, then turned east on I 40 
for a direct drive to Albuquerque. But by Gallup they were driving in snow. They stopped and put 
their chains on as the sign indicated and got back onto the road east. In about 10 miles they 
realized that they were in a major storm. The visibility was in feet by then, so they traveled at 
about 10 mph, with the windshield wipers and defroster on high brushing off the snow and leaving 
a 15-20 degree moving wedge  of visibility. They could see markers on the right to indicate the 
edge of the road. 2 hours went by and they started seeing abandoned big rigs in gulleys on both 
sides of the road but no sign of people.  Maybe at 4 hours into this storm they saw a small car on 
the right side with a silhouette of a driver. They stopped and John got out to find a man with his 6 
year old daughter and her new puppy whose car stopped running. They were a bit cold and 
shivering. John asked them to join his family in for the rest of the ride to Albuquerque. They saw 
no other cars. They kept going slowly at about 10mph, and after about 4 more hours, arrived in 
Albuquerque. It was  about 7 AM the next morning.  So they gassed up and took the little girl and 
her dad back to her Mama's house,  got breakfast and headed for home. In town snowplows were 
keeping the streets fairly clean and the storm had wound down, and visibility was getting better. 
So they got home safe and were grateful. One of John's NCOs had lent his chains to John for the 
trip for safety and now John would gladly buy him a new set to replace the road worn chains on 
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the car. On February 7th, John got his promotion papers to captain, bought and put on his tracks 
(2 silver bars for captain) and hosted a party at his residence to celebrate his promotion. He went to 
Kelley's liquor, which was like a tin warehouse with one door in and out, and the one cashier at 
check out wore a gun belt and western style six shooter to dissuade theft. Torn open case tops with 
felt pen writing displayed each selection piled up to about 8 feet high. Dean bought all the best and 
had a pretty full shopping kart. Then he hired a bartender from the O Club to mix and serve drinks, 
and he put out some snacks. MSgt Baker, Administrative head for the detachment, while breaking 
confidence with the Commander, told John that Captain Swinarski was working on a plan to get 
him sent to Vietnam if he had stayed in, and give him an average effectiveness rating on his next 
report, which couldn't be challenged. If he had stayed this would have ruined his career and 
possibly led to an early death.  Dean thanked Msgt. Baker, who bought a home across the Rio 
Grande in a new housing area, planning to retire soon in Albuquerque.  Then he just enjoyed the 
men's company for the  evening. Within a day or two, he got the offer letter from Hughes, and he 
and Marlene talked about it, and he accepted. So he called in his acceptance to Hughes Space 
Division and spent his last week in the Air Force as a new Captain, and, a loose troop. Upon 
departure from the detachment Russ came out with a departing gift which Dean opened on the 
spot: a large two finger peace sign done in the colors of the American Flag on a man's tee-shirt. 
They both laughed heartily at their last glance at each other. 
Weed -The King-  John at Hughes – 24hr/day job- Quits
The little family's trip to the Dean House in Arcadia was relaxing, with no road stress. John 
rejoined civilian life with gratitude and ease. He got together with Joe and Jim at Joe's place and 
was offered his first tokes on a marijuana cigarette (joint). When the affect hit, it was cool, but 
booze was still #1. He and Joe then took a trip to Vegas and on the spur of the moment got tickets 
for Elvis Presley at the International. The King was hot! Still slim and handsome and rocking, with 
a great voice. They did the Space Odessey 2001 movie music (from 1968) for an Elvis entry. 
Lights and music were spectacular  Then he checked in with Hughes, and he and Marlene went 
looking for a house, but settled for an apartment in Inglewood about 5-10 minutes from work. At 
Hughes he mostly read about systems in development that he might  be asked to join, but after 
about 2 weeks his supervisor found him a job. It was to monitor the computerized testing of the 
first Canadian Satellite, a Hughes production unit satellite. It was to be done while the spacecraft 
was in the gigantic high vacuum chamber there at Hughes. His job was to compare results to 
specifications on the bird. A team of about 3 people per shift, 3 shifts a day was present at all hours 
of the day to monitor  testing and collect data printed out. Obviously the computer controlled 
testing had expected ranges for each test result and could print what was measured in vacuum. 
Aside from the computer program to automate the testing, there was a thick book which listed the 
specifications of every subsystem and every circuit in the spacecraft. A master computer identified 
the subsystem under test and which of the various tests was in progress within that subsystem. 
Dean would go to the specification book and find the section under test, and correlate results of 
measurements being taken to those specified real time. So he could be the one who notified 
designers of a failed measurement that might require removing the bird from vacuum to physically 
inspect it for possible causes of  sub par results. For instance, waveguide sections with inline filters 
from the output amplifier would be wrapped with foil to reflect external heat rays into space that 
would otherwise overheat the circuits. If the foil was too tightly wrapped around a waveguide 
filter, the frequency response of the filter could go out of spec when it had tested fine on the bench 
before assembly. This would reduce the power broadcast for some of the satellites channels, 
forcing them to be low in required output power. In fact that did happen and the bird had to be 
taken out of vacuum and re-wrapped after protecting and checking the filter response. Dean got to 
go home for breaks when testing was down. Otherwise he was like a bird mother there at work. 
But after 2-3 weeks of this, Dean was wiped out and wanted to quit his job. He let it go on way too 
long and was burnt out. He met with his supervisor, who said he could shift Dean over to another 
assignment, but instead, Dean left Hughes. He had gotten emotionally fried and had to leave.
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John In a Fix - Job in San Diego Finds Him-Asks/Gets GS-12
This created a big predicament. He and his wife had about $3,000. and might last 5-6 months with 
no work. 10,000 engineers were out of work in LA because of cuts in defense. He filled out 
applications in Irvine. He traveled up to Santa Barbara and reconnected with Bob Chandos, who 
had no positions. He checked out a few think tanks (defense system engineering possibilities) and 
got one interview, but it didn't work out. His next area of interest was San Diego. The UC 
placement center had Dean's resume at every UC Campus. He took a trip to the San Diego UC 
placement office and walked in and asked for help. He gave them his name, and they said, 
“YOU'RE JOHN DEAN?” He replied in the affirmative and they said that they were just on the 
phone with the Naval Electronics Laboratory Center (NELC) and it looked like they might have a 
job for him, could he stay for an interview this day? “YES!!” said John . They called the Center 
back and set John up for an interview within the next  hour. He got directions and went to the 
Center near the end of the Pt. Loma peninsula, and accidently found the Personnel building quickly. 
A Navy Commander interviewed him and was sure that Dean could fill the spot. They needed a 
military satellite communications system engineer to help with the development of a submarine 
terminal to  operate on  a Test satellite in orbit at EHF frequencies. Dean had both test and 
operational experience in UHF and SHF SATCOM. The Commander would talk on the phone with 
the Division head, who was on travel and get back on the details. Meanwhile Dean went home with 
some confidence that he probably had a job. The Division head of the Submarine Systems Program 
Office, Dick Eastman, told the Commander to hire Dean as a GS-11, but Dean checked out the 
requirements for GS12 and 13 and he met the advanced degree and experience for both levels so he 
wanted a 12 minimum. When the Commander called Dean back to make the offer, and said GS-11, 
Dean told him that he believed he qualified with education and experience to be a 12 or even a 13. 
The Commander said he'd get back.  So the commander, who couldn't reach Eastman,  called Dean 
back and said he understood Dean's complaint and he made a decision to go ahead and approve a 
GS-12 step 1, which meant John would be starting at the salary he had a Hughes, $15,000/yr. It was 
a temporary job for 1 year and was ½ funded by the National Science Foundation. The project 
office was getting Dean for half the cost of a GS-12. Eastman was not happy with Dean getting a 
better deal, and Dean stood up to him  with his credentials and GS level descriptions,  and Eastman 
said, “Well, We'll see what you can do”.So the little family came to San Diego in 1972 and found a  
2 bedroom house in University City that they rented. This was approximately May-June.
Dean Learns – Steers Design- Impresses Eastman
At the lab, Dean was put under Roy Schindler, a GS-14. Another engineer had just been hired that 
got a GS-13 as a microwave equipment experienced  engineer (Roger Casey) with 10 years of 
experience. Dean had no problem with that. This job was about developing a terminal for a 
submarine that could operate  in an electronic warfare condition and not be jammed nor even 
detected. The frequency range chosen was in the EHF range. Two experimental satellites were in 
orbit, LES-8 and LES-9. Dean familiarized himself with the link parameters and typical values and 
started crunching numbers for combinations of numbers that would achieve system goals.  Wide 
bandwidth operations was the key to both anti-jam operation and low signal detectability. The 
submarine antenna beam pattern also assisted in low detectability and side lobe patterns could be 
made low with respect to the main beam, and beamwidth would be narrow at these frequencies to 
reduce off axis  radiation. It seemed quite doable. Timing was critically important and  frequency 
control, also necessary.  NELC's competition was the Navy Research Lab (NRL) in Washington 
DC. After a year or two, a lead lab would be chosen and higher funding given to them to finish a
feasibility terminal build and go to sea in an SSN submarine with the terminal to verify operational
feasibility in the user environment. Power control, Dean asserted, was critical in the mission to
minimize detectability of the transmit signal. The antenna would be placed on the top of a periscope
mast and the link would be made with the persicope up, at persicope depth. This required two axis
antenna control and ehf rotary joints in the antenna  system to maintain pointing at the spacecraft
while allowing flexible transfer of ehf energy through a moving antenna. The terminal needed an
online computer that took Ships Inertial Navigation System (SINS) inputs on roll, pitch, and yaw,
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and mast velocity along the path to the spacecraft (from ships speed) to keep the antenna pointed at 
the spacecraft and to adjust frequency to compensate for the doppler frequency shift along the path, 
due to the relative velocity of the spacecraft to the submarine antenna. The submarine terminal had 
to also run a real time program on spacecraft  position and velocity with respect to submarine 
position, and, with SINS inputs, compute pointing changes and frequency changes needed at each 
split second to  keep them in pointing and frequency synch with the spacecraft, not an easy  task. 
TRW built the antenna subsystem. Before the end of the first year Eastman was convinced that 
Dean was worth keeping and asked  him to tour with Eastman, his sponsors in Washington D.C. 
They had a fun time and his bosses got to know John a bit. This motivated them to seek a waiver 
for John's conversion to full time Civil Servant while a hiring freeze was in place.
First House-First Rental Property-Painting Rembrandt
John felt confident enough to invest in a home. So Marlene identified possibilities and they cruised 
around looking. They found and he bought a 1200sqft  3 bedroom house in University City for 
$26,125. on his Cal-Vet loan and moved in. John had done some calculations to buy below budget 
and save up for investing in income property like Roy Rowley had. Within 6 months he had the 
10% needed  ($3,000.) for a down payment on a second property.  Marlene found and John bought 
a 4 bedroom house in Mira Mesa with a VA loan on it that was assumed after borrowing an 
additional $4,000 from John's folks to pay down to the loan,  John paid it back in about 2 years 
with interest. But, now they had a 4 bdr rental with a loan balance of $25K. Rent payments were 
higher than the cost of operating, giving     them a slight positive cash flow on the investment, plus 

$500/mo cash flow above living costs on John's income in 
the early summer, 1973. Also in this time frame John 
decided to do another oil painting or two and did the 
Manolete painting, Ch 1; and “Jim with the Golden Helmet”, 
a direct copy of Rembrandt's  “Man with the Golden 
Helmet”. Rembrandt used his brother as the model, so John 
used his brother, Jim (at Left).
Terminal Development
Back at work Raytheon was building the terminal power 
amplifier, the single most expensive part of the EHF 
terminal. They called for a conference back at their plant  in 
Sudbury, MA. Casey, and Dean, and probably one RF 
engineer from NELC attended.   The visiting team got rooms 
at the Wayside Inn, the oldest active Inn in America going 
back to the 1600s, and Raytheon hosted the dinner there in 
the Old  kitchen, which was off limits to the public. This is 
where Longfellow stayed for some time. Back at NELC, 

engineers did the computer programs needed to  handle pointing and frequency control, using a 
cesium beam clock reference for precision time tracking. An EHF beacon downlink from the 
spacecraft allowed for frequency tracking the downlink signal as well. NELC engineer Cesar 
Castro designed and built the tracking receiver. To simulate submarine motion  NELC built a one 
axis roll tower big enough to handle the electronic mast that supported the  waveguide and antenna 
for the submarine. This was done at the end of Pt. Loma next to a building suitable for housing the 
terminal. This mast had a SINS type output to provide a reading of its roll. A dispersive radome 
with an oblative finish was developed to repel water and organism growth and protect the antenna 
subsystem (built by TRW). It also  exhibited low losses at EHF frequencies on the surface,. The 
modulation was Multiple Frequency Shift Keyed (MFSK) so a frequency offset was demodulated 
as data, on top of a semi random hopping transmit  frequency. The hopping pattern was a direct 
function of real time. The computer could calculate the range and transit time delay between the 
terminal and the spacecraft and advance the hopping code  to arrive in synch with the hopping 
receiver in the spacecraft. NELC engineers devised a brilliant technique for probing the spacecraft 
with a stream of pulses separated in frequency by a small amount on the uplink 
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to be MFSK demodulated in the spacecraft and sent back as data on the UHF downlink. The data 
gave an indication of the frequency error on the uplink allowing a precise fix to set uplink 
frequency for the message transmission. This  allowed for the best  synch, and lowest power 
transmission, to get the lowest downlink data error rate, right at data transmission. The mode of 
operation was called “UHF assist”. Jim Dodds and Tom Stockey were the two engineers who did 
all computer programming for antenna pointing, Ships motion, satellite position and motion, 
modulation, time tracking, demodulation, UHF assist probing, and tracking receiver error signals. 
John Dean was in the management office for the terminal development and was made the 
assistant project manager A    congressional oversight was arranged for Dean to be made a full 
time GS-12 civil servant when there was a National freeze in hiring. Then at the next annual  
review,  Dean was told that he was put in for promotion but it was Casey himself that got a rare 
and coveted promotion to GS-14. Dean sensed an Eastman snow job. It was Dean who did 
system overall planning and knew the operating parameters better than the project manager as 
Dean drafted all plans. But Casey was the guy who went to the technology divisions and secured 
the working force needed to build the terminal. He was quiet and read a lot, but things got done 
and the engineers kept him informed . He quietly worked with them and maintained a low profile. 
Dean, on the other hand, kept track of the whole system and overall performance while not 
sharing any significant design/assembly experience at the bench level, like Casey did. So Casey 
interfaced better with the design engineers as one of them. They bread boarded their designs and 
tested them, and made changes and improvements in the iterative process of the designer, like 
Casey used to do. Dean did planning for Casey's project, and prepared the document that got 
NELC the lead lab position over NRL for finishing the terminal and taking it to sea. Dean then 
wrote the test plan, went to sea, and documented the results.
Danielle and Kathleen Arrive
Back on the home front, 2nd daughter, Danielle was born November 5th, 1973. She sure looked like 
Daddy's daughter.  About 3 months later, her Grandpa Dean suffered a major stroke and spent the 
rest of his life (25 more years) as a speechless gimpy aphasic.  Danielle was unaware in her early 
years of her Grandpa Dean's condition. As a daughter she liked to play rough and tumble and 
tackle her daddy on the grass outside at 2 years old. Daddy pretended to be tough back, and 
Danielle kept coming back for more, while daddy was careful not to crush her. He would fall on 
the ground when Danielle grabbed him around the ankles, and she loved that. [She was a tom boy 
until she passed through puberty; then she was a very nice looking natural blond young lady, with 
a nice shape, who was smart and still very competitive in contact sports and running.] About a 
year after Danielle's birth, Kathleen was born on Christmas Eve, 1974, and John was Marlene's 
labor coach. The doctor had examined Marlene who was starting to dilate significantly, and she 
was moved to the delivery room, but the doctor said, it'll still be an hour or so until delivery. The 
anesthesiologist was called up to come in, and the nurses went out of the birthing room to get 
supplies, while the doctor was looking at her equipment tray to her right side. John stood at 
Marlene's head and was looking over her hump toward the doctor, when Marlene had a 
contraction and the baby's head crowned, like she was trying to sneak out prior to the expected 
birth time. John, the only one to see this, mentioned to the Doctor, “there's the head”, and the 
doctor spun around quickly, swiveling her chair and put her hand under the head and Marlene 
contracted again, and, bang, the baby was born, just as the nurses were coming in with supplies. 
The tempo kept up and the nurses got the baby and laid her on an adjacent rolling cart and started 
their duties of suctioning the mouth, wiping her off, and putting something in her eyes; and 
Kathleen started screaming for the handling she was getting from the seemingly insensitive busy 
nurses. The afterbirth came, umbilical cord tied and cut, and in seconds Kathleen was all cleaned 
up and wrapped in a baby blanket and placed under a bun warmer, like  the fast food places have 
to keep the french fries warm. But she continued to cry. Then her daddy said sweetly, “Hi 
Kathleen, welcome to the world”.  And Kathleen heard him, stopped crying and moved her eyes 
all around under her eyelids as if to look for the source of that familiar voice. John noticed her 
auditory attention and kept up the sweet talk, and Kathleen remained quiet and attentive to his 
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voice. Meanwhile Marlene had ripped open a bit with the delivery and was being cleaned and 
stitched by the doctor with nurse support. [John imagines that Kathleen would have been heading 
for the floor of the delivery room and ? if he had not been there. As a little girl Kathleen started 
shuddering in daddy's presence when she was 1 and a half, and daddy realized it was his loudness. 
So he toned it down, but the girls still had a bit of fear around him that Kathleen signaled once in 
awhile.
Dean's  EHF SATCOM Vulnerability Study -  Sees “Killer”Live
So Dean was given a job to study strategic Survivable Satellite Communications 
(SURVSATCOM) system vulnerability (while the EHF terminal was being built). This would be a 
reference for an operational design and an assessment of system vulnerability. He designed the 
system and an optimum airborne threat searching at sea. He hired Dr. Bob Mathers at the center to 
computer model the area around the submarine, within which the model interceptor could detect 
the submarine transmission. Dean gave Dr. Mather the power level, the antenna pattern and gain 
and the interceptor level for detection, to enable his work. Dean met with the technology division 
heads to project long flying drones, and advances in Fast Fourier Transform devices for optimum 
threat design with his design of a scanning horn antenna sweeping the horizon and a separate omni 
antenna below the interceptor. The results showed that the technology supported the system better 
than the threat and that enormous costs would be incurred by any enemy trying to beat Dean's 
system design.  And the USSR was driven to bankruptcy years later. Dean's Secret NoForn report 
was distributed to over 70 high level organizations, including Intelligence types, one of which still 
kept a copy in his safe 13 years later. Dean was known in these circles from the middle 1970s on. 
He also traveled to  Lincoln Laboratory and Washington D.C, to keep abreast of satellite 
technology. He and Casey were able to catch a Jerry Lee Lewis  dinner show in Maryland, sitting 
within 15 feet of Killer's piano the night before a DC conference, and John was too sick to attend 
the conference the next morning. This was the only time John missed work due to his drinking.
John Designs/Builds Family Room- Art- Function- Comfort
 In 1975, John started excavating the back yard at home for a huge den he planned, rather than use 
the money more wisely to purchase more property.  It was basically 25' wide by 19' deep into the 
back yard, This house had  a deep back yard that went down into a canyon below the level part of 
the lot an equal amount in the back. It was fairly steep so he cut a diagonal path down the slope at 
an easy grade and shored up the  hill with 4” redwood posts, in concrete, and redwood  rough cut 
walls. He dug a drain below the walls and concrete finished it to pass runoff water downhill and 

stifled erosion. He ran into one scorpion and one tarantula in 
this natural setting . A carpeted 12' X 12' sunken area, was 
next to the fireplace that had a 9' long elevated hearth to 

sit upon (see above left) ...with John, Marlene, and the kids. View from deep back yard above. To 
Marlene's left in the above photo is the couch which faces the TV (to John's right). 
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At the end of the couch is a corner table with a lamp and directly across from John was the 
matching love seat for the couch to fill out that corner, then steps to come in/out of the pit caddy-
corner  to Marlene. Behind the couch was a 12' X 24' area at grade for playing cards or games and 
an elevated platform wet bar with an old fence board finish and a pass through to the kitchen at the

the kitchen sink. Two captains chairs were 
for seating at the bar. Left of the bar was a 
12' X 12' space for Hi Fi/tape recording/ 
and game playing (at grade with the rest 
of the house). There was Amber rippled  
cathedral glass and a rear sliding glass 
door to light the room from the rear yard. 
Opposing the bar was a sliding glass door 
to the patio and connectivity to the house 
through the dining room. It became the 
nicest house on the street with 1675 sq.ft. 
of living space and a double length lot. 
Ivy was planted on the upper slope with 
shrubs and a few redwood trees, and

succulents on the  lower slope with fruit trees. An area below that was graded for a tifgreen 
bermuda grass lawn. A natural sandstone rock was in the deep left rear yard with a professional 
stainless steel slide coming down to the right rear corner, a great place for kids to play. The 
fireplace was built from genuine old fashion used bricks with an assortment of clinkers and 
different colors for interest. It took 1000 bricks to do the job that John bought from a private 
source for $.10/brick. He brought them home in a low rider AF-1, 500 bricks at a time. At 5lbs/
brick that's a 2500lb passenger. Rodger Casey agreed to show him how to lay a brick, for the cost 
of a steak dinner, which John gladly fed Roger and his wife Pat. 
John's Gifts gave him time to Play  -New Clearances- EHF Success at Sea - Lab PR 
Back at work John shared an office with Roger Casey after being in an open room with 5-6 other 
engineers. Besides being a good system engineer and staying on top of all progress, Dean also had 
weaknesses. He was a nicotine addict who thought about girls too much and didn't enjoy looking 
for stuff to read to fill his time. He'd BS in the offices he was put into,and to some degree  
distracted other engineers from their work. He drank coffee all day and gabbed a bit with the 
secretaries. He did keep track of Lincoln Lab writings, Naval Underwater Systems Center writings, 
NRL reports, and any technical information, studies, orders coming from the Washington sponsor, 
or any of the contractors writings for terminal equipment. And he stayed abreast of developments 
within house. In fact, Eastman made arrangements for Dean to be cleared for Top Secret and 
Special Intelligence clearances, requiring hundreds of thousands of dollars be spent investigating 
John's background. He got both clearances, but had to be questioned by two young FBI agents 
about the doctor in Santa Barbara who reported Dean's nervousness and instabilities in 1967, while 
refusing special testing to confirm the non-specific urethritis. John told the story already. The two 
agents tittered and thanked Dean for his time. He got the clearances. He still had a lot of time to 
kill.  In preparation for the terminal test program he did specify things to be measured. In fact he 
wrote  the test plan and witnessed a lot of the testing. He accompanied the terminal engineers onto 
the submarine for at sea testing on the USS Finback, an SSN attack submarine. He went to sea with 
the group twice. On the first outing the test team was required to hot bunk it with the enlisted crew 
(sleep in their spaces when they were empty). Dean raised a bit of a stink after that trip and got the 
team officer's quarters for the second cruise. The results showed the system quite feasible, and 
performing as expected. Dean's classified report went out to another 50 or so offices at higher 
levels. One of the links set up was between our submarine, at periscope depth, and an airborne 
terminal thousands of miles away to verify the feasibility of survivable report back messages from 
a sub to an airborne command post. In this time frame NELC expanded its mission and got a
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new name, the Naval Ocean Systems Center (NOSC).  The NELC staff did a bang up job. But 
the two key guys, Jim Dodds and Tom Stockey, couldn't get any promotions for their incredible 
work, so they left the lab and joined industry. Dean was the guy to brief high level laboratory 
visitors and show them around at a moments notice regarding the EHF SATCOM Systems. He 
was getting referrals from the lab Commander and his Technical Director on down. He was 
busier now. People in Washington DC were aware of him and his accomplishments in driving the 
system design.
Sex Denial- House Shopping- Joanne n Cliff- Paint Self Feelings
It was 1976, John's wife was still playing the denial game of passive aggression. She simply 

appeared to have no interest in sex. And now 
John was talking about  refinancing their home 
and using the money to buy one in Pt. Loma to 
get  him closer to work. Traffic was increasing 
on the 5 south and it was a bit stressful just 
driving to work. Marlene countered with the idea 
of a new home in a better neighborhood in 
University City. She liked the tennis courts 
nearby and had a built-in baby sitter in the 
neighbor next door. John had lost his fear about 
propositioning ladies he knew, and he had 
always enjoyed watching Joanne Gordon walk 
down the hall, at work. So he let her know that if 
she was ever interested, he'd love to get to know 
her better. Well, Joanne warmed up by inviting 
the Deans over to play some two table party 
bridge at her house. And John immediately liked 
her husband, Cliff, who was a big man, had 
played football as a kid in school. He had a great 
personality and sense of humor and John turned 
off the “stay ready for Joanne” fantasy, as the 
two became friends. John could not mess with 
the wife of a friend. Cliff also drank like John so 
the two would be the life of the party at the 

bridge get-togethers that ensued. And Cliff  and Joanne enjoyed coming over to the Dean's  
house and playing cards in the big family room. Marlene and Joanne got along together fine. 
Marlene decided to take the kids and go on a vacation, perhaps with her folks, and leave John 
for about a week. This is when he painted a self portrait as a sad clown and named it, in his 
head: “I don't get enough”. It portrayed how he felt inside. But he didn't really want a divorce. 
He wanted a healthy happy marriage with a normal sex life. Instead his drinking was increasing 
to cover his  mental anguish from the marriage.  
The Abscess From Hell - John - Ripped a New One
He decided to take the family to Mammoth for a vacation and invite his aphasic father along to 
fish with him. Dad had suffered a major stroke in February, 1974 and was left a speechless 
invalid with a gimp, a terrible burden for John's mom. This would give his mom a time to relax 
and have a break. She deserved it. On the trip, though, John started feeling pain in his rectum, a 
day after having eaten some fish he caught. It didn't go away and John was in great pain by the 
time he dropped off Dad, and returned home with his family. He located a proctologist,  got an 
emergency appointment and was booked into the hospital for surgery that night. He had a rectal 
abscess that turned out to be the size of an orange. He didn't know that the surgeon left a string 
trailing out from the cyst location after the surgery to allow for oozing, and in the middle of the 
night of his surgery, he needed to evacuate. So he rang for the nurse and asked permission  to 
remove his bandages and go potty. She asked if he needed help and he declined. So he dropped 
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his bandages and let it fly out, probably 4days of waste with a lot of blood. And there was no pain.  
He wiped gingerly and crashed in bed, and slept like a log. The surgeon returned at 9 AM and 
asked Dean to roll onto his stomach, where the surgeon quickly popped in his finger and tore open 
the surgical cut in the anus. He ripped Dean a new one, with no warning. He ordered him to take 3 
sitz baths a day until healing was complete, and to stay in the hospital for the weekend, and he'd 
be back on Monday. Dean had one sitz bath at the hospital and wanted to go home to continue 
recovery with a sitz bath regimen that allowed smoking and drinking. He felt great with the relief 
from the enormous pain he had with the abscess. The back up doctor on Dean's case was a general 
surgeon and he came in and released him within an hour and Dean asked him to monitor the 
remaining healing process and he agreed. So Dean called the surgeon's office and fired him. Dean 
wore pads to absorb the drainage for ~2 weeks, butt recovered fully after 3 months of sitz baths.
Sex Therapy 10 days/$3K - No Way- Friend Paul Helps?
He was getting ready to divorce his wife when she suggested therapy with Masters and Johnson 
certified sex therapists: an MD/Phd Psychologist - husband and wife team- who would look at all 
the issues in the marriage. It would cost $3,000. (not covered by insurance).The conditions were 
that they had to get out of their house, and be alone together for the 10 day intensive therapy, with 
daily meetings with their counselors. They agreed and Marlene got the sweet neighbor next door, 
who knew their children well, to keep them. They both got full physicals to start. They rented a 
sleeper unit at the nice apartment building where a friend at work, Paul Pelland, lived. So they 
had lots of amenities: pool, jacuzzi, tennis courts, gym, etc. [Paul, a divorcee with two non-
custodial teenage sons, agreed to stay in the Dean house to keep an eye on it. It turns out that he 
invited a married woman (Lynne, in the Submarine Systems Office) to visit with him there for 
trysts. Marlene had found out (from Joanne probably) that Lynne had a child by Paul who was 
being raised by her husband, Russ, and her as their child. Paul was a bright, humorous GS-13 
working in a branch under Eastman in the same locked gate entry, Submarine Systems Program 
Office. Paul was one of the engineers in the open office area that John had worked in before he 
was moved in with Casey. John and he would get together at Paul's place once in awhile for a 
swim, or go out for a drink at a bar, or play poker games set up by Paul, who was an avid 
gambler. Paul had a revolver that he kept in his dresser (for irate husbands?). John was asked not 
to drink during the therapy, but bargained for two drinks/day, to remain in control. One late 
afternoon, John broke the roots in two front teeth while trying to return a smash shot near his 
head on the right, that Marlene hit while the two played tennis. The racket did a freak rebound 
from the ball's momentum, and caught him in the upper teeth. They had to stop. He was bleeding 
at the gums. He had had his 2 drinks before the game and never drank and played tennis together 
again. The next day the dentist did the shock test and both teeth were dead, requiring root canals. 
The dentist wasn't an oral surgeon, but said he had the training and could do them. John liked his 
manner and let him. But one of the teeth would not bleach out, so some off color remained there 
after the treatment. In the sex therapy, the couple was told not to talk in the “you”, only in the “I” 
language. This removed blame but allowed each to share personal feelings.   Marlene had yielded 
in kinky sex after years of asking and said that it didn't bother her, so John would wait and ask her 
again. And finally when she gave in, it didn't bother her one more time, but she wanted  not to do 
it anyhow. Why? John believed that Marlene was denying him on purpose.  But the female 
psychologist apparently didn't want to reflect on Marlene's attitude. So her husband  asked  
“yeah, why do you deny John something that doesn't bother you?”  No answer. The Psychologist 
looked at her husband accusingly, like he was supposed to confine his comments to John. The 
doctor glared back. It was clear that they did not agree with each other regarding the Deans  And 
she was not challenging Marlene for her attitude. The therapy gave the couple a bit more intimacy 
for a couple of months but it didn't last.  It wasn't worth $3 grand for the half fast therapy.    

     In their marriage John was willing to help Marlene any way she wanted but she didn't seem to 
want to pursue sex for her own pleasure. After 4-5 years of marriage, she started using a vibrator, 
but, even with that, she wasn't very expressive in orgasm. She had only one orgasm in their entire 
marriage with John's assistance in a very lengthy session  that was not comfortable for John and 
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gave him a stiff neck. She didn't know how nor seem to be interested in taking charge of a session' 
to explore her own pleasure in sex. She was not proactive, but she was reactive to John's desire 
for sex. She didn't express interest in even trying. She grew to shudder with aversion to his touch., 
so John couldn't help her. They could only proceed  with intercourse after she "warmed-up" with 
her vibrator. John would  hold back to allow her to take it all the way to orgasm first, then he'd go 
for his. But she didn't even want to repeat that pattern until John would become exacerbated after 
a week of nos. That was their sex life. John spent  his twenties hankering 6 out of 7 nights a week, 
and waited 9 years plus before he started dying inside. The doctors said think of “no” as a 
'temporary no. They worked at that, but John realized that “no” meant “seldom”, which was not 
enough for him.  [She may have always had a personality clash with John]. Couple that with her 
desire to avoid conflict, and she became passive aggressive, living with hate of her own husband. 
John had the , live in agony, upbringing with his dad and the Catholic Church, and now his 
married life was not acceptable, which drinking and smoking buffered, too long.
Mar relents on Univ. City- Shops w/ John in Pt Loma - Sold
At home, now John continued talking with his wife about buying a new home. They looked at 
University City homes and John was not impressed. None would be any more comfortable than 
the one they were living in, and the investment would pay off better in Pt.Loma, which never 
dipped in prices in a bad market like all other properties in the San Diego area had. Still Marlene 
filibustered and wanted to look north of University City as far as Rancho Santa Fe. They might be 
able to buy a lot there but would not have enough money to do justice in the building. Finally 
Marlene became willing to at least look at homes in Pt. Loma. After three or four looks, she 
relented and he bought a small two bedroom house on Del Mar Ave between Chatsworth and 
Catalina near the top of the hill with a big yard and an alley access in back. The idea was to 
remodel the house into a larger 3 bedroom house to better accommodate the family. The next door 
owner, John Losee, had done that very thing. In the meantime Christine, who was 7, would have 
to sleep in an enlarged space about 10' X10' behind the dining table in the kitchen. John should 
have built her a wall and door for privacy. But instead he fought the leaks, getting up on the roof 
in the rain and inserting tin or wet patch until all the leaks were under control. The house cost 
$57K and he got $17K of that by refinancing the first house for $40K and paying off the Cal Vet 
loan. The $17K bought down to the assumption of the loan on the Pt Loma house which now had 
a $40K balance. Payments were like $350/mo. And the University City house had a slight positive 
cash flow as a rental even with a higher mortgage. So the couple owned 3 properties, two rental     
houses and one to live in, in Location, Location, Location =  Pt Loma,  minutes from work. After 
the Les 8 and 9 Experiment, John did a short study of Infra Red space communications  that 
was too lossy through the atmosphere, and unreliable.

CHAPTER 3  DIVORCE-DEAN REPORT-CAROL-JEWELRY 
Wash.D.C. Exec. Taps Dean for a Quick Study- Amazing Results
John Don Carlos, a PL313 civilian executive , and a sponsor himself of NAVELEX, who was 
NOSC's sponsor, wanted Dean to take a look at the feasibility of building an operational system 
using a particular visible wavelength  laser downlink from a spacecraft to broadcast to submerged 
submarines in their operating areas. Mr.Don Carlos was the executive who flew Dean to Asbury 
Park from a conference in Lexington MA, a few years earlier. Dean would have the availability of 
the top scientists and engineers in the Optical Division at NOSC.  It was supposed to be a short 
quick look. Dean was given $50K and 3 months to do the job. So he proceeded in this fashion. He 
wrote an outline of the final report with chapters identified for their contents. Then he summoned 
the top scientists and engineers from the Optical Division to attend a coordination meeting for the 
job. Every member of the support staff was a branch head or high level scientist who out ranked 
Dean in grade at the lab. But the support was there and they showed up. Dean presented the men 
with his outline of the report, asked for comments  or changes, made notes to incorporate those, 
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discussed the parameters: optics, filters, high powered lasers, losses in the water worldwide, 
receivers, sensitivities, pointing accuracies, etc. The report would show where the technology was 
and where it would have to be, to built a functional system, and what were the key parameters 
that would give the biggest bang for the buck in performance. Dean asked the chief scientist, Dr 
Sherman Karp (GS-15), for the equation of link performance showing each key parameter so that 
Dean could demonstrate how to meet mission requirements and identify the key elements for 
development. Each person had at least one chapter to write, except Karp. Dean would do the 
system performance chapter and check with him later. The team recommended having a baseline 
system design and a “Star-X” system design that would require years of research and 
development to get to. Dean knew the size of the submarine operating areas and the message 
length in bits, and the required speed of the system to scan the whole op area. Downlink 
beamwidth and time to cycle through the op areas would determine the required bit rate of 
operation and the signal to noise ratios needed for operational success. The equation for link 
performance was very similar to millimeter link equations except one of  the parameters had 
double the value in db.  Dean took the projections of the technology and started there. It turned 
out very quickly that the current technology was 5-6 orders of magnitude short of the required 
performance. The baseline design was inadequate. The Star-X design met the requirements if the 
5-6 orders of magnitude in improved performance could be made to evolve. Dean got the chapters 
back in time to review them and make them speak back to his performance chapter, and modified 
his performance chapter to reference information in the other chapters. He made it all fit together. 
Then he handed it to his short term  contractor editor, who had done other documents for him 
quickly and accurately, who cleaned it up, had the sketches made into nice drawings and printed 
the number of copies needed for distribution, now, in the 100 range. Team members quickly read 
through their chapters and the key operations performance chapter and approved of the work. 
Both Dick Eastman (Submarine Systems) and Bill Richards (Optical Division Chief) were blown 
away.  Richards looked at Dean with that “I don't believe what you were able to do in such a short 
time” look. It was the first strategic communications system study ever to be put together in the 
optical world. The NOSC Technical Report issued later was called something like “Strategic 
Concepts for Optical Satellite Communications” by J. Dean et al SECRET. The presentation to Mr 
Don Carlos was a smoky conference room that held his attention for well over an hour, as Dean 
gave the entire presentation.  Dr Karp was there to field any technical questions that needed his 
input to answer. There was one. Washington called it the Dean Report . Mr. Don Carlos was very 
pleased. NOSC was flooded with requests from US optical technology companies throughout the 
nation to hold a conference and have Dean tell the world what he did. He was scared big time. 
Anybody and everbody would see  how little he knew, he thought. But he developed his 45 
minute presentation and put on the dog and pony show in the big theater conference presentation 
room for about 3-400 visitors from optical technology companies from around the United States 
who had facility and personal clearances to hear his secret pitch. He felt nervous but knew what he 
wanted to convey and gave the pitch and took a few questions.

    Then the government put out for bid a 1million dollar study contract to cover the same subject 
in 1 year. So a year later Dean asked a Washington point of contact he ran into, what did they 
come up with. He said that they had confirmed the Dean report, without much additional 
information. That may have been the year Dean wasn't promoted again, but got a sustained 
superior performance award with $1500 cash or thereabouts. He had racked up two quality step 
increases and the sustained superior performance award over the previous 4 years, but couldn't get 
a promotion. It must have been for how he spent his spare time at work. He didn't look busy 
enough to be doing his job as a promotional candidate. But his accomplishments seemed wondrous 
to many. Especially his first project to manage by himself, the introduction of strategic space laser 
communications to the fleet for the first time ever. He knew he could ask the right questions and 
system engineer any satellite communications system to meet military communications needs. He 
had the confidence and the experience since 1969.



 Offer Sounds Great – But is Terrible
 Then the offer of a lifetime appeared to come in. Eastman offered him a project manager position 
that would make him the NOSC national systems man in optical satellite communications. He 
would travel the nation visiting companies involved in a combined 10 million dollars worth of 
research projects in the optical world for the next year, one year at a time. The Dean report and 
back-up million dollar study had moved $10M of research money into the coffers for the next year 
to start building the improvements needed. It was 6.1 money (like pure research) into optical 
technologies. Dean was not interested in living in suits and hotels and traveling so much, and he 
thought that such a person should be at least a GS-14 as they were qualified to run or coordinate 
on such size programs and be a wizard at optical technology at the bench level in several areas. He 
wanted to be a manager but he imagined 1-2 million and a GS-13 without too much traveling. He 
asked Mr. Eastman if there was any promotion in it for him. Eastman answered in the negative. 
Dean said that such a position should offer a GS14 for such intensive technology work, but that 
he'd take a 13 and do the job to the best of his ability and try to come onboard with all the 
technologies involved. Eastman responded, no. Dean then declined the work, saying it was unfair 
to expect anyone to do such work as a  GS-12.  How did he ever become a GS-15, anyhow? 
John Moves Out – Learns About Crooked Attorneys
Back at home John felt himself dying, literally dying. He hurt inside all the time and needed to 
escape this deathly environment of his combatant wife. So he went down to Ocean Beach, down 
the hill on the north side of the point and found a 1 bedroom furnished apartment for about $200./ 
month. He arranged his utilities and phone, and advised Marlene of his new residence, and phone, 
and changed his mailing address. And he took his girls to see daddy's new place, that had a pool. 
The girls could visit on the weekends and sleep over in their sleeping bags and go in the water in 
the apartment pool when they were accompanied by daddy, and it was warm enough. Daddy would 
pay the mortgage on the house and manage the rentals temporarily, while providing food and gas 
and utility  money for Marlene. She had their Dodge dart and John had AF-1. John's income was 
sufficient to cover all costs, without touching the savings. Then he got into the nightmare of 
getting attorney assistance. An attorney friend of a friend recommended  a particular attorney, 
whose office John contacted. He went to meet the attorney and the attorney said that an 
uncontested divorce could be done for $350, only when Dean accepted, rather than sending him 
home with the paper work only Dean could accomplish, he sat across from Dean at his desk and 
started asking the questions to get the information that the form required, the plaintiff's financial 
statement. So he ran up costs doing piddly work to fill out Dean's statement, without letting Dean 
know that he had lied about the minimum costs and was, from scratch, running up the costs with 
this lengthy interview. Within a week it was clear that he was not representing Dean's interest, of 
seeking an uncontested divorce at minimum cost. As soon as it dawned on John that that's what he 
was doing, John  fired this attorney, and got a bill for $550 in the mail for services rendered. He 
then called the county bar association and made a complaint about this attorney and entered 
arbitration with them to negate the cheating attorney's bill. The first meeting the representative of 
the bar association greeted the scoundrel attorney with a smile and “good to see you, first name.” 
Dean was had on the spot! Dean presented his case and the crooked attorney denied quoting a 
minimum cost of $350 dollars, and the arbitrator friend agreed with him and stuck Dean for the 
whole $550 amount, which he had to pay by signed  pre-agreement with the County bar 
association to abide by their decision for the use of their service. The lesson is to call the state bar 
association to make such complaints. It is the only place that has the teeth to disbar a crooked 
attorney. So Dean called the friend attorney, Mr. Hernholm, and told him what happened and he 
agreed to take the case for the $350 for uncontested, only Dean had not made a separation 
agreement with Marlene on the division of the property that he had worked for and paid for 
himself with no financial assistance from his wife nor her family. Well he was in for rude 
awakening, to say the least. Marlene wanted the Pt. Loma house and the Mira Mesa rental, while 
leaving John with the University City property, and some cash (which she would get from her 
father in exchange for ½ ownership in the Mira Mesa property).
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The Rowleys were trying to screw John out of his fair share. John thought that Marlene would opt 
for the University City property with the 3 bedrooms and beautiful lot and added family room that 
would most comfortably accommodate her and the kids. She had fought John to stay in University 
City, and now she wanted to take away “John's” little home near work, and give him the distant 
property more suited for a family. It seemed like a choice of spite, and of unfair financial rape.  A  
hearing was set and Hernholm was going to be out of state, so his boss took over with no  
knowledge of Dean's story or case. The judge ordered $900/ mo. temporary support, custody for 
Marlene, and John's attorney said nothing. He had like $450/month left to live on and went back to 
his little apartment and got drunk. The courts do not seek justice in these orders, simply the 
division of the monies of the breadwinners to cover both sides pending litigation. After all, they 
don't want the state to have to pay for Mrs. Dean's care, or God forbid, ask her to get a life, and go 
to work, poor lady with 3 small kids. [ The possiblity also existed that she planned to have 2 
accidental children back to back to enhance her position in an expected divorce]. All was looking 
good, for Marlene. If he fought her, it would have to be with his savings, and he'd probably still 
lose. That's what Hernholm told him. And Marlene held firm on her division, and wanted an 
automatic increase in child support with increases in the consumer price index ratio to the first 
year,  if John's salary increased by that or more. John  asked for 4 ½ years of  declining spousal 
support and $150/child/mo  child support, with visitation every other weekend. The child support 
was to be understood as ½ of each child's support, the other half coming from Marlene, as she was 
equally responsible for the children. The starting total was less than the temporary order, about 
$750/month total, but still high enough not to force Marlene to have to go to work. She had a 
positive cash flow on Mira Mesa plus the $750/mo from John, and her house payment was like 
$350/mo with a $40K loan balance. John had it better than he did with the temporary order, but 
only slightly. So John paid Mr Hernholm his $350, plus the cost of making the settlement 
agreement, another $550. and got the final decree of 29 Dec 1977, shortly after the first of the 
year. Marlene had dated around in the market of singles since their separation, with some medium 
term relationships. She must have reflected upon her cruelty to John for so many years and her 
combativeness, and must have compared John to each and every date. She may have actually 
started to feel sorry for John as she was more friendly on the phone. Meanwhile, he ran into Lynne 
at work who would keep her eye open for him. John had given her the “give me a call business”, 
but when she did, he was stuck planning next years  budget support from NAVELEX, and couldn't 
get out of the office. 
Miss a Tryst – Get a Referral for Carol – See Babes- M Come On
So he didn't follow up the tryst arrangement before Lynne got back with a suggestion for a date 
for John. She asked if John remembered the secretary in the Air Systems Program Office, Carol 
Lyons. And he did. Every guy was crazy about her rack and funny nature.  So Lynne said Carol'd 
be interested in a date with him, and gave him her phone number. John called her. She was now in 
real estate and doing well, and John asked if she'd like to come over for a dinner at his place and 
she accepted. He planned to do a steak on the outdoor grill at the apartment, artichoke, baked 
potato, salad, and have a little wine, maybe a drink, and visit. So they had a nice meal and clicked 
and laughed and John shared a bit of his story, and she wasn't getting enough either and separated 
from her drunken husband, so he asked her to bed on the spot and she agreed and they went at it. 
And she relished sex and was very responsive, so they became friends. Meanwhile at the 
apartment building, John had already spotted a couple of babes there. One was blonde, good 
looking, in her early 20s, and had a gorgeous hour glass figure. Let's call her Yvonne. And she 
hung around the pool quite a bit. She had a tall thin sailor boyfriend and shacked with him. The 
other gal was a young Italian Bombshell, about 5' 7”with an equally sexy shape, who had a 5' 8” 
muscular Italian husband, who was also an enlisted sailor. Let's call her Sophia. Her husband was 
kind of a tough guy. John had seen these couples more than once when they made some comment 
about his music, and John shared the wonder of  his custom tape recording system, and they came 
in for a drink and listened to some effects John could create, and they all had a fun time. 
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   The kids wanted to visit and go for a swim and their mom could deliver them and check out 
John's reduced style of living. So they came over, and Marlene kind of dragged her feet about 
leaving, and John asked if she'd like to stay, and she did. First the kids wanted to play in the pool. 
Then they all had something to eat. Then some TV and finally...snug as a bug in a rug, the girls all 
got in their sleeping bags and were fast asleep in a short while. John and Marlene went off to his 
room. She was not aversive, she was sensuous and gave John what he wanted with ease and 
comfort. The next morning before she left she made John a proposition and offered to give John 
whatever he wanted in sex, whenever he wanted it, if they could be together again. He thanked 
her, but no thank you. He couldn't really trust her anymore, and was deeply hurt by the Rowley 
family and her taking  him in the settlement by taking the Pt. Loma house, not the University City 
3 bdr, and by her getting the rental, using Roy's money.  So he bought everything with his labor 
and she got 2/3rds, after being what John considered a failure of a wife. Justice in the big picture?
John Deals with Huge Temptations Two in a Row
John and Carol connected again, and again it was sex with enthusiasm. They were still dating. But 
Carol had her work which kept her busy, and her son, Tim (who was about 4 years older than 
Christine), and her elderly folks, Louie and Florence, and  she wasn't always available. Then the 
two sailors with the babes were both called to come aboard ship for a couple of days at sea. 
Sophia invited John to a small party at her place. There was a couple who disappeared into the 
bedroom, and Sophia and Yvonne and John. John had already relieved his sexual tension, and had 
a couple of drinks to chill out for the evening, before he came to the small party, and was sitting 
on the floor with his back to the wall, and chilling when Sophia approached and said she had just 
picked up some desensitizing cream that was supposed to slow her husband's arrival in sex. She 
crouched in front of John and shared that her favorite sex was [John's favorite] , but that her 
husband arrived too quickly, and spoiled her fun. Then Yvonne came up and knelt in front of John 
and said that her favorite sex was the same as Sophia's. Now being a sex crazed single man who  
was already fantasizing about these women and himself, John thought about his sexually deflated 
half crocked status at the moment, the promise Sophia's husband had made to him on the tennis 
courts [“I'll beat the crap out of you if you mess with my wife”],  Carol, and his personal ideal of 
not messing with other guys' ladies; and John let the moment pass. [As an old man John has 
fantasized kicking himself for the decision he made as a young man.] This scene was made more 
explicit when Yvonne asked John and Carol to a party at her place within the next week. They 
arrived and knocked on the door and no one answered. John knocked again and still no answer. 
Without thinking John checked the door. It was unlocked so that when he checked it, it opened a 
small amount and John saw Yvonne's tush as she was leaning over the couch on her knees buck 
naked and kissing her boyfriend. He closed the door quickly and quietly thinking that he had the 
wrong date for the party. [But did he? Or was this the “Lure-teus Maximus”set up for John? . Did 
they simply want new partners to swing with? ]He saw a skeletal version of Yvonne months later 
and wondered, HIV?,  He let the moment pass again.
Louie and Florence Heynen – Dr. Norm Shock 
Anyhow John continued on with Carol and during the remainder of their time of encounters, John 
got to know Louie and Florence and enjoyed visiting with them and sharing a meal with Louie 
every now and then. He was a bit crippled from a stroke that affected his walking. He was from a 
banking family in New York and was well off in his old age. Florence was a dear woman who put 
up with Louie's verbal chiding and still waited on him, hand and foot. Louie subsisted heavily on 
Marsala wine (fortified) and Chablis, and the gourmet cooking of his wife. He was overweight 
and moved very slowly and had a big mouth and was loud. He also had an older daughter in New 
York from a first marriage, and Carol and her would be the beneficiaries of his estate eventually. 
The half sisters were not on speaking terms. The next door neighbor was Dr. Norman Shock, a 
superb dentist and good neighbor, who had living quarters next to his office at that location, on the 
corner of Nimitz and Chatsworth. Carol had been trained as a dental assistant when she was a 
teenager, by Dr. Shock, and assisted Shock during the summers to make some money. Norm was  
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an Optimist and a generous, good natured, gregarious, dental professional of the highest caliber, 
who loved women, perhaps too much. He was with his 7th wife when John met him.  Then  John 
took Carol to his folk's house for a visit to meet his folks, and everybody laughed and had fun.
Carol's EX attempts Suicide-Carol & John Rent a Condo together
Also during this time Carol's ex-spouse attempted suicide, by cutting his wrists and  locking 
himself in the bathroom. Tim called his mom for help, and one of them called paramedics, and she 
drove off to Escondido where the estranged couple had their house, and where the boy and his 
father lived. The EX didn't cut himself deep enough to bleed out quickly and survived. Carol 
stayed with her son who was 12 and cleaned up the house. She was gone for a week or so. Then, 
after about a half of year of dating, John and Carol rented a 3 bdr condo in Pt. Loma to start living 
together and split the rent. This would be early in 1978. It was a beautiful unit with a 2 car garage, 
about 2 blocks from her folks. John didn't want a marriage, and Carol didn't push. But they had a 
big enough place, now, to have kids join them. She wanted a room for Tim, in case he changed his 
mind, and John understood. And John wanted a room for Christine. Both conditions were met. 
Christine Wins War with Mom at 8 and moves in with Dad
Christine had implored her daddy to move in with him, and he remembered the words of Mr. 
Hernholm regarding the courts and what John could expect. Marlene would be able to keep them 
as long as she wanted. Christine was 8 and her daddy explained to her that if she wanted to move 
in, she was welcomed, but she'd  have to convince her mother to let her go. Well this little 8 year 
old went to town and within about 3-4 months, perhaps in May of 1978, her mother called at work 
and said “come and get your daughter!!!” John ran around the lab looking for the loan of a pick-up 
truck and got one. He picked up Christine within the hour, and all of her stuff: her bed, nightstand, 
dresser, and desk and all her clothes and other personal affects, and he moved her in with him and 
Carol. It was great for him to have Christine in his care. Marlene let John know up front that he 
would have to keep up the same support or face a hearing to change child support. He felt that he 
was over a barrel, but wasn't concerned about the actual cost of taking Christine in (her food). 
Christine, finally, had her own room again. And the previous support, although unfair, continued at 
$450 for child care.[Each of them was taking care of one child ea. and the third child's support 
from John should have been $150. to Marlene].
John and Bob McGlothlin - Typical Life With Carol at Condo
Back at work, advanced development would follow the EHF test program, and Dean represented 
NOSC and participated in the review of proposals at the Naval Electronics Systems Command, 
NAVELEX headquarters, in Wash. D.C., where Bob McGlothlin was the program manager for the 
new Navy Advanced Development model of the Navy EHF terminal. John had spent hours with 
Mr. McGlothlin on previous trips when he came to NOSC, to familiarize him with the whole EHF 
survivable system concept. Dean knew that better than anybody. And he stayed right with Bob 
McGlothlin for all of his questions, and took him home for dinner and drinks. Bob and he became 
friends and John visited Bob's home in the DC area and had a dinner with Bob's family. But while 
John was away, Carol developed the symptoms of colitis or something similar. It was her 
nervousness with John's absence that gave her a spastic colon that forced her to stay near a toilet, at 
all times. She didn't have her feelings under control. She showed herself to be jealous and 
challenged John about his activities when he was out of her presence during non-work hours. John 
had lots of fantasies wherever ladies were present, but didn't ever cheat on Carol. His mind was 
free to roam, but his behavior was pure and true and faithful to Carol. The next 9 months was the 
same thing everyday, come home from work and fix a drink. Chit chat with Carol and/or Christine. 
Then he'd fix another drink and settle into his easy chair, or fix dinner if he was the cook that 
evening; a little wine with the meal, and then hours of electronic chess, while slowly sipping on an 
after dinner drink. He wasn't looking to engage with his family, he entertained himself, but he  was 
available for questions or comments. And Carol noticed the constancy of the booze, from after 
work to bedtime. Chris always went to her room earlier, and John and Carol would start their 
private orgy at bedtime. Carol was multiply orgasmic, and needed a 10-20 minute interval (with a 
persistently stimulating assist from John). This would accommodate her, and then John would do 
his thing more quickly. 
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Tuning Out Loud Disturbances
At the condo they had to suffer the shaking and roaring of big passenger jets as late as 11PM on a 
daily basis. They were right on the glide path for Lindbergh Field, on ocean approaches, and 
complaints in the city probably forced all traffic to use the ocean approach in the evening hours. 
As startling as that was, within 3-4 weeks of living there, John could sleep through the thunderous 
interruption accommodated by his subconscious noise and shake filtering system (and alcohol 
numbing) that worked astonishingly well. And it's also probably true that the mind can run a 
similar filter during waking hours when annoying talk is always present (witness Florence's 
acceptance of Louie's rude and negative, loud humor. She had to be tuning it out). 
John Designs Custom Ring For Carol and has it Made
Carol had a $20 gold piece that was worth hundreds, she drove a clean looking jaguar sedan with 
all of the appointments, and she had a 1 ct. diamond of good quality that she was wondering if 
John could design her a ring. So he got out his colored pencils and when he arrived at a design, 
did it up nice with the colored pencils. It would be made into an engagement ring for her to wear. 
She liked the design so John shopped with some jewelry stores and they all wanted a thousand or 
more to do the design, so John had the idea of shopping with a design manufacturing jeweler, and 
when he did, he was happy to hear that they could do the design for $450. So he put some money 
down and the man asked if he wanted to coordinate on the wax. And John said “the what”? And 
the design jeweler told John how the ring is made...with a full size wax model, hand carved from 
hard green wax, mounted on a rubber circular base with an upward conical feed, encased in a 
metal cylinder (called a flask), which cavity was filled with wet plaster, which was put into an 
airtight vacuum pumped chamber on top of a vibrating  base to loosen and suck out all air bubbles, 
before the plaster hardened. Then it was removed and left to dry, after which time the rubber base 
was removed and the flask was put into a kiln with the conical entrance down to bake out all of the 
wax (called burn out). When it reached 1200 degrees Fahrenheit, tongs were used to move the 
flask to the centripetal force casting unit with a crucible of melted gold in front of the conical 
entry (to the vacuous space of the ring inside the flask), and while the shiny gold was still  liquid, 
the crucible and flask were spun up quickly in a circular motion that forced the liquid gold to fill 
the space where the wax ring had been (the process called casting).  That red hot flask was 
allowed to cool a bit before it was picked up by tongs and dunked in a bucket of water to cause the 
plaster to explode away from the ingot and free the gold casting from the flask. The conical 
attachment at the bottom of the ring was severed with a jewelers saw, to leave an unfinished ring, 
and the gold cone (called a button). John thought that he could learn to do this.
 Ring Surprise - 2nd Pt Loma Home- Marriage to Carol
 Anyhow John got the ring and secretly planned to give it to Carol  while at dinner at the gourmet 
restaurant near Convict Lake, a few miles south of Mammoth. He and Carol went on a fishing trip 
on Lake Mary with one special night out reserved at the Convict Lake restaurant. He arranged to 
have Christine call the restaurant and summon Carol to the phone, at which time John stuck the 
ring in her partially full champagne glass and awaited her return. It went off without a hitch and 
Carol was blown away by the ring when she went to take a sip. They got a referral for a judge who 
would perform the marriage according to the script of the couple at Louie and Florence Heynen's 
house, and coordinated a meeting with the judge. He was very cordial and gave them possible 
dates. June 24th, 1979 was chosen. They put together a prenuptial agreement. Then John asked 
Carol to find them a house in Pt. Loma. She did, and John and Carol bought it with equal halves of
the down payment, and assumed the loan of the seller. Carol's $30,000 was borrowed from her 
mother (out of her life's savings). So she got in for nothing.  It was on Sterne Street, just up the hill 
from Louie and Florence, in a very nice neighborhood  in Loma Portal. It was a very cute 3 
bedroom, 2 bath house, just 4 houses away from a full 180 degree view of the harbor in San Diego 
Bay at the crest of the Point. It cost $125K, so they had a loan balance of $65K and payments 
about as high as the rental they were leaving. John used the money he got from Roy Rowley 
through the divorce with his daughter to buy into the third property of the couple. Now John had
 little savings. But the couple both had income, though Carol's share came from commissions of
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sales on real estate, and when they married Carol had about four sales in escrow. It was a quiet 
ceremony with the two sets of folks and John's daughters, and the judge. John had bought 6 
bottles of Korbell Brut, for the 7 adults at the wedding, and John got high on champagne. They 
catered the luncheon from Anthony's “Star of the Sea room” restaurant on the wharf of San Diego, 
the best sea food restaurant in town. John and Carol escaped to Lindbergh Field to catch their 
flight  to San Jose where a rental car awaited them, which he drove to Carmel for their honey 
moon. He was barely able to drive and not the greatest of bed partners on his wedding night due 
to over drinking. After a couple of days they flew home, where both rejoined the real world. The 
new house was very comfortable. Carol had some antique furniture, John had his walnut encased 
TV and easy chair, Christine had nice furniture in her bedroom, and John and Carol took turns 
cooking. John started doing his mesquite grilled steaks and learned how to make decent Bearnaise 
and Hollandaise sauces for meat and vegetables. He even learned from Granny Heynen (Florence) 
how to make baked Oxtails (cow tails), one of her specialties. John liked Mrs. Pauls Fried Clams 
and fries, and baked chicken wings and a baked potato or Uncle Ben's long grain and wild rice, 
broiled fresh fish and rice, and learned how to make a half way decent clam chowder. 
Hamburgers on the grill (mesquite smoked, with the hood down), and a good spaghetti sauce, 
although the Venetian restaurant was available 2 blocks away with great food. John loved their 
Italian torpedo sandwich, meat ball sandwich, and sausage sandwich. John also made his own 
taquitos,  chicken quesadillas, refried beans, and guacamole from scratch.  
Christine Tormented By Evil Student Gang  Christine struggled in Loma Portal 
Elementary School because of a gang of rotten kids led by the daughter of a local Portuguese 
fishing family, who penned dirty inflammatory words on the walls about Christine and egged the 
house out of cruelty alone, as Christine had done nothing to deserve this assault. John chased the 
kids into a house down the street running right behind them after an egging and yelled through the 
open door that these rotten kids had egged his house, and the parents should stop this abusive 
behavior. The house wasn't egged anymore. The parents of the leader of this group were notified 
and denied her complicity, so Christine had to deal with this adverse behavior around her in 
school for years
John Does Cheap Restoration on '59 Impala Convertible
John asked if he could revive Louie's '59 Chevy Impala convertible in his garage for use again. It 
had been stored there for 15 years without any use. Louie agreed. So on a weekend John emptied 
all of the fluids, except the brake fluid: engine, transmission,  rear end, and gas tank. Refilled with 
new oils and gas, cleaned the carburetor, pumped up the tires and pushed it out of the garage. He 
changed and gapped the new spark plugs, checked the points and the gap setting. He checked the 
wheel brake cylinders for leaks (there were none), filled the master brake cylinder, had good 
brake pedal, got and connected a new battery, primed the carburetor, with the air filter off,  and 
fired it up. It took some cranking to pump gas into the carburetor from the tank, but there was 
spark so it did start. He also added an inline gas filter in case the gas tank had any rust in it, and 
could have changed the spark plug wires as well. Then he kept an eye on the filter, and changed it 
as needed. Louie allowed them to take it home and use it. The registration was renewed. The 
Deans got 2 new tires for the car and a new rag top. The collapsible roof hardware was in good 
shape. The jaguar had started to nickle and dime ($200-$500 in Jaguar terminology) Carol.  A new 
heater radiator cost $70., but $700. to install it. The installation required dis-assembly of the dash 
board and wood encasing, to get to the heater radiator, and then, change out and re-assembly of 
the dashboard, a three day job. [John had replaced a leaky heater radiator in his $400 purchase 
price, 1964 Dodge Dart slant 6, for $12. and the return of the old core to the radiator shop, a few 
years earlier, and the whole job with a round trip to the shop took a half hour]. John suggested 
she sell the Jaguar and use Louie's Chevy, which she did. Offers on the Chevy were made at 
practically every stop light. It had something like 35K miles on it, plus overdrive. But it drove like 
a tank, with its low heavy center of gravity, Such was the engineering of convertibles in the 50s. 
Carol had Low Income for Months? Renegade Tim moved in, but Carol's sales became few and 
far between. and she had little income for 6-7 months. The four houses in escrow when they 
married all came out? At this rate they wouldn't be able to keep up payments on the house. 
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So John actually started thinking about getting another engineering job in industry, where the pay 
was better. Tim moved in, but he was undisciplined and a bit unruly, disrespectful of,  and 
disobedient to John. Basically he was an only child spoiled brat with the self-centered-ness of a 
toddler, who was going to do what he wanted to do. And Carol didn't have control and wanted 
John to stay out of it; and she offered no or little consequences for his behavior. John tried to defer 
to Carol on issues of her son. But a problem was in the offing.
John Starts Jewelry -Dr Shock Teaches John Finishing
But while John still had a positive cash flow, he decided to look into jewelry making. He asked 
the jewelers at the design manufacturing business if he could come and observe some of the 
processes to learn about the craft. They agreed and shared a lot of knowledge while John looked 
over their shoulders. They agreed to cast John's waxes in 14K gold with a slight bump in the cost/
gram of gold delivered, to cover the small amount of labor to sprue (connect with wax leads to the 
wax object), cast it with their other stuff, cut off the rough casting, weigh it at the higher gold 
price, and  hold it for pick up. John went to Norm Shock who was happy to teach him metal 
finishing. It was pretty simple. You file the rough casting to eliminate the bump where the sprue 
lead was cut off (medium file), and then progressively file or sand the piece with lighter and 
lighter/finer grit sandpaper /files, in a rounding motion so as not to create flat surfaces on your 
finished piece, until it was smooth enough to buff out. For John this became sand down to 320 
grit wet and dry sandpaper, or file last with a fine grobet hand file. Then hard buff and clean (with 
ammonia and an old toothbrush, and rinse with water) and finish buff and clean. So John could 
get started with a box of green wax, carving tools, a few small files, a medium file, a jewelers saw 
and blades, a small hobby two sided electric buffer with one hard buff wheel, and a rag soft buff 
wheel; a hard buff compound block (white diamond) and a finish buff block (red rouge), maybe 
$90. total at that time. Dr Shock gave John some used dental scalers for wax carving, and John 
was ready to go. It wasn't long before John wanted to do the whole procedure: Sprue, invest (with 
plaster), burn out, casting, finishing...molding an original, wax injection for replicas. So he got the 
kiln, a simple spring driven centripetal casting unit, flasks, crucibles, the “Little Torch” with the 
#1 - #5 tips  (5 for melting up to 1 oz of casting stock), a carbon rod, tongs, borax, and an 
industrial source for casting metals. When he produced a piece he thought worthy of reproduction, 
he bought the vulcanizing press and the wax injector, injection wax, mold frames, raw rubber 
supplies, and mold graphite powder. Here's some of the first pieces made. His mother had arthritic 
fingers so she couldn't even remove her wedding ring. She had no other precious gold jewelry 

 except her grandma's (Mary Ann Dumigan Mc Cann's) broach, which was 10K gold with small 
mine cut stones, teensy rubies and diamonds. She gave that to John, 
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so when he got the casting equipment and supplies he melted his great gramma's gold in with 
some 18kt gold in the correct ratio to make the result 14k gold and melted that with his 14K 
yellow casting stock so that some small trace of  Great Gramma's  jewelry would go to each 
recipient of John's 14K yellow gold work, forever, as long as he recycled the button of each 
casting into the next. So John started out making his Mom an arthritic ring, shown on the previous 
page that had a flip top flower and great gramma's best mine cut diamond that opened the band to 
allow it to be put on and off with comfort. The band could expand to clear the knuckle, then be 
pinched together and hooked by the prong on the lower side of the flower. John also made her a 
small scorpion pin as she was a Scorpio. Because of Carol's low income (probably due to higher 
interest rates, [but she could have been stashing her money just for her] ) John had to seek work 
outside the government. He ran into Jim Conrad, who was running the San Diego Office of Booz, 
Allen, & Hamilton, Consultants. Jim was interested in hiring John on at his office. He made an 
offer that John accepted that represented a 30% increase in salary. So he left the security of civil 
service and NOSC. Jim had him work with NRL on contracts supporting them, back in 
Washington D.C. He did a bit of EHF SATCOM support, then picked up a study on queuing 
theory for the first year. While working at Booz (a perfect name for John's employer), he sold his 
house in University City and took a first Trust Deed with interest only payments, offering 12%, 
due and payable in 5 years. This gave John about $1000 of extra income/mo. He also continued 
developing his skill at custom jewelry making, with orders here and there through his wife. She 
had started a tire company with her EX, so she had first hand knowledge of self employment. 
Long story short, Booz had to close their San Diego office at the end of the year for a lack of new 
business, and they offered to take John Dean into their Washington D.C. Office, but John and 
Carol and kids wanted to stay in San Diego. Ironically a great- great grand niece of Louis 
Comfort Tiffany worked at the BoozAllen San Diego Office when John did and ordered a 
custom ring from him, shown below. It features six  5 point diamonds, 3 on each side of the triple 

band ring in arcs surrounding the center 
with a .25 ct diamond solitaire.  The center 
band is higher on the top and flares to each 
side where it ducks under to become the 
two outside bands. The center diamond is 
supported in a prong mount on top of the 
beam connecting the two sides in the 
middle. There's air space front, back & on 
both sides of the center stone since the 
outside bands curl back under and are not 
continuous across the gap at the top. John 
got his resale certificate from the state of 
California while he was still engineering. 
When the Booz office closed John started 
two companies. J.C. Associates, a 
consultant service and J. C. Custom 
Jewelry. He got a Diebold safe and a 
facility clearance for his home [Can you 
believe that?]. He was hired by 

NAVELEX to work part time to keep track of the EHF Advanced development and was given 
some access to documents at NOSC as well.  J. C. Associates charged twice his previous salary so 
that he made what he got from Booz working half time. Only he didn't have the inside contacts at 
the labs anymore and became disillusioned about what he could do by himself, so he let go of the 
consulting business and turned in any documents he had after 3 months. Besides Carol was 
keeping him busy with jewelry orders, and he preferred working with his hands and his mind on 
the bench. The master suite had an extra room at the rear of the house that he converted into his 
jewelry shop. His daughters are  shown at play in       that room on the next page at left. 
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There's Danielle,6; Christine, 
10; and Kathleen, 5. Danielle 
had the perfect squeeze to shoot 
a rubber mold with the wax 
injector and create the best wax 
replica to the original. So Daddy 
worked on his grasp to mimic 
Danielle's strength and that's 
how he learned to shoot waxes, 
with a gentle but firm grip on 
the mold and a light to medium 
push on the wax fountain nozzle 
(not a hard squeeze/hard push). 
John was a man of logic who 
could yield to pragmatic results 
and change his behavior for 

what works better. Thanks again, Danielle. The Tiffany ring was molded.
Jewelry Created by John- New Fair Child Support Enforced

Most of John's work was custom, new creations, one-of-a kind, but reproduction work of his 
own design was also done from molds he made of his originals. Without being exhaustive some 
of the molded pieces will be identified with an (M). John notified Marlene that her child support 
was going down to $150/mo from $450 that she had previously demanded when John 
engineered. Again it was each  person taking care of one child, and the third being split between 
the two with John's half share of $150 coming from him and going to her. [Marlene grew up 
quite a bit and got additional schooling and became a geologist.and ended up getting the 
GS-13 at the same lab where John had been denied. Good for her!]. John was happy to be in a 
business of love. Get an order with half the money down (non-refundable) and in 2-3 days, 
typically, be greeted with smiles and the other half of the money. In his entire career of jewelry 
and art (38 years thus far) he had 3 cases where the customer yielded their money up front and 
didn't take delivery.  One cannot please all of the customers all of the time, but John's best was ok 
with him [he made hundreds of small fixes to please the customer for no extra pay]. John had no 
ego about his work; he felt blessed that it sold as well as it did, and that he scratched out a living. 
He always liked his product before calling a client to come and pick it up, but was progressively 
more willing to throw in little fixes here and there to fully please the customer, within reason. He 
did a lot of  speculative art that didn't sell and kept a lot and gave away a lot (G) , but was always 

content with his product 
when he made delivery. 
He showed his sense of 
humor, and  his feelings, 
which won't necessarily 
please anybody. It's OK 
not to laugh and feel 
different. What follows is 
his lifelong creation and 
production of jewelry.  It 
does not show the repeat 
pieces that were popular
and made and sold 
multiple times. It 
wouldn't include pieces 
he forgot to photograph, 

                     
 and many pieces where the photos were not sharp enough to display. But is does show:
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John's Lifetime Creative Accomplishment in Jewelry
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Origin of Jewelry Design
      Drawings by himself were made for all speculative pieces, and with the customer as needed to 
get a commitment on an order. Here are a few pages of sketch work to demonstrate the design 
process. John would cut a big enough piece of green wax to match the size and design for the 
customer. He used the hard green wax for this process.
     The ratio of green wax weight to gold is 1 to 11 (or 1 to 14), so John could trim the wax to 
meet the gold weight of the final piece. He could estimate the weight of each design before 
starting to carve, which he needed to do to cost out the item to the customer before work began,
and he developed a 6th sense about ring weights, or pendant weights, before he got started.
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Best estimate for the total jewelry made was  950-1000 pieces, with 914 accounted for in the photos 
plus known extras. One example of extras is the Eagle pendant John designed in about 1981. He 
marked the original with an “M” for master on the bottom of the bezel and then got names and 
addresses for recipients. Here's the list of eagle recipients.

So as not to interrupt the jewelry career and production of John, the whole career was  presented. 
Now, however, the story will resume in 1980, after John marries Carol and becomes a jeweler. 
John kept busy with jewelry business, whether he had an order or not. His drinking became more
 of a necessity even while he was able to produce a lot of work. He would play Atari or electronic 
chess on a chess board sensitive to touch with real pieces, and drink in the evenings until bed time. 
He wasn't as active with the orgy life style he had  at the condo before the marriage. Then,Carol's 
friends, the Budzils, threw a party and invited John and Carol, together with yacht club friends.
John inducted into BBBYC- Yachting-Nice Jewelry- Mom Dies
Well John was encouraged to bring his guitar to play and drink and party, and that was just perfect 
for him. The Marshes were there, Capt. Pete and Mrs. June; Bud and Maxine Eastman, maybe Bill 
and Mary Lou Wilson, and perhaps 2 more couples. And they all had a ball. John sang “La Bamba” 
a la Richie Valens, and other Mexican songs and old time rock, Buddy Holly, Elvis, Don and 
Dewey, Little Richard, Jimmie Reed. He was amused that their group was called the Baja Booze 
Bay Yacht Club (BBBYC), but he was juried into the club and fit in perfectly with all these pirates 
and their mates and went to lots of BBBYC parties and a few yachting experiences. Bud Eastman 
was the creator/owner/editor of "Frets" and "Guitar Player" magazines and had met many stars in 
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the music business. Carol got in touch with her "rich bitch" friend, Jeanie Ericson, and she fit 
perfectly into the group. Jeanie had friends everywhere and lived in the jet set.She bought a couple 
of pieces of jewelry as did a lot of the other members of the BBBYC. John did a mold of a micro 
abalone and made maybe 10 of these charms over the years, the first for June Marsh, and then most 
of the rest for Mary Lou Wilson. In this time frame John met Dennis Crane, an entrepreneur who 
lived in Loma Portal, and dealt in precious stones from around the world, selling them to jewelry 
stores. He also found a wholesale connection for diamonds to accent his designs. An early 
speculative piece was a butterfly pendant of  pear shaped blue sapphires and round brilliant 
diamonds. Carol met this ex-con banker who defrauded his own bank, did 3 years in prison, then 

kept 10 million dollars for the exercise and retired to Pt. 
Loma (she probably sold them a house). He bought the 
butterfly pendant (shown below left) for about $1500 or 
thereabouts, and John made a tidy profit in 3-4 days.  He 
also duplicated the Tiffany descendant's ring design for 
his wife's good friend. Then in early 
July of 1981 his dad fell and broke 
his hip and was put in the hospital. 
Shortly after that John got a call 
from his mother,  saying  she was 
dying and could John come and 
visit a bit before she goes. John 
was very busy and asked if his 
mom could hold on for a couple of 
weeks. She said she'd have a 
surprise for him when she sees him. 

10 days later on Sunday, the 19th of July, 1981, he got the call from Mary Preter, a close friend and 
previous neighbor across the street that Evelyn had suffered a major heart attack while out to 
dinner with the Preters that evening and had been revived, but was taken to Arcadia Methodist 
Hospital and was in the Critical Care Unit. John dropped everything and took off for Arcadia. Don 
had been summoned and was at the hospital but was not permitted to see his mother. When John 
arrived he found Don and then went to the CCU. He said he had driven from San Diego to see his 
mother and was let in. Poor Mom's eyes were fixed and dilated as she lay under a sheet on her back 
with a hose down her throat, breathing assistance, and her heart still beating slightly. John later 
wished he could have said sweet things and thanked his mother for her hard work and for teaching 
him “love” as a toddler. He learned in later years that hearing is one of the last things to go, so 
soothing talk at this time could have been comforting to Mom. He did stroke her hair gently and 
asked her to hang on. Word of the intensity of the attack had not yet been sensed from the tests thus 
far, so they were just waiting, with IVs connected and the breathing machine and some medications 
to reduce trauma and thin mom's blood (he presumed). John asked for them to let his brother in to 
see her and left to go get Don. Don was let in and returned in 5-10 minutes, saying that her eyes 
were fixed and dilated. John hadn't accepted the conclusion as yet. So they reached brothers Joe 
and Jim at Jim's place in Berkeley on the phone, and told them of Mom's appearance and serious 
condition. The folk's house was near, so John thought he could go there and wait for any word of 
change. It was probably 10 PM when John left for the house. He definitely needed a few drinks and 
some cigarettes to feel closer to normal and settled in and crashed about midnight. Maybe at 1 AM 
on the 20th, the hospital called and said her condition had worsened so John called Don and headed 
on down to the hospital to rejoin Mom. Tests had shown that her condition was fatal. She would die 
soon. The trauma of the situation had started her stomach to ulcerate and bleed so a tube was 
removing blood. They tried a saline flush to help reduce the acidity but it didn't stop the bleeding. 
John became frantic and went into “foxhole prayer”. He hadn't prayed in about 16 years , but 
shaking and scared he asked God to watch over Mom and care for her until he could again be 
rejoined with her. Don and John were allowed to be together quietly by Mom's side. But they called
Joe and Jim first to tell them of the impending death. It was about 2:50AM when Mom started
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violently jerking all around, and the brothers were asked to leave the room momentarily. Mom's 
brain was dying and she needed sedation to calm death's rattles. Within a minute or two, John and 
Don were let back in and clutched each other in common sorrow and agony as they watched their 
mother die. Within another minute or so the heart reading flat lined. John no longer felt Mom's 
presence. A corpse lay in front of him. Don went over to kiss the cheek of the corpse of his mother. 
John knew that he had promised Mom over and over to watch over and take care of Dad when she 
died. She must have had a premonition that that would happen. And of course she did. She had 
congestive heat failure and couldn't stop smoking to extend her life. She was desperately hooked on 
her Chesterfield Kings (non filtered) to the end. They called the brothers and Don shared Mom's 
passing. John stood close to listen in and then share his experience briefly. Jim had  a play up and 
would need to notify the theater when the funeral had been arranged. But it was Monday, his day off, 
so he traveled to Arcadia with Joe to conduct the family business of notifying Dad and setting up the 
funeral with his brothers. How convenient God made this episode to have Dad cared for 
immediately in the hospital, and allow Jim to partake in his duties as a loving son, on his day off, 
with Joe in town to conveniently drive Jim home and have a brother present to halve the grief. So 
Jim and Joe arrived about noon and the brothers all met at the Dean house. John had gone thru 
Mom's little desk in the kitchen and discovered bank accounts and an investment account for their 
retirement. One of the bank accounts was left as a testamentary account for the 4 brothers of $10K to 
use to care for Dad while the estate was being settled for him. Mom had arranged with John to take 
Dad into his house upon her death, but hadn't told the brothers. They needed a death certificate to 
take ownership of the testamentary account and to gain access to any deposit box holding Mom and 
Dad's wills at the bank, although they may have found the wills in Mom & Dad's closet. Somehow 
they selected a mortuary to perform the body preparation and burial service and got the death 
certificate from them. They called Holy Angels and arranged for them to perform a funeral mass in 
coordination with the mortuary. As John recalls, it was set for Thursday. They picked out a beautiful 
dark wooden coffin that Mom might appreciate from above, left statements to be used in an obituary 
and as notes for the priest in the service, and stopped by the bank to all sign release of the 
testamentary account proceeds which John took to deposit in another bank for his fiduciary care of 
Dad. They may have found the wills at the bank or at home and Don opened and read them (as the 
eldest son and only attorney in the family). Both wills identified John as the executor, so Don let go 
fairly gracefully and asked what John wanted to do. John replied that he wanted the 4 brothers to 
make the arrangements for the funeral and to give inputs on a trust account to care for Dad and his 
estate. But John made it clear that he was supposed to take in Dad when he had healed enough to 
return home, trust or no trust. The brothers left John with the feeling that they should be in control 
but that John was supposed to do the work. That's not what John had in mind for "inputs". He 
wanted to hear his brothers ideas but ultimately decide what was to be done. John referred to Mary 
Preter as being knowledgeable of Mom's wishes and to ask her. Mary Preter told John that Evelyn 
had repeated her confidence in him to take care of Dad, when Mary called to report Mom's heart 
attack. .....But back to the day......The brothers all went to the hospital to inform Dad about the loss 
of his wife. Before they made it from the parking lot into the hospital John broke down on his knees 
at a chain link fence outside the building and started sobbing. He had envisioned entering Dad's 
room and couldn't handle the thought of telling Dad the bad news. The brothers grouped around 
John until he settled down a bit. Then they all entered the building together. Upon entering Dad's 
room, Don took the lead and went up to Dad and broke down himself while telling Dad of Mom's 
fate and the brothers gathered around the bed, and Dad cried briefly with Don, and then acted ok 
and tried to console his sons in his best way without being able to talk. He was going to be fine. So 
the brothers left Dad with their plans for the funeral and said they would visit and track his 
recovery from the broken hip. Soon Dad entered continuing care where his daily activities were on 
how to walk again and how to do the other personal hygiene tasks. He needed re-training. Within a 
couple of weeks,  John called Dad's personal doctor, Dr. Fauble and he said that Dad was cleared 
for release and should be taken home immediately. The doctor inferred that he had called  one of 
the other brothers and was upset that they wanted to hold Dad there while they worked on his 
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affairs. He said it would be cruel to keep him in continuing care or in a rest home.
John Moves Dad to His Home in San Diego
John took this as marching orders and borrowed Sandy Jacob's truck, in San Diego, to head up to 
Arcadia to liberate Dad and bring his bed, night table, dresser, TV,  closet items, bathroom items, a 
comfortable chair, etc back with him. When the brothers didn't help and acted negative, he 
threatened to sue if they got in his way. This only angered them more, but they kept out of the way. 
When Joe came up with and worked on a better alternative of placing Dad back in his house with 
live-in care about 9-10 months later, John was more than happy to acquiesce, and let it happen. Dad 
(after the 20 questions game of trying to guess what he's talking about) bitched about having to pay 
for his care, but John and Carol earned their small recompense while sacrificing their home and 
moving Tim into the garage. John supervised his Dad's walking exercises slowly by holding his arm 
and walking with him. On the first day he got to the front of the next door neighbor's lawn and 
started trembling and crying. John told him that it was ok and guided him back to the house. Each 
day Dad made a little progress. John praised him and escorted him back home. Each day he was told 
when he made it to the spot he reached the day before and asked if he wanted to extend his walk. He 
seemed to thrive on the challenge and would do at least one more house. He was never hassled, 
always praised for how he was doing. It was ok if he regressed a bit. They'd just turn back and head 
for home. After about 2-3 weeks,  he walked a bit more than half way around the block, and was 
asked if he wanted to see the un-chartered territory in front of him, or just wanted to return the way 
he came, like he was used to. He answered in the affirmative and completed the loop of the block, 
while enjoying the new vistas in the neighborhood. John praised him and said that if he thought he 
could handle this, it would be his exercise on a daily basis to walk around the block. Well not only 
could he handle it, but within a day or two of that, he took out on his own to do his walk around the 
block and when John noticed him missing, he raced around the block and found Dad half finished 
by himself, and he ah-pah-pah'd  John's presence, as if to say: "What are you doing here, I know my 
walk and I can do it on my own." So John let him do his walk on his own thereafter. Dad bitched 
about having to pay for his care, again, so John asked if he wanted the money back. No, ah pah pah, 
and so John dropped it. Life got on fine and Dad became accustomed to living in the house. He 
enjoyed his meals, had a TV in his room, took care of his personal hygiene, had a drink before 
dinner, bathed himself, took his pills, and slept well. He was less and less of a burden. But John 
thought that it wasn't right for Tim to have to sleep in the garage. John thought that he could do an 
add-on above the garage, and even did drawings for it. But it wasn't a good idea to spend Dad's 
money on John and Carol's house, and John and Carol did not have house add-on money. Dad 
mumbled about his fees for care taking and John  should never have asked if Dad wanted John to 
give the money to his brothers, because he answered "Yes, ah pah pah". Carol thought John was 
crazy and she was not going to give her share of that money back. Carol was right, and Dad was 
being a jerk. But John proposed it to the brothers and they indicated through Joe that they didn't feel 
the need to take any money back. But John gave them about 2/3rds of the money out of his own 
pocket, which cost him Carol's share. So he paid 1/3 of that money for Dad's care while doing the 
service  for free as it turned out. It cost John about $4,000 for the privilege of taking care of his 
father for the better part of a year. Later when John got sober and lost his guilt complex, he felt like 
a fool. And, so he was! But the 9 months passed fine and Jim came to visit Dad and sing and play 
for him..."Sweet Loraine"and "Choo Choo Chaboogie", etc. Also during this time frame, Cousin 
Chris visited, who John met a few years back at his father's funeral (John's Uncle Duke (Charles 
Dean), Dad's older brother). Chris had moved into the greater San Diego area with his wife Anne to 
scratch out a living anew. He had lost his house in Tucson about 5 years earlier after shooting a 
culprit fleeing a riot in his pick-up after the culprit tried to run Cuz over at the skirmish. Chris was a 
Pima County Sheriff at the time, responding to a call of "officer needs assistance" at a riot. Cuz 
even called his father at that time to tell him about the riot and asked him if he wanted to help out 
with arrests. And Uncle Duke, who loved to fight "evil", raced over to the site and busted a few 
heads. But the family of the murdered assailant and other Mexican Americans 
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in the community pushed for a criminal  trial and got it, but Cuz was acquitted by the law that 
allows a police officer the right to shoot a fleeing felon. The subsequent civil suit, however, found 
Chris partially guilty for denying this criminal his civil rights of a fair trial. So the judge or jury 
awarded the family his house, in which there was little equity. Then Chris was put on an 
investigation of a drug ring that led back to the Sheriff, himself; so Cuz was fired for bogus abuse 
during an arrest, so that he couldn't complete the case against the Sheriff. So he found a job with the 
South Tucson Police Department, but became disappointed there as well. It was time for Cuz to get 
out of Dodge, head on down the road, start a new life. Chris was a typical Dean (drinker and 
smoker) with an attitude and the strength to back it up. John feared him a bit. He had two 
Doberman Pincers for pets and for protecting his home. But he loved music and was playing banjo 
at the time in his leisure. He'd visit and recorded with John on John's Sony 350 customized reel to 
reel tape recorder,  2 nice Electro Voice dynamic microphones, and listened to the result on the two 
12" Jensen full range speakers in custom cabinets. John had a good quality, big sound recording 
capability, going back to the summer after his junior year in college, 1966. John should never have 
lent the best of his two mics to Cousin, as he carelessly lent it out to another musician who lost it or 
at least that was the story. Cuz's replacement mic back to John was a piece of S@#*. John never 
trusted Cuz after that. He got conned and ripped off for his best mic. Chris's Dad, Uncle Duke, 
abandoned Chris and his mother when he was a baby and Chris was raised by his mom to have 
more gentlemanly aspirations. He even took music lessons from Bud Eastman when he was a 
teenager, before Bud struck it rich with his magazines (small world). Both Dad, in previous years 
when he could talk, and Chris had shared that Duke was a CIA operative, a hit man, used in raids in 
China after WWII. He did that for quick bucks when his Chiropractor business was slow, or just for 
the adventure when he was called upon. He obviously had full faith in the CIA and no compunction 
for killing another human being. Duke is the Uncle who John and Enrique stayed with in Tucson 
when Enrique wanted to buy a gun to take back to Mexico, when he was 16.
Dad Returned to His Own Home C/O Joe
So Dad was returned to his house with a great young middle aged couple to watch over him. Joe 
took over the financial obligations for Dad and became his representative payee for Social Security. 
As John recalls Joe had also found a good investment company, Ahmanson Trust Company or 
Northern Trust.  There was a positive growth of the fund while issuing checks to pay for Dad's 
upkeep. Joe had also monitored the property while Dad was living with John. He would have had to 
water or have someone do that, and have a gardener to keep up appearances. John doesn't recall 
funding Joe for that, but he should have been. Joe was a very helpful caretaker for his Dad.
'76 Mark V Continental Goes "Poorman" Fishing
The jewelry business was going well in 1982 and Carol really needed a better car than the '59 
Impala to attend to her work in real estate. She found a deal on a '76 Mark V Lincoln Continental, 
that was in immaculate shape with good paint and about 60,000 miles on it. It had power seats and 
windows, a powered sun roof and cover, air, automatic, and rolled real smooth. It was white with 
the long hood and that big chrome Grill (like an old Rolls Royce) and the Continental kit. It 
definitely looked like something that Elvis could have owned. It was a two door which was a bit of 
a drawback for real estate work, but being a 2 door also made it look that much more foxy. She was 
named Elizabeth (the elephant), or Beth (the boat) for short. They used this car to take a family 
vacation to Lake Mary and do some fishing on the Lake. She was the only Lincoln Continental seen 
in the area while they were there, and it did look a bit funny to see the rods coming out of the sun 
roof enroute to fishing spots around the Mammoth Lakes. Not too many folks do this kind of 
economy fishing from shore out of a Lincoln Continental. Chris and Tim hung around the cabin and 
took little hikes most of the time. John and Carol limited out everyday (10 fish a piece). They kept 
their catches  on chains in the water while fishing and cleaned and beheaded them first thing back at 
the cabin every afternoon. No one around them was catching like John. He even let people along 
the shore take his spot, and told them what he was using for bait and his set-up with weights and 
hooks (John tied his own leaders), and then John would go and catch fish where the people had 
been. Providence shone upon John on this trip. So they ate their fill, plus brought back two large ice
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chests full of  frozen fish, 2 per zip lock bag sealed in water with negligible air/bag and got dry ice 
at the local market to keep them frozen for the trip home. Friends who wanted fish were given a few 
packets while the local Episcopal Church that Carol liked to attend in Pt. Loma, got the benefit  of 
most of the fish to share with parishioners in their open market set-up after services. Donations to 
the church were made by parishioners who took goods home from the church market. The fish 
would stay good for almost a year while kept frozen in the condition that they were packed in. 
Carol had her taxes done for her real estate work, and John was curious about the benefit, so Carol 
said she could submit his numbers and have the lady do the jewelry business as well. This seemed 
to be a time saver, but years later, John discovered that all the Social Security credits were given to 
Carol on her Social Security number, so John lost Social Security credits during his early and best 
couple of years of jewelry design and fabrication. This would make his benefit less than it should 
have been in his old age. Surely the tax preparer had an incorrect understanding about who did all 
of the work in the business. Carol would have a lunch with a girl friend and connect her with John 
for a design appointment for a nice piece of jewelry. He'd  meet with the customer and talk design 
and do sketches and discuss price ranges, and show stones, take her size for a ring, make a quote, 
collect the 1/2 down, and do all of the work to make the piece and handle delivery. John even 
became a Master Card Merchant, and had a number to call to clear purchases made in that fashion. 
He'd give the card number to the person on the phone, and they'd do a  search for any holds on that 
number and give an approval reference number or disapproval within a minute. So Carol had an 
important role, but did nothing in achieving the result. It was handled as John's business. Carol was 
kept in fresh gold on a regular basis... as she used to say.. The old gold from the previous couple of 
months was played down by her to keep getting new gold toys for her personal use and ownership. 
And she was pampered that way. It helped her sales approach to show a piece that John made her.
Friction with Tim & Carol-Alanon-Chris Joins-Separation
Tim ditched school a lot, smoked a little pot and hung out with his friend Jimmie. He didn't express 
any respect for John or show it in his actions. He knew he wanted to be an auto mechanic, so high 
school meant little to him. But he wasn't building any cars, or studying any automotive instructional 
material. He was just blowing smoke up his mom's butt, who didn't know how to manage him. One 
afternoon Tim and Jimmie were doing something wrong in the garage, and John overheard them 
and opened the door. Words were exchanged and Jimmie was told to go home. Tim got angry and 
pushed John,  while telling Jimmie to stay. More pushing back and forth until it got out of hand. So 
John hit Tim with a punch to the face and Tim retaliated by charging John and scratching him. and 
trying to grab him. John fought back and hit Tim a few more times.
Tim was pretty scrappy and strong but it didn't go on. John commanded Jimmie to leave and he 
went. Carol arrived and was a bit shocked. John told her of Tim's disobedience to his command 
regarding Jimmie, when he countermanded John and told him to stay, and about the pushing and 
shoving that festered into a fight. John was pretty badly scratched and bleeding a small amount, and 
Tim was red around the face. Carol seemed to understand, and didn't make any conclusions. So Tim 
decides to go to school the next day and is sent to the nurse for his black eye. The nurse questions 
him and the police are called. The police call John and schedule a visit by a detective and inform 
John not to get physical again. The detective arrives within a day or two, and instructs John on the 
law. He is warned that if he hits Tim again he will be arrested for assault. The officer had no advice 
for dealing with "in your face" errant step-son.. John asked for Tim to be sent to a boarding school 
where he could learn how to respect authority, and Carol dragged her feet for over a week and said 
she couldn't find any and thought that John should just stay out of the business of controlling Tim at 
the house. John had not been drinking when the altercation with Tim took place. So Carol was 
putting the whims of her minor truant son ahead of the "man of the house" and disrupting order, 
where she had no right to do that. She could not have bought their house in the first place. It was the 
long time good credit of the Master of Science who worked as an engineer. The engineer only 
needed a money partner to pay the half part down to buy into the loan, or he would have had to sell 
his note on the University City house to buy the house on his own. That would have been a 
possibility. But there was no way for Carol to buy the house on her own. And now she wanted the
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rightful owner to cow tow to the teenage punk, who couldn't even attend high school correctly. Her 
emasculation was not complete. She pulled out the "drunkard" card as if to nullify John's 
credibility. John drank daily after work until bedtime. He was quiet. He played chess or Atari, 
watched a little TV and went to bed mellow. There was no ruckus, no hangover, no arguments. He 
could be animated if he wanted with voices to accompany his act. But generally he was just quietly 
playing  in the evenings. Carol convinced Christine that her father was a drunk and Christine joined 
ALANON. Carol was a manipulative woman, who bitched & distorted the truth. Her ex husband's 
condition may have been enabled by her mouth. Tim was in line to join the ranks of dysfunctional 
"alcoholics", just by being the son of this lady. But John was ill equipped to see the big picture of  
his own life and where it was going. John had lost the ability to control his drinking, as he would 
learn in the next few months, but he was sure he could still work. He did not get wasted every 
night. But he was on a path to that end. And Carol was an emasculating drunk facilitator. In January 
of 1983, John could not deal with Tim and talked with Carol about a separation. 

CHAPTER 4  NEW ADVENTURE-RETURN OF SPIRIT

Carol talked her mother out of her life's savings to buy John out of the house, which she may have 
depreciated in value. John had to send Christine, who was 13, back to her mother. His plan was to 
get a used truck with a cab over camper and tour the Pacific Northwest in search of a nice place to 
live cheaply, out of the concrete jungle that he had spent his life in. Then he would send for 
Christine if she still wanted to join him. He bought a '74 Ford 150 pick up, converted to a 3/4 ton 
pick up with heavier suspension, with a cab over camper on it, and traded in trusty old  AF-1 for 
$100. He got another small floor safe, packed his jewels and his gold toys and hit the road. Bud and 
Maxine had sold out of San Diego and joined the ranks of survivalists who fully expected the world 
to erupt into nuclear holocaust, and bought a ranch in the Eagle Point region of Southern Oregon, 
just outside Medford. He had seen studies that showed this region to be safer than most areas in 
terms of nuclear fall out patterns in the event of an all out war. His ranch was equipped with a huge 
propane tank capable of providing energy for 20 years, huge supplies of food and water, etc. He 
and Maxine were good Christian people and they had their two adult sons and a daughter with them 
to help out on the ranch. Their son Rob started "Musician's Friend", a mail order business for music 
equipment and supplies in 1983 in San Diego, with a $5,000 loan from his Dad that moved to 
Oregon and became enormous, eventually merging with Guitar Center. Bud had a landing strip on 
his ranch, and an airplane, and was a qualified pilot. And Bud, of course had helped jury John into 
the BBBYC. Anyhow part of John's plan was to visit with Bud and Maxine at their ranch. He took a 
a couple of days to get to the Bay area, On route he suffered a flat tire near Kettleman Ranch on the 
5 North of Bakersfield and an 18 wheeler saw him and pulled over to help. He used his  on board 
compressed air to refill Johns tire to enable him to make the next off ramp and get to a gas station 
for some service. John had the tube/tire repaired and was back on the road within the hour. He had 
asked the big rig driver what he owed  him and the Hispanic man answered "remember me to 
Jesus". Then, about 30 miles outside Oakland on the 570, he suffered another flat, and had no spare. 
He walked to the nearby Mac Donalds and called Jim, who lived in Oakland or may have already 
moved to Berkeley. and Jim came out and drove John and his tire to a shop for repair and John 
bought a spare with another wheel, so he wouldn't get stuck again and be so helpless. Then Jim left 
and John followed him back to Jim's place. After a visit there John headed North on 101. Ferndale 
was his overnight spot, where he parked in a field set up for RVs, just South of Eureka. Only he got 
stuck there the next morning and couldn't  free his tire from the mushy ground.. So he walked over 
to the adjacent fire station and found an off duty fireman who brought his rig around to pull John 
out of the mire. Ferndale was beautiful and quaint, with nicely restored old Victorian houses, but it 
wouldn't be a cheap place to settle down. He then drove into Eureka and thru it to Arcata, where 
Humbolt State college was located. The country side around Arcata was beautiful forested land near 
the ocean. He did check out property there. The next day he drove up to Crescent City, on the coast 
in Del Norte County. The town was mostly old construction from the 40s or 50s, but it had its
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charm. He checked out property there as well, but a piece that seemed interesting was near a site 
where an owner was burning an old tire and it smelled and seemed a bit backwards. He continued 
up across the California Oregon border and into the Brookings Harbor area in Southern Oregon. He 
crossed the Winchuck River near the border and the Chetco River separating Brookings from 
Harbor. It was a logging and commercial fishing town, established in 1912. One of the Brookings 
brothers became known for the Brookings Institute, a Washington DC think tank type business. The 
other was into the lumber business. He loved the layout with the craggy coast, a natural harbor, 
beach front, nearby coastal parks, and a couple of rivers to fish. He visited the port where there was 
a boat launch ramp and numerous little shops for dining and souvenirs. and both a commercial  and 
a private basins where boat slips were available for rent/lease. Two rock jetties defined the exit of 
the Chetco River to the ocean and both basins connected to the channel The town was a "3 stop 
light" town on Chetco Avenue, highway 101 going both ways  through town, There was a hardware 
store or two in the area, plus markets, gas stations, and little shops, a Central building built in 1914,
 a tavern or two, laundromat, and galleries, a book store, car lot, and a theater in the center of town. 
John cruised the North and South bank roads of the Chetco River and found an RV park  not far up 
the South Bank Road, the River Bend Park. He decided to spend the night. The next day he left for 
Eagle Point and visited Bud and Maxine. He asked if he could just park on their land for the night. 
He won't forget how cold it got. Too cold in the winter, and too hot in the summer. He skedaddled 
back to the coast. It may rain more there, but it doesn't have temperature extremes that are hard to 
handle. He ended up at the River Bend Park again and met the owner, Tom McKenzie,  as he 
recalls. They sorta became fiends, and John took on the job as manager of the RV section for 
awhile, to spot the regular manager who went on vacation. The owner showed him another park 
right near the mouth of the river and asked John if he wanted to manage both parks from that 
location. John had shared enough of his story to let Tom know that he had at least a couple of 
marbles in his noggin. He offered to build John a small apartment on the site of the coastal park, 
suitable for John and his daughter, Christine. It sounded pretty cool. Meanwhile he noticed a young 
lady at the Riverbend Park and flirted a bit with her. She lived in the mobile home section of the 
park and seemed to be pretty friendly. John had her over for dinner in his little camper, and then she 
had him over to her place for a sleepover. She was rather matter of fact about her availability. Her 
name was Sue Ransom, daughter of Old man Ransom, one of the founding families that settled 
Brookings early enough to have a street named after them. She showed John the Coast and Miner's 
Creek where  the beach was so desolate that she nude sun bathed while they were there. She was 
available to any kid walking down the street, so John wasn't special. He told her of his break-up 
with Carol, who's son was a pain in the butt, and she asked why he broke up if the kid was close to 
the age, where he'd probably move out before too long. He pondered that. When the manager got 
back, John extended his stay at the park and was given the monthly rate after having paid for a 
night, and then a week and the manager allowed John to subtract the cost of the day and the week 
from the month and just pay the balance due for that first month there.. It was inexpensive. At the 
end of the month he got an unfurnished 2 bedroom apartment on Railroad  St, in town for about 
200/mo, and was allowed to leave his camper on it's support stilts on the edge of the RV park at the 
river bend for free. He bought two used full size beds from the moving company and dressers for 
both bedrooms at the unfinished furniture store in Grants Pass, with two end tables. So the little two 
bedroom apartment was set up for him and Christine. He also purchased  a table and chairs and a 
sofa. 
John Notices His Loss of Control of His Drinking
Before that, he noticed how his craving for alcohol in the evening was more of a necessity than a 
choice. He tried to go on the wagon but several attempts failed. He was a bit demoralized. Finally in 
an attempt to quit for a week he made it 4-5 days but then fell back off the wagon. He now knew 
that he had an alcohol dependency. He was fine every morning and throughout the day but really 
had a craving for that first drink and couldn't stop after that, until bedtime. Occasionally he'd have 
to stay up until 1-2 AM before he was kicked enough to go to sleep. He was now buying the half 
gallon size of rum, which would last him a week. He didn't have a normal capacity for a man. He 
was a cheap drunk. He hadn't thought poorly of Carol, just of Tim and how difficult it was putting 
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up with him. Around this time Marlene decided to take a trip up North to see the area John was in 
and deliver the girls for a visit. She may have even brought Christine up. So he got a visit with all 
his girls, and Christine already had her own room. He had an old style digital movie camera (new) 
and a portable video recorder he had purchased on sale for $600 brand new, when it was listed for 
$1000 everywhere else in San Diego, with a total weight about 20 lbs. So he took his girls all over 
the place. They went to the Winchuck River, the Chetco River, Harris Beach State Park, Lone 
Ranch, up to Whale's head. They hiked out Chetco Point and checked out the desolate beaches 
either side of that, and they adventured to Miner's Creek and saw the natural bridge under which 
their Daddy had gotten on a desolate beach only accessible during a very low tide. He did all this 
while toting the movie equipment on his person and taking movies and talking about the sites and 
the girls. After the visit, Christine stayed on for the summer to decide if she wanted to live up there 
with her father. But John got lonely and knew that Sue Ransom was just a fling (for anybody and 
everybody). But he remembered what she said about Carol and Tim (leaving soon). So he called 
Carol and proposed a visit to Brookings paid for by him, with possible reconciliation. She came for 
2 weeks and toured the same sites, plus Tanbark Point where there was a spectacular 180 degree 
view of the ocean and of Chetco Point, where one could sit on the bluff and watch seagulls and 
pelicans soar over the bluff without flapping their wings, and listen to the sound of the pounding 
surf against the coastal rocky cliffs. It was a memorable trip. She and John Talked about 
reconciliation and future plans. John suggested that if Carol cleared her properties down south and 
John got cashed out on his Trust Deed, that they could have a nice house in Brookings and buy 
rentals outright, and retire in the paradise that was there for the taking and very reasonable in cost. 
She agreed. And she was interested in visiting Bud and Maxine and definitely wanted John to sober 
up. He called and got a couple of days to visit with Bud and Maxine and take their class on 
"Bringing Jesus into the family relationship". So they went to Eagle Point and John did become 
interested in seeking a life closer to God, but denied that he was an alcoholic. John didn't know that 
his lack of control, especially after the first drink, was key to the definition of an alcoholic, and 
wouldn't know that for 3 more years. He thought that his ability to work during the day as a normal 
person kept him from being an alcoholic; as he was still functional. So they left Bud and Maxine's 
with a desire to learn more about the "Lords Plan" for their life, but John would still drink for 3 
more years. while he admitted that he had a problem of sorts with his drinking. Carol insisted on 
John seeking his engineering work back at the lab, that she was not going to deal in sales for 
jewelry any longer. John agreed and agreed to leave Tim's raising to her. Christine was not happy 
about moving in with Carol again, but gave her daddy the benefit of the doubt and returned to 
"Carol's house". 
Unusual Signs on the Road South-Spiritual Intervention
On the trip south, Carol drove the cab over camper with Christine as the occupant, and John drove 
the Uhaul truck with his household goods. He remembers leaving his 25" Heathkit TV in the super 
walnut cabinet, with a resident at the apartments at the last minute, as it was a huge hassle for one 
man to move onto the truck. This one probably had no lift in the back. Carol led the way down 101 
and John followed in the van. Everything was fine until about 5-10 miles north of Garberville, John 
saw smoke coming from the pick-up rear wheels. He honked at Carol and waved her over at the  
next turn out. He stopped the moving van right behind her and ran out and into the camper to get 
water into a bucket quickly, which he splashed against each rear wheel releasing a ton of steam, on 
each side. Her rear brakes had locked up while she was driving along. She swore that she didn't 
touch the emergency brake, nor did she ride the brakes  to cause this. They waited a few minutes 
and then proceeded  into Garberville where they waited at a station for an inspection of the truck. 
There was nothing wrong. So they continued south to Dad's house for an overnight rest. The next 
morning John noticed a tire sale ad and thought that it wouldn't take long to buy a couple of tires 
for the truck. So he drove over to the shop and had them put on 2 new tires. He paid for them and 
backed out of the stall and pulled forward to the street and was just about cleared to merge when a 
big noise in the rear end occurred and left the truck with no motive power. The rear end had blown 
out. He got help to push the truck back onto the tire company lot, and asked if they knew of a shop 
that could inspect the problem and fix it. They did, so he left his number (of Carol's house) and 
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proceeded south, with the 3 of them in the moving van to finish the drive to San Diego. John got a 
call the next day and a shop had diagnosed the problem and could fix it with the new parts for about 
$700. John agreed and a couple of days later the truck was ready to pick up. Carol drove John back 
to Arcadia and he got his truck back, and drove it to Carol's house. He settled into Carol's place and 
felt relieved that he had no parenting duties with Tim so he just acted friendly and they got along 
fine. Within another week, John was reading the Old Testament when he heard a knock at the door. 
Carol was also reading in the front room.
Spiritual Message Hand Delivered- John in Denial For Now
He went to the door and opened it, and there stood a man of a medium dark complexion, about 50 
years old, who handed John a torn piece of paper with a note that appeared to quote a passage from 
1 Corinthians in the New Testament: 1Cor7:17. about continuing as one is when he gets the call 
from God. John was a single man, still separated from his wife when he got the call, but proceeded 
to agree to her terms and return to San Diego for a reconciliation. So John looks at the man and tries 
to engage him in conversation, first in English with no response, and then in Spanish with no 
response. The man just looks smilingly at John and says nothing. There's a cardboard box on the 
ground behind the man to his right with a piece of twine tied end to end. John looks in the box and 
sees maybe one small pencil and a scrap of paper, nothing else. There is nothing for sale, just the 
note he is holding. John looks back at the man and notices his beautifully hand stitched clothing, an 
off white long sleeve shirt and a pair of un-cuffed pants, both impeccably well  hand stitched. He's 
wearing sandals that look hand made. Still no response. John did not have the mind set to invite him 
in for a meal or a drink of water. So after a long pregnant pause John goes in and closes the door. 
Later Carol calls all the neighbors in close proximity, and no one saw this man but John. He came 
from an unknown source with a note from St. Paul on advise to the new person of God. Now the 
smoking brakes and the blown rear end become signs of alert. The note is telling John not to stay 
with Carol. And it is good advise. Carol will maintain sexual relations with perhaps 2 of her post 
John boyfriends, while imagining John doing the same (which he doesn't). Then she will quote the 
need for an extra $10,000 from John to buy back into half ownership of the house that she drove 
him from.  And she does this after hassling her mother to turn over her life's savings to buy John out 
in the first place. But she's the only child of Florence, so Florence acomodates her. Furthermore, she 
will preach husband support of the wife from scripture as soon as John starts working as an 
engineer, and he will make payment of her note as rent. Then she'll  renege on listing her house to 
clear all debt, run him out of his retirement rebate from his federal account, and then kick him  out 
of the house, for being an alcoholic. She pulls the alcoholic card only after it is no longer beneficial 
for her financially to keep John in her house. John would not have rejoined her if Carol had told the 
truth about what she was going to do to him. John didn't want to return to engineering, and would 
not have returned  to be milked, berated, and kicked out of the house. 
John Studies Scriptures
In the interval between John's arrival in San Diego (July '83) and starting his job at the lab again 
(Nov '83), John kept up his studies of scriptures. He re-read the Old Testament and started into the 
New Testament when he came up with the idea of using the Concordance for the New Testament to 
study what it has to say about wealth, riches, money, and prosperity. The communal sharing of 
goods and supplies for the early Christian community in Jerusalem, covered in Acts, didn't look 
anything like Western  Capitalism, so he wanted to have a better understanding. He noticed that all 
the scriptures using these words, either talked of a comparison between earthly and heavenly 
meanings of the these words, or strictly earthly or strictly spiritual uses, so he collected the sayings 
in each of the three categories and paraphrased them to make them simple. Then he joined the 
simplified meanings with connective words to make the whole message with the big picture view of 
these subjects. He first made summaries of heavenly and earthly passages separately. Then he made 
the two lessons one using connectives. The next page shows the separate passages and then the page 
over shows the comparison and summary of what is said about: money, riches, wealth, and 
prosperity in the New Testament.
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John does not believe that the Holy Spirit killed the couple who withheld some portion of their 
wealth in the "perfect" communal society of early Jerusalem Christians. If they were killed it was 
some extremist in their group who did it. God doesn't wash away ones sins through the blood of 
Christ, but kill a few here and there for not being perfect. Extremist thinking in religion is not good, 
and God is All Good, so it is not of God to kill people especially not for theft of their own goods. 
Perfect Love has no room for fear, so God doesn't use fear to whip his disciples into shape. His 
Love is the attracting force that lures disciples to emulate Him and sin less, but not become perfect. 
If God is All Good, then the evil upon us may come from a higher power of evil. The idea of the 
devil is a way to explain the existence of evil. It is not of God to poke us or hurt us or test us. He 
knows of our weaknesses and does not condemn us. There is no such thing as hell,, and if there 
was, God would not send anyone there for even a second. He would entice the evil doer to make 
amends for his hurt of others to clear the slate. An eye for an eye is double the cruelty of life, when 
it's implemented. An amends is a positive act to help make up for the badness caused the victim; it's 
restorative. An amends with love shows the intent not to hurt someone again. The victim is soothed 
and there is no perpetuity of hurts back and forth between the families of the parties.  Amends leads 
to peace. An eye for an eye leads to war. This is John Dean's thinking in the current era..
John Works at NOSC Again
When John returned to NOSC he was put under Dr. Lawrence Hoff, the Head of the Satellite 
Division. He had no interface with Roger Casey nor Paul Pelland. His sponsor in Washington was 
still Bob McGlothlin, who was the project manager for the Navy Advanced Development Model 
terminal for Navy EHF SATCOM. But he was put in an office with someone totally disconnected 
from his work. John was asked to assess the vulnerability and to develop test procedures for Navy 
measurement of detectability of EHF transmissions, for the advanced development model terminal. 
He wasted a lot of time at the lab smoking and Bee-Essing. The lab was not like it had been. 
Secretaries did not exist. One would type his own work on his government issued computer with 
what seemed like no support in document production. After 6-7 months John packed up his 
vugraphs and went to Washington to put on a dog and pony show, like he had been accustomed. He 
felt like he had been working in a vacuum. He had sort of gotten word that he had been put into the 
office of a loser, a straggler of civil service. and yet he felt that he was the junior partner and didn't 
even measure up to his roommate. It would have been hard at the time to find anyone who would 
tolerate a smoker in his workspace, and this man was kind enough not to bitch, when he didn't 
smoke, but had to breathe John's second hand smoke. John did not feel that functional back at 
NOSC. He had gotten much more comfortable at a bench working with his hands for endless hours. 
During this interval Christine, who was 13 at the time, got involved with an 18 year old boy, the  
son of the Commander of  Submarine Forces in the Pacific, stationed at San Diego. Her dad  
advised her that she was too young to get involved in a love affair and become sexually active with 
this young man. She assured him that that was not an issue, but it was and she was pressured into 
sex with him and felt terrible afterward. She broke down and told her father, and rather than "I told 
you so", he comforted her and asked her if she was ok physically. She was. He then required her to 
become active in a church of her own, with their youth group or he'd find one for her. She chose  
her own. And he set down the law on doing well in school and taking care of business there first 
and not sloughing off. She complied there as well.  She also got involved with ALANON and 
released her dad with love, as an alcoholic. That's growing up.

In his relationship with Carol he recalls 2 straight trips to Lake Mary, because Carol "didn't feel  
like she got a vacation when the kids were along". He recalls renting the 4 bedroom cabin named 
"Mary" at the Crystal Crag Lodge, (because it was the only one available at short notice and the 
most expensive one) and, per Carol's suggestion, inviting Don Cunningham, a boat repair wizard 
friend of Capt. Pete Marsh, who drank like John and looked like Robert Goulet. On reflection,   
John believes that he was there to ring Carol's bells after John faded off into boozy slumber in the 
evenings. John drove Elizabeth the Elephant there and fishing was just as good for John as before, 
again, with nobody else catching like John, and another 100 fish brought back for the church. It 
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was after this second trip that John decided to quit his job at the lab. Carol had gotten a settlement 
regarding her previous business property and her house in Escondido, and was now in a position to 
sell her house to complete her liquidation of assets to allow the move back to Brookings, so he 
thought it was ok to quit. Skip Hoff and the group around him gave John a nice farewell party like 
he had been there for years and was a valuable employee and really was going to be missed. John 
quit his job around 15 July 1984. Bob McGlothlin had no ill feelings toward John for quitting. The 
crowd of government people who had attended John's briefing and vugraph presentation on 
vulnerability testing in Washington were still very respectful of John for his accomplishments in 
this field over the years, and John thanked Bob for his understanding and friendly release.
Miracle Signs From God
On July 20th 1984, John was fishing off of Shelter Island, southwest of Humphrey's off the rocks, 
relaxed and comfortable, when he looked back and saw the security fence on the far outskirts of 
NOSC behind him up the hill. For some reason, he realized that he had not asked God whether He 
approved of him quitting the defense job.  So he immediately went into prayer saying in his head,  
"If You approve of me quitting my job at the lab, give me a fish right NOW."

Within two tenths of a second, John's rod bent down hard, and he reeled in a sting ray. he cut his  
line and let it flop back into the water. He was disappointed that God didn't give him a 28" halibut. 
He was totally relaxed about God giving him a sign, but bitching about the type of fish he got. 

He set up his rig again baited the hook, and cast out.

Again he prayed: "If You approve of me quitting the lab,  give me a food fish right NOW."
and within another two tenths of a second (that's the time interval between "bang bang"" said as 
fast as one can say the two words)   his rod bent down hard again. And this one was a normal kind 
of shark, probably edible but John knew nothing about cleaning and preparing shark meat. So after 
a few minutes he scooted the shark back into the water.

John was sure from this that he got signs from God (or approved by God) and he was totally 
relaxed about that, like it happened all the time.  He never implored signs before nor since.

Somehow it just seemed ok; John did not get flustered. It was getting closer to lunch so John 
packed up and went up the hill to Carol's house. At lunch he shared with Carol what had happened 
and asked her if she wanted to come out fishing in the afternoon to see the spot where John had 
this experience. She joined him after lunch, and back to the spot they went. He didn't think it was 
appropriate to put God on the spot to prove something to Carol. So he just fished for another 2-3 
hours. He may have caught one more sting ray in this interval. Then a family came by with Mom  
and Dad and the kids and Grandpa. And Grandpa asked how the fishing was. John didn't want to   
get into his miracle experience so he just said a couple of string rays and a shark all day. The man 
replied that he had fished this spot for years and did well until about 9 months before. That's when 
all he could catch was sting rays and sharks. John thanked him and wished the family a good day. 
After he got out of ear shot, John asked Carol,"Do you think that God answered my prayers with 
what was available, rather than manifest a fish for me?"
Miracle Signs, 3 Times, Significant Date of Event
And within the same incredibly fast interval at the end of this question, his pole bent in half again, 
and he pulled in another string ray about the same size as the others. This confirmed the whole day 
of prayers and signs. The next day he tried to get another response from God on another question  
and he reeled in  a sting ray who stung him when he was trying to free it. Then the whole afternoon 
became a very painful experience, calling the poison center hot line, and rocking in pain. He hit 
John's finger, but the best way to describe the pain is to say he suffered a broken leg in his finger, a 
pain so much greater than what a finger should be able to manifest. He drank like a fish trying to 
numb the pain and that didn't help at all.  Since then, he's made no more sign demands. Within 
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another day or two it dawned upon him that the miracle fishing sign event had taken place on the 
3rd anniversary of his Mother's death, to the day. He pondered the significance of that. The only 
thing he could come up with was that God approved of him quitting defense work and his mother 
was in heaven, as he expected and was doing fine. The experience seemed like a tribute to his 
mother, or a gift by God to her, of signs for John, beyond the smoking brakes, blown rear end, and 
visitor sent to warn John not to stay with Carol (although he was still not clear on the correctness of 
the 3 previous signs). Carol had not disclosed any evil intent, just the high price for buying back 
into the house.

More Meandering Papers   He also dabbled in the idea that our lives are like a contest to 
determine who wants to be friends with God. As the environment of Earth is not always easy to 
deal with, and the nature of life seems to exhibit survival of the fittest where animals naturally prey 
on other animals for their sustenance, so it is that man is possessed with good and bad attributes, 
strengths and weaknesses that pull in opposite directions. Free will to choose does not make life 
easy. When man is supposed to rise above his animal self, the human deficits come in and show 
man how lowly he can be. Only God, who has all knowledge, knows how well each human is doing 
with respect to his/her natural and personal  proclivities, natural strengths and weaknesses. Heaven 
seems to be a place where the solution is always loving and people want for nothing, and 
everybody is at peace with everything. How to make the Earth a better place for us and God would 
involve living in the solution of peace and not raising huge armies to mass murder  other armies 
and populations. The conditions of peace would offer earth's inhabitants more time and energy for 
production of pleasing goods and services for all to share. The emphasis would be on good work 
and peaceful play. The ego that seeks "better than" is more peaceably replaced by the will to do 
sustainable bests, and to get along. No one can do any better than their sustainable best in the long 
run. It doesn't have to beat anybody. To say there is a distribution of sustainable bests is fine, but to 
point at a winner is senseless. Why not all be winners? and exclude no one, or strive in that 
direction, the direction of peace and prosperity for the masses with sustainable bests and no 
comparison, no contest.
The Flying Samaritans
Norm Shock, his dentist buddy, invited John to travel to Baja California for a weekend with the 

Flying Samaritans to serve as a translator 
in the dental clinic. Dr. Shock attended to 
60-70 of the worst case patients with
broken teeth with exposed roots and other
infectious teeth that threatened the health
of the individual, performing mostly
extractions and providing  antibiotics for
the recovery of the people. Bennie Worrall
was the person in charge of the mission
each time and would coordinate with the
physicians ahead of time to organize the
help for the mission. She was probably in
her middle fifties  with nursing experience
and administrative knowledge. She ran the
mission like a tight ship. She was loving
and tender but could turn the other way

to take charge in a second. She was raising the children of one of her daughters in her private life, 
as the daughter basically abandoned the kids. She was built like a tank, low and heavy and strong 
with a huge butt, and walked with authority. John just loved her. Norm would travel  down in his 
converted van and would sleep in it in the field next to the clinic at Colonet. He    usually brought 
a female friend who helped out, and that  person varied every month. Manny Macias, in his late 
seventies, did the PR with the the towns people, and maintained the facility of  the clinic,

107



arriving a bit early to get everything up and running. He had homes both in Colonet and in San 
Diego. Bennie and he spoke perfect English and Spanish. The teams of medical personnel would 
arrive at different times in the evening on Friday or might fly into the town on Saturday to start 
when they arrived. It was mostly MDs and nurses for the medical clinic and Dr. Shock by himself  
for the dental clinic; however, on occasion another dentist would share the 2 chair facility with 
him. John would interpret the patient to Dr. Shock and back the other way in the dental clinic (see 
the previous page). There was a pharmacy set up when the clinic was open, and there was an 
optical clinic space as well. The clinic had open dorms for the staff with their showers and 
bathrooms, one for women, and one for men. There was at least one refrigerator, perhaps a gas 
range/oven and an area near the center to congregate for meetings or relaxation. There were, of 
course, numerous examining rooms to allow the patients some privacy. The Friday night arrivals 
usually visited in the meeting area and John brought his guitar to provide some music  in the room 
for the evening. Patients would arrive at all hours and camp outside during the night, to line up at 

the door for processing into the clinic the next morning 
by Bennie and her staff. John would usually have a few 
drinks Friday and Saturday evenings and play his guitar. 
The clinic ran on Sunday morning as well if doctors 
could remain there to work. John enjoyed his time in 
service there and the good company of Bennie and Norm 
and Mannie and the medical personnel and helpers. 
Bennie befriended John and brought him to her house in 
San Diego to meet her grandkids and daughter. She was 
loving and energetic, and also intelligent, strong and 
commanding when she needed to be. John was invited 
back and it became a routine for him to participate with 
Dr. Shock, and Bennie and the staff for about a year and 
a half. Bennie excluded him for a couple of missions for 
voicing his opinion on keeping the clinic open on a 
Sunday when most of the doctors left early. It wasn't any 
business of his to meddle in such decisions. It was strictly 
Bennie's and the medical professionals' decisions. John 
respected her decision to exclude him for awhile. He did 
create a Flying Samaritan pin/pendant and molded the 

design to make copies for those interested. And John's daughters all got an opportunity to travel 
with their daddy to Colonet to experience service work, while listening to cassette tapes made by 
their Uncle Jim for John to enjoy at home or in the car. This  included 30s and 40s country, 50s and 
60s rock n roll, and rhythm and blues. On Christine's 16th birthday, she was allowed to run the 
optical clinic by herself to help people find glasses from their selection available. Kathy and 
Danielle were also helpful at the clinic and worked with Bennie. It was a privilege to be amongst 
the salt of the earth, the poor and underprivileged of Mexico, who always offered John something 
to eat if he stopped by their little groups in the field to chit chat with those who walked to the 
clinic for help. These were peaceful, patient, generous people, biding their time on the ground 
outdoors for the opportunity of medical treatment.  Dr. Shock did this practically every month for 
15-20 years. He gave John free dental work and John did some jewelry and much later painted an
outrageous oil painting of Shock on a motorcycle giving rides to a line of naked women who
would take a number to be served. He was the sort of perpetual womanizer and he always had a
taker. He had had 7-8 wives over the years and settled out for many houses. John could relate,
albeit with only 2 houses, a rental, and 2 wives. When he'd stop by at the house on occasion, he'd
see the Sees candy and say, "You shouldn't be eating this stuff; it'll rot your teeth". Then John
would offer him one and he'd help himself. He was a great man, very funny and positive all the
time; and he taught at UCLA from time to time for free.
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At left is a 1992 oil John created 
depicting Norm giving rides to 
naked girls lined up, sort of 
summarizing his pastime. [When 
John Zia was mettling in my art 
studio by himself he discovered 
this painting, which embarrassed 
Lori to no end. Later that night I 
bloodied my hands ripping it apart 
and burning it in the wood stove.]
Solar Cell 
Manufacturing Dreams
In about February, of 1985 John 
started having dreams at night of 
creating a new fabrication process 
for solar cells. He envisioned a 
continuous sequence of pressure 

chambers into and out of a central vacuum chamber that allowed for successful deposition of 
silicon onto a glass substrate that had been sprayed with a metallic top to act as the negative anode 
of a solar cell. The top surface would come out as a layer of amorphous silicon that required 
doping to become the PN junction of the solar cell. The doping would be done in a subsequent 
chamber near the center to control the purity of the doping, then the solar cell would transition out 
through pressure locked gates that stepped up the pressure slowly back to room pressure. "n" stages 
of adjacent chambers at the input and "n" at the output would be able to handle the pressure 
differentials from chamber to chamber, while breaking the differential from input to the central 
chamber over the n stages from room pressure to the high vacuum needed for deposing high grade 
silicon upon the substrate in a vacuum (good enough to meet purity requirements of  a vacuum 
deposed silicon solar cell in the central chamber). And then n more chambers to step up the 
pressure at the output. The whole point is to increase the yield of solar cells between cleanings of 
the central chamber. Under a bell jar there is only so much room for substrates to fit in the chamber 
with the correct geometry needed for silicon deposition. After a batch of substrates are coated with 
the silicon evaporate, the melting and gassing of the silicon ceases and air is allowed to leak into 
the chamber to retrieve the thin film covered substrates irradiated at high vacuum. Then the jar has 
to be cleaned  and new substrates put in, a new filament and silicon supply loaded, and the jar re-
sealed, and pressure pumped back down to near space quality to do another batch. In the time 
frame of the 80s, it may have taken a couple of hours to achieve a good enough vacuum. The 
chamber sequencing approach seemed feasible and would have substrates pass below a (continuous 
fogging of )? silicon evaporate in the central chamber  to allow for deposition of many more cells 
between central chamber cleaning and replenishment; or at least, that was the idea. 
       John got so far as to design a typical chamber in the sequence (shown on the next page). It 
appears to lack some sort of sealed pressure sensitive measuring plug that allows for an electrical 
reading of pressure in each cavity. It would also seem that every other cavity would be vacant of a 
substrate so that pressure sharing only took place between the cavity with a substrate and the empty 
one ahead of it. This would flip flop on each exchange cycle. Chamber 1 would only equalize 
pressure with 2 when 1's front door was closed and it had a substrate and 2 was empty with it's 
output door  closed. Then the door between 1 and 2 could be opened, while at the same time the 
doors between 3 and 4; and likewise 5 and 6;  7 and 8; 9 and 10; etc could be opened so that 
pressure was stepped down in n/2 pairs of chambers. In the next interval 1's front door would open 
for a new substrate after it's output closed, while the substrate in 2 with front door closed  would 
pressure equalize with 3 after it's output door was closed, so in pairs starting with an odd number  
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equalize with 3 after it's output door was closed, so in pairs starting with an odd number would 
pressure share with their previous compartment; 3-2; 5-4; 7-6; 9-8; and so on for the 2nd cycle and 
the odd compartment would receive a substrate. The 3rd cycle would revert  or flop back to the first 
set of pairs, 1-2; 3-4; 5-6; 7-8; and so on.
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CHAPTER 5 JOHN KICKED OUT-NEW LIFE AT DAD'S
John Runs Out of  Rebate Money on NOSC Retirement Fund    The time came in 
around March of 1985, where John had run out of the retirement fund rebate he got from the lab 
when he quit the previous July, and Carol confronted him for the normal money she was used to 
getting. John could pay as he had before he got the engineering job, from his slender purse of trust 
deed income, but not be as lavish as when he worked as an engineer. Carol became furious. John 
retorted that she broke her promise to sell out in San Diego and move back up to Brookings and 
retire there with John and Chris. She was not going to do that anymore she said. She had 
changed her mind. She became bitter and threatened to call the police if he didn't move out soon. 
After talking with Chris, who had let her daddy go with love, the ALANON way, she no longer 
wanted to live with her dad, (and perhaps enable his drinking with what love she did have for him). 
She wanted to stay with Carol, her step mother and let her dad go.

John's only option seemed to be, to move in with his dad in Arcadia and phase out the live-in help. 
He called his dad who was fine to have John move in, and he called his brothers, who approved of 
that and coordinated with the live-in couple. It was awkward, to say the least. The nice young 
couple took care of Dad while the husband was studying at chef school to become a chef. They 
didn't have any vices, so John filled the house with smoke for them to breathe, like his folks did for 
him as a boy, and he drank nightly and raised his voice on occasion to disagree with the television, 
while smoking and eating his peanuts in an easy chair. The couple said they didn't have enough 
money in the food budget to buy salted peanuts in the can, so John asked them to ask Joe for a 
larger food budget to cover his needs. I guess Joe increased their budget as peanuts were available 
after that. The nice couple's planning was rudely interrupted by John, who thought it was fine to 
drink and smoke in the Dean House, the party house created by his father, who dedicated his life to 
having a good time at parties.  In fact, he was the party. He could have been just a little bit 
conservative with his investments and been a millionaire many times over. But he spent real big on 
having fun in the moment and hosting everybody else's fun at the same time. John had been 
influenced by this, but not entirely sold. So John was aiming at multi- millionaire who could have 
his cake and eat it too. But alas, a reactive, silently vengeful wife, followed by a cunning wife just 
looking for the good life and quite the (bull shitting) salesperson, nipped John's multi million dollar 
producing bud, and together with Dick Eastman at NOSC, pruned  him into a fun loving sad 
person, who didn't like work, was lazy and opinionated, but fumbled out great system studies, 
worth millions, and created observable and auditory art in barrel lodes for all to enjoy, for pennies 
on the dollar. John was one of the best deals for the engineering and art dollar, who liked to lay 
around and play games at night while maintaining a buzz, and then be laid on a regular basis, as 
well, with fun loving people around him who liked to eat well. His sense of humor fit in perfectly 
with Leonardo Da Vinci's extra hand in his last supper, the hand holding a knife that was being  
held down by St. Peter at the table, with the other 13 pair of hands accounted for. John's sense of 
humor also fit in perfectly with  Michelangelo's depiction of the Monsignor's pecker being 
devoured by a serpent in the hell scene on the Sistine Chapel front wall, the Monsignor who was 
the slave driver for this Vatican  project, who had the great artist working upside down on high 
scaffolding  for years to give us the Creation of Adam and all the other fine art on the chapel 
ceiling. That could have been "Dick" Eastman's pecker who wanted something for nothing from 
those he dominated. John wasn't trying to outsmart anybody, he just thought it was fair for him to 
get a GS-12 when he started at the lab in 1972, and not the GS-11 authorized by the "Dick".  John's 
payback was the great offer that wasn't even a good offer to monitor $10 Million worth of research 
development in the optical world as a GS 12, after the "Dean Report". But, alas, these results would 
only be seen when John was an old man still producing art to add to the barrels. Back at the house 
with Dad, John was not humiliated by being his dad's caretaker. Why, the Haymen sisters, 2 doors 
over, took care of their invalid mother for years when John was a boy! They became old lady 
spinsters themselves in the process. John had no idea what was in store for him; but he was 
comfortable in the now. Carol wasn't there to berate him as a drunk at Dad's in 1985.  In fact his
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dad denied that John even had a problem, when he asked him. Christine had valid reasons to 
detach from her daddy with love, so as not to suffer on his account. But Christine discovered the 
evil step mother who was being paid $300/ month by John to keep his oldest daughter in her house 
so that she could enslave Christine into all kinds of chores, while favoring  her truant self centered 
felon son who (John discovered in the current era from Christine) was selling hard drugs to his 
friends in High School. John was fine by himself at dad's. One of his early duties was to convert 
the back porch to handle a clothes dryer. Christine fled Carol's and found a family through her 
school who were good Christians, the Diamonds, who took her into their house. John was happy to 
send the Diamonds $300/month for her room and board.
Good Deeds at His Father's House (to lessen his own load
Mom had always used a washing machine, but she had hung clothes on a clothesline all her life. 
The freshness and smell of outdoor dried clothing is a nice little benefit for Southern California 
families who choose that option, but John was used to the indoor drier which was so much more 
convenient. So John tore out some of the storage in the side porch, and engineered and completed a 
new design with overhead storage to make up for what was removed, together with a spot for a 
clothes dryer on the floor next to the washer. He extended the gas line under the house to reach the 
side porch from the water heater tie-up underneath the house. Then he installed an on/off valve in 
that side porch just behind where he was going to put the dryer. He didn't refinish the floor under 
the dryer, because that floor space was going to be covered , so it didn't matter. Now he could do 
the wash totally within the house, and stop hanging up the cloths on the cloths line,  like Mom had. 
So he spent most of his daytime working on songs with his guitar, and doing recordings with his 
Sony 350 set when he was ready to tape it. As Spring arrived he spent more time moving the hose 
around the back yard to get everything watered. He'd do this in the early evening to conserve water 
from evaporating, but it interfered with his drinking, having to keep track of the time at each spot. 
As summer was approaching, he realized that it would become a bit more of a hassle to be moving 
the hose around for longer intervals, when he'd rather settle back and enjoy his high in peace and 
not have this work to do. So he decided to look into putting in water lines in the back yard and 
bringing them to a spot at the edge of the patio where he could install a controller for solenoid 
activated water valves that were becoming  popular in that time frame. He planned it, bought the 
PVC pipe and tees and els and other joints and valves to make the system work. He dug all the 
trenches himself carefully preserving the grass sod in big shovel fulls. He added a branch for the 
deep back yard so he could cultivate a garden and raise some food crops for the table later on. It 
took him a month or two to do this and fill the trenches and replace the sod removed, and become 
operational. He mounted the control unit in a box he designed and hung it from the patio post 
nearest the shuffle board court. This was a major project but good for him to sweat and keep his 
muscles active. He also set up his jewelry bench in the far bedroom where he slept as a kid and had 
his bed in Joe's old room. He got a license for making jewelry on site and the fire department made 
an inspection and asked John to better secure his acetylene and oxygen tanks, which he did. He  
then concentrated on reviving the back lawn. He also traded out the hand crank water valves for   
the front yard with the electric valve equivalents and remoted the controller for these into the   
house in the entry way near the front door. So by Dad's 71 birthday, August 1985, he had automatic 
watering of the front and back yards under control and laundry duties simplified. So now he could 
work on his songs and instrumentals, tape them; and listen to the tapes in the evening if the TV 
didn't have anything very interesting. A gardener still attended to the maintenance of the lawns and 
shrubs and trees. He also started going to mass and taking a bible class to stay active in the 
development of his spirit. Dad stayed active in his walks, and his health was good. The church put 
dad on their visit list for shut-ins still active in the faith. Carlos and Julie Manese from the church 
lay (non-clerical) services started bringing his dad Holy Communion every Saturday, and paying 
him a short visit. John liked the couple who were practicing their faith with works. John respected 
that and them. They were very courteous and respectful with his dad and bright and cheerful, which 
probably helped how dad may have felt about himself. And John was a good buddy. He started 
taking him out on Friday nights after he did a search to find out if any restaurants still had organ 
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bars. There was one in Monrovia, not to far from the house. The organist there,  John Buzon,  
invited volunteers to sing their tunes to his accompaniment every hour or so. So John talked with 
him and they arrived at a tune that both knew well so John could sing on mic in a barroom 
environment once in awhile. His dad liked to drink martinis out, while John cruised on 1 oz rum   
and cokes, (slowly to not get too high). They both had a good time, and would return home at about 
11PM. Sometimes his dad was a bit sloppy in his walking so John would assist in getting him into 
the house. And on occasion John would have to drive with one eye open, but always made it home 
without disturbing traffic, or weaving. And if need be, John could finish his drinking back at the 
house to chill down a bit before bedtime. That's what he did most of the time. He found live-in care 
for weekends that he went to Colonet with the Samaritans, and could combine that with visits with 
his kids. He later found out that the lady who stayed with his dad had a drinking problem, as his 
quality liquor slowly vanished. Courvoisier Brandy, Chivas Regal Scotch; Grand Marnier, B&B,  
and Galiano liqueurs; Crown Royal, Smirnoff Vodka, Tanqueray gin, Canadian Club whiskey, and 
Southern Comfort were all available for guests in John's private bar; while he drank Bacardi dark 
rum and coke, sometimes with lime. At the organ bar, people seemed good spirited and a few got a 
bit friendly. There was this lady in her late fifties or early sixties who liked to visit with John and  
his dad when they came in. She was not coming on to either of them, just sought some safe  
company to talk with, and laugh with, while she drank and enjoyed the music. She never got sloppy 
or raunchy, until John's 40th birthday, when she brought him a hand crafted gift she made at home.  
It was a  prophylactic decorated with glittery tin backed paste jewelry stones, as a laugh. John had  
an epiphany that this was his celebration for having turned 40, and he was a bit depressed about the 
scene, with this cheesy/raunchy gift. 
     No other invalid dad and son showed up, so John and his dad were well known in the little bar 
even if it was just once a week they visited for a few hours. John would usually sing one song when 
invited up by Mr. Buzon and this became a regular deal. John had a good voice and wasn't afraid to 
use it. One night a middle aged (divorcee?) mom showed up and danced with every Tom, Dick, and 
Harry and was acting real sexy and flirtatious. She even flirted with John from a distance and came 
to sit with him and his dad after awhile. She was out drinking and fishing for a date, and didn't seem 
to be too picky on who. John passed on the first time; but a week or two later he thought of the bird 
in the hand, and asked her over to the house. She followed John's truck home that night and John  
had a round with her, but never followed it up. She smelled and that bummed John out. Aside from 
his wives, John now qualified more than once as an M.F. and wouldn't argue if called one.
     While surfing channels on the TV at home, looking for something interesting in the  late  
evening, John happened upon a well known UHF Channel that was showing soft Porn after 11PM. 
His Mom had called him a 'ol voyeur off and on for years as a joke. He didn't hide his interest in 
watching sexually tantalizing scenes, and he had been a subscriber of Playboy magazine for a few 
years in his twenties. In the Air Force he noticed that the PX in Thule Greenland had Playboys on 
the shelf there before he would get his subscription at home for the same month. So John recorded   
a few hours to satisfy his prurient interest, as it stimulated him when he wanted that. He asked his 
dad if he would like to see some of it, and his dad said yes. So John ran it for his dad once in a 
while, which his dad clearly enjoyed, sort of  an electronic baby sitter for the man cave. John also 
happened to notice a single mother at his church  who appeared clean cut and decent, accompanied 
by  her young school age daughter. She wasn't very attractive, just plain looking, but John knew that 
her body shape was attractive to him. So he decided to check her out. She turned out to be a bit too 
formal for his tastes, as she instructed her daughter to wait for John to open the door to his pick up 
truck, when they arrived at an ice cream shop for a treat by John. This didn't play back very well in 
John's head so he didn't ask her out again. Besides she had nothing interesting at all to talk about, 
and didn't act nice at being treated or at being with John. She didn't open up or flirt at all. It seemed 
like drudgery. Spring '86 Big Garden -John & Carlos L.A. Arch Diocese Conf.
In the spring of 1986, John planted a garden in the deep back yard with artichoke, green beans, 
potatoes, green peppers, corn, cantaloupe, chinese peas, lettuce, carrots,  and a lot of tomatoes. He 
prepared all of the vegetables fresh for meals, and got some canning equipment and canned 80 
quarts of tomato sauce, strained from cooked tomatoes to make spaghetti sauce. The green beans 
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and potatoes were exceptionally good with a better taste from the soil in the back yard than store 
bought from anywhere in John's lifelong experience. He could eat the string beans raw and they 
were fine with no bitterness or sourness. And John didn't even like vegetables very much.
    In his bible studies at Holy Angels, John asked lots of questions and made lots of comments and 
the group became familiar with him. There were probably 50 parishioners in the study group. In 
1985-86  L. A. Archdiocese held a conference on proposed changes to the structure and operations 
of the church which included lay inputs from all it's diocese. The Bible class John attended 
happened to be one of the sources for lay inputs from Holy Angels. The group nominated Carlos 
Manese and John Dean and they accepted. The sorts of changes considered and superstructure at 
the conference, however, was biased by the clergy to ignore any real change and continue with 
clerical dominance of finance and operations. It was a waste of time for any lay members who 
were not backing the clerical controlled party line.

   Norma Visits- Makes Huge Impact on John
  In this time frame a lady he knew through the BBBYC  in San Diego got in touch, and she 
wanted to hire John to make some custom jewelry, Norma Spencer was a divorcee, about John's 
age, or a bit older, and was a fine lady with two young adult kids. She was certainly loved in the 
yachting community in San Diego. So John gave her directions to the house and she visited. They 
worked on a design for her, settled on a price and John got the customary 1/2 down, non-
refundable deposit to partially cover his work. He did the work in the next few days and called her 
to pick up the piece. She set a date for when she had ample time to make the trip. When that day 
came she was pleased with the work and liked the piece and paid the remainder due. During the 
visit she mentioned some trouble she got into while under the influence, and that she was going to 
sober up. John listened to her story and thought that she certainly didn't seem to be an alcoholic, 
but that's what she thought she was. So she sought some help and got great results and was happy. 
John Attempts Sobriety and Succeeds-On a New Course
This impressed John and must have planted a seed  in his brain for his own sobriety which would 
follow. About a month later, he scheduled a meeting with his priest at Holy Angels, to ask him 
what he thought about his own drinking situation. The priest had no problem with Norma's 
approach. That night John drank. but it seemed different. Near bedtime he threw out better than 
half a drink, with comfort and was able to sleep fine. He had not done that in years. The next day 
was  Friday, August 29th, 1986. He and his dad had been invited to Carlos and Julie Manese's 
house for dinner. Nothing else was planned. For some unknown reason, John didn't get nervous or 
shaky or desire a drink that afternoon before they left for the Manese's, so he didn't have one. 
When they arrived, Carlos and Julie welcomed them like they were royal visitors. They were 
grilling a beautiful large/thick Tri-Tip steak that seemed more like a roast, rather than a steak. 
They sat outside by the grill and were offered beer or wine, and his dad had something, but John 
commented that he thought he had a problem with alcohol and was going to pass. John had no 
desire to drink; he was perfectly relaxed without a drink. They had a wonderful dinner and visit 
with the Maneses, and that turned out to be John's first day sober, out of 32 plus years of 
continuous sobriety he has experienced since that time to this writing. John felt like he had been 
given a reprieve from alcohol, and that it came from a Super Power from the spirit world. He 
established a new way of life starting that night. He sought and found a group of recovering 
alcoholics meeting on Saturday and  Norma came up to John's house to accompany him to his first 
meeting with other recoverees (people in recovery). John could identify with them when he heard 
bits of their stories and felt like he could relate to all the people there. He got a schedule of 
meetings available to these people and some other literature and  started a course of sobriety that 
included reading, meetings and some written exercises that seemed reasonable. It was sort of like 
"self help" group therapy where the patient chooses his own course and speed, to tailor a path in 
alcohol abstinence for himself. There were no rules nor higher authority people in the room. One 
could take what he wanted from the ideas shared in the room and proceed on his own chartered 
course. There were a large number of meetings for these and other  recoverees to choose from at 
different locations. The gathering of like kind people with the same purpose gave power to the 
individual members from the group to maintain the common course of recovery, and they would 
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try to be helpful to each other in this endeavor. As John was a smoker he sought out meetings that 
allowed smoking, so he wouldn't have to deal with nicotine withdrawal at a meeting. And it 
worked. So in the early evenings John made it a habit to join with others at a meeting somewhere 
that he chose for himself on that evening, to try to continue his successful path, a day at a time. 
And his confidence grew.
Releasing Booze Duties
Back at the house, John kept up taking his dad to the Friday night organ lounge and drank soft 
drinks. His dad continued to make his rum and Tab before dinner, and that didn't bother John. His 
own bar in the house didn't bother him. Dad's rum didn't bother him. He was free and enjoyed his 
freedom. That is, for about 2 weeks. Pattie, a middle 50s quiet lady in his first meeting, with 15 
years sobriety,  made suggestions to John in early sobriety about getting phone numbers to have 
people to talk with, and she gave him hers. She shared about being a partner in a business, but 
hadn't received any income from the principal partner for the current month, and was a bit short on 
food money. John gave her $20. A week later nothing had changed so John gave her another $20. 
At the third meeting she had very nicely painted finger nails. While out with his dad  he had this 
epiphany that Pattie had taken him for food money but had fancy finger nails, done at a shop. So 
he called her  and she said that she held onto one luxury, her finger nails, so John thanked her and 
didn't donate to "Pattie" anymore. They did remain friends. John had taken notice of Pattie's 
derriere and liked it, but he wasn't going to get involved in his favorite subject with her. It was 
probably a combination of spiritual guilt with ego shame for hanging with an "Apple Annie" for 
unknown reasons. But that's the insanity of John, still with sex cravings, but not wanting to be 
seen with a dumpy looking older woman. In booze duties, John really didn't want to deal in his 
dad's drinking anymore after a couple of weeks, so he announced to his brothers that it would still 
be ok for them to provide a bar for dad at the house, and to take him out if they wanted. But he 
didn't want to deal with that anymore himself personally. They understood and decided to pinch 
off  Dad's drinking when his supply ran out. When the day came that his dad had nothing to drink, 
he became irritated at dinner and John asked him if he thought he had a problem with alcohol. He 
replied "No! Ah Pah Pa". And John can testify that the very next night his dad was fine and had no 
withdrawal symptoms. His dad wasn't an alcoholic, albeit a moderate to heavy drinker all his life. 

 John found a meeting place in Temple City that had a a lounge area, a pool table, a TV, and a 
snack bar up front and a meeting room and restrooms in the rear of the building with a pay phone 
on the wall. So one could socialize with other people in recovery up front and hang out and then 
attend any of a host of meetings that took place in the meeting room in the back. And there was 
parking behind the building.  This is where he felt most comfortable in the evenings, and it was a 
short drive back to the house. There was this guy, Ben, in his mid 50s who really appreciated 
being clean and sober and was very positive in meetings. He was Italian, and had been a 
successful automobile dealer and was now divorced and living simply by himself. John got to 
know Ben and enjoyed hanging with him before and after meetings. Ben played the harmonica 
real sweet and John brought in his guitar once in awhile to play with Ben. One of the exercises 
that the group members did in writing was to write about their lives and their hassles with other 
people. Anger was something that a recoveree best avoid to maintain a pleasant life in sobriety. 
John figured if he sat down and documented his life in writing, his hassles would be written about 
for him to reconsider. So John set out to write his life story by hand to document all relationships 
of any importance. He took the disinterested third party attitude just to document what happened 
without reliving it. He looked at it with spiritual overtones to try and understand where both he 
and the other person were at fault. In about four weeks of writing he finished about 300 pages of 
his hand written story and was ready to summarize his weaknesses and shortcomings. A spiritual 
event took place in the middle of the writing. Somewhere near the middle of his story he was 
writing about Vince Duffy Jr. and his death in Vietnam, when he heard the front door bell ring. He 
answered it and the delivery service for some flowers said that the people next door were not in, 
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could he take delivery of some flowers ordered and pass them over to the neighbors when they 
arrived. He asked the name of the recipient and it was the Duffy family, now on East Wistaria Ave 
at the same number that the next door neighbor had (on West Wistaria). John knew that Mr. Duffy 
had terminal cancer so he deduced that he must have just recently passed away. He had seen them a 
few months before when he brought his daughters over to their house for a quick visit, while they 
were with their daddy. John had wanted for them to meet the Duffys who were important people to 
him. So he told the flower delivery service that the Duffys were now on East Wistaria at that 
number, which he knew about when they sold their house on West Wistaria. So the florist truck left 
with the flowers to deliver to the correct address and John got on the phone with the Duffys.  Mrs 
Duffy said that her husband had passed away in the very early morning and had been with his 
whole family who were there with him. John asked if there was anything he could do. He 
mentioned that he put up batches of taquitos and quesdillas and quacamole in the freezer and could 
provide them for easy defrost and preparation in oil plus some canned refried beans if she liked. 
She counted the people and John brought over enough for each person to have some of  his 
homemade Mexican food. It was sad with the circumstances, but good to see Patty and her 
husband, Mary, Chuck, Maureen, Mike, Kathleen, and Anne Marie, and the next generation as 
well. John went to the funeral and talked with some of the family. This flower event was very 
peculiar and seemed to be done by angel power or the like. John felt himself on good terms with 
Mr. Duffy when he died, and maybe Mr.Duffy or Vince Jr. looked down from heaven and wanted 
him to be included. Having this happen while he's writing about Vince Jr. is spiritual.

Providence Provides a Christmas Gift Dec '86
Around November-December John got some jewelry business. It brought in $400 of profit. Then 
Mrs. Duffy called and asked if John could help sell their little Honda civic. He said he could and 
asked how much she expected from the sale. She said $400, that John could keep anything over 
that for his help. So John gave Mrs Duffy the money he made on jewelry work, and registered the 
Honda in his name as a second car. In the big picture John thought to himself that God gave him a 
Honda to scoot around in instead of his lunky old truck. It was his Christmas gift from God. 
Because John knew he couldn't make the phone ring with work requests, so he thanked God 
throughout his years of self employment for being his provider. John thought it unlikely that he 
just had steady good luck and it was always just a coincidence. 
John Starts Father Care Salary-Repairs Bathroom Floor
In sobriety John realized that he was caring for his father for no pay, and that was not right or good. 
He should have been receiving a salary like live-in help. So he started paying himself $500/month, 
less than professional caretakers, but he was worth some sort of recompense. The brothers agreed. 
Also his dad was very self sufficient during the day. He hadn't started falling like old folks end up 
doing. And he got his water and pills on his own. He fixed his own cereal in the morning, and John 
fixed his lunch and dinner, did the laundry, and kept the house, and visited with his dad. On a 
cleaning of the hall toilet John noticed some movement of the floor underneath and realized that 
the leakage around the toilet had rotted the subfloor over the years to weaken its support of the 
toilet. John closed the valve to the toilet emptied the bowl and tank, and pulled the toilet.  He could 
see some of the rot right next to the toilet so he started peeling up the floor to inspect the full 
extent of the damage. He stripped the floor enough to see what section of the sub floor  needed 
replacement. As he recalls no floor joist needed replacement. So John temporarily diverted dad to 
the other head while he did the repair. He cut away the flooring that needed to be removed with his 
skill saw and made his lumber list and went out and bought what he needed to make the repair. By 
the end of the day the sub floor was repaired and he reinstalled the toilet with a new wax seal, 
pending a new linoleum finished floor. He "accidentally" (as in charmed life) met a fellow 
recoveree at a meeting who did floors, and invited him over to make a quote, which was very 
reasonable. So within a couple of days the job was done and dad had a new floor in his bathroom.  
John was back to having more time on his hands. In January of 1987, Holy Angels announced the 
need for a grounds keeper.



Grounds Keeper Job for Holy Angels
 The school and church surroundings were starting to look shabby and it was an issue that needed 
some attention. So John went to the Priest in charge, and mentioned that he was sort of a handy 
man with construction experience and had put in a sprinkler system at home to automate watering, 
so he thought he could make these improvements for the church and earn some money. He could 
make sure his dad got his pills and had breakfast before work, check in on him and fix his lunch at 
mid day, and be home in the afternoon, to attend to dinner. The priest offered $1500/mo for the 
service that required face to face coordination to approve any purchases John would make for  
Holy Angels repairs. And he said that if John did a good job he'd give him a raise after a year. So 
John became the grounds keeper for the church, the school, the rectory, and the convent which 
was off site; all by himself. When he was a boy, Carter Gengler and his dad did the job for Holy 
Angels and both appeared pretty busy in the process. He figured from the beginning that he was 
being underpaid, but it was a good cause. One of the first things John realized was that he spent 
way too much time cycling the water on and off around all the grounds. The nuns may have taken 
care of their own watering off site. Between watering and mowing and edging the lawns, and 
some trash pick up on the property, he had a full day. So he figured out what it would take to 
automate the watering, like he did at his dad's house, and met with the priest in charge. He got 
approval and got busy making the conversion to automatic watering. This would require at least 4 
separate control boxes, and maybe more for the front of the school, the rectory, and 2 around the 
church. Each control box would have a multichannel timer to energize maybe 4 different valves to 
cycle on and off to cover each area. He designed the controller boxes and made them as little 
cabinets from scratch. They had to be mounted near an AC outlet. Several locations required 
making a hole in the external wall to access power from within the adjacent building. He also had 
to convert manual turn on valves to solenoid activated and had to wire connections for each new 
valve back to it's controller. He then set the timers for each and every spot watered, to ensure a 
healthy lawn and garden. At the time the gardens were pretty bare and weed infested so it took 
quite a bit of weeding and tilling and planting to makeover the appearance of the  church, school, 
and rectory. The convent  needed less work. 
John Attracts a Younger Female Recoveree-Lori
In his meetings John could now talk about what it was like being a groundskeeper for a 
church/school and the wasted time getting in line to see the parish priest for approval of purchases 
he would make for supplies needed to do this job. This country girl from Illinois became attracted 
to John by his bib overalls and frankness in his group sharing, and dressed up nice and came and 
innocently sat next to him in meetings over several days, until he finally spoke with her. She was 
cute and young and had an ok body, and seemed to be intelligent, and she showed interest in her 
eyes to John. So John asked her over for dinner the next Friday night, Good Friday, to share a 
dinner with him and his dad at the house. She accepted gladly and came over in the late afternoon. 
She was very friendly and respectful with John's dad, and hung on every word John spoke. They 
had a nice dinner, his dad went off to watch TV, and they talked some more. John wanted to make 
a play for her, but felt like he couldn't pursue that outside of marriage. When John got more 
comfortable with her, they kissed and became impassioned and went off to the bedroom and laid 
down and one thing led to another and soon she was laying on  kisses down his torso. Then out of 
nowhere, the Honda horn came on and wouldn't stop. He had to get up, adjust his pants, and head 
out to the Honda. He couldn't tap on it to release the horn so he opened the hood and disconnected 
the battery, pending a more thorough investigation. It seemed like some spirit was giving him a 
signal at the moment of "No patty fingers". But his libido and accoutrements  started doing his 
thinking for him, and he succumbed in the bedroom and had a nice time. Wanting to make it right 
he proposed on the spot and she accepted. Then they really started talking to get  to know each 
other. John told of his first two marriages, his three daughters, and how he felt he was taken; and 
she told of her first two marriages and how they failed. She had married in a Catholic ceremony 
with the first husband, and after her failure to conceive over a 3 year period he filed grievances for 
a lack of consummation with the church.  She didn't fight him, so she was listed at fault for the 
Catholic annulment. Then she got pregnant twice with the second husband whose family             
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pushed for abortions and the husband agreed. A hysterectomy was done on the second abortion. So 
the first husband was at fault and it was he who was barren. On top of that she confided that her 
father had sexually abused her over a 4-5 year period from 8 years old to 12 -13. Both her mom and 
her dad were drunks, and her mother abandoned her and her brother to her dad before Lori turned 
8, and took the third child, the younger sister to raise her alone. They were poor country folks, due 
to the dad's reduced capacity, even though he had been a commando of some type in the Navy for 
some time. He was non-repentant and denied abusing his daughter and used the issue later to have 
all the other relatives denounce her as an evil liar. And her brother, although he had to have been 
aware of this, didn't intercede to save his sister from this horrible abuse as a girl, nor back up Lori's 
story in bringing the truth out to the family. And he later became a minister. So Lori relocated to the 
west coast. The mom had died and the younger sister had relationship problems in adulthood. John 
figured that poor Lori deserved a free pass into heaven when the time comes for her. On top of that 
was Lori's story of her only true love in her later teen years with a young man who was killed in an 
automobile accident on the way back to college. John understood what it felt like to be under foot 
and abused by ignorant parents, who didn't raise him to be a man and forced him to undergo 
Catholic abuses.  

    Despite these set-backs in life, Lori was very intelligent and an experienced executive secretary, 
with computer skills as well. She was a bit shy and defensive but wanted to be in the mainstream of 
life. She was fun and had a good sense of humor. At the end of her drinking she had been bounced 
out of jobs and was late on her rent and needed to make a car payment. So John covered her back 
rent and had her move in with him in his dad's house. The car she bought with no-money down for 
too much paper  (about 2 grand), with penalties and a high interest rate would tend to make the 
buyer walk away from it and allow it to be repossessed, unless she could get a buy out for less. So 
she worked the agreement with the alcoholic dealer, and got the pink slip and her '81 Ford Granada, 
4 banger for a grand of John's money. John called it the ford "pinata" (for the condition of the body) 
as an ongoing joke. He could have called it "Dribbler" for it's steady loss of transmission fluid. Lori 
got a nice job with Gannett  Outdoor (Billboard  Advertising). Then Lori  reported a third past 
marriage within a week or two and fully expected to be dumped by John. This third husband was an 
intelligence officer and bought a nice home in Sierra Madre without putting Lori on title. She had 
also had a 4th serious love relationship, and John still didn't make any judgment there, either. 
Obviously she was getting honest slowly and had had some difficult relationships, (where she never 
took the person for anything). She did say that she had a history of seeking "get even" sex with 
another person if her mate really hurt her. John figured that she was over sexed, as he was, and 
made it a point to be fair, pure, and true, and not didactic or controlling. He gave her respect and 
love and support, and she responded. John felt that he enabled an easier recovery from alcohol for 
her and a more stable foundation by providing the emotional support that she could count on. But 
she may have been raising red flags to signal that she didn't even want to be married.  It was not a 
wise decision, but he was taking care of his side of the street to the best of his ability to not just use 
women. Brother Don was as skeptical about Lori as his mom and dad had been about Elnora. John 
didn't blame him for how he felt, just how he acted.... like a total jerk. John had been faithful to 
Carol, and that was his intent with Lori. Neither Carol nor Lori withheld sex from John. Don acted 
like John was the family "Dad caretaker" and that nothing should interfere with that, like having a 
life. Don didn't do squat in the actual work of caring for his dad; he was just a sweet visitor with his 
dad when it fit into his busy schedule, and John put aside his gruff attitude as showing sensitivity for 
his dad's care while unintentionally neglecting his brother's need to have a life as well. 
A Retrospective Moment at the Time of this Writing
John was a good man who acted like a fool in his relationships. He had been badgered out of his 
relationship with Leslie in his college years, and she was the most intelligent, loving, stable, and 
musically gifted partner he would see for years to come, better than all three early wives, from his 
perspective. He would not have said this at that time, but none of  his three marriages was likely to 
succeed. He married the wrong people for him and did it for bad reasons to boot.  John was not 
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exactly the perfect mate, either. He showed his anger with looks and tone. But he was more stable 
with Lori than with the first two. He was sober and he was just and generous, and not ego filled.
His Dad changes Tone With the New Live-in 
For a month or two John's dad was fine with Lori in the house. She respected him and helped him, 
graciously. But now he didn't have John's full attention, so maybe he thought of that as a loss of 
respect or service from his son. And he knew that his estate was now paying John for his care. For 
whatever reason he started to "Ah Pah Pa" Lori for no apparent reason,  as if he had the right to 
boss her around. John saw it happen live, and told his dad, in firm terms, to lighten up and treat 
Lori better. Within a week or so, John found his dad tangled in his covers between his bed and the 
nightstand next to it when he checked  the room looking for his dad who hadn't gotten up yet. He 
helped him out and luckily he hadn't wet the bed or hurt himself. This happened again within a 
week and then started happening more often. His dad was also a bit more confused like he may 
have been suffering from mini-strokes. John talked it over with Lori and his brothers, and thought 
that his dad may need some medical tests and John could not be a 24hr/day nurse.  He may have 
had some bathroom accidents as well. John wanted to get out from under. He had given great 
service, but his dad seemed to be in need of a lot more attention or medical assistance and he didn't 
want to lose his job, nor his girl friend, while being a source of criticism to his unappreciative dad 
and brothers. His dad could have been knowingly vengeful toward John for getting firm with him 
over this issue of Lori's treatment. He didn't know.
John & Lori move to a Bungalow.
So John turned over the reigns to Joe, who could monitor his dad's rehab while he was in some 
kind of continuing care, and then move him back into his house with "professional live-in help" 
when he got better. Don was noticeably upset with John. John didn't need to face him down to try 

and make him more appreciative of what he had 
done, for his dad and for the house. He and Lori, 
instead, found a Bungalow in a small court south of 
Ralph's Market on Live Oak, in Temple City, and 
moved there. A sweet little old lady became their 
landlord. John continued his work at the church.  
Here's a picture of John and Lori and John's three 
daughters at the bungalow (~1987).
Extra Duties at Work
One of the nuns met with John to request a firmer 
substrate for her bed which was too soft and didn't 
support her back. So John put in a piece of plywood 
tailored to the bed size, under the mattress, and that 
worked fine. The kids on the play ground became 
familiar with the new groundskeeper and called him 
Farmer John, for his bib overalls and baseball hat, 
and John dealt with that O.K.  A couple of things he 
didn't deal with well was clearing the blockage of a 

church toilet outside the Church near the Sacristy and being treated like a servant by the ladies of 
the altar society. Being clogged with feces, several parishioners had to go on top of the pile in the 
toilet bowl that wouldn't flush on a Sunday and it was a mess everywhere around the toilet and in 
the bowl and  it stank to high heaven. John was asked to take care of it on the Monday following. 
Also one of the Altar society ladies got snooty with John and told him to remove the dead flowers 
from the Sacristy right away and throw them in the trash. At the time John was on his knees 
outside the rectory digging out weeds that grew in the cracks in the concrete sidewalks around the 
church. John barked back that she'd have to ask his boss (the old pastor) for his services and didn't 
she know that she was addressing a master of science from Cal Tech like a hey-boy. She scurried 
off and he was never bothered again. After all, they were supposed to do all the flower work 
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themselves. In the office of the rectory John became a regular visitor to get permission for one 
purchase or another. He got along with the ladies fine, but the pastor always thought things could  
be better, and he seemed to like to lord it over John. Many times John had to wait until the 
afternoon to get that coordination. On one episode the 50 year old underground plumbing sprung    
a leak outside the church and created a small sink hole after flushing the dirt away from the break. 
John had to find a manual shut off for incoming water to the church, ahead of that break, and find  
it fast. It was a pressure line. Big problems would follow as the old plumbing underground would 
eventually all need to be replaced (which was a bigger job than what the groundskeeper could 
handle). John engineered a solution using a union joint or two and some new pipe for this 
occurrence, which he needed approval to purchase. He asked for a $50/week budget for parts he 
may need incidental to his job , so that he wouldn't have to wait in queue for approval all the time. 
When it was approved  the pastor would come out for a briefing on the necessity of pissy little 
parts, while John awaited   reimbursement for his own money spent on behalf of the church.   
When a priest couldn't make an appointment outside the church because his car was acting 
unreliable, he was sent down to the parish Chevy dealer (the good old boy system) to pick out a 
new one that day. A new car at the drop of a hat for a priest, but a pain in the ass for the grounds 
keeper to get reimbursed for small change out of his pocket. During the fall it was impossible to 
keep the grounds looking spotless, as more leaves would fall after John left a given spot. But the 
pastor still complained (as if to say that John should have better control of nature). More than one 
afternoon John smelled alcohol on the pastors breath when he came out to check  John's work.  
And there was no sweetness in their communications.
Hassles With a Church Wedding
While working for the church in the first year, John and Lori sought to be married in the Catholic 
Church. But Lori's annulment with her first spouse had sealed her as the culprit  in the Church 
archives. What John didn't realize is that it would take a great deal of money and time to open a 
new case just to clear Lori's name so that she could be considered for remarriage. John was well 
known by the priests at Holy Angels, and they didn't want to slam the door on his face, but this 
marriage thing came up so quickly. John was hired as the single man caretaker of the grounds and 
now suddenly he wants to marry a convicted felon of the church. Poor John, so misguided. Let's 
give him the mushroom treatment and delay things until his lust simmers and he sees the light. 
And so the priest acting on John's behalf started John and Lori on the schooling needed to be 
married in the faith. They accomplished that in a couple of months. Then they were scheduled for 
some psychological counseling, the result of which was never made known to them. Then the 
difficulty with Lori's previous case was brought up, and documents would have to be summoned, 
etc, etc, etc, and John saw it as a lost cause and was angry for being treated with these delay 
tactics. He located a recovering alcoholic priest and got an appointment. After venting on the poor 
man, the priest replied that they didn't need to be married in the church. They could marry 
anywhere and have their marriage blessed after the fact by the church. John got fed up, and just 
stopped going to church. He didn't like to be jerked around by anyone.

 How About a Roadside Chapel 
So he sought a quick substitute: 
marriage at a little roadside 
chapel in West Covina, just off 
the 10 freeway. He got  Ben, to 
be his witness and Lori got a 
girl friend . And they were 
married. Ben bought  dinner.  
Then they went to a meeting 
and shared 

 Here's the wedding photos. 
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                    the news instead of 
rushing home for whatever else might be on their minds, and the 
crowd exploded with joy over their choice in protocol.



John and Lori later recommended that their friends 
Carol and Ben get together; they did (at left).
John and Ben 
John and Ben developed a close relationship as pals 
and hung out a lot at the Club in Temple City where 
meetings were held. They shared their past with each 
other and Ben, who was a bit more flush than John 
usually picked up the pie and coffee at some cafe 
after a meeting. John invited Ben over to meet his 
dad and Ben was very kind and respectful, and his 
dad acted pleased to meet his son's new friend. Ben 
even  hired John  to do some jewelry work for him. 
Ben was family connected to the mafia but not 

active in their businesses, unless that was his connection for cocaine which he used and sold, before 
he got sober. Ben sold off his remaining supply of cocaine after he got sober but dropped out of the 
circuit with grace, or so he thought.  But, like in the movies, some jerk from a family develops a 
resentment for somebody else in another family and may move to snuff that person.  Ben may have 
owed money that he no longer had. He mentioned that somebody may be after him. So John told 
Ben that he had an inventory of precious gems that may be worth as much as $30K and that he 
would put that up for the life of his friend;  Ben was grateful and they remained lifelong friends. Ben 
was a wonderful man who was loving and generous and spoke very well for the sober fellowship of 
which we were a part. He helped a lot of people with his hope and encouragement and spiritual 
attitude. He was a friend to all and was well known and liked.
Jim and Cindy
Jim  and Cindy Shields were John and Lori's closest friends in 1987-1990s. They were very 

intelligent, hard working people, who were very savvy 
in business and in the  street. They were pragmatic 
upper middle class, friends. Jim was the closer at 
Nelson Pontiac, and Cindy worked as an executive in 
legal assistance. Both John and Lori would learn 
things from their friendship with this couple, shown 
at left, and have a lot of fun socializing with them.
A Better Job for Lori
On a weekend John decided to catch a new meeting 
in the morning. There he heard a lady's plan for a job 
interview with ADP. She was also executive assistant 
experienced. John went home for lunch and told his 
                                                                     get in for     

an interview. Gannett was failing in some sense and Lori was getting ready to go out looking for 
another job closer to home. She followed up on John's suggestion, got an interview and got the job 
the other lady at the meeting was talking about. John wasn't trying to steal anybody's job, just put 
his wife in contention and let the CEO decide. Lori thrived at ADP. Her boss was a good man with 
a nice family and Lori went to town for him and the company. She was asked to check out a 
restaurant for use for the company Christmas Party in 1987, with her husband accompanying for a 
free dinner. It was a very nice place with white linen table cloth and silver ware and dim lighting. 
John saw people having wine with their meals and reminisced about his enjoyment of Charles 
Krug Chenin Blanc, or a good Johannesburg Reisling. He felt a bit depressed with the realization 
that he couldn't do that without giving up his sobriety, which was a  gift from God. He realized the 
danger of "romancing the drink" and dropped the thought of it, while re-arming himself with the 
full story projection to a debauch and total demoralization for any such attempt to drink like a 
gentleman. At the Christmas party they had a wonderful time. John had his wristwatch removed by 
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wife about this lady's interview, suggesting that Lori call ADP and see if she too could 



a magician hired to entertain the guests and was amazed at how quickly the magician could 
depress the tiny spring loaded pin holding the band to the watch and pull the watch off, without 
John feeling much of anything. It was a great sober evening for the Deans.
Facelift Complete -  Raise Denied - Pool Design? No - Car Sales
Not that it was required, John took it upon himself to trim the trees along the Southern perimeter, 
outside the wall of the church parking lot. They were dropping their leaves in the street and they 
looked pretty gangly. The labor for this chore was immense, so John left work early whenever he 
was too tapped to continue. But he got that job done and the entire property that he managed now 
looked well maintained, probably better than it had in years. He had fed and watered and mowed 
the lawns, designed and put in a complete automatic watering system for the school, rectory and 
church, put flowers in the garden areas amongst the shrubs and bushes around the church, weeded 
wherever needed, including the cracks in the sidewalks, and picked up/disposed of  innumerable 
cigarette butts and lots of trash, including his own, around the property, and trimmed the trees. 
People noticed and complimented him for his work. In February of 1988, John asked the pastor 
when he came out in the afternoon, if he thought John was doing a good job. And the pastor  
quickly replied, "oh, yes." So John said that when he first got the job the pastor had told him that    
if he was doing a good job, he'd get a raise after a year. The old man became flustered and then 
started complaining about the leaves in autumn to avoid the issue of a raise. John knew now that  
the pastor was not a just man; he was a liar and a thief who used his collar as a power base for his 
own pleasure, and abused the help while royally treating the priests. $1500/month was not a 
family wage. This parish brought in over $50,000 a week in the donations made every Sunday by 
the parishioners, plus the school tuition of about $8000/wk; and the old priest was cheating one of 
his lowest paid employees out of a decent living and a forecast raise. Within a week or so, a 
younger man in his thirties started tailing John to try  and learn his job. He was being helped by 
the church and would be available to take over if John left. So it seemed that the church authority 
was using the people they helped to cover necessary expenses, without considering what was a 
living wage. But John never needed any "help"; it was the parish that needed the facelift and John 
did it cheap.  John taught the younger man  about the watering system, the idiosyncrasies of the 
riding lawnmower, his routine of trash pick up,  fertilizing the lawns, etc. and then John quit his 
job. He had been offered art work designing  custom pools and doing the artwork for her husband 
and son's pool business, by a lady recoveree   at one of his meetings. So he reported in for some 
work, and was given very little to do. And the work would only support him if he had regular 
drawings to do. He felt like he had been misled by   a wife and mother who spoke too  soon. After 
losing some savings over a month or two, his friend, Jim Shields, offered John a position selling 
cars at Nelson Pontiac and Honda in El Monte. John visited the lot and got the tour and met the 
Owner's son, and the offer seemed to be on the up and up. John would be paid a base salary of 
$1,000/month, and when his commissions overcame this minimum, he'd get the commissions 
instead. He'd wear a shirt and tie (and coat in cold weather), and learn the routine for making a 
sale and learn the inventory. At that time and probably since, car sales was a game of robbing the 
customer blind. There'd be profit on the front end, 2-3 grand on used cars, 4-5 on new cars; plus 
financing it at a higher rate than what the buyers qualify for, sometimes worth 1-2 grand when 
they sold a big note on a new car to bank investors; plus the list  of aftermarket goodies, not 
included, and extended warranty insurance coverage, maybe $400  above what it cost the dealer. 
The used cars were bought at auctions for $100-$500and then cleaned up and tuned and placed on 
the market for $2500- $3500. John was never totally brought up to speed on new cars, but the 
dealer paid sales people 20% of gross profit on the sale (front end) of any car. John was put under 
salesman Ken Morgan, a man in his late fifties, who knew the game well. Ken had the equivalent 
of a  Phd  in car sales  which  meant he was known as the  "car dog". Sales people would take 
turns with being the person who went out to meet and greet the shoppers. They would ask what the 
buyers (known as "ups" on the lot) were shopping for, and show them the inventory of like kind. If 
the shopper wanted a test drive the sales person would ask to borrow their driver's license and 
write down name and license  number of the person on a log sheet while getting the key for the car 
in question. Then the sales person would drive the customer for the first half of the ride and then  
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ask them if they would like to drive it for the second half, while the sales person identified 
features/facts of the car, and guided their path to get back to the lot. If, for whatever reason, the 
customer seemed uneasy,  the sales person would excuse himself and get another sales person to 
hand over the customer, in case the customer may have had a problem with the first salesman. The 
salesman would then ask if the customer would like to buy this car today, if a nice deal could be 
reached on the car. The sales person would then sit down at a desk and ask the customer to sit 
down, and then get his identity (Social Security number), a release to run his credit, and start 
filling out price and terms. If the client said nothing the salesperson wrote down the full asking 
price, and then asked what sort of payment the customer could afford, and how much they wanted 
to put down on the purchase or if there was a trade-in. If there was a trade-in, the salesman would 
get the key so that a manager could check it out after the offer was submitted. The salesman would 
accommodate a request for a reduced price and then introduce doubt about that price, or the 
payment size, or the value of the trade-in, like it may be a bit too low sale/high trade, but he'll 
present the offer to the closer and try to get the deal that the customer wants. Then the closer takes 
over with the customer and tries to manipulate better terms for the house, if needed. The sales 
person will have asked job information to get an idea whether this customer can afford the car. If 
need be, the closer can turn the buyer over to the manager of sales, for additional improvements 
for the house, while selling the value of the vehicle. If there is a trade-in the manager works out 
what the house can give the buyer for his trade after he tests it. If the sale is loaded with profit, the 
manager may give the buyer more on the trade-in to help him feel better about the overall deal, as 
needed. If the buyer qualifies with a credit check and the terms are satisfactory for both sides, then 
the buyer is put in line at the finance office to go over the payment, interest rate, and term of the 
loan. When all was done, the salesman has the car washed and vacuumed (referred to as "suck and 
douche"on some lots) for delivery to the customer. 

Customers with great credit (referred to on the lot as "gold balls" credit) usually understand the 
interest rate/payment game and know what sort of interest they can get elsewhere. They will often 
hammer the car lot for a better price up front and on the insurance and "extras." Slimmer, better 
deals are made for these customers generally speaking. The customers with lower credit get hit 
with the interest/payment business, front end price, and extras/insurance to make the deal much 
sweeter for the dealer.  John didn't like seeing poor people get hosed on their buys while the rich 
folks got the best deals. He told his closer about his feelings, and the closer replied, "Heh, John, at 
least we're equal opportunity hosers", meaning they'll hose anybody they can and make it sound 
sweet. John detached his feelings from his work and just played the game for the lot and himself as 
gross profit determined his pay on the deal and he wanted to make a living. But he didn't tell any 
lies to make a deal, just introduced doubt about their offer if they asked for too much.

Back at the bungalow, John got visits by his daughters once in awhile, and this also pleased Lori 
who became attached to the girls. They always had fun. When Danielle blossomed, she'd bring up 
boy friends to meet dad, and they were so polite. "Yes sir, No sir"  meant they were banging his 
daughter (or working on that) and wanted to make a good impression. John stopped preaching to 
his daughters when they were young teenagers, as they all seemed to have his libido, and there was 
no use in pretending that they were virgins for the right man at the right (later) time. It didn't matter 
what they did, as long as they got good grades, and didn't get into criminal behavior. And John was 
concerned about their happiness, health, safety, and behavior within the law.
Ken Challenges John to Stop Smoking- John Goes Cold Turkey
While on the car lot, Ken Morgan, who carried on his person a thin tin container with an 
assortment of pills for his various ills, decided that he wanted to stop smoking, and so he did.  But 
then John's billowing smoke became a nuisance real quick, so he challenged John to quit as well. 
Only he added a kicker, "but you're probably just a weak suck and couldn't handle quitting."  Ken 
threw down the gauntlet, and dang if that didn't motivate John to accept the challenge and quit as 
well. So he did. It was July 15th, 1988, slightly less than two years since John had gotten sober. He 
went cold turkey with a full carton minus 7 cigarettes out of the first pack. John smoked Pall Mall
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 filterless kings puffing so hard that it required two full breathes of air and two more exhales past 
the first exhale to clear his lungs of the one puff of smoke. John was a major addict of nicotine, 
and went into a space while detoxing, where he felt himself walking 6 inches behind his body and 
looking through these peep holes out in front with no peripheral vision. He could move his head 
around to get the full scene, but was heavily constricted to this almost out of body experience for 
the first three days without nicotine. There was no pain, but lots of pangs for a cigarette. But 
slowly the time between pangs started to increase, so he could function longer without the jagged 
craving for a cigarette. At home he escaped into napping to pass time knocked out, and did this for 
months. He did feel God's presence there telling him gently that these cravings needed to be 
answered with abstinence to beat the drug. God was asking John to see the terrible pull of the 
cigarette to use it. The power came and went with gradually increasing relief between pangs. John 
felt God's presence there to keep up the gentle reminder of the truth about nicotine; he had his last 
serious pang at about 3 months, By then he had started meeting with ex-smokers to draw from 
their power the ability to stay quit. John gained confidence in allowing the pang to pass and 
disappear. And it worked. John came to the realization that his desire to have a cigarette and 
enjoyment of smoking was based upon the pang that is created  while starting to detox. It wasn't a 
desire or enjoyment, it was the addicted body's order to have a cigarette to keep up the addiction, 
or the silent habit in the brain saying "I need a fix, my emotions are ruffled, give me a cigarette, I 
know that it will calm me down while perking up my mind". That's what cigarettes do. They perk 
you up while they are smoothing you out, and your mind memorizes this so that you will feel like a 
cigarette when you start to get ruffled over anything. Poor Ken Morgan had relapsed at 11 days. 
John let it be and didn't hassle Ken at all. John was ok being around smokers for the first year. 
Thereafter he sought patches of clean air publicly to breath. Lori kept her smoke away from John, 
Ben acknowledged his addiction to nicotine, and he couldn't quit, like John's mom couldn't quit. 
John noticed that when he got momentarily anxious about anything, he'd reach for his breast 
pocket as if to get a cigarette to relieve the anxiety. The addiction to nicotine plus the mind's 
memory of "it's fixing power" keep the victim smoking. It's insidious and the habits associated 
with smoking: starting a cigarette when the phone rings, not going to the movie theater because of 
the 15-20minute cycle between cigarettes, always smoking while drinking, after a meal, after sex, 
etc. are like rules for the smoker to follow for peace of mind and comfort for the body, and they are 
self perpetuating when one continues to smoke at that craving. To stop one must retrain the mind to 
recognize the truth about smoking and the insidious self perpetuation of the habit in one's silent 
mind. Nicotine is poisonous, so the body perks up to deal with the incoming poison, while the 
inhalation of smoke makes one a bit dizzy, counteracting the anxiety and calming the victim. The 
combination of perk up with smooth out is always identified by the logic of the brain as "Good for 
me". But the mind is run by a fool of the feelings, and just says "fix me". It knows that a cigarette 
will do that, by rote. Real Big Picture Logic says "don't be a fool, don't smoke at the pang to 
smoke, and you shall be free of this poison". 

John had tried it with Carol and went in for acupuncture treatments to quit. He got through one 
week and then the portable ear pins stopped working and he didn't get back quickly to the clinic to 
continue treatment. Cindy the dog began barking at John viciously, like she sensed a change in 
John coming on. Maybe the devil of nicotine was entering John's body and Cindy could sense that 
and was barking at the evil spirit of nicotine in the room. John got up and went out and bought a 
carton. It wasn't his time yet. Cindy then chilled when John came home smoking. It had been a 
bizarre reaction by Cindy, that hadn't ever happened before. It's amazing what dogs can sense, 
before the occurrence of something (e.g. earthquakes). 
Unlikely Events Happen to John While a Car Salesman
John had a car stolen from him while on a test drive. A young adult Hispanic male wanted a test 
drive in a new Trans AM, so John got his driver's license and logged him in. Normally at the half 
way point both the sales person and the customer get out of the car, and the customer opened his 
door and started to get out as John got out and started around the car to trade places, when the 
young man jumped back in and over the console into the drivers seat like an acrobat and put it in 
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gear & jumped on the pedal in no time  to make his getaway. John yelled at him to stop, but no, he 
was a thief. John got back to the lot, breathless for having run the quarter to half mile, and 
reported the robbery. The manager called the police. Two days later the man was apprehended 
trying to cross the Mexican border in Mexicali, with the unlicensed new car. In a day or two an 
officer showed up for John to look at a line-up of photos to see if he could find the suspect; and he 
did, and it was the young man, just to add frosting to the cake of his guilt. John's mistake was not 
asking him about his job, and then turning him to another salesman who might blow him off the 
lot if he was just looking for a joy ride (or trying to steal a car).

     Then on one rainy evening John had a customer on his half of the test drive hit a pedestrian 
who was jay walking a 6 lane boulevard at night in the rain to get to the bar on the other side. 
John saw him at the last second but the customer didn't and the man flew up in the air and his 
head crashed into the windshield right in front of John, making a big round bloody indent in the 
window. All traffic stopped and the man rolled off to the right as John emerged from the right side 
door to help him. He regained his feet and John escorted him to the sidewalk in front of the bar. 
The customer moved the car over to the curb on the same right side. The man was bleeding but 
not real bad. He refused an ambulance or any help and said he was ok. John talked to the bar 
manager who knew the man and John left his card, telling the manager where he worked around 
the corner, asking the manager to refer any inquiries to his work place on the lot. Then John drove 
the customer and himself  back to the lot and reported the event to the manager on his side (the 
Pontiac and used car side) of the street. John's customer was too rattled to continue and rested 
there until he was able to drive himself home. John had his identification logged in as usual in 
case there was a follow-up needed with any authorities. The poor drunk! Such can be the life of a 
drunk who needs a drink real bad, but has no sense on how to get across the street. But such is not 
the life of a car salesman very often and here John was a green pea (new) salesman who had two 
rare things happen to him. He had both experiences and didn't need a drink or a cigarette.
Pinata Depressing- Honda Valve Job- New Car- Pearl is Born
By Christmas 1988, Lori had had a few maintenance problems with the Pinata and wanted a more 
reliable car. John had problems with the honda and had to do his first valve job to avoid having 
the honda towed to the junk yard. Then he sold it to the the lot boy who washed cars and ran 
errands. Then John looked around the lot to see if he could be inspired to buy one of the cars. He 
spotted the red firebird formula 350. It had the engine usually reserved for the Trans AM, but with 
a lighter muscle car body and dual exhaust. It was, then, the hottest car on the lot. The list price 
was about $18,000, but John got an employee $14.5K sale price plus tax and license. He got $500 
off on the extended warranty, found a ribbon, drove the new car home at night  as quietly as he 
could, put on the ribbon, and gave the keys in an envelope to his wife. She was blown away, so 
excited. The next morning she went to work with a big smile on her face. Then the fear of parking 

of making all his payments on time to John. He turned out not to 
disappoint John. John put his trust deed money into Certificates of Deposit after the payoff, to do 
slightly better than bank interest at low risk. So he bought the hot rod with cash liberated from a 
CD at term and redid the CD with the balance. Christine was 19, so John only had $300/mo child 
support to send to  Marlene for the two younger children, until they were 18. 
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lot dings entered  the mind, especially at the Temple City Club 
 parking lot. Solution: make the hot rod a Godmobile that transports 
alcoholics to their meetings 
and give ding control to God. 
John's trust deed income had 
ended with the pay off of the 
note for a loan to a fellow 
alcoholic in recovery so he 
could buy a house before his 
 credit was repaired  by years  



Spousal support ended in 1982. Lori had the better job and brought in most of their income. But 
she still felt blessed to have met John and been bailed out when the fortunes were turned the other 
way. They decided to give the Pinata to Christine who had no car at the time, if  she wanted it. She 
was briefed about the leaky transmission and dealt with getting a tune-up, and the Granada was 
christened "Pearl" by Christine, which amazingly was her "God-mobile" for years. John usually 
used the word "Godmobile" to either describe a car with such lack of repair that only God can 
keep it running to allow the owner to get around, or a new car in service to God for His protection.
        At work John started getting a little smoother in his sales, and he was very fortunate to have 
"buyers" for his "ups". So while the general economy was not that good for car sales, John 
became the highest producing salesman on the Pontiac side of the street for a couple of months, 
and this had to be providence and not his relative skill compared to Ken Morgan, who wasn't 
doing as well at the time. Ken was still the master, and sometimes called Captain Morgan, a 
respectful term in piracy. John should have bought an economy car to match his income, but the 
the hot rod would be his last car with flare and pizazz. He demo'd the car for his daughters by 
taking them all for a brief ride at 100mph on the freeway when he had a barren stretch of freeway 
around him and felt safe doing that. He didn't have to weave and the hot rod was so strong that it 
only took seconds to get from 70 to 100 mph and back down. (Danielle later got a Porsche 
Panamera and gave her Dad a thrill ride). What goes around, comes around.
Vacation/Move? to Brookings Oregon- New Job Offer for Lori
Lori had heard about Brookings, Oregon and John wanted her to see it. They figured if they stayed 
in the Southland of California that they might be able to buy a house in El Monte, but not Arcadia 
or Temple City. And this would be struggling to be a part of the lower middle class in the concrete 
jungle, where John would have to work in jobs for which he had no training,  not too appealing to 
John. He wasn't available for high tech defense engineering, as God had approved of him quitting 
that type of work and his spiritual studies confirmed the negative nature of such work. And he 
surely wasn't going to get a fresh start as an engineer in a new field, with no experience at age 43. 
He wasn't a youngster fresh out of college anymore with the latest engineering education. 

CHAPTER 6   NEW LIFE IN BROOKINGS
John wanted to work with his hands and his mind in some artistic field. It wouldn't hurt to go to 
Brookings and see what's there, at the time. So Lori got 2 weeks leave from her work  and the two 
ventured up to Oregon, probably with a night in the Bay area. John was taking his country girl to 
the country area that interested him. She knew about small town living, so it wouldn't be a shock 
for her. Lori liked the small town and surrounding nature and rivers and mountains and trees, and 
jagged coastline. While there a job opening at the Credit Union opened up for an executive 
secretary to work under the CEO. John asked if Lori would like to check it out. She did and filled 
out an application, and got an interview and was selected for the job and made an offer. It seemed 
like one of those "special coincidences" that reveals a helping hand from above. They got with a 
real estate lady they met at a meeting. John was open to the idea of buying a lot and building a 
house from scratch. First they checked out homes in town. One could get one of the original little 
houses built in 1912 for worker families in the early logging days near the center of town for 
$60K, only there was dry rot in the foundation so at best, the structure would have to be put on 
blocks while a new foundation was put in place under it. That and the cost of any upgrades on 
plumbing and/or utilities and the building itself would probably take the investment way over 
market for the location. Newer construction  (1950s-1960s) of  small to medium size homes were 
in the $85K range and up. More recently built homes were in the $100K +  range. The thought 
occurred to John that he could probably build a nice house on a nice lot within the $100K range or 
below. So they also looked at   lots. They found one near the top of Pioneer Street just below 
Marina Heights that offered a 180 degree view of the ocean while being nested under the branches 
of some big fir trees (maybe 70 years old), but it was mostly buried under blackberry bushes on the 
ground. There was also a spring fed creek at the southeast corner  coming west down a shallow 
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ravine right in front of the old growth trees. John envisioned a site to build upon and was excited. 
It was right next to the original cemetery for the city that was grassland covered with big trees that 
merged with the big trees that would be on John's land across the spring fed creek. It was beautiful 
with only 10-15 grave markers on the grass area spread around, under the trees. It was a flag 
shaped lot that had been split from the lot in front of it on the street, with a deeded 25' drive way 
(the flag pole) up 150' to the building site. John offered on both properties, with comeback offers 
at full price, so he turned it around in 20minutes with full price offers, $25K a piece. John got the 
flag shaped lot but not the lot in front. They said that an offer came in (I guess in that 20 minute 
turn around time) that the seller accepted. It turned out that they just tranferred ownership to 
someone else for $10K. So they were testing the market to see if they'd get a bite at $25K, but 
didn't want to sell the lot to John. It may have been illegal what they did on the second lot, but 
John let go and found another lot on 555 Fern Street and bought it, instead. Lori accepted the offer 
at the credit union. Also conveniently John found a lady at a meeting who had a double wide 
mobile home for lease in Harbor at a reasonable rate so they signed a lease, probably for 6 months 
that would revert to month to month to allow them to build the house. Now they had to return 
South, give notices on their jobs and bungalow, say good bye to their friends and get a U haul van 
for moving their household goods to Oregon on a one way trip. That was accomplished and they 
arrived back in Oregon, probably some time near the middle of May, 1989. Lori brought up the 
hot rod, and John drove the van. Then John & Lori  returned  back to the southland in the hot rod 
to finish their business, pick up John's Ford truck, and caravan back up to Oregon. Lori started at 
the Credit Union and John visited the building department of the city government and got some 
advice on house plan requirements, returned to their rental mobile home, and proceeded to convert 
his measurements of the site to actual drawings of the plot plan (below) and the various other 
plans for the project. He designed a 1+ car garage to have bench space plus a parking spot, with a 
one car garage door. Here is his original drawing of the plot. The next page shows the perspective, 
front facing, and pictures of the lot with the markings of the property lines, followed by the house 
design drawings and photos. The left end of the house below offered secluded views of his private
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forest on the east end of his lot across the dashed lined creek. That end had the kitchen, the 
dining, and the living rooms of his custom cabin. The view from the upstairs balcony was trees 
and ocean and the South end of the city. Being off street, it felt more private, or secluded. 



It took about a week to remove the blackberry bushes with a weed whacker (equipped with a steel 
cutting blade) and burn the debris on site. A new friend, Bill Wood, a retired logger visited John on 
the site and pointed out to John, that for safety of the dwelling, he should remove the two large 
alders near the spring fed creek next to the proposed house site, as alders grow fast and often 
splinter under their own weight causing a threat to nearby dwellings. John asked if Bill could fall 
the biggest of the trees while teaching him how to fall a tree and then supervise John on taking 
down the second tree. That was fun. And Bill showed John a bit about limbing and bucking the 
trunk into suitable log length pieces for later log splitting and the production of firewood for the 
next year. This kicked off a lifelong friendship and allowed John to meet a few of Bill's good 
friends as well. One in particular, "Swede" Shields, another logger who sold firewood and his son, 
Vern, a fellow alcoholic, would become friends and they lived down the street. John would then be 
there to help Vern if he ever wanted to sober up. Bill did all of this for free, which helped John feel 
welcome in this small town.  He then called Paul Eide, an operating engineer, who had the 
bulldozer, back hoe, and trucks to prepare the site and ingress and egress for John's construction 
project. Ron Bodman, a local contractor was building a duplex across the street and he told John 
about Paul. Paul advised on the need for a culvert and recommended the use of 12" concrete 
culvert pipe and how to assemble the pieces. They were available in Eureka and John could save a 
bit if he went there (to Hilfikers), bought  the number of pieces needed and brought them back to 
Brookings. Paul probably cleaned out the gulley and laid down the gravel and started assembling 
the culvert in sections while John was watching and then John took over and completed the 
assembly. Below are pictures of the raw site outlined in white at left and after clearing the 

vegetation and delivering the culvert pipe onto the site at right. John then finished bucking the 
fallen alders and moving the trunk sections off the construction site for Paul. The next page shows 
early views of progress of the driveway left and house site right. Using his bulldozer he skimmed 
the remaining vegetation off the surface of the site and uncovered the soggy ground underneath. He 
told John to get a geologist to test the soil and an engineer to determine what type of foundation  
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would be needed to support the house, as the standard foundation was probably not going to work. 
Natural underground springs made the whole site too wet to build on, or so it seemed. But Paul 
suggested building a french drain around the building site to capture the spring water and set up  
underground perforated drain pipe to collect the water and then gravity feed it to the  drain ditch at 
the street. John approved, as he couldn't cover up the site and sell it to the next sucker with a good 
conscience. Paul had to go about 4-5 feet deep to capture the water coming onto the site from the 
various springs. The trench was U shaped at the beginning with the opening facing south, so all 
water coming from the east or west or north would go into the ditch. None came in from the east, 
and little from the north. So he filled those trench sections that weren't needed for the french drain 
back up. Paul then laid down some special construction paper at the bottom of the remaining 
trench segments where spring leakage showed. Then he delivered about 6 inches of river rock on 
top of that throughout the (now L shaped) trench, then the perforated 4" drain pipe down toward 
the driveway to be followed by normal 4" drain pipe to go under the drive way to a future southern 
trench and down to the street. John decided to also use the southern trench (running east and west) 
to bring the utilities and water and sewage connections for the house to the street. He decided on 
underground utilities to preserve the appearance of the natural setting (with no telephone or power 
poles). Paul then put another 6" of river rock in the trench to cover the perforated pipe allowing 
any water to find its way to the pipe, and be carried off to the street by gravity. The top 4 feet of 
the trench was, then, covered with dirt. The southern utility trench was dug 4' deep and drain pipe 
connected to the lower end of the french drain to guide it's water to the street separately from 
house sewage water. Now the French drain was in operation underground, and it looked like 
someone had turned on a water spigot on low and it was joining the gulley at the street. The 
building site started to dry out and get firmer. Then Paul finished the utility trench from the point 
in the house plan where utilities join the house down past the apple tree to the far side of the 
driveway, and from there down to join the southern trench to the street, where french drain water 
was already flowing. John was left to do the sewer line with 3 clean outs (one every 75') from the 
house to the street, plus the water line, the power line conduits, and the phone line conduit. Power 
for the building of the home was provided on a temporary power pole south of the building site 
where the replacement transformer would be placed after construction. John needed two lines for 
the power: one for the higher voltage run from the street to the transformer, with stubs on each end 
and a guideline inside the conduit to pull cable later, the other from the output of the transformer 
to the house meter in, with 2 stubs for that set of connections and a guideline as well. The trench 
was 4' deep with the sewer line at the bottom of the trench. John crossed under the drive way near 
the end, since the sewer connection to the city had to be on the north side of the driveway. The 
water coffin would be placed on the other side of the driveway for access to city water, and 3/4 -1" 
PVC was carried in the trench 2' above the sewer line all the way to the house. Power and 
telephone conduits were separately assembled by John, again with guidelines in each to go 
continually from the street to the house for the telephone, and in 2 stages for the power which had 
to be transformed midway. Then Paul's team buried the lines, with John's assistance to make sure 
the lines held there positions in the trench. The                power and telephone conduits came in
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with the water at 2' above the sewer pipe in the bottom of the trench. John had staked the three 
pipes underneath to the wall of the trench to keep them in place while the trench was being back 

filled by the back hoe scooting the dirt into the trench piecemeal down toward the street as John 
recalls. When the trenches were filled and the site smoothed over one more time, a dump truck 
arrived with gravel to bleed it out along the driveway up to the site as a substrate for the asphalt 
driveway, above left. After that was graded the site looked pretty much like the photos above. By 
this time John had hand split 2.5 cords of his own alder by hand with a splitting Mall and wedges. 
The next step was to dig test holes where the garage and the building would rest for the geologist 
to inspect the soil and make a judgment on the site regarding construction potential. Paul's back 
hoe dug the test spots pretty deep, on the garage (west) side it was clay soil to 10 ft  +. But the 
back hoe got stuck in the clay and the operator needed to use his bucket to push on the ground to 
lift the rear free from sinking in the clay and back up onto drier land.  On the house side it was 
fractured shale at about 8' deep. The geologist concluded that the site overall was unsuitable for a 
dwelling and John had to pay him a $600 fee for his negative report and 5-6 hours of services. 
Paul was into John's pockets for about $2-4 grand. But, hold onto your britches, Buzz Hansen, the 
engineer, designed two techniques that would solve the problems and enable a house and garage to 
be built. He specified 13 steel reinforced concrete pilings (or piers) 18" in diameter and  as deep as 
needed to reach shale underground on the house site. The steel reinforcing consisted of  4 vertical 
steel rods with 10" separation in a square pattern, rising up through the piling and rapped every 
18" by 3/8th steel rod to make a cage out of it. Then at the top of each cage the vertical steel would 
come above grade and be bent and tied into the (steel reinforced) concrete girder and stem walls 
(above ground) for the house. It required two pours: one for the underground piers, and a second 
concrete pour (when the steel work and stem wall forms were in place to accept that second pour 
of the stem walls and girders). For the garage he specified it to be built on a separate steel 
reinforced slab 3/8" steel or stronger with 18" cross connections throughout and footings either 
side and front and back, with 3-4' separation from the house foundation. He called this a floating 
pad, considering the ground underneath it. This would be done on a third pour. All of the steel 
work required tying off every joint with bailing wire to hold it in place in order to make the steel 
cages. The roof of the garage would  extend 3-4' over  to butt up to (but not connect) to the side of 
the house with a narrow breeze way under the edge of that roof between the garage wall and the 
house wall. John designed a flashing to make that roof/wall connection water tight while allowing 
the house and garage to settle differently.  So much for the plan. John was only charged $250 by 
Buzz for  his ingenious design and sketches and a couple of site visits. Buzz Hansen was a retired 
civil engineer who basically donated his time to  projects for the city and for people who asked for 
help. John later painted his portrait (next page) in return for the favors he bestowed on John . The 
city approved the plans. The next step was to  dig the 13  18" pier holes as deep as needed to reach 
shale. For this, the geologist came on site and confirmed each hole as deep as needed to reach 
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shale below ground. The depths ran from about 6 and a 
half feet to 11 feet with an average depth of about 8'. It 
took about 3 hours to dig the holes with a tractor post 
hole digging attachment and operator. John laid out the 
placement of all the holes and was always on site. In the 
design, these piers were strategically placed under load 
bearing walls in the plan and under the concrete girders. 
Framing under the house would then follow the girders  
up to the subfloor joists of the first story (located under 
load bearing walls within the house).  It only cost $3-  
400 for the post hole guy and the 13 holes. John had  
made circular covers out of 3/4" plywood with cross 
beams on top to subtend and cover every hole after it   
was dug (for safety and to keep the holes from filling in). 
Then he had to move the dirt dug from each hole around 
the site and spread it evenly. He bought a big deep wheel 
barrel with the pneumatic tire to do this by hand and 
shovel. Next it was up to John to do the steel work and 
order the concrete. John happened to meet and befriend 
Jim Kelly (by God's grace),  a contractor who was 

building the Pay Less Drug store in Crescent City. He had all kinds of 1" rebar in 10' lengths as 
overage on his site so John loaded  with Jim's left overs and bought the 3/8 steel rebar to make the 
cross tie offs every 18 inches up the 4 vertical bar cage in each hole. The four vertical pieces of 
3/4" rebar were specified in a 10" square pattern, with the length determined by the hole depth 
plus some extra to tie into the stem walls. The stem walls for the house would be shorter on the 
north side of the house and higher on the south side to accommodate the slope of the land that 
Paul set-up for good surface drainage with his bulldozer for the site. John designed the stem walls 
high enough to sit upright under the house while in the crawl space near the middle to front of the 
house, so he wouldn't be so confined if he needed to access that crawl space for any reason while 
(or after) the house was built. He bought enough of the 3/4" rebar to supplement what he got from 
Jim in 1" stock to fulfill his need for vertical steel in the pilings. John had never done this sort of 
work before, so he put together a table of 4X8s edge wise with an overall dimension of 2' X 2' X 
8" thick, that had sturdy legs as well. He then drilled 4   1" holes into the table top almost all the 
way through the top with an auger bit and brace. He bought some 1" steel rod pieces to put into 
the holes (and out on top) to create different templates for bending steel around the rods. His main 
goal was to have a template to do the tie off 3/8 steel squares needed every 18" up each piling, 
and make each one the same, but he could also use the table to bend the thicker steel with 
leverage using 2 adjacent rods by putting the piece to be bent inside one rod and outside the other 
and then wrapping the long piece around the outside rod toward himself (using the leverage of 
that length) to create the bend he wanted near the second rod. This was done for the tops of the 
vertical cages where the steel would have to fit within an 8" wide stem wall above the piers, or 
bent into the girder steel along the center of the house. To help illustrate this, construction pictures 
were taken of the house construction at different phases. The next page shows stem wall, girder, 
& culvert forms. The culvert bridge for the creek was named Danielle bridge as she came up for 2 
weeks to help her dad. And he etched her name in concrete for that.
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The view of the front porch and east stem walls, looking north after the concrete pour is shown 
above. water is activated at a hose bib near the south east corner of the house, with a shut off valve 
for the house on the stem of the pipe. Anchor bolts were suspended over the tops of the forms at 

 the required spacing to be buried in the 
stem walls with their heads out during the 

pour. Then came the garage foundation steel work and forms and the third concrete pour. John 
hired a guy to help him finish the garage floor (above left). Hard troweling was abruptly ended
by the fast drying concrete, which was tamped and smoothed and troweled one time. The 2- by 
lumber for the forms was re-purposed  as floor joists. First John drilled pressure treated 2 X 6 sill 
plates and anchored them to the top of the stem walls and girders. Then he stubbed out rough 
plumbing drains and water lines. He followed this by the construction of stub walls on top of the 
girders to bridge the space up to the floor joists, and from there joists to the sill plate at the back. 
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This enabled use of 2X8 
floor joists (re-purposed 
from the stem wall 
forms) rather than trying 
to bridge the full 25' 
depth of the house, 
which would be next to 
impossible. After the 
floor joists were in, left, 
he insulated  the floor 
with R-17 between the 
joists and laid the inter 
locking sub floor 
plywood, below , which 
was glued and screwed 
to the joists to make a 
very strong floor for the 
first story. John finished 
this the sub floor with Thompson's water seal, anticipating rain 

before the end of construction. Now the framing of the 
house could be done. Ron Bodman, the contractor for the 
units across the street offered to do the first floor framing  

of the house in one day for a reasonable 
fee. John did the garage, at left.  So 
quickly the house and  garage took 
form on the foundations made for them. 

Then John went around per Ron's advice  and tightened up the stairs to eliminate any squeaks in 
the stairs after having been framed.  He said one has to do that or suffer the squeaks for the rest of 
the life of the house when the walls are covered up. John took care of it. Ron and his 2 man crew  
also did the second floor joists, and the second floor sub floor. John could then start the upstairs 
framing, and wrapping the house with plywood shear panels rather than putting 45 degree cross 
braces at the end of each wall segment. This made the house a rigid box before the exterior was put 
on. John could only lift half a wall so he built the exterior walls in about 10' segments at a time, 
next page, and then tied them together at the top plate on a common stud plus an overlap from the 
double top plate, with shear panel to tighten up finished walls. When the upstairs walls were 
completed around the perimeter and within the space to define rooms, he had a truss company 
make a set of trusses to cover the rectangular floor space and when the house started to run 45 
degree walls on the east end John custom built the ceiling joists and rafters himself to 
accommodate the irregular geometry with straight roof lines. He had to use his trigonometry and 
good visualization skills to complete the upstairs roof line on the east end.
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Then he applied the roof plywood, felt (tar paper below), and shingled the roof with 
compositions shingles, after he built the two porches and the roof extension over the south facing 
upstairs, lower right. A portion of the east upstairs wall was cantilevered over the downstairs east 
wall for artistic interest with the 45 degree turns in that lower wall as well. Then scaffolding had 
to be built to put shear panel on the outside of the upstairs walls. Rudy Glen Spence, an itinerant 
mushroom picker, actor, entertainer, handyman, known around town as Slim, came into John's 

acquaintance, and John asked him if he'd like to help him finish the house as day labor. Rudy was 
quite a character and a good worker and John and he did the rest of the shear panel, hung all of 
the windows, papered the walls, and started the exterior rough cut tapered cedar ship lap siding 
before the garage roof was shingled, next page top left. At this time John ran out of money and 
had to get a contractor to agree to finish the house for an estimated loan size of about $50,000. 
that John got for the balance of the job from the credit union where Lori worked. Some of the 
rough plumbing had to be redone, then there was the rough electrical, finish siding, shingling the 
garage roof, insulation, drywall, plastering, cabinets, counter tops, finished floors, carpeting, 
tiling the porches and the entries, and the base for the wood stove, painting the inside and outside, 
and installation of finished plumbing including a jacuzzi tub in the master suite and  tub shower 
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downstairs, toilets, sinks, vanities, and finished electrical including base board heaters for back- 
up to the wood stove, plus mini-blinds for all windows. The house payment ended up being about 
$400 a month for the beautiful two bedroom plus living room and immense (for a cabin) 32 ft long 
jewelry, art, and music/den studio area upstairs around the master suite. It had 6" walls with R-17 
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to insulate the house from cold 
and heat (and sound transmission) 
and a wood stove  that carried the 
load to keep a warm house in the 
long (9 month, 100 inch rainy 
season) burning slowly only 2 
cords of wood/year. Planters were 
built using left over cedar ship lap 
on each 6 X 16' balcony with a 
porch swing. The sequence above 
shows the exterior to final 
painting (at left). John had the 
drive way paved with asphalt to 
include a parking area in fromt of 
the house & a path to the street.

scaffolding and shear panels/windows view from N.E. corner pin

E view cedar exterior, both porches W end cedar and roof completion

oil stain and preservative on exterior



 John had poured concrete over the culvert section he added to access the property. In addition 
there were three small concrete pads made for sewer clean out pipe entries spaced as required 
before connecting with the city sewer. Water and sewer cost $45/mo. The 1st and 2nd story floor 
plans are shown below followed by a series of interior photos from the year 2000. It was basically 

a two bedroom two    
bath cabin with a large 
hobby room/den for 
John's jewelry making, 
painting, and music. The  
side door on the west 
side had a landing with 
stairs down to the level 
of the garage in a breeze 
way separating the 
garage from the house. 
A separately locked side 
door to the garage then 
allowed entry from the 
house. The garage was a 
1 and 1/2 car garage, 
one car and a small shop 
area with sturdy benches 
for outdoor  projects. 
The garage was deep 

enough to store 2 cords of fire wood against the back wall for dry access to dry firewood in the 
garage from the side of the house. The stair well to the upstairs was right next to the front door 

entry. The only hall space 
would be the upstairs 
landing and  passage into 
the hobby or master bed 
room. Photos on the next 
few pages show most of 
the interior, starting with 
the  the entry at the front 
door, on the porch. Upon 
entering one sees the 
wood stove in the middle 
of the house straight 
ahead. SHOWN HERE
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Off to the right is the dining table with the couch hugging the front window further right.
Directly across from the couch is the door to the 

downstairs bathroom just to the right of the stove. 
which also serves the bedroom on the other side of 
the stove. A squint view of the entry to this 

bedroom is shown in the wood stove ablaze, 
prev. pg. The bedroom is shown at left with an 
incomplete 4 X 8' canvas of "Gold Beach" at 
the mouth of the Rogue River. It was the guest 
room. To the left of the guest room is the side 
door to the garage, shown below left. The door 
goes to a landing in the 3' breeze way with 
stairs to the garage.  To the left of this exit 
door in the house, is the desk tucked under the 

stair well (lower right). In front of the desk was John's easy chair.  So John could take naps next to 
the wood stove. That was  extra nice in the fall- spring  when it was cold outside. The house held

 the heat well and it was quiet inside.
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To the left of the above scene is the entry and stairwell up a half flight to a landing and then right 
and up another half flight to the landing at the second deck. John is shown on the first segment  
next to his mural of "Jesus Welcomes All Visitors" which John painted as a spiritual convocation  
of the house, mimicking how he unintentionally painted Jesus with a very welcoming left hand, 

while his right could be 
interpreted  as gesturing "so what 
have you got for me?" Maybe an 
invitation to stay and work with 
Jesus. Beyond the half way point 
the stairs turn right and end in an 
otherwise unused space at the 
2nd landing above where John 
originally hung his 36 X 48"  oil/
canvas of "Paradise", the aerial 
portrait of Brookings that he so 
much loved. He hired Mike 
Rupert to fly him  over the city 
on many passes  to take the series 
of photos he needed to assemble 
his "jigsaw puzzle" of the city  as 
viewed from the air. He knew of 
no one who had a helicopter. And

Mike, a big silent type, would fly for the gas 
money of the plane and a duplicate set of photos. 
They flew over the Pt. St. George lighthouse off 
the coast of Crescent City  for John to take 
photos there as well. John received a "People's 
Choice Award" for it in the Azalea festival the 
year he painted it. After the landing one had to 
turn right and either enter the master suite 
straight ahead, or go left toward the back of the 
house where a long 32 foot  hobby room/den  
was located. The picture below left shows the 
jewelry making section of the hobby room in the 
northwest corner of the house. John's facing 
north in the photo. The cabinets behind John 
were used for jewelry and other hobby supplies.  

The window to the left of John showed the town view of the photo lower right. 
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It was New Years Eve, 31 December, 1999, when these pictures were taken as part of a movie shot 
by Donna Adamson Cooley, whose son was going to get married the following March and John 
wanted to offer his cabin as a honeymoon spot for her oldest son, Spencer and his new bride, 
Bridget. This was about 10 years after John finished the house, but the basic house didn't change. 
Continuing to the right side of the hobby room it narrows down  for the protrusion of the master 
suite behind John in the photo top left. This is where John drew and painted, after the house was 

built. To the right of that the room expands again 
for the  den/music/jewelry clean-up area-top rt. It 

was set  up to rehearse the band for the New 
Year's Eve 1999 dance at the VFW Hall. Thru  
the mess below one can see the burnt orange 
couch with the guitar case on it in the back of 
the room (below) and to the right of that was 
the sink. In the lower right is the honky tonk 

piano with Jim Newman's keyboards in front of it, 
one picture up. Most of the time this area was a 
den with hi-fi equipment, a small sofa sleeper, and 
a sink. A curtain could be erected to turn it into a 
temporary bedroom for overnight guests. John had 
bought the piano from Buzz Hansen and his wife a 
few years after he and Lori had moved into the 
house. It's shown at right. But it wasn't easy 
getting it into the house. It was too big to get up 
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the stairwell so John removed a section of railing from the  upstairs balcony and had it moved 
into the house through the balcony sliding door to the master suite and from there



out its door to the Hobby room where the angled wall was  just perfect for the instrument. The fork 
lift and operator John hired from Kerr Ace Hardware and Lumber company was about 3" short of 
raising the bottom of the piano to the balcony ledge, so John laid out six or more long 2X10s in a 
step up for the two front tires of the lift as the operator made another approach, and a mountain of a 
man with the green  cap (below right) tugged it off the forks and onto the balcony in one swift move 
after it was raised to its full height again. Everyone held his breath for this maneuver. It was an 
amazing feat.  John had rushed off to get his camera after setting up the boards so he could capture 

it live on film at left. 
Years later when John 
sold the house he 
donated the piano to a 
music conservancy 
who dismantled the 
piano and took it out in 
pieces for restoration 
elsewhere. But, getting 
back to the tour of the 
house, the other room 
upstairs was the master 
suite straight into the 
room from the landing 
at the top of the stairs. 
Once in, to the right is 
the door to the walk in 
closet  at left and 
beyond that, the 
dresser and the sliding 

glass door to the balcony. The closet utilized some of the extra space back over the lower part of 
the stairwell so that deep storage was available inside the house at the height of the shelf above the 
hanging clothing in the closet upstairs. Then past the dresser was the sliding door to the balcony 
with  vertical  blinds  for privacy. There were flowers during the spring and summer  in pots lined 

up in the planters, but was void at this time of the  
year in 1999, when the pictures were taken.  A 
couple of indoor plants got sun coming in through 
the sliding glass door during the day. The view from 
the sliding glass door and balcony was 180 degrees. 

To the left of the balcony is the private forest 
of big trees and the creek while straight ahead 
is the ocean (foggy shot) and trees below the 
cabin on Murphy's yard   (see next page). Bill 
and Katrina Murphy's ....
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roof is shown below with their trees  to the left  
and the town and distant ocean view over 

their roof.  There was plenty of privacy from the 
neighbors. Blackberry bushes grew up behind
the house to separate the neighbor at the rear, to 
the left were John's trees and the old cemetery, straight ahead was the town looking over Murphy's 

house, and to the right was Pioneer street and a view 
over the town and parts east. Back in the master suite 
to the left of the sliding door was the computer and 
jacuzzi jet bathtub and to the tub's left was the door 

to the half bath, with a sink shown right and 
the toilet to its left. The bed and vanity were 
to the left of the entry door, across from the 
half bath. John painted Van Gogh's "Starry 
Night" on the back wall adding portions to 
the painting that the bed and night stand 
could cover up while leaving Vincent's painting. The passage of  the chimney from the wood

         stove  to the roof  was in a space made in the 
wall between the vanity and the door to the 
bedroom upstairs. In addition ceiling vents  to 
the jewelry area floor and  master suite floor 
were put in the ceiling above the wood stove. 
So, not only did heat rise up the stairwell but 
through vents over the stove. So the whole 
house was cozy and nice.  Base board heaters 
were installed for backup. Six inch walls, dual 
pane thermal windows, and R-17 insulation 
throughout helped the house stay warm (and 
quiet for the neighbors when a band rehearsed 
in the music area upstairs). 
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Lori loved the privacy of a hot bath at night in the jacuzzi tub and time in the morning to do her 
hair and make-up without interference in her space. John would usually get up earlier and be 
downstairs, putting in the first log of the day on top of the coals in the morning and opening up 
the damper, and fixing coffee & breakfast. The shot (below) would be when John was moving 

stuff into the house for 
the first time, with 
building supply remnants 
still on the scene. But the 
house is finished or 
close. John had Old Blue 
for 7 years with a few 
stories there as well. All 
things considered, this 
was John's greatest work 
of art. It fully tested his 
tenacity. He wasn't a 
quitter. He was steadfast 
and took the good with 
the bad. Mike Page, an 
old timer and next door 
neighbor befriended 
him, & introduced him to 
his friends whenever 

the two were together. John did a little watercolor portrait of him and his wife, Frances, plus gave 
him a 16 X 20" oil painting of the town he painted from a hillside in Harbor after he became an

 artist in Brookings. Mike was very active with the scouting 
 community in Brookings Harbor and he took John hiking 
into a forest  up river and 
elsewhere, where John 
saw the Semperviren type 
trees  and again planted 
small redwoods on his 
property as he did in San 
Diego in the mid 1970s.
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He  hoped that they would survive and prosper. But after finishing his house, he needed to find 
work to help with the family budget. Lori told the Credit Union people about John's artistic 
abilities and his jewelry making capability and he got some work from them. When John pretty 
much exhausted his supplies of gold, he couldn't  keep putting jewelry works on the shelf. He did 
place some pieces at Sara's Gallery and got a few sales. But he wasn't making a living at it. 
      Lori was the one with the good job, and she didn't complain. So John started looking in the 
newspaper for jobs and applied for every job that he thought he might be able to learn to do: 
Custodian at the high school and other businesses, drafting, teaching math or science in the 
schools. He avoided the car lots at the start, and he avoided the lumber mill industries, and the 
plywood plant and construction jobs, because he was too old and didn't have the energy for them.
Lori Said, "Go Out and Paint Some Scene on the Street"
John agreed to go out on the streets and start painting some of the local scenes around town. So he 
built himself a portable box that carried it's own legs and prop for the lid (easel) with a drawer for 
paints and brushes and carried a folding chair and went out looking for a place to start. He decided 
on the bend in Chetco Avenue just past Kerr Ace Hardware, looking back toward the theater with  

the taverns and the Central Building and the hardware store on the right and shops across the 
street on the left with traffic going by in the middle, the center of town. He wore a straw hat and 
long sleeve shirts for sun protection. It turned out to be a great idea. People honked and waved 
and visited John on the street to watch him paint, and security checked him out from the bank he 
was sitting in front of. The kids with the bikes came by and wanted to be painted in, so John asked 
them if they could take the 20-30 minutes needed for him to sketch them in with paint and they 
were available so he painted them in and finished up the work at home from photos of cars.  
When the oils dried, he visited the Central Building and asked to meet with Mr. Eldon Gossett, 
the broker and owner of the historic building. Mr. Gossett liked it and John named a price, and he 
bought it. John Photographed it with his 35mm camera and got good enough images to create 
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photo posters later on.on, when he saw how Marlene Chandler was selling photo posters of her 
work. He had already joined the Pelican Bay Aritsts Association at the Manley Art Center, where 
he met Sara Lawrence, Liz James, Buzz Stewart, Jay Mosby, Nancy Tuttle, Marlene Olive, and a 
host of other fine artists. He participated in the Thursday night live model open drawing class at 
the center, and enjoyed seeing other's 20 minute portraits around the room. He took his turn posing 
when a model was not available. Sara Lawrence taught John how she painted sky with light 
Cerulean blue at the horizon with a bit of raw umber if there's haze, with a gradient in the strength

of the blue toward the overhead sky (toward a cobalt or phalo blue with perhaps a small amount 
of red to take it toward purple). After Sara closed her Gallery, he was able to get into the Words 
and Pictures Bookstore and Gallery owned by Pat Stewart and her husband Buzz, and he 
remained friends with them for the rest of Pat's life and to this date and time with Buzz (a great 
great grandfather, artist, bird watcher, human extraordinaire). John would be the fortunate 
recipient of Buzz's personalized original Christmas card art, beautiful little watercolor portraits of 
birds for many years. John continued painting to the theme of street scenes around town; he was 
speculating that he had a good vantage point for his paintings. In fact he generally just speculated 
on what to paint next. An artist has no control over people's taste in art. It did include an 
assortment of themes. The Curry Coastal Pilot newspaper showed interest in his work and he got 
good press. His style was a bit primitive with the bold colors but still realistic in shapes and 
perspective, and shadowing and highlights. Sara said it reminded her of the 1950s, a refined 
Gramma Moses. His second street scene was the view North across from Fern Street toward the 
triangular island where a gas station and then a real estate office were located. Lori pumps gas.
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There was also a printing shop called First Impressions so that's what he named the second painting
and the owner bought it. Then he did 
"Center Building" and "Sunrise over 
Harbor". And Eldon Gossett bought 
the center building, and Darrel 
Miller (Wild River Pizza) bought 
the sunrise picture (next page) and 
commissioned a piece as well. 
While the first three paintings were 
canvas & oil in the 18" X 24" range, 
the Sunrise  picture was larger,  20" 
X 30" oil/canvas, and it hung in the 
restaurant for years where John 
realized that the fun people had 
there resulted in splattered food 
changes to his art, as the caretakers 
did with the old family portrait left 

in his dad's house. The series of paintings that follow show a sequence of speculative paintings 
that roughly follows a time scale in John's career, but are different than commissions, other artists 
copies, commercial work, and John's invented classification of "the artist in his art", where John 
put's the artist into a scene that the artist painted. He also mimicked Van Gogh, another category.

The view down Oak Street toward 101, Chetco Avenue. It shows the local newspaper, The "Pilot", 
and won John his first People's Choice award in the annual Azalea Festival in 1992.
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He also documents his time as the art director for 
Backwoods Home magazine in 1998-2000 later on. 
After that he married the friend of a lifetime and 
moved into her house in California. His art had to 
become phenomenal to make it into galleries in the 
new area. John is very happy about his art in Oregon. 
Enjoy the tour. The City Hall painting, at left featured 
a view of the combined police, fire, and government 
building in the background with Mayor Fred Hummel 
from that era on the grass in the foreground. He and 
Buzz Stewart were good friends for many years and 
went birding and hiking together. Besides the Center 

Building circa 1914, The Chetco Inn was also a historic building on the hill right above the center 
of town and was a low rent residence for many people in the1990s.The invisible nude was an 

 experiment 
that John did 
twice in an 
attempt to 
define a 
nude by her 
wrappings 
alone. The 
Chetco Inn 
entrance in 
the center of 
the building

is reproduced looking back toward the ocean 
over the town at left, in the view from the 
Chetco Inn. John Zia's two boys are going by 
on their bicycles and his green Lincoln is 
parked at left to ensure some kind of a sale. 
The second invisible nude, also an 18" X 24" 
oil/canvas, was on the beach reading a book 
with sun glasses, and used less ribbon than the 
first one to show how little ribbon is needed to 
define the female form and to give the 
painting more humor as well. The top nude 
went to his buddy, Merlin Heckerman, who 
was like an art mentor and told John that one 
can't paint any better than one can draw and 
Betty Edwards Drawing From the Right Brain 

is the way to learn how to draw. At his suggestion John bought it 
and  did the lessons over a 6 month period to improve his drawing 
skills. John learned the right brain focus and forever after has 
used it to paint or draw whatever. For John right brain doesn't 
have a clock and time can fly while at work. Hearing dims also, 
so John couldn't say what he heard on the radio while he painted. 
While the left brain kept track of perspective, the right brain 
could focus on detail and paint it accurately at any part in the 
painting. And right brain is very quiet and peaceful, while 

the left brain interrupts and is time conscious and tells John when he's slow, hasn't eaten, or about 
the mistake he just made in the painting. For John,  art has been a peaceful process since he started 
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View from the Chetco Inn18X24" oil/canvas 1992 

Invisible Nude #1  18X24" oil/canvas 1990



painting in 1990. Here's a set of Betty Edwards Drawing exercises that John completed. 

The left most drawing is a good depiction of John's art and jewelry sections of his art studio as seen 
from the music/den area. Then a cute little girl blowing bubbles at an inflatable goose, John's double 
mirror self portrait, Van Gogh, and Leonardo Da Vinci. In 2017 John redid the self portrait by shrink 
and cut and paste digitally and got this, as a more accurate depiction of what he thinks he looked 

like in 1991 (at left). A little 
house down the street looked 
cozy and cute and old. And a 
little further down the street 
was an old blade type tractor 
for working roads. It may look 
buried, but it was probably just 
parked there for convenience. 
John met this wrinkly little old 
lady. She wrote original jokes. 
She was a crackup,cute and 

fun loving. Her name was Marie and she was friends 
with Gladys Jones and Bill Wood, but wouldn't buy the

painting, So John made a gift 
to Marie's widower after she 
passed: small oil/canvas.

John and all his girls: Chris, 
Kath, him, Danielle, & Lori in 
~1993: view from  kitchen 
window of his cabin, his East

side yard view below, just over the creek.
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Pencil Drawings from the right side of the brain per Betty Edward by J.C. Dean 1991

simple house on Pioneer ~19X12" oil 1990

lower pt of 11X14 Marie oil 1990



John started painting Bandon scenes in 1993, and he consigned some pieces to the Clock Tower 
Gallery. Then he painted the port  of Bandon

12 X 16" WC. And he painted the Port Authority Building, 12X16" 
WC, which was down by the water. Finally he painted the view from 
across the street of the port authority, from the perspective of the 
photographer's view at that point, 24 X 30" oil/canvas  so  that he'd 
accomplish a  huge range of perspective, from under his nose to very 
far away.The seam on the lady's high neck sweater is supposed to be 
going down her right shoulder, which the photographer is holding 
back so that she doesn't block his shot,  but many viewers told John

that it looks like he could be
fondling the lady's right breast. 
John had this piece printed on
paper and got a couple hundred

 prints before he was aware of this problem in interpretation. The models are Kathleen, John's 
youngest daughter, and his hands and camera. He also visited Port Orford on the way north to 
Bandon from Brookings and had to photograph and paint this little shop on the wharf, or so he 
recalls. Going back to the Betty Edwards book lessons John's work space drawing is reproduced a 
bit larger and  compared to the actual room (see next page for photos). This is why he used the 
moniker "triple artist", for jeweler, painter, musician. The wharf (Harbor) and vacant building in 
Crescent City are early oils from 1990- 1993.This is before he bought the old piano, which went 
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Clock Tower Gallery sm WC Bandon Boat Basin medium WC 1993

Port Authority Bldg

Bandon n Kath 24X30 oil/canvas~1994 Port Orford shop owner 8x10 WC'93



where the folding chair and guitar are shown in the photo.
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Brookings/Harbor Wharf 18X24" oil/canvas 1990

Drawing per Betty Edwards & photo of John's hobby space in his house. View from Music
area past art table to the jeweler's bench at the far end, the source of the triple artist moniker

Crescent City vacant bldg 18X24"
oil/canvas 1993 since refurbished
near the crescent harbor area and 
the south edge of town

Joe's Seagulls gift
  early oil large

early composition oil
~11X14" 
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Dare I share some of my poetry?



The oldest active tug boat on the west coast was the Mary D. Hume, which sunk at the Rogue River 
wharf in Gold Beach, and a legal fight over salvage rights froze the condition and ruined the boat 
before it could be re-floated again by the winning authority. So it progressively  rotted while mired 
near an old dock. This painting shows the 1993  version of the boat. Then there's the old library in 
Brookings (18 X 24" oil) and the point St. George Lighthouse  off the coast of Crescent City.
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In Dedication To Donna and Our Flower Family

Old Library 18x24" oil 1993 Pt. St. George 10X12" WC 1993
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A 1992 painting, "Nightlife" shows the center of Brookings on a typical rainy evening in the 
1990s, with the theater and taverns and the Central Building. The Green Door, across the street 
(not shown) is now closed for perpetual disrepair due to regular fighting in the bar. Hook is 
playing at the theater and Peter Pan and Tinker Bell are peaking around at the people in line.

Nightlife 18x24" oil/canvas 1992



 In 1990, John did this coastal scene (at left) that he made up. He practiced fading the contrast 
     at a distance and punching up the detail and contrast in the foreground. 

He sat on scene with the commercial boat and the 
two studies at the seashore (below), and the bluff. 

painting (below), but finished this one in his studio.   
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fantasy coastal scene 18X24"oil 1990 Escape 11X14" oil/canvas Harbor 1990

study @ocean sm oil/masonite

study @seashore sm oil/masonite



The scene is along the road to Gold Beach at House Prairie Creek, just north of natural bridges. The 
painting is 14 X24" oil on canvas. 

He photographed the Lighthouse in Crescent City and painted it in his studio in 1993. The sand bar 
on the right side connects to the mainland near a parking area at low tide (off the scene of the 
painting to the right). In 1981, in San Diego, John met Bill and Milda Hans who had been the 
officers in the Bayside Artist's Association on Shelter Island in San Diego  Bay on the north side of 
Pt. Loma since the 1970s. They juried John into the group with his jewelry, and  became friends. 
John asked what he'd recommend to a beginner. Bill told John to mix 3 colors  for every color used 
in a painting, one medium tone, one dark and one light. This would enable the painting of shadows 
and highlights as needed.  Milda bought his jewelry and John bought Bill's art, and remembered his 
advice again when he started painting in 1990. At right below John mimicked Bill's small Cowboy 
picture, below right. 

Dean

Hans
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Crescent City Lighthouse 18X24" oil/canvas 1993



In 1992 John & Lori vacationed at Lake O'dell in central Oregon, and John brought his watercolors. 
The first scene shows the road around the lodge at left and the lake. The second picture shows the 
lodge and parking area in front. He showed it to the owners of the lodge and they bought it. Later, 
an author, Loren Franklin, wrote a book after visiting the lodge and wanted to use the image as a 
cover for his book. John agreed and asked for a couple of copies of the book in return. His request 
was granted.     

"Jim"Charles Dean
Brother Jim did a full career  in theater as an actor and  lived on 
Pine Street in San Francisco, Oakland Ave in Oakland,  Martin 
Luther King Jr Street in Oakland right near the Berkeley City 
Limits, and in his own 2 bdr home in  Atchison Village Park in 
Richmond. While in regional theater he performed at the 
Berkeley Rep (for about 20 years) the American Conservatory 
Theater (A.C.T. in SF), San Jose, and numerous small venues in 
the Bay area , plus large theaters out of state, and on Broadway  

in NY City. He is the namesake for the Theater Bay Area award for career excellence, the Charles 
Dean Award. Jimmy Dean, the pure pork sausage king banned use of his birth name when he got 
his Equity card, so Jim changed his actor name to Charles Dean. John thinks of his younger brother, 
Jim, as the first artist in the family and the only one with the education (BA in theater performance 
at UCLA) and training to match, while John is a lucky"Maverick" in the arts for 38 years, with no 
formal training, while being self supporting without advertising. Both are blessed with talent, but 
John claims providence as well, as he believes he couldn't have done it without the help of God.
     So John uses the phrase "God makes the phone ring so I have work" in earnest for the last 38 
years. Jim lived below his worth as an actor, as 
acting is a tough profession with blank spots in 
the income. Very few have a life of luxury. This 
being said, John's painting of Jim's apartment on 
MLK was very empathetic to the rigors of his 
Bohemian life as an artist. John had earned 
more as  an engineer, with sufficient income to 
leave two ex-spouses with homes in Pt. Loma, 
San Diego,CA, and a lesser residence for 
himself, but not as worn out as Jim's apartment 
on MLK in Berkeley. John's very happy to have 
a brother as fine as Jim who loves acting, and  is 
naturally very entrertaining. John did a painting 
later on, that showed his understanding of  "Life On Life's Terms",having to flow with tough 
situations. But John had 12 years as an engineer with house buying income, so he got to live in 
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Lake O'Dell Road about Lodge sm WC'92



nicer places as an artist. Still he recognized the requirement to have to put up with stuff one doesn't 
like in life. The  painting depicts John's head in a colander of rotting fruit, with terrible wall paper 
behind him where he wouldn't like to be, but must put up with it. Leilani called it Grandpa's "owey 
painting", as he looks in pain (or disgusted?).

A fun painting from the boat bone yard 
down at the beach in Harbor was the Dot. The 
missing paint and flaws was really interesting to 
paint. Who knows whether the Dot would ever 
float on water again. The Mary D. Hume of 1998 

(below) wasn't too 
much worse for the 
wear during the 5 years 
since the previous 
painting. The wooden 
statue up front and the 
turquoise pipes were 
missing from the previous version, and the condition of the wood on 
the cabin had deteriorated. But in any state of  rot the boat was still 
the longest active tug in maritime history before it was mired in the 
sediment of the Rogue River delta, near the jet boat landings. John's 
perspective is directly across the river beyond the jetties, rather than 
toward the bridge up river of Gold Beach as in Mary D. Hume 1993. 
John painted the Mary D.  Hume  again in 1998 to put in his 1/2 time 

hours for the magazine he 
worked for, since half time was 
promised by the owner and 
John was quick enough to 
cover the publication art in less 
than that time once every 2 
months. So the owner got some 
nice paintings by John  making 
up his labor for his half pay. 

digital art correction for AF-1, 
in a later painting with Chris 
& Rose cruisin' Sunset blvd.
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Photo reference
for the above 
painting

Life on Life's Terms 12X16" oil 2005

Dot 14X18" oil 1995



In 1994 John imagined Elvis surviving to the same date and being 59 years old and painted him, still 
with a big "do", but white hair and an outrageous outfit. And he painted  Eide Ranch to Paul's specs, 

to include he and his wife,  two kids, and 
several prize animals, and barn on his 
property. The art was for him to see and 
purchase, if he liked it and they could make 
a deal. He did and he did.     

John painted a small (~8 X 10) 
burning bush scene he titled
"Say What, Oh Lord?" He also 
painted a picture of his friend Pete 
Peterson, building his own tuna 
boat with an aluminum hull and 
cabin for durability. That was Pete's 
dog and his car. He thought he 
might make a deal for the painting, 
but Pete couldn't spend any money 
for art. He was a good man of small 

The Pilot bought the high school 
painting and gifted it to the school in 
the fall of '93, and John got publicity 
for being involved in the ceremony.  
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Say What, Oh Lord?"

Pete Peterson's Boat means who put everything into his  

Eide Ranch 22X28" oil/canvas 1994

fishing. John gave him the painting. It was probably a 14 X 18" oil.

Brookings Harbor High School 22X28" oil Aug 1993



Top left is the hospital visit. Then "Lave Sus Manos" was bad diction for Lave "Las" Manos, so 
the humor of the 2 cats making it impossible, was tarnished.  "The Ward House" 18X24" oil
middle  left, was an earlier painting, 1991.Then  the angel 11X14" oil and "Little Joe" 18X24" oil
coming into port with 
Fit  Happens (lower 
right). The owners of the
gym each liked how the 
other one looked, but 
neither one liked his own
image and perhaps the
 "sound alike"

Still with  Arnie Schwarzenegger on the opposing
  wall inviting all comers to get buff, John can't 
help but smile at the thought of the whole painting 
with the owners looking so cool and thinking this 
is really how the fit happens through hard work.
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Hospital visit ~9X12 oil '99

oil/masonite ~11X14" 1994
to the title made it seem gross. Either way: no sale.

18X24" oil above



Bob and Don bought a print and John taught himself how to paint chrome, and a very busy 
cluttered scene. Like all spec paintings, he paints for himself, & many don't sell, but John likes
 all his work and doesn't mind keeping the losers.
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Frank didn't respond because he was too busy fishing. His 
friend and John's, Jim Blunt, later passed the painting on to 
him. It was an 18 X 24" oil. John loved Freddes ice cream, 
fresh made and then frozen in lots, and was a regular customer. 
Fredde was a bit ecentric but so was John. Fredde also looked 
like Vincent Van Gogh so John thought of a sales gimmick, the 
painting on the upper right. Only Fredde didn't like it so John 
kept it, a 15 X 30" oil/canvas, 1993. In 1995 the Pelican Bay 
Artist's Association asked John if he would paint a portrait of 
the (now deceased) Virginia Manley, the donor of the facility 
in town for artists to gather & work and teach and display, The 
Manley Art Center. Her sister, Liz James, was the best artist in  
town and John asked for her regular critique in the painting of 
the portrait. When Liz was OK with it he donated it to the Art 
Association and they hung it in the Manley Art Center. John's 
light red azaleas (14 X 18") oil/canvas, above, was another 
experiment in flowers that John enjoyed doing, 1995. He 
pushed the envelope a bit with the crimson sunset with the red 
sky and under lit clouds, that has the stormy feeling at right. 
It's a bit of a stretch in reality and overdoes the crimson. 
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He held on to this 
and decided to give 
it  to his friend, Judy
Zelmer the Editor of 
the Pilot newspaper.
Judy was a fine

business executive and very active in her business. 
John saw her all around town with different news 
interests. When she was close to leaving, he got an 
appointment and was able to make a presentation to 
her in her office at the Pilot. She had bought from him 
about 12 shrink wrapped photo poster scenes              around town painted by him.



They were 20 X30" cropped to fit the image and shrink wrapped on an art mounting material. Judy 
had them hung throughout the working spaces at the Pilot newspaper. Kurt Kessler, a prominent 
custom home builder, in early 1996 put together a band, rehearsing out of his new house on the 
coast north of town, John asked in, and Kurt let him in as a singer and rhythm guitar. The band 

was "Holy Smoke". John decided to paint Kurt's home and show him the result, above, to see if he 
might be interested in it. He bought it.
Remarkable Aerial Portrait
In 1994 John took on the most complex painting task of his life. He wanted to paint the whole town 
of Brookings, Oregon, as viewed from the sky, an aerial portrait of Brookings. He needed detailed 
shots from above. There was no helicopter service available to him,but a friend, Mike Rupert, was a 
pilot and had use of an airplane at the Brookings Airport that was for aviation club members. He 
agreed to fly John, at no labor cost over Brookings in multiple passes to capture the detail John 
needed to do his painting for gas money for the airplane and duplicates of the photos (which John 
got free when he developed his photographs). John rushed to accept Mike's offer. They flew on two 
separate days to get enough visibility of the whole town. There were the master shots from high 
enough to capture the whole town in a couple of quick shots, and there were close up shots to piece 
together the detail that Dean wanted. It's on the next page. Dean named the piece "Paradise", and to 
John, that's the way it felt. "Paradise" shared the People's Choice in the annual Azalea festival that 
year. He knows of no other artist in history who has painted such a detailed condensed view of a big 
rural city from the air. He got sick of the work after more than 30days of tedious painting. But the 
result is magnificent. People found their roof tops and trees and house colors were as photographed. 
After a few years he gave the original to close friends, Keith & Jill Chavez, as Brookings was also 
dear to their hearts and to Jill's father, Rod Biers, who owned property in Brookings and was a 
customer of John's. John painted a portrait of Virginia, Rod's wife and Jill's mother as a commission. 
And John was Keith's best man.
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Paradise 36X48" oil/canvas gift  Giglee/canvas prints 30/40 3/50 sold



Flowers In Brookings Red Azaleas 2, 12 X 16" oil canvas 1995.

The side yard or front yard was often used as 
the background in John's paintings. Yellow 
irises and red azaleas were in the front yard. 
The cut lilies were on the front porch east 
railing. Lori took the violet iris painting, 
without asking but she returned it and took the 
white azaleas, which John preferred after Lori 
left him, because a close long time friend of 
the family, Donna Adamson Cooley, showed 
an interest in the purple Iris in 1999 and John 
could gift it to her.
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Buffy Seedling 18X24 oil canvas sold 1995

Violet Iris 14X18" oil/canvas gift 1995 Cut Flowers at Club Dean 11X14" oil 1997



Belladonna lilies, AKA "naked Ladies" 
grew wild in Oregon and John painted one. 
John planted lilies from his Aunt Jewel's 
iris bulbs given him. But they didn't thrive 
in Oregon. The coastal scene and purple 
lilies complete the set of speculative 
paintings done by John in Oregon. Next 
will be advertising art, either donated for a 
cause that the sponsor donates to, or 
purchased from John as direct business, or 
donated by 
John. He 
did all the 

Advertising Art
To reduce the space taken ad art is shown 
in bunches. Below is the first bunch. 
There were 4 X 8' sheets of plywood 
painted for the Credit Union (fee) and to 
raise funds for High School activities 
(Seashore RE and A&W), plus Fredde's 
Ice Cream and other businesses.
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art free for the "Kid Town" project plus he 
donated a painting to raise funds.

red lillies 12X16 oil 1995 John n Lori study 11X14 oil
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Rubios 18X24 oil/canvas 1994 sold



Dan's Photo 18X24" oil/canvas 2001

Van Gogh Related
John loved Van Gogh's works and related to him as a 
man, both eccentric and both loners and spiritual people. John copied Van Gogh's 

works in part, 
imagined other 
paintings, and 
mimicked his style in 
John's created pieces. 
He gave both pool 
table scenes to his 
daughters, 

     both 12 X 16" oils:left 2003, right 1998.
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 11 X 14" oil copy VG           

11" X 14" almond buds cy VG

18" X 24" Cafe Terrace  Cy VG     8' X 10' mural complete Starry Night w add-on JCD ~1991         

16 X 20" Man is at Sea cy VG
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The Sower 11X14 oil gift

8X10' mural Starry Night in master bed room



Coastal Ranch scene JCD             Unloaders in Arles JCD 12 X 16"          Naked Angel Aleluiah Tree
  12 X 16" oil/canvas

  18 X 24" Cafe La Nuit JCD 1997

Arles Public Gardens Tribute to
          Van Gogh      JCD

Arles Public Gardens  JCD 20 X 24" oil/canvas 2012 

  oil/canvasboard  20 X 24" 2012 
Robert and Kathleen small 
acrylic"straight from the tubes" 
painting on canvas board, never 
to be repeated, the technique, he 
means, or so he hopes .sort of 
rough.

Einstein__
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Expanded 3 D VG copy/John original- Cafe Terrace 14 X 18" oil/canvas board 2013

Levels of relief 1-background, 2- mid
ground, 3-foreground, 4-in your face

right side view showing shadows of levels
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John's brightly lit Cafe Terrace @ Night
from previous page

Gated corridor in Arles near Cafe La Nuit 18 X 24"___ 
                                                 oil/- canvas board  2013

VG flowers JCD 20 X 24" oil/ canvas  Oct 2006
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sunflowers ala VG 18X24" oil 2006



JCD extended view VG copy "The Harvest 20 X 40" oil/canvas Feb 1999

JCD 15 X 16" oil '95-Rachel(R)  JCD 12 X 17.5" oil/masonite 6-'97 Danielle  9X12" oil/canvas'95R

JCD VG Bdr @ Night ~12 X 16"  '97?

20min dwgs same model
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JCD Potato Eaters ala Van Gogh 18X24" oil ~'97



John did a large family portrait for his 
living room featuring his 3 daughters 
and their mates, in color. "Potato 
Family" 30 X 40" oil/canvas 2004 
above."Van Gogh's Bar Tab" at left- 18 
X 24" oil/canvas 1998. John figures 
that Van Gogh began his painting on 
the rt. side of the room and was told to 
move to his left, since the shadow  of 
the canopy over the bar is on the right 
and the other perspective in the room is 
from the left. I paint top down, so if 
Van Gogh did the same, his finished 
piece suggests he started on the right 
and soon switched to the left side of the 
room. John has Van Gogh being 

asked to pay his bill, by the barkeep, just to add to Van Gogh's already stressful night of painting. 

3 live models 20min/ea
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----John's family painted in Cafe La Nuit
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Fantasy Pacific NW ala VG 22X28" oil

Copy Other Artists

La Bain a La Graneullere 11X14" oil Monet

Cafe La Nuit JCD 18X24" oil/canvas #1 ~'93

Monet and Renoir painted together at La Grneullere (the 
frog pond) from practically identical positions along the 
Seine River about 10 miles west of Paris where there is a 
bend in the river at Bougival and bathing and boating and 
dining are in progress. The scene would have been 
changing in front of them as they captured the funin the 
water and on the dock. Boats to rent are in the foreground 
and bathers are on the other side of the dock with a 
restaurant off to the right, in one of their paintings. Buyers 
could have been in the crowd that they were painting. 
They both needed sales. They were living hand to mouth.



Leonard Wren Cafe en Provence 1-18X24" oil Kath   Danielle's(separate orig. 2 for a jealous sister) 

Rembrandt self(well endowed)
   oil/vanvas 18X24"(?) ~'97

Klimt: the Kiss 14X18" oil
for Kath

      far side for Kath
Frida Kahlo 11X14" 12-'93
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JCD La Graneullere 11X14" oil Monet ~1993 JCD Garden at Adresse 18X24" oil Monet 1994



       John wanted famous artists in scenes with their work, with some twist to create humor.

Camille Claudel with
her bust of Rodin (far
left) 14X 18" oil 
1996

Rodin and his bust of
Camille Claudel at 
left 14X18"oil 
canvas1996
left

8X10" WC take off 
on Rockwell triple 
self portrait Jan 1994
below

Snooza Lisa 14X18" oil/canvas ~'92
Leonardo Da Vinci painting his Mona Lisa. Now she can
snooze while he finishes her hands on down. John reverse 
aged his face back in time from his red charcoal drawing 
in his eighties.
At right 11X14" WC Van Gogh and his pool table scene
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Artists with Their Art



Cezanne's self portrait makes him look burly & tough
11X14" WC March 1994 at left

while Renoir is with his
Froggers painting 11X14
WC. Mar 1994 left

  right: Picasso is blocking the view of one of his creations,11X14 WC

  Above lft & rt  Manet in his Bar scene while loose Rembrandt self
         paints a tighter self portrait, both 11X14 WCs, 1993.
  Far right Marlene Olive, a friend and WC instructor in Brookings is 

   painted in an assortment of her types of designs, ~ 11 X 16"WC.
lft:  Monet
@ Zaandam
Below:
Gauguin
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Good friends, John and June Bloom, inducted John and Lori into their family one Thanksgiving, and 
John had fun with June's folks, Ross and Rose. Ross was working hard at his painting so John put 
him in the mirror behind her. Of course he added the  clothing and hair dos (upper left, 11X15 WC).

Upper right is Georgia O'Keefe's face and hands in 
one of her sensuous flower paintings (18X24"), 
oil/canvas February,1996).

On a lark John found a picture of picasso eating fish
and had fun with it, with the cat and the dog trying to 
butt in, (11 X 14" oil/ canvas) 2004. left

Last but not least, is Edgar Degas, who
painted dancing girls, horses, nudes, etc and 
is shown with one of his famous dancing girl
images at right (11X14 WC). He and Frederick 
Bazille were of greater means and didn't have to work. They helped Monet and others survive when 
times were tough. Bazille's home had expansive space for impressionist art & was the headquarters 
of the movement in the 1860s. Bazille left for the Franco Prussian war and was killed in his first 
battle in December, 1870, at the age of 29.

Commissions in art would have started in Brookings, where John started painting in earnest  to 
develop another product. Lori helped him get his Chetco Federal Credit Union colored engineering 
drawings of the new credit union going up in Harbor, within the first year there. After that, Credit 
Union artwork was a routine for John to pitch and work the deal to get the job for other art projects 
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Commissions



for the credit union. One of the first commissions was The Riverside Restaurant, the only one on 
the north side of the river, on the ocean side of the bridge, prime location. Larry and Anne O'Neil 
owned it and Larry and a couple of daughters waited on customers while Anne prepared gourmet 
dinners in the kitchen. It became a regular fine dining spot for John and Lori  4-5 times a year, so 
John got to know the O'Neils and they knew of John's first publicity and wanted to have a nice 

painting of their business. 
The painting was 22 X 28" 
oil/ canvas,done in May, 
1990. They sold their 
business and moved back 
east and within a short time 
their eldest daughter 
was attacked and brutally 
murdered on the streets for 
no reason at all. John hurts 
just talking about
this, as he has 3 daughters 
also, and Larry and Anne 
were very fine people with 
no ax to grind.

John did the Breadboard Restaurant in Crescent
 City for their donation to a good cause, 16" X 20" 
 WC, 1993.

He did the old fire station in the mid 1990s,
20 X 24" oil /canvas. Crescent City historic(?)

John's friend, Ed Kirste from Temple City, 
had a close relationship with the Habeck 
family, whose son, Jerry , an accomplished 
Civil Engineer, and newly sober, was moving
up to Oregon to establish a new residence in 
retirement so he referred Jerry to John. Well 
Jerry visited, but didn't seem to be a drunk
from his story. So John agreed with him and 
sent him on his way. He ended up joining a 
fellowship in Gold Beach, & word got back to 
John that he  thought he wasn't an alcoholic,
but now Jerry thought he was. That was good 
enough for John, who then took Jerry under

 his wing.Jerry liked John and visa versa. So Jerry bought a piece of beach property and decided to 
build his retreat on stilts above the flood plane, where he could afford to lose the garage and 
downstairs head if waters got too high, but save the upstairs. Well he wanted a painting that he 
commissioned John to do of a triptych of a pod of Orcas 7' by 43" tall for his front entry on his new 
home (on stilts). John did a series of drawings and got the go ahead for "Welcome to Dinner" next 
page, oil on 3 canvases, 1992. Jerry was a very wealthy man who took $10,000. vacations every
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 quarter all over the world, and when he visited with John always wanted to eat out. John couldn't 

afford it, so Jerry always set the date and hosted John for lunches every few months to catch up on 
events. John did some watercolors of him and his new wife free (who bought the "Snooza Lisa"). 

John did Pt. St. George Lighthouse in rough seas for Bob and Jackie     
Jones, 22 X 28" oil/canvas Jan 1994.    11X14" WC 1996 for G. Harris

Brian Scott Commissioned Paintings

John got to know Brian Scott who was an art collector who approached him for a painting of his 
house up river on the South Bank Road of the Chetco River (next page). He and his wife Opal had 
retired on her investments and income and built a nice home with luxurious accommodations, right 
on the south bank of the Chetco River. John did several pieces for them over the years in Brookings.
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Lady n kids in a van



At left is a photograph of the reference 100 year
old paper print of Thomas Moran's "Sunset on 
the Grand Canal", originally painted in 1898. 
Brian lent this to John for the reproduction 
Brian commissioned of a 5 X 7 foot oil /canvas
of the scene for his living room wall, shown on
the next page, The piece looked majestic under 

the 20' ceiling in the living room (next page). 
They also had John do a 8 X 11'mural  of the 
scene on the right  in the 20' high grand entry 
to their house.
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Brian also commissioned John's extended Van Gogh Harvest scene, in the Van Gogh related 
section,on page173. 
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Commissions-continued

         "Peterbuilt" 11 X 14" oil 1997 Ed Lageson 16 X 20 " oil/canvas 11/ '94 

In 1993, Darrel Miller, manager/co-owner of Pizza Deli in Harbor, Oregon visited John  to 
commission him to paint a two-in-one Pizza Deli Painting to give to his father who ran the Cave 
Junction Restaurant. John put in personal touches as 
requested and made the clouds of the lower restaurant 
(Cave Junction) flow into the parking lot like white 
water at the ocean in the upper part (Harbor) where 
Darrel and his wife Becky managed.A year later they 
renamed it Wild River Brewing and Pizza when they 
made their own beer commercially as well, but the 
painting would remind his Dad of the old days when 
he started his son as the manager of Pizza Deli in 
Harbor in 1980, after he graduated from high school.
 Darrel is shown sneaking out the back in his Pizza 
Deli black SUV, while his folks cars, are shown in 
front of the Cave Junction restaurant, Dad's white 
SUV and Mom's red corvette. While visiting 
Darrel also bought John's "Sunrise Over Harbor" . 
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Pacific Repair 11X14" WC 1996



Pizza Deli" 24 X 36 oil canvas 1993

John and Lee Rogers Commissions

This is the first of three 
commissions from the 
Rogers: their home and 
a very rare car they could
not donate to a museum 
without this portrait first
being made to remind 
them of the rare 
possession they shared 
with the Petersen 
Automobile museum in 
Los Angeles. It's a 1937 
Cadillac La Salle with 
factory electric windows, 
including an electric sun 
roof and other features 
that made it 1 of just a 
few in the world. John's 
painting of the caddy out 
in front of their house 

was  one-of-a-kind. John was photographing it on his easel outside when a strong breeze came up 
and lifted the painting up on one end and then blew it against the aluminum side rails and ripped an
 L shaped hole in the piece. John didn't know what to do. So he called Peggy Mory, who was a well 
established professional artist who once owned Mory's Art Supply store in town. She remembered
John's kindness  to lend her his truck when they moved into her new place, and said she'd fix the 
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 piece and teach John how to do it himself  for the next time  that it might happen. So he got it
 patched up seamlessly on the front and John refinished the damaged image where the tear occurred, 
waited a couple of days and delivered the piece announcing up front what had happened and asking 
if it was ok to get a repaired original. They couldn't find the spot and when showed, accepted the 
piece and paid the remainder due. It was an 18 X 24" oil/canvas done in  August, 1994. Soon 
thereafter they made the transfer of title of the automobile to the museum. Next was the view from

their home with them and their 
two seater Mercedes  in Marina 
Heights above John's house. Last 
was agift they made to a friend 
of his car project.  

The view/portrait/Mercedes was 
~22X 28" oil/canvas, 1997. 
while the friend's car restoration 
was a 14 X 18" oil/canvas, 1997.

Zwagg Island from Mill Creek Beach 
22 X 28" oil/canvas Dec 1994, 

Swede's girlfriend's 
Dachshund 11 X 14" 
 oil /canvas, 1996

kid portrait 12X16" oil '97?
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Heh, Kids, Let's play find this picture

Lassett,  below 

Emily



Dr Nelson hung
the painting  to 
see upon entry
to the hall of 
dental chairs & 
continued to get 
good comments 
on the portrait 
from all patients. 
Yes, that's his lil' 
white truck.
Dr. Jim Nelson's 
Office, Dentist 
5thSt,Brookings
18 X 24"oil 
1995

 Dave and Joann 
Coito owned a 
classic '56 T-bird 
and a cool juke
box,, so John 

composed their portrait + car-house-jukebox  as shown at their home in Harbor. 18X24"oil
 Everything was"cool" about Dave & his wife, &  their toys. He just wanted his car painted.

-Dave & Joann
Coito    home

     in Harbor

lab12X16 WC 
   1996

Degas Late on        Right
Dancer payment     Brain Rules

model 5 
3   20 
min dwg   advisory in art.

188  



Elmo Williams Commissions
Hollywood Producer, Elmo Williams and his wife, Loraine, moved to Brookings, OR about the 
same time as John did, and they met through Sara Lawrence, when Elmo was getting some 
lessons from her in art, But didn't strike up a friendship until Elmo came to John in 1998 to ask 
him to create a large Medieval Parade for his living room. Elmo had a 19th century English book 
detailing a huge regal parade of Pope Clement VII and Emperor Charles V of Spain through 
Europe in 1529. The principal panel would be the one including the Pope and the Emperor with 

the big canopy 
shown at left. 
Elmo first thought 
that14" would 
represent a good 
height for the 
parade up on his 
living room wall. 
He asked John to 
do a practice panel 
to check it out 
against the wall.
The one  below 
left was a pencil/
pen WC brief of a 
parade panel 14" 

tall. It seemed way too short for Elmo's huge living room. It 
would look more like a crown molding than a royal parade. John 
noticed an art object on the side wall  (below right) that seemed 
to be the correct height for a decent parade. But Elmo had trouble 
envisioning it at that size. So John went home and sketched 6' of 
parade on butcher paper 
the same height as the 
object in Elmo's living 
room, and returned in 
45 minutes with the big 
sketch and got on a 
ladder and showed 
Elmo what it would 
look like at that size.
Elmo agreed, so they 

selected the reference panels to make up the parade, and John ordered 3    5.5ft X 34" custom 
canvases and got started. Panels 1 and 3 are shown on the next page, followed by the full parade 
and a larger version of the central panel with names of friends printed in, The canopy section 
(shown two pages over) as a reference was integrated with the first and the third panels (on the next 
page) to create the full parade for Elmo's living room. Here's all three in miniature.  For the first
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time, my dear intelligence service based audience the giant 2 made out of text boxes above has no
significance. To study it would be a waste in your government funding or agency drug profits.



     Right Panel Elmo's Parade 34" X 5.5' oil/canvas 1999 above 

 Left Panel of Elmmo's Parade 34"X 5.5' oil/canvas 1998 above     
Brian Scott probably told Elmo of John's 
need for support in the arts after his wife, 
Lori, left him in September, 1998. Elmo 
took 5 minutes to review and approve the 
1st panel at top, and  didn't leave. Instead, 
he sat down on the front porch swing 
outside the front door, and started sharing  
his experiences in the motion picture 
business. John was honored and enthralled 
with his humorous real life stories. In one 
he was asked by Kirk Douglas to help with 

his "Vikings" movie because Kirk was going way over budget. So Elmo picked up direction of the 
2nd unit in France doing the invasion of  the castle scene. To save cost Elmo devised a trick of 
nailing up all the shields in each row to a common  beam where all rows of invaders raise their 
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shields to allow retaliatory shots at the castle defenders. This was done in perfect unison, by 
training all the end raiders to twist their beams at the same time, while the camera captured the 
result from above. Jamie Lee Curtis and Stacy Williams were also made extras as fleeing children 
in the crowd scenes of an invasion shot. Elmo saved Kirk a considerable amount of money on the 
film as the second unit director, in the incredible leap to grab ax handles imbedded in the underside 
of the second draw bridge. The stuntman for Kirk had to make the jump & trip the mechanism to 
lower that draw bridge for the army to follow into the castle grounds. Elmo got a party in his honor 
and a nice bottle of scotch, he said with a hearty laugh (to suggest that Kirk was a skinflint). His 
dealings with Anthony Quinn, who got an Oscar for his supporting role of Emiliano Zapata's 
(Marlon Brando's) brother in Viva Zapata, was the high strung artist emoting off camera to get his 
way. Kid gloves were required. And Elmo was there with his gloves on the set of "Zorba the 
Greek", where Quinn had the leading role.
      Back to John's shenanigans with the parade. Elmo is featured as a ground spear man just behind 
the red cloaked rider up front in the second panel at the left. He didn't ask to be painted into the 
parade and redressed John (in jest) for not even putting him on a horse, and for putting him in pink 
tights. Elmo feigned complaints about his inferior role in the parade when John visited just to tease  
him. His protector is Jim Blunt in the parade. Then the Emperor is John's Mexican brother, Enrique 
who happened to be visiting on his regular, once every 20 year visit with his starving artist brother, 
when John started putting in dignitaries. Enrique got the primo spot as Emperor Charles V   on 
account of his rare appearance. The rear right pole carrier is John Dean with a beard next to his  
buddy Jim Newman, with a squint view of part of Mick Brennan's face. Then there's Tom Jones 
directing traffic, with Lee Forrest in front of him to his left and Ed Gory in front of him to his right, 
then Pat Brewer to the right of Tom in the orange. Keith Chavez made it to a full officer on the 
blond horse in the green coat to Tom's right, followed 
by Dale Hoie, prancing with his hand on his sword, 
while Larry Mason, Bill Wood, Ernest Madden, and 
Fredde are mounted up on horses behind Dale, and 
Brian Scott and a  High School senior art student on 
their horns at the end; 18 people total named who 
lived in Brookings or Harbor at the time, counting 
John and Elmo.  Elmo's commissions used as gifts 
for Brian Scott and Ted Watkins  (moderator for 
Elmo's 100th birthday costume party) include the 
Scott family crest below and the Ted as King Henry 
VIII portrait.  John also made gifts to Elmo over the 
years to show his love and affection for the substitute 
father figure he had in Elmo. See the next page. John 

enjoyed Elmo'scompany 
so much because he was 
an honest man with high 
morals who was very 
intelligent, loved all kinds 
of people, and was very 
gifted in story telling. And
his stories rival the Canterbury Tales of Chaucer. John taped him on a 
few occasions and later made an Elmo talking head. Elmo also worked 
for years in Azalea Park to improve the gardens. He gave presentations 
in the community to share his knowledge and experience with the 
people. He also built a non-denominational chapel in the park as a 
gift to the City, and as a memorial to his dear departed  Lorraine. 
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Elmo's Grandma oil/canvas board palette
knife 12 X 16"  July 2009

   Loraine 12X 16" oil/canvas   2004              The diver was carved from Japanese mahoghany
driftwood found on the beach in Harbor, OR. It had     

          drifted there as flotsam from Japan. Elmo 102yrs old 
with his gift below right.  He and John laughed and
giggled a lot while together. John was the photographer. 
The talking head had a hand held battery operated
voice recorder with Elmo telling  stories. His 

  Waiting for Dad 14X18" oil/canvas    headphones were needed to hear conversations in the 
Toby, Stacy, Jody           room. It was May 2015.

By November 24th he  was dying and only  faintly 
present when his bed was  moved into the  dining room 
to be present at a dinner with his closest friends,  
and  Stacy.  It 
was Elmo's 
last supper. 

9" diver above
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The guests partied while talking to Elmo on the adjacent bed. Stacy found his remaining reserves 
of his favorite expensive wine, and the friends finished that off during the dinner party. He was in 
and out during the dinner party but showed some reaction to them using up his favorite wine. 
Stacy knew that he was near death, when she called in the friends for dinner. This, coincidentally 
happened the evening that John turned 70. John had partied with his brothers and daughters and 
extended family the previous Saturday. Elmo passed early the next morning on the first day of 
John's  8th decade of life without regaining consciousness. Within a couple of days, John was 
able to speak with Stacy who spent some time on the phone with him as she recounted what 
happened and the plans. Within the last 6 months of his life, Elmo had asked John what he would 
do if he had a million dollars. Elmo knew that John had written a book on JFK and the U.S. 
economy in 2010 and that he wished recovery for the U.S. John, who didn't want to bait Elmo for 
any last minute bequests, said he didn't need a million dollars, and was happy with his life as it 
was, which didn't answer Elmo's question, but squashed any possible inheritance .John did this on 
purpose, as he was never after Elmo's money. He just loved the man for who he was, and felt 
blessed to know him and be his friend. He believed Stacy to be Elmo's child from heaven. She 
became an attorney and fought for the rights of the underprivileged, even after having a stroke, 
and was intensely in favor of human rights. She was bright and sweet and did a lot of good for her 
father and mankind. At this time of writing John is reminded of his daughter, Chris, who is 
equally committed and accomplished. John suspects that Brian Scott and Elmo Williams 
conspired to keep him afloat for years with the work they gave him. In any case John thanks God 
for whispering in his customer's ears.

        Sunset on Grand Canal on Scott wall
 Elmo's Parade on his living room wall

Mom n Dad photos become a portrait of the 2  9X12 WC-1995

Pat and Buzz Stewart helped John immensely with support 
of his art at her book store and gallery. They even suffered an 
insurance loss when someone broke into the book store, while it was 
in Harbor and stole John's jewelry which he had just moved from 
Rose Simpson's jewelry store in Harbor near Matties. They suffered 

approximately $3,000 in reimbursements to John for the theft that their insurance didn't cover. 
John offered a lower number to reduce the damage to the Stewarts and they declined and paid him 
the higher price, restoring their faith in John who didn't want the settlement to affect their 
friendship and was willing to take a bigger loss. Buzz was a regular at the Thursday Night Model 
Drawing Class at the Manley Art Center with volunteer models from the community. He and Jay 
Mosby were 2 professional artists who frequented the class and John was invited to join in and 
did, off and on. Some of his 20 minute sketches show up in the margins of this autobiography.
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 family portrait reference         family portrait
arq pen- WC 11X14" dec '96

    Bloom house on N. Bank Rd
    Blunt Ranch 

24X36" oil/canvas May 1997

Itzen Bulb Farm 24 X 48 oil/canvas -1995.  Itzen sons on tractors &Mom is lower left w/Caddie 
&David's wife. 
John originally wanted to paint in the faces of the whole family but it's hard to please everybody so 
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Mrs. Itzen had them painted out. Besides, they looked a little peculiar on the grass in front. Bzzzztt!

Mrs. Itzen also wanted the childrens' homes painted but she cut off the commission after the main 
piece and one home was done.They were all very nice people, 
and a great experience for John. Son Kelly Itzen later played 
bass in John's band: Johnny Cardiac and the Cardiac Arrest. It 
was fun and John recorded a full CD in one practice session at 
his house. Kelly had a horse ranch north of town raising 
Fresians, and his wife bought a JCD ring at Sara Lawrence's 
boutique where John first consigned his jewelry before he 
started oil painting. The people in Oregon  were leery of 
Californians, but were more than pleasant with John and he 
became known in the town for what he could do as a builder, 
jeweler, artist, and musician. 

jazz combo 24X36"oil 
'94 Moores(ref J Bloom)

The wife of the Skipper of this boat below, Louise 
Brown, asked John to paint it with the face of the 
captain in the clouds above in Jan '94    24" X 48" 
oil/canvas. After the man died she came back to 
thank John again for the precious memory.
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Heh, Kids. Find the face in the clouds, the same face of the man on the Flying Bridge



Forrest Meadow Homesite 24 X 48" oil 1998 Burr

Virginia 18X24" oil '98

CG Rescue 20x30 oil'99
Jones

Forrest Fire 12x36 oil '94

      Rod Biers beautiful wife above rt --- Jeremy Gilliam worked the fire above and wanted it 
painted. The smoke laid in the valley through some weather inversion. He's the older son of Mike 
and Jeanie Gilliam, good friends up the street.
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Rocky Shields 14X18" oil 
 Kevin Kemp's home view and Corvette18X24" oil 1993 1996

 Al& Shirley Burr of homesite prev pg

__ OHolleran's 18X24" oil 1995 

__Mory's  18X24" oil 1995 Gyuro
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Shirley Burr 11X14" oil 1999



Mom and her 3 kids ea 12X16" oil canvas 1999

Mick n 
dad
talk 

16X24"
oil 1999

Echo Park 12X24" oil  Nov 2004 Christine
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3X4' bouquet of flowers for the Ostranders 1999



Palermo's ~12X36" oil/canvas ~2000 Christine commish
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Emerald Bay Laguna beach CA owners view from their patio 30X40 oil 2002 prints

Mark's Folks 11X14" oil 2005 RE gift 11X14" oil 2003 2 photos for one portrait 12X16 '03



Cathy Kwiatkowsky 
ordered the fantasy 
painting of her husband, 
Dave, and the Earnhardts 
winning a racing trophy in 
front of a big crowd. The 
lady in the wedding dress 
fore fitted 1/2 down, after 
seeing the original and 1st 
revision of the painting. 
Maybe 3 of 2500 sales have 
done that. Nick Rudd 
ordered the train for his 
elderly father in England, 
who just loved it, and John's 
friend Paul commissioned 
his kiss under the tree with 

   his girl friend in around 2003. It was probably a 16X24" oil. 
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Marks grandfolks sm Rubin inlaws 14X18 oil '03

Al n Marjorie Thomas and fam 11X14" oil ~2004

Dave n the Earnhardts ~14X18" oil/canvas 2005 unaccepted portrait 16X20 oil '05 Grandpa 11X14" oil '04

Grandpa Rudds train 18X24" oil '01
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Sunset Blvd 12X48" diptych
oil/canvas Chris commish '06



Randy Covington, in the Last Supper previous page,is 
second from the right, Donna's youngest, Jacob,third, 
Bridget Covington at Jesus' right, and the rest is copy 
art, except the tapestries on the wall in the room. The 
original Da Vinci shows what looks like nails above 
the dark rectangles on the side walls behind the 
dinner scene. John interpreted that as an indication 
that tapestries were on the walls behind the table, so 
he tried to create 1st century tapestries. Note the 
character conversing with Bridget. He is St. Peter, 
holding down the arm of an unknown 14th person in
the room who would be crouched behind Peter's right 
arm. The hand of this arm is holding a knife, perhaps 
as a threat to Judas who is in front of Peter. But there's 
no room for another body at that point, or his huddled 
mass would show under the table. Either way it's 
Da Vinci' tomfoolery, like Michelangelo on the hell 
scene in the Sistine Chapel, (with his monsignor 
supervisor for the chapel work having his privates 
devoured by a serpent). John loves humor and uses it 
in his art frequently, sometimes surrepticously. 

The 8X10" oil/canvas at left is of the Long Beach Airport in Long 
Beach, CA. commissioned in April, 2003.On the next page is a 
piece carefully designed to fit at the top of the stairwell in Danielle 
and Dave's house in Newport Beach. Dave grew up on Oahu and 
learned to surf there. It shows the scene of the North Shore of Oahu 
which is famous for its seasonal gigantic surf. 
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Niemeyer house 11th St. Seal Beach CA 24X36" oil '05



North Beach Oahu 34X54" oil/canvas 2005 Allison commish
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Barbara Hallberg, 
a good friend, 
commissioned this 
religious piece in 
2002, where Jesus 
saves the sheep on   
the Sabbath who is 
lost and in grave 
danger. The bird 
represents the Holy 
Spirit. Home in 
Alaska 24X36" rt. 
oil/canvas 2001 
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24" mill saw blade oil painting fishing in Montana scenery fantasy '04



John got a few commissions from the galleries he was 
with in Southern California, the Pierside Gallery in 
Huntington Beach CA, and the Art Images Gallery in 
Seal Beach. Most of his print sales came from Pierside 
(Joe Rubin) and the Art Center Galleries  (Todd Rubon 
in Westminster). They probably handled about 500-600 
prints that John signed and numbered as part of limited 
editions, and Art Images probably did 100-150 prints 
during the 10 year interval to 2010. Home in Alaska 
and the one at left plus the dog with the sunglasses 
above were three out of Pierside; and the Niemeyer 
house, the Main family on the Seal Beach Pier above 
and the sunset on the Seal Beach Pier (yet to be shown) 
are three out of Art Images.
Historic Art of Brookings Oregon
While still in Oregon John wanted to document some 
earlier times in Brookings with art work. He painted 3 
pieces that he composed from historic photographs of 
Brookings/Harbor. The first is "Lucy" created from a 
black and white photograph of her as a distant shot on 

 a  hillside that John copied from a history book. 

Lucy
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Last of the surviving 
victims of eminent domain, 
Lucy, shows the 
countenance of weariness
and depression for having 
been herded off of her 
homeland in the mid 1800s 
with her tribe of Chetco 
Native Americans as a little 
girl. This policy hastened 
government supported 
looting of indigenous 
peoples' resources for the 
benefit of rich capitalists. 
Lucy survived this atrocity 
and returned to the area to 
resume life. This 18X24" 
oil was purchased by 
Lucy's ancestors in the 
late 1990s, at Words and 
Pictures Gallery.



As a result of the forced march, settlers and industrialists could eventually lay claim to the lands. 
Robert Brookings was in the Washington D.C. area and must have had some clout to support his 
brother's acquisition of lands in the area to start harvesting the trees and the fish. John Dean found 

images of the Brookings brothers and painted them 
together as a portrait 18X24" oil/canvas. John also 
found old photographs of the commercial pier off 
the mainland between Chetco Point and Tanbark 
Point (the next southern outcropping) that served
the shipping of lumber out of the area. Old number
5 steam locomotive would push flat cars of lumber 
out onto the dock and a crane would lift huge
stacks into the holds of ships docked there for the 
purpose of international shipping of these precious 
resources. John imagined the view he painted
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as above from over Tanbark Point looking northwest with Chetco Point midground.



Eldon Gossett had a nice black 
and white photo of oldNumber 
five, which John photographed to 
be able to paint the locomotive at 
left and on the old pier. In the one 
at left  he inserted a kid like 
engineer  with his hat on 
backwards,  maybe himself or 
Mike Gilliam type characters.
Friends Over the years John 
painted a great variety of
acquaintances and friends. 
One of his earliest friends, 
Cliff Day, had done some 
time behind bars and his 
prison I.D. looked ominous.
John would show his 
customers the picture as his
bill collector.

Fisherman Jack 8X10 WC '90   
  Cliff 11x14" oil '88                 Dar & son 11X14" WC-  1992--- 

Rose's son 8X10 pastel 1990

Jim & Cindy 15X15"oil/masomite 1990
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Rose's daughter 
8X10" pastel '91



Grundy neighbor kids all 8X10" WC 1991

Brian & Angele 11X14" WC 1993 Gladys Jones 8x10" WC '91 

girl friends 11X14 WC 1992 Grundy boys grew 1994     
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John Bloom kept up with his car sales, 
finessing people out of their hard 
earned money, and making deals for 
older items  on the shelves at the big 
discount centers, convincing the clerk 
that the  item had aged and wasn't 
worth the store price while offering 
30-40% less to take it off their hands.
Dean couldn't help but paint him as a
pirate, for his sales skills:  clever ,
quick talking, and persuasive. But he
has a heart of gold and is  always
helping people, while making

making house calls in the 40s, and 
50s. Jim and Ernestine were nice 
people with a couple of sons : Fritz 
and John, Don and Joe's ages.  And the

families hit it off well and became friends.  They'd exchange family 
dinners at the two houses and eat out together, always having a good 
time. Dr. Anhalt may well have saved John Dean's life while out to 
dinner when he was 6-7 years old and choking on a fish bone. So John 
grew up with great respect for Dr Anhalt and his wife, Ernestine, and 
family, and kept in touch as everybody grew up and aged. He made a
couple of gold pieces of jewelry from Anhalt dental gold for "Jim and 
Ernie" He offered and did paint a picture of an Anhalt ancestor from Germany (above) who did 
have a striking resemblance to Dr. Jim. Dr. Jim did his medical training in Tennessee and had a 
beautiful southern drawl  for his whole life thereafter that put everybody at ease,believing that they 
were in good hands. John was a believer in Dr. Jim. Friends painted include Bill Farrell as Santa, 
Bill and Maxine, & Gary Farrar, 8X10"WC. Maxine remarried  after the death of Bud a few  years 

later and they stayed on the 
ranch in Eagle Point, Oregon. 
Gary Farrar was crazy about 
drumming and had no ego about 
it, He lived with his elderly 
mom, Ida Mae, in Brookings and 
played with old big band players
at the senior center. He later 
connected with Sonny Boy Lee 
to form a blues band out at the
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them laugh. His wife has the Midas touch so he plays with  his 
guns and fishes when he isn't helping 
someone. Jessie, at left, Keith Chavez's 
step daughter from his first marriage, and 
his only son, Derek as a baby, both 8X10 
WCs, from 1994. Later he divorced his 
first wife and married Jill, Rod and 
Virginia Bier's daughter, where John was 
the best man. Anhalt family As a kid, 
John's family had a family doctor who was 
not opposed to  

 Borderline BBQ bar and restaurant with Jim Klahr, Rich Claus and Eric Sexty. 



Gary once showed 
up and trimmed the 
apple tree by hand 
just to be a friend.

 Here's more friends.

  Merlin Heckerman      Merlin was John's mentor and recommended 
9X12"  WC Apr '95         Betty  Edwards book: "Drawing From the   

          Right Side of  the Brain", which John           
completed (all exercises),  to develop his right brain assisted drawing 
skills. Buzz ran the Thursday night drawing class on drawing live models
at the Manley Art Center and was a well known sign painter and artist in 
town. Manuel Lopez was a retired fisherman and superb sculptor in wood 
and stone. Mike Gilliam was a friend down the street who was self 
employed, and could do anything. His wife Jeanie, was a bank executive. 

June Bloom, sch Principal
Jeanie Gilliam 9X12"WC 
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(John B's wife) 1995 8X10"Jer Gilliam & Fiance 
        9X12WC

The gentleman at the left was the 7th Day Adventist Minister in town and 
allowed John to open a "free from smoking" support group at his church. 
He was also a psychologist with instructional material on how to determine 
a person's personality type. John took the test, answering all questions 
honestly, and was determined by the test to be a Sanguine melancholic; 
that's a fun loving sad person. In view of his early sensed emprisonment 
and bad marriages the sad part is understood, and fun loving is also a 
mania that keeps John from slipping into self pity.  He tries to enjoy what 
life he can  with those good endorfins of laughter. June Bloom is not a 
dope smoker, but it sure is fun imagining her as one. Such can be John's 
brain when he paints speculative pieces. John and Donna create obscure 
humor and laugh a lot with each other at home.

Manuel Lopez, Sculptor
   11X14.5" WC 1995

Buzz Stewart
9X12" WC '95

Mike Gilliam,contractor
       9X12"WC 1996



       Jerry Habeck, the friend who 
ordered the pod of Orcas triptych, 
would come into town and take 
John out to lunch every few 
months, and John painted  a 
~12X16"  WC of him and his new 
bride out on the river, plus a small 
portrait of Habeck as macho macho 
man (also shown at right). Jerry 
was a good man and a good 
engineer with a wry sense of humor. John enjoyed hanging with him. Once Jerry brought back 
some "gold" from the Bolivian jungles or some other South American country  he had just visited 

on one of his quarterly  trips, and showed it to John. It 
looked like brass and tested as non-gold, so he shrugged his 
shoulders and released the trauma of being had for $1500- 
$2,000. No big deal for Habeck.   
 The Borderline Blues Band John had heard that his 
friend, Jim Klahr, a great organ player (Hammond B3) was 
putting a band together with bluesman Sonny Boy Lee 
(guitar,vocals,harp). Gary Farrar offered his drumming, and 
John met Rich Claus (rhythm guitar) and Eric Sexty (Bass). 
The band got  tight quick and started playing  at the 
Borderline BBQ restaurant on 101 in Smith River at 
night, owned by Jim's parents. John became a sign painting 
groupie and did other art for the band to 
make posters for their events. At left is some art he
did of the band and its members. Left to right on stage 
are Jim Klahr, keys; Damon "Sonny Boy" Lee, 
vocal/guitar/harp; Gary Farrar, drums; Rich Claus, guitar 
and vocals; and Eric Sextry, bass. John also .did individual 

watercolor portraits shown on the next page. They played at John's 50th B-day  (1/2price)
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Bob Hamlin, owned the Rock shop in the Central 
Building (1990s) and John became friends. John 
bought polished rocks from him  and just enjoyed 
visiting him and his wife, Marion,who ran the 
shop. The Center Building also had a small 
museum showing equipment and pictures of the 
old days in Brookings. Eldon Gossett set that up, 
and bought a couple of paintings to hang  in his 
office and a poster of "Paradise" for the museum. 
Marion would often sing spontaneously while at 
work. After a few years she got Alzheimers 
disease and wasted away quickly. Bob, of course, was emotional about his wife. John painted the   
"3 headed Hamlin" above 12X18 oil, and gifted it to Mr. Hamlin and made a simple gold pendant 
for Marion of her name, which Bob brought to her. But John got tied up and forgot to visit  Bob  
on his 80th birthday, even after being reminded by another friend. He was busy in his artwork, but 
felt bad about forgetting the party at the Rock Shop. Bob died within a year.
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     at top l-r: Gary Farrar, Eric 
Sexty, Jim Klahr, & Rich Claus
               all sm WCs

middle: Sonny Boy Lee WC &
triple Sonny Boy 12X24" oil

         bottom right: Ben Valdez,
                singer, drums WC



     Vern's Mom 1 Bzzzt   Vern's mom 2 ding ding     Postmaster 2 ding ding   Postmaster 1 Bzzzt
Lori was a friend of the 

postmaster's wife so she and Vern 
had something to say about John's 
first efforts above. Either way the 
postmaster's grandson looked like 
Charlie Mc Carthy to John, no 
matter how he painted him. At left 
the postmaster's stepdaughter and 
her fiance passed inspection, but 
most of these were gifts. Maybe 
John got paid for the daughter at
left. Vern was a good friend and 

customer & John did WCs for him free.Jim Newman (at left is a good 
friend and a good keyboard player.  John and he played together in 5-6 
bands counting the one's assembled for New Years or Christmas dances. 
Their duo played the coffee joint for tips & at Mory's open house. Peggy 
Goergen would show up and tip the guys $10. A nice 4-5 piece band at 
Christmas would get ~$400.  They played together in the Mark Buck 
band, with and without an Elvis imitator, and Johnny Cardiac and the 
Cardiac Arrest. They did it for the music and made next to nothing. 
But it was fun playing together even at rehearsals. Holy Smoke   was 
a band assembled by Kurt Kessler that rehearsed at his house. Jerry 
Moffit, on keys, was a music teacher at both the middle school and the 
high school, and he knew how to harmonize 3-4 ways with any song 
that sounded better with harmony. John got rhythm guitar and vocals. 

He sang about half the songs. Shawn below left started at drums and then Kurt changed drummers 
 to Rob at right and John painted over the master poster.
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Then they did a 2nd gig, which Kurt arranged at the Elk's Club, that played on the old time rock and 
roll theme and groupies decorated the Elk's Club to the nines with 45 RPM records dangling from 
the ceiling and colorful posters all around and crape paper and balloons (as John's vivid memory 

recalls), and Rob looked at John with respect 
after the gig and lauded him for his great 
performance, and John was grateful to Rob 
and the rest of the band for making it a great 
show.  Then John marketed again for the third 
gig at the Grange Hall but suffered a heart 
attack before the gig and had  to leave the 
band. But he remained  friends, while Kurt 
booked better gigs.  John felt like  he had been 
performing with the "Beatles of Brookings", 
all great talents. After some rest and recovery, 
John was later invited to come up and sing a 

song, "Peggy Sue", at 
the Ship Ashore in 
Smith River within the 
next year, while he was 
coincidentally out to 
dinner there. Kurt was 
a very good bass player              
and vocalist and his 
house had a band room 
for rehearsals. The 

band art in color is shown at left after the change 
out to Rob.  John was known around town as an 
artist/ musician/ jeweler and walked the beat to 
have businesses post fliers for the first 3 gigs. The 
band made $80 a piece after expenses for the first 
gig which John produced. A similar amount was 
made at the Elks with Kurt's arrangements. Kurt 
produced the rest. John did little portraits of the 
first band members. Kurt kept his band together 
for a couple of years, changing out members as 
needed and got better gigs. John also did a portrait  

of George's daughter from a previous marriage (at left). Jerry Moffit coached 
band members on their parts in multiple voice harmonies. This was the best 
band that John ever played with, with the possible exception of the band that 
entertained at Dave and Danielle's wedding reception later on in his life. For 
Holy Smoke it needs to be added that George sang like Don Henley of the 
Eagles and played killer lead guitar (the reason why John painted smoke 
coming off George's two hands on his guitar in the band art. Jerry and Kurt 
were equally smoking their 
instruments.  Other Bands John had formed a band to play old time rock and 
roll with Sonny Boy Lee, Ben Valdez on drums, maybe Eric Sexty on bass, and 
Jim Newman on keys, and did gigs at a little joint in Crescent City that gave the

band the gate, while they made theirs on food and drinks. It didn't last long. He also put a band 
together with Mark Buck, a local drummer, whose friend, Jay Pizzi, played incredible bass and 
guitar, while his wife, Rachel, sang. 216
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   Then there's the Buck kids.     (see WCs below).         Below that are other friends.  

      Mark Buck      Jay Pizzi  (a man of great spirit)        Rachel          The Buck kids  all small WCs 
They're all small WCs except Matt, who John painted in oil. Eldon owned the Central Building, and 
created the little museum inside, and bought John's first commercially available oil ever of 
"Brookings" and more. Matt was an old friend, going back to Holy Angels. He taught John his first 
blues licks on the guitar, and probably taught him the E, and B7th chords (John already knew A), 
when John was 15. Matt also took him to the Cats Pajamas, a coffee house in town on 2nd Ave in 
Arcadia, near the railroad trestle over Huntington, where John first heard coffee house live folk 
music in the early 60s. Matt wasn't snobby about hanging around with younger people like John's

two older brothers were. 
Matt treated John like 
a peer. Swede Shields
and Eldon both treated John 
like  a friend in Brookings 
even when they were a half 
generation older,. Vern was 
a neat guy who  John 
helped keep sober. This 

Eldon Gossett     Matt Le Berthon     Swede Shields    Vern Shields    pretty much amazed the 
Shields family. But to John it was a pleasure. Vern and John were true buddies that could hang out 
with each other for hours. They played chess at John's place at least twice a week, and without 
solicitation Vern became a patron of the arts once he got back into logging again, and hired John for 
the portrait of his Dad by the wood pile, and his beautiful Brindle Boxer. John did the watercolors 
of his mom and dad and a couple of him, as gifts, and Vern ran the gate at dances that John set up, 
for no pay. He was a good friend. Swede had a long time girlfriend who he was loyal to, for twenty 
some odd years, and she commissioned John to paint her Dachshund, which he enjoyed doing. 
Swede would often spend the night with his sweetheart, although they lived in their own houses. 
One day Swede wanted to share something very personal and he used John as a listening post.  John 
consoled him and felt bad for him. So John was considered by Swede to be his friend as well as his 
son's friend, and John appreciated the confidence by this older respected family man. John bought 
his fire wood from Swede who probably had a permit to cut up fallen trees on various private lands. 
And they shared their elk back strap meat from their annual elk hunt with John, which was superb. 
John was blessed by this friendship and Bill Wood's, all three being loggers.
John's Surprise 50th Birthday Party, Lori Hides Money
On John's 50th birthday, Jim Kelly, who helped John with rebar for his house and came over to help  
on the concrete pour of the stem walls, came over and asked John to run an errand with him. So he  
went out for a ride with Jim. Jim went over to the grange hall and went in and came back out and 
asked John to come back in with him to see something.When he entered the party began. 
SURPRISE!!!  Lori had requisitioned the hall and flown Kathleen and Danielle into town to be with 
their dad. She hired the Borderline Blues Band to play, which they did for half their normal rate as a 
gift to John, and many friends were there. It was a surprise that John did not expect. He figured that
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after the errand he and Lori and maybe Jim and Rachel would go out to dinner or something. As it 
turned out it was supposed to be a pot luck and all Lori provided was sodas and water. A couple of 
people brought food but it wasn't enough to feed everybody. He got some silly gifts to raz him and 
then had to thank everybody for coming. Maybe 35 people showed up at a place that could support 
150. People looked bored, and it wasn't planned well, but he still had fun with his daughters and
dancing to the sounds of B cubed. What he didn't know is that his wife had put the airline tickets on
their credit card and that she would never pay it off. In fact he would learn within about 2 more
years that she had been taking a lot out of her pay for herself and that the funds they had were all
his and some of hers, but she was allowing them to sink into debt when she easily had the money to
keep them afloat. John earned more than minimum wage in his arts, but not much more and maybe
she expected him to do better when he couldn't find a job making any kind of money. He wasn't
young or durable enough to start in a physical labor type of job at the mill or out commercial
fishing, and he was over educated for any other beginning job and never got job interviews, except
with the post office, from the list of 300 qualified candidates from the civil service exam he took in
1991. But their work was for two days of the week (Friday and Saturday), and John would have to
provide his own car and insurance for being a carrier and it had no benefits, and he was told that it
was stressful work. They paid a certain amount per day with no overtime but that the work would
vary and he'd probably have to work overtime to get the job of the day done for the fixed short pay.
He declined their stressful bad/short offer. Dang, he didn't think that he did that bad on the portrait
of the postmaster. And he kind of ignored the shortcomings of his 50th Birthday party (that he'd pay
for a few years later).
Nightlife in Brookings 
John and Lori managed to get out once a week for dinner and a movie and budgeted for that date. 
There was Chinese, Mexican, Hawaiian Barbeque, a nice restaurant at the port and another one 
down in Harbor, Mac Donalds, Pizza Deli, Dairy-Queen, and cheap seafood at a little place near 
Hanscams, below the bridge, across from the port boat launch ramp. There was bowling or shooting 
pool in a lounge environment. At home there was TV, rental movies, electronic chess, and that was 

about it. Lori liked to read and to soak in the tub upstairs. The Gilliams, 
Jeanie and Mike, invited John and Lori over for hot tubbing every few 
months. John later wondered if they were swingers. They were nudists 
when a colony or private area could be found.
Dr. Vipond-  and   Manuel Lopez
Back to "friends art". Dr. Joanne Vipond at left was a homeopathic MD 
specializing in Chelation Therapy. Mark Buck told John that his 
grandpa believed in it as a revitalizing force in old age to clean the body 
of impurities and knew of Dr. Vipond in Smith River. Indeed, Chelation 
is the recognized therapy for the removal of toxic heavy metals from the 
human body. It involves taking a drip of a venous solution that performs 
an ionic rearrangement in the blood to remove heavy metals from the 
body. The theory for heart disease is that calcium involved in the 
hardening of the arteries can be dissolved and couple with the saline 

like solution that allows  removal from the body in one's urine. She also had natural tonics that 
stopped John's angina, he discovered. So John took the therapy for about 24 treatments, one or two
 a week. Only the insurance didn't cover the treatment and Dr.Vipond knew that John was an artist 
and didn't earn much so she didn't pursue him for payment. She did visit John's house to see what 
he built, and John photographed her on the front porch swing and did the watercolor. She was a 
very special human being to gift her services in this manner. Manuel Lopez was in therapy at the 
same time, and it took 4-5 hours of slow drip ion exchange solution intravenously.  So John got to 
know Manuel a bit and vice versa and John visited him every now and then at his house on Pacific. 
John did his portrait in WC, shown on pg 212.
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Other Friends in Brookings 

     Keith  and Derek  Chavez Maryanne Lee & granddaughter Pam       Lizzette
l-r the first 4 are small WCs and the last one a small oil. Keith was like having the son that he never
had. John thought the world of Keith. He was hard working, honest, a good family man, and devout

in is faith. He was huge. Maybe 6'4" 230,  and he was a star 
quarterback in high school, sort of reminded John of Larry Zeno who
was the varsity QB under coach Duhart in his first year that went on
to UCLA and the pros. Keith just got sidetracked. Derek became the 
football star at Brookings High later on. Maryanne was Damon
Sonny Boy Lee's wife and a neat lady who took care of a grand-
daughter, Pam, who needed some tender loving care. Maryanne 
knew Carlos Santanna from her younger years. Lizzette was the
girlfriend of someone special to John, so they got to know each other 
a bit and bonded. John just loved her warmth and helpfulness.
Rachel was the wife of Jim Kelly when John met her. She ran a law 
office and was understandably brilliant. Her sense of humor was 

      Rachel Kelly- Lee         outstanding, right up John's alley, like a female version toned down
of Sam Kinnison. Incredible! She raised rare and exotic birds. She loved  John's art and bought 
about 4 of his paintings. Then she left Kelly and ran off with Damon Lee to San Antonio,Texas. 

Jowaht
Jowaht seemed like a character out of an Indiana Jones movie. He owned a 
bar on a backroad in Smith River about 12 miles south of Brookings. It 
seemed like a little hole in the wall place in the country until you stepped in. 
There were tables all around with an elevated narrow stage on the right 
wall. Straight ahead was the bar, where John would get a coke, while 
everybody else drank. John's not sure whether Jowaht descended from local
native American tribes or came from the Dalai Lama in Tibet. He had the
quiet peace of a great spirit and seemed out of place in a country bar. But he 
played good keys and liked to rock. John went there to join the Sunday 

    Jowaht sm WC    afternoon open mic jam session that musicians would  frequent. Gary Farrar 
might attend. Eric Sexty lived nearby. The crowd was alive and seemed to enjoy John's tunes. 
Then an unexpected surprise changed John's life.
Heart Attacks 1 and 2
John went out with the Gilliams, Mike and Jeanie, 0n July 6th 1996, into the woods to remove 
firewood on lands Mike was permitted to scavenge. John over did his work with a chain saw with 
occasional peaks at Jeanie, and when he finally sat to rest, was overcome by a heart attack. The 
symptoms were rapid breathing as if to catch his breath, which he couldn't do, and loss of arm 
strength in both arms. He also had nausea, and the urgent need to defecate, which he did in the 
brush. They wanted to get him out of there for help but he asked for a few minutes to try and 
stabilize. He had suffered part of this symptom a few days earlier with his weed whacker at home 
on the blackberry bushes, but recovered in about 5 minutes. After about 15 minutes he was still 
not stable and they needed to transport him back to civilization for help. They stopped at the 
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first house they encountered and asked the people to call an ambulance. John had not had any chest 
pain but couldn't stop the heavy breathing and his arms were wasted. The paramedics
arrived and put him on a gurney and into the ambulance and took off to the Crescent City Hospital. 
Brookings had no hospital. He started feeling pain after he laid down on his back on the gurney as 
directed and they gave him nitroglycerin a few times. There was no room on the gurney for his 
arms and they didn't feel right dangling toward the floor. They started an IV and after coordinating 
with the hospital, administered a clot buster injection in his IV hook up. He deteriorated in strength 
by the time he arrived in Crescent City, about an hour after his fist signs. The doctor in emegency, 
gave him morphine for his pain but it didn't go away entirely, so he upped the dose to the 
maximum dose allowed a full grown man and that killed the pain altogether. They had no surgical 
services for heart attacks there; no cath lab, no bypass surgery, so they had to fly John over to the 
Rogue Valley Medical Center in Medford. He felt so good from the morhine that he stopped 
moaning and asked  if there were any visitors outside to see him. Keith had rushed to the hospital 
when he got the word, and John was able to see him plus Lori. First they transported John in an 
ambulance to the airport. The nurse, onboard the airplane, over sedated John for the flight, fearing 
the stress of the buffeting in the air by the small craft might kill him (like it killed James Dean 
enroute to the hospital from his tragic auto crash by buffeting in the transport vehicle while his 
broken neck had not been stabilized before transport.. John arrived in Medford in a blur, maybe 
20% aware of what was happening. John's heart rate had decreased to a dangerously low level in 
the air due to the over sedation and his heart stopped serving his kidneys. He was taken directly 
into the cardiac critical care unit. He remained in a blur for a couple more days. His creatinine level 
rose to 4.2 when they called in a nephrologist (kidney doctor), who said that the blood thinners 
were killing him. They could not take John to the cath lab as the dyes they use in the blood to yield 
contrast in their fluoroscopic radiography would further deteriorate the kidneys and possibly kill 
John. So they took John out of the Coronary Critical Care Unit and put him in a regular hospital 
room to see if he would recover or die. He recovered in a few days and after about a week total 
they gave him a short stress test to determine if the blockage in his heart had lessened enough to 
allow him to go home. He passed and they scheduled him to return for a nuclear stress test in a few 
weeks. The results of that test, showed no significant blockage in his heart arteries. But for a year 
following that first heart attack John routinely felt angina on his walks, especially when going 
uphill. He lost a lot of weight from the trials of his first heart attack, and was not getting much 
stronger. Lori must have worried about John's ability to have sex, as he would tire fairly quickly. 
She may have feared that he would die in the act.  She didn't talk about it but John believed that she 
was nonresponsive (not satisfied) in sex with him after the first heart attack. She may have been 
drawn into extramarital situations to fulfill her need for sex at anytime from the late summer of 
1996 on. But she seemed genuinely concerned and didn't hassle John for anything. By the next July 
John had gotten strong enough to play his guitar again and sing. The Rotary Club had asked John if 
he could play at the anniversary luncheon coming up. So he put a band together: Jerry Moffit on 
keys, Kurt Kessler on bass and vocals, and Gary Farrar on drums. It was July 7th, as he recalls, that 
the luncheon took place. Playing guitar and singing was draining and at the end of the first set, 
John sat down and symptoms of the weak arms came upon him. He didn't regain enough strength 
to continue.  He tried laying down and it began to hurt so he got up and sat in an inclined position, 
and the hurt went away. He asked for a ride to the hospital in Crescent City and a lady in their 
group gave it to him while the band of consummate pros finished off the gig with Jerry and Kurt 
sharing songs. He walked into emergency and told them that he thought he was possibly having a 
heart attack. They sat him in a bed with the back rest up and his arms supported and took blood 
tests. They proved quickly that he was suffering a small 2nd heart attack without any pain. His 
doctor arrived from the Brookings and started to set up a flight for John back to Rogue Valley 
Medical Center, but John gave him a couple of requirements. He would take no sedation and be in 
an elevated position for his back or he wouldn't go by plane; he'd have his wife drive him over to 
the valley, about 2 and a half hours away. His doctor couldn't guarantee him his conditions, so Lori 
drove John over there with a referral for a heart specialist, who would be waiting. His doctor was 
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not happy with his terms, but let him go. In Medford he got the angiogram finally and had 
significant blockage in three arteries to his heart. A bypass surgeon was sent to his bedside to 
consult with him about a triple bypass operation. His daughter, Danielle had arrived to comfort 
him and assist in any way she could. John said he'd get back with a reply quickly, but asked to see 
the other doctor who did the angiogram. He could clear the blockage with combinations of balloon 
angioplasty, a rotoblader to core out hard plague, and a metal stent as needed to keep an artery 
open by force continuously and permanently. John thought the procedure to be much less invasive 
with no lengthy recovery, and it left open the option to follow up with bypass surgery as needed. 
John decided on that, and was only slightly sedated and given a local pain killer for the insertion of 
the catheter into the femoral artery. All went well as John was awake during the whole procedure. 
This was angioplasty in its beginning where the patient had to have a heavy sand bag put on his 
upper thigh/lower abdomen for hours after the surgery to allow the femoral artery to seal up where 
it had been pierced. After this procedure John started to really recover from the result of a full year 
of heart trouble. He confronted his heart doctor who seemed defensive about what other 
cardiologists might think of his referring John for catheterization sooner rather than have John 
suffer another heart attack to get fixed for the original blockage that was never cleared the first 
time (because of the damage to the kidneys caused by the flight nurse on the airplane). His doctor's 
argument was that John had passed the nuclear stress test 11 months previously. But John had 
complained of angina many times since that early period following the first heart attack. What 
really gave John the impetus to follow through with his doctor, was the tone of all other doctors 
who interviewed John at Rogue Valley Medical Center. They were nodding their heads negatively 
about the performance of John's cardiologist in Brookings. But John's cardiologist was a man of 
color, and John felt protective of him and understanding of his fears of confrontation with white 
doctors. So John didn't pursue any legal action or action with the American Medical Association; 
but he did drop him as his doctor and went to Dr Witt, in town, whose nurse, Sally, was a friend.
More Angina-More treatment
Within 6 months of the second heart attack John started having some pretty noticeable angina and 
went to see Dr. Witt. Dr. Witt didn't believe John and told him to go home and rest and chill down, 
that everything was going to be ok. John knew something was wrong inside and he needed help. 
So  he called the surgeon who had done the angioplasty in Medford and he told John to come over 
right away and he'd set it up for another angiogram. Lori drove him over and the doctor put him in 
the hospital and started the next morning. He did discover significant blockage in one of the 
arteries he  had used the balloon to open , but it had narrowed down again. The early balloons were 
not the flow through toroidal shaped; but balloons that cut off blood flow while being applied to 
force open a choke point. John experienced what seemed to him as fatal pain in the heart, 
excruciating, while the balloon was blocking the blood flow within an artery feeding his heart. 
John asked for morphine but the doctor was too busy and counting the seconds per the instruction 
of his mentor in this work, to follow his instruction. The team was only the 2 doctors who probably 
captured the cath lab inbetween scheduled services as an emergency to help John. Long story short 
John survived and didn't have any more heart problems for several years.
   John's male nurse asked him if he had any hobbies. John told the man that he liked to play and 
sing old rock and roll music. The man told him that he had a guitar from that era, a '62 National, 

with its original amp that he could  sell 
inexpensively to John if he was interested. 
The man brought it in to John's bedside the 
next day . It was beautiful: white and in the 
shape of our nation with a case. He left the 
very heavy and powerful amp at his house. 
John liked it and he only wanted $400. for 
the pair. John got his phone number and 

address to take home with him. Lori sneaked off and bought it for John for Christmas after they got
back home.             221



John also needed a newer easy chair as his old one had been following him around for 27 years 
(the one that Marlene was going to divorce him if he bought it) and it was in lousy condition. They 
went to Appels Furniture in Harbor and bought him a new easy chair that was a bit larger and 

more comfortable and it rocked around whatever recline 
position it was moved to, which was sweet. Both the guitar 
and the rocker recliner pictures are after 20 years of wear by 
John, who felt better at the start of 1998 and was on the mend. 
Lori had changed cars twice. First they traded Mark Buck the 
hot rod for an older Lincoln he fixed up cheap plus $2000 
cash. She got tired of that and wanted a much nicer car, a late 
model  New Yorker as she was now Senior Vice President of 
Operations with 4 branches to oversee. She had John sign a 
2nd mortgage to the house to give them $15,000 for that. 
John never really knew how much she was making after 9 
years on the job. She received per diem for her drives to Gold 
Beach and Port Orford that wasn't taxed or counted as salary. 
She made it seem that her pay after taxes was deposited into 
their checking account. (John would figure out later that he 
was being cheated on many accounts at this time in the 
marriage). In 1998 John sat down and did  the math based on 

her W-2, and taxes withheld, and her net was considerably higher than what was being deposited 
into their account each month. Then John  found a separate check book in her name that showed an 
average of $500 being spent each month, not to mention the cash she was repaid (in per diem) for 
using her own car on drives to the various branches. She also worked late every afternoon and 
seemed a bit colder when she arrived home. She spent most of her home time upstairs. Then in July 
of 1998 Lori was going to be sent to a school in Southern California for two weeks in Ontario, out 
toward the desert. She wanted John to join her. But he didn't want to be stuck in an air conditioned 
hotel room all day, nor walk around town in the sweltering summer heat of an inland desert town in 
Southern California. He wasn't a shopper, so he said he'd go to the south land, if he could visit his 
kids and maybe do some recording with Donna Cooley and his brother Jim at her place in Garden 
Grove and see Lori when she could get away from her classes. So John worked with Jim and 
Donna and his daughters to schedule this trip. He took the New Yorker and picked up Jim in 
Berkeley and then headed south. They spent one night with Merlin Heckerman near Lake Shasta. 
After that. John spent one night at Danielle's in Claremont in a sleeping bag in the living room. 
Dave Allison and Danielle arrived late and gave John a quick greeting and then ran down the hall 
like two impetuous lovers, right after they arrived. He also visited Christine in a studio apartment 
in the Los Feliz area of Los Angeles, near Griffith Park. Lori had an evening off and joined him 
there. Jim ended up using Lori's rental car after her return to class in the Claremont area. Then Jim 
probably visited Tony Amendola in Silverlake and met John at Donna Cooley's house in Garden 
Grove, for a week of recording music. Donna had been Jim's girl friend for a couple of years but he 
couldn't commit to a marriage because his acting would eventually take him all over and he 
wouldn't have a stable home life. So they split and went their ways. But they both knew Tom Paine 
(drama teacher) at Arcadia High and remained good friends with him. Donna was influenced by 
Tom's wife, Shirley, to become a Mormon, and John Cooley was at the same UCLA ward and 
asked Donna for a date. She ended up marrying Mr. Cooley 5 months later, and the two had 6 kids 
together and a 29 year long marriage. Jim had reconnected with Donna off and on through their 
mutual friends, the Paines, and they did some recording together in the process. In 1998, when 
John was asked to go to the south land, he coordinated with Jim and Donna to set up a session for 
them. Donna went into full gear and built the studio in her garage with the help of her Music friend 
Paul Gagon,  a Vice President  with BBE.  They would use Donna's new Tascam 4 track cassette 
recorder, and various compressors and sonic maximizers in her new studio. She had a piano, 
drums, an electric bass, and  percussion instruments as well.
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Let's Get Serious About our Music  John arrived too early and one of Donna's kids woke 
her up to come to the door. It was probably 7-7:30AM. It had been 31 years since they saw each 
other and they hugged. Jim arrived quite a bit later. 
But for the whole week they got up at 6:30-7 AM 
and worked (had fun) from 8AM until midnight 
with their music, like a tight knit family trio. Donna 
did the engineering. It was a pretty good first album, 
"Funky People". Donna even had funky people tee-
shirts made. Jim lent his professional skills to keep 
the time and play the hot licks, and sing with 
passion. John and Donna each sang and played their 
best for the event. 

The bonding of the team got stronger. 
Donna produced lots of albums over the 
years for the team. Their music covered 
1967-68 (on John's self  customized Sony 

350, a couple of sessions with Jim and 
Donna, three sessions with John and Donna 
and Lee Laird, drums,and one session with 
John & Donna.The recordings are part of 
John's history and are included for the 
interested listener on an SD chip inside the 
front cover of this book. In the summer of 

1967,  John worked at the AC Defense Research Lab in  Goleta and lived in an apartment in Isla 
Vista (above right), the student community next to UCSB where he just graduated. There they 
recorded some Beatle and Peter, Paul & Mary songs. In the fall of 1967 they recorded in John's 
teensie apartment above a garage in the rear yard of a Pasadena residence, while he attended Cal 
Tech during the day. They worked some more on their Peter, Paul, and Mary tunes.  Donna put 
together a collage of photos, above left, taken in the Funky People session, probably by Jacob, 
Donna's genius youngest child (and a good artist himself).  Their tunes were covers until 1999 
which featured all original songs by the team. John painted the Whispers CD cover for the group. 
Donna always loved her Dean brothers.  Over the years, John loved recording music with Jim and 
Donna and Lee, a new friend, 
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and most of the work was done with Donna's 16 channel digital recording equipment. The top two 
cds at left were reproduced from 
analog stereo recordings from 
John's Sony 350, which he 
modified to create tape feedback
 echo and sound on sound from 
either side to the other. So, he
could add instruments to his 
original music or harmonies, 
and he could control the amount 
of feedback. His machine ran at 
two speeds: 3 and 3/4 inches per 
second (ips) or 7.5 ips, so the 
echo effect was either spooky 
sounding with multiple fading 
returns or resonant to fill out the 
sound. He and Mike Holland 
played and sang together and 
recorded when he was 16-17 on 
the family Wollensack. During 
his first two marriages he 
recorded with brother Jim when 
Jim would visit (1968- 1985),
but drinking and smoking were 
in progress so it was filled with 
lots of raunchy  language, 
laughter and interruptions. John 
did work as a lead vocalist in 
several different bands, in
addition to his work with Jim, 
Donna and Lee. In the 1990s in 
Oregon he had a band with 
Sonny Boy Lee, Ben Valdez, 
etc for a few months. He did 
paid gigs with Jim Newman 
(keys). He worked with Mark 
Buck and Jay Pizzi, with and 
without an Elvis impersonator.
 He then sang with Holy Smoke, 
and he was "Johnny Cardiac" 
with the Cardiac Arrest (Jim 
Newman, Gary Farrar, and 
Kelly Itzen) see next page. 
He helped form the "Soulutions" 
with Mike Brown bass, Porter 
drums, Jim Newman (keys) & 
Fred on guitar in 1999 who 
performed paid gigs both in 
Oregon and California. Mick 
Brennan and Donna Cooley 
joined them for New Years 
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Eve dance 1999-2000, left, the millenium 
dance at the VFW Hall in Brookings. Music 
was still only a hobby; it wouldn't produce a 
living, but it was real  fun, part of the triple 
artistry of Jewelry, art, and music. As long 
he could  make a living, he enjoyed doing 
art for free. John gave his brother Jim a 
couple of guitars and many paintings, just 
because he loved  Jim, and Jim, then, in 
later life, became an important customer of 
John's art as well, spending several 
thousands for some of John's best works. 
Jim's private collection of John's works is 
enjoyed by his friends when they come over 

Mike Brown,  Fred,   Porter, Mick Brennan, John Dean    for dinner, and John has given pieces of his 
The Soulutions  (Millenium Celebration)  published  prints to friends of Jim. It makes

John feel like a real artist when his greater 
achieving younger brother artist buys his 
works with joy. Jim gave John enthusiastic 

support...... On the other hand  his other 
brothers never got excited about their art 
gifts from John to the point of supporitng 
John's art. As kids,  they kept John at a 
distance rarely letting him hang with them 
in their room and listen  to the sounds.     
The model for sibling rivalry was  well 
established by their dad, but nurture was a 
subject that must have been waiting for the 
arrival of a daughter, which never 
happened. So his dad  didn't teach loving 

Jim Newman, Gary Farrar, John Dean, Kelly Itzen    support of male siblings, as John recalls; 
Johnny Cardiac & the Cardiac Arrest           he remembers his childhood as being 

stuck in a family with self-centered, 
self righteous older male models 
for his father and two older brothers. 
That's how he recalls them. John was 
not amused & lived with fear and 
with gravel in his gut and slept with 
one eye open at 4. So later he over 
did to be noticed, and became very 
competitive in games, sports, and 
school.  He over did to get strokes. 
But ego strokes were a poor 
substitute for unconditional love.The 

Catholic Church and school system didn't show it. He got love from his mother, which imprinted 
him well, or he may have turned out to be more pathological than he is. His mom threatened to take 
him to a shrink many times in his youth (like that was going to be punishment rather than rescue). 
John had an unhealthy upbringing. "Duke" Wayne was Mom's favorite male actor and personality 
type, and  Don, Joe , and Dad fit the bill. John's macho achievements were football (to get respect 
from his father), and joining the military against his own will, so as not to go to jail nor have to 
leave his country. Heh. Life's a bitch, and then you die. He was willing to swear the fighting man's 
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oath and couldn't conscientously object at that time. In this era, he'd do it in a heart beat, as war is 
the rich man's game, and soldiers are used as pawns to kill soldiers/civilians in other countries for 
the benefit of big oil and the arms industries. The wrong people are dying. Anyhow, mom and Jim 
were always more loving than the Dukes in the family. Two later supporters of the same ilk as Jim, 
are Christine and Danielle, John's two older daughters. Both have received gifts of jewelry and art, 
and both have returned to help support their dad with many purchases of his art. Suffice it to say 
that the career interests John showed on state tests as a sophomore in high school at age 15, for art 
and music with science as a runner-up, were truthful and serious interests that could not be ignored 
forever. That's what those tests were all about. Despite his diversion into the sciences first by his 
parents (effectively forcing him to do things out of order), he rebounded big, in the arts and became 
his own man, starting at age 35. At the time of this writing John is 73 years old, and while fulfilled 
and spiritually at peace with God, still enjoys his freedom to create, explore, or simply repeat use of 
his self-developed skills in the arts and sciences. And he's also a pretty good spouse and father and 
grandfather, according to his wife, Donna. So, let's get back to his life after that trip south to record 
with Donna, be with Lori, intermittently, with visits with his daughters. 
Lori Leaves with No Advanced Notice
Within 3 months of their return from the south land, Lori dropped the bomb of her leaving the 
relationship. She had another relationship well developed at that point with a man much younger  
and more handsome than John, and he had a real job. She probably also talked it over with her 
girlfriends as one of them previously hassled John about his sexual interests, while two others each 
made private passes at John at his residence that he ignored without malice, as he was not in the 
meat market mood yet. Like his alcoholism and wife #2, who could always pull that card out of the 
bag and slam John with it, to move him out of the house after she fleeced him for his remaining 
loose moneys; Lori could have used John's sexual interests as fodder to feed her girlfriends as a 
reason for her departure. John told Lori that she would probably drink over this action as she 
wouldn't allow any counseling for the couple to deal with "whatever marital issues" had led to this 
action. She ignored his warning, but agreed to help John with the house payment as his income was 
not regular. She left him with his house, that he had spent his life savings on before a note was 
signed to finish it off for a $50-some odd K 1st trust deed; and she left him the 2nd mortgage of 
$15K that she encumbered the house with before leaving, plus $3K of credit card debt  (their limit 
maxed out). She had agreed to pay off the 2nd TD as it was taken out to buy the New Yorker and 
the credit card as she's the one who ran it up, but never performed on either of these promises. John 
was emotionally shaky and too jittery to do any work; so he went to his doctor, Dr. Jay Patel, for 
help, and he prescribed .25 mg of Xanax up to 3 pills/day for 30 days. John was able to stabilize 
himself on 2 pills/day and didn't need any after 30 days so he stopped taking them and kept the 
remaining supply in case he needed them later. He noticed that he may have been detoxing after 
only 1 month on this prescription, so he called and asked his nurse friend if that seemed possible. 
She replied in a tone that suggested that he may have broken his sobriety with this medicine. John 
didn't like her attitude as he took it under doctors orders and Dr Patel knew that John was a 
recovering alcoholic and wouldn't support any addiction to this medicine. Besides, John only took 
what he felt was needed, which was less than that prescribed by Dr Patel. His nurse friend was then, 
no longer a friend. Besides she may have been the cause of her Dr. Witt earlier sending John home 
to die, as she could have confidentially betrayed John as a man of unstable emotions who only 
needed to chill, and couldn't really tell if he was suffering from angina, as he was not a heart 
specialist, and only had a symptom. Thank God the Medford heart doctor encouraged John to come 
over to the center right away, possibly saving his life. After the first week Christine came up to 
console her father regarding Lori's abrupt  departure, and help him rid the house of leftover Lori 
stuff. They filled 7 trash bags  worth of perfectly good clothing that Lori left and took them to a 
church thrift shop as a donation. John asked to have the divorce settlement done by a legal aid as 
uncontested and sought the accomplishment of the paper work needed to restore the house into his 
name alone and to deal with the other settlement issues. She obliged and signed off the house and 
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Elmo called and expressed his interest in the medieval parade and John was able to work on it fine.
 He kept his nose to the grind stone to build up his money reserves and after about 3 months
completed the parade and, with Elmo's approval, threw a party for his friends to unveil his work.
John's party for his friends and the Williams to see Elmo's parade strung out 16.5' in his studio for 
the first time complete. Maybe 10-15 of John's friends showed up for snacks and sodas to see his
finished product. The lady across the street crashed the party with her young son and met John. 
Elmo and Lorraine liked the parade and so the relationship was developing beautifully. Elmo was
born in Oklahoma like John's  mother, who was 1911. Elmo was born in 1913.  Soon after John's
party Elmo paid his bill and took delivery of the procession panels. Then he set up the real party . 
Noted friends of Elmo and the press were there and drinks and Hors d'oeuvres were served. And
the Pilot wrote a very nice article in their newspaper soon after that (see next page). 
The Lady Across the Street - Magazine Job

John followed up with the lady across the
street and they dated and started a 
relationship for awhile. But after a few 
months John didn't like how she behaved 
with her children and with him and called 
off the relatiionship. But he did paint their 
pictures while he was her boyfriend at left.
And she did tell John about a job for an Art 
Director of a magazine and John followed 

up and got the job at Backwoods Home magazine in Gold Beach.
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made the commitment to pay off the 2nd TD and the credit card in writing in the agreement 
(but failed to perform). She did help John for a few months with his house payment.

Elmo Williams Rescues John with Work



The press made a
big deal out of it. Elmo 
invited his friends to 
allow them to get to 
know the artist. who 
was the guest of honor 
He had the mural set 
up on supports and 
perfectly aligned to  
blend the 3 panels 
together for guests in 
his living room to see 
it up close. The article 
is shown at left. The 
dividing line between 
panels shows up at left 
in front of the crown 
bearing clerical 
official. Elmo is shown 
as a foot soldier as he 
was a humble man who 
treated everyone with 
respect. Jim Blunt is 
the soldier to his left. 
John couldn't think of a 
better guard to escort 
Elmo in his parade.  
Elmo posed Dean to 
act like he was painting 
to take a picture which 
he provided to the Pilot 
below right. 8 of his 
buddies posed 20 
minutes each on 
different days so he 
could paint their faces
 in on that panel 
segment shown lower
 left. That made 10 
faces accounted for in 
the parade just in the 
news article. They 
became friends and 
over the next 17 years 
Elmo lovingly met 
with John and some 
friends and relatives 
when it wasn't an 
imposition. John 
thought of Elmo as the

  dad he never had, and being a spiritual man John even believed that if God the Father had a 
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  Elmos party to Unveil his Parade to his Friends 



personality like Elmo, that would be just fine with him. He was so smooth and calm and witty and 
he was an avid story teller with a twinkle in his eye. John was lucky to get many many hours with 
Elmo over the years before he died, with many trips to Gold Beach to have lunch with  other 
friends. At 99 Elmo was still driving. He took John to Gold Beach for a nice dinner, had a martini 
and some wine with a fine meal and drove John back to Brookings perfectly, and John wasn't 
worried. His mind was as sharp as a tack for as long as John knew him (and that was within his last 
6 months of life).  Lorraine was a love too and quite the artist, herself. John worked on her portrait 
until Elmo was happy, after she died, and they made several visits to the chapel he built for all to 
relax in peace in Azalea Park in Brookings.   

Below are some other portraits of friends. 

 Doug and Donna Rybeck,

      Brian Scott  1999                 friend Mark
Then John did a small oil, 2002, for Lee Laird in the trio 
John and Donna and Lee (at left). He was 
very much like John only he was a 
drummer. They were buds. Little Gavin 
Rubin at right was painted for Todd Rubin, 
his daddy and the owner of Art Center 
Gallery in the Westminster Mall in 2004 as 
a gift. Todd sold lots of John Dean art 
between 2001 and 2007, including the 
original of  "Dog Beach"  

  Paul and Sharon Gagon, good friends of Donna, wanted a painting of Paul's folks together but 
only had separate photos so John painted them together below, 11X14" canvas in 2004 as a 
gift to Paul,who fixed his National guitar amp. John also painted Paul and Sharon at right, in the 
same format as Paul's folks, in 2006. Paul's the BBE engineer/vice president that helped Donna 
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build her studio in preparation for the big 1998-99 recording sessions of the JJ&D trio and he 
stocked it with sonic maximizers and other toys for Donna to hone her skills as a recording 
engineer. Donna did take college classes in this field at the local college. Paul's fix for John's 
National amp involved an upgrade to beef up the power circuit and keep  it from burning out the 
power supply resistors like it did. John bought his technician's, (Memo's) 10 year old Honda CRX 
for $3 large and sold it 15 years later for $2.2 large. It was a great little get-about, and more 
economical than what John achieved, by pumping up the tires to their maximum air pressure, 
which John did for the buyer, who got the 42/50 mpg city/freeway originally spec'd for that car.  
John had been getting 34-40 mpg for 15 years on under inflated tires. Below left are

Michael and Paulette Cowan, John's best 
tenants ever (more than 10 years and a good 
Christian family (with 5 grown daughters, small 
oil/canvas.  John also did an oil of daughter 
Monique, with a girlfriend that died tragically  
many years ago, as a memorial.

Elmer n Edna Williams
Below are old Dean family friends:  Elmer and 
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Edna Williams. Don knew Elmer before he 
married Evelyn. Both outlived the Deans. 
Elmer taught John the 'ol fish handshake where  
he'd wiggle  John's fingers and make him smile 
as a boy. They were good friends of the folks 
and even attended Marcia Morales' wedding in 
Mexico City  with them. They provided their 
beach bungalow on Balboa Island to John and 
Marlene for their honeymoon in 1967. Out of
                   love and respect for them, John did their "babe"                                                                              Elmer                               Edna
portraits in '05, for Cheryl and Neil, their adult children. Small oils 2005. Elmer called John, DJ
after a 50s  TV show "Time for Beanie"  (DJ=dishonest John),  just to raz  him when he was a
boy. But he always had a smile and it made John smile back.
John Advises Donna to Seek Marriage Counseling    John understood the principal 
complaints of Donna in the marriage but was hesitant about endorsing a separation or divorce. 
He didn't see Mr Cooley's flaws as necessarily fatal to the relationship. He may have been the 
last "brother counselor" to yield to her decision to divorce her husband. Finally on Friday, 
July 23, 1999, she called John and announced her decision to divorce her husband. Counseling 
only strengthened her sense of differences with her husband. She asked if that would affect their 
relationship. Would she still be welcomed at John's house if she wanted to visit, or needed a place 
to stay. John said "yes". But John did not have romantic notions for Donna, despite her nice full 
figure. She was a prudent church lady with a bunch of kids, and she lived in Southern California, 
the place John left for the rural life in the Pacific Northwest. John had his castle, many friends, 
his own band with rehearsal space in his house, and a great fellowship with maybe a hundred 
recovering alcoholics, and he was now a very noted artist in town, plus the Art Director for an 
international magazine. 
John Argues with God for 2 days and is Forced to Give in
That weekend John had what seemed like nightmares. He got very little sleep and was hammered 
by a spirit telling him that Donna was the mate for him. He argued back in his dream that Leslie



had been the mate for him. But no, the spirit wouldn't relent and kept pushing Donna at him. He 
didn't want to marry a lady with 6 kids. He didn't want to be a step dad. He had been there before 
and discovered that the kid is worth more to the mother than a husband, and can be used as 
leverage to make the husband's life, his life, miserable. He had lost his first house to a spouse who 
denied him sex, effectively forcing him to leave. She then wanted that Pt. Loma house, which was 
not  suited to her and the 3 kids as the bigger house in University City, with a bedroom for 
Christine and a big back yard, perfect for kids. She had hammered John to stay in University City 
just 7-8 months before. The Point Loma house was perfect for John who wanted to be closer to 
work. John believes that she took the Pt. Loma house and the rental out of spite. But she could 
live on the income from the temporary order indefinitely so she was in command of the 
settlement in that marriage. In the second marriage the wife was a sex fiend. That was not the 
issue. It was the kid who made John feel emasculated in his own house. He was driven out by the 
step-kid from hell and simply considered "the alcoholic" by his mother. She could never have 
owned a house in Pt. Loma herself without driving John out after he qualified for the house and 
bought it in the first place. John had been hosed big time in the first two marriages. This marriage 
with Donna looked even worse. The only thing different was that John was sober. The spirit was 
non-stop and John started feeling real weak a second night. He realized that the stress he was 
having could kill him. He had to give in. But how could he propose to this wonderful lady who 
was a trusted friend but had lots of kids and lived in the concrete jungle. He fell asleep in fatigue 
and woke up  early Monday morning to consider it again. He did love Donna as a good human 
being, a friend, a sister, a partner in music. He came up with a way to do it in earnest.
Miracle Monday
At about 10 AM, Monday, July 26th, 1999, he called Donna and told her of his love for her, and 
said he'd "like to celebrate the rest of his life with her". And she paused briefly and said, "I feel
the same". And John returned,"then it is done:" Donna had been moved by a spirit all weekend, 
also, to see John Dean in her mind's eye. Maybe it was the two deceased mothers who worked the 
deal in heaven and got powerful support to move the couple in the desired direction. John even 
thought about it in terms of bible solutions. When a brother dies,  one takes his wife in marriage as 
the protectorate brother and  new husband. Brother Jim was Donna's first love, and he had his 
priorities which  put acting above marriage with Donna. He "died" with Donna, marriage wise, but 
John could make it right. Joe's first love, Beth Hodges, was like a sister to John, and John loved 
her also.
Making the Transition
Donna just needed to take the footsteps. She first consulted with her two adult children: Spencer 
and Aaron. They knew that their parents were acting "married" for the children, and that there 
was no real love in the relationship. John Cooley needed time to recover, so Donna didn't kick him 
out as such. In time he bought himself a condominium nearby and there he could entertain his 
children. Jacob and Shaun who had effectively despised their dad, started feeling sorry for him and 
embraced him slowly as their dad again. John Cooley could now have a relationship with his kids 
totally out from the shadow of the matriarch (Donna), who may have decided everything for the 
family. And Donna had peace in her heart not to be stuck anymore in an uncomfortable 
relationship with the father of her children. Having the love and commitment of John Dean 
waiting in the wings, was the force she needed to keep a steady course on her goals. John Dean 
abided by Donna's "purity" terms before their marriage. They decided that it was best for the 
remaining children in her house not to be dislocated with the new marriage, so John would move 
from his castle to Donna's boarding house. John realized that God loves all His kids and that he 
needed to embrace Southern California with that in mind, and ignore the concrete and crowding, 
and traffic jams, and road rage. John was well trained by God to select "loving" solutions and not 
ones that seemed more comfortable. He submitted to be with the Cooley children with love in his 
heart and his own sense of purpose and his own spiritual knowledge, gained by lots of years in the 
embrace of God, Who made the phone ring so he had work. He wasn't a religious man anymore 
but he had faith and remained in conscious contact with the loving God of his understanding. 
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Donna was a courageous lady to take in an unknown artist and rely on her own talents to make a 
living for herself and her children. She would bypass lifetime spousal support from Mr. Cooley to 
take in the artist brother as a new mate. John figured he could travel back to Oregon every other 
month to support the Backwoods Home magazine and rent out his house there to continue some 
income from Oregon if his job dried up. Back to his art. While in Oregon, he painted some self 
portraits and did portraits of family during his marriage with Lori.
Self Portraits-Oregon

Upper left-right 11X14 masonite 
oil 1991 (before Betty Edwards), 
~12X12" double mirror portrait 
scrufty boy 1995, fantasy triple   

artist; John, Kathleen, Lori 14X18"oil '96  Sad str Artist10X12 artist 12X16" oil/masonite 1996. 

Self Portraits-California 
One can see by the subject matter here and on the next page that John was more light-hearted to 
be with Donna. He did the trio painting first, then the Balloon Faces. 

Jim, John, & Donna 2003 14X18" oil canvas 2003 Grandpa balloon faces 11X14" 2005
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  Silly Jester 11X14 oil/canvas 2005      Washington State Stonehenge 16X20" oil/canvas brd 2014

He photographed himself in the mirror in the bathroom for the reference work on the balloon faces; 
then he painted  the Silly Clown before he actually designed and sewed a jester costume for Elmo's 
100th Birthday costume party in Brookings. Finally John 
across the Columbia River from Stephanie's  house  
visited Stonehenge, in Washington  in 2014.
Family Paintings
Over the years John has painted lots of family members. 
The old family portrait in front of the fireplace in Arcadia 
was the first. Jim with the Golden Helmet followed, again 
before John became a professional artist. Now the balance 
of family paintings is shown starting with his brothers. 
Here's Don (left) and Joe (right) in small WCs 1998 & 1996.

    Jim above sketch Jim above oil med
        WC 1992     sz pallette knife 2009

Bearded Jim exceptional (lucky day)
sm WC with punch 1995 Brookings

 WC portrait   award for 2018
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Winner of the Best John Dean
sm



Rose and Joe 12X12" oil
canvas wrap June 2017
Joe n Roses wedding gift 

In 2008 Jim finally made it to Broadway, New York,
Times Square, the top of the heap in stage acting 
venues. John and Danielle and Kathleen couldn't 
resist and followed him there to see him in "White Christmas" as the general, a lead role in the
story line. The producers put him up in a nice apartment for the run of the show. John stayed for
several days with Jim and went to the Metropolitan Museum in Central Park with him and saw
the show at the Marquis Theater in Times Square. He then composed the  painting on the next
page to commemorate

      the event.

The TBA Awards were      
created to honor 

outstanding achievement 
in professionally 

oriented theatre through 
a peer-based, Bay Area-

wide adjudication 
process. 

 First Recipient CHARLES DEAN  2014
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My brother's name in the 
arts will live on past his 
life as others receive this 
award of career excellence

I am honored.

Jim small pottery hiding place jar~'95



Jim on Broadway in Times Square New York 12X12" oil gallery wrap canvas 2008
    Jim's the guy in the brown suit and hat in the crosswalk walking at you.

Spouses Lori had a tough life. She was a good person with various
demons she had to deal with to the best of her ability; and life screwed her 
over in many regards. John was his best husband at the time of their  
marriage and kept quiet when she provoked him and was faithful to her 
despite several real temptations. She did not take John for a house as did  
the previous two wives, and John forgave her for her lies, her hoarding of 
money, her unpaid debts to him and her philandering, all in consideration of 
what other spouses and  her father did to her, and the inner demons that 
lured her to the evil side. She sought to become friends again, but was truly 
delighted to be simply forgiven. She passed away in 2017 and Kathleen, 
who secretly kept up her relationship with Lori, was understandably upset.  
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John spent a long time building an oval frame and making a 
custom 18X 24"  oval canvas for this oil painting of 
Lori 12 Feathers
Lori had Native American blood in her heritage and her dad 
was a Navy Seal which shows great bravery. John was 
trying to honor that and kept Lori 
without makeup and shows light 
around her head as a sign of spirit 
strength. But she did not like this 
painting and John could not 
destroy it. John sees the inward 
beauty of the person without 
makeup and fancy hair as more 
important than the outward 
appearance, and he lives by this 
tenant so as not to artificially 
impress people with looks.                      WC of Lori 

Donna      (and her folks)

Donna 14X18 oil 2003  Betty & Norm Adamson 8x10 
oils '05    
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Since John married Donna, he has continued to respect her as "graduate mother" of 6, teacher,
musician, singer extraordinaire, & loving and kind person, A more formal portrait was done early in 
the marriage in 2000. It captures Donna with her mixing console as an engineer of sound. For this 
publication John stopped and did a portrait of their wedding day photo on the next page.

Donna audio engineer 18X24" oil/canvas 2000
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"The Celebration Begins" below  12X12 oil/gal wrap canvas'18

The desire to paint this image in January 2018 is testimony  to John's 
happy marriage with the right lady, Donna, and the best self portrait to 
date. The oil at right is testimony to Donna's singing, playing, audio 
engineering, and production  talents, not to mention graduate mother of 
6, Grandmother to 14, award winning educator, trusted servant of her 
church, professional photographer/artist,  trusted 
friend, with facebook friends and followers. 

Donna has a special gift of loving and giving of herself in all her human interactions. She easily
loves all of God's kids whether she approves of what they do or not. Donna is pro-actively loving 
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               Donna:
singer

musician
      audio engineer
         CD producer
11X14" oil/masonite
             1998



and does not react to life as much as she acts lovingly in life. She has incredible patience with little 
children who make noise a lot of the time, too often for John. So Donna hangs in there to impart a
lesson to the children while being unfazed with the way children are. She does the same with adults, 
while John needs more quiet time away from human contact with the serenity of his art and games.
John feels blessed in his relationship with his sweetheart, (who he treats with praise, money, 
cooking, dinner out, piggy rubs, honey-dos, chocolates, flowers and the laundry on occasion). God 
did what He had to do to move John and Donna toward this marriage, and its success shows God's 
All Knowing nature (or is it the two mother-in-laws in heaven?).

Here's  Evelyn McCann (babe picture) at left and  Evelyn and Don Dean with Christine as an infant.
Children: Cooleys            Spencer Cooley                Aaron Cooley Shaun Cooley

 John Cooley Dad      All 8X10" oil/canvas 1999 gifts 

Steph
Jacob         Jer Jacob  
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Spencer n fam 20X30' oil canvas 2005    upper rt Aaron n Becky
sm oil canvas 2003

Stephanie n Leilani  sm oil 2004
   John's self imposed             
  limitations on drawing

      nude models

    Aaron n Becky sm oil 2005

John re-issue of Rockwell's "Freedoms"
John's Fifth Freedom      (digital art)
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OK kids, where's
  Stephanie in 
Boyce Blazing ?

Boyce Blazing Stephanie fiming sm oil 2005



John's Children and Painting Gifts to Them

Christine WC 1991
(Van Gogh's Bar Tab

      not shown here)

  Dartmouth 1994 oil
       18X24"/canvas gift
           to Christine.

Chris Clowning 1995 oil/masonite
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 Australian bubble painting is not accurate
in capturing pretty young ladies, 

I'll admit.
Find the eyes in the People Eater

    Graumans Chinese
          People Eater
sm oil/canvas '07 gift

        Christine Bubble
painting 1995 oil/masonite

Chris as a rose 1998
   8X10" oil/cabvas

Proof of Sun in Hanover N.H. 12X16"oil/masonite 1995



Whoopy Danielle  oil '90     Danielle sm WC '91

Rub-adub-dub    above'95 oil

Dave n Danielle in costume with 
AC/DC as 80s Rockers  sm oil '06

family scratch fudge cake 30th          D nD   in   Potato Family 
DnD in Dory Fishing Fleet
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So what is Danielle hiding top left behind her back?



Kath n friend oil '96
Kath n Phoenix in

Kath sm WC 1991     Van Gogh scene oil-
2005

far right Mona Catalina 

             Kathleen model  oil 1998

Magazine cover with Robert the Viking oil  

Kath V.G. Bonnet oil ~1999          bacon humor below 

- Robert as Van Gogh
sm oil 1999

brontosuarus love- 
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So what well known magazine put a Viking on it's cover that looked like Robert and when?



            Robert n Kath in Potato Family 

 nickname of coweyes, so John imagined the 
  rest. Before dinosaur extinction most dinosaurs 

Cowasaureses sm oil/canvas 2001                         had cow features, especially their heads. Science 
just hasn't found the first fossils of these plentiful species yet. But Kathleen has the pictorial 
reference work for these animals for when their fossil remains are discovered. Below: all sm oils
 Grandkids:  l-r Nathaniel     & Leilani Cooley,             Emily Allison,             Phoenix Fisher

Below l-r Bridget & Eli  Cooley     Matt Allison Cole Fisher Laura Black

   Dean Allison

Charlotte Cooley Edmund Black  Edmund Black 

Kathleen, with her big bright eyes had a web

244



    Ben Cooley sm oil '18         Westley Black sm oil '18
All of the above are small oil/canvases. John later did 
wood portraits of Cole, Westley, Charlotte, and Ben,
as the oil portraits of Dean, Ben, and Westley are recent
works (2018) Another recent painting is that of Matt 
Allison at age 12, quite the young man at right. Matt 
Allison got this painting on his 12th birthday, painted             Matt Allison (grandson & friend) 
the day before in Jan. 2018. Matt came up with the moniker of Papa for Grandpa John when he was 1 
year old. It was his second or third word, and John is blessed and honored to use it, despite the fact that he 
doesn't make pizza like the famous Papa John. He's also probably going to do more wood portraits of his 
grand kids along with his continuing series of famous people. But it's much easier to paint pictures than 
precisely cut wood pieces to fit like a puzzle and make an accurate picture with them. Matt played with 
Papa every time Papa visited , but Emily was still sort of shy. Then one day Mattie made a flying leap 
toward Papa, and Papa caught him without any advanced warning. So he did it again, and again. This got 
Emily charged up so she did a flying leap to Papa too and, the ice was broken. At about 5 to 6 years old she 
asked for a play date with Papa. In the middle of an art lesson she started laughing spontaneously for no 
particular reason, she was just happy. In seconds Papa started laughing too and both of them just laughed 
for a minute or so, and in the process verified their friendship. Just being together was fun, not  so much 
the particular activity. At about 10 she decided that it was ok to sleep over at Papa and Grandma Donna's 
house. Papa showed  her the basics of sewing and she returned again for better instruction from Grandma 
and they did a project together. Papa made her a satin pillow cover one Christmas. In this last year Matt 
wanted a play date and brought over a game he likes and he and Papa laughed together also a lot that day, 
and Papa enjoys Matt more nowadays just for that. 
Backwoods Home Magazine Work
Backwoods Home magazine is a family owned business that features articles about self sufficiency in life 
and especially in rural or remote settings. Projects reported on usually have a home spun character, 
with lots of ingenuity. John worked there part time for about a year and 
a half in 1999 and 2000. He moved to Southern California and the 

inclusion of original art for the magazine didn't 
seem to boost sales as hoped, so the owner, Dave 
Duffy had to let John go. John received half the 
pay of a full time employee working at $16/hour, 
and John gave the work that was paid for in more 
cover art than what was used during the time of 
his employment, plus a fair amount of original art 
for the owner, and illustrations for every issue, for 
which  John has no record; plus an article or two  
as he recalls. He did portraits of Dave and his 
daughter, & he painted the Mary D Hume, and    Annie sm oil '99              Dave Duffy sm oil '99
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 the entire coast of Gold Beach, plus a customized original oil of a print reference Dave had of a 
Yosemite type scene. The 
print reference for the 
Yosemite type scene is 
below with the work he
did for Dave's home below
that. Dave wanted a cougar 
added to the scene. John 
painted a cougar on the big 
rock nested between the big
trees on the left of that 
scene (at bottom). Dave's 
wife, Ilene, known as Lenie,
was the business manager 
for the magazine. The eldest 
child, Annie, was being 
groomed to take over, while 
3 sons were still pretty 

  Mary D Hume ~22X28" oil 1999                                           young. John Silveira was a long
 time associate of Dave's and a 
good friend who was the senior 
editor. A lot of the rest of the 
staff involved  processing/shipping
the magazine and the anthologies. 
Dave threw a party in Gold Beach 
for the office and hired John and 
his band to play. Maybe his guys 
drank a few beers, John's not sure, 
but Dave seemed a bit defensive 
when he laid John off for lack of 

new business. But John was grateful to have had the experience.
   print reference above Yosemite scene with Cougar  lg oil canvas 1999 below             
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John got a message to Dave 
and they talked and caught 
up a bit and John asked for 
a  picture of the Gold 
Beach painting and here it 
is, sort of like the aerial 
portrait of Brookings only 
larger (but not quite so 
complex) as Gold Beach is 
a smaller town than 
Brooking. John's other 
cover art scenes are  below.
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Dad Dies -Mix Whispers
On October 11th, 1999 at the age of 85 John's dad passed away at Arcadia Methodist Hospital with 
brother Joe by his side. His brain had shrunk to a walnut size and he didn't know anybody. Joe and 
the brothers handled the arrangements for the burial service. John drove down and stayed at 
Donna's, but on the way the Geo Metro died on I-5 at the 710 exit, forcing John to veer across 3 
lanes to the side of the 710 S immediately. The curb forced him to leave about 1 ft of his car in the 
right lane at that turn. Traffic buzzed by closely. He quickly got out on the right and scrambled up 
the embankment, climbed a chain link fence and hiked for a pay phone. Donna and the highway 
patrol came to the rescue. John was lucky to be alive. He went back to the embankment and waited 
for help. They went to the burial service, mixed the Whispers album, and then John returned to 
Oregon. Elmer and Edna were his dad's only fiends still alive to be at his grave site.
CHAPTER 7 NEW LIFE IN SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA
Donna's divorce was proceeding uncontested and due to be final on 3 March, 2000. Her ex got most 
of the investments, but she got the house and it was paid off. She got child support for Jeremy and 
Jacob that was generous. John came into some money with the death of his father from the trust 
company that handled his fathers assets. John and Donna decided to get married on the day of her 
final divorce from Mr. Cooley, at the Santa Ana courthouse, as John was not a Mormon. John was 
living off of the residual from his art sales to Elmo Williams (for Elmo's parade) and his sales to 
Brian Scott plus his job as the Art Director for Backwoods Home magazine. John's band decided to

put on the new years eve dance at the 
VFW hall across from the high school 
and Donna wanted to come and stay
with John and sing at the gig. It 
brought in the new millennium. 
Donna also came up for Valentine's
Day and that would tide the couple 
over for the remaining couple of 
weeks. Then John came back down 
3 days before his wedding and slept 
in the studio in the garage on an air 
mattress. He probably moved down
a bit more clothing as he was
moving in. She had told her 
children of their plans after Shaun
figured it out just after the start of 
the new millennium. John kept the
house furnished in Oregon for trips 
up to work with the magazine every 

other month. They honeymooned for a week or so there at John's house and a friends bungalow at 
Whale's Head up the coast from Brookings. Donna had recorded a movie of John's tour of "Club
 Dean" showing off the house to Spencer, as he had offered the "deluxe cabin" as a honeymoon 
site for Spencer and Bridget, who were getting married 3 weeks after mom and John in Garden 
Grove. And that's what Spencer and Bridget did after seeing the movie. Back home Donna's kids
 were all good people, intelligent, friendly, and well behaved. Only Jacob, Donna's youngest, was
 still a bit young and had a tendency to melt down when things didn't go his way. But Shaun, 
Stephanie, Jeremy, and Jacob were still at home, and would be part of John's ready made family 
to respect and love with his marriage to their mother, and their living in the same house. And it
worked.  John makes money for the Dean Brothers After Joe had spend earnest money 
of the brothers' inheritance toward fixing up the Dean house for sale per his real estate lady's 
suggestion, she wanted to list it for $475K. Proceeds would , then, be approximately $450K for 
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a full price offer after and a typical sales commission. Before he did that. John and Donna went 
out one day to the house and toured properties on the block. Many huge mansions were built on 
Wistaria to take advantage of the 1/2 acre size lots, and John noticed signs at building sites offering 
to buy one's property for development. John called the number and got a meeting at the property. He 
was very straight forward with the man, and said how would the man like to buy this property from 
its owners, the 4 Dean brothers, for a half a million dollars. He mentioned that his partner, Jim 
Keyes, would probably have to see it. And John asked if Jim lived on Longden Ave. as a boy. The 
man replied in the affirmative. And John mentioned,  "Jim and I played little league baseball on the 
same team when we were kids and even went to the same Catholic school". His grandmother lived 2 
doors down the street with a couple of Jim's spinster aunts who cared for their mother. He said, 
Yeah! we'll buy your house for $500K and there will be a quick escrow and no commissions paid. 
They shook hands and thus it was. The brothers earned an additional $12.5K each for John and 
Donna's efforts that day and were happy with the news. Joe felt like the real estate lady should get 
something for her trouble, but John objected to using inheritance moneys for that, as she was going 
to cost the brothers a minimum of that extra $50K in proceeds, not to mention the unnecessary 
improvements she had asked for and gotten for about $10K. So John's hunch paid off, and all went 
well. The market was crazy enough to warrant the increase attempt. The house closed sale in about 
October, 2000 for $500K and after expenses each brother received his quarter share (minus the 
commission for the management company that had the house in dad's investment portfolio). This 
would have had to be paid for any kind of sale. The company had taken in the house at a value of 
300K so John thought that there should be a tax impact for the brothers on each man's part and paid 
what he calculated to be his share on his own personal income tax that year. He asked and no other 
brother had paid any tax on their share. John may have made a mistake, since no brother ever 
mentioned any follow up on their taxes.
Art Production at Donna's -Seal Beach- Art Images  Gallery
John kept up his work for the magazine while at Donna's and reported his time in emails, sending 
pictures of his work as photo files for Dave's review and critique. In his free time he could start 
checking out the Art galleries in southern California to see what was selling. He started in Seal 
Beach. After reviewing the 2-3 galleries, he decided he would try and work into the Art Images 
Gallery on Main Street in Seal Beach. The whole street had that 50s feeling in the architecture, 
quaint and arty. He loved it. It was more diverse than Brookings, just looking at the stores up and 
down the street. Art Images was less than a block from the Ocean and the Seal Beach Pier that 
extended into the water directly in line with Main Street. The store was changing ownership, and 
Bill Kiefer, the new owner, was open to the idea of John's art in the gallery after John showed him 
pictures of his art. John asked what subjects from the locale would interest him. He mentioned a

 sunset view over the water of the 
end of the pier, the ice cream shop 
at the corner across from the pier, 
and John thought that he might 
make sales of business  fronts up 
and down the street. So in his spare 
time he laid out and worked on the 
pier scene, the ice cream shop, and 
numerous face fronts up and down 
the street (which was  4 blocks 
long).

 Seal Beach P O sm oil 2000 sold AI Bay Hardware sm oil '00
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Main Street Ice Cream Shop 18X24" oil/vanvas 2000 sold at AI

CA Shell Shop sm oil 2001 sold AI Gramma's  sm oil  2002 
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        Seal Beach Pier Sunset 20 X 30" oil/canvas 2000 sold AI=Art Images

   Art Images Gallery Seal Beach 12X24" oil canvas 2002 sold AI
This was home for quite a few of John's originals and print sales in Seal Beach. Bill Kiefer and 
John forged a good friendship over the ~15 years that he owned the Gallery before he retired.JCD 
pieces were too high priced for the new owner's tastes. Her range stifles decent artist income.
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Old La Haina sm oil '03
Some subjects were repeated after they sold quickly or 
others wanted to commission the same subject. John 
did Taco Surf 4 times and Walt's Wharf 4 times .

Walt's Wharf #3 oil canvas (priv. commish) 
18X24" 2003 for Millie plus 7 photo prints

     Kite Shop ~10X15" oil canvas owner sale
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O'Malleys 12X16" oil/canvas 2003 sold



Taco Surf 2 commish out of AI sold ~11X14 2003   Walt's Wharf #1   ~11X14"oil/canvas sold AI 

Taco Surf #3  ~12X16" oil canvas 2003 sale AI
Walt's Wharf #2 ~11X14" oil canvas sold AI '03     

California Shell Shop#2  ~11X14"" oil  sold AI
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This Walt's has more punch
than the others as John did 
some night photography to 
capture the balance in the 
lights around and on the 
restaurant and then 
achieved the subtle 
differences in light on the 
whole scene. It pops.
Another popper is Cruisin"
below. John loves Ruth 
Mayers work in Laguna
and has practiced doing her 
style of water below where
a cherry'57 Chevy, with his 
buddy, Peter Johnson, 
driving his sweetie toward 
the pier in Avalon Harbor,

    Walt's Wharf #4 12X16" oil/canvas 2004 consigned sale AI              known as the pleasure pier. 
A fantasy for us old guys. 

Cruisin' the Pleasure Pier 14X18" oil/canvas 2005 (ala Ruth Mayer water)
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Monet on his bridge in his Japanese 
Garden on his estate 12X16" oil
August 2002

Fantasy Desert Composition 20X24" 
oil/canvas Aug 2004
sold AI consignment

   Fantasy Piano Bar 14X18" oil  '05 sold AI     Fantasy Vineyard 18X24" oil/canvas '03 sold AI

257



 Huntington Beach Pierside Gallery    In Huntington Beach John found the Pierside 
Gallery directly across from the Huntington Beach pier. It was a great gallery with lots of quality 
paintings and prints. John asked the owner, Joe Rubin, what scenes would please him and then 

Huntington Beach 18X24" oil/canvas 2000.  
painted a good one (above).    John consigned it to the Pierside.Joe got John into print real quick 
with a short paper run of this first painting of surf city USA. Then John started bigger Paintings 
to hopefully get into giclee/canvas prints for bread and butter income.Joe helped John get 
connected at Harvest printers in Yorba Linda and into his brother's Gallery in the Westminster 
Mall and into the Coast Gallery of his ex-partner in Laguna. The next painting was "Laguna 
Day" a view of main beach Laguna from the Gazebo on the first knoll north of the beach. This 
30X40" painting went into 30X40 giclee canvas prints immediately. It may be the most accurate 
painting of this scene ever. The detail below shows a closer view of the center of town from the 
painting to demonstrate the level of detail throughout on the big picture (next page). This 
painting is Laguna Day 30X40 oil/canvas.
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John and Donna were on the road to the Wrigley estate when John wanted to stop here for this 
view of Avalon Harbor, which he photographed with dozens of close-ups of the town as well 
to assemble a detailed painting of the delightful vacation spot.
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Detail throughout the Catalina Day painting is exhibited by "store fronts to the end of the pier," 

 or even a closer look at a chunk out of the center of town below. 
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 This segment is ~ 12% of the entire image of the print on the previous page and is shown here at
  about half the full length and width of the same image segment on the original 30X40 painting.



John went to Balboa and took the ferry to the island and looked back at the mainland for this view. 
On the left is his painting and to the right is a closer look for more detail. 
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The above picture is a section of the picture on the previous page to demonstrate again the level of 
detail throughout the the picture. There may be no other fine art painting of this scene with the same 
view that has as much detail as John puts in. Thirty-seven 21X42" giclee/canvas signed and numbered 
prints have been sold at this printing out of 250 available on John's limited edition for this image at 
this size. Contact John or descendants in his estate if you are interested in this print or any others from 
original works scanned by him or his descendants. Inquiry as to work name, size print, availability, 
run size etc. John or a descendant will sign and number an available print for you as needed.
Dog Beach is the Biggest Seller of all John's Career to date
After the tremendous response to the first three works, John wanted to do a nice Huntington Beach 
painting suitable for giclee reproduction. Joe Rubin mentioned that he had a beach scene image with a 
life guard tower prominently shown that sold real well. John cruised both sides of the pier and looked 
for inspiration. He discovered that life guard station #20 was right at the entry to Dog Beach on the 
Northwest side of the pier, where the cliffs start. He really liked the view. It was the entire expanse of 
Huntington Beach from the water to Pacific Coast Highway, PCH, that showed the whole beach and 
pier with a lifeguard tower in the foreground and the palm tree lined path and houses to the southeast 
across PCH, with crossing pathways and gardens, a bike rack and a lawn. John brought a ladder with 
him to observe the view from heights near his height standing. He liked the view from about 10 feet 
above  the grass and snapped a picture of the whole scene. Then he put on a telephoto lens and 
captured all the detail he thought he'd need to do a nice detailed painting of the same  overall view 
with distant objects more clearly identified. He also photographed people walking on the path or 
riding a bicycle or skating or surfing to add to the scene. That full view with the nearby addition of a 
life guard tower and people passing and going onto the beach would typify So Cal Surf City U.S.A. 
He simply called it Dog Beach.
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This image made more for the Pierside Gallery than any other image they sold. And John could 
paint the customer into the scene for an additional reasonable amount, to make each such print 
unique for each buyer. He did over 60 "paint-ins" for this image. A collage of John's paint ins next.
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Dog Beach Best selling: original & 306 prints, not counting 8X10s
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60+ paint-ins to personalize prints for the customers+ #/edition/signature



John's early paintings took a month to paint and made phenomenal prints of historic views in 
beautiful color and detail with expansive perspective and shadowing and lighting to replicate 
nature...easy for the eye to take in; what some might call "eye candy."          
Catalina Night 
Catalina at night came next. John and Donna took another trip to Catalina and got pictures of the 
big scene from up the hill near the old Wrigley's estate with the approaching sunset and with the 
reflections on the water. This view gave more interest to the face fronts lining the beach at Avalon. 
He had already painted a big Seal Beach Pier scene showing the police department building next 
to the start of the pier and the big grassy knoll to the northwest of that building. He had also done 
a painting of the Newport pier from within the Dory Fishing Fleet bait shacks. These original 
works are shown in a photo taken of John painting the Catalina Night work at the Art Center 
Gallery in December 2001, below. To add interest to these paintings John had added Jacob and 
Stephanie into the Seal Beach painting, Stephanie walking a fictitious dog and Jacob flying a 
make believe kite. And he painted in Dave and Danielle looking at the water checking out waves 
in the Dory Fleet painting to decide whether it was worthwhile to go surfing. They're in the lower 
painting right behind John's chair, It was sort of like his addition of the girl on the bike in the 
center of the path riding northwest in Dog Beach. In the Dog Beach painting that girl and the male 
skater on the path at left, and the young man holding a surf board at the top of the ramp with the two

 descending the ramp gave life to the Dog Beach scene, and invited customers to have themselves 
painted into that scene as part of the action in prints in the future. In fact the very day that this picture 
was taken, a couple of boys (brothers) asked if John could paint them into the painting, and he said yes 
and asked them to hang out with him for 15 minutes to get this done. Then they went and found mom 
and she was amazed how these little people he painted on the street in the panting looked like her kids 
and went home to get dad. Of course John thought, "Yah, they'll arrive on the Be-Back Bus, like folks 
who leave a car lot to get a loved one at home to come back". Only they did come back and dad was 
just as excited as mom and the boys. John got them signed up for a $700 30X40" giclee/canvas print 
of the painting as soon as it was done and scanned and printed. John loved talking with the people that 
hung out to look at his work, and it was all low key, not any hard sell. John just wanted to 
accommodate their interest. And it all started with the boys asking to be painted in like the kids in 
front of the hardware store in John's first street painting in Brookings a few years earlier. 
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Here's a better view of Seal Beach Pier, another 30X40 print edition.

       Seal Beach September 2001 30X40" oil/canvas sold, 1-8/250 30x40 prints sold
There was also demand for smaller works so John could crank out  "day paintings" and ask  less. 

tool design to remove a 
drain plug with  a broken 
or missing cross bar at 
bottom 
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Crossover PCH above and
  above right

Huntington Beach sm oil

view from the Pierside Gallery sm oil



And here's a better view of a dory fisherman and Dave and Danielle.

       Dory Fisherman at Newport Pier 30X40" oil/canvas October 2001
John was able to gain entry into the South Coast Gallery in Newport on 3441 Via Lido near the turn 
off from Newport Ave. where he consigned this original plus the two he later did at the entry to the 
pier and at the entry to the Dory Fleet shown on the next two pages. The owner, Derby Williams, sold 
the above piece for $4000. to the Mayor of Newport Beach at the time and he made a gift of it to a 
visiting Japanese Mayor from a sister city in Japan. John got one half of the sale. Getting back to 
Catalina Night John finished it and it did well in sales of prints and the original sold. See next page. 
Here's a close up of the kids I painted into Catalina Night and Donna came by with her friend   De 
Anne,  and  I  painted  them in  too. It's great being part of  the adventure of  2 kids all stoked up on 

an outing, probably 
seeing a professional 
artist at work for the 
first time and having 
the interface they had 
that was so cool for 
them, and produced a 
piece that would 
become a keepsake.
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DeAnne is a great
grandmother now &
Buzz Stewart is a great
great Grandpa, pg 212



Trigger thumb flexible 
hand wrapped  brace 
for trigger damping

2   15' diameter windvanes ( water 
wheel)  1@ each  end with front air 
scoops solar- heating and power       
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Routine life - Huntington Beach Bread and Butter
The sales of limited edition prints, big detailed originals (from which a print series could be started) 
and day paintings became a way of life for John for several years. Driving to the print company and 
to-from galleries chalked up mileage to be used as car expense deductions on his income tax. 
Donna sought preparation to get into teaching again, took tests and attended classes and looked 
around for work, while John, Donna, and Jim recorded once a year for several years producing 
music CDs for fun. The local movie theaters, inexpensive restaurants and TV at night were a 
routine. John introduced his Mexican food (taquitos and quesadillas, beans, and guacamole) as an 
available dinner out of the freezer, after preparing dozens and freezing then in packets for quick 
thaw and hot oil frying, for last minute meals. He made his spaghetti sauce in mass for ready made 
Italian, and Shaun introduced him and Donna to Deli News  in Long Beach which became the go to 
Italian place for the family. Chinese fast food was a regular thing, plentiful and inexpensive. On a 
regular basis John painted in the corner of his and Donna's bedroom, as he had no studio. After he 
was let go by Backwoods Home, he had to decide what to do about his home in Oregon. He 
decided to clean it up and rent it out to create some income. He didn't rush into investing his 
inheritance money, so it made measly interest income at the bank for about a year and a half. 
Finally he realized that the art was not skyrocketing and he wanted to put his money to work. His 
mansion in Oregon (his deluxe 2 bedroom cabin), netted him about $600/month after management 
fees, maintenance, and taxes.
Rental Investments and Income
John missed the opportunity to invest in real estate in Southern California when it was still 
relatively inexpensive. He didn't relish the thought of life as a landlord and dealing with tenant 
issues and difficulties and repairs, etc, so he waited about a year and a half before he recognized the 
need to get started as he had no good plan for retirement income. In June of 2002 he bought a 3 
bedroom condo in Hawaiian Gardens off the 605 freeway that was already renting for $1095/
month, tenant occupied. It was the H unit in his wing of the Belshire Gardens Condo Association. 
He could have bought it outright for the $142K, but instead put $100K down and got a loan of 
$42K to save the cash left over for investment with Donna later on. Management fees were $139/
mo.; the note was about $300/month, and maintenance and taxes worked out at about $200/month; 
so he had about $400/mo. net income. He could start paying Donna a bit more per month for his 
room and board. He had started at $300/mo to barely defer any cost to Donna for food and utilities. 
After buying the 3 bdr condo, he could afford to pay her $500/mo, which he did for several years. 
Any extra income helped pay down the mortgage on the condo. He figured that someday he'd have 
a decent income from the rentals as debt went down and rents generally increased over time. He 
and Donna found a 2bdr unit in the same complex about a year later in June, 2003, for $153K, as 
prices had escalated on real estate. They split the down payment and took out a note of $57K, with 
payments of about $350/mo plus condo management fees, taxes, insurance, and maintenance. Rents 
were probably about $1000-1100/mo. The slight positive income went toward building up a joint 
checking/savings account and then double paying the mortgage to pay it off in 8-10 years. Prices 
kept going up and John realized that his house in Oregon was costing him money with poor 
appreciation and low rents, so he worked to sell his house for about a year while it was rented. He 
should have taken that less than full price offer he got when he started, as his net out put into 
California real estate would have bought him another 2 bedroom condo in California with a better 
bottom line and a better appreciation rate. Instead he felt his custom cabin with a view should be 
worth more, but wishing wouldn't fix that. In June of 2004 he got a higher price, but the raise didn't 
cover the increase in California real estate over the same interval so he needed another $29K to buy 
another 3 bdr unit (would you believe in the same complex) on the federal 1031 real estate 
exchange program where he could defer capital gains for the purchase of the next property of like 
kind. Imagine, the 2 story cedar cabin with two porches and 1450 sq ft, with an ocean view, big 
trees, and a creek, 6" walls, fully insulated, and easily convertible to a 3 bedroom 2 bath, plus a 
hobby area: in exchange for a 3 bedroom 1100 sq ft condo in Hawaiian Gardens, no view, no land, 
with neighbors on the other side of the living room wall, for only $29K more. It didn't figure, but it 
was fact. Rents rose, Donna got 270
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$600/month and the three rental properties were to be paid off in 10 years. John started Social 
Security at age 62 in 2007 with a 25% cut in benefit, but 5 years ahead of the full benefit schedule, 
and John had heart disease. So his nominal $700 net on social security went toward paying off 
debt quicker. John would have had to live to be 15 years older and 77 (with 10 years on the full 
benefit) before the full benefit cumulatively equaled the total received by not waiting (15 years on 
the lower benefit). That's if he put the money in a cigar box and compared the two totals at age 77. 
But the real gain is that he was 42K in cash ahead of the wait option (after 5 years) when the full 
benefit would have started. That would have paid off the note and given him $300/mo more net 
rental income, equaling the higher benefit when it started. So he'd be making the same as the full 
SS benefit and the unit would be paid off, giving him more equity as well. So he was at least $42K 
better off starting SS early .  .   And the remaining condos were paid off even more quickly with rent 
increases and debt reductions.
Donna's New Profession
Donna checked out teaching requirements for teaching adult education and found that she could 
become active in that area fairly quickly. For 2000 she started subbing in the fall for adult teacher 
assignments in English as a Second Language (ESL) and in rest homes and    Alzheimer's units for 
the Garden Grove School District, which she continued into the next year. In 2001 she also found 
work with the Huntington Beach School District teaching quilt making and painting techniques, 
and drama at senior centers and rest homes, and did this into 2002. Meanwhile she took classes to 
meet the requirements for teaching elementary level education in the local school districts. By the 
fall of 2002 she had her elementary credential and sought full time work. She got interviews in the 
Garden Grove, Huntington Beach and Long Beach school districts in the Spring, but was only 
called back in the fall by Long Beach for possible openings. They had made a mistake at the district 
office and assigned her to a new high school (where they needed a math teacher). Donna went and 
met the principal and she got on the phone with the district and told them to find an elementary 
position for this lady that they signed. Well suddenly there were three positions and Donna did 
three interviews but liked the long term sub position at Monroe elementary in Lakewood, for a 4th 
grade class with 35 students, after meeting the principal, Jean Renolds, on Friday, 4 days into the 
year. And Jean really wanted Donna right away. The permanent teacher for that position was on 
extended sick leave and died the following Tuesday, making Donna's position permanent. Donna 
did well and felt blessed for the opportunity to start at Monroe, despite the comedy of errors at the 
district office. She was offered a third grade class the next year which had only 20 students. Then 
after three years, She was offered a permanent position as a 2nd grade teacher of the advanced 
class. She got her "Gifted And Talented Education" GATE certificate in preparation for that new 
assignment, even though it wasn't required.   Altogether Donna taught 12 years and got a retirement 
benefit out of the State of California in 2013, with her last two years as a substitute teacher after 
the big Reduction In Force (RIF) in 2011. Her 10 years in service was not enough at that point to 
beat the cut. And her pay went down with that lay off. It seems funny but Donna got the Golden 
Apple    Award at the end of the 2011 year for best combined teaching and community service in the 
Long Beach District for all grades K-12 from the TALB Teacher's Union making her the tops in 
combined teaching and community service in 2011 within the greater Long Beach School District. 
She was selected by her peers and was the best after 10 years of service, but still got laid off due to 
school cuts at the state level. So Long Beach lost all of its elementary teachers with less than 10 
years experience for the most part. But Donna learned to love retirement real well in 2013. 
A Painting in Oregon I forgot About
I fantasized an undersea painting of the Oregon coast where the viewer could see both above and 
below the water and did the painting on the next page for fun. It features a model of Chetco Point 
in the mid ground with land to the north and then a variation of sea life that might be found in local 
waters around Brookings, as I recall. But I pumped up the saturation of the image for this 
publication and needed to fill the next page, which refused to take the image of the Golden Gate 
Bridge I originally had in that spot under the "expansion of locations - San Francisco. I moved GG 
Bridge to a new last page of the book pg 430. I apologize for my lack of understanding of Adobe 
Acrobat that caused the problem.



Expansion of Art Locations - San Francisco
In 2002 John and Donna visited San Francisco and took photos.  He laid out a painting  of the 
Golden Gate Bridge as viewed on the Marin County side looking toward San Francisco. He laid out 
a painting looking down Hyde Street toward Alcatraz, the Hyde Street Pier, and the trolley cars on 
Hyde.  He laid out 3 paintings in China Town: the China Town Gate, the view from near
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Harbor Freight HF 10" table saw 
fixes: extend table and crosscut guide 
& brace support table efficient fridge
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the top of the hill looking North, and a Chinese Market down the street. He also Photographed 
the Powell Street Gallery , met the owner, and showed her pictures of his work.



Hyde Street Pier 20X24 oil/canvas sold 2002 20X24" Giclee/canv prnts 2-5/250 sold
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Entry to China Town 20X24" oil/canvas 2002 sold

   mkt
18X24"
oil '02

GG Brdg
 11X14"
oil/canvas
  2002



Carla Schmidt of the Powell Street Gallery liked 
John paintings of San Francisco and took in a variety 
plus she bought the portrait of the Gallery itself (shown 
at left), 18X24 oil/canvas, June 2002.She was primarily 
interested in John's originals as it was an upscale gallery 
with high prices. Without knowing what she was asking, 
John heard of nibbles, but John's Chinese spelling on 
"China Town" was not quite perfect. He said he'd be 
glad to fix it per the customer's needs. But it was 
probably a ploy by the buyer to lower the gargantuan 
price Carla was asking. Brother Jim showed an interest 
in Hyde Street so John  withheld that piece and just 
submitted a nice print of it. After a year or so, there had 
not been any sales so John recouped  his work, but it 
was one piece short, a print was missing. John showed 
the paper work and asked for payment , but Carla 
stonewalled him and said she'd look around. About a 
year later he got payment. He also discovered that she 
had over inflated the asking prices like 6-7 times the 
wholesale consignment price rather than 2-3 times. It's 
common to "keystone" a piece at twice the artist's 
asking, but not at 6-7 times keystone, and deny the

artist income for what should have sold. John's work in the area was noted by his brother, Jim, 
who also bought the GG Bridge original years later with delight. John is pleased to still own the 
"China Town original" which features a man (lower right) strutting down the street with a babe 
on his arm and people acting like they recognize him. After John finished the painting he noticed 
the likeness to his brother Jim, who is a prominent Bay area stage actor of 40 some years known 
as "Charles Dean".

At left: Coit Tower fm top of Lombard, 
14X18"oil, pallette knife, plein- aire, July '09. 

And at 
right is a 
pallette 
knife piece 
painted on 
site of GG 
Bridge, 
14X18" 
oil  
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            Powell Street Gallery

2009.
July

GG Brdg 12X16" oil 2003



Monterrey and Carmel
After San Francisco (SF), John and Donna cruised Carmel and Monterrey on the coast south of 
SF. They loved Cannery Row in Monterrey and had fabulous clam chowder at the Fish Hopper 
and bought chocolates at the quaint Ghirardelli outlet there (see next page). In Carmel they loved 
the town with all the galleries, the beach, and the Pt Lobos Reserve a few miles south. There was 
lots of inspiration for painting.

Pt Lobos 12X24" oil/canvas #2 2003

Carmel Shop 14X18" oil/canvas 2003 
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Fish Hopper 20X24" oil/canvas Monterrey, CA 2003



Ghirardelli Square Cannery Row Monterey,CA 30X30" oil/canvas 2003

right

 Pt Lobos #1 12X16" oil/canvas 2003
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Cannery
Row &
Donna
16X20"
oil/canvas
2003



Mammoth Lakes- La jolla Cove

Lake Mary Road Mammoth Lakes, CA 30X40" oil/canvas July 2005
The road above Mammoth Lakes,CA takes one to a cluster of lakes where there is fishing, 
camping, and lodging. The view from the road (above) is expansive looking east toward Lake 
Crowley, 25 miles away, visible in the painting in the center right. Lake George is shown below.

        Lake George highest Mammoth lake under Crystal Crag 12X24" oil/canvas 2005
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Lower Twim Lake Mammoth Lakes CA 18X24" oil/canvas 2005 (good fishing 2001-2014) 
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La Jolla Cove father n daughter 30 X 40" oil/canvas 2003
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Catalina                    John loves Catalina and has visited many times with Donna since 2001. He has done 
quite a few paintings of the area and done well in sales of Catalina paintings. The Day and Night 
30X40s series orignals sold, together with 230 prints in several sizes, not counting minis (8X10s). 
Other nice pieces were painted. Via Casino takes one from the town to the casino which was built 

before gambling resorts chose the word for
their colossal gambling centers. Above, the 
Casino in Avalon Harbor is shown from 
the front row of shops across the bay, while
at right the grand entry to the theater 
around the left side of the building shows 
one the immense size with respect to people. 16X20 oil above, 2001; 12X16 oil at right/above 
2008. The theater is a must for an inexpensive show in the evening (with pipe organ music 
played in advance).  Lots of outdoor dining is available. The El Encanto arched passage way 
leads to the Landing below left.

14X18 oil '01. 

18X24"oil Descanso 
Beach at  right  2003
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Metropole Market Place 14X18" oil/canvas '01

Todd Rubin Proposal above 
    14X18" oil/canvas 2001
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Paint-in on Avalon at Night 
            (next page)    

At right is Descanso Beach II near  
Avalon Harbor 22X28"oil/canvas 
2004 sold. Todd and David at the Art 
Center Gallery encouraged John to 
paint Cao Yong's scene of Avalon Bay 
at night which had sold out, and John 
took up the challenge (see next pg) 
They liked John's version a lot and 
many prints were sold both there and 
at the Art Images Gallery in Seal 
Beach. Donna was the pilot of the 
rental motor boat used to take the 
pictures needed to do the painting. 
John only had teensie surprises in his 
version of this scene. He painted in 
George Washington, Abe Lincoln, 
Teddy Roosevelt, and Elvis Presley in 
street scene with the people there, 
and they both had a fun time and 
spent the night on the Island. An 
exploded view shows the celebrities.
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photography/edit by Donna Dean



John was always drawn to El Galleon for the music and bright  lights and many passersby go in 
and have a drink or something to eat. Karaoke Night features Marilyn at 9PM, who is shown inside 
singing . John painted silly notes on the various posted signs which are readable in the full size 
prints. e.g. drinks $5- restrooms $25/visit, Karaoke: 21 shots of 25 yr old Chivas Regal goes to the
winner. Hula Hattie....Have a Nice Day-Unless you Made Other Plans
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The original of Via Casino was purchased by Jerry and Cheryl Mayo,  who were 
painted into the scene. Prints are made from the original scan and paint-ins can 
be done nicely on this piece. See Jerry n Cheryl at left (on the original piece). 
Cheryl is the eldest child of Elmer and Edna, dear friends of the Deans.
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Hawaii  John and Donna went to Hawaii in 2003 and stayed about 10 days, first on Oahu, then 
on Maui. They were near Waikiki and visited Pearl Harbor, the Arizona memorial, North shore, 
The Polynesian Cultural Center on the Northeast shore, and Hanauma Bay for some snorkeling. It 
was hot and humid everywhere, except in air-conditioned enclosures. At Hanauma Bay, the tide 
was going out and the reefs were near the surface and plentiful. John and Donna were carried out 
and had to fight the currents to avoid reefs and to get back to shore. They were very fatigued, and 
Donna went out in front on the way to shore, stroking with her head down to get there with less 
energy. Only John could see that she was veering right (not aiming for the beach) and would circle 
back out into deeper water. Fearing for her and his lives and ignoring the possibility of a heart 
attack for over exertion, John raced toward Donna maybe 50-75yds away to redirect her to the 
shore. They finally made it in, absolutely exhausted. Then John discovered that his left shim was 
gashed 2-3inches long x 3/16" deep and bleeding pretty heavily. He had  other nicks and scratches. 
His watch was missing. And it cost money to get down onto that beach on an elevator as there were 
cliffs around the beach. The ride up the elevator was free, where they got into their rental car and 
drove back to the hotel where they rested and recovered. They had to pre-pay a $100 deductible in 
cash at the rental agency in case the car was stolen, as they were told this happens a lot on Oahu. 
But they were lucky for the rest of their stay on Oahu and got their "deposit" back. On Maui things 
were less hectic and snorkeling was a delight at several places near Kahana where they were 
staying. They visited Lahaina and made the all day round trip to the seven sacred pools in their 
rental car on Maui, and John only lost a front tooth while on Maui. He found a group of recovering 
alcoholics (the "shark bait group") that held a meeting on a nearby beach where he recovered his 
serenity. John knew he could compete in art in Hawaii but all the art was either local or big name, 
no chance for a gallery entry. And while the greetings were always big with lots of "Mahalos" the 
wallet openings were incessant and colored the "warmth of the greetings" as phony by the end of 
the trip. But beautiful photographs recorded lots of beautiful sites there, especially in the flora. 
John ended up doing 2 big paintings of Hawaii: Waikiki at Twilight, and the 7 Sacred Pools, and 
several smaller pieces. The next three pages exhibit these paintings. Waikiki was painted from a 
photo with alterations to the model. Basically the view is a photo from the 17th floor of the 
Sheraton Waikiki looking East, as modified by John. They enjoyed the side trips on both islands. 
They couldn't visit Kaneohe for their lack of a military clearance, but the view from the mainland 
was worth a painting. The last picture (3 pages over), the Clivia, seems to fit better in the 
orientation shown and John likes it there. They're native to Africa, but could have been introduced 
to Hawaii, as half the flora there is in transplanted species.
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Kaneohe Oahu 12X24" oil/canvas 2003
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The drive was worth the whole day on the winding road around the island for this and for Hilo and 
the flora and little self-help stands on the path where the honor system is used to purchase what is 
left there. A young Polynesian man showed John how he would look at a babe on the other side.
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At left is the Hotel Lobby 
30 X 40" oil 2005 Elmer and 
Edna are seated at the right 
inside the lobby and Edna is 
waving her room key at 
Elmer, who's just getting the 
message & is about to get up. 
Merlin Heckerman is in the 
middle reading a newspapaer, 
and John is the bellhop across 
the room in the white coat. 
The man on the phone is 
trying to decide whether to 
call a church or go have a 
drink in the bar on the other 
side of the lobby. He looks a 
little shaky, but he calls the 
church and finds help.
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A Dana Point restaurant at the end of the harbor has a nice outdoor veranda for dining where 
John imagined fancy cars parked just outside the back gate. 
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The Marilyn piece above only used white, black, and crimson to produce a gorgeous Marilyn. 
Elvis was a 3 hr painting. The Bob Ross like piece was a 1-2 hr painting. Rick and Russia were 
the owners of the Deli News Cafe in Long Beach on Stearns near Bellflower and had the best 
and least expensive Italian cuisine around for John and Donna. When John heard that they were 
going to sell their business and retire John wanted to paint their portrait as a gift for their years 
of devoted service to the community. They were very pleased with the result which shows the 
Italian colors in the background...beautiful people. Next page shows the Dory Fishing Fleet on 
New Port Beach, plus a slice with more detail.
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Elvis 12X12" oil/canvas 2016 a gift for a
      precious neighbor Joyce Lajoie

Crimson black n white Marilyn 12X16"oil/canvas 2005 sold

quick made up landscape A La Bob Ross 20X24" oil ~2011Ric n Russia 12X12" oil canvas 2011 gift
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 Another Place, Another Time 40X60" diptych oil 2007 The Man in the left scene is envisioning the scene at right  

The Cornerstone of today's Political and Economic Climate(cropped/typed)    The JFK Coup 
293



        Morning Coffee: 24X30" oil '09 gift           
The Seal Beach Inn at top was torn down in about 2006. It was like the Madonna Inn in Santa 
Maria with a theme for each room. John blew his salary for this painting for one night here and 
dinner at Walt's Wharf (surf n turf) for him and Donna. But it left pleasant memories.
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Pixie uses flower pedals to hide nudity midst 
dance, like Burlesque uses large feathers.

patient receives hope for a cure that two 
visitors used to beat the same disease, & 
God blesses their work as the sister 
introduces the men to each other.

Tropical Fantasy 18X24" oil/canvas 2010

Patient Visit 16X20" oil canvas 2006 gift
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Marilyn  12X16" oil canvas sold ~ 2005

Large Marilyn 30X40 oil, a deal

Marilyn 6X7" wood portrait 4 woods
Another Marilyn 6X7" wood - 6 woods
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       Seal Beach Sunset 30X40" oil/canvas sold- Giclee Prints 30X40" 4/250 sold,
22X26" 12/250 sold



 John went out in a boat around the HB pier and shot the shore from on the pier and went around on 
foot and shot details through the windows of Rubys and then imagined the view from about 50'-60' 
above the water and painted it. Drone photos 15yrs  later verified his accuracy in seeing the big picture.
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Huntington Beach At Sea 30X40 oil/canvas sold 2004 Giclee prints available



A trip to Memphis with a visit to Graceland enabled this little beauty of Elvis at 71 giving away 
Caddies. Donna was there too. We hung at Sun Studio and ate some barbeque while there
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The Nature of the Man 18X24 oil/canvas orig n prints available



Unusual Subjects

Fantasy of pleasures: music, 
sex, sweets, food, booze, notoriety, all blessed by 
Jesus like the good life on the next page, all 
endless cravings of life, but sadly unfulfilling, 
when the ego interferes
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IRS agents visit 11X14" oil/canvas '05 gift

Mimic Stained glass 18X24 oil/camvas'02

IRS agents on vacation 18X24" oil 2005

     Steve Findley walkoff 2002
              11X14 oil/canvas



Eric Gagne holds baseball's all-time record for most consecutive 
saves, 84, over about a 2 year period. With the nickname "Game 
Over" the excitement of the crowd would rise as he took the field. 
It's as if he had cartoon magic power like "Popeye" And I made 2 
sales with the idea of "squeezing a can of spinach" on the way to 
the mound. Kenley Jansen is very good and with heart problems 
had an excuse for helping to blow the world series in 2018 with 
marginal hitting of the Dodgers.  Jansen's very good....Gagne,
incomparable !  Dodgers, sickenly dissappointing, 2 years in 
a row. Kershaw and Buehler should trade titles and salaries. 
Walker's the ace (& gambling fixes games & owns  pro sports 
& porn, I understand).  The world is very sick now.   But 
Thanks,   Eric!!!!!!    You're the greatest!!!
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couple at Mimis 11X14" oil 2002

Hawkfish Harem Hallucinations 14X18" oil 2004

The Good Life 18X24" oil 2002 gift

speed blurred pelican 12X24" oil/masonite ~2013

Eric Gagne ~12X16" oil 2005 sold



  through it; the 
necessary 
difficulties of life. 
(A closer view than 
pg 158). Being 
stuck in a career 
and a marriage that 
was less than OK 
was perpetuated by 
drinking at the 
problem, John now 
believes. One may 
solve problems 
quicker and have 
greater joy with a 
clear head and will 
remember it better.
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Sometimes life can be like having your head put into a bowl of rotting fruit, and one must work

Vegas Gambling Casino 14X18" oil canvas 2005 John as croupier

Life on Life's Terms 12X16" oil/canvas 2005

Fantasy



Flowers:
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Wild Flower 8X10" oil/canvas for Chris 1999 Golden Hibiscus (loose) 11X14" oil/canvas  2003
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Monet Garden loose 20X24"oil/canvas board 2013 Echo Park Lilies 11X14" oil/canvas 2004

Poppy tight  8X10 oil/canvas 2008 Red Hibiscus 8X10 oil/canvas 2003

Hibiscus bud 8X10 oil/canvas 2003 Loose Poppies 12X16" oil/canvas 2013



John photographed this flower among many in the beautiful Japanese Garden (within protective 
walls) behind Monets house in Giverny, France near Paris in May of 2012. .
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Several small pallette knife paintings were done in 
about 2006 under the pseudonym JACK O to put in 
the Art Images  gallery with John's other pieces. Above 
is an example in oil. The work was looser.(not loser).
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Buffy Seedling 18X24" oil/canvas 1995 gift

Golden Hibiscus 12X16" oil/canvas '03

loose poppies 7X9" oil image on 8X10 canvas ~2006



308

Open Subject Paintings

canned goods 12X24" oil 2009 sold Bellingham WA 14X18" plein aire oil/canvas 2008

B & W Elvis 18X24" oil/canvas 2006 sold Big Bill in Bille's Clothes 12X24" oil '07



    (smaller version shown on pg 238)
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IRS agent Doin His Elvis 11X14" oil/canvas 2013

Dreamin' About Cabins 8X10" WC 1988

Dragon Gate Los Angeles,CA oil/canvas '07 for Chris

   at right,  
Droplets on 
flowers 8X10"
oil/canvas '06

Donna Recording 11X14" oil/masonite 1998



The objective of a Dog Beach 2 was to focus on surf and sand & lifeguard  tower, but Donna 
and John are playing music on the beach as young folks..........dream on....
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Last Supper
The emotional scene 
of Da Vinci's last 
supper where it 
appears that Jesus 
has just informed 
them that someone in 
their midst is going 
to betray him is the 
churches' view of 
what happened. The 
symbolic eating and 
drinking of Christ's 
body and blood was 
created by religion 
 to support their need 
to exist to administer 
the sacraments, and 
guide the flocks  
(while preaching the 
need for donations). 
The churches guard 
this idea to this day. 
But Luke attributes 
to Jesus the desiring 
of the passover meal 
with his disciples 
before he suffers.
The meal is the big 
celebration of his 
mission  complete. 
He sweats blood in 
Gethsemane later. 
Jesus wanted to have 
fun with his disciples 
before he suffered, 
alive in the moment. 
Bread and wine after 
missions could be 
advise for them to 
celebrate with each 
other in meals and 
beverage like they 
did with Him at His 
last supper, during 
their life to follow. 
Make sure to all have 
fun by serving each 
other.  Jesus is at 
right with Mary and 

M. Magdalene & Peter and Judas, some listening and laughing while others fill their plates and
their cups. Placed about are their head scarves and walking sticks & scandals. Water and rags
are at the right end for washing of feet. They're       reclined at table, upstairs, with 4 ritual toasts.311



Young Chuck Berry and his mother above. Bob 
Comstock played with Chuck Berry and a host 
of other old time rockers (maybe 300 different 
gigs) back in the early days of rock n roll music.
John met him at some open jam music events in the Long Beach, CA area in about 2008 and they 
became "music" friends. Word got around to John that he'd sure like John to do a painting for him of 
Chuck Berry and the above picture was given John as a reference for the painting. John decided to 
do it, upper right and gifted it to Bob at a music jam some time later. Bob wanted to make a gift of it 
to Chuck and John was certainly OK with that, but never heard back. John had Bob's music.

312

Chuck Adored His Mother 11X14" oil/canvas 2013 gift

HB 4 12X16" oil/canvas ~2003 sold

HB-3 12X16 oil/canvas 2002 sold

Elvis is purple 8X10" oil/canvas 2005

HB 1 12X16" oil/canvas 2004 sold HB-2 12X16" oil/canvas 2003 sold



John went on some bird photo ops with Donna and was just amazed how beautiful this bird was. He 
coud have used brushes and gotten close to right on, but opted for the pallet knife to be more free 
and loose. I hope you like it. John's impressionistic Mandarin.
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Arcadia
High '63
Apache
servant



       and John Lightyear, one 
more .. Tee... Hee... Hee

Monique at right 
is Michael and 

Paulette's 
daughter, who 
lost this friend 
years back and 
John wanted to 

paint this 
precious 

memory of them 
as a gift.

315

A Picasso moment 12X16" oil'13

Go ahead- laugh!

Monet's Japanese Garden or Big Bird 18X24" oil/masonite '13

Red Hibiscus 11X14"pallette knife oil '03 sold



              (on page 297)

Mike Gagon, a friend, asked John 
to paint his fincee's portrait from a 
picture very similar to the painting 
at left. He brought over the picture 
so John didn't see her before he 
started painting her. John knew 
she was African American, just a 
lighter tone. Well she's dark 
skinned, but she and her mother 
both liked the painting as is. John 
was happy to hear that and 
supports Michael & Koree in their
 equality of spouses marriage...
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poorman's view Huntington Harbor 20X30" oil 2000 sold
Marilyn Under the Large Marilyn 

Native American 18X24" oil '09

Koree ~12X16" oil/canvas ~2013
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Afremov sketch 11X14 oil/board Fishy Pellican 18X36" oil/masonite 2013

Pelican 12X24" oil/canvas sold 2015 -can print Elvis in blue oil/canvas 12X12" '06



Total Number of Paintings The total number 
of paintings shown so far adds up to about 570. If 
the custom paint-ins on numbered Giclee prints is 
added then the total becomes 630 original works in 
oil and/or watercolor. John believes that he painted 
more, but can't find pictures, or didn't take 'em of 
some work
Neck Complaints Around Christmas time in 
2006 John developed a neck pain that wouldn't go 
away. It radiated down the left arm and numbness 
lingered on his left hand. The only position he could 
sleep in, was on his right side with his left arm 
down by his side while the right arm looped around 
his head. But his adjustments while half asleep 
caused horrific pain that woke him up grimacing, 
and needing to try something different: like on his 
back with the left arm  down, facing up, with the 

right arm again wrapped around his head. Again, at the most, 2 hours would go by and another 
stiffness or pain would occur and force him to move to lessen the pain. This went on all night and 
during the day. He went to his doctor who said it would ease up in time, but it didn't, not quick 
enough for John to feel any relief. So he got a referral to a doctor who dealt with pinched nerves in 
the neck and he took ex-rays and an MRI (which John suffered through while trying to hold the left 
arm still where the technician wanted it). He cried and moaned during the MRI. Results showed the 
narrowing of the central nerve bundle from C-4 thru  the remaining cervical vertebrae at every disc 
and some pinching of the peripheral nerves from the flattening and extension of the discs on the 
outside, as well, where they emerge at each Foramen to feed different parts of the body down the 
spinal cord. He saw a surgeon who could've removed the flattened disc and fuse the neck bones 
together with an internal metal brace that wouldn't allow for any twisting or bending for that 
junction. But three or four vertebrae carry nerves to the arms so it wasn't guaranteed to eliminate 
John's pain as they don't fuse 4 vertebrae together as the neck would become too stiff and immobile. 
Besides, the doctor said the pinching hadn't gotten bad enough to warrant this procedure. John 
wanted a second opinion and got it, but the second doctor looked at the MRI and also said the 
pinching hadn't gotten severe enough yet for the types of surgeries available. Only this doctor 
recognized that he could help John with muscle relaxers and pain medication and 
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Iris WC 5X7" fm Aunt Jewell '94 Humming Bird oil 5X7" '09 Rare Bird 8X10" pallette knife oil '13

Avalon at Night boat paint-in~2005 oil



John started taking them to help him get some sleep. He still woke up in pain. John was on the 
verge of drinking and giving himself to death as he couldn't handle much more. His older brother, 
Don, had suffered from the same thing and it went away after a couple of months. For John, at 
about 3 months the pain finally lessened enough to bare life without having to take pain killers and 
muscle relaxers on a regular basis nor start drinking. He had some physical therapy, got exercises 
to do, and got a brace to lift up on his head (while seated at a desk or table ) to compensate for the 
force of gravity on his head that his neck had to support. He's had neck pain daily since that time, 
but has an easy chair (old blue) and a desk chair that each give him a relief from pain and he can 
sleep in his easy chair as needed.
Fearing Death, John Publishes a Cartoon Book
John's art actually extended a bit beyond fine art into cartooning and he did a few hundred of them 
in his spare time. Most of the cartoons had to do with issues facing recovering alcoholics. When he 
got the bad neck pain in 2007 he realized that it could kill him if it got too painful and if he started 
drinking over the inescapable pain. He thought about the cartoons and what a waste it would be if 
he died without publishing them. So he put himself to work to sort through, edit, discard bad jokes, 
make a few new ones, and finally create and publish his cartoon book that may help recovering 
alcoholics like himself deal with life without having to drink. He got a double copyright as an 
anonymous author for the words and pictures that were his and published the book himself.
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The History of Substance Abuse



Alcoholic Thinking

320



Feelings and Mood Setting (above)

John also had a visit with his doctor and brought up his depression. The doctor said it would be 
safe to try a Selective Serotonin Re-uptake Inhibitor (SSRI) to see if it helped. If it worked John 
was clinically depressed and needed it. If it didn't change how he felt he didn't need it. He started 
20mg Lexipro (Escitalipram) and it not only worked, it made John feel OK in his own skin for the 
first time in his life. It slowed his negative reaction to the roughness of life or confrontation. He 
was able to decide whether he wanted to join anger, rather than become "knee-jerk" angry, which 
he had been prone to. And he enjoyed more peace and comfort in the process of not reacting. Why 
argue? Discuss calmly or walk away from a source of ill temper. John had always sat on the fence 
of neutral emotions waiting for someone to nudge him into smiles and laughter, or cue him for a 
dispute or negative comeback. He figured it was about time for him to be proactive and not 
reactive. He decided to become proactively positive: seek to be loving and friendly for no pay, 
but to feel good inside for doing it. Besides, it would give him a pad between his positive emotions 
and being neutral on the fence separating negative from positive reactions. That pad would buffer 
his attitude and feelings and allow him time to decide whether to discuss it or drop the rope and 
not contest his way through, or to fight it. It was an important decision. Part of the solution was to 
accept responsibility for his own feelings and not join in on others' attempts to drive him 
negatively. Only he could change his feeling, if he wanted to. John had never felt like he had that 
freedom before. But with the SSRI meds he had a fighting chance to be a happy man finally.

321



"Should" is a shaming word indicating a 
lack of perfection. Humans go on making 
errors and never become perfect. God made 
us that way; so He expects sin and is quick 

to forgive and continue to love us like He made us. One can do no better than his/her sustainable 
best on each and every action in life. Sequential "Olympic Bests" are impossible. It has to be 
sustainable. People make progress, but never achieve perfection. And people have different sets 
of attributes and deficits, or gifts (abilities) and disabilities. One may become aware of and accept 
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his/her gifts and shortcomings. Progress may, then, come slowly in adopting new ideas and ways 
of life, new attributes, better habits. There is a certain inertia in the wrong doings in life. Maybe 
one gives up hope of improvement. Maybe one faces fears/threats, that seem overwhelming. 
Substance addiction seems overwhelming. But it can be beaten. When people in recovery meet 
with each other the strength in the room gets big and it helps each individual in the group to draw 
upon that strength and laugh and feel good. What may seem impossible for one becomes easier in 
a group of like kind. Most of the effort in beating addiction is not straining; it is releasing, letting 
go. It is relaxing in the absence of that drug and not acting on desires to use it, as the urges go 
away quickly, they pass in minutes. And as abstinence increases, the time between urges grows 
longer and longer until all urges are gone, or easier to deal with for their size and infrequency. 
Continued abstinence is way easier than early abstinence. The brain is stupid in its summary of 
effects. Smoking perks one up and smooths one out, seemingly a formula for better achievement.
 But what if the perk up is the body responding to the poison that nicotine is? When the body 
engages in a fight it may give one the sense of more energy. Because nicotine is a pesticide that 
kills bugs. The smoothing effect may be the dizziness one gets when one inhales smoke rather 
than what the body runs on, clean air. But the stupid brain only remembers the net short term 
effect (perk up/ smooth out). And it's addictive so the body signals the brain when supplies are low 
to "USE" (replenish the drug that is forcing withdrawal symptoms to make the user use more). 
What better marketing ploy could a company have than to have its customers addicted to its 
product? Make it "sexy" and/or "cool", "for the in-crowd", "for parties", "at sporting events". All 
of this happens. And the company does this with the knowledge that their product shortens the life 
(and quality of life) of their customers. I'd call that a conspiracy to defraud and cause bodily harm 
for profit. Nicotine manufacturers, distributors, and vendors deserve jail cells. Nicorette just doses 
one with nicotine to restart the worst part: early abstinence. The biggest killer of addicts/alcoholics 
is "Resentment". Judging and blaming someone for something forces the brain to reassess its 
reasons over and over for resenting what happened and who did it. It's just like being owned by a 

brick that one stumbles over in the street. The 
best recourse is to recognize that God loves all 
of his kids and getting seriously angry with one 
of His beloved, doesn't achieve anything but 
pain. One should drop it, minimize his losses 
and get on with life. Don't take anything 
personally. The challenge in life is to keep one's 
own side of the street clean, and let others figure 
out their courses. It's OK not to invite certain 
people over for dinner. Hurt me once, Shame 
on you. Hurt me twice, Shame on me. Stay clear 
of perpetual hurters, and celebrate the good life. 
A resentment keeps one from celebrating life. Cut 
your losses. Drop it and get on with celebrating.
Police Behavior Sometimes Betrays 
Public Service   John often doesn't respect 
police authority nor their tough guy behavior, 
attitude, and irreverent personality. Far too 
many are curt, rude, offensive, pushy, and ready 
to bust the chops of anyone who calls them on 
their abusive behavior. They seem to be aching 
to hurt people, as that is the way they survive, 

by being the tough guys. Might is right for them. And their egos swell with the power they carry. 
They only use what you say against you and not for you. Prosecutors above them sometimes 
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withhold exonerating evidence if they can get a conviction with the other evidence. They are evil   
in doing this as it sends innocent victims to prison. And they do this for the sake of having a good 
conviction record on crimes, (making their "look good" look good). They have no real empathy for 
the public they're supposed to be serving, or they'd make amends for "these mistakes". They nail 
people who creep carefully through stop signs in a safe and polite manner while not coming to a 
complete stop. The complete stop law needs to include safe and polite slowing to 1-2mph as an 
acceptable alternative. As written, it is unjust, punitive, financially impacting, and anger 
provoking. Bad police supervisors put patrol cars down the street and at the curb waiting for 
someone to roll a stop so they can pounce on the victim. It's terrible PR. It's a slap in the face of 
public support (through taxation). Such officers serve no reasonable purpose in the service of the 
public AND SHOULD BE LAID OFF. It's a simple matter of the people being charged taxes to 
support "do nothing" public employees who bilk the public in fines without justice, so the innocent 
public pays twice for this insult in performance: first by supporting the salary of law enforcement 
officers who are wasting time, and second, by paying unfair fines put on them. The law is not 
justice, It is a guideline for behavior and often poorly defined. A complete stop is not needed to 
remain safe and courteous in a large number of situations. So the law is bad, and shouldn't be used 
to punish the innocent and well behaving public for the large number of safe and courteous 
situations. Dumb cops enforce this law by its letter and neglect its spirit. The spirit of the law 
always has good intent and is just (or it shouldn't be a law). The current "complete stop law" lacks 
wording to give it spirit and make it just. The law could be rewritten as such: When approaching a 
stop sign one must come to a complete stop if any other traffic, persons, or animals are at or very 
close to the intersection, and then proceed in a safe and courteous manner on their way. If no such 
traffic nor humans/animals are near then it is safe to slow to 1-2mph, to assess the situation and 
either stop or roll through the stop sign safely and courteously while increasing speed. Then it 
would be in spirit and more just. To think that the law implies that drivers cannot assess what is 
going on in front of them  at an intersection with stop signs without coming to a complete stop is 
asinine. If they are incapable of assessing what is going on while approaching at 1-2 mph then they 
shouldn't be driving.  John recently got a ticket for slowing to 1-2mph safely inspecting the 
intersection at which there was no traffic nor persons, nor animals, and proceeding through the 
intersection while increasing speed. It was a T intersection in a residential neighborhood and he 
was on the straight through course. The police officer was on the stem of the tee to his left behind   
a parked car and rushed out without stopping with lights and siren blaring to pull Dean over within 
4 houses of that intersection. Dean tried to talk common sense with the officer and he just cited the 
law and forced Dean to sign the ticket or be arrested and taken into the station. Dean's daughter, 
Chris, was with him. Dean challenged the ticket by written declaration, and got a comment on the 
guilty verdict letter that showed the clerk's ignorance to Dean's argument. John had to ditch his 
beef. His duties as Sweetie (to Donna), Dad, Grandpa, brother (to fun loving Don, Joe, and Jim), 
and friend, are pretty demanding, together with his art and music, to get tied up in trying to fix the 
perpetual Butt-heads of the planet, some of which are also friends. And I probably qualify from 
time to time, but not in support of butt head laws.
I'd like to suggest "no law and order" for butt head laws or unjust laws. I'd  identify 
them and dump them or expect  to watch cites burn when people get fed up with 
unjust enforcers. Order without justice invites revolution.
The riots in the middle 60s in America were due to enforcement of bad laws and/or bad police 
procedures. More of them will die and more cities will burn if this continues. No one likes a fat 
headed bully. Don't be one; that's a bully with a superiority complex. Humility is simply seeing the 
bad and good about yourself so you don't tend to lord it over others. Learn to be affirmative 
without aggressiveness.
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Seeking the Power to Live in Recovery
Love is the gentle attractive force that soothes away fear and anxiety for the person in recovery (the 
recoveree) One can seek out groups which act supportive, positive, nice, and smart and exhibit 
significant time in recovery as part of their track record. Join them and use them as a guiding light 
in recovery. Filter what you hear from the members in this group to extract ideas that seem good to 
try, that make sense and seem to be within reach for you. Work at trying the new ideas and 
techniques that may make life easier for you in recovery. Growth out of the old ways can be slow. 
Take little steps to make progress in the direction you want to go. Aside from the group of people 
you like, it's good to have an imaginary higher power, a spirit power as a friend available to your 
call at any hour from your heart and mind. Define your own higher power to have the qualities you 
need in "A loving Spirit" that you can trust to help you. Whenever you are powerless about the 
outcome of some event in your life, turn it over to your new good spirit friend and relax and rest. 
When help materializes for you that  happens without your coercion, thank your spirit friend, along 
with any human helpers in solving your "problem of the moment". You will get help that comes 
from outside your sphere of control. Pretend that it came from your new spirit friend. The spirit 
could have nudged your human helpers to come to your aid. Try to love and help others when you 
can. Share your experiences in receiving outside help without your meddling. When you see how 
you can help another and it's easy for you to do it, go ahead and help. John sought help from a 
loving spirit friend that he ended up calling "Good Father". This growth soared in John when he 
heard a quiet voice in his head (that wasn't his) ask quietly: "What if I was just Love?" after John 
had ranted for 2 whole days against the god of his understanding. That was about 25 years ago, and 
in the time since, John is sure that his God is Love and does help in all sorts of things outside of 
John's control. This association came while outside of organized religion, but surely it can come 
from within for those brave enough to interpret all church directives in terms of their loving nature 
or lack thereof and act on behalf of love only, and not against any group outside your church that it 
disfavors or fights with. Faith is belief that such a friendly spirit exists and helps us, and faith leads 
to courage to stand for the cause of goodness and love and not support any force against goodness 
and love. John does not fear death as he always releases his life to God's will for him concerning 
his longevity. He will defend against direct attack upon himself or his family with his best offense.
Slowing the Onset of Negative Emotions
Some negative emotions require the individual to judge what happened, and find blame against a  
person or institution, or law that caused it. So it makes sense that to help minimize negative 
emotions, one can cut back on judgments and live a happier life. This is consistent with minimizing 
losses in a resentment. One can turn over judgment to that good spirit friend, and get on with life. 
The Bible puts one's judgment on his self (as well as the one he judges?). So judge lightly and 
lenience will be yours? Or, judge lightly and you won't have to rehash it over and over between 
your ears? For judgment and blame are in the roots of all negative emotions. (See graphic on next 
page).         2008 Banking/Mortgage/Stock Market Fiasco
The tragic failure of the banks, real estate lenders, and stock market in 2008 was caused by the 
same people and enabled Chase to buy out Washington Mutual and for all the others to cry for help 
to swindle $700 Billion from the people of the United States through the crooked politicians in 
charge in Congress and the White House, with no stipulations on how the bail-out was to be spent. 
Obama showed his true colors by endorsing the bail-out. The blame switchers acted fast to make 
the republican party innocent of all such crimes while the democratic party jumped on board to 
support the swindle and suggest that more was in the offing: like the rich not having their taxes 
increased to help balance the budget and the wars to continue. This would confuse the people who 
thought that Obama was there to reverse far right control of the world, not aid it. All of this chaos 
helped wipe out the Art business in the galleries that John was in and his work and income was cut 
to a third of its normal. Fortunately for John, that's when he started Social Security. And he had 
started to reap some of the benefits of being a landlord by that time with the three condos (between 
him and Donna). So he really didn't have to work and could suffer the loss of art income. Still with 
a positive cash flow, John paid off debt on his share of the condos while Donna did the same for her 

327



share of the unit. John could now start unraveling the tragic history of the US since the murder of 
JFK after this graphic on Judgment and Blame.below.
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New Project- Bring on Research on the JFK Assassination
John's internal rebellion toward work ended when he "retired". Rather than think of work as a four 
letter word, as he did when he had to work, he suddenly wanted to work because he didn't have to 
(?), and there was no clock running on his accomplishment (?), or failure was OK(?). Whatever the 
motivation, the wheels of John's mind started spinning and drew upon his math, logic, system 
engineering, and art skills, and it's just what the doctor ordered.  John had always wanted to spend 
some time studying the JFK assassination, but while working for a living, there just wasn't that 
much free time.A new friend at the time, Rob Peters, had the Deans over on some occasion and the 
two talked about JFK. Rob was a reader and asked John if he ever heard of David Lifton's book 
"Best Evidence". John hadn't, so Rob briefed John about what the book was about, and offered it 
on loan for John to review. John borrowed it. Within one hour of intense reading back home, John 
knew that there was a major conspiracy that took out JFK and part of it involved the alterations of 
JFK's wounds, after Parkland hospital, to change the body evidence.  Now John was hooked to find 
out more truth about the assassination. A Parkland Hospital staff of 22 people participated in their 
attempt to save JFK when he arrived at the hospital with a 2" wide X 3" tall section of his skull 
blown out in the right rear of his head (exit wound) and a small entry wound in the right forehead, 
plus a neck entry wound (4-5mm round) and an undiscovered back entry wound (4x7mm) at his 
third thoracic vertebrae just to the right of his spine in his back. After he died the Secret Service 
stole the body of the president (or an empty coffin) out from under the nose of the Dallas County 
coroner at Parkland Hospital to start the cover-up.  There was a dramatic confrontation at Parkland 
with weapons drawn to get the bronze casket past the coroner's deputies. It is possible that Bill 
Greer, the driver, and Roy Kellerman, Kennedy's body guard, who had 10 minutes alone with the 
body at Parkland, moved JFK into a body bag and out of the hospital in a shipping casket, as the 
body arrived at the autopsy before the bronze coffin from Andrews. The Bethesda Naval Hospital 
was the site chosen by Johnson for the official autopsy while the Navy put Dr. James Humes, Cdr. 
USN, who had never done a gun shot autopsy in his life, in charge. This fact alone casts suspicion 
on the Navy for being a part of a cover-up.  His report identified the off angle back entry wound 
near thoracic vertebrae #3 to be connected to the round entry wound in the center of the neck just 
below the adam's apple, which was preposterous. This was done without tracing the wounds as 
required by law, and ignoring the position and angle of both wounds. JFK was siting upright 
when he showed his response to the neck wound in the Zapruder film at frame Z225, just after 
emerging from the blockage of the freeway sign. At that moment any shot from the School Book 
Depository 6th floor sniper's lair would have had a 20 degree down angle at JFK's back and could 
never have exited his throat inches above the back wound as the bullet was progressing downward. 
This fact makes for 2 shots, both entry shots, and both without an exit. No exit means the rounds 
were weak loads, made weak on purpose, because any sort of hunting rifle round will go clean 
through a human.  The purpose was to silence the shots with silencers on most of the rifles so they

wouldn't be heard. To pin the execution on 
one person they could only allow 3 shots max 
to be heard. Silenced subsonic shots would 
have to be counted by where they hit. High 
powered supersonic rifle rounds cannot be 
silenced.  So he botched the autopsy and lied 
on the report like he was told. The head 
wound was not the one seen at Parkland. So 
the body was altered (see photo at left). They 
probably bashed in the side of Kennedy's 
head, cut the scalp as indicated, used a sharp 
ended spoon to cut the brain free from the 
bone fragments to both drape the remaining 
bone encrusted head flap over the top of his 
head, and remove the brain through the same329



hole. This "surgical"  wound is described in the autopsy report like  it happened  on the street. 
But Mary Moorman's photo shown at right shows no 
transcranial gaping hole across the rear right corner of 
Kennedy's head  It shows the top ridge of the actual rear 
exit wound described by Parkland doctors. If his head had 
suffered such a wound then her photo might have looked 
like John Dean's artistic rendering of Moorman (below), 
with a gaping hole. The enlargement of the wound was 
created at Bethesda or en route, and his brain was then 
removed thru the same hole,  JFK had 4/5ths of a brain 
still inside his head with no gaping hole, but with a 2"X 3" 
oblong hole in the back of his head when they closed the
bronze colored casket at Parkland with his body inside it. 

That was when Greer and Kellerman were given 10 minutes alone 
with the body. Dean believes that they moved the body into a 
body bag and sneaked it out of the hospital into an ambulane that 
took it to Air Force 1, where, as Dean understands from author 
David Lifton, the body was put in the forward storage 
compartments on the right front side of AF-1. An empty bronze 
coffin would then have been escorted past the coroner's deputies 
with guns drawn to keep the fact of the missing body secret. Then 
while the bronze coffin was being lowered from the plane on the

left side at Andrews, a helicopter picked up the real body on the right side and flew it to Walter Reed 
Hospital where the skull may have been bashed-in , the head cut open and the brain removed, with bullet 
bits in the head before it was raced over to Bethesda for the fraudulent autopsy. An x-ray technician was 
delivering the 3rd set of x-rays he took of the president to the lab for processing when he saw Mrs. 
Kennedy arrive accompanying the bronze casket, which, of course, was empty. All workers were given a 
hush order at the morgue in Bethesda.
  Years later when the case was reopened Parkland nurses and doctors were invited to re-identify the head 
wound  and here is the result.
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In preparation for this book John has redone all of his ballistic calculations for the shooting 
scenario and looked at old photo evidence using Light Room with Pro Sharpener 3 and has 
discovered vast new evidence that was hidden from view. The next page shows what else may be 
found in the famous Mary Moorman photo. 4 shooters are shown and John interprets the sequence 
of shots. Kennedy's fist reaction is clear evidence that he saw his murderer face to face, and shot 
gun rider, Roy Kellerman shielding his face also substantiates a Greer fatal shot as Roy didn't want 
to be injured or soiled from shot blast. The page over shows more pictorial facts,  how lab techs got  
info out to the public to foil their supervisors by partially covering info on different releases of the 
same photo. There is visual proof of the smokey shot, how Muchmore shows Greer's gun, Dean's 
correlation of the head wound. 
   John used Don Roberdeau's annotated map of Dealey Plaza in determining the sequence of shots, 
only he changed the path to actual on scene witness reports, because the government altered all of 
the film they recovered that showed anything contrary to an Oswald attack. They butchered the 
Towner  film taken of the turn onto Elm at the top of the street, by removing frames, blacking out 
faces in the limo and in the background, and re-fabricating a short film using traveling mattes to 
place the limo against a 2nd background filmed on site that day with their reconstruction of the 
limo and its people to look larger. This was to give the false impression that the limo made a tight 
turn onto  Elm at a normal speed, when it really swung a wide arc and slowed to avoid hitting the 
island between Elm and the Elm extension, directly south of the TSBD. This is where the driver 
cranked on the steering wheel to correct the path back onto Elm. Roy Truly, the building 
superintendent of the TSBD was right there and testified  about this delay in the parade. The first 
"silenced" shots were fired at this point as JFK jerks his hand abruptly back into the limo after 
having started to wave to people on the corner of that island. The shot was set up to swing JFK in 
the right rear corner of the limo in a leftward direction, so that shooters in the Dal Tex building 
(right across Houston east of the TSBD) would have a clear shot at JFK with no limo occupants in 
line and open street past JFK down Elm where a missed shot would not hit any spectators. This 
wide turn with a stop made it a close, safe shot, at a slow speed for these Dal Tex shooters. 

At left is the 
overall view of 
Dealey Plaza 
with the path 
taken in red. 
The building in 
the left 
foreground is 
the TSBD. The 
building behind 
it is the Dal Tex 
bldg across 
Houston. Shot 
flurries are 
shown in purple. 
The first flurry 
occurs at the top 
of the street, just 
to the right of 
the TSBD, 
where the island 
separator is.
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The fact that we have a Moorman photo that with routine photo processing of the day shows a 
split second after the fatal shot, with JFK still trying to block it from the front, plus the rear exit 
wound, plus the president's left hand on the left side of his head due to pain from the Roscoe 
White shot to the right of his head (so the bullet is resting inside on the left side of his head 
because it was a subsonic round that couldn't perforate JFK's head), and that this preceded the 
fatal shot to enable that left hand reaction to be seen and to account for the triangular scull flap, 
is amazingly coincident. This is like a God shot for the world to witness. It takes crossing fracture 
lines from 2 different bullets to create a triangular piece to begin with. The longitudinal lines of 
the fatal shot both intersected the vertical fracture line from Roscoe's shot to terminate their 
propagation through the skull, thus creating a triangular piece from shots in the first place. 
A look into JFK's skull for these two shots is rendered below.
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From the top of the street, shots were in flurries to emulate an assassination by a single shooter 
who needs time to reload. They allowed silenced subsonic rounds for most of the rifles and only 
allowed three big booms from full powered weapons. But everything did not go by plan. They 
hadn't killed him by half way down the street, so they switched to plan "B". John tracked all of the 
known shots fired in the plaza that day and has a sequence of shooters and firing positions based 
on observed bullet hit points. He used Don Roberdeau's  scaled map of the Plaza with height 
information and a range scale.He charted JFK's path with two stops and swaying caused by his 
driver who ended up stopping a 2nd time and firing the fatal shot. While lots of photos and films 
were taken of the event, the government went about collecting all of the film, which they altered 
or destroyed or kept in the name of national security, (actually murder conspiracy security). But the 
good techs screwed up their edits and let evidence out. John believes that the actual workers helped 
sneak out evidence while also trying to meet their requirements for the conspiratorial supervisors, 
trying to cover-up. This happened at the film labs and at the autopsy where honest workers saw 
what happened. The Warren Commission was a ruse, and not an investigation into the murder of 
JFK. They used what Hoover provided and ignored all other reports, testimony, evidence, etc. 
supporting Oswald innocence. They had to manufacture false evidence to support their findings. 
Key members of the commission included the previous Director of the CIA, Allen Dulles, who 
JFK fired for cause; many conservative members, and Congressman Gerald Ford (Nixon campaign 
manager and friend). Ford lied on the final report by changing the position of JFK's photographed 
back wound to the neck several inches above to enable correlation to their magic bullet theory, 
which was still impossible even with this obvious lie. Basically Hoover and Johnson covered up 
the murder with false evidence and elimination of evidence. Hoover controlled the evidence and 
created what he didn't have and ignored exonerating evidence (Oswald's test for having fired a rifle 
proved negative) and Oswald being witnessed on the 2nd floor calmly drinking a coke 90 seconds 
after the shooting, with too much for him to do, to arrive and be calmly breathing without sweating 
while sipping on a coke when officer Baker (with his gun out) and Roy Truly (the building 
superintendent) met him in the lunch room, and then released him (as Roy vouched for his 
employment there). He wasn't on the 6th floor when Kennedy was killed. He couldn't reasonably 
be the shooter. He won "Maggie's drawers" in the Marine Corp, with laughable shooting range 
performance. The Mannlicher Carcano they found had a missing shim under a scope foot and 
wasn't sighted in. Then LBJ stole the body away from the Dallas County Coroner at Parkland 
Hospital to have it altered in the Wash D.C. area, and had the Limo wiped down (at Parkland) and 
totally rebuilt at Ford starting 2 days later to eliminate limo crime scene evidence. While Parkland 
Hospital witnessed the president shot from the front in the right forehead with a gaping 2"X3" hole 
in the lower right rear of his head as shown above. The enormous turn around in 1 day: front kill to 
rear kill, lone assassin, is why controversy exists 55 years later. If  Oswald had shot the president 
from the Southeast corner 6th floor window, he would have had to operate the bolt action of the 
rifle to eject the third cartridge of the last bullet he fired, scurried around picking up three spent 
cartridges from 10-15 ft away from his firing position on the floor, returned to the window and 
wiped down the empty cartridges and the rifle so as not to leave any prints, stack the three shells 
together upright on the floor neatly (like they were found), place the rifle behind the stacks of 
books against the east wall (like it was found), race an L path to the stairwell caddy corner to his 
position, descend 4 flights, race back toward the front and the lunch room while Officer Baker  
quickly raced to the corner of Houston and Elm, dismounted his motorcycle, ran across the street 
to the entry of the TSBD and then, finding the elevator stalled, rushed to the same corner of the 
building that Oswald was rushing to, on northwest corner of the building, only on an open space 
diagonal path to the stairs and ascend one flight to the 2nd floor, beating Oswald's arrival there 
easily. So how does Baker see this man in the lunch room before he can even get to the 2nd floor 
stair well? Impossible, unless Oswald wasn't the shooter. Bingo! Oswald wasn't the shooter. And 
the Z film shows the president shot from the right and front to move him left rear as in the movie.
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The first showing of the Zapruder film to the public was in 1975 on the Geraldo Rivera show 
where a bootleg copy had been smuggled. Everybody was shocked to see the president get shot 
and lurch to his left rear with the hit, which couldn't be from behind. Oswald could not have done 
it, especially the part of shooting JFK in the forehead from behind.    CONTROVERSY 
CONTINUES ALMOST 55 YEARS BECAUSE THE GOVERNMENT FAILED TO DO A 
REAL INVESTIGATION INTO JFK'S ASSASSINATION THAT MADE SENSE, IN THE 
FIRST PLACE, AND THEY PICKED THE WRONG PATSY.

    THE MURDER CONSPIRACY HAD A COVER UP CONSPIRACY THAT HAS 
OPERATED 55 YEARS TO PROTECT THE KILLERS AND LIE TO "WE THE PEOPLE" 
WITH UNLIMITED RESOURCES TO AFFECT THE COVER UP, THE US TREASURY,  IN 
THE HANDS OF THE FOLLOW ON COVER UP CULPRITS!!!!!---still controlling all 
branches of the federal government, key elements of the military, the CIA, the FBI,  the Secret 
Service, Big Oil, Big Banking, The stock Exchange, the media, and big industry at large, now 
owned and operated by descendant thugs of the original thugs. Ah the power in business to buy 
out all the competition and fire all the good guys. Ah the power to make murder look like suicide 
for all the witnesses snuffed before they can testify!!!! The CIA controlled the media in and since 
the Kennedy presidency. It affects restraints on the media/internet/websites of the day to keep 
proof of the evil from going viral. The security state we live in is not to detect threats to the 
people; it is there to thwart any movements against the crooks in charge. Order without justice is 
how we live.  All key choke points in government and  industry are occupied by the follow on 
conspirators to the originals or their immoral and spineless appointments who follow instructions. 
It's a much less sized organization than the segment of  "We the People" being subverted with 
lack of jobs and decent pay. John believes that they could all be eliminated more easily than 
fighting another foreign war for the benefit of the war machine industries. After all Vietnam was a 
ruse to build up and support a growing Armed Forces industry in the U.S. and perhaps set-up 
connections for international drug smuggling by the CIA, so that they could become more self 
supporting, with their safe houses and  brothels, and resorts that make dirty tricks a very lucrative 
and rewarding career for the aspiring military fortune hunter. Self centered bullies, all, operating 
in a black OPS environment.

  In John's revisit to his studies of the JFK assassination in 2018, He has become more familiar 
with what happened at the top of the street, and has reworked his calculations of a  reasonable 
shooting scenario which links shots with bullet hits or known reactions in the limo or other 
evidence to come up with what might be called: a real starting scenario that agrees with the 
forensic data and witness reports in the case. It involves more like 20 shots at the president, 
mostly with subsonic, "silenced" rifle rounds of 1100ft/sec muzzle velocity or less (below the 
speed of sound) as these are the only shots that can be "heavily muted", allowing for three loud 
blasts (that were not spaced apart in time far enough to have come from one shooter). Roy 
Kellerman in the limo testified that the last two loud shots were bang bang, a second or less 
apart. This can't be done with one Mannlichter Carcano.

       So, why was JFK killed in the first place. It helps to review the conditions in the U.S. at the 
time. Who would have a motive to kill a popular national and world leader, who had a beautiful 
and accomplished wife and the perfect little family? Here's why.

           Kennedy had expressed his desire for mutual tolerance by the US and the USSR and was 
working with Khrushchev for nuclear test bans in June of 1963 with his speech at American 
University. He had a lot of background in Southeast Asia and sent his majority leader in the 
senate to take the pulse of the evolving democracy in South Vietnam. The report was that there 
was no growing democracy in South Vietnam. 



 The leaders were simply using US funds for their own enrichment. The French had sent  250,000 
troops there and lost in their bid to control that area. Kennedy was wise to sign a National Security 
Memorandum the month before he was killed to  start bringing troops home and complete the 
withdrawal within a year and a half. Also Kennedy did not support the CIA war to invade Cuba at 
the Bay of Pigs. He righteously wouldn't provide air support for the invasion at the last minute as 
that would be an unprovoked act of war. Nixon  had started that planning as VP under Eisenhower 
and had it ready to spring into action in early 1961 (on Kennedy). When the CIA went ahead with 
it as a covert act, Kennedy blamed the CIA  and fired the Director, Allen Dulles, and  General 
Cabel in charge of their air force. JFK was going to cut out the military segment of the CIA in his 
2nd term, and reduce them to information gathering only. -something that still needs to be done-    

So the CIA wanted him dead.

 CIA agent GHW Bush  was a big honcho in the Bay of Pigs. His daddy, Prescott Bush, funded 
Nixon into politics so tricky dick did their bidding. And he lost to Kennedy. So 

the  Bushes wanted JFK dead.  
and Richard Nixon wanted him dead

And Castro was afraid and asked for nuclear missiles from the USSR. Then Kennedy had to face 
the Cuban missile crisis. The Joint Chiefs wanted to make a first strike nuclear assault on the 
USSR, claiming only 30 million civilian casualties in the US. So Kennedy left the meeting saying 
"You're crazy", and initiated private communications with Khrushchev for a peaceful settlement. 
The military saw JFK as soft on communism. and JFK was going to start down sizing the 
enormous military to show the world that the U.S. was a peaceful nation not seeking an arms race 
with any other ideology. Mutual tolerance was his objective, with a reduction of military tensions.

 So the military wanted him gone. 

And JFK saw the depletion allowance for big oil as unfair to all other US industry (as it was) and 
was therefore going to cut it. Oil companies in the US were getting 27% of their net tax free with 
this allowance, yielding $ billions a year in increased profits.

So  big oil wanted him killed.

FBI Director, J. Edgar Hoover,  had tapes of JFK's liaisons with other women, so JFK had to 
keep him for his 1st term.  But Hoover wanted his job for life & was a neighbor and close friend 
of LBJ. Johnson got the call to be JFK's VP because he had the goods on JFK on his extramarital 
affairs, through his friend, Hoover. Hoover could be FBI Chief for life under LBJ

So Hoover's FBI wanted JFK dead.

Johnson got his seat in the senate in 1948 with murder  and voting fraud. He proceeded to take 
over the Senate and the House with his friend Bobbie Baker, who had the girls and the parties 
and the junkets to give LBJ leverage. Johnson took bribes laundered through Cliff Carter for 
political favors. He received campaign funds and personal wealth through his friends in big oil 
(Clint Murcheson) and  the defense industry  in Texas (Brown & Brown). 
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Private banking of the US thru use of the privately owned Fed was not JFK's idea for the nation; 
he wanted to abolish that.  So  

Big banking wanted him dead.  

Brother Bobbie, as Attorney General went to war on the mafia, so they wanted to cut off  the 
head of the serpent who was after them. 

So the mafia wanted him dead.



 Johnson could not out shine Kennedy so he had one chance to become president.

The Secret Service  was peopled with racial bigots and JFK was sponsoring  Equal Rights 
legislation. Also the guys didn't like pulling overtime for JFK's affairs, as they all  respected the 
First Lady, especially Bill Greer, an Irish protestant driver for the White House. He saw JFK as a 
stuff shirt New England Playboy with no morals. Bill was ripe for the picking. He knew of the 
First Lady's strife, first hand. He could help free her from this embarrassment of a husband.  

The Secret Service caused JFK's death,  

      While planning the Bay of Pigs invasion Nixon worked with the CIA to develop hit squads to 
kill Castro, involving mafia and CIA trained Cuban refugee shooters from the invasion force. Frank 
Fiorini, an American military fortune hunter who helped Castro came back to the US and the CIA 
to help train exiled Cubans for the invasion and for assassination duties. He took the name Frank 
Sturgis.  E Howard Hunt, CIA hitman, worked with Nixon on the Bay of Pigs training and 
assembly of assassination squads, allegedly meant for Fidel Castro, along with the new member 
Frank Sturgis.  But Kennedy won the presidency, and the poorly planned Bay of Pigs invasion, was 
a massive failure (which gave the Bushes & Nixon the excuse they needed to rile up the Cuban 
assassins against Kennedy. After all he didn't provide US air support for the CIA invasion and 
meant to dismantle the CIA in his second term (so they couldn't create their little wars (that went 
against US "foreign policy")).  LBJ and the Texas team led by his attorney, Ed Clark got into full 
swing to assemble Texas support for the assassination using Mac Wallace, LBJ's "enforcer", as the 
scenario planner/shooter. Dallas Police, Sheriff , and Mayor (the brother of General Cabel who 
Kennedy sacked) fell in line with at least 3 Dallas shooters (2 of which were law enforcement). The 
Secret Service participated heavily. H.L Hunt, a racist bigot from Texas and the richest man in the 
world at that time, and billionaire, Howard Hughes, both hated JFK and could provide funding for 
the project from both sides: the Texas side and Nixon/CIA /cuban hit squads/ mafia (Howard 
Hughes) side. Robert Mahieu, a Texas Congressman,was the bagman (carried the money) to Nixon 
for Hughes. Nixon channeled the moneys to E. Howard Hunt, who was the on- site paymaster 
for the JFK assassination in Dallas. Frank Sturgis loaded up  two station wagons with men and 
weapons and Marita Lorenz, another CIA recruit, and went to Dallas from Miami before the 
assassination. When they arrived Frank told her the plan, and she bailed and left town. But before 
she did, she witnessed  Hunt giving out envelopes of money to  Jack Ruby and Frank Sturgis. Later

when Hunt sued a magazine 
for defamation of character, 
Defense attorney, Mark Lane, 
a JFK  author, won the case 
with Marita's deposition, the 
topic of  "Plausible Denial". 
On the next page is Dean's 
generic shots map with 
shooter positions and hit 
points shown. It is the scaled 
map of the plaza picture 
previously shown. The wide 
turn was a set-up for Dal Tex 
shooters. Their view at left 
shows JFK is on the outside 
edge of the limo, near, and 
with clear street ahead, going 
very slowly. 
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Lyndon Johnson wanted JFK dead so he could ascend to the job



Dean believes that this is where the 1st shot occurred. Here's the map with instructions for the 
calculations.

Excess greed, the kind of which is running the world today, and political power mania coalesced to 
kill JFK, with no respect for human dignity;  no concern for people. 
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Below John shows his calculations for the first 4 shots. Shot one 1  comes from the Dal Tex 2nd Fl;  
first calc 1  upper left, below.
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 The second shot again came from the same building, this time from the 3rd floor and was  
part of the first flurry that made JFK yank his hand back and somewhat crouch to his left. 
These actions can be seen in Tina Towner's film despite its total remake. Dean analyzes 
their makeover below. The way he constructed the figure below is to start 
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with the first indication of the start of a JFK wave in the Towner film. Then Dean fit a side view of 
the limo to the movie frame to develop a scale for the 21.25' length. This was done by aligning the 
window width to Jackie's left from the towner film to the full side view model of the limo that 
Dean had a picture of, so the window widths would perfectly agree, using the metal edge of the 
side of the window frame. Then Dean dithered the cursor in the movie to give him one frame 
change in the image. One can tell because the hand moves with respect to the back ground in the 
first frame. He continued to the left copying and pasting sequential hands/frame and pasting them 
properly to agree with the "Towner" movie with their placement against the windows of the Dal 
Tex in the background. He could then measure this distance between hands (with respect to the 
length of the limo), where he determined that each frame (.044 sec long) showed 4.6 inches of 
motion of JFK's hand. This gives us the limo speed 4.6"/.044 sec or 8.4'/sec or 5.7mph. Then Dean 
counts frames from the last open hand to the fist and gets 1.8' of motion, which at 8.4 '/sec 
took .22sec. Dean then has his wife time him to see how fast he can open and close his fist in a 5 
sec speed trial. Dean managed 14 full cycles or .18 sec is the fastest he could close his fist (5sec 
trial/28 half cycles = .18 sec). This indicated to Dean that JFK was jerking his hand away from a 
wave and making a fist at an alarming speed. This is the indication Dean has, that the first shot was 
fired at that point. Only Towner is lined up on the 4th to the last Dal Tex window when the last 
open hand is shown. If one views from Tina's perspective what this looks like in the plaza one can 
see that, without a doubt, no shots were made and the limo was never at this spot because it took a 
wide turn onto Elm and was twice the range to Towner when she filmed it. What the government 
did was separate the limo and its occupants from the background using traveling mattes and then 
doubled the size of the limo and its occupants for a re-cut of the movie to make it look closer to 
Tina. John has reconstructed that image on the next page: Tina's supposed view based upon the 
government remake. One can see that the limo is too close to her and that no shooters on this 
mission would have fired when the threat of collateral damage was as high as suggested by the 
trajectories on the next page. The proof that the government enlarged the limo and its occupants is 
shown in their mistake to cut around the first lady at the start of the wave, and to leave JFK and his 
first hand up in the background. See the first wave on the previous page. His hand is half the size 
of subsequent hands where JFK and his hand were made part of the limo crew (instead of the 
background for the rest of the movie?). John believes that this could be an intentional insertion of 
evidence waiting for the researcher who would find it. Well Dean stumbled into it with his other 
finds to help define the case against the government for this overall horrendous crime of the 
century. If the hands had remained small their separation relative to each other may have appeared 
greater than 4.6". So perhaps the limo was going 11 mph around that                              curve until the driver stopped 

to straighten out the steering wheel to get back 
onto Elm. Only if they had left the sizes small 
the limo would have been half size as well, 
which fits the pattern of being on a collision 
course with the separator island between Elm 
and the Elm Extension. The 6 frames removed 
had evidence, perhaps an abrupt head motion by 
the president. Dean believes that there was a 
second and third shooter on the west facing side 
of the Dal Tex that added 2 more shots in this 
first flurry. Crowd faces were blacked out. It 
could be that at the top of the street, where 
allegedly GHW Bush's image appeared on the 
steps of the depository, (see left), they ordered 
all faces blacked out on the top of ELM. In 
Dean's copy of the film showing Officer Baker 
running to the TSBD, there's a figure cut out of 
the scene. SOME CONSPIRATORS ARE  

 INVISIBLE (after government editing of film).342



 So the 1st 2 shots 
were fired from the 
Dal Tex with JFK at 
that island 
separator.The third 
shot 3 Dean believes 
could have caused 
both the bullet hole in 
the Stemmons 
Freeway sign and the 
hit near Johnson's car 
identified as two of 
the missed shots in the 
references cited. It's a 
pretty level shot and 
must go left to account 
for the quick JFK head 
jerk to his right per the 
Roberdeau annotated 
map at Z155. Dean 
believes that by now 
JFK is aware that an 
assassination attempt 
is  on and that it 
involves crossfire. He 
would have 
commanded a fast 
escape and been 
ignored. His own wife 
is silent and doesn't 
help  him. Or she tries 
to hush him up as 
being mistaken. Dean 
believes that the 
cupola 3 shooter 
stepped out to the stub 
wall for this shot. 
Maybe it's the French 
assassin alleged to be 
in town. Shot 4   at 
Z170 is the first loud 
shot, John believes 
came from the smoky 
shot guy late in the 
attack. This could be 
Mac Wallace with 
some kind of safari hat 
on, in the Moorman 
enhanced picture. If  
Mac was  the Texas
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 planner he probably wanted to control the 3 loud shots allotted the patsy. Because Greer had to 
take over in plan B,there was no practice with the last two shots, which went bang- bang! Mac-
Greer. Impossible for Oswald alone.



Shots 5 through 9 are shown below. Dr James Fetzer identified Isquierdo, Sheriff's Deputy 
Weatherford, Dallas Police Officer Roscoe White, Dallas shooter Jack Lawrence, LBJ shooter Mac 
Wallace, and CIA hitman Frank Sturgis on Nov 22, 2013 (conference Santa Barbara,CA). 
Dean added Jim Braden  mafia. 
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Only Isquierdo in the Dal Tex 2nd story west facing room (and probable others on that facing) had 
line of sight to both cross JFK's path and hit the Tague position for shot 5. His sights had been 
messed with (Oswald?). Braden missed JFK by about 1' for shot  6. The only thing Weatherford 
did wrong was  not compensate for g fall on the bullet for shot 7. It hit JFK in the back (with 1-2 
inch penetration). The 4X7mm entry wound points back at him on that roof at the spot shown with 
the same off perpendicular angle of entry ~54degs. Shot 8 Roscoe White has a bead on the 
president and adjusts his sights right to compensate for limo velocity  and sees the First Lady so he 
pulls off left while firing  and hits the street behind the limo. He thought he hit the grass South of 
Elm, but another shooter could have done that at nearly the same time. He records this shot in his 
secret diary. Shot 9 by Jack Lawrence  is aimed right on  for bearing but he only compensates 1.3 
ft for g fall and it's 2.1 so the round hits the president square in the neck through the front 
windshield, still an amazing shot. The government has directly tried to lie their way out of this 
shot, saying there was no hole in the windshield. But 5 expert reputable witnesses saw it: 2 of the 
motorcycle escort officers and a fire arm savvy medical student close up at Parkland Hospital 
directly after the shooting, the Secret Service agent responsible for driving it back to the White 
House from Andrews that night  (in his written report), and the supervisor for the windshield lab at 
the Ford Motor Company, the following Monday when the limo was at Ford to destroy all limo 
murder scene evidence thanks to LBJ    Jack escaped thru the drain system to the river from the 
South end of the triple over pass and found his way back to his office at a local car dealer, vomited 
in their restroom, and took the rest of the day off. He miss-placed the car he had borrowed from 
his dealership earlier that day. The car was found some time later in the parking lot above the 
grassy knoll. Jack was an ex-Air Force Marksman who sold cars for a living at that dealership in 
Dallas.                              Shots 10, (10', 10''), 11, and 12 are shown on the next page. John 
believes that there were 2 more west facing Dal Tex shooters who would have fired a 1' and 10' 
shot; and 1'' and 10''.  The 1' would have shown a bigger reaction by the president to force the 
removal of 6 frames from the Towner film, altogether. Again Dean believes that this first flurry is 
done as the driver cranks his wheel to put JFK on the outside edge of the car from the perspective 
of these 2nd floor Dal Tex West facing shooters while practically at a stand still for the first flurry, 
and with open street beyond for no collateral damage if they missed.  Because 3 observations were 
made at the man hole cover: furrow nearer street in grass, concrete abrasion on inside, and a ping 
was heard off the metal cover itself, the spread clearly missed the president, but perhaps should be 
counted as 3 shots, 10, 10', & 10''. 11 & 12. They replace THIS:
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Shots 10, 10', and 10'' would account for the 3 observations at the manhole cover. These could only 
come from the Dal Tex bldg west facing side as the 3rd fl. south facing room shooter would not be 
crossing JFK's path. TSBD shooters would be way over his head. Roof top shooters on Houston 
wouldn't cross his path, and all knoll and overpass shooters would be firing at a dead president.
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From the calculations the bullet height at the limo should have produced a kill, shot 10. But Greer 
was starting to brake for the fatal shot, while he was veering to his right. The shooters could well 
have led the president slightly too much in their estimates of cross track error, and fired off to 
JFK's right. Limo slowing during bullet flight would then account for this miss. The Algens 6 
photo may show possible sites for shooters 10' &10'', so Dean  cropped it to the right side and 
shows it below. It also shows the two motorcycle police on JFK's left witnessing his injury and 
staying put per the plan to kill him before evacuation to the hospital. The left side of the Altgens 6 

photo proves the set-up on the president that day,  identifying participants from the Secret Service, 
Dallas police, and the First Lady. See next page. Here's a sequence that Dean interprets not in 
favor of the First Lady .
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Judging from Altgens and Zapruder, and after JFK's fiasco at the top of the street. He saw it 
coming when he had to jerk his hand away, and dodge left toward his wife from 3-4 shots at the 
island, and then in the 2nd flurry have one whiz by the other way at Z155, and then again at Z170, 
where a big bang accompanied the miss to his right. Then at Z210 shots whiz by from his front 
and back and he gets hit in the back from behind and to his left, and when he stands up & shouts 
out, "I'm Hit", he's ignored. Within the next second or two he gets hit in the throat from the 
front, and his wind pipe is opened. He can't say anything. But he's pissed at his wife who is not on 
his side and not helping him. He looks at her within a second of that neck shot and she puts up her 
right arm in what appears like a defensive gesture. She already heard him say he was hit and now 
he can't say anything but she knows that he is hit again, and still does nothing but hold his arm to 
keep him upright and extend both arms to also keep him at a distance. He probably figures that he 
is a dead man, and he's getting weak from not being able to catch his breath. Still he is aware of 
the driver slowing, of bullets that whiz by him and hit Connolly, and then he sees the driver turn 
around and lower the bead on him with his monstrous 45 service automatic. And a bullet hits 
him in the right side of his head from the police shooter behind the stub wall, near Zapruder, 
and goes to the other side where he feels it hit inside his head and it hurts where it hit at the 
left inside and he grabs the left side of his head with his bloody left hand (that had been at 
his neck), and as the driver points at his head he raises his right fist, his only defense against 
slaughter. Cornered and shot like a rat. The world soon goes into morning and the real rats 
start their cover up. A genius in his progressive thinking for the people, who goes under, 
probably more for his sexual compulsion that took him outside of his marriage, than for his
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 politics that the world loved, only the selfish, self serving industrial kingpins had to kill him to 
protect their measly billions. And in the process they internalized the power of covert action and 
made notes on how to kill future leaders who care for the people and fair play, but dare to block 
industrial growth that is not good for greedy leaders. They hate national pride for good and fair 
deals for the people and love illicit squandering of others resources that they acquire through 
bribery, deceit, threats, and murder. They lure their workers into traps of evil acts for good results 
and then use it as leverage to extract more evil acts and get bigger pay offs. It's money making 
with no laws, no morals, and eliminating evidence with murder of whomever inconvenience them, 
or block them, or out them, or just "know too much". The First Lady knew no other way to escape 
her cheater husband to get another life so she acquiesced to his murder and then was told to help 
out in keeping him a target. Shot 11 came from the top of the county building (3 pages back). The 
inset art there shows the view of the shooter and indicates the difficulty of the shot on Kennedy.  
Below that, is the art that shows the plot plan of the limo and the bullet paths for 11 and 12. Also 
shown are the vector diagrams for the 11th and 12th shots that show the math for figuring what 
percent of limo velocity goes into the cross track error and what it's value is as a function of limo 
velocity. One may break up the velocity of the limo into two components, the component going in 
the same direction as the bullet and the crossways velocity at right angles to the in line component. 
The vector addition of the two components equals the vector velocity of the limo. The sine of the 
angle between the bullet direction and the limo direction yields the  component of limo velocity 
that affects the cross track drift of the limo during the .26 sec flight time from either shooter (as 
their slant range ends up being the same for these 2 different shots). The County building shooter 
had more cross track error, 2.8"/mph, than the records bldg shooter (1"/mph of limo velocity). 
Presumably Weatherford was still in the mind set of the high powered rifle with negligible  drift at 
100 yds. With 1" of error for every mph of limo velocity this suggests that the limo was going 4 
mph or greater so that rather than hit JFK square in the back of the head the drift caused it to miss 
JFK's head barely. He did adjust up for g fall, about  7-8" up, but the g fall was 1.1', so he cleared 
JFK's back to hit Connolly but missed to the side for cross track error or he would have hit 
Kennedy in the neck, still pretty amazing for a subsonic silenced sabot round. Only Connolly's 
wrist and thigh paid the price. So, again, Dean doesn't believe that the TSBD shooters were 
involved in anything on this day, especially not the Connolly hits as they are too far off from JFK, 
the target of the day, to hit Connolly by accident. An intended hit on Connolly is ludicrous as LBJ 
was an associate and close friend of Connolly's. Besides Connolly was part of the plot. He got the 
route changed to the deadly Elm street dog leg, and convinced the president to come. He was also 
a limo spotter for the "umbrella man" who signaled the need for plan B (a driver coup'd'tat at point 
blank range). Greer was beaming as he turned onto Elm with this prospect in mind, and he 
controlled all the shooting angles and limo velocity to help the other shooters and himself in the 

end. Front seat agents looked back at 
 Z 285, made the decision for the 

driver to shoot the president at Z292 
when they looked at each other, and 
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the driver turned around again to do the deed while 
stopping  the limo. All movie films showing this were 
remade or destroyed, or kept for the posterity of          the conspiracy. The same with still photos.



They thought that they could leave in the glare of Greer's gun above Kellerman's head, see below.
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There was no need to secure the assassination evidence for a lone assassin as there is no issue of 
national defense in such a case. The only motive would be for the protection of inside government



 conspirators: (CIA  GHW Bush, David Atlee Phillips, and their assassination teams), FBI Director 
and many agents, Secret Service (Bill Greer, Roy Kellerman, the 4 encircled above & many more), 
Lyndon Johnson, all Texas' aid (Sheriff, Dallas Police Chief,management, many shooters, Ed 
Clark, Malcolm Wallace, Jack Ruby, Big Oil, H. L. Hunt), Richard Nixon, E Howard Hunt, Frank 
Sturgis, and all the spotters, radio men, filmers, film collectors and clean-up crews). Maybe it took 
fifty to seventy five people to do the job. And there were important observers in the crowd, high 
level antagonists to JFK mostly from the CIA. Read about this in  The          Great  Zapruder Film 
Hoax by Fetzer, Lifton, Costella, and White. The government butchered this film, mostly by 
removing frames to speed it up, but they clearly used traveling mattes and separated the limo and 
its people from the background and the foreground and then reconstructed it (surprisingly with the 
the shot from the front and from the right that moves the president back and to his left). Then they 
lied their way through explanations  on how that's possible when he's supposedly shot from the 
rear. Dean has clearly shown the raising of Greer's 45 automatic from Z303 to 306, corroborated 
this with two separate pictures showing it to be a 45 automatic, shown Kellerman's head glare to 
be very small while the nickle plated 45 is exceptionally bright; the 45 to have an 8" flat shiny top 
while Kellerman's head is rounded and way less reflective, and the blur in Greers image with the 
firing of the weapon at Z313. An example of technician inserted evidence in the Z film is the 
weapon in one frame, Z318, being put into the glove box. In the moving picture one can't see it, 
but the one frame shows it. Dean believes that 4 or more frames of it would have been in  the 

original. Above Dean analyzes the scene with the help of a clear picture of the limo interior. Fetzer 
and Costella point out the phony head blob, created by the film editors for the head wound while 
the Moorman photo doesn't show it (but reveals great evidence of 4 shooters in the picture, JFK 
holding the left side of his head at the last moment and having his right fist up to block a shot from 
Greer who he sees in front of him, and Kellerman shielding his face from a Greer shot. 
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 Tell the world about this! Please.

The nations of the world know that the US had a coup; it's time for the citizens of the US to open 
their eyes and see this, and revolt against the the evolution of cover up conspirators since, and 
demand reparations. It'll be in the trillions. And the true faces of LBJ, Nixon, Ford, and the three 
generations of Bushes will be uncovered. May their families be stripped of the illicit gains made by 
these worst of  US traitors. And may the US clean house real well in the re-establishment of justice 
and democracy. 

   Shot 13 is the Dallas Police Officer, Roscoe White's shot to the right side of JFK's head near the 
ear (that wasn't noticed at Parkland because the right rear exit wound was the critical wound to 
deal with). The range was 70'. The limo was stopped. Ready, aim, fire. So JFK is still aware but in 
pain on the left side where the bullet stopped inside his head. So he shifts his left hand from the 
neck to the left side of his head as shown in Moorman. Dean guesses that the smoky shot  shooter 
from the knoll fired the smoky shot next 14 and then the fatal shot from the driver 15 and the 
game was over, as JFK's dead body obeyed the laws of physics and moved to his left and rear with 
the combinations of hits 13 and 15. And the Z film kept this motion, as they had no other footage 
to mimic a JFK forward fall (as if shot from behind). The head pinned against the rear seat 
cushion all the way down the street until it is whacked into the normal sitting posture (the left rear 
to right forward upright just doesn't cut it for the appearance of a rear head shot). They couldn't 
create it  in the time available. In this time frame shot 16 is fired that hits the windshield frame in 
the center. Here's the evidence plus Dean art for the fatal shot. 
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      Shots 13 through 16 are shown two pages over. Adding 2 more for each of the first and 10th 
shots would bring the shot count up to 20. Zapruder did film the top of the street entry of the limo 
but the whole segment up to Z133 had to be cut out as it was too difficult to cut the mattes to 
separate the limo from the background and they had no substitute footage for the limo making a 
tighter turn  toward the viewer from the top of the street (because it never happened). JFK popped 
up at his back shot and said he was hit. Dean believes that this occurred very near the neck shot so 
they just moved the Stemmons sign as Costella proved (to perhaps cover the obvious  pop up). His 
pop up and yelling that he was hit could have been his effort to show the crowd that the limo was 
not responding to his need for medical attention. They all stone walled him. What would you do in 
this predicament?  (I'd scream bloody murder before I died from a fatal hit, but I may not think of 
screaming that the Secret Service is killing me, as Greer hasn't turned around yet with his 
surprise). And JFK can't scream after the neck shot.



John Kennedy was a people's president with a great mind and with an agenda of peace and 
prosperity for the U.S. He wasn't interested in propagating the wartime economy, and he didn't 
kowtow to the selfish interests of  big defense corporations, big oil, big banking, etc. He was 
doing good things for the country and its people. So evil, greedy people killed him, and now most 
of the people (the lower 55%) are worse off as time goes on. The evil ones bankrupted the nations 
to fund their pet industries: defense, oil, banking, transportation, big agriculture, etc. with cash for 
them and the debt for the people.  At the same time they have forced global climate change and 
filibustered that with bad science. The world needs new leaders with a better economy for the 
lower 55% of US citizens in the US and with comparable changes in other countries to make the 
world a safer and more sustainable place to live.

 At right a photograph of a 
rear head wound, but it 
looks like a contact wound 
placed there to deceive. It 
wasn't there in the back 
wound photo, shameful 
work by the Navy, the 
Secret Service, the CIA, 
the FBI, and the 
Warren Commission.
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    Shot 13 to the right side of JFK's head is by Dallas Police Officer Roscoe White and it creates a 
vertical crack in JFK's skull that stops the spreading of the longitudinal cracks from shot 15 
(Greer), This creates a trangular skull flap that the Bethesda butchers play with at the autopsy 
when they dismantle JFK's head, but then they can't
assemble it all for the burial. Someone at Walter 
Reed could have taken a hammer to JFK's head to
allow reassembly for the designer wound doctors
at Bethesda. In a sketch below left, there were no 
photographs of this wound. 



 The final shots, 13,13',14, 15, and 16  are shown  next.
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Shot 13 is Roscoe White again. This time the limo is stopped and JFK is close. It's a hit to the 
right side of the president's head. It doesn't exit but lodges on the left side causing JFK pain, so he 
grabs the left side of his head with his left hand, previously at his neck. Mac Wallace fires 14 but 
shoots wide left of the limo to distract the crowd, while Greer takes aims, JFK puts his fist up to 
no avail and Greer shoots  him in the right forehead near the hair line 15. The bullet takes out 
JFKs nervous system and kills him instantly. It exits his lower right rear head, leaving a 2" X 3" 
exit hole as Parkland medical staff observes. His body falls to his left rear from the two head hits. 
There is no spasmodic reaction to a rear shot, just Newtons' laws of physics. Shot 16 hits the 
windshield frame about 11" above JFK's head. The summary of shots follows. The sequence goes 
from 1 thru 16 with probable other shots from the same area shown as the number with a hyphen 
or double hyphen in the case of the Dal Tex west facing shooters and the cupola shooter. Frank 
Sturgis is added at the sewer entry on the left of the Triple Over Pass (TOP), near the bottom 
center of the figure per Dr Fetzer. Numbers are placed next to the shooter, next to the president, 
and at the final landing spot if it was a miss. If it's a hit the next to and end point are one and the 
same. Shot #7 was from Weatherford on the Records building and was the first hit on the president 
(in his back) where it created a 4x7mm entry wound (being about 55 degrees off perpendicular to 
JFK's back, which creates the oval at entry). I believe that John Kennedy got up and yelled that he 
was hit for all listeners to hear as he wasn't getting help when he commanded an evacuation in a 
hurry before that point. The shot in the back should not have forced him out of his seat at all, 
unless he wanted people to see what was happening, and focus the crowd's attention on his 
dilemna in the limo of  not being obeyed or supported. He knows that his own wife is witholding 
support for his life, as she does not force evacuation with huge screams and violent gestures. She 
was probably gently told by Greer and Kellerman that the president needed to be taken out for the 
"good of the country" and that it would eliminate her dilemna of being stuck in a Roman Catholic 
marriage that was defiling her with sexual abuse by the president. She would have been assured 
that she had nothing to do with the killing, and shouldn't feel guilty. The ultimate warning to her is 
that if she tried to stop it, she may be shot accidently by one of the snipers and the children would 
then be parentless. Greer could have genuinely cried when he told her these things, as he didn't 
want her to get hurt,but he knew he was the back-up to the assassination attempts from outside the 
limo, and the First Lady had to know that he was going to shoot the president if all else failed. 
How could she have not known that the driver was the killer when he shot the president  from 
perhaps 5' feet away in the same vehicle. She was a victim of shot blast noise and particles from 
his 45 as well. She lied by witholding the truth of the murder scenario. But she did it for her own 
sanity and what would seem to her, protection of her children from the truth about their father. I 
believe that if Connolly had his ankle piece, he was back-up to Greer in case all others missed and 
Greer was hit accidentally and immobilized from doing his hit. Greer had shots come real close 
(windshield to the left of the rear view mirror and the windshield rim.) Connolly was a close 
friend and ally with Lyndon Johnson and he was in on the plot as he lured JFK to Texas and 
changed the route to the fatal one on Elm, in the last 2 weeks. He would have thought of himself 
as a hero if he had done the job himself. Everybody in that limo (but JFK) knew what was going 
down and did it or approved of it happening that day.  I'm assuming that Nellie Connolly would 
have the same sentiments as her husband. The Connolly family did not help disclose this 
conspiracy to the world nor allow bullet fragments to be removed as requested when John passed. 
They were radical right Texans all the way, and JFK was going to mess with big Oil. It's us or 
them.

The summary of shots follows on the next page with no bullet rays, just shot numbers placed next 
to shooters, hit points, or next to the limo to show where the limo was when that shot occurred. 
There are 16 with probable extras.Adding the 1', 1'', 10', 10'', 13', and Frank Sturgis on the north 
side of the TOP near the pickett fence end, we get 22 shots. We still may be missing some limo 
hits and grass shots as I recall hearing about more limo hits from the Ford people, and 3 miniature 
mole hills where bullets hit the grass south of Elm in a N-S direction and tunneled under the 
grass.. Maybe there were 28 shots.
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     None of the shots above 16 prove anything but a bigger conspiracy. Gordon Arnold lost his film 
to Roscoe White at gunpoint after Roscoe's last shot. He was shaking and crying and had his 
revolver on Gordon when he took the film. Gordon quickly disappeared to start his next permanent 
change of station assignment to Alaska three days later.
       I have looked for, but not found, any other research that computes bullet paths for shot 
accuracies and lines up the sequence of shots as I have, shooter position, cross track error, wind 
resistance, time to target, slant range from horizontal distance and aim angle, and the fall of the 
bullet on it's path due to gravity, while noting JFK reaction,
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and gotten correlation to Tina Towner's film for the first flurry of shots at the top of the street, 
reactions to crossfire by JFK and the first loud shot at Z170. It is in this work this year that I got a 
better sense of what it must have been like for JFK when he got no support from his Secret Service 
after he realized the assassination was on, and bullets were flying by him. He had to order a fast 
escape and was ignored until he was dead. The limo Driver bears the main brunt of guilt for this 
set up. He aligned the limo for the first flurry, orienting the limo for shooters, even drifting left 
after the neck shot to keep the Dal Tex shooters in the ball game, and of course, two stops (one 
brief at the island separator) and the other 3-4 seconds long for the kill that he made; not to 
mentioned direct disobedience to the presidential order to step on it and get him out of there. Greer 
was essential "back-up" for the whole plot. Although Connolly was known to carry a concealed 
pistol in an ankle holster under his pant leg and may have been back -up for Greer. Despite his bad 
chest wound Connolly is shown in the Z film approaching the back of the front seat agents after 
the fatal shot to do what? Dean thinks to congratulate them for a job well done, and then hit the 
deck to his left to avoid more follow on shots.

  And so has it gone for the assassinations of RFK, Martin Luther King Jr., and JFK Jr..and the 
attempt on Ted Kennedy at Chappaquiddick in 1969. Even the attempt on Ronald Reagan gave 
GHW Bush control while under Reagan to kick off the US debt demise. Both RFK and Reagan got 
the hypnotized shooter to do it and forget. RFK had to be assassinated to open the way for Richard 
Nixon to become president. He would never have beaten RFK. So his CIA family took care of 
business. Only in RFK's case their back up was directly to his right, his security escort or 
somebody next to him put a revolver behind RFK's right ear and fired the fatal shot (from 4 inches 
away), while the mad gunman in front, Sirhan Sirhan, was fumbling his shots with his arm pinned 
to a service cart. L.A. PD didn't follow up on the true killer. Noguchi, the L.A. coroner, didn't 
offer his proof of another shooter (the 4" distance of the fatal shot behind his right ear) to the 
prosecution or the defense. They had Sirhan Sirhan, who could not have fired the fatal shot. Dean 
understands this to be a strategy the CIA uses for setting up hits based upon their extensive 
research into mind control from their MKUltra program in the 50s and 60s. John Hinckley Sr. was 
a Texas oilman who sponsored GHW Bush as a nominee for president in the 1980 primaries. 
GHW got the next best thing, a heart beat away. Hinckley's son Scott was going over to Neil 
Bushes house for dinner a day or 2 after John Hinckley Jr. attempted to murder President Reagan. 
Some believe that the real shooter who hit Reagan was on a balcony above. Dean believes in 
another shooter as back-up to Hinckley, and that GHW had the power to set up Reagan for this hit 
and use it to intimidate Reagan to carry out his policies when it failed. GHW Bush is closely 
connected to the anti-Castro Cuban refugee army trained by the CIA for the Bay of Pigs invasion 
and for assassination squads used against JFK, and to his CIA brothers: E. Howard Hunt and Frank 
Sturgis through the Nixon control link. All are guilty of killing JFK. MLK was killed by a 
conspiracy that involved the mafia, local, state and federal government authorities of Memphis and 
another shooter, with James Earl Ray, as the paid patsy; so ruled the jury of a civil court in 
Memphis in 1999. This is what the King family pursued to get the truth. They sued for $100. I 
believe that J. Edgar Hoover and the FBI supported this operation. Although JFK Jr. was an 
experienced pilot and had his instructor with him, Dean recalls hearing that a bomb disabled them 
and forced the plane down. The front right seat and the instructor's body were missing after search 
teams found the wreck and the other bodies. No access has been allowed for independent 
investigators to inspect the remaining wreckage. JFK Jr was assassinated because he had the 
power and the mind to reopen the investigation into the murder of his father. His mother, who 
acquiesced in the murder of his father, orchestrated his little boy salute to his daddy's coffin that 
made me cry.   Ted Kennedy's future as a presidential contender was destroyed by the inferences of 
his illicit relationship with Mary Jo Kopechne who died from drowning in the single vehicle 
accident off a collapsed bridge, while Ted got away with his life that November in 1969. So the 
evil ruling authorities (Bush, Nixon et al) didn't have to try and kill him again. Nixon was 
presidential puppet #2. Ford was #3.
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Carter was his own man and a fine president. Reagan was neutralized by Bush 1, then B-1 
redoubled the national debt in half the time of Reagan as puppet #4. Clinton came on strong like 
Carter and cut the debt rate down to zero and started paying off the debt before he was replaced by 
Bush 2. But Clinton was blackmailed or threatened to eventually join the cabal of Poppy (GHW), 
while Bush#2 (who's puppet #5), redoubled the debt while turning the US into the biggest 
terrorist nation on the planet and setting up a new department to handle the repercussions of 
his actions in the invasion of Iraq and Afghanistan, his idea of a balanced response to the 911 
invasion of 22 tent wandering Arabs ( from Saudi Arabia?).

     He is the single most odious of the conspiracy's leaders to date for me. Homeland Security is a 
place for the Bushes to hide more loyal killers and have the people pay for it. 911 was a CIA 
controlled demolition to move the politics toward war. Suspicion of weapons of mass 
destruction; Since when is that a valid excuse for invading a country? The "shoot yourself in 
the toe and blame it on somebody else"  strategy originates with the Chairman of the Joint Chiefs 
of Staff, General Lyman Lemnitzer, under President Kennedy. That's what was put into practice for 
911, 38 years later. My book, A Beautiful Mind (with a Big Mouth?) , covers some of the proof 
of this allegation. Ultimate proof is the existence of Nanothermites in the explosions to melt the 
support columns of the building to allow it to collapse at close to the speed of a free falling object 
under the force of gravity. The films of the 911 collapse show the steel gushing out in liquid form 
at the key supports in a rhythmic fashion to form a nice neat pile. This can only be done in a 
controlled demolition using Nano-thermites on purpose because aviation fuel does not burn hot 
enough to liquefy the steel. WAKE UP AMERICA! Bush #2 took us there. And he introduced 
torture as a legitimate interrogation technique with water boarding. Hitler would be so proud.
A Beautiful Mind (with a Big Mouth?) John C. Dean 2010 ISBN-13 978-0-9794932-2-5 
After my initial JFK work I tried to study the US economy, getting the budgets of the Federal 
Government, the facts of income distribution, wealth distribution, taxes etc. to try to make sense 
out of the US economy. I also studied US health care and found several places where savings could 
be made by removing the leeches from the system (private health care company administrative 
costs, for instance, were 20% of their health care dollars managed, and litigation of medical issues 
in court, about $70B. The alternative solutions to these problems were single payer life insurance 
with overhead like Medicare,  3-4%, and binding arbitration with fair hearings and preset awards 
for different injuries, thus eliminating mal-practice insurance premiums for the medical side and 
reducing their use of defensive medicine to cover themselves in the anticipation of medical 
lawsuits and therefore reducing their costs additionally here as well. The less expensive 
management service would save $150Billion/year (in 2010) and for elimination of torts in medical 
mal-practice,  about $50-70Billion/yr saved if both malpractice premiums and defensive medicine 
was significantly reduced by doctors. There was a lot of other wasteful spending; for instance in 
defense,where wartime budgets at the $682 Billion year level in 2012 was greater than the sum of 

military expenses for 10 other 
major nations in the world. 
Playing world cop and having 
troops in 130 nations of the world 
to protect our business interests 
there is also an outrage. John 
Perkins  wrote a book in 2004 
"Confessions  of an Economic 
Hit Man", that shows how US 
industry can steal resources of 3rd 
world nations with bribery, deceit, 
threats, and murder and have 
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CIA and military support to do it. Perkins details the filthy rotten business of conning foreign 
governments out of their resources by entangling them in contracts that become too expensive for 
them to pay for with cost overruns from design changes, etc leading them into huge loans from 
international bankers to pay and then debt problems that can be solved with their release of 
resources to the American companies. His book is a nightmare of American usury of foreign 
nations. This all comes out of New World Order (a Bush family name for conspiracy controlled 
governments) and is why the US has troops in 130 nations of the world.

Dean shows the lack of health in the US economy for the majority of the people with his reality
check curve at left. It shows the net income of 
Americans in 2007 in ascending order with the 
percentile of the population, and the subsistence 
curve (20-300K/yr) from the poor to the rich for 
basic survival, and takes the difference to show 
either a deficit or a surplus in income (red shaded 
region to the blue shaded region), and the total 
deficit for the lower 55% of $738Billion, and 
the total surplus for the upper 45%, $3.7Trillion. 
This is to illustrate the unacceptable 
disproportion of income in the US. It is the cause 
of emotional stress, bad health, death and the 
need for government assistance that should be in 
the form of family sustaining  jobs to correct the 
problem. So "Beautiful" sees this as a problem 
that needs to be fixed. Dean creates two models 
for the economy: the multiplier model to 
demonstrate how business ripples the dollars 

replacement goods & supplies, overhead, 
and savings. Some percentage of their cost of 
business goes to each area. The model shows 
a .3, .3, .3, .1 split in the costs and savings. 
Overhead is rent, utilities, phone, internet, 
loan payments, advertising, etc. paid by the 
business to other businesses for these 
services. The input dollar at left would be 
that proportion of the buyers income he has 
available to spend. If he has no savings nor 
investments, he spends it all.  The ratio of 

what he spends to his total net income is his propensity to spend. Those people living hand to mouth 
(poor people) have unity propensity to spend. More wealthy people save and invest and spend a 
lesser percentage of their earned dollars stimulating the economy. The rich may only spend 40% of 
what they earn, so dollar for dollar the poor drive the market better with their income. Realizing 
that the employees spend their wages in the market and that replacement goods and supply 
companies also work with some fraction of this original dollar, as do overhead service companies,
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through the economy over and over in any given year from peoples expenditures for Goods and 
services, and the money flow diagram that shows the interaction of the business machine for the 
production of goods and services and the wages received and investments made and the taxes paid 
with the interaction of the government, which spends more than they take in, causing a deficit that 
Uncle Sam covers by borrowing money from his debt hole that keeps track of the total debt. The 
first model is intuitive and easier to understand. It shows a business that provides goods and 
services (G&S) and a customer buying $1 worth. The business spends that dollar in wages, 



 one should track the one dollar until too little is left to count. The real market multiplier comes 
from the total business counted in all subsequent businesses due to this dollar. The chain looks like 
this. It is iterated down to the last penny and shows $4.61 in total business caused by the 1st $1.

The Poor Man's Magic Multiplier
The poor man's purchase of $1 created $1.11 of wage money in the full chain. With no taxes and 
spending all of his money in the market for a month he has bought one more job at 1.11 times his 
pay for the system. If every employee in this system makes the same and spends the same way 
they're paying for a job for a month also. While it is a simple intuitive model it does make an 
important point. The economy is driven by purchase dollars and those dollars can pay the salaries, 
replace the stock, cover the overhead, and provide savings in the system to be self perpetuating. 
This coupled with the reality check curve shows the need to shift moneys from the top end down to 
the bottom end as wages. This could eliminate much of the welfare that gives no recipient a sense 
of pride for his accomplishments. It stimulates the economy, while raising the spirit of half of 
America, at a fraction of the excess paid to the rich end. Rich people will not start new businesses 
nor hire more employees unless the demand for and availability of more of their product is there 
right now. So giving a tax break to the rich doesn't work at all (Reagan, Bush, Bush, Obama) The 
economy is driven by the buyers so we achieve two goals in providing family supporting jobs to 
the lower end of the economy. They become self supporting, the system has eliminated any need 
for welfare for them, and the economy is strengthened. Look at it this way: Life, liberty, and the 
Pursuit of happiness is impossible without subsistence, so the very founding principles of our 
nation are disregarded in today's economy of the super rich. And the leadership is causing this on 
purpose, as they control the agenda of who they fund for election. And one needs a lot of money to 
buy media support to enable being known and being liked and being voted for. So the rich and the 
corporations and other large businesses determine what politicians make it. Because they make
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deals with both parties to totally control the outcome, which is: TURN ON THE GOVERNMENT 
MONEY SPIGOT for the (rich and powerful)s' agenda. The agenda is to make them more rich and 
powerful. Big oil is historically the only big driver in national foreign policy. Our military policy 
is to support the oil companies abroad who are bringing their oil back to us. The Iraq invasion was 
to force the building of an oil pipeline out of Iraq to enable global shipping of their product. Now 
with a puppet government that was achieved smoothly, the US corporations get the benefit. 
$12Billion cash was shipped to Bahgdad in 2003 from the Fed using US military C-17 transport 
aircraft. The US-led Coalition Provisional Authority (CPA) disbursed the moneys that originated 
from Iraqi oil sales, surplus funds from the UN oil-for-food program and seized Iraqi assets. Just 
what the U.S. got out of it is unreported, but surely more than what Iraq got paid for it. A man 
became a specialist in moving billions from the airport in Bahgdad to the Central Bank of Iraq 7 
miles away and to the US Embassy. Between 2003 and 2008 this man managed the ferrying of 
$40Billion to the Central Bank and the embassy. The Iraqi share was disbursed by the Coalition 
Provisional Authority of Iraq. But 1 million Iraqi civilians were killed in the war. Saddam Hussein 
wasn't killing his own people that fast.The second model that Dean created is the 2010 Market 
Flow Model below. It portrays the interaction of the business machine with the work force and the

government and the deficit 
spending requiring Uncle Sam to 
borrow $1.3T in 2010 for the 
government part of the economy. 
Basically the health of the 
economy is based upon the 6.4T 
above left of wages and other 
income that are spent on the 
economy (light blue 6.4T) to 
produce 6.4T of goods and 
services coming back to the 
people. But we can't ignore the 
$1.3T of borrowed money needed 
to add to the $2.1T of fed inc tax 
($1.3T) and (other tax, corporate 
tax, and bus. share of SS = $.8T) 
to yield what goes out $3.4T. The 
size of the total debt of the US 
government is $13T which is 
like one year of gross national 
product, immense, the biggest 
red arrow, the depth of Sam's 
grave. This is not good for the 
nation and is unsustainable and 
it is caused by the crooks and 
murderers who run our country. 
It's like running real hard to the 
cliff, where, God knows, what's 
gonna happen. And they do it to 
increase the excess wealth of 
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themselves while deeding the debt to the people? Bull, I do not accept this debt, nor the debt of 
government use of excess Social Security funds in any given year and calling it a people's debt to 
their own retirement program is insane. Weren't horse rustlers hung for less. The congressmen and 
presidents and economists who legislated this dirty trick are worse than horse thieves. When the 
economy is poor, our young people become attracted to the military where they own your life. 



And foot soldier jobs stink as they cheer you on for your first kill. Suicide rates in the military are 
the highest they've ever been. But if our economy was paying a decent family supporting wage for 
every worker, no one would give up making toys to join the cutthroat military, unless they were 
inclined that way. How does a control center for combat drones, decide who to kill from afar? I'll 
bet it's by suspicion of their appearance in most cases. Our police in recent years have killed many 
when they felt threatened. But if they had swat teams with them at every suspicious moment, would 
they command the murder of the people on the street based upon this suspicious appearance, or 
work it a bit to see what's going on. They'd check it out and hold their fire, pending some kind of 
proof of a possible threat. How many drone operators have felt guilty for killing people without 
cause and sought asylum in private circles? It is Dean's contention that intelligence operatives 
accompany military units and select from our ranks those who they want killed to stop other 
complaints about caring out illegal orders; e.g. killing innocent women and children. Sort of a "shut 
up and do it, or die." Dean believes that that's the worst of military actions: the strategic action of 
killing every living thing in a village or hamlet, and suspects that that's how his buddy from 
childhood and college roommate, Army Lt. Vincent E. Duffy was killed in Vietnam by friendly 
fire, for not allowing the killing of women and children. Lt. William Cowley was found guilty of 
murder 1 for following an illegal directive of treating all unidentified personnel in a free fire zone 
as enemy combatants and slaughtering 22 unarmed women, children, and babies in Mai Lai in 
1969. Dean got a call after a visit to the Vietnam Memorial in Wash D.C. in 2008 from an 
unidentified person who knew Vince and saw that Dean wrote a tribute to Vince and asked if Dean 
would like to know how Vince really died. Dean didn't want to open any old wounds so he declined 
the man's offer and thanked him for calling. So Dean can't be sure, but he does have friends who 
suffered Post Traumatic Stress Disorder PTSD from their experiences in Vietnam. John knows 
what it's like, as with his sensitivity he suffered PTSD in his 50s from his relationship with his 
father. Three series of psychologists finally led John to a solution. He was asked by the third guy to 
write out his grievances with his father 3 times a day, 20 minutes per session, for a week and to 
bring back the results in the next meeting. By the 5th day Dean had to sit and think a lot to come up 
with anything else, and by day 7 was sick of the exercise. Thereafter when his mind slipped into old 
memories of Dad, he'd say to himself. "Nope, I don't have to go there. I documented all of that 
thoroughly already."
A Spiritual Breakthrough for John
And later he came up with a sure fire fix. He decided to imagine letting his father into his mansion 
in heaven and giving him a job that he would like there to do his amends to John. He made his dad 
the greeter at the front door for all visitors and guests, where Dad could exercise what he did best 
on Earth: being a great and generous host to friends and visitors wherever he was. He spent a 
fortune on enjoying dining out, organ bar music, parties at home with drinks and super dinners, and 
told stories and laughed it up. His laugh would make anybody smile if not crack up themselves. He 
was the best host that John ever knew. With his fantasy job John gave him the run of the facilities at 
the mansion to help people there to have a good time. After several years, John let his dad just be a 
visitor himself and settle in for some fun times at the lounges, by the stream or at the lake, or visit 
the shore facility for a swim. Or he could go watch his mother (John's sexual predator grandmother) 
teaching painting to the young people out in the gardens of the estate. John worked out his 
resentments with places for his nemeses to work and have fun at his mansion in heaven, and maybe 
John can perform a song and play guitar, or paint a portrait of somebody he hurt in life when he 
gets his turn to make amends in heaven. There is no Hell. It's all amends and everyone goes to 
heaven, as God loves all of His kids. and we all need to get along.
Designing a New Economy
To determine what was needed to raise the lower end of the economy into self sustenance, Dean 
designed a curve that showed the desired end and computed the amount of wages needed in that 
area of the economy to achieve a better, more productive, life style for the poor all the way up, 
while preserving some savings above the opulent life style of the rich. The new wage graph below. 
For those who refuse to work Dean designed sleeper units and an economy for street people. 
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The real challenges in fixing the world are birth control and the governments which refuse to 
implement a fair deal for their people. Rather than have them migrate, world nations which 
support a decent living for their people (life, liberty, and the pursuit of happiness) might unite and 
help influence other nations leaders to step down. Fair reproductive rights should be enabled to 
continue family continuity into the future, but in smaller numbers with free neutering to reduce the 
current population of the Earth to, perhaps,  1/2-1/4th its current level naturally without genocide. 
Many organized religions may reject limits on the reproductive rights of their members as they 
may promote increases in their folds through reproductive freedom of large families. But  human 
populations are taking over animal habitats that need to be preserved, and in some cases increased. 
And deforestation of the planet should be stopped in the  e.g. Amazon, and the process reversed. 
How do we do this? Fights over private ownership of lands or waters or natural resources is greed 
with a mighty club. God gives these things to share and tender well
amongst His animals and plants (But couldn't we kill off the 
Bindii plants (puncture vines)) in human settlements ?      See at right.

First Person
Everything in this book is 
what I currently believe or 
know, or think I know. I do 
not claim to have 
knowledge like God has 
knowledge. I defer totally to 
a God of my understanding 
who is Only Love and All 
Good, and  I cuss  the devil 
every once in awhile, when I 
think he's messing with me. 
I believe that  continuation 
of my life is miraculous, the 
many times I've been saved. 
To be 73 years old, with 32 
years of sobriety and time 
clean,  and 30 years without 
nicotine after being that "3 
breaths to one puff smoker 

to clear my lungs of smoke", I am grateful and happy, and in a very small circle of people in the 
world still alive with my problems; to name a few: alcoholism and nicotine addiction as above, 
sexual addiction without becoming a predator, heart disease (3 heart attacks, 7 stents, 7-8 trips to 
the cath lab), kidney disease, gall stone, kidney stones, squished discs in my neck (daily neck 
pain), a fatty liver, fatty heart, bad left rotator cuff (gimpy left shoulder), un-healed (once 
dislocated left pinky), clinical depression (SSRI meds work), creeping dementia with the arteriole-
sclerosis (forgetful in old age), over weight a bit, left eye cataract, with  attitudinal problems: eg 
being an impatient procrastinator, having a tendency to react to life  (getting better at pro-acting 
positive), being a loner, still chasing digital game outcomes (greater than 20,000 free-cell games in 
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sequence, way more than 20,000 chess games (of which I relive "Groundhog Day"mostly, hearts, 
spider solitaire similar numbers), and a compulsive project guy.

 I seek truth and a better life for the lower economic peoples of the earth. I enjoy being a dad, 
grandpa (papa), husband to Donna and a brother to my siblings and to my fellows in recovery. I'm 
still happy to be alive, and grateful for what I've already experienced. Back to "Beautiful".

I demonstrate that the above income curve can be achieved with a new national budget, huge 
reductions in wasteful government spending, and huge increases in taxation of the high end, while 
leaving them savings and not spoiling their life style (within reason). The tax tables allow for more 
wealth than the 1960s gave the rich. This plan includes in the budget $400B/yr pay down on the 
national debt, reduction of the military to sovereign nation levels, elimination of military functions 
and dirty tricks for the CIA to bolster nationalism in nations abroad, elimination of Homeland 
security and the destruction of the international drug trade (eliminate the CIA management of 
international shipping for themselves), while relocating/dispersing their employees to peacetime 
productive employment. Cut back black program funding in international agreements to reverse the 
perpetuation of the war machines industries of mankind, seeking to be a sovereign nation and no 

longer a world cop. Above is the federal budget modified from 2010 to achieve my results that 
year per the modified income curve above for that year.
Income Tax
While increases in the income of the lower and middle classes take place, a huge drive on the 
economy should up production of sustainable products, and the rippling of the dollars is expected 
to cut down on the dollars needed to sustain the middle class. A lot of the moneys needed to up the 
income for the middle class might seem to come from the rich, but as better buyers the middle 
class is increasing the income of the richer segments, so it's not a one for one trade. I made the 
rates of taxation mirror the increase in the income curves, not to wipe out anybody, while helping 
the middle class to start saving again, and start retreating on the 2 income family by having higher 
wages for the main bread winner. Regressing to the 60s in relative income for the lower classes is 
very beneficial and enables 1 worker families to survive, which creates a better home environment 
for the kids, and better control of their activities while creating safer neighborhoods.

Here's the graduated tax scale used to develop the income tax above. The high end of the economy 
can afford to pay more if there is a need. So this tax chart shows the feasibility of sustainable 
capitalism with reasonable tax rates for those who can afford to pay taxes.
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The Market Flow Model for this sustainable system is shown on the next page.
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The sustainable economy has Uncle Sam out of his grave and running a concrete mixer to fill 
in the hole at a rate of $400Billion /year, shown above as an oil surplus paying down the debt. 
With $.2T of interest on the debt shown, only $400B of the $600B spent on debt maintenance 
reduces the total each year at the start. At this rate it takes 32-33 years to pay off the debt, as 
the interest on the remaining debt decreases annually. Obama ignored my plea for a balanced 
budget and stopping the wars in 2010. 
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The economy is cranked up by the increase in production caused by shifting about 1-2 million 
government workers to jobs in the economy out of the military, civilian, and intelligences services 
making the US a sovereign nation and no longer a military empire. Huge increases in solar power 
development would create the jobs as we ramp up the conversion for home, industrial, and 
transportation power applications. The presidents pushing for government bankruptcy are 
criminals looking to weaken the only source of power that can slap them down, for neglecting the 
state of the people for 50+ years with the puppet leadership backed by evil industrial strength in 
oil, banking, automotive, chemicals, drugs, etc that are way under taxing the richest userers of the 
economy, and circling the people with billy clubs, tear gas, and guns to create order without 
justice. I believe that Justice =good economy for all Americans which enables LIFE, LIBERTY, 
AND THE PURSUIT OF HAPPINESS as inalienable rights in the Declaration of Independence. 
That means family sustaining jobs with savings. The leaders are pushing to get all the assets of the 
nation into private hands ultimately and let the people be damned. Now, in late 2018, the national 
debt is about $21.3T. At $400 Billion pay down rate now it would take 53 yrs to pay off the 
debt . Let's get started! And let's take out the monolithic conspiracy from the top down and restore 
the Treasury to the benefit of it's people. Maybe we could accelerate the pay down and hold a 
candle light vigil when this is done on the 100th anniversary of the JFK assassination. Then we 
could create a national hall of shame and put in the Johnson, Nixon, Ford, BUSHES, with Trump 
in the tower and give an honorable mention to Obama, who never told the nation the truth he 
knew, before he swore in, and turned coat via the wuss out.
Christine Invites Dad to Paris
I asked Christine if she could include me in her next trip to Paris. She and Rose were thriving 
economically and enjoying life out of their classic 40s style house amongst the tall palm trees in 
Silverlake, near the center of Los Angeles. Their lives were filled with culture. Two Phi Beta 
Kappas soaking up the culture and dining at the finest venues. She and Rose planned a trip in early 
May, 2012 and rented a 2 bedroom apartment about 2 blocks from the Louvre. The second 
bedroom was for me and it had an extra bed. Donna wasn't interested in going to Europe; she was 
more interested in visiting out of state family. I thought that brother Don, who lost his wife, and 
was living a pretty cloistered life in Monarch Beach, might be interested in going to Europe with 
me. He had started dementia and would need a guide, and I was still sound enough to do that. His 
family was delighted that I had invited their dad to accompany me. Chris and Rose were going 
onto Italy alone after Paris, so I could plan whatever else I wanted and pay for it myself. Don got 
excited about a trip to Europe and added Italy and Germany, and I rebounded with London, and 
then he insisted upon train travel within Europe, and I worked the plans for subway use and some 
of the Hotels in the cities we would visit. We both had ideas for side trips. He suggested working 
with AAA trip planners to tie everything together. We used the AAA office a couple of miles from 
his house. The lady at the AAA trip planning service didn't quite cover all of our plans so I booked 
a few things myself on our itinerary. She advised that our trip was far too complicated and warned 
us about how connections missed could screw up the whole trip. We accepted the risk and got 
ready. We both got passports. Then we flew ahead of Chris and Rose to London and stayed on the 
north side of Hyde Park, as it turns out, just down the street from the Columbia Club, where I 
stayed as a young officer in London in 1969. We were near a "tube" station and got passes for 
Central London, on the 1st line. This would get us to Westminster Abbey and the parliament  

buildings along the Thames.We chose to walk from the hotel 
through Hyde Park to Buckingham Palace and from there to 
Trafalgar Square on a separate outing. We took the tube to St. 
Paul's Cathedral, but after being ripped off for $15 apiece to see 
the coffins of dead royalty at the Abbey, we passed on an 
opportunity to see the inside of St.Paul's for another $20. In 1969 
these were open to the public free. We decided to pass on the 
"Eye", the 443' tall ferris wheel along the river. We did see a 
changing of the guard. At left is Don on Westminster Bridge with 
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parliament in the background. Food was uneventful in London, except for the huge Buffet 
breakfasts at the hotel. After a couple of days, we took the "Chunnel", the high speed train under 
the English Channel, to France. The country side all the way to Paris from there, was mostly 
grassland with some trees and hills. Don and I had booked side trips to Normandy to see the 
American landing beach Omaha, and the American cemetery nearby. That took all day. Another 
day we had a tour of Monet's home and Japanese Gardens in Ghiverny, a gourmet lunch at a nice 
restaurant on a river, and the afternoon at the royal palace at Versailles. With Chris and Rose we 
dined out at a couple of different restaurants that Rose picked and did the Louvre and the Musse 
d'Orsay for more art than we had time to see. At the Musee they had a show on Degas nudes, plus 
a good number of Van Goghs and Monets and Renoirs. Art in Paris is spectacular. We went to a 
very nice chocolate shop/cafe where Chris and Rose ordered us various nice chocolate treats, and 
Don popped for the bus tour below at left of the Champs Elysees (the main boulevard in Paris) 
featuring the monumental Arc de Triomphe          and Eiffel Tower. I got to see St Germaine-Des-Pres  

along the Seine, part of a lyric to "The Seine", by the  
Kingston Trio. It was all storybook time. On the last 
morning we parted ways with Chris and Rose and caught a 
train at Gare de Lyon for Arles near the south coast, the 
last residence of Vincent Van Gogh. Despite having only 
20 hours there, John was set to cover the sites of many Van 
Gogh paintings around the 
town.The train station is near 
the Rhone River and the edge 
of town. As one comes into the
town at the left is his yellow 
house, shown at right.There's 
a bend in the river there and if 
one turns left to look at the 

river from this view of the house one sees this bend, which may be 
the site of his Starry Night over the Rhone, shown below left.

Rhone at river bend

Starry Night over the Rhone VG 

I spent a considerable 
amount of time painting the 
Cafe  La Nuit and the 
entrance to the Public 
Gardens after we returned 
from our trip to Europe. See 
the next page for the 2012 
locale shots andVG paintings 
from those locations. Don 
and I ate at the restaurant 
there and the food was good 
and reasonably priced. An 
ice cream shop was nearby.
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              Cafe Terrace at Night(left)       Public Gardens (rt top)

Bridge at Trinqueataille (rt bottom) 
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We caught the train to Nice the next day where we stayed near the shore on the Mediterranean, and 
I took off my shoes and rolled up the 
pants legs and got my piggies wet. 
There was music all night in the 
square down at the water. The next 
morning we departed for Florence, 
where we saw El Duomo below.

and David, by Michelangelo. No pictures  
were allowed of the marble "David" indoors 
so the outdoor replica is shown at right. We 
were there a couple of days and couldn't make 
it to all the museums that we had pre-paid 
entry to. Then off to Rome where we saw the 
Trevi Fountain and Spanish steps, spent a day 

going to the 
coliseum in Rome 
and touring the 
vast estates of the 
emperors in the 
same area ( left). 
Then we had a day for the 
Vatican tour where we went into 
St. Peter's Basilica (at right) , 
toured the corridors of art, saw 

the models used for various subjects to give artists their 
guidelines, toured the Sistine Chapel, where Michelangelo 
portrayed the image of the Monsignor in charge of the art work, in the hell scene on the north wall 
having his genitals devoured by a serpent. And the pope at that time thought that it was a correct 
appraisal. We saw the Pieta' behind protective glass.  After Rome we took the train to Venice 
where we stayed at a hotel right next to the famous Rialto Bridge and walked all over the place, 
visiting St Mark's Square. The ice cream was freshly made at all shops in Europe (not kept frozen 

rock hard in containers like in the US), and the best of the trip was in 
Italy. We spent a day and a half in Venice and then took the sleeper train 
to Munich, where we arrived about 6 in the morning and changed trains 
to Mannheim and then back tracked to Heidelberg on another train to 
tour and spend the night. Some word
of mouth history had this town in the 
history of the forefathers to the 
Deans, the Dehns of Heidleberg. It 

was beautiful with a river and a quaint town with squares 
every quarter mile or so. A neat old bridge over the river near
the end of town with the ruins of a magnificent castle up in 
the hills at right.  Then the next morning we hopped a train to 
Berlin. It was boring, except for the excitement of having sub machine guns pointed at us near 
the entrance to the Reichstag, 
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 when all we wanted to do is check it out as tourists. We did see the Brandenburg Gate and the 
memorial to the holocaust. From there we flew to London and then on home. We had bonded as 
buddies.
Peace and Prosperity Development
I did put my slides together with some of my recorded music and created a 45 minute long movie 
of our trip to Europe (really a slide show with captions and music) that runs pretty fast and is fun 
to watch. It's in the digital storage device for this book. Then I wanted to return to the avocation of 
peace and prosperity that would be desirable in the correction of world problems resulting from the 
hostile takeover of the US with the murder of JFK. I got back in touch with the Veterans for Peace 
local chapter (Long Beach) and met with them and put up my homemade banners representing the 
cause as I saw it. They let me hang with them for their demonstrations that spot lighted the poor 
veterans who died for their country, and I went on a March with them and tried to help with 
projects. Richard Madeira the leader of the local group was putting together a display on the beach 
near Belmont shores on August 11th, 2012 and I joined him and the small group their to create a 
giant peace symbol in the sand. We used boards to push sand into long mounds to form the peace 
symbol and Richard kept walking through my mound and messing it up. After about an hour in the 
hot sun I was too tired to continue, and got up and left for my car. I forgot my protest banner 
holder and Richard took it to his house afterward. When I got home I did drink some more water 
while Donna was ending her book sale out in the drive way. She hadn't made much money and she 
had a huge collection of childrens' books. So I spent some more time in the sun and bought about 
40-50 books to help make her day, and toted them to the garage. Then I was real spent again and
went inside to cool down and have lunch. So I fixed a sandwich and sat to eat it and
it didn't settle right. I went to my easy chair and felt nauseous.    Heart Attack #3  Then I got
weak and broke out in a cold seat. I called for Donna and it wasn't long before I asked her to call
an ambulance. I wasn't sure but I thought I suffered a heart event. The ambulance called ahead to
the hospital for them to assemble a team for an emergency catheterization. I grew pale with the
cold sweats again as I sat up in the bed they put me in at the ER, and they set me up for an IV with
a port to inject drugs as needed, and the chief physician in charge of the ER kept her eye on me.
She said later that I had the look of death being imminent  But the team got ready quick and took
me into the cath lab. My blood showed that I had a heart attack. The procedure seemed pretty fast
to clear three serious blockages and put in 3 more stents to keep the arteries feeding my heart open.
I had immediate relief and my color and sense of health returned quickly. I was wheeled into the
Cardiac Critical Care unit to stay awhile for observation. Ardi Smith was there as my nurse and
was excited that she had an artist to care for. She was a very good nurse and we ended up
becoming friends after that; and I got to see the work she did as an artist and was very impressed.
But in the CCU,  I was probably too healthy and loud for the environment so they moved me into a
room of my own after awhile. Brothers Don and Joe showed up to visit and Chris and Danielle and
Kathleen as I recall, and I felt loved, but got pooped out from visits, and finally rested. For the
balance of 2012 and into 2013  I worked on movies to convey to the viewer what hours of book
study would tell them about the world leadership and economy.
Movies of Truth/JFK/World Takeover/What to Do/Website
Copying and using movies posted on the Internet, I cut and paste movies of my own and narrated 
them from my own script. Kennedy Peace Model. I put together a film identifying his Killers 
and Motives; I assembled a detailed movie of the JFK Assassination; and made a combo film 
that shows who, how, and why and presents my thoughts on recovery: Peace and Prosperity of 
JFK Returns after 50 years. Then I created a web site https://peaceandprosperitypath.com, that 
has articles plus free downloads of my movies and book (and segments of the movies to watch on 
line to help the viewer decide if he/she may want to download the higher quality full length movies 
and the 324pg book, "A Beautiful Mind (With a Big Mouth?) in full color.. The book is quite 
technical so the movies make it easier to grasp the  truth regarding the state of affairs of the US 
and its corrected history since the coup on JFK in 1963.
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Grandpa's Toys
After the serious work is done it's time to play. 
Jumping Frogs:

John tried various launch mechanisms, but the best

was to to push the legs up through the body of the frog extending one end of a spring attached to 
the top wiring that held the legs together and had a circular guide to follow the center shaft of the 
frogs body up to the head, with the other end of the spring attached to the bottom of the base of 
the frogs body. So the spring stretches out when the legs are pushed into the body. This is done by 
holding the frog's body between ones fingers and thumb at the side rails of the body, placing the 
frog feet on the ground and pushing down on the body to force the legs up into it . When the tail 
gets near the ground one simply lets go and the spring drives the body upward until the spring has 
released all of its potential energy as the bottom of the spring races upward with the head and the 
momentum of the body and spring imparts to the whole body, legs and all, to propel the whole 
body to jump at an initial velocity slightly less than that of the head of the frog when the spring 
was driving it up (to conserve momentum). A slightly stiffer spring with the same stretch length 
imparts greater initial velocity, giving the frog a greater jumping range. The two undecorated 
models at the top right were the best jumpers in their weight range. John and other kids enjoyed 
launching the frogs.
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Spring Driven Fliers: John came up with a spring launched glider that was a lot of fun. This is 
an early one below left. It glided nice and slow in a slightly curved pattern. Thunk was the flight

pattern of  John's next aviation wonder toy. But he 
wanted something sleeker and faster and straight 
flying, and longer range. Right. He also wanted to 
mimic birds and make gliders that looked like birds, 
sorta. Here's some of those 
toys.
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John's Unstable Toy Pets
Ladies and gentlemen, I present Darth, my guard cat

But when it comes to eating little children, there's nobody like my pet Koala, Kwazilla!!!!!

John's Custom Designed & Built Electric Go Kart

Cole Emily Matt 
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Dean Phoenix

Since I didn't have an SUV I designed the go kart to fold in half by lifting up the center section 
after disengaging the custom made catch that held the front to the back, and off loading the 
batteries (which were heavy) and removing the steering wheel that was held in place by a secure C 
pin, another custom design feature. The next page shows the design of the fold up go kart. The 
brakes were drum brakes with the bell rotating with the live axle (rear drive axle) near the left rear 
wheel and the shoes were fixed with respect to the chassis and wired to the front to a pedal that 
pulled the cable when the brake pedal was pushed (with spring return between the two shoes when 
the pedal was released). This way the motor is coupled to the rear axle directly through 2 
sprockets, 11 teeth on the motor output sprocket and 55 teeth on the axle drive sprocket, with 
heavy duty chain linkage between the two. The 5 to one reduction in teeth gives five times the 
torque of the motor to the drive axle to move a total of 350lbs with me driving, and 120lbs plus 
rider's weight for the kids. It was enough to make it exciting for all. 17mph top speed with no 
speed blocks and less for more timid drivers.
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Originally I designed the go kart to run on three batteries in series 
for the 36 v needed but the amp hour rating suggested that I'd run 
out of power after about a half hour with the kids goosing it up a 
lot. So I designed and built this heavy duty battery tote that would 
clamp to the chassis. I had a heavy tang underneath at the far end 
to hook under the chassis, and on this side, a rotating catch to lock 
it to the chassis.
Then the control/meter panel hooked firmly into the handle of the 
battery cart above it. Disconnect three wires and I could separate 
the front 3 batteries and control panel from the go kart. But when I 
added 3 more batteries to create 3 parallel sets of 12v batteries into 
36v serially, it became a bit of a mess and break down of the 
batteries for toting became more complex. But I found the perfect 
location in the neighborhood to run the go kart, at the 
administration parking lot at the local park, which I could drive to 
a couple of blocks away. Then the kids would have plenty of space 
to run loops and zigzag around. That's where the previous pictures 
of the kids were taken. As a toy it lost it's excitement as the kids 
grew and after a couple of years I sold it to recover space in the 

Sewing and Costumes garage again.
I wanted to learn how to sew, to make colorful stuff, clothing art, if you will. Donna gave me 
lessons and got me a machine for a beginner, a Husky Star, by Husqvarna. I liked satin Fire.

applique on shirt at left.
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             Nathaniel's Laker's Cape

John's "Cabbage Patch" Dolls   (folk art)

John and Mattie's matching satin shirts plus 3 other grandkid shirts
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Kris Allison is Dave's mother. 
She is an exceptional person, 
and works for her family in 
any capacity needed, while
being patient and loving.Emily's Crown

  Kathleen
with crown
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I designed and made the jester costume at 
left for Elmo's 100th birthday costume 
party in Brookings. Elmo commissioned 
me to paint Ted Watkins, his master of 
ceremonies, as King Henry the 8th as a 
gift from him at the same event. Ted put 
   it in his poker parlor.

me and Elmo at his 100th

Ominous Warning

I made the tattered Uncle Sam 
costume for my protests about 
the US economy and walked in 
public with protest signs as well.
I got lots of thumbs up and no 
jeers. The public agrees, but 
there has to be an easy part in 
the recovery for them as they 
are managing the struggles of 
life on life's terms



John's Panhead logo design in satin was sewn onto the back of the shirt appliqué close stitching.

Applique Pan Players on shirt The original hardware for Darth's mouth was replaced 
with a better design with real looking cream colored plastic 
teeth that I made on the new wire arcs. The original mouth at 
left was colored felt sewn in for the teeth, gums, tongue, and 
throat and then stitched around the wire to hold it tight as the 
inside of his mouth. Silly but fun. See below.

John made the black shirt into a "Johnnie Cash
tunes tonight shirt" by adding black satin to the
collar and pocket cover and using one of his fancy
stitches on his machine to line the edges with
metalic gold threat. Silver would have been fine too.
"Well, I taught the weepin willow how to cry, cry,
cry, and I showed the clouds how to cover up a clear
blue sky, and the tears that I cried for that woman...."

Steel Art

Elvis Steel Party Mask (in progress)

379



Trying to do a shiny stainless steel sculpture, I failed 
at left and felt the need to paint her after I did her 
hair. To do the hair I decided to build a hair bracket 
that could be snapped onto her head and contained 

all the beautiful cocobolo wood shaped into her hair, to fit 
snug to the skull and back of the neck. The bracket would be 
of steel and lock onto the head when assembled, but that I'd 
have a release latch to take it off and on during the design and 
construction of the hair to keep the fit perfect. The theme was 
to have a lady slightly looking up as in silent prayer. Devout, 
committed, intelligent, this lady would stand for what is right 
and moral and good, and be steadfast in her love of mankind 
and God. The sculpture portrays serenity and strength. That 
was the objective. The shiniest I could get the stainless was to 
use it in building stands for other pieces. The lady would be 
"Living in the Spirit", the title of the piece, pretty much life 
size. The next page shows the construction design of the piece. 
I welded a big block of steel inside the base of the neck to 
make it bottom heavy with the hair on so it would be stable. 
At right is a modern art view of an octopus eating serpents on 
a shiny stainless pedestal over a an ingot of steel immersed in 
Wenge wood.
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I did a cutout of the piece and sent 
it to Donna for background and 
liked her gold gradient at left. The 
difficulty in the metal, with my 
lack of experience in MIG welding 
and the difficulty on shaping the 
stainless steel made this project a 
challenge, not to mention all the 
cocobolo dust in the garage on 
everything. Still, it's precious to 
me, and I love it.

Living in the Spirit- Eric Hameister photo                
(edit by Donna Dean)          
what it stands for: a steadfast conviction for "good".
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Wood Art:
John got back into wood working and built a shop in the garage with many different wood 
working tools. I used my hand piece a lot to do delicate carving of dead wood found in nature 
in the mountains and by the sea. I tried to let the wood itself identify what it was going to be, 
and then I did minimal carving to bring out the idea. My first carving was a small piece of 
wood, probably the roots and burl of a small tree or shrub that reminded me of a hand, 

only a hand with 6 fingers, so I had fun making the monster 
hand above. Another spooky toy for Chris was the little head hunter holding a head in one hand 
and the axe in the other with a small child cowering at his rear. I just saw a weird face in the 

swirly wood of the ogre'sface, and 
started carving. At left I felt 
inspired to create the only known 
fossilized skull of a human addict. 
The open skull shows signs of the 
downward spiraling lifestyle that 
takes over the individual (back 
view) and drives him to his death 
without some supernatural event 
affecting his psyche that allows 
him to see the light and clean up 
his life. Don't worry reader, more 
is coming and better. The skull 
was a gorgeous piece of drift wood 
that I didn't want to alter very 
much. So I cut in the eyes and the 
spiraling indicator inside the skull 

and gave it a touch of blue. It's about 4X6" and feels real good in the hands. Other monsters for 
Chris, besides the serpent eating octopus above are gifts I usually give her around Halloween, her 
favorite holiday. She and Rose have about 700 kids visit their house in L.A. every Halloween. 
And they spend pretty big for the decor and candy they decide on each year and then box the 
decor up for the garage the rest of the season. I asked Chris if she could take photos of the objects 
I've given her for Halloween and send me her shots and she begged off until Halloween 
decoration time, as she's not sure which boxes have the objects I gave her, and it would be a 
hassle to try and dig them out before hand. That's fine. The hand was handy, but she didn't find 
the round tuit, so I may be missing a piece or two in the photo collection of my wood art.
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Penny, Christine's baby, followed her all around as she tried to photograph the hand above without 
feline intrusion. So she took the picture of Penny and the hand above, which I enjoyed interpreting 
in cat mind self talk, above. Below left is a 8X10" piece of drift wood burl that is transformed into 

a horned monster who bites off her 
child's head. Not a lot of work, just a 
lot of imagination into gnarly horror. 
The next piece represents what war 
does for the people who fight it. The 
reason it's fought is for the "Pleasure 
of the Elite". The most profound 
statement about war is that it is a 
losing proposition for all the warriors 
from all sides while only the Elite 
have the power to force it to happen 
and the ability to make money off of 
it. They just get rich and happy. These 
are the people that run the world. The 

carving is about 9 inches tall out of driftwood and it told me to carve it and paint it this way where 
defects in the wood would make up the human parts represented as wounds. The message for the 
people of the world is to not be a participant in any way for this activity. Do not join the military 
service. If drafted refuse to enter. I didn't have the insight into war nor the guts, as a young man, to 
face probable jail time for refusing to serve in any capacity for the aid of war. My poor buddy, 
Vince, paid the price for the rich man's pleasure. I put in my time to the best of my ability thinking 
that there was a right way and wrong way to everything and that the U.S. was always behind the 
right motive. I was wrong, the Bush family and their ilk are not worthy of anyone's life. I believe 
they are secretive killer thieves of the highest order who have conned their way into wealth and fame..
Nightmare and Shaman.
One summer while on vacation in Mammoth Lakes, CA I decided to look around for small dead 
pieces of wood that might make good subjects for carving. By the Horse stables on Lake Mary 
Road just below Lake Mary was a huge number of tree stumps with roots and burl wood laying as 
refuse on open ground. I took about 3-4 pieces where I could break off the root from the stump 
and bring it home to carve. I did very delicate carvings of 2 of them requiring a glass cabinet with 
lighting to display. See next page.
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Nightmare at left 
shows a lion 
dragging four 
humans, a dog, a 
small mammal, & an 
alligator to parts 
unknown. The 4th 
person is a child 
behind the lady's 
head holding a snake 
while the lady holds 
the dog in one hand 
and the small 
mammal in the other. 
A man behind her is 
upside down with his 
head on her hip, one 
arm wrapped down 
around her belly, the 
other clutching a 
buttock. The man 
above has a 
compound fracture 
of his right thigh 
with that foot caught 
in the mouth of the 
alligator, whose 
body curls around 
while the alligator 
defecates the partial 
skeleton of another 
poor soul. That man 
above is missing his 
genitals. The lower 
man's left arm is 
entwined around the 
lions right rear leg, 
while his head is 
being held by the 
lion's tail. This lower 
man has a split wood 
butt crack and is 
exceptionally well 
endowed. All 
surrealistic. I saw the 
wood of the lions 

head and started there not knowing what would follow as I worked up the piece. I did the 28"
3 sided glass cabinet,with LED lighting and a remote control for 64 lighting effects. At the bottom 
of the cabinet is a lazy Susan rotation control of the art piece within, so one may control the point 
of view as desired, looking all around the art . I suppose that it could be motorized to rotate slowly 
with strobe lights flashing. A professional photographer friend of mine, Eric Hameister, shot a few 
pieces nicely. 384



Shaman
Geronimo with a 
wolf head hat and 
bone breast shield 
displaying various 
life forms 
interpreted from 
the wood. A lion 
catches a hog on 
his right arm with a 
large bird close 
behind and an elk 
skull in his hand. 
Behind his head is 
a Gila Monster and 
a miniature brave 
supporting a naked 
lady on his 
shoulders with a 
baby. He has a 
bison mask on his 
privates while a 
snake rises up from 
between his legs 
with a forked 
tongue and a horse 
in his left hand. 
His son is behind 
him holding onto 
his leg and a shawl 
hangs from his 
right shoulder as 
he stands atop a 
tree stump. It's 14" 
tall inside a 22" 
high 3-sided glass 
cabinet, lit from 
below by 
multicolor 64 
selection LED 
lighting, with a 
reflector top inside 
The piece rotates. I 
like the glow at 
night from reddish 
peach lighting 
selected. I have 
huge respect for 
Geronimo who hid 
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  successfully from thousands of soldiers sent to capture him, and then turned himself in. Soldiers 
had   killed all his family as part of eminent domain to rob native Americans of their homelands.



Alex Tellez ~6X8" ~5X7"Ben Cooley

Bill Wilson 7X9"
  Bill Wilson #2 #3  7X9" 
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Amber Dean approx 8X10"

Amber construction plan
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      Adele's bunny 4.5 X 6"             Laura's bunny 4.5 X 6"

Charlotte Cooley will grow up into a 
beautiful young woman some day, and I 
can say I knew her with her front tooth 
missing, Still cute as a bug's ear. And I 
love her  & her art and  music. Her dad, 
Aaron, plays classical piano and she has 
a great mom and many talents. She's 
social and really loves school and does 
well.                   very knowledgeable and 
inquisitive. One might expect all of this 
from such parents. 

   Grandpa's bunny

Charlotte photo ref

Charlotte wood portrait 10X10"
with 2" padauk frame. (Holly blouse painted)
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The last of my lit pieces
Cedar Waxwing bird 3 D 
portrait in various rare woods 
lit from above with the same 
type of controllable LED 
lights for whatever mood one 
wants. It's about 20" tall. This 
one allows for the removal of 
the PVC elevated light ring 
that is held in a key way in 
the back of the stand, so a 
customer could have more 
than one piece of art and 
exchange the lighting from 
one to the next if the same 
key way was in the footing of 
the other piece(s). It makes 
the cost per piece go down 
without having to buy extra 
modular lighting for your 
desk art.    
Christine Dean portrait: 
Christine has been a delight 
for me all her life. Her 
magnetic smile induces a 
smile easily when she looks 
at you. She's brilliant, Phi 
Beta Kappa in Art from 
Occidental College in the 
Eagle Rock community in 
Los Angeles. And she holds 
a Master of Liberal Studies 
from Darthmouth, and a 

Cedar Waxwing lifetime teaching credential for California. She 
speaks with the friendly humble tone of a 
professional fund raiser who personally stands  

  for righteous causes and donates
  regularly herself. She started bird 

             watching in L.A. County as a hobby and
 after a year or two has a very high 

              ranking in L.A. County. Her daddy was
 23 yrs old when she was born, and
 turned 24  2 weeks later.  Being a lover
 of modern art, she made it easy for dad
 to do her portrait. I can be off in line,
 form, color, composition, whatever and
 still be modern art. But I modified the
 original a bit, anyhow, to get the final
  piece for Chris.
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19.5 " tall



Christine  portrait rev 1 left
one for me using leftovers boule marquetry 
pieces cut for the original.(below)

I recognized my errors in the first one and got Christine, spot on, for the 2nd one and it hangs
 at the front door where all guests can be greeted by that spectacular smile. I am so blessed.

B rother Don Port rait: In his old age Don suffers from dementia which is 
slowly taking him down with the other ills of old age. So He's in a senior 
residence in a 1 bedroom apartment, with special services. I thought that 
he'd like a portrait to remind him of his even more handsome days in the 
past, so I did Don Jr. and Summertime Don, Gunga. I concede best looking 
son to Don
.

Don Jr ~ 8X10" Summertime Don  6X8" Don at 17 
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     Chuck Berry        

   Elvis was doing his version of their music, 
 & being white, was made King!
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Bob Smith was a man of good will who 
helped save hundreds from early death on 
skid row during the late 30s, the 40s, and the 
early 50s. He was very intelligent and spoke 
the language of the heart so people listened. 
He's more well known in the mid west, and 
was a good example of a Christian man 
living in the spirit of his faith. I did 5 
portraits because I had the wood cut for all 5, 
just trying to do one good portrait from 5 or 
more types of rare wood, stacked and cut 
together to get a perfect fit between the 
pieces (boule marquetry). You might say I 
was thrifty with this portrait project. If it isn't 
art; it could be modern art. Viva Mondrian

Boule Marquetry

a 1 day project for the squares, then a second day to glue up squares on marimbula.
Boule- Boule

This is using boule pieces on top of each other and cutting them to a new pattern for reassembly. 
I think of the old song, Wooly Bully, by Sam the Sham and the Pharaohs. Only this is Boule Boule.
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Now, will the real Bob Smith please stand up



So I wanted to do an abstract eagle on the hunt with talons out coming at you in the background of 
a boule boule.I took the two best boule boules and stacked the wood for the eagle parts and cut out 
the eagle parts alone. Then I criss cross the talons and mix and match and came up with these.

The left piece takes its eagle features from the other double boule pattern for the claws and head 
while I used the eagle colored woods on the other double boule piece on the right. I used a very 
thin high speed cylinder bur to burn in around the eyes and beaks a dark line. I gifted the pieces 
respectively to two brilliant friends: Ellen Lopez and Bill Powell who are both very generous with 
their time to help others.
Donna Wood Portrait
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There's my sweetheart, Donna Dean, and I love her. "And I love her", where have I heard that 
line before? You'd think I put a dab of clear epoxy on her eyes to make them glisten. I didn't. I 
inlaid American Holly highlights in two places above in her eyes. The lower center reflection 
is off the beveled edge below the hole where I put ebony for the center of her eyes, Her eyes 
are brown, encircled in a ring of ebony with and ebony center, all nested into an American 
Holly white part of her eyes. The bright wood in the face is basswood, and the next shade is 
lyptus. It looks like African Mahoghany for the darker face wood (a couple of shades of it). 
The neck shadow wood is Iroko. I made her top from a pale piece of redheart, and the frame is 
heavy duty padauk, cut at computed positions to conserve wood and allow the padauk piece to 
fit all the way around the wood portrait. Donna's a Beatle freak!
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Elvis Presley
woods include ebony, American Holly, white lymba, maple, aromatic 
cedar, lyptus, African Mahoghany, cocobolo, redheart, purple heart, pink 
ivory, basswood, irises painted blue. Framed with Lignum Vitae,  dense 
wood. Hardwood veneer plywood custom mix stained as background. This 
is Elvis the flash, the 50s idol. I also did Elvis the actor, Love Me Tender, 
and Elvis modern art (leftover wood) on the next 2 pages. 11.25" X 10.5"  in 
size (includes frame).    The third large Elvis is 2 pgs over.

I gave brother Jim his choice between this one and the #2 Elvis. He took this one.
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This is the #2 large Elvis (11.25" X 10.5" August 2016) that I think of as Elvis in "Love Me 
Tender". No mascara (ebony around the eyes), no "pretty boy pout". It's almost perfect. This would 
be plain ol' Elvis, with innocent eyes and a good friend to many. 70 + Cadillacs, 3 houses, and a 
bunch of jewelry, scarfs, etc given to friends. He and Pat Boone were friends and El played with 
Pat's kids. He was also a close friend with Wayne Newton and Wink Martindale who wanted to 
help Elvis kick drugs, but Elvis remained in denial. He didn't want to face the idea of addiction, but 
he was one. It started in the Army where he had to take uppers to do the overnight bivouacs and 
operational drills with the tanks. For him it was just an energy extender. But later he couldn't sleep, 
so he got on downers and died trying to balance overdoses of each. Elvis #3 on the next page seems 
a bit ominous, like his version of Mr. Hyde. He was somewhat depressed and moody. Don't stand 
behind the TV near Elvis. He shot a few of those up.
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 Elvis large #3 had his whole left side hair piece done in decomposing driftwood that wasn't very 
sturdy. (gorilla glue and varithane varnish fixed that). I'm likin' it more every day, nowadays. Elvis' 
entire hair was white when he died at age 42. He dyed it for years cause the black hair look was his 
image that he had to maintain to keep his entourage afloat. But he was very spiritual, which had to 
help his coping in his acting life, playing the role of his public image. Great job, El. You made life 
better for me and billions of others; and I love ya.

397



Col Parker got an astounding 50% of his gross, 
and he carried all the rest on his back after 
paying touring bills and taxes from his share. He 
was a respectful male Southern man who was 
incredibly generous in his lifetime. He had a 
profound and deep faith in God and knew when 
the end was coming. He over ruled the Colonel 
when it came to producing gospel music for his 
fans. He was taught his flashy dress style by 
Liberace in Vegas in the 50s. His mom loved 
Liberace on TV. The #2 portrait has a beautiful 
rare wood frame and #3 also has a rare wood 
frame. I bought 1"X1"X12" samples of rare hard 
woods in package deals and resawed them to 
make frames. I believe I did a pretty fair job at 
reproducing the Sun record sound of his earliest 
rock-a-billy tunes with my guitar and vocals and 
Donna on bass. All my recordings (mostly cover 
tunes) with Jim and Donna, or me and Lee, and 
Donna or me with one of my bands are included 
in the SD card that comes with this book. Why 
not put on some sounds and sit back and look at 
the pictures and laugh a bit with my book. Let's 

 4 color Boule with a 5th to make 1 piece
4 of 5" X 5" Boule on 12" X12" ply back

 Blower cradle for gardner's truck lower left corner 

A nice shipment from Bell Forest Woods below
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be friends and be sure to come by my mansion in heaven as I will probably visit yours and we can 
kick back and dig the sounds  The small group of 4 at left  are each 7 X 9". I kept  the upper left 

one and gifted the rest.



Fats Domino

I probably did my best inside the mouth wood work so far, with the       
receding upper teeth back in his mouth and the lip colors and tongue, 
Ebony, American Holly, African Mahogany, Cypress, Pink Ivory, purple 
heart, etc. I used the strong contrasting tones to exhibit the man under 
bright lights performing. What a fine gentleman he was, accessible to 
people in his home town, New Orleans. He'd be St. Fats now. I've done 
his "Blue Monday" once or twice in front of an audience acoustically 
and love all of his hit tunes.

399

              Fats Domino  One of the patriarchs of rock and roll
12" X 12" framed with purple heart wood 2018  



9" X 11" driftwood hair, American Holly, two tones of cherry, Thuya Burl, ebony eyelashes, 
painted eyes blue, purple heart upper lip, I believe I got a good likeness for a difficult face to do. 
An incredible 4 term president, FDR was a champion for the people taking America out of the 
Great Depression with his government work programs, delivering such personal fireside chats on 
radio to soothe America during real tough times, and leading us through most of WWII, with 
conviction, warmth and strength. He exhibited the good traits of a well liked leader.
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George Washington
I noticed how the paintings following his lifemask seemed to be more real, but with an error to my 
eye. Sculptures were created from a life mask with too much eyelid overlap so a shadow would 
occur under them to look like the eyelash and create the more natural appearance from a distance 
as below: I saw the same resemblance in the 

$1 bill. So I tried to duplicate this 
traditional appearance in a wood 
portrait after I did what I thought 
George would really look like. The 
traditional George looks pompous 
with a sore mouth, see right. But I 
did what I could to modify it to 
appear a bit more normal and 
varnished it see below. He still 
looks a bit pompous; I'm thinking 
he needs to be more of a mensch 
with less formality in the eyes of 

      his troops who froze for him at Valley Forge. So I departed 
from the entended eye lid
sculpture model and made 
his eyes more out front and 
I liked it. It's on the next 
page.

Muskets were not very 
accurate back then so 
George would ride out in 
front of his lines and taunt 
the enemy to fire on him. 
This practice has been 
abandoned. Even back then 
a good Kentucky long rifle 
was good to about 200 yds, 
if the shooter knew how to 
compensate for drift n fall.
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8" X 10" wood portrait George #1

(photo by Donna Dean)
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George Washington The War Years



Gandhi

Mohandas K. Gandhi was an incredibly gifted attorney who struggled for the self rule of India, 
against the imperialistic Great Britain bully monarchy and won. Nowadays, the media is owned by 
the bad side and articles favorable to Gandhi and his cause would be more likely to be suppressed, 
just like the murder of John F. Kennedy was suppressed by the CIA and FBI worldwide and 
changed to the Oswald myth and that myth maintained in the media ever since (a humongous 
spoof requiring constant reinforcement to keep the lie alive, now for almost 55 years). In the 
Gandhi time frame there were too many news outlets looking to print the truth of British atrocities 
in forcing rule over Colony nations. Unfortunately since WWII the US has joined the Imperialistic 
(Bully approach) toward the world, and democracy is feigned (that's faked) around the world. Rich 
selfish cutthroat rulers prevail in today's world, and they practice bad (untruths in) science, and 
they lie to support their control and domination. There is global warming that is both raising the 
sea levels around the world and causing horrific hurricanes in regular cycles. Big Oil is the 
main cause for the destruction of the planet and the propping up of these criminal industrialists, 
and for the perpetuation of lies in all fields of endeavor affecting their pocketbooks. It's unGodly.   
Please wake up, world.  G.W.Bush made the U.S. the biggest terrorist nation in the world with his 
invasions of Iraq and Afghanistan.  I did the art in black and white to show how to draw the line 
between good and evil and clarify the picture in these two (lack of) colors. Knowing where to 
draw the line is the ART in wood portraiture; the rest is craft. The pieces above are simple and 
utilize dark African Mahogany and basswood and both puzzles to show the same point of 
demarcation. The pieces measure 7.5" X 9" upper right and ~8.5" X  10" upper left with the same 
size image. I have the original on the right and my friend, Dave Peaceman (international recording 
artist and man of peace), has the negative image as a gift from me.
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Jimmy Reed has affected my life and my emotions for over 60 years. Steady beat, 12 bar
blues, with stings and crashes and a screaming/crying harmonica plus Mama Reeds harmonies 
grabbing my soul. I wanted dearly to create a nice Jimmy Reed wood portrait. See the detail I 
achieve with line, color and texture, and feel the feeling it gives to the man himself. a kindred 
spirit, a brother.

On the left is outdoor lighting and shadow. The harmonica stands out in front of the face. The 
microphone is more in the foreground as well. The face is carved as well to reflect the indoor 
lighting. The depressions in the wood in the forehead, around the nose and mouth and on the face 
and clothing in general, puts you in the scene and you can feel the blues that Jimmy is singing 
sadly, while his harmonica moans and the guitar keeps the beat and tosses in licks that reach your 
soul as you travel through the song with him. I've loved his music since I was 12 (60 plus years). 
He couldn't get sober and live that way, and he had epilepsy, but still had a phenomenal career and 
reached all races.  I love him. He died in a seizure in the middle of the night after his last gig in 
the San Francisco area in 1975

He and Leadbelly were both in the Rock n Roll Hall of Fame in Cleveland, Ohio near the entry 
in 2005 as having led the way there, musically: Blues to Boogie and R&B and then to Rock n 
Roll. Ladies and gentlemen, I give you Jimmy Reed
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Wanting the best for 
Jimmy, I made him a 
coat with snake wood 
lapels  and framed it is 
solid padauk with 
American Holly and 
snakewood trim.



           Jimmy Reed Legendary Blues Artist 12" X 13"wood portrait July 2017
I found it quite fitting that my brother, Jim, the actor/musician extraordinaire, was at Jimmy's last 
gig the night he later died in his sleep, at a club in North Beach, San Francisco, and both Jim and I 
are of the same mind regarding Jimmy Reed. Jim wrote of his experience that night and I asked if I 
could include it in my autobiography and he approved. So here it is:
J im Charles Dean Remembers J immy Reed's last sho w

"I remember it was on a side street in North Beach and not a dive, but a nice little club with 
maybe a couple hundred capacity. The place had a bar and a short platform stage with 
tables and chairs. I managed to sit only 10 or 15 yards away from the stage so I had a great 
seat. But the place was packed with a good mix of acolytes, young and old, a few fanatics like 
me and no doubt some clueless few who just         wanted to boogie. Mama Reed was at a 
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table not far from me, in front and slightly to the left of the stage. Jimmy was seated downstage 
in front near her and to his left, just off center stage, was his young son (I'd say 20 
somethin'). He was tall, buff, good lookin', with short hair and playing a steady, perfectly 
supportive rhythm guitar. He'd be doin' that easy upbeat strumming while Jimmy played the 
Honky Tonk pattern . To J. Jr.'s left was the bass player and behind them all, the 
drummer.""The bass and drummer were also on the dime, playing tough, straight, and 
simple. They were older white guys, wiry and raggedy in beat up leathers and motorcycle 
boots. They had, scruffy, bearded, pirate faces and Central Casting couldn't have done 
better. They seemed like San Quentin reared, bar band veterans of 20 years. They all 
supported Jimmy perfectly that night, his strapping son and these two guys who looked like 
they had both taken the night off from Steppenwolf. And maybe they had! "
" Jimmy's voice, harp, and guitar were dead on all night. He played finger style with maybe 
a thumb pick and he'd pluck those perfectly placed little hammered one note fills...which were 
gorgeous."" He performed seated throughout but only seemed frail or old when he'd slur 
little thank yous and make brief announcements between the songs. He introduced Mama 
Reed who sang the harmony on"Baby, What You Want Me" and it was great! I was blown 
away. And I didn't drink that night. I was in Church from start to finish, a respectful believer 
and for me, he truly lived up to the enormous legend of his records. I was lucky to be there." 

         wood portrait model

Lennon #2  for Dave Peaceman    Lennon #3 for Benjamin Tew

 J o h n Le n non #1
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Ladies and gentlemen, may I present to you, my best John Lennon: 

---- Thank you, Jim for writing this and allowing me to share it.

John Lennon:

John Lennon is probably considered way more important than Elvis Presley. I certainly respect 
him very much and he was a writer, a player, and a singer, and he assembled the Beatles, the most 
renown rock band of all time. I wanted a serious pose despite his wonderful sense of humor and 
life of the party personality, because he had a cause in life for peace and love, and he fought 
Richard Nixon to remain in New York and won. In Lennon #1's hair I used Wenge #4 above, 
ebony #3, cocobolo # 2, Hickory? #1, basswood, lyptus, cherry, African Mahogany, Thuya burl, 
redheart, purple heart, and American Holly. He was the rocker in the Beatles. He may have been a 
sanguine melancholic like me, a sad serious guy who wanted to have fun and rock.



John Lennon  a 10" X 12" wood portrait by John C. Dean November 2016
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John F i tzgerald Kennedy:
The picture that I wanted to use was this one to make 
the wood portrait. The design was done and redone to 
make it look like what was built. So here is the design 
for what I did and the next page shows the result. I 
chose to make a custom frame as I had with all the 
others, and I had a piece of Tulip wood. The 8" band 
saw helped me cut the 1"X 8" Tulip wood into two 
3/8"X8" X the needed length, to use for framing the 
Kennedy portrait. The result is on the next page.
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 John F. Kennedy   wood portrait by John C. Dean 14.5" X 15" July 2014
I respect John F. Kennedy and believe that I would have enjoyed his company for his intellect, 
humor and respect for people in general, but especially for his progressive thinking regarding the 
future of the U.S. He was concerned about the strength and appearance of the U.S. abroad, while 
promoting peace and good economy and civil rights for all the people. He studied the problem and 
decided that Vietnam was a bad commitment for the U.S.as the French failed in their attempt to 
colonize that area with 250,000 troops deployed there. When he discovered that their commitment 
to democracy was only lip service, he concluded to phase out U.S. involement there by issuing  a 
National Security Action Memorandum in October1963, to begin returning U.S. advisors home 
1,000 at a time each month for a year plus, to return all 15,000 by early 1965. He wanted a 
national banking system and not the Fed with it's commercial interests. He was going to stop Big 
Oil's free ride and start taxing all their net income. People with opposing interests killed him.
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Lark Sparrow:
Christine commissioned me to do a wood portrait of the lark sparrow, 
one of her favorite birds. So I made a nice little scene out of it using my 
rare hardwoods and was able to present the bird on a twig at sunset 
against the sunset over the ocean or other flat terrain as one might 
surmise. I'll bet you can guess what kind of wood may be used for the 
sunset. You're right. Tulip wood like the JFK frame. Check it out.

Lark Sparrow wood portrait ~ 8" X 10" May 2017 John C. Dean 
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Marilyn: 

photo ref #1 photo ref 2



I enjoyed the Marilyns but wanted to learn how to make them faster so they could be sold more
inexpensively. I also wanted to play with the model for the cut out and simplify the detail if I could.

So I came up with the model at left and chance 
discovered that my teensie cylinder burs were 
smoking the wood leaving a black indent if I 
ran them fast through the wood. Only some of 
the woods responded this way. but I could do 
the eyelashes, eyebrows below the hair and in 
it for accents, etc so Marilyn 2 was born. I 
could do 2 a day or more when everything 
went well. So the next page shows the 
Marilyn 2s and 3s unfinished.
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first wood Marilyn 7.25X10" 2016
Marilyn 1-2 7.25 X 8" 2016

Marilyn 1-3 7.25X 8" 2016 Marilyn 1-4  7.25X 8" 2016



I enjoyed doing the marilyns and bringing 
each one to life. The bur burning broke too 
many burs and I believe that if I ever had to 
do some more of them I'd get a fine wire wood 
burning tool or make one for myself from 
nichrome 60 wire and an adjustable DC 
voltage supply and make my own pen. I also 
enjoyed the variety of faces one can make 
from the boule marquetry procedure and all 
the "puzzle pieces" one gets to make one 
perfect puzzle, with several spare puzzles to 
do in addition for interesting variations 
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Geronimo  Geronimo was the first
subject of my boule 
marquetry work. I 
totally respect his 
valor in the face of 
imminent domain and 
the fight he put up 
against it as an earlier 
settler with the right 
attitude toward the 
land. It is for use, not to own.



Geronimo, my first Boule Marquetry face, upper left #1, 7" X 8". The others are extras gifted to 
friends, July 2014.

 Bass Marimbula: I designed and built my 2nd Bass marimbula. The first one was in college 
at UCSB, using their woodshop. The concept is simple. A steel rectangular reed is bolted to a 
bridge and sticks out over the O hole of a resonant box. It is plucked and makes a bass note sound 
similar to a stand up bass violin. The tone is determined by the free length of the reed and the 
spring quality of the metal. I cut a bunch of rectangular reeds of stainless steel 14 gauge sheet to 
increasing lengths. I made them wide enough to be able to make a 1/4" slot lengthwise near the 
end of each reed. A strong bridge with a line of 1/4" bolts going horizontal each hold a reed of 
increasing lengths from short to long vertically so that the reeds end over the Oval "O" hole  
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of the box. They are tuned by adjusting the position of the groove in each reed at which a wing nut 
on top holds it rigidly to the bridge, extending the smooth end out over the O hole above the slot. 
The length of reed above the wing nut determines the frequency so one can create a music scale or 
partial scale for the bass. I made the back side of the box very decorative and in honor of native 
Americans, I did an intarsia inlay wood portrait of Geronimo with thicker, nicer pieces than the 
sheet stock I used for the boule work. It was one-of-a-kind. Here's the front of the original box, 
which bridge I later redid to strengthen it for the heavy steel reed  vibrations.

This changed the note down dynamically with the 
movement of the whammy bar down. A spring
returned the bar. (as shown below).
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When I redid the bridge I also added a "whammy bar" to 
allow  bending  a note. The simple idea is to have two 
cylindrical rollers under the reed as a bridge, with the 
whammy bar to move the rollers to and fro, after having 
plucked the reed, thereby changing the frequency of the 
note. The rollers roll in opposite rotation to each other as 
the pair travels between the reed and the deck (bridge). 
The pair is the fulcrum upon which the reed is 
dynamically pinned given the pressure of the wing nut.



Martin Luther King Jr.      

I wanted a young vibrant 
Dr. King for this portrait and 
I wanted to do a splendid job. 
The model at right is the 

   I don't usually use these 
words for my work, but I 
consider this piece to be 
magnificent for content, 
and my work in general to 
be phenomenal for variety. 
I'd love to have this piece 
hang in the National 
Civil Rights Museum, 
The Lorraine, Motel, 
Memphis, TN. This man 
of peace, MLK Jr., lacked 
nothing in presentation of  
need for human rights for 
all of God's kids. The old 
southern attitude toward 
race shows the ignorance 
of people  regarding our 
guiding  principals, of: 
born equal with certain 
inalienable rights, e.g. life, 
liberty, and the pursuit of 
happiness. Subsistence 
first is required to be able 
to pursue happiness. I say 
guarantee life sustaining 
jobs for subsistence.
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design I created with the wood selection shown. I fixed cracks as I did with JFK. Here it is.

One is not endowed with 
 MLK jr  1   12.25" X 13.5" wood portrait  July 23, 2016. these rights unless he or

everybody would be happy to be employed in what they enjoy doing. So find jobs for everyone 
and pay them a sustainable (subsistence) wage (minimum). We need to esteem ourselves and each 
other to get along.

                                                                                                      she is subsisting. I believe that



     And nobody should be blamed or looked down upon for their race, DNA, parents, 
neighborhood, outside influences of the community, etc., when that's what they were given. It isn't 
their fault. Each person has to deal with his/her own set of deficits and attributes, and no one can 
do any better than their sustainable best in life with what they're given. We're all guaranteed to 
make mistakes. God made us that way. "Should" implies failure to do with change needed. That's 
not quite right. Doing one's sustainable best does not connote failure, even though there are errors. 
God loves us the way he made us. He is not a demon who expects what cannot be achieved i.e. 
perfection. If God is just Love then He loves all His kids and doesn't want them fighting each 
other. He wants them to help each other and share the bounty so we can all celebrate life. We can't 
do perfect, and I'm one who believes that it only serves the purpose of the Evil One to Shame (for 
penance) the expected mistakes of life. Just focus on one's sustainable best and leave judgment to 
God.  Shame is evil. Guilt is common and expected.  Below photo by Donna.

416



MLK Jr 2 I wanted to capture the 
feeling of the photo at 
left, so I did a digital cut 
and paste to make it fit 
in a smaller space at 
right for the portrait and 
set up the lines and 
selected the woods as 
usual. Result below.
MLK Jr Entreats
His Listeners
~10.5" X 11" Aug-2016
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Perfumer's OrganA perfumer's organ is the work desk of a person who 
makes perfumes. It holds bottles of chemicals used in 
the mixing of designer perfumes, Brian Wirsching, a 
friend commissioned one for his wife, Lana, for 
Christmas 2017. It measured 11" tall by 17." deep by 
32" wide and weighed 35 lbs, solid wood throughout. 
An example was found on the internet, at right. Lana 
wanted Egyptian symbology on it. So I designed the 
one below with the Lotus symbol inlaid on the top 
front & Ankhs on each end inlaid into stained wood.

Perfumer's organ 17" X 32" X 11", 35 lbs October 2017 JCD
Stephanie wood portrait I wanted to do a wood portrait of Donna's only daughter, a lady
with incredible gifts and mother of 4 at this writing. She deserved special recognition for her value

to the family. I used this reference 
photo and did this layout for the 
piece. I did a combination of intarsia 
and boule marquetry. And I made the 
first one for Steph. I felt I did a good
job, but wanted to do another one 
and had the face wood so I only had to cut more hair 
to make it. I do the eyes and mouth separately and 
inlay them to conserve wood. Results on next page.  
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Stephanie 1 8.5 X 10" wood portrait 5-2016          Stepanie 2 8.5X10" wd portrait May 2016

The family seems to be happy with both portraits.
Tilly Cooley: Aaron and Becky's cat, Tilly, passed away in Texas in  early 2016 and Charlotte

would climb all over the center island in the kitchen where everybody ate 
breakfast, until she was shooed away. She never learned to stay off of that 
island her entire life. And this grandpa took note of her disobedience. 
Charlotte was also taught what she was allowed to do and screaming was 
not permitted. So she often got sent to the naughty corner for a time out. 
Grandpa remembers one time when he saw her argue with her folks over 
being sent to the corner and when she lost, she screamed even louder on 
the way there to earn the the judgement made.  She was no older than 2 

and grandpa loved her spunk. Also Charlotte had incredible music and art skills very early. She 
has perfect pitch and her cartoons were fabulous. So  when they decided to  visit around Easter, 
2016, I made Charlotte a gift of  Tilly at left, ~6 X 6" to take home to help her remember Tilly. 

She was the 2nd cat that I did in wood, Jacob's cat, 
Neko, was the first. And then I did Amber for Christine
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later in June 
2016. Although 
I'm not a pet 
person, I observe 
little attitudes in 
action most of the 
time for pets and 
children, sort of 
like elementary 
soap operas, and 
I'm amused.

I added a halo before I gave it to Charlotte

missed the kitty a whole bunch. Well I remember that kitty and Charlotte as a 
toddler. Tilly



Westley: 

and the pose looked like a cowering eagle. I thought of my JFK work and work on the economy and 
it came to me. If our eagle reflects the people's economy, we have a cowering eagle. Here it is. I did 
receive a gift of a minor miracle regarding the display. I had expected to mount it on a rod of some 
sort above a counter weighted pedestal, but I discovered that it balanced perfectly between two 

adjacent talons on the left foot touching the piano and a point at the end of his tail. His body and
 both wings and his right talons are off the piano top over the 24" spread wingtip to wingtip. That 

 means that the center 
of gravity is in the 
teensie triangle created 
by two points 3/4"apart 
and a single distant 
point,maybe 12 inches 
away. It's like balancing 
stable on a high wire. 
The overhead view is 
very artsy at left, 
making the front view 
an illusion. It came out 
by accident that this 
balance was very close 
to perfect as John 
initially carved it. He 
did sand one wing more 

than the other to make it perfect. But the wood was cracked & it should have fallen apart.

Westley is a cute, precocious, neat 
kid, Stephanie and Boyce's 
youngest. And his older brother 
and sisters are also intelligent, and 
fun loving children. They're all 
good looking with good attitudes.  

 Westley ~6X6" right

Cowering for Carrion:

I had a strange piece of mostly rotting driftwood where 
there was enough hard wood left to do an eagle. As it 
turned out it became a modern art version of an eagle,

 see eagle balanced on next page 420



Birthing I found this other piece of driftwood from a root burl of some sort and saw a woman, 
except it had this knot sticking out between the legs. I thought to myself: well I'm not going to do 
a guy with an abnormal endowment. What else could it be? A lady delivering a baby at a weird 
angle upward? It sounded crazy, which for me, was perfect. I tried to leave as much as I could of 
the natural wood as "body parts" as I carved away the rest to be consistent. I couldn't figure how 
the piece would be  exhibited, so I kept on carving, leaving lots of body   imperfections. When 

 she is perfectly 
 stable. Another 
 coincidence?
  I'm thinking 
 another...... 
 God shot !
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  I finished there appeared to be only one  stable stand alone 
  display possibility: On her arched back with  her head and 
   two feet spread eagle. Or with support she could be  a 
   ballerina delivering a performing infant. Then by accident 
   I discovered the chosen pose and it was another stand alone

 option I didn't
 imagine:

 Balanced on 
both arms and 

her head,
upside down

 Amazing...
    simply
AMAZING!



The Kiss 5" X 5" X 7" driftwood September 14, 2014, two qualities of wood in one blob of wood.  
I figured there was enough 
wood to carve an embrace & 
have the darker wood be like
 a cover for the couple while 
they're kissing. The lady's left 
arm is over his head holding 
onto the cover to give them 
some privacy from anyone to 
his rear. The underneath is 
carved with feet and privates. 
(not shown) Ardi advised that 
it was anatomically incorrect.

Cole Fisher: Artist/Musician/Scholar 
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So I used artistic license.

                  Twist of body and delicate balance show a 
 completely relaxed lady energized by her own 
nakedness to feel freedom. Held for some time, then 
given to Gladys Jones, John's chosen mom in recovery 
(since his own mom was deceased, and he's her 
adopted Sonny Boy  for the loss she had of her son). A 
couple of years after Gladys died John asked for 
Freedom back from his "sister", JoDea and got her. 
She now supports a magnetic sub-pedestal that 
adheres to the metal base upon which freedom clings. 

Freedom  

                                                                                       I had found the wood on the beach of  
Brookings, OR, where it washed up as driftwood. It was a mahoghany tree branch, and that doesn't 



grow in  Oregon. That means that It came across the Pacific Ocean from Japan with the currents 
that bring their flotsam to the Southern Oregon coast. I made 3 pieces from this mahogany flotsam 
wood. I made the diver I carved and gave to Elmo, the Freedom lady on the previous page and the 
eyelid/eyelash sets for the eyeball at left. The piece is 9" X 4.5" X 2" thick. The eyelid and lash sets 

for the top and bottom of the eye are two single pieces of mahogany 
cut from one branch with complimentary curves that oppose each 
other in the shape of a lady's eye. Each piece is dug out to show the 
separation between the eye lid and the eyelash for that lid and then a 
band saw is used to cut the individual hairs of each set of eye lashes I 
stained the eyelashes dark and painted the eye ball which was made

from 2 inch stock of cheap lumber like Douglas Fir #2. So it's a 3 
piece construction with the upper and lower lid/lash segments, made 
from mahogany. I painted the lids  a pinkish flesh tone, but recently 
sanded off the paint & stain so you can see the wood's color. The 
eyeball is covered with a clear epoxy finish to make it glisten.

Surfin a Salty A marsupial human 
female is supported atop two guys on the 
head of a giant Australian crocodile as 
the croc moves down river. She thrusts 
her arms to her left to maintain balance. 
It's out of proportion and pretty 
ridiculous. But it looks great in a natural 
scene at left. 
        Neko: The Cooley house cat for 21 
years, a remarkable life. I believe that it's 
due to her treatment by Jacob Cooley. 
She passed at 21, and it was tough on  
Jacob so I made him a Neko sculpture 
carved from ebony over a base structure, 
a solid mantle piece, with Holly & 
yellow heart and white wire whiskers.
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Jacob turned 30 yesterday and
came over to dine with his 
mother. He's a teacher.

14"tall driftwood 
      painted '15

Neko: 4x4X5" tall ebony 2015



Neko on purple satin, photographed by me. Donna did the nice shot on 
the previous page. Unless otherwise mentioned, photos are by me. At 
right is a work intended to be humorous (for guys). A piece of cocobolo 
is covered with a head mop 
of ebony hair,with your 
choice of breasts or eyes with
nipples or red irises and your
choice of missing bikini 
bottoms, or a contorted mouth
of an angry dude either one of which agrees with 

it's title. The grain in the  cocobolo drove me to create this idea as it suggests 
a female torso to me. A tiny glimmer of cocobolo is also seen in a slit 
through the center of the hair, like it could be the lady's face or a small 
baldspot in the cartoon man's hair.           White Butterfly Pin:  This pin 
was made for a friend to give to a lady in need of 
angels to look over her and protect her. The lady 
wanted  a white butterfly to bring her comfort. John 
made it from Holly wood with closure hardware on
the back, and was told that the lady was delighted. 
John's friend, Tammie, loved to bake and made sweet
treats for hundreds of recovering people. John 
couldn't deny her request here. It was a pleasure to 
help uplift a person who was feeling low and to 
support Tammie who asked for nothing but cost of supplies for her baking, 
which the recovering people did in donations.. Tammie is very 
                                            talented and generous with her time.

I wanted to save this work as the last of wood art to display in my autobiography. I really wanted to 
create the likeness of Abraham Lincoln in the beautiful woods I work with. I was delighted with the

way it turned out. I sent an email to 
John Bloom to show him and he said 
he'd have to see this in person, like I 
was joshing him that I did this piece, 
and copped a photo 
of somebody else's 
work. But we do josh 
each other ;  e.g. I did 
him as a shiek in Arab 
garb in the computer 
as a joke. He's a good 
friend with endless 
wit & jokes to match. He's the car 
salesman I portrayed as a pirate and he 
hung the piece behind him on the wall 
at work. So here it is again, Lincoln by 
me 8.25" X 10.25" wood portrait, 2 
pages over.     2nd to last is 
   Lady Liberty      which I gave to 
Paulette on the next page. 
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Abraham Lincoln:



Lady Liberty is a 
strong Black 
woman with a 
huge right arm 
raised up with fire 
coming from her 
hand. She holds an 
eagle on her left 
arm and has a man 
stuck to her right 
hip peeking up at 
her. It's made from 
forrest flotsam 
near Mammoth 
Lakes, CA. The 
welded steel base 
with a strong 
stainless tube is 
encased in black 
palm with an 
ebony top, first 
class support for 
this strong woman. 
I gave it to  
Paulette who is the 
mother of  5 
daughters, and her 
husband, Michael, 
and they are 
friends and  the 
best of tenants.

Now I can 
 show you my

   last piece of
    wood art:

Abraham
  Lincoln
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Well,  almost the
last piece. Surprise 
at end of book.



Abraham Lincoln 8.25" X 10.25" intarsia/boule marquetry wood work

framed in rosewood  John C. Dean June 24, 2016.
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Summary: My dad told me that there is little more satisfaction in work than using one's hands 
with one's mind. The hands and the mind can shape things. Brother Joe's friend, John Blake, is one

probably, also. He learned early how to machine things to close tolerances on a mill. I've been 
given the gifts of logic, math/science facility, and the desire to build things with my own hands. 
Drawing and painting were always more enjoyable than crunching numbers, and discovery of the 
right brain's ability to see minute detail and organize the shape of things into little cells of detail to 
create a big detailed project that is in scale to the eye, seems amazing. It's all very peaceful and 
quiet and timeless. It's not the emotional upsurge of the spirit that paints good. it's quiet focus. 
Rather than be daunted by the vastness of problems I figured out parts of the problem that I could 
solve and I slept on these partial solutions and would often have the correlation and big picture the 
next morning. I may have developed tenacity in response to being the third child, who was less 
liked by his father and older brothers than he thought he should be. 
   The discovery that I was pretty good in games, better than my older brothers,  gave me an ego 
sense about myself that I had a spot near the top in performance compared to my classmates in 
sports and studies and needed  to appreciate myself, when others didn't. When traumatized 
emotionally as a child, and after quieting down, I was ok with me. I didn't really need anyone's 
approval or support to be ok with me. I was just scared of the higher ups. Maybe I could avoid 
them as needed. Mom and Jim were always my loving family that encouraged my loving side, my 
generosity and helpfulness in the making. Getting sober at age 40 and taking a good look at my 
life helped me reshape myself in ways that would give me greater inner peace, and appreciation 
of self. Life was not dog eat dog if one dropped the rope. I could help some people sometimes and 
feel good about it. Learn and give away the result. I could share what I learned to help others and 
not be intimidated by others accomplishments, or holdings. I could  freely give away solutions to 
problems as I see them, with no fear that competition would leave me in the dust. I'd just ask 
questions and learn some more, and grow and hopefully fill some spot in the world where I would 
be helpful in pulling my own weight and being helpful to others.
      I learned to un-encumber myself of other people's opinion of me and not be driven off my path 
by what people might say or think of me. I decided that I would not live my life in fear of what 
people thought about me. I wouldn't become a slave to people's opinion about me and keep 
changing color to please everybody, one at a time. I would take stands for what I believed in, and 
wait to be proved wrong or off a bit, so that I could affect a change to become better. I do seek 
truth, and change easily with new understood truths.
     I had to decide for me what fears I would obey and what fears I would walk through to attempt 
to get to the other side for my growth. Football mentality was crap for thinking (sorry, dad) and 
arguing with increased volume and hand waving was rude and obnoxious. I gladly caste off the 
ego and remain in search of truth. I can let people say what they will. But I listen for facts and 
seek truths in the solution to life's problems
        It's taken me years to settle down into a more quiet person who maintains calm in discussions, 
usually. If the other side wants to yell and scream and disrespect facts in a discussion, that's their 
problem. I can always excuse myself and walk away from other's personalities (that are like my 
old one). I look things up on google now to seek answers rather than clamor for approval of my 
opinion at the moment. Donna and I have more peaceful discussions with each other nowadays 
and we both like to laugh. My 19 years in a marriage with her keep getting better. So I did marry 
incompatible people and suffer tremendous emotional and financial consequences. But it all 
worked out in the end. I had to let go of nice houses I bought that I was finagled out of. And I had 
to let go of the past and live a more modest life style that I could maintain.
     I know I have a continuing need to create art (or science) of some kind. I'd like to do wood 
portraits of my two younger daughters,  and grandkids, as they mature into adults, (if I live that 
long) , and  more famous people I admire, and definitely  paint, (probably day paintings rather than 
big projects). I could be happy sculpting, during my remaining life. I yield to God on that and don't 
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who does real well with his mind and his hands. I believe that his dad was an inventor.... and John,



cling onto life emotionally. I anticipate that we all go to Heaven and know immediately how to 
treat the other children of God.  And it's service and sharing bounty all in the spirit of love.
  Things I didn't cover extremely well in this autobiography  include inventions,  my study of art, 
my press, my protests and promotions, (including veterans for peace), my JFK work, the economy,  
and puppet leaders who have historically bled the national treasury to weaken it (in their world of 
private ownership, which is needed for family security but not honored when it is done to bankrupt 
a government supporting the lower 90% by infiltrating it and appointing puppets to serve rich 
private interests only.
   The current unsustainable system is the creation of the moderate to radical right and it will 
collapse creating havoc. The "right" think the world is for them to (over) harvest, while having zero 
respect for the people in the lower 90% of the world's economy, and 0 scruples with how they 
"manage" with murder, and cheat and lie to get their way. They seem to enjoy patting themselves 
on the back for "working harder to achieve" and being "better than" the underlings. But I see them 
as dishonest, pompous, aggressive people who lack love for what God has created, and blame and 
judge others as inferior while they go about destroying the planet. They are ruthless. People's fate 
by DNA, family upbringing, where they live, and how they're taught is not of their own making. 
Life is mostly what happens to one predisposed by these externals. We're still all God's kids and He 
loves us all and wants us to share and get along. People of all kinds still  want leisure, a decent 
shelter, clothing, food, entertainment, medical support and it is the hoarding of the wealth at the top 
that keeps the people below from making a decent income with savings to be able to have these 
things.
     Moderate to radical right is the ungodly warp that causes starvation, pain and suffering, and 
unjust blame outside their realm. There is no such separation of classes in heaven. Why not start 
acting here and now like we believe it will be, in heaven, where we will all thrive and be fufilled as 
we perhaps help others to enjoy it with us as well. Let the bounty help all to enjoy life.  

       Digital Storage Card   I have included with this book an SD card of my files backing the 
Peace and Prosperity Path website plus trip movies and little movies of social events in my family. 
It includes lots of music albums of mostly cover songs. Not all was engineered in a studio; there's a 
fair amount of live work. There's  "A Beautiful Mind..." book in digital form, with back-up files. I 
have extensive files on the "Kennedy Assassination" in the same named folder which include older 
thinking of shot sequences, etc. as well as the latest thinking on a more scientific derivation of shot 
sequence. There is a lot of art for the limo and its participants and important pictures in multiple 
places so I might find it quicker in my searches. Support movies are there on a lot of the issues. I 
believe in shot gunning this information out there to keep the truth alive that America suffered a 
coup in 1963 and that an evil monolithic conspiracy took over the U.S. and eventually the world 
with big members from every nation. It is allied with the Bush family, which is the main source of 
responsibility for wars and other assassinations, and 911, and going back to the JFK assassination 
and before with Prescott Bush and the Dulles's. The use of Nazi Intelligence operatives started the 
world of dirty tricks by our CIA from the earliest of times after WW2. The evil accomplishments of 
the Skull and Bones society out of Yale should cause the arrest and isolation of all remaining 
members on the planet and the forced closing of the society which is demonic and perverted. To 
allow such a group to continue to germinate in this world is insane as they are responsible for the 
take over and the dying of the planet with big oil. --------   Solar energy is the answer with long 
lasting battery storage common place for all uses. Birth control by family allowances and 
permanent neutering of all others with a few temporary neutering back-ups, should be the policy to 
allow every family to reproduce one child, and that's it. We should decrease the population of 
humans on the planet in a fair manner to some lower number (maybe in the 1-4 billion range) and 
sustain it as needed for the survival of other species of animals and plants. We should only allow 
sustainable practices to continue and conserve resources on badly depleted types, like fossil fuels. 
The melting of tar like solids below the ground with super heated chemically hazardous water is 
insane and makes for the eventual catastrophic sink hole problem, ruination of underground water 
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resources, that together will destroy the habitability of the planet. That's what I expect from  
common sense. The storage device has my folders on protests and promotions, inventions, my 
writings, & a few documents.
    This book was done to share my art, my spiritual experiences, and my beliefs regarding the 
condition of the planet with its horrific leadership. If it can't be sustained indefinitely it shouldn't 
be started (e.g. deficit financing), because the fix to get back to simple subsistence gets further out 
of reach. Only surplus budgets pay down debt and that's the opposite direction from deficit 
financing. Turn it around now. Work sustainable system designs for all mankind, and curtail the 
super-self-centered rich from greedy hoarding of things of value. This is not what a just and loving 
God wants for all his diverse life on earth. Revolt and take it back with better system designs for 
the world and its functions, that share the bliss for all of His creation. Armies and armaments are 
the bully's answer; and I guess only bullies appreciate themselves and other bullies. The rest of us 
"non-bullies" ought to be serving and sustaining the planet with the bullies confined with their 
own kind, all in therapy and retraining to become respectful of all life.

 Peace and prosperity for all who want it and love it!  ..........who wouldn't ? 

despite our differences....We're All Created Equal in the eyes of the all good 
 and loving God. 

We all need love and sustenance. We all deserve to work at what we are capable of, and to make 
a living doing it so that we may all feel contributory to the overall good  and bounty we share. 
And we all deserve to share the bounty to hold up the young and disabled and old amongst us, and 
to help all of us celebrate our lives here on this earthly paradise with each other peaceably. This is 
my idea for living. God loves us all and doesn't want His kids fighting each other to hoard for a 
few (that which is meant for all) as it is being done in the current era.  Let go and relax and 
share from your surplus. I've created way more art than I need and give it away with some 
surplus moneys as well. If you can't produce enough to cover your needs relax and receive 
from the bounty available in the larger circle of people. Many can produce in excess of their 
needs who are amongst  us and everyone can contribute something that they are capable of/
good at, because we all need good self esteem for trying to help. Kick (let go of and don't use 
at pangs for) your substance addictions  and exercise enough self discipline to control your 
behavioral compulsions not to hurt yourelf or others. Let us all skip the road of happy 
destiny together. Depressed? See your doctor for possible body chemistry imbalances. I was 
short on serotonin and tended to be depressed. I started to feel OK in my body for the first 
time in my life at age 62 when I started Selective Serotonin Re-uptake Inhibitors SSRIs, as 
prescribed by my doctor, to normalize the serotonin. It gave me time to decide if I wanted to 
join an emotion that used to be triggered automatically when I more heavily reacted to life. 
It allowed me to become proactive positive to add a buffer zone to my feelings when going in 
the negative direction, or help keep me from flopping there. And in my old age anger is not 
good for my heart, so now I usually select the "chill and minimize losses" decision. More 
often than not, a quick powerlessness check frees me from reaction even more  quickly. 
When you're powerless, hurting over something doesn't improve the outcome. Relax and 
yield these situations to your spiritual Higher Power immediately, and life will not wear you 
down as quickly. So faith gives us endurance, power, and courage beyond what we'd have 
without it.  And things can be changed by spirit forces coalescing our thinking to converge 
on the truth, or giving us nudges from the other side in meditations we are given without 
seeking them. My brother, Joe, has experienced miracles in nature through infrequent 
prayers that may have saved his life, while lost in a forest.
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Heh,  Jim. Here's your GG Bridge, thanks for your purchase

THE END 430
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