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Thursday's child  
 
All of my life I've tried so hard Doing my best 
with what I had Nothing much happened all the 
same  
 
Something about me stood apart A whisper of 
hope that seemed to fail Maybe I'm born right out 
of my time Breaking my life in two  
 
(Throw me tomorrow. Oh, oh) Now that I've 
really got a chance  
 
(Throw me tomorrow, .oh, oh) Everything's 
falling into place  
 
(Throw me tomorrow. Oh, oh) Seeing my past to 
let it go  
 
(Throw me tomorrow. Oh, oh) Only for you I 
don't regret That I was Thursday's Child  
 
 
 
David Bowie  
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Part I.  Setting the stage 
 
In part I, I will describe where I was born and my 

mother, father, sisters and brothers. 

 

Where I was born 

I was born in Marysville, California, a little town 

on the Yuba and Feather rivers. Marysville 

served as the provisioning center for miners and 

was a rollicking rowdy camp. Many important 

people in California history passed through 

Marysville at one point—Bret Harte, Mark 

Twain, Jim Backcourt, Sam Brannan, among 

others. Once the third largest town in California, 
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Marysville is now just a sleepy backwater 

surrounded by levees on all sides. Downtown 

Marysville used to be a large skid row with 

whorehouses and lo-ball parlors for the fruit 

tramps that came in during the summer to work 

the prune orchards. Now, after urban 

development, the downtown lies mostly 

abandoned. 

I always felt that there was an area of poverty 

and despair about the area. The town of Yuba 

City, the town next to Marysville and where I 

grew up, was rated the worst place in the US by 

Rand McNally Places Rated for its 15% 

unemployment and high crime rate. Juan Corona, 

a farm labor contractor, killed, in what was at 

that the largest mass murder in the US, killed 25 
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fruit tramps in an orchard outside of the orchards. 

There was the largest  bus crash in U.S. history in 

which a sister of a friend was killed.  Floods, 

caused by the silting of the rivers by hydraulic 

mining. 

Daddy 
 
Daddy was a very, very odd little man.  He was a 

short stony-faced man that rarely smiled or talked 

very much. His Norwegian/Dutch family had 

endured quite a bit of disaster—wiped out in a 

storm in Iceland, and then wiped out in the dust 

bowl.  He grew up in a part of California that just 

had been frontier 40 years prior. He was stern, 

stubborn rugged individualist and believed that 

everyone is responsible for themselves. Daddy had 

no use for religion. He was a doctor, a scientist, 
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who believed that the human body was a machine 

to be fixed up and mended so that it could back to 

go to work in the orchards, fast food joints, and 

canneries of the great Central Valley that we lived 

in.  

 

Daddy spent most of his time out in the garage.  

Daddy’s 2-car garage was a dark  huge dusty cavern 

full of  everything under the sun—baby strollers 

from the 1960, a bullet-loading machine, duck 

waders for trudging through rice paddies,  hunting 

rifles, boxes of bullets, long board skis, lawn 

mowers, and big clunky snow shoes strewed 

everywhere.  On the rafters overhead, there were 

many cardboard boards and wooden crate boxes. 

No one knew what was in the rafters. Daddy never 

told anyone what was in his garage, so we had to 
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make up own stories. As my sister said, “There 

could have been a dead person for all we knew out 

in the garage.”    

As the years wore on, the world around Daddy 

changed. Sikhs moved into town. Computers 

replaced adding machines. Long skis became 

obsolete. Daddy’s garage seemed odder and out-

of-place whenever we opened the garage door. In 

2000, when Daddy died, we cleaned out the garage 

and threw everything out on the street. Nowadays, 

people do not hunt, ski with long skis, or use 

adding machines. I passed by the house recently. 

An East Indian family have moved in. The garage 

is open and airy. Children are playing in the 

sunlight. 
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Mom 
 
Mom was part Sicilian and . She was born in 

1929 in Omaha, Nebraska. Her family was very 

poor.  Her mother worked as in-home seamstress 

and her father, an immigrant from Sicily, worker 

as a boil maker for the Union Pacific.  She went 

to Catholic schools where she felt discriminated 

by the Irish nuns. She went to pharmacy school 

at Creighton university, a Jesuit university 

because she told to by her parents. I think that 

she married my father because she wanted out of 

Omaha and move to California like her brother, 

Paul, did. She was fired from her pharmacist job 

after 6 months and went on to have 5 kids. They 

lived for two years in Hughson in the San 

Joaquin valley and moved to Yuba City . She had 
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two mentally retarded boys. Eventually, she was 

diagnosed as a type I bipolar depressive and put 

on lithium which she stayed on the rest of her 

life. She died at 75. Her sister died at 70 and her 

brother at 53.  I think that the only she lived so 

long was because Polly and Elma took care of 

her. Nicholas loved her very much and she died 

shortly before his graduation. 

 

Mary 

Mary is my younger sister. She is slim and 

athletic and got an MBA from Berkeley. She 

worked in sales and marketing. She has chosen 

for her partners men with problems. Jim, her live 

in boyfriend, died at 48 of alcoholism. Scott, her 

husband went to federal prison for tax evasion 
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and molested his niece.  I used to envy her but 

not anymore. We are Facebook  friends now. 

Polly 
 
Polly is my older sister whom I am very close to. 

Polly had a nervous breakdown in 1979 and had 

to leave san Francisco and go to Yuba city. She 

was put on Thorazine and went to RN school. 

She had an affair with an alcoholic dump truck 

painter separated from his wife. She eventually 

went to work as an RN at valley oaks nursing 

home in Gridley. There she met Laurie and paid 

for her divorce.  Laurie was a good LVN but was 

promiscuous and a pill addict. She gave Laurie 

her savings and had her move into her house 

when she could not afford it anymore. Laurie 
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never paid any rent. Eventually, she gave Laurie 

the house and Laurie sold it to the bank and  

committed suicide when the money  ran out. 

Polly is like me, an enabler of substance abusers. 

 

 Her girlfriend Arlene took her to Christian 

singles and she met Tom and Larry. She loved 

Tom, a former truck driver but he had a brain 

tumor and their time together was limited.  She 

settled for Larry, a cannery worker who is now 

on SSI.  Larry is nice but boring and likes to 

hang out at the notorious dive, the Town Pump. 

Polly told a lot of wild stories about the town 

pump and its denizens. Polly considers Larry her 

boyfriend and still is in contact with him. Polly is 

now at Tracy nursing and rehabilitation and is 
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very bad health. I don't expect her to be around 

much longer. 

 

My brothers 
 
Johnny and Alan are enigmas to me. They were 

both profoundly mentally retarded. The reasons 

are unknown. They are like Moby Dick, faceless, 

unknown, terrifying. There was no way that, as 

Browning said, “God is in his heaven and all is 

right with the world.” Their tragedy set me on 

my life’s quest for meaning. I came from what 

Catholics term “mixed-faith” family. My father 

was Dutch reformed turned agnostic. My Italian-

American mother was a Roman Catholic. I went 

to Catholic schools grammar, high school, and 

college. I took religion in all three schools and it 
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was my best subject. The nuns taught us the 

calculus of sin: some things were venial sins, 

which, if not confessed, would land you in 

purgatory, an anteroom to heaven and some 

things were mortal sins, which landed you in 

hell. The spiritual universe was pretty cut and 

dried.  Although I was an observant Catholic, I 

found that it did not fulfill my quest for meaning. 

I wonder why my brothers was born. Heaven, 

which we were taught was seeing god for 

infinitely boring and meaningless.  I figured that 

I, not being particularly well behaved,  was hell 

borne. 

Part  II  Childhood  
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In this part, I will discuss my childhood up to the 

time I went to high school. 

Early childhood 
 
I was born in Marysville at Rideout hospital on 

September 8, 1953.  Dad didn't like me because I 

looked too Italian and I was sent away when 

Mother was 6 months to live with my mothers 

side of the family in little Italy in Omaha, 

Nebraska. Unbeknownst to me, the whole area 

was Mafia infested and grandma’s family had 

dealings with the mafia. Granma bought her 

house from a bootlegger.  Uncle joe went to 

bookies. Cousin Frankie operated a pizza parlor 

in Kansas city that was noted in life magazine as 

a mafia meeting place. However, they spoiled me 

and I loved them and thought of them as my 
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parents. Uncle Joe would share his beer with me. 

When I went back to California at 1 ½ years, I 

had a new sister of whom I was jealous of. I 

remember stealing her bumblebee toy at her first 

birthday. I went to nursery school a ng d 

kindergarten. I remember our nursery school was 

next  to a train. We would stop our play to watch 

the train.  I went to kindergarten in Yuba City. I 

remember having my brand new coat thrown in 

the mud the first day. I was always having my 

hearing tested. Those days parents weren't 

concerned about safety. I walked alone 3 long 

blocks across a busy street. 

I had some peculiar habits. I collected cigarette 

butts on my way home. I wet myself until I was7, 

could not ride a bicycle until I was 6, had 
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rumination disorder (until late in adulthood), and 

had violent rages where I broke things and tore 

my clothes. Most of my rages were due to not 

achieving up to my own expectations. 

Grade school 
 
I started grade school at Holy Angels in Yuba 

City. I remember that we had a large 6 foot 

picture book of Dick, Jane and skip the dog .  

The classroom smelled like baloney sandwiches.   

My mother had nervous breakdowns when I was 

7 and 10. The first, after the birth of the second 

mentally retarded she was in Saint Mary’s 

hospitals in San Francisco and had 40 

electroshock treatments.  My dad decided to 

move us from the close-knit rural neighborhood 

to a new subdivision with no trees, sidewalks and 
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fences. We had to ride 3 miles across town 

through busy intersections. I got hit by a high 

school student who was having a fight with his 

girlfriend.  I was thrown in the air and landed on 

my back with no injuries.  At 7, we were put to 

work cleaning the house and living room. I was 

beaten everyday because I did not complete my 

chores. My mother was addicted to barbiturates 

and spent most of her time on the couch 

watching TV. When I was 11, the boys died and 

she had another breakdown and acted erratically. 

She would one moment, said that I could have 

whatever I wanted and the next moment she 

would slap me and call me a crappy kid. Mary 

and Polly also beat me up.  Around the same 

time, I fell into a serious depression. It was 
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precipitated by an incident in which my father 

beat me up when I fell and could not get up after 

falling down when he was teaching us to ski. I 

just have the balance for skiing but every 

weekend during the winter, he would force us to 

ski even we didn't like it. I hated the snow. That 

depression lasted for many years. I remember no 

social interactions just the books I read.  I 

remembered being impressed by John Hershey’s 

Hiroshima when I was 11. I was a voracious 

reader. I was as very jealous of one classmate, 

Sharon Cole. I had some friends when I was 

young but I lost them when I was 10. 

Academically, I was an underachiever. I almost 

flunked out of 3rd grade. My handwriting was 

illegible and has remained illegible had a 
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wonderful teacher, Mrs. Ogun, who became a 

friend of the family and with whom daughter and 

son-inlaid my father bought real estate with.  My 

best subject was religion. I took my catholic 

religion seriously. I thought the Protestant side of 

the family was immoral because they were 

always getting divorced and were Masons. I 

wouldn't  see movies not approved by the legion 

of decency until I was 17.  However, I was 

starting to have doubts. I thought the idea of 

spending infinity twiddling on harps in heaven 

depressing. 

I had my period when I was 11 so my mother 

gave me a book on sex.  I was terrified of actual 

boys although, when I was 13 and became 

obsessed with the dark Byronic hero of 
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Rochester in Jane Eyre.  I was entranced by the 

Victorian novels and the Victorian period, 

maybe, it was in reaction to the atmosphere of 

growing sexual freedom in the air. 

Part III. High school years 
Notre Dame 
 
I started high school at Notre Dame High school 

in 1967. Notre Dame was an all girls convent 

school founded in 1853 and hadn’t changed since 

then. We were taught by the nuns that we 

shouldn't wear  patent shoes because they would 

reflect our underwear, that we shouldn't  go to 

the tower theater, that Buddhists would go to 

hell. We had to sing those sickening folk songs at 

masses where the lyrics of popular songs were 
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altered. Like the Jefferson airplane song “the 

wind who left us there" was altered to “the One 

who left us there.” 

Friends 
 I had a severe speech defect. So I had no friends 

until my junior year. One was Denise Padbury, a 

hippie very feminine girl who liked Judy Collins, 

was vegetarian, and was a talented flute player. 

She later became a lesbian and got a degree in 

music at Chico state. The last I heard of her, she 

was working at diamond match. The other one 

was Trisha  Ross. She lived in a cattle farm in 

Arboga and worked at Cotton Rosser Cowboy 

Corral. She later ran off with a biker and 

homesteaded in the Ozarks in Arkansas. There, 

they practiced self sufficiency and had two 
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children at home. So far as I know they never got 

married.  Her boyfriend was a talented 

woodworker and produced exquisite pipes and 

owes on the Johnny Carson show. They lost the 

homestead because he got into heroin, the last I 

heard, they were taking care of a farm in 

Missouri. 

I started to have doubts about Catholicism when I 

started to have sexual thoughts of 

sadomasochistic nature. I could not deal with 

them because I thought I was sinful and had a 

serious depression. I started to read my older 

sister’s books, many of which were popular in 

the 60s: Nietzsche, Sartre, Baudelaire, Alan 

Watts, and the Marquis de Sade. I still went to 

Mass, but my thoughts were not at all holy. 
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Polly 
Polly, my older sister went to san Francisco 

State. She had a job as a ward clerk at Rideout  

the summer of her freshman year but got into 

trouble because she wrote obscene comments 

about her supervisor on the bathroom wall. Later 

she had to drop out of school because she was 

arrested for calling a Cop a nasty word. She 

brought back the radical hippie culture of san 

San Francisco's with her. She had a poster of 

Huey Newton and an Escher picture. I read her 

books. Sartre, Dostoevsky, Kafka, Kerouac, Alan 

Watts, Herman Hesse, D. H. Lawrence, Zap 

Comics, the Berkeley Barb  She turned me on to 

the Grateful Dead, of whom I have been a 

lifelong fan. She took me to see Easy Rider, I 
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cried at the end because they were free and I 

wasn’t. 

  At the start of my junior year, I fell into a 

serious depression in which I stopped eating and 

lost 40 pounds in 9 months. It was due to my 

self-loathing due to the emergence of 

sadomasochistic feelings. It became an 

obsession. I fantasized about being abused and 

abusing. I was fascinated by the life and 

philosophy of Marquis de Sade.  Yet at the same 

time I remained a devout catholic, not seeing 

movie banned by the legion of decent and going 

to church on Sunday.  When I got my braces,  my 

depression lifted and I became more sociable. 

My self esteem raised as I got National Merit 
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Commended and did well in my last semester in 

my junior year.   

At the end of my junior year, Notre Dame was 

closed. I was a little afraid of going to a public 

school.  I heard that they were wild places.  Not 

that the Notre Dame girls were not messed up. I 

went to three weddings of classmates in my 

senior year. The father of one of my classmate’s 

killed her mother and then killed themselves. 

 

 

Senior Year Yuba city high school 
 
I entered Yuba city high in September 1971.  At 

the beginning of my senior year, while riding my 

bicycle across a field, I had an epiphany. I had 

been reading Jean Paul Sartre about authentic 
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identity and realized that I could create my own 

identity.  I did not have to, like most of my 

classmates, stay in Yuba City.  It was a powerful 

realization.  That year, I got all A’s in everything 

but PE. However, I had a disappointment. I 

flunked driving training. The instructor said I 

was an unsafe driver. 

 

 I got 3rd in the national French contest, won the 

brain brawl for Yuba city high, and got invited to 

speak in front of the Rotary Club. I participated 

in all these activities with Cindy Azim. Cindy, an 

army brat of Lebanese descent, had lived in 

France and England, was 3rd in her class and had 

won a trip to France for placing first in the 

national French contest. She happened to live 
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three houses down from her. I walked to her 

house and spent 8 hours with her. I felt like a 

great weight was lifted from me. I had a friend! 

She was a Jesus freak and pressured me into 

being reborn.  I was wondering whether it was 

more convenient and sociable than the Catholic 

church. The Jesus freaks were countercultural 

types that embraced fundamentalism  A lot of 

them were former drug users. One of the leaders 

had been busted  five times. The older brothers 

dominated the group. It was like one of sixties 

communes where all the women wore granny 

dresses and the men wore jeans and were 

dominant.  I went to meetings three times a 

week. People were militant evangelists and 

talked about the imminent apocalypse and living 



 

 h 

in communes in the foothills.  At the end of the 

summer, I was baptized in the Yuba River and 

got ready to go to the University of Santa Clara, I 

would miss Cindy and Yuba City, but knew that 

my destiny awaited, 

 

Part IV. University of Santa 
Clara 
 

Freshman year 
 
I was totally overwhelmed by college when I 

started. The academics were a challenge for me. I 

was competition with kids from wealthy catholic 

bay area schools such as O’Dowd’s and St 

Ignatius.  I was in an urban environment..  I felt 

like a hick. Also, I was a Jesus freak in a very 
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Catholic environment.  I had none of the social 

graces and flirting abilities of the other girls. I 

didn’t dress right and, as I put on weight, my 

clothes didn't fit. My first roommate took off 

after two weeks because I was weird and 

militantly Christian.  My second roommate was a 

Scottish Burmese math major from Oakland. She 

put up with me. She had male and female friends 

come over every night and as I studied, I learned 

a lot about unofficial college life, about who was 

sleeping with who, who was the big partiers, just 

everything. I found a bunch of Jesus freaks at the 

school. 

 

 However, I was having doubts. One girl got tired 

of my protestylizing and lent me Arthur C. 
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Clarke's story “The six billion names of God."  I 

read it and developed a great fear that the last 

judgement would occur at any time. It was an 

obsession. I certainly feel that I would be no6t 

saved because of my doubts and sadomasochistic 

tendencies.  I would start any time there was a 

large sound. At Christmas, I took the greyhound 

home and had a nice time with Polly. My dad 

bought one of the first microwaves. We called it 

the potato baker. I saw Cindy  who I missed 

terribly and wrote letters to every week. I started 

collecting postcards.  

Falling in love 
 
Shortly before Christmas, I met Paul, the boy 

who would become my husband of 31 years. I 

had heard that he was a brilliant but 
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impracticable. He thought initially that I was 

mentally retarded and wondered how I had 

gotten a B on a paper.  Later, I was coming out 

from a Christian  meeting and was particularly 

lonely and bumped him on his way to a concert 

in the bronco corral.  He held my hand and I 

immediately fell in love. When I woke, I felt like 

I was in a new world. I was no longer  depressed. 

Shortly, after meeting Paul, I met his family 

Paul's family  
Paul’s father Nicholas was like Don Corleone,, 

proud, Sicilian, business man, protective of his 

family.  secretive. I am sure that he had mafia 

clients but he abided by the code of silence 

omerta  He and brothers were orphaned in the 

earthquake of 1908 and spent their childhood as 
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the wards of queens of Italy. He and Carmello 

were trained as merchant sea captains and he did 

not get married until he was 48 and did not have 

Paul until he was 50. He and Carmello had a 

successful real estate and property management 

in north beach. He had a stroke in his 60s and 

was very depressed when he stopped working at 

77. He died of a heart attack at 8 

 

Paul's mother Joan  was from a family of 13 in 

County Cork in Ireland. She went to England and 

then California  in order to earn money for her 

dowry. She was engaged to a fellow in Ireland. 

However, she was notable to save money from 

her earnings as a file clerk at bank of America.  

Nicholas, who was 23 years older, proposed to 
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her and she accepted because she was told by her 

relatives to marry him because he was a 

successful businessmen. He wanted a nursemaid. 

She was molested by  her grandfather and she 

molested Paul when he was 14.  She was 

alcoholic and schizophrenic. 

Paul's  sister  Pat is a schizophrenic. Pat got 

married to a tax lawyer she met while delivering 

campaign posters for uncle john Foran who was a 

state assemblyman for san Francisco. The story 

of meeting jack was in herb Caen. Pat was on 

disability from her appraiser job at contra costa 

county.  She has four daughters and lives in the 

Heights near the Cliff House. She is diabetic and 

in a wheelchair. 
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Disillusionment with religion 
 
 At the same time, I was taking a class in 

metaphysics and learning about critical thinking. 

I wrote a paper on how, according to the 

philosophy of Jean Paul Sartre, personal 

communication was impossible. That got me one 

of the two As in a class of 50. My teacher said 

that I was brilliant. That turned me on to 

philosophy. I got a minor in philosophy. I got a 

major in history because it was more down to 

earth and easier.  

 

At the same time, I was still involved with the 

Jesus freaks but I was going farther and farther 

sexually with Paul  and I learned to masturbate. I 

also got drunk for the first time at a party at 
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production of Ionesco’s tinkerers 6 glasses of 

Beaujolais. I made an ass of myself.  Meanwhile, 

Cindy had got into drugs at Yuba junior college.  

She decided that LSD was a better high than 

Jesus. She started sleeping with a string of men, 

one of them, doing poorly in school. When I 

confronted  her, she told me that I was naïve and 

people should do what made them feel good. My 

faith in religion was shaken. 

 

 Why I was still a virgin and not doing drugs like 

everybody else, what really got me was that 

Cindy was able to hold a job and I wasn't. Of 

course, I think I ignored that she got fired for 

talking to the tomatoes while on acid and 

eventually flunked out of school  and ended up 
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being married to a redneck and working as a 

waitress .  What a waste of potential.   

Sophomore year 
 
When I got back, I decided it was time to lose my 

virginity. I tried with Paul but couldn't.  Paul was 

very busy with his girlfriend, in love with a 

fellow student, and got tired of my not having 

sex. I started being interested in a friend of his 

and started going out with both of them at the 

same time. Paul slammed the door on me.  I 

decided to engage in sexual activities with him in 

exchange with help with writing. He had a paper 

published in the campus literary magazine. I had 

seen the paper in English class. My grades had 

been very bad the first quarter of my sophomore 

year because I depressed about Paul.  But I got 
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some counseling and I had a steady boyfriend, 

my grades went up. I had mostly As my last two 

years.  Mark didn't love me but I think that he 

thought that it was convenient to have someone 

to go out with. I didn’t have to worry about 

having sex with him. He was basically 

homosexual and a masochist. He had sexually 

Experimented with Paul.  That turned me. I like 

kinkiness. 

 

That summer, I went to the Poconos to work as a 

maid in Pennsylvania.  I didn't want to spend 

another summer in Yuba City.  I worked 48 

hours a week for 100/month and room and board. 

I never had a permanent station because I was a 

lousy  maid but I did last the whole summer 
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because they couldn't find anyone else. I did 

smoke marijuana for the first time and had 

terrifying hallucinations of people laughing at me 

but that didn't prevent me from using it again.  I 

spent a little time in long island with a friend 

where I had my first martini. I took the 

greyhound back across the country and was glad 

to get back to Mark and school. 

Junior year 
 
The start of my junior year, I took philosophy of 

history class, and met Candy Shirley. She was a 

brilliant acid head and speed freak that had gone 

to Santa Clara to get away from drugs. We had a 

very competitive class. I got the highest grade, 

Ed Hubbard, editor of the school newspaper got 

the only b he got his four years at Santa Clara. 



 

 h 

The year went smoothly. I got. As, candy regaled 

me with stories of her love life and acid trips. 

How much it was true I don't  know. Dopers lie a 

lot.  

 

I did well academically that year. At the end of 

the year, I and Mark got very high to see if that 

would help us have sex and I had a memorable  

spiritual experience. I felt myself dissolving into 

and merging into the universe. It was trippy and 

made me want to smoke pot all the time. 

 

 At the end of the year, Mark and Paul graduated 

and I went home to Yuba City.  I left after a few 

weeks when I go into a physical fight with my 

mother and crashed on the couch with my sister 
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and her roommate in her studio apartment.  I had 

fun that summer. I volunteered at the Oakland 

history museum cataloging Fillmore Avalon rock 

concert posters, goggling at the gay denizens of 

the Polk St., going to a film class where we 

smoked dope and watched silent movies, and 

went to bars and restaurants in the downtown. 

Nobody bothered me even though I was 

underage. We went to the Boarding House, a 

famous concert venue on Taylor street. 

 

Senior year 
 
I returned to school where I was depressed and 

angry that I did not have any friends after four 

years.  I kept up my grades but was drinking 

heavy. I started out the winter quarter with a big 
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pot party where I smoked dope for four hours 

and hallucinated that the Jack in the Box figure 

was an ancient god. I was high for a week after 

that. I got to be friends with Dan, a junior 

economic student. He provided me with pot. 

Once I bought some speed from him. It made me 

nervous.  

 I was angry year because I knew that I had no 

friends but Candy and she was living off campus 

and a little preoccupied because she had been 

busted.  I got in trouble with the dean because of 

my drinking and screaming fits.  My psychiatrist 

had his hands full with me but at least he kept me 

from getting more deeply into drugs.  I fell in 

love with Dan.  Sometimes, I sold pot through 

him and tried to get Candy some speed for her 
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boyfriend.  I ended my senior year with a bang. I 

scored some Columbian Gold and stayed high 

between finals and graduation.  I have a picture 

of me looking quite wasted. I only got Bs that 

quarter nevertheless graduated cum laude. My 

senior year, I did volunteer work cataloging 

Indian baskets or the de Saisset art gallery and 

doing consumer research for Ralph Nader’s 

NORCalpirg. 

 

Part V Stopgap year 
 
I decided to take some time off after college 

before going to the university of Delaware.  I 

went back to Yuba City. I worked for my father 

for a week as a medical assistant but was fired 



 

 h 

because I moved like a zombie. I worked as a 

housecleaner and her daughter but I had to 

babysit four hyperactive kids until 3 am and then 

wake up in the morning to clean house. I spent 

most of the summer taking typing which I was no 

good at and waiting until I could visit my sister 

and Lila, a friend I had made the last few weeks 

of school, who was living in the dorm and 

partying with Dan. At the end of the summer, I 

went down to see Lila and mixed in pot and 

vodka gimlets and had another trippy experience 

in which I saw time freeze and the present 

become a series of black and white museum 

photos. Unfortunately at that point, I got sick and 

passed out, hitting my head on a bed and ended 
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up with a black eye. Polly was pissed because I 

had taken her car.  

 

I got a job as a study monitor in an EOP program 

at Yuba college and did volunteer work at a local 

museum which I really enjoyed. At Christmas, I 

stayed at Polly’s place in the Mission. I saw Paul 

and Mark in San Francisco. Paul had no 

girlfriend and wanted to make out with me while 

I wanted to make out with Mark. We were at 

Paul's parents. I don't know what they thought. 

That New years eve, I was alone and I mixed 

pills ,pot, and booze.  Boy I was sick. 

 

I was planning to get a degree in history at the 

University of Delaware. I was having doubts 
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about going back east and, the night after getting 

drunk, I got into an accident where I completely 

destroyed a $400 jalopy and the driver side door 

of dads station wagon. I took that as a sign not to 

go to university of Delaware. 

 

  Instead I took off for san Francisco and decided 

to crash at Polly’s and get a temporary job until I 

started paralegal graduate school at lone 

mountain college.  I got a job as a file clerk in an 

insurance company two weeks after I got. I was a 

good file clerk and got pretty steady work.  After 

a month, I moved into the Monroe residence club 

on Sacramento St. where I got into smoking pot. 

My roommates’ boyfriend and his father got high 

together. I have many close encounters with 
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lecherous men because I wanted free booze and 

pot.  However, I was saving myself for someone 

I loved.  

 

In June, I quit working and started volunteering 

for legal aid in the skid road. That was a walk on 

the wild side. My walk to the office led me on 

Larkin street past the methadone clinic. The 

office had a large burly male receptionist to oust 

the vagrants that drifted up the natoma alley. 

They were junkies shooting up in the alley.  I 

was not a good typist but I was a good relief 

receptionist. I enjoyed fielding calls from the 

tenants being evicted at that time. They should 

have been in contact with us before then. 
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Part VI Graduate school 
 
In September  1976, I started a master's in Legal 

Studies at Lone Mountain College in San 

Francisco.  My savings had dwindled and I 

became suicidal because of guilt over not 

working. I had lucked out and found a nice 

roommate situation with a friend of my sisters. 

She was an alcoholic 36 year old waitress who 

cruised single bars and worked nights at a coffee 

shop on clement street. She would not let me 

have perfume or plants and claimed that I 

brought in fleas from Polly’s.  I called the suicide 

line and they told me to apply for food stamps 

and general assistance. That ma  de me feel 

better.  
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 I was lonely and my thoughts drifted to Paul's 

offer to have sex with me any time I wanted. I 

decided that it was dorky to be a virgin at 23. I 

called him and he came right up and we had sex. 

I had taken some valium that I stole from Vida.  I 

then after that had sex once a week with Paul 

who at the time was getting a PhD in 

mathematics.  It was purely sexual at first but we 

then started spending more time. 

 

  We went to Marin county and camped out in 

Samuel p. Taylor park and went up to point 

Reyes. That was I first thought marrying him. All 

my cousins were married and I felt it would give 

me emotional and economic security. I didn't 
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know at the time marriage was something you 

had to work at it.   

 

At the same time, when I wasn't seeing Paul, I 

was working hard at my paralegal studies and 

had a part-time job in flyer distribution and 

housekeeping. I also started on antidepressant 

tranquilizer prescribed by U.S.  public health 

hospital. I don't know if it really benefitted me in 

controlling my depression and anger, but I figure 

that it was a free legal high.  I was on the 

medicine for two years and went through severe 

withdrawal when it was disconnected. I still 

drank frequently. I found graduate school 

interesting and challenging than college. It was 

nice to delve deep into a subject. I got B's the 
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first quarter but got mostly As the second 

quarter. I also put together the student newsletter. 

Polly 
 Meanwhile, Polly got tired of her flaky 

roommates who used drugs and had multiple 

strange guys in and out of the place. This was a 

concern for her because there had a murder on 

her block.  She moved to a studio in Noe Valley, 

the coolest area in time.  In the meantime, she 

eventually got a boyfriend. Fred was an divorced  

LVN who was born in a concentration camp. He 

lived with a junkie Al who, like him, tried out for 

the hells angels and didn’t get accepted. Polly 

eventually moved in with Fred and Al. Then it 

got messy.  Al decided to marry Fred's ex 

girlfriend, Carol. Fred, in self-defense, had killed 
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Teja, who was Carol`s other boyfriend. Polly 

decided that the situation was too tense so she 

moved out.  

 

I was not entirely faithful to Paul. Mark and I 

watched Waiting for Mr. Goodbar and we had 

sex. It mean anything. He was at UCLA being 

involved simultaneously with a man and woman. 

I didn't care. I couldn't keep my hands off of 

Mark. But I felt guilty and decided to never have 

sex with another man. Although he did 

occasionally went out with other guys. I never 

had sex with them. 

 

In the summer after my first year in graduate 

school, I worked on my master's  thesis on the 
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antitrust implications of prepaid legal services.  I 

also started an internship at the law offices of 

Larry Horn. I was combination office 

manager/paralegal and handled everything 

including typing, interviewing family law and 

bankruptcy cases, writing motions, filing 

documents in court and Xeroxing. Larry was 

widely known as the worst lawyer in san 

Francisco. He specialized in housing 

discrimination but made money thorough 

bankruptcies and divorces. He had me interview 

the clients and prepare the forms. All I knew 

about divorces and bankruptcies was from what I 

learned on the job. I had to take care of 300 

cases. He paid me on a piece rate scale. I never 

reported my income from the job. 
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 Eventually, he made an unlawful deduction from 

my salary for losing a case  he took on a week 

before the statute of limitations expired. I 

reported him to the NRLB. At that point, I had 

completed my thesis and was through with 

working and San Francisco and wanted to get 

married to Paul. Little did I know that 

circumstances was going to make my wish come 

true 6 months later. 

 

Part VII Marriage and 
motherhood  
 

Yuba city 
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In mid-December, I completed my masters 

thesis. Shortly there, I noticed that I had grown 

up two bra sizes and my nipples had gotten 

larger. Paul was leaving for a job in Washington 

D.C. in January and we broke up.  I moved back 

to Yuba city  where I had a part time job 

microfilming medical records for my father. I 

also started a do-it-yourself bankruptcy and 

divorce business and cleaned my fathers business 

at night and served as a medical receptionist on 

Saturdays.  Later on I tutored at the local junior 

college,  

 

 In late January, I found out that I was pregnant.  

Paul doubted that the baby was his. Vida had told 

him that I had fooled around with other guys.  
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Everyone, even grandma Joan, told me to get an 

abortion. Thank God for Marina.  She was 

daughter of Eleanor Fausto, the best friend of 

Ann McNally, my father's  ex nurse and mistress 

of a lumber magnate. I liked Marina because she 

liked to drink and smoke dope. We went to 

parties in Davis. Marina had had many lovers 

and was on the lookout for another. 

 

That idea of abortion was abhorrent to me. I 

decided to adopt the baby out and went 

 to an adoption agency. However, when I asked 

Paul to sign adoption papers and proposed to me. 

I accepted and two months later we were 

married, I was 7 months pregnant. 
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Marriage 
 
In June 17, 1978, we got married. Our 

honeymoon consisted of moving across the us in 

a maverick with a rebuilt engine and filled with 

my earthly goods. We went on highway 80 with 

a detour through Rocky Mountain Park. 

We moved, after a brief stay in Washington D.C., 

to Rhode Island where Paul went to the Naval 

War college in Newport. We rented a duplex  in 

Portsmouth and had an idyllic summer. I spent 

most of time sleeping on the couch. We made 

some side trips to new Hampshire.  At the end of 

the summer, my parents came down and we 

moved into a rundown beach hotel in Newport.  I 

suspect that the place was mafia owned because 
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Italian men in dark suits would come from new 

York to check on the place. 

Motherhood 
 
 I had Nicholas at Newport hospital on 

September 7, 1978 after a 2-hour labor. We 

moved three weeks to Maryland. I drove all night 

popping  no-doz and stopping periodically to 

nurse Nicholas. 

 

Nicholas had a yeast infection and was colicky. I 

immediately went to public health because we 

had no money.  Because I breast fed, they took 

me off my antidepressants that I had taken For 

two years and went into severe withdrawal for a 

month.  We were very poor, on food stamps and I 

had to look for a part time job. That Christmas, 
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we went to California. It was a disaster. We got 

an airplane ticket stolen and Paul got into an 

accident causing our insurance to get cancelled. I 

felt ignored by my in laws and got so upset that I 

took the donnatal prescribed by Nicholas’ doctor 

for his colic. 

 

  In January, things got better. I got a part-time 

job as a coder in Washington D.C. for a DOJ 

contractor. Paul had gotten a job with Booz Allen 

Hamilton  Paul had to stay with Nicholas. Then I 

got in trouble with CPS. They said that Nicholas 

was a failure to thrive and I could not be alone 

with Nicholas.  
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Fortunately, I was promoted to full-time 

paralegal. Initially everything went well at the 

job but then they wanted me to travel to new 

York two days a week to do discovery. I was 

afraid of airplanes and didn't want to leave 

Nicholas. I was no good at the clerical aspect of 

the job Eventually, I was demoted to a coder. I 

felt humiliated and lasted another weeks.  

 

I got a good friend from the job, Sally Allard. 

She was a divorced 40 year immigration gs-6 

working at immigration and appeals. She had 3 

teenagers and psychological problems. She had 

been in Bellevue. Her mother had been murdered 

in Detroit and she used her inheritance to buy a 

large house in Woodbridge, Virginia. She 
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eventually got married to Pickles, a mentally 

retarded son of a West Virginia coat miner.   

 

After I lost my job, I started taking etrafon again. 

On his lst birthday, Nicky took by mistake my 

medicine and we had to walk Nicholas around.  

Nevertheless, I felt the depression sink in and I 

had screaming fits and that alienated the people 

downstairs and eventually got us evicted. 

 I felt better when I met Megs.  She lived in a 

group house, and was an old hippie with 3 young 

kids on welfare.  She hooked up with Gordon, 

who had worked as a masseuse in a commune in 

front royal, he had been hanging out  in Tucson, 

Arizona. He was into herbal remedies and made 

profound pronouncements that he claimed that 
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only I could understand. Later, the residents of 

megs didn't pay their rent and got evicted. 

Forrest, the drug dealer upstairs, disappeared 

with our bed. We slept on a mattress  on the floor 

for the five years. Meg joined a fruitarian 

commune in Virginia beach.  We visited her. 

Virginia beach is cool,  the center of the new age 

movement on the east coast.  

 

We got evicted because of my housekeeping and 

screaming.  She denied us our security deposit. 

We went to court and got our money.  She 

thought she'd win because she had a state 

attorney lawyer while we had a Judi care 

attorney. We showed her. We moved into the 

projects in Hyattsville in the middle of a 
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notorious drug dealing area. We lived in a 240 

square foot  apartment that smelled like roach 

spray. 

Trailer park 
 
Hyattsville was the bottom of the barrel. I didn’t 

want to rent anymore. I borrowed six thousand 

dollars from my parents and bought a 16,000 

dollar mobile home and put it in a park in Severn 

near Baltimore.  Nicholas was 2 and Severn 

reminded me of Yuba City. All my neighbors in 

the mobile home park were rednecks like the 

people in Yuba city. We were very poor and 

fitted in with the people in the area.  

 

I hooked with some people who wanted to party.  

My neighbor, a former LVN, across the way, 
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moved a string of army men in and out of her 

trailer, men she met at a mafia run bar near Fort 

Meade  and partied with and bought pot from 

them. I used to go out with Pat White the 

neighbor that across the way and drink whiskey 

while my son was in the school.  Sometimes, we 

went over to the Rosens in Lakeshore who grew 

their own pot and got high with them. He worked 

at Westinghouse. 

 

 I had one friend that I did not party with. I met 

Charlene through trying to teach her how to 

write. She was a 400 pound dyslexic on welfare. 

I was not able to teach her to write  however, we 

became good friends. We went to dumps and 

foraging together. She lived with her mother and 
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her schizophrenic boyfriend, the son of an 

ambassador. He was in Mensa and Paul and of an 

ambassador. Paul and I went to Mensa meeting 

in Baltimore. I used to drink 3 beers during the 

meeting.   I subscribed to many of the special 

interest group newsletter’s, particular more 

esoteric ones 

Trouble with CPS 
Meanwhile, I got in trouble again with CPS. 

Megs came back from Virginia Beach when the 

fruitarian commune got evicted and I went to 

visit her and Gordon in Hyattsville.  I smoked 

some hash and got very depressed. I left Nicholas 

in the car. 
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 I got Nicholas taken away for the weekend.I 

went to court and got sent to a day treatment 

center in Glen Burnie. There I was with people 

straight out of the mental hospital. I was given 

free medication, group therapy, and therapeutic 

activities such as excursions and assembling 

bingo cards. Of course, I did not discuss my drug 

use because of fear of losing my child in 

conservative Maryland.    

 

Despite everything, Nicholas was doing well and 

developing normally. I had him at babysitters a 

lot. He stopped breastfeeding at 3, right before he 

entered nursery school.  He was shy and did not 

fit in the middle-class environment.  I didn’t get 

along with the other mothers. They consider me 
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irresponsible. He knew his A,B,Cs. He had two 

good friends in the trailer, Eddie and Chrissie. 

Chrissie had lost much of his teeth because of 

bottle nursing syndrome. I took them on walks 

through the woods around our trailer park and 

taught their abcs. 

 

At the same time, that Nicholas started nursery 

school, I started library school at the university 

of Maryland. I enjoyed cataloging and volunteer 

as a cataloger at the Linthicum history museum. 

The library department at the university of 

Maryland. had a wonderful library I Had a B 

average but I had to drop advanced cataloging 

and got a C in microcomputers in libraries. 
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Moving to California  

Paul was doing well in his career, going from 

10k to 36k in the years we were in Maryland.  

However, he was not happy. He detested defense 

and doing tracking for F16s sold to Taiwan. He 

was not an engineer type, but rather a teacher. As 

luck had it, we went to a job fair in falls church. 

A recruiter put him in contact with GTE 

governments which promptly offered a job 

starting in June 1985. They paid all moving and 

relocating costs. 

The last thing I did before leaving for California 

was give up drinking and pot.  I had been warned 

by a doctor that the combination of pot and 

antidepressants can lead to suicidal depression.  I 

ha had three speeding tickets after drinking and I 
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was to start taking Xanax. I was prescribed by a 

psychiatrist. I found it made me numb and 

caused me to have weird thoughts.  Eventually I 

discontinued it because I could not afford it and 

went into a severe withdrawal.  

Also, I went to AA and went off and on for 28 

years. I don't  like AA. and think that it should 

not be recommended for alcoholics.  It is based 

on fundamentalism, the concept of 

powerlessness, dependence on something outside 

one self, an artificial distinction between alcohol 

and drugs. Also, I found the stories triggering. 

People did not show any self-understanding but 

just jumped on the bandwagon. The big book is 

treated like the Bible. It can not be altered. 
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 Any way. It’s cult. 

Part VII. Move to Silicon valley 
 
 
In June of 1985, we moved to mountain view.  I 

think that the sunshine made me manic. I was 

manic the 20 years I was there,  jobs. I had over 

50 jobs, got a certificate in library technology, a 

master's degree in library and a certificate in 

technical communications 

Jobs 
 
From 1985 to 2001, I worked in Silicon Valley as 

interviewer, library tech librarian indexer, editor, 

and technical writer. I had 15 jobs during this 

period. I worked up and down the Valley: San 

Mateo, Palo Alto, Foster City, San Jose and 
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Santa Clara. I worked in startups and Fortune 

500 companies. Here is a list of my jobs during 

this period: 

 

Indexer: Price Waterhouse, Electronic 

Marketplace 

 

Tech Writer: Pretzel Logic, Compaq, Verecomm, 

SAP, Quantum (now Maxtor), Globalsight, 

Schlumberger,  

 

Librarian: PGE, Labatt Anderson, Wilson 

Sonsini 

 

Consultant: lucid information systems, 

micrographics 
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Library tech: NASA Ames, Boole and Babbage, 

san Jose state school, California coastal 

commission, Stanford research institute 

Project manager: knowledge access6 

Editor: Borland, Neuron Data, Dataquest, Legato 

Systems 

 

Interviewer: Gallup poll, Nichols research 

Indexer, writers connection, California history, 

private clients 

 

Newspaper route, San Jose mercury, helped 

husband with newspaper route, consulting and 

tutoring . 
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Helped Darlene with legal work, bookkeeping, 

and housework. 

 

During this time, I also had a contractor/ 

volunteer job of putting together a file of 5000 

documents on Silicon Valley history. Ultimately, 

what I did there was very important because it 

was an extensive record of one of most important 

periods of humanity. At the time, I had no 

realization of how important this valley would 

become for the world. 

 

To participate in such a monumental period in 

human history through my own work in hi tech, 

as well as my work in preserving the record was 

the high point of my life. I had participated in the 
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birth of a New World. Everything else has been 

anticlimactic. 

 

My own question and the one that haunts me is 

making sense of why this valley was chosen for 

this monumental undertaking and I, a transplant 

from a poor agricultural community in the central 

valley of California, got involved in this valley. I 

do not think that things happen by accident. 

From my study of metaphysics, I know I was 

meant to be there. 

Paul 
Paul was in a career free fall. He lost job at GTE 

because he could not get a top secret clearance 

because of his mental hospitalization.  We got 

the FBI report. They had based some of it about 
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information about me. Years later, I made a 

FOIA request for my FBI file and they came up 

with no negative information. At this point, I 

don't care a damn about what's  in my FBI file.  

 

 Paul got a temporary teaching job at the Naval 

postgraduate school. We had just bought a condo 

in Santa Clara so we were in no position. I went 

to Monterey twice a week I loved going down to 

Monterey. I got to know highway 17, highway 1, 

highway 101, highway 9 through the san Lorenzo 

valley, all their coolest spots quite well.  I got to 

know all the backroads of the Santa Cruz 

mountains. I often wished I could live on the 

coast or on summit road. 
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The commute was hard on Paul and he  him  was 

not good at classroom instruction. His contract 

was not renewed. He did consulting at a modem 

company but they did not think that his skills 

were good enough so could only offer him a 

junior programmer at $25,000. 

 

 He decided to take a job as an actuarial trainee. 

He thought that he was good at passing exams 

and he may have a chance at becoming an 

actuary. That job lasted for two years. 

Ostensibly, he was fired for being absent when 

they needed him. He had gone up to san 

Francisco because his mother overdosed on pills.   
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After that he had jobs sporadically. He worked 

six weeks as a Unix programmer, 6 months at 

pacific western systems, a run down semi 

conductor factory. From that job, he found 

Randy a roommate that he kept for 15 years until 

his death. He worked in inventory, data entry.  

 

He had a newspaper route. He like that but he 

was not very efficient. He had to hire a 

Vietnamese boat person who wrecked his car 

when he was hung over from drinking. He was a 

computer school teacher. He worked with 

individual students from the department of 

rehabilitation. He did well but was fired from 

that because he confronted the director about his 

fooling around with his female students.  At one 
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point, I forged a disability  application for him 

and we was approved. We finally had steady 

income. 

 

 However, he tried to work and got into trouble 

with social security  I hired Shan, a disability 

representative and she became good friends with 

Barbara and me. She was an alcoholic  and had 

split from her husband because he used coke. She  

took back her husband after he crashed at Jack's 

with Barbara and Terry. Barbara had a temper.  

Shan was a good representative and got pail his 

SSDI back.  I hired her when I went on SSDI.  

Paul and I had a lot of arguments because of our 

money problems and his incompetence at 

anything but sex and tutoring but we still had a 
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lot of friends and activities in common. 

Eventually, Paul found his niche in private in 

home tutoring and I started working full-time and 

got housekeeping help.  

Education 
 
Word processing, business, graphics and 

spreadsheet classes, programming, mountain 

view adult ed, Foothill college, de Anza college 

 

Library tech program, Foothill college, 1987 

Masters in library science, san Jose state, 1990 

 

Certificate in technical communications, de Anza 

college, 1994 
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Short courses, de Anza, foothill, mountain view, 

Santa Clara, Palo alto, woman's resource center , 

vocational rehab in job seeking skills, 

entrepreneurship, wreath making, pottery, nature  

drawing oil painting, meditation, yoga, new age 

topics, personal growth, stained glass, all types of 

stuff 

 

Volunteer work 
 
I did a lot of volunteer work, mainly clerical  
 
 
Mountain view public library, cataloging 

 

Mountain view social services, job opportunities 

research. 
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Trail center, clerical work 

 

Slater school library 

 

Volunteering at Christmas time in food banks, 

consumer credit, whatever 

Retreat coordinator and newsletter for emotions 

anonymous  

 

Merit badge counselor, boy scouts 

 

Volunteer trail maintenance at venture, 

Pescadero, 

 

 Internships at EPRI, Apple, Stanford 

Santa Clara U, Pacific Western system. 
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Travel 
 
We had a lot of day trips to san Francisco, Santa 

Cruz, Big Sue, Monterey. We also went to Napa 

valley and Harbin hot springs, a clothing optional 

new age resort and nude beaches up and down 

the coast, Pismo beach and sycamore springs. 

Paul loved the mountains and oceans and taking 

off when his clothes  I took a trip up to Oregon 

with my friend, Susan.  We went every few 

months to Yuba city. We bought timeshare in 

palm springs and went there once a year usually 

at Christmas.  I went twice with Elma up to las 

Vegas and in new years of 2000, we went to 

Laughlin, Nevada. We also went on a cruises to 

Ensenada, channel islands, and Alaska 
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Friends  
 
Most of our friends in silicon valley were not the 

not the straight wealthy people expected of a 

college educated couple. They were a motley 

crew of drug users, pagans, crazies and other 

people deviating from the norm. 

 
Darlene was my best friend throughout my years 

in Silicon valley  I met her through Emotions 

Anonymous.  She was from an Italian 

background. Her husband was a roof loader from 

Texas whose father, born in 1885, had been a 

bank robber and owned a whorehouse. Darlene’s 

father was a roofing contractor and an alcoholic 

womanizer who assaulted her when she was 7. 
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She was very promiscuous until the woman that 

was babysitting drove her up to Reno to get 

married to Tommy she had known for 1 week. 

She smoked marijuana until when she got of 

some laced with PCP and tried to kill her 

husband.  She was agoraphobic and, although she 

had a real estate  license, could work only within 

home within a certain mile of the house. She had 

a successful housekeeping business that I helped 

her with. 

 

When I met her, she was starting a housecleaning 

business and having an affair with Steve, a 

former programmer who was strung out on weed 

and coke. She got pregnant, got kicked out by her 

husband. She crashed on peoples couches, stayed 
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at venture (Dave, the caretaker, had been 

involved in drug dealing with her boyfriend.). 

She eventually went to Reno with Steve and got 

tired of his drug use and him being hounded by 

drug dealers for money that  $5000 of that his ex-

wife owed for cocaine she never sold.  

She went back to her husband She had a 

deformed baby that died at birth. I helped her 

through her grief at her love affair and the death 

of the baby. It helped me with my own brothers. 

Darlene’s family was undoubtedly involved with 

the mafia. The mafia at that time was deeply 

involved in the construction industry and her son 

got in trouble with high stakes gambling  
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Most of my friends were in E.A. The closest 

were Jan and Joyce. Jan was a alcoholic 

schizoaffective housewife who had a severe 

stroke at 60.  She lived in the birds in Sunnyvale. 

Joyce was her best friend. She was a bank 

manager who had a nervous breakdown after 

being assaulted and raped by a dentist.  She was 

a talented painter and a cool Santa Cruz type who 

had a son who grew pot in Felton. She and Jan 

was in Darlene’s Emotions Anonymous group, 

together with Don and Judy. Don, Jan and Joyce 

went drinking together and Dan tried to get it on 

with them.  I joked that the group should have 

been “ Adultery anonymous. “ Darlene were 

friends with all but was disgusted by the adultery 

and drinking. 
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Barbara and terry were our neighbors. I know 

that they had been pretty heavy drug users when 

they were young and I suspect that they were 

addicted to tranquilizers and booze. I lent them 

$5000 that they never paid back. However, 

Barbara helped when I had a problem with my 

degree certification. She had connections to 

senator Alquists office. She got to be friends with 

all our friends. Eventually, Barbara and Terry 

lost their house and became homeless. Later, we 

moved them into Jack's  

 

I had three librarian friends. One was Lisa. She 

was my supervisor at the California history 

center. She was a Stanford hippie, progressive 
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political and social views, however very 

comfortable with the old farming families that 

made the backbone of the  history center. 

 

 Another was Krystyna. She was Polish, married 

to an abusive alcoholic network technician. I met 

her in graduate school in a law library class. She 

got pregnant and at the same time, got a job at 

Alza.  We had the same interests: movies, 

shopping, eating out, going to the light civic 

opera and symphonies, and Starbucks. I went 

with her to a lot of Polish functions and got to 

meet a lot of her Polish friends. She never made 

it into a librarian and, after a back injury, sent on 

SSDI.  She moved to Phoenix and supplemented 

her SSDI with substitute teaching. I have been 
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with her to Rocky point, Mexico, Laughlin, and 

Sedona. 

  I met Susan  at Labatt Anderson. She was very 

conservative, a former Christian scientist. She 

was the fastest, best indexer around, but Labatt 

Anderson did think that she was promotable. She 

stuck at that job for 8 years, hating every minute. 

She hanged with me because she was manic 

depressive and I agreed with her that Labatt 

Anderson treated people like shit. We stayed 

friends after I got fired from Labatt Anderson. 

She eventually quit after they said that Shewa’s 

legally responsible for a mistake (a crock of shit) 

and went to work as a school library assistant at a 

substantial reduction of pay. She moved with her 

pothead brother and three pit bulls in an 
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industrial section of Hayward . The pit bulls were 

affectionate nearly knocking me down with their 

embraces.  

She dropped because she said I was 

unsympathetic towards her after her month long 

affair with a Romanian and because I  stood her 

up for Indian food. I missed her but I realized 

that we had grown apart. 

 

Paul was in E.A. too. His E.A. friends. were 

Jack, Merle, Randy, and Sanford. Jack and Merle 

had been lovers. Jack was Randy’s friend. 

Sanford wanted to be Randy’s and Jack's friends 

but they didn’t like him. Paul was Sanford’s 

friend. They all were feckless  Jack was an 

inspector at Bechtel. At 55, he was laid off and, 
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because he was incontinent, was put on SSDI. 

Merle was a bookkeeper who kept losing jobs 

and turned to volunteer work with rehabbing ex-

con.  She moved them into Jack's house. Oscar, 

whom Merle had the hots for, went back to drugs 

and stole $8000 from Jack. Margaret was always 

busted for pot. Next, the neighbors then moved 

some substance users into the house. One of 

them had a whole bunch of Hustlers. Of course, 

the Barbara and Terry moved into Jack's. Jack 

had no luck with lodgers. 

 

 Randy was a manic depressive that was referred 

by a judge to EA because of his terrible rows 

with roommates.  Randy had a tutoring business 

but could not get much because he was an 
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agoraphobic and could worked only at home. 

Randy was a good writer but novels were 

sadomasochistic fantasies involving him with a 

harem of slaves He rented his backyard to Kyle 

and Luna. Kyle was a maverick programmer who 

wrote science fiction and supported himself 

through drug dealing in college. Luna was a 

former dominatrix who had read Kyles science 

fiction in the mental institution and hooked up 

with him.  They were both bisexual. Tara lived 

off and on with randy too. Both Tara and Randy 

were pagans and worked as tutors, Tara, Kyle, 

and 6 all moved out together but they were 

having problems because they all were into 

crack. Tara moved out after Kyle threatened to 

kill. Later, Tara crashed with us.  
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Sanford had Asperger’s and had to have 

caretakers because he could not take care of his 

medication or house. He had a photographic 

memory. His friends, Jim and 6 were our friends. 

Jim was announced obsessive compulsive 

bisexual government programmer. Julia, his 

girlfriend, was a former wife of a Stanford 

professor who maintained herself in genteel 

poverty through housesitting for 6 professors and 

substitute teaching. Another friend of Stanford 

that became a friend of ours was Mary Ellis, an 

alcoholic chemist who had a son that  won the 

silver medal in wrestling. We went to her son's 

wedding in Fresno.  
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Another friend of Paul was john Vilkitas. He was 

a freelance programmer who had problems 

keeping jobs because he was odd and had 

multiple chemical sensitivities. His apartment 

looked like a space station with these huge 

antiquated computers. He eventually moved up 

to the unpaved section of Summit road on the top 

of the Santa Cruz mountains and lived in a motor 

home. He liked it up there because it was 200 

mo. And the fresh sea air. However, there was 

always forest fire and eventually he was forced to 

move to Guerneville. 

 

Paul had two friends  that died prematurely. 

Mark was a maverick programmer who talked a 

mile a minute and sometimes worked 48 hours a 
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stretch. I think that he was strung out on cocaine. 

He liked like a like a cross between a biker and a 

pirate with long black flowing hair and a parrot. 

He died on congestive heart failure at 40.  Cedric 

was an older English gentleman from South 

Africa who was thinking of inventions to make 

money. He could not hold a job probably because 

we was always thinking of inventions. One day 

he went to the Baylands and shot himself. He 

was 53. 

Nicholas 
 
I wasn't very good at mothering. I just couldn't 

take the responsibility for directing and  

mothering. I just was addicted to excitement and 

constant intellectual and sensual stimulation and 

did not find domestic and childcare stimulating. 
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It required too responsibility and emotional 

stability. I did not have any good support for 

child rearing practices. Most of my friends were 

too emotionally unstable and anyway talking 

about their love lives, jobs, and partying was 

more interesting to me at the time The good 

mothers were too straight for my taste and I felt 

could not relate to them. 

 Nicholas  scored very well in standardized tests 

but did not do well in school. I had in some 

organized activities but he seemed to be more 

interested in watching TV and playing with 

transformers and playing with game boy, and 

playing the saxophone.  I figured he was 

listening to a different drummer. I did not spend 

a lot of time with him when he was older. I 
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worked long hours, went to graduate school, took 

all types of courses for job and recreation. I sent 

him off to Yuba city for the summer. I made my 

work and personal needs a priority. I got in 

trouble with CPS when he took the bus by 

mistake to king and story and ended up in the 

children's shelter. CPS took one look at the house 

and said it had to be cleaned up. Darlene helped 

me get it cleaned. 

By the time, Nicholas was in high school, we 

weren't on good terms. I wasn't aware of what 

Nicholas was doing in school because the last 

day of high school he was caught stealing a $200 

pair of sunglasses and running off campus with 

Bobby, a drug dealer. He was put on probation 

and had to go to drug and alcohol classes.  We 
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had to go to them too because he was under 18. 

Because he flunked economics, he had to take 

summer school. That summer he got a drivers 

license and bought a Volkswagen rabbit from 

mike.  He started de Anza college and got a job 

at a movie theater. He visited his friend Mazier 

and hooked up with Christina, a friend of 

Maziers.  She started calling him and writing him 

letters and he started not coming home at night.  

Eventually, I kicked him out and he went to live 

in Santa Cruz and went to Cabrillo college and 

got his grades up and got into UC Santa Cruz. 

 

 His first year at Santa Cruz, he lived with 

Christina at Stanford. He spent the summer in 

Sacramento living with Kristina’s family. I 
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After kicking out Nicholas, we got roommates. 

We also had a lot of people who crashed with us.  

Sherry was an alcoholic hillbilly who had been a 

student of Paul's at the computer school.  She had 

lived in Yuba City when she was young so I took 

her up to Yuba City. She had a seizure at my 

parent's house probably from alcohol withdrawal.  

I kicked her out when we got back.  Paul didn't 

care, she could have stayed.  

 

Michael Ipsofo, Brian and rick were ironworkers 

that crashed at our house. Michael was a Samoan 

who started in the U.S. as a crack dealer and then 

became an ironworker. He was fooling around on 

his wife in Utah and brought home to our place a 

bartender from the Whole Enchilada in moss 
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beach.  Xavier and Melissa was in the same 

room. The bartender told Michael that the 

Ilacquas was too weird, Michael boomed with 

rick and Brian who crashed with us. Jumal, our 

former roommate, crashed with us but left 

because Xavier and Melissa were so nasty to 

each other. 

 

Jumal was our roommate before Xavier. He was 

part Sicilian and black. His mother had a mafia-

run nightclub in new Orleans and he spent his 

childhood in Casper, Wyoming,  Jumal was an 

extreme womanizer and had woman in and out of 

the house. We didn't mind it because he fixed up 

the house and replaced our ratty furniture with 

his furniture. He painted the interior.  He was a 
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con artist. He faked his own death to collect  

insurance.  He sold me a junk Chevy ranchero for 

1500,  he persuaded us to lend his money to buy 

a condo in Gardnerville, Nevada.  He went to 

work in Yuba city for a while and camped out in 

Elmas background. She told Tammy, his 

girlfriend in Gardnerville, that he was cheating 

on her. Boy, he was pissed at Elma! The last 

straw was when he persuaded Paul to put him on 

his insurance. By that time, I had been burned by 

Xavier and I took him off my insurance. He had 

the nerve to call me for a loan. I had. 

 

After Jumal, we had an ironworker friend of 

Jumal, Xavier. At the same time, I decided to 

save money and rent out my bedroom to an 
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Indian programmer and live in the living room. It 

was a stupid idea. The Indian never paid his rent 

and I couldn't get him out until I got Paul to 

threaten to beat him up. I got in the san Jose 

mercury news for my unusual living situation.  

 

Part IX  The mill of the gods 
 
In 1999-2001, I entered a transitional period 

which I refer to as “the Mill of the Gods. I was 

ground down into fine dust as I lost my home, 

father my career, my health, and my sanity. 

 Big Chance  
 

Our current roommate, Xavier, was in a sticky 

situation. He was having affair  with a wife of 
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another ironworker. She worked at the 

Pennysaver as an employment representative. 

But that was only a cover-up. Her real job was 

collecting payoffs, in the form of ads, for the 

Mafia.  

 

Her husband was an associate of Salvatore 

Marino, son of Angelo Marino, the Mafia boss 

over the San Jose rackets. In October 1977 

Marino was indicted, along with his son, for the 

murder of father and son, Orlando and Peter 

Catelli.. On October 12, 1980 Marino was 

convicted of second-degree murder and 

attempted murder. The conviction was later 

overturned on appeals and he was released. In 

1998 Salvatore Marino, son of the previously 
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mentioned Angelo, was released after serving 

four years for gun possession. It is not known if 

he or even the once tightly controlled crime 

family is still active. However, Xavier wasn't 

taking any chances and was afraid that he was 

going to get thrown off a 10-story building 

should their affair come to light.  

 

At the same time, my father was dying a slow, 

very acrimonious death from prostate cancer. 

After he had retired from medicine at the age of 

74, he had gotten himself involved with various 

investment schemes and a former Baptist 

minister who scammed $40,000 out of him, 

There were severe disagreements between him 
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and my older sister who were taking care of my 

mom and him.  

 

That Christmas, I came home to him and my 

mother removed from the house, a restraining 

order slapped on my sister, my sister throwing 

out all my pictures and clothes out of the house 

and we having had to camp out at my aunt's and 

calling up social workers and ombudsmen. The 

internal whirlwind in our household was being 

reflected by the outside world. the Y2K bug, my 

previous sedate company swung into high-speed 

pre-IPO mode, new faces, whole new 

departments, in the office... Things were 

speeding faster, faster.  
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In May, things stopped momentarily. Dad died. 

We put Mom in an assisted care facility. He 

fought to the end to stay independent and in his 

house, but he caused a lot of people pain and 

suffering in the process. They had to clean up the 

mess he made, financially and emotionally, and 

all the stuff he clung to so much---ended up on 

the auction block or at Good will.  

 

My older sister was not allowed to go to the 

funeral.  

 

By May, I was feeling stressed and some anger. I 

had reached the breaking point with Barbara and 

Terry, some other friends” that had been taking 

care of an elderly man up in Redwood City. 



 

 h 

When Terry beat up my husband for making a 

comment about his dog and I found that Barbara 

and Terry had taken advantage of Jack, I decided 

to take revenge for their treatment of Paul. I 

called reported them to APS. We had known 

them for eleven years.  

 

In July, we went on a cruise to Alaska to get 

away from it all. We let a homeless friend of a 

friend stay there while we were gone. When we 

came, Xavier told me that she had been smoking 

crack in our house and she told me that Xavier 

had stabbed Melissa. However, I, being at the 

time a naive soul, did not want to believe 

anything until I had evidence...  
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Meanwhile, I had developed a severe cough that 

racked my body all the time. I ended up in the 

emergency ward once. My blood pressure was 

sky high. I just felt tired and sleepy all the time. I 

couldn't figure out what was wrong with me nor 

did I care to take the time out to figure.  

 

In November, I was fired from the 60K job 

because I wasn't putting enough hours in. I was 

denied all severance benefits because a someone 

who knew Dave had received my resume and 

they realized that I had been ripping them off. 

Again, it was Dave and I in the conference room. 

Dave said, “It's a small Valley. Just remember 

that. The word gets around."  
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 Falling off the Cliff  
 

I hooked another writing gig just before the 

Compaq gig ended for lack of funds. .  

However, I was too sick to really do a good job 

at that gig. I was hacking the whole time. There 

was yeast and bacteria infections in every orifice 

of my body. I had lost control of my bladder. My 

fingers were aching. I just felt dizzy when I stood 

up. I was laid off after 6 weeks and went on 

disability. The diagnosis was severe lung 

infection brought on by asthma and diabetes that 

had been going on for years.  

In addition, at the same time, I resumed the use 

of marijuana-something that I hadn't done in 15 

years. Of course, it was very easy to do so. The 
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ironworkers were smoking day and night. I 

started to smoke on daily basis I couldn't get high 

anymore like I used to because of all the 

medicines I took, but I did anyway. Just 

something different to do. Then, I started to 

smoke some stuff—Xavier said that it was "hash 

from Oakland--on a foil. It tasted nasty acrid 

tasting. It didn't act like pot and didn't taste like 

pot. The world slowed down to a crawl when I 

used it. However, it helped with the arthritis I 

was feeling all day long. I didn't a thing until the 

morning.  

 

If God is dead, then all things are permissible. 

Who said that? Nietzsche, Dostoevsky, the 

Marquis de Sade? I don't know. But, at that time, 
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I felt that God was dead, Silicon Valley was 

dying, and I wanted to go out with a BANG.  

People were coming in and out of my condo, day 

and night We had Xavier's kids, we had Sara, the 

crack head generation Xer from next door 

coming by. Junkie Dave, from Fresno, who had a 

bum hip from getting run over by truck in front 

of a Reno whorehouse, dropped in. Mountain 

Mike, a 400-pound pot farmer from Washington 

who kept up his union insurance by working iron 

dropped by  

We tutored  Laura, the Vietnamese madam, she 

wanted to expand into Santa Clara county by 

having us apply for a business license. It would 

have been an easy $500/month. Laura, despite 

her business, was a devout Buddhist. She did a 
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lot for us, including taking us to the Fairmont. 

After meeting her, I am convinced that 

prostitution should be legalized.  

 

 Eventually, with the drug traffic in the house, I 

knew that eventually I was going to get busted 

and lose everything. Chief, the drunken Indian 

ironworker and frequenter of the Greyhound 

station bar from the Lucky U Motel comes over. 

Divin' Dan, the cement man, comes over after the 

Poinciana is closed.  

 

The atmosphere in the house was sexually 

charged. Since we were a community, I offered 

my husband to both Melissa and Tara who 

moved in with us be cause she  was Randy’s 
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friend .They declined the offer. Melissa offered 

Tara and, Xavier $400 to have sex in front of her. 

Sara and X has sex while Melissa is away, 

Supposedly, Sara and Melissa gets it on one 

night in front of Xavier, Xavier tries to make 

Melissa have sex with his buddies who crash at 

the houses. When she tries and can't, he taunts 

her for being a scaredy cat.   

 

Sexual tension also spills into violence. Xavier 

threatens to behead Tara's dog.  She disappears 

for 10 days We almost file a missing persons 

report on her; however, we check a final place, 

and we find her cat sitting. I order her and her 

dog out of the house. She attempts to throw a 
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stone through my window and I kick her down 

and call the police. 

 

  Xavier knocks down Melissa and breaks her 

cell phone in front of me. I order him out of the 

house for a while. He goes to Oakland to live 

with the junkies, Tanya and tom.. he takes up to 

their house in Oakland. People come in and out 

to smoke crack and heroin. Tanya sells us a 

stolen cellphone. Melissa is out of her mind with 

grief. She persuades me to tell her where Xavier 

is. 

 

In the end, the party ended..  I found out that the 

"hash" that Xavier had been giving me was really 

black tar heroin. Cops were buzzing around 
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our condo. We had $50,000 in debts and Melissa, 

all of sudden, decided to move in with her 

husband in Sacramento. We sold the condo we 

had for 15 years and moved to Tracy where we 

had set aside a room for Melissa. 

 After the party  
 

Xavier and Melissa broke up shortly after we 

sold the house and moved to Tracy. The last time 

I saw Melissa was on Memorial Day weekend. 

Melissa had been on a bender for 3 days and had 

gone to work. We went out to Moss Landing for 

the day. She was sitting on a log on the beach, 

drunkenly smiling, barefoot, in jeans and a loose 

peasant blouse, morning sunlight striking her 

face, living and not caring what the future may 
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bring. That night, Paul was at Sanford’s and I 

was lonely and she was drunk so we slept in the 

same bed.  I was sexually aroused.  

 

 In June 2001, my husband was put on a 

restricted license for driving a car that Xavier had 

bought from us, but had never registered, X had 

made no attempt to register the vehicle and made 

no attempts to pay. X's and Melissa's 

irresponsible behavior had affected my family. 

 

 At this point, I was totally psychotic. I had 

enough abuse from substance abusers. I had 

given the money, bailed them out when they got 

busted. I felt my life was being run by these 

people. Of course, it was I who was being used. I 
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thought that I was in love with Melissa and that I 

needed to go something real radical. I decided to 

take revenge and topple the whole stack of cards 

by telling X's mother and wrote letters to 

Melissa's relatives.  

 

Maybe, my actions were intended to be suicidal. 

Melissa always claimed to have powerful 

mysterious connections. By one phone call, she 

could cause Local 329 workers not to be allowed 

to work in California. Supposedly, Salvatore 

offered to do favors for her and her husband after 

she secured him a very nice warehouse for his 

property in Sacramento. What type of favors 

were those?  
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At this point in my life, I would have been happy 

if the Mafia came and ended my existence. So, 

being the crazy motherfucker that I was, I 

badmouthed her to anyone I could think of.  

 

On September 1, 2001, Melinda called me and 

told me that she was getting divorced because of 

my revelations and that her daughter was 

heartbroken. “Don't contact me or my family 

again or I'll talk to a lawyer!" On September 11, 

2001, the billowing clouds of smoke from the 

World Trade Center made my internal 

catastrophe external. “What which is in darkness 

must be revealed.. "  
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I continued to bug her, and tracked her down 

after she moved from Sacramento and then she 

got a restraining order. After that, I stopped 

bugging her. 

There's an old Latin proverb "The Mills of the 

Gods grind slowly, but they grind exceedingly 

fine." I had in the past few years, lied, stolen, 

consorted with adulterers and drug users, and, in 

the process, had lost everything.  

 

Things eventually got better. my sister moved in 

and took care of my complex medicine regime. I 

had Polly give the house to Laurie so she did not 

have to deal with foreclosure. I eventually 

reestablished my writing business. 
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The riddle of Melissa 
 
Melissa presents a lot of riddles. Was she 

working for the mafia or wasn't she? Was 

she bisexual. Had X been her first fling as she 

claimed? How many innocent people suffered as 

a result of my actions? However, as I learned in 

metaphysics, that which you are thinking about 

another person is what you think of yourself.  

 

To really understand who Melissa was, I need to 

understand myself and my family history and the 

history of my mother's people. The more I read 

about Sicilians, the more I understood that my 

mother and father came from totally opposite 

backgrounds. Basically, we were products of 

what have been considered an interracial 
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marriage. No wonder, mom and dad didn't get 

along.  

 

Whatever, the Mafia was a part of my mothers 

past and she probably somehow transmitted her 

intense fear of it to me. Also, I had been sent to 

live with my grandmother when I was young, so 

I pretty much identified with the Sicilian side as 

opposed to the Dutch Norwegian. This explains 

why I got married to Paul whose father was born 

in Sicily in 1908. Even though Paul and I have 

had our problems, I feel that we share a lot in 

common with each other.  

 

After Melissa, I learned to shed a lot of my rigid 

preconceptions about identity, sexuality, drugs, 
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and morality. I am not evil because I had sexual 

feelings towards a woman or used heroin; rather, 

these are all lifestyle choices that are up to me to 

make and there are consequences to my choices. 

Melissa came down with cancer the next year 

and had to have chemotherapy. Basically, her 

body wore out after many years of alcohol and 

drug abuse. The same could have happened to 

me.  

 

I, at this point, after being enmeshed in a tangle 

of lies created by people denying their reality, 

strive to tell the truth. I do not care to hide from 

people where I have done or what I have done, 

but, instead, try to use my story as a parable of 
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the journey from darkness to light, from madness 

to sanity.  

Part X. Move to Tracy 
 
I had a freelance writing business for a while. I 

wrote a book on success and karma which I 

reworked into the Riddle of Karma and Other 

Writings on Kindle.  I became a Buddhist and 

realized there was not good and evil, only rights 

ways of living 

 

In February 2003, I finally got my SSDI. It took 

2 years. I had received state disability for awhile, 

then unemployment. Then I extended my 

unemployment through going to clerical training 

at Modesto junior college.  I met a cool gay 
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Latino who could type 90 words. In got through 

all the modules but I was lousy at typing, 40 

words a9 minutes. Also, I realized that clerical 

work in the central valley did not pay enough for 

the skills needed. $8.00/hr. In May of 2002, my 

mother died. We got an inheritance. In February, 

we too on a 6 week vacation to the western 

Caribbean, the South, and  the Southwest. We 

went to the Mayan ruins at Tulum. I felt spiritual 

energy. We went to a coffee plantation in costa 

Rica, fed the howler monkeys in panama, went to 

Ochos de Rio in Jamaica, and ended in the 

Cayman island. There we snorkeled and went to 

our first hard rock café. I bought a blue iguana 

statue and some black coral.  
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We drove back through new Orleans. I loved the 

voodoo shops on bourbon street. We drove back 

through the Mississippi delta and stayed in 

Clarksdale, the site of the Crossroads made 

famous by Robert Johnson. It reminded me of 

Marysville. We headed back on highway 66 

through Oklahoman City, New Mexico, the 

painted desert, the petrified forest, meteor crater. 

We made a side trip to Sedona, a new age center, 

where I bought a $60 power crystal, and las 

Vegas, where we saw the Mandalay bay shark 

exhibit.  

 

When we got back, Max, our cat, didn’t 

recognize us.  We went to Boulder, Co to visit 

Mary and Nicholas, who had broken up with 
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christina, and we later went to Disneyland. I was 

having intense mystical, airy feelings. I felt 

everything had a spiritual significance and was 

an allegory of the new age.  

Episode of depersonalization 
 
When I got back, in October, I had a nose 

operation. They knocked me out with I think 

ketamine. I had a vision of pyramids. Afterwards, 

I was having massive blood and mucus drainage 

from my nose. I was taking Vicodin and I started 

to feel light and airy and colors look muted. I felt 

my head changing in shape. On October 13, I 

woke up at 4 am and felt that I was being 

pursued by the mafia. I went down to Darlene’s 

house and didn't  bother her but went to shans 

and told her that word was out on the street. She 
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persuaded me to go home. I got home at about 8. 

I had no perception of how long I had been gone. 

 

Later that night, after 3 hours of sleep and I woke 

up into a dream state, a dream that lasted for the 

next 3 weeks I felt my self hovering my body. I 

felt airy and rising like a balloon being jostled by 

winds and trying to escape the bonds of earth.  

What do you do if you wake into an unreal state. 

Well, the impulse is panic and the desperate 

desire to reestablish reality. I rustled up Paul 

“Are you real?” “Yes" I was hallucinating that 

brain was dripping from my brain into my 

sinuses and that I was hemorrhaging. Everything 

was like some weird cartoon and, every few 

minutes, I was rewriting the scenario.  
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It fell like total brain scramble. As we drove 

along, I suddenly thought that we were fleeing 

the Mafia. I laughed and remarked well it was in 

our blood. I asked why do we still have to 

continue this fleeing the Mafia. This is the 21st 

century."  

 

Next thing, I remember, I thought I was in the 

anteroom to heaven. I was looking up at the 

ceiling and it opened up into a white tunnel. I 

thought that Polly and Paul had been killed in a 

car accident and I was negotiating with God for 

their return  

 

“God, do you want me to do so that we all can be 

together?"*  
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"You need to fight the Mafia with a boycott and 

two months protective custody. To get back Paul 

and Polly, you need to call them and ask if you"  

 

“Hello Polly" I called in desperation. The sound 

of my words rippling through the glassy air and, 

with each ripple, grew louder and echoed back to 

me.  

 

No answer.  

 

“Hello Paul"  

 

No answer.  
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"God, I will do anything you want. Just let me 

have them. I am willing to negotiate with you. I 

have always been a good negotiator.  

 

Suddenly, a nurse comes in.  

 

“Is this reality or am I in some type of Woody 

Allen movie?"  

 

"I am real. Just rest."  

 

I keep negotiating with God and got him down to 

getting Polly, Paul back, and a two months 

vacation before fighting the Mafia.  

 

A nurse comes in again.  
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"You must be real. I will be good from now on. I 

am going to mind Polly and do  

 

what she tells me to do."  

 

Through the next few weeks to follow, I believed 

the following things in varying sequence:  

 

That my sister and husband were killed in an 

accident 

 

I had died, was a ghost, and had came back to 

haunt the house.  
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I was in a coma, given by God a second chance 

to come back to life, but I had to meet tests.  

 

That the nasal operation that I had a few weeks 

ago had penetrated into my brain and that my 

brain fluid was dripping  

 

That the cars in the garage were booby-trapped 

by the Mafia  

 

I was a Mafia princess and was involved in a big 

leak and that NBC was waiting outside my 

doorstep to interview me.  

 

That poor Paul, who was avoiding me, was in 

collusion with the police. I insisted by hitting that 
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Polly take me to the police. Polly wanted the 

police to take me back to the ward but he said 

that I was merely delusional, not a danger to 

myself or others. 

That my neighborhood was overrun by the 

Mexican Mafia.  

 

That my computer was being tapped.  

 

That my phones were tapped.  

 

That my sister was buying special magazines 

coded with articles to make sure that I wasn't 

lesbian.  
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During the first part of this waking nightmare, I 

found myself locked up in a ward with three 

elderly Hispanic women, a wiry waif from North 

Dakota, and an argot spouting prostitute who 

stole underwear.  

 

Other words of Polly's came to my mind: 

"Believe only what you can see, touch or  

feel.”  

 

I gradually worked my way back to reality. I 

never did fight the Mafia. Maybe, because the 

Mafia does not need to be fought. It 's dying on 

its own as Sicilian Americans become integrated 

into society. I don't have to be afraid, like my 

mother and her mother, of the Mafia. I don't have 
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to be ashamed like Mother, of being Sicilian. 

Rather, I learned to accept my heritage and have 

compassion for my mother and her mother and 

oppression that they suffered.  

 

Life after episode 
 
After, my nervous breakdown, I was put on 

antipsychotics. It seemed like I tried a lot of 

antipsychotics. I was on Haldol for a number of 

years because it was cheap. It made me sick and 

gave me involuntary movements and eventually 

gave me tardive dyskinesia. I also lost the ability 

to have orgasms which was disconcerting 

because they were my pleasure in life. Of course, 

I still like to watch sexy movies, particularly 
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sadomasochistic material. It seems like I would 

get nothing from it but I enjoy them anyway. 

Nicholas 
In 2002, Nicholas graduated with degrees in 

philosophy and linguistics. Eventually, he got 

married to Kristina and got a masters in computer 

science from USF. Then, they lived in 

Sacramento and Portland. In 2014,  they got 

divorced when Christina moved to Sebastopol to 

try her hand at landscape contracting. In 2015, 

Nicholas got a job at UC Davis vet school and is 

now a supervisor of the UC vet school hospital 

information systems. He was engaged in 2020 to 

an opera singer but broke it off in 2021 
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Life in Tracy 
 

 I lived a pretty quiet life. No drama or extreme 

money worries. We enjoyed ourselves going to 

our timeshares and cruises. I watched movies 

every week with Rose and Polly. I turned Rose 

on to Santana row and the san Mateo coast We 

also went to concerts and plays at the grand. We 

hanged out at Barnes and noble. 

 

At one point, I watched a lot of TV,  reality 

programs such as real life, Jon and Kate + 8, 

cooking programs, and a whole bunch of stuff. I 

also went to the library and checked out four 

books a week, mostly history and biography. I 

did volunteer work at interfaith ministries, 
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friends of library, and hospice and STARS. I also 

until 2010 went to the California history and 

completed my cataloging of the research paper 

collection.  I took classes in California history 

center from betty Hirsch. We went on 

educational excursions to various historic places 

in northern California, such as Santa Rosa, 

Pacifica, and organic farms near Salinas. After I 

was 55, I got involved in the Tracy senior center: 

yoga, Red Hats, Bingo, sewing, art. 

 

Since we had an inheritance and plenty of time, 

we traveled a great deal. Of course, most of our 

follower travelers were older than us. We figured 

why wait until we were too old to enjoy travel. 

Trips were as follows: 
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2001 cruise to Mexican Riviera 

 

2003 cruise to the western Caribbean, highway 

10 to Galveston, New Orleans delta, highway 66 

way back 

 

2003 cruise from san Diego to Hawaii 

2005 cruise to Mexican Riviera 

2008 cruise to Alaska from Seattle, Oregon coast 

2009, cruise to Ensenada, ca, channel islands 

 

We also went every few months to lake Tahoe to 

gamble and we once went to sierra hot springs, a 

sister resort to  in sierra Ville. 

 

3 tripe to death valley 
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Trip to bristlecone forest in the white mountains 

and Bodie 

 

Photography trip to mono lake and devils post 

pile. 

 

3 trips to Disneyland, 

 

Trip to Capistrano beach and up orange county 

coast to Laguna beach and channel islands 

 

2 trips to Fresno, once for a wedding and once 

for a psychic fair and sequoia national park 
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Trip to Bakersfield for Trina’s, went back on 98 

through Coalinga and the Pinnacles. 

 

Yearly trips to Sutter home winery in St. Helena 

and Calistoga 

 

Trips to new idria and mercey hot springs 

 

All in total 47 states and 5 countries 
 
I and Paul was intensely involved for a year in 

the western farmworkers association in Stockton.  

I went to wor there because they were open 

seven days a week 9-9 and I thought that allowed 

me enough time in my empty days. It was totally 

volunteer and offered no amenities, even a free 

lunch. They subsisted entirely on private 
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donations. They didn’t get a nonprofit status 

because they maintained that that there were too 

many ideological strings attached and they want 

to maintain a certain amount of secrecy about 

their operations.  They took time for 

indoctrination which was, although they did not 

say expressly, was old fashioned Marxism. I 

mostly agree with most of their ideas but thought 

they were little paranoid and obsessive. Maybe, 

they were a cult but I admired their dedication. 

 

 However, they were a barebones operation 

located in a decrepit Victorian in a bad part of 

downtown area full of prostitutes and drug 

dealers. Just what I liked.  I worked hard and 

long hours and made it into the cadre. Then, I 
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quit because I was required to go soliciting near 

drugstores and grocery stores in the middle of the 

heat and cold. I decided that I had enough. 

 

I was exploring various new age ideas when I 

was in Tracy.  I went to the Spiritual Truth 

Center, a small church in Stockton which offered 

Course in Miracles, reiki sessions, depression 

support group, a smoke ceremony, psychic, 

meditation.  I also took Dimensions in discovery 

and Sisters, both women's self exploration and 

support groups based on new age principles. I 

took on The secret, a book on the law of 

attraction. I also went to Learning Exchange 

classes on witchcraft and other occult topics.  I 

took classes at the East west bookstore in 
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Sacramento and Mountain View, including a 

class on the purpose of your life taught by Carol 

Adrienne, one of my mentors. For a while, I had 

a spiritual counselor, Monica Villasenor. But we 

got into a fight about race and religion and I 

broke off contract with her. I thought she was 

judgmental and snobby 

 

I was active in Toastmasters and got my ATM.  I 

don't think that I was a good speaker. I could not 

think of interesting topics. I plagiarized my 

speeches. 

Paul's Death 
In February 2012, Paul  died after a short bout of 

melanoma. I missed him deeply but he had been 

in pain and seemed happy only when he was 
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tutoring.  I slept a lot better after he died because 

he kept the TV and lights on at night and he had 

night terrors. 

 

A lot of our activities changed after Polly and I 

lost our drivers licenses after Paul died.  It 

seemed that I started taking clozapine, I started to 

get into minor accidents. I finally got my license 

suspended when I caused a traffic jam on Tracy 

Blvd by making an illegal turn. We could take 

Tracer because we had disabilities. We stayed in 

Tracy except at holidays or when I paid Elma to 

take me places. We took taxi and tracer around 

town. We had to learn to be patient because often 

we had to wait long times in the heat and cold.  
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I was having memory loss and neurological 

affects from the meds. I couldn’t remember what 

movie I had seen the night before. I ad problems 

controlling my bowels and was kicked of in 

shape. I was diagnosed with MCI and prescribed 

omeprazole and Cogentin. I think some of it had 

to do with untreated hearing and vision problems.   

At the same time, Polly had diabetic retinopathy 

and going blind. She no could longer drive, read 

or take p care of medicine.  On top of this, we 

both started falling, Polly was falling sometimes 

3 times a day and I had to call the ambulance 

often 

 

 Also, Polly started to get verbally abusive. I 

couldn't stand to be in the house. I was afraid for 
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my life. I had to call the police. Finally one day 

Polly could not get out of bed. She had lost 

control of her legs and had to be in a wheelchair. 

At the same time, we had spent all of our stocks 

and had to sell our house. Our  situation was so 

bad that Rose told me to call Nicholas. Nicholas 

came over and took a month vacation to get me 

into an independent living, sell the house, and get 

Polly on Medical. I am eternally grateful to him   

I went to Arbor independent living in Lodi, 35 

miles north of Tracy. A new chapter starts in my 

life. 

 

Friends 
 

Rose is at the present my best and dearest friend. 

I have known her for 16 years and she has stuck 
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with thick and thin. I met her through water 

aerobics at in shape. We hit it off because she 

was from England. She came from a poor family 

in Sheffield in Yorkshire and, although her 

husband is a computer systems manager, lives 

frugally. She is a socialist like me.  Like me, she 

loves to go out to restaurants, Barnes and noble, 

coffee shops, movies, nice places like Santana 

row.  She's very sociable, and, like me, loves 

quizzes. She is impressed by my ability to 

answer quiz questions. We now get together once 

a month and go out to Starbucks and Thai 

jasmine. She’s not on Facebook but we text each 

other frequently 
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Elma has been a family friend for other 40. She 

comes from the Rio Grande valley. She fled her 

violent jealous drug dealer husband to Casa de 

Esperanza, a battered women's shelter in Yuba 

City. There she got on welfare and started a very 

successful housekeeping business. She went to 

work for my mother and cleaned my dad's office. 

She took her mother and us to las Vegas where 

we met her sisters from Texas . We had a great 

time.  She's  very Tejano. 

 

Elma lived in my rental property  I inherited 

rental property in May 2000 from my father’s 

estate. There was an air of mystery about this piece 

of property. Even though it had been with the 

family since 1972 and was near the family home, 
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no one had actually visited it. I was not prepared 

for what met my eyes. 

 

At one time, it had been a bright cheerful 

farmhouse surrounded by acres of walnuts.  Now, 

after the years of being rented out, neglected,  and 

then oftentimes sacked by tenants coming and 

going, it looked like something out of the favelas 

of Latin America.   Six twisted infested walnut 

trees grew in the large back portion of the yard and 

dropped their withered pods on the barren ground.  

Sulphurous clouds of smoke rose from the sawmill 

nearby and the illegal chop shop in back.  The air 

was heavy with the sounds of welding, hammering, 

and the wail of the train on the levee nearby.  The 

walls of the house had blackened and, in many 
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places, developed large holes through which you 

could see the sky.   The carpets on the floor had 

been worn to tatters. The toilet did not work. 

. 

Ricardo, the illegal Mexican immigrant who had 

been living there for 10 years, had suddenly left in 

the middle of the night. According to him, the 

night of Daddy’s death, he heard ghostly footsteps 

–a fantasma. Whatever it was, he refused to step 

foot in the house ever again 

 

I had Elma come and stay in the rental for fixing 

up the place. Elma had been my mother’s 

housekeeper and best friend for many years. 

Gradually, with the help of my money and Elma’s 

work, we gradually got the place in shape.  

Daffodils, pansies, and cacti covered the side. We 
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replaced the windows, started cleaning out the 

backyard. Steven, her carpenter son, moved back 

in to fix up the interior. 

 

Then, in March, I got a frantic call from Steven. 

A general contractor came up and said he had 

bought the land at a back taxes auction from 

NORTAG. How was that possible?  Well, 

maybe, the Mexicans had misheard him. No, I 

went down to the Assessors office to check out 

parcel’s ownership.  It was owned by NORTAG.  

Further investigation proved that NORTAG was 

a defunct corporation formed by my father and 

his lawyers and the property taxes mailed to a 

non-existent address. In a month, I lost the 
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 property and Elma and Steven were living in their 

cars. 

 

 I lost contact with Elma for a number of years, 

she called me up and said that she was married to 

John, a truck driver and lives now in Elk Grove  

not too far away from me. She cleaned my condo 

in Tracy and, now that I am in Lodi, she transports 

me. We have a lot of fun together and are friends 

on Facebook. 

 

The Cepedas were mutual friends in san 

Francisco in the years in Tracy. Paul met them by 

tutoring their daughter Liz  in Milpitas. They had 

a nice house in Milpitas but sold it and moved 

into the upper half of their parents house in the 
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West Portal district. They were older and went to 

the university of Santa Clara.  They were devout 

Catholics whose daughter was married to a 

brilliant mathematician who worked at NSA. We 

went to a lot of cool movies with them at the art 

film house in west portal and went out to a lot of 

cool Chinese and American restaurants with 

them. We were their only friends. They were 

very upset when Paul died. They sold the house 

after their parents died and moved to Columbia, 

Maryland to be near their daughter. I still have a 

rooster sun charmer they gave me. 

 

 

Part XI. Lodi 
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Independent Living 
 
I was little under 65 when I entered Arbor in 

Lodi. I felt bad because almost everybody was 

older than me. I missed Polly and Rose. I missed 

going out to movies and dinner. They had 

excursions but it seemed like I was the last to 

know.  Like I saw an excursion to lake Tahoe but 

they said they didn't know anything about it. All 

the sudden they put it together. Nicholas was 

having  to pay extra for medication maintenance. 

I liked the food and my room quite a bit but I 

didn’t like the people there. They seem cliquish 

and snobby. Nobody would sit with me. I wasn't 

used to being with a lot of people around.  There 

were complaints about the way I took care of my 
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diapers. I was falling more and had too physical 

problems.  Eventually I was kicked out and 

Nicholas scrambled to find me a situation . He 

found me an assisted living situation at River 

Fountains where I am now. 

Assisted living 
River Fountains is an assisted living facility 

which is like a nursing home.  Some of the 

people are very feeble and senile. I know a lot of 

people who have since died.  

 

I had two friends: Candy and Debbie.  Both have 

had rough lives, been homeless, had drug 

problems, terrible marriages. Candy spent her 

youth hitchhiking around the us and worked as a 

go-go dancer. She worked as a security guard 
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most of her life. She eventually moved out to 

Michigan with her son after her mother died. 

Debbie is schizoaffective and probably have 

brain damage from drugs and being in a coma for 

six months after being hit by a car. She's only 64 

and wants to leave the facility. I doubt she ever 

will. I play cards and give her tarot readings. 

 

I was very sick the first year I was at river 

fountains. In 2018, I was in Lodi memorial twice, 

once for observation after I found myself at Lodi 

lake. I still don't know why. The second time I 

had a seizure.  I had over 30 falls and was 

confined to a wheelchair after fracturing my 

hand.  I realized that I had to take responsibility 

for my life and find a purpose. I had a life review 



 

 h 

experience and realized that I was no longer 

obsessed with death and decline. I must live life 

as fully as I can in the short time I have left on 

this life.  In 2020, I published the Riddle of 

Karma and Other Writings on Kindle and Karma 

and Success through the kingdom of Atlantis.. I 

had and survived covid19.  I know that, through 

this autobiography, I will reveal my life even its 

sordid moments.  

 

I now have a purpose, to manifest the new age 

that I have seen in my writing. I do through my 

quora space, posts on Facebook, Twitter, linked 

in and my website https://metaphysical-

book.com  

 

https://metaphysical-book.com/
https://metaphysical-book.com/
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