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Gary Layton’s paternal grandmother kept a diary her entire life. One day she shared with her
grandson some of the entries from her life in Riverside, California, in the early 1900s. Gary was
so inspired that he started keeping his own diary for his grandchildren. The number of entries
soon grew out of control, and he started turning them into essays.The result of those writing
efforts, these many years later, is Corn Flakes and Peanut Butter, a Legend in My Own Mind, an
accumulation of essays recounting everyday life and adventures from early childhood until the
present, starting in San Bernardino, California, during the late '30s, into Riverside in the '40s,
'50s, and '60s, and later years throughout the desert areas of Southern California.ABOUT THE
AUTHOR: Gary C. Layton was born to third-generation California parents. Always a very active
individual, he started seeking adventure at an early age by exploring the areas of his childhood
around San Bernardino, Highgrove, and Riverside in Southern California.Now living in the
Sonoran Desert, he continues his adventures—and writing—while traveling in his recreational
vehicle throughout the western half of the United States and Canada.Corn Flakes and Peanut
Butter is his second book. His first book, Growing Up in Riverside, was published in 2018.
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Highgrove soon after. We lived in Highgrove until my big brother’s death in 1946, when my family



immediately moved to Riverside.I grew up in Riverside and along the way I became a storyteller.
My stories come from my life experiences and are true with perhaps a bit of poetic license
thrown in. Many tales are about friends and my adventures in my teens and early adulthood. As I
grew older, my family became the heart and center of my world, and a number of my stories are
borne out of my experiences with them. When my son read the story titled “Cornflakes and
Peanut Butter,” he suggested that I use that as the title for this book. I agreed because that
simple story highlights the closeness our family shares.My father died in 1956 and I moved back
to San Bernardino to continue my adventures as an older teenager while I was growing into
adulthood.I can honestly and without hesitation say that my life has been an adventure. I believe
that our experiences, both good and bad, shape who we are. That is certainly true for me. When
I was born into this world some eighty plus years ago, I instantly became a son, a brother, and a
grandson. Over the years I became a husband, a father, a grandfather, a great grandfather, an
uncle, and a friend, and my circle of those who are important to me grew and grew.As I continue
to travel, enjoy family and friends, and explore new opportunities, I am content that I have lived
my life to the fullest, with some grief, but mostly with a sense of adventure and a lot of love and
laughter. Life is good. I am truly blessed. It gives me joy to sit and write essays about those days.
I hope it will give you joy to read my stories.Am I a Writer?This is the question I always ask
myself. I flunked every English class I attended in school. I never knew an adjective from an
adverb, but I have always been able to express myself in words. I have a natural ability to put
words into cohesive sentences and started writing short stories at an early age. I would show
these stories to my friends, and I would get positive comments from them. Some would tell me
they could imagine themselves in the story. They would tell me I should be a writer, but a
lingering thought was always in the back of my head: “You can’t be a writer because you’re not
good at English.”I lost my father at an early age and my mother disappeared for 30 years. Both of
my grandfathers were gone when I was an infant, so I only had my two grandmothers for
memories. I realized I had no idea of my parents’ lives. How did they grow up? What were their
childhoods like? There was nothing. No memories and no history. By the time I had a family I
realized that I was not going to let this happen to my children and all that followed them.My
paternal grandmother kept a diary every day from her teen years on. I had the privilege of
reading them when I was in my early twenties, so I started keeping a daily diary myself. I realized
over time that the short entries were not going to give those that follow me an accurate view of
my life, so I started writing essays of my memories from my earliest recollections.I wrote essays
throughout the years. I would run in and make a note in my diary when a memory hit and then I
would write an essay about that memory. I kept the essays in a scrap book and eventually the
book was over two inches thick. I ended up with over 200 essays and they would run from a
single page to ten or twelve pages.My next to youngest granddaughter was given an assignment
while attending Stanislaus State to interview someone over 70 and write about their life. I
emailed her some of my stories and she printed them out and put them in a book with some
pictures she had of me. She said that was the easiest “A” she ever earned. She graduated with a



degree in journalism and has published children’s books in her spare time. Her full-time career is
as a journalist for a large international trade magazine.I was writing another essay one day and
had just printed it out. I was preparing to put it in the scrapbook when the doorbell rang. I walked
from my office to the front door with the scrapbook and essay in my hand. I opened the door and
a couple of my nieces were there for a surprise visit. I invited them in and we sat down in the
living room to visit. I set the essay and scrapbook down on the coffee table while we were
visiting. I am getting old and bathroom breaks are a common occurrence, so I excused myself to
go to the restroom. They were reading my essays when I returned and they looked up at me and
said, “These are really good uncle Gary you need to put the ones about Riverside on the
Riverside Facebook group.” I looked at her and said, “The what?” She told me about the group
and asked if she could take one of the essays and post it for me. I told her it was okay, and she
said she would send me an invite to join the group.I got on Facebook the next day and there was
my invite for the Riverside group. I filled out the application and was soon accepted into the
group. When I found my essay posted on the group I was surprised. Most postings get 10 or 20
likes and maybe five or 10 comments. My essay already had over 100 likes and over 30
comments. I thought if everybody likes my essays, I will post one every day.I posted a story
every day for about six months but realized that I was going to run out of stories if I kept this pace
up. I started posting one each week. I would post it Friday night right at midnight so the story
would be there when everybody woke up on Saturday morning. I was getting some great
comments on the stories with people asking me to put the stories in a book and they would buy
it. I think the most memorable comment was from a guy that said the best part of his week was
sitting at his kitchen table on Saturday morning reading my story while drinking his coffee. There
are no words to express how good that made me feel. There is no better joy in life than making
someone happy.I talked with my kids about the possibility of publishing a book of my essays and
they thought it was a good idea. I had no visions of grandeur about being a successful author. I
just looked at it as a hobby.I had no idea how to publish a book so I started searching on the
internet. The more I read the more confused I became. I found there is an international writers
club with a chapter in California. The California writers club has a local chapter right here in the
high desert. I started attending the monthly meetings and joined the club. It wasn’t long before I
found several publishers in the club. I gave a flash drive with the essays on it to one of the ladies
and we started the publishing project.Jenny started putting the book together. She edited and
formatted the essays into book form. I gave her a bunch of pictures I wanted in the book, and she
formatted them into a picture section. She designed the cover using a picture of my 14-year-old
self-bending over a campfire in the Santa Ana River bottom near the Seventh Street bridge. I
always remember Riverside being such a garden paradise in my youth that I selected green for
the color of the cover. We decided on the title to be Growing Up in Riverside and put it on Ebook
Tops Kindle Publishing.I posted a picture of the books cover on the Riverside group and
announced it was ready and could be purchased on Ebook Tops by typing the title in the Ebook
Tops search bar. I had no idea if there would ever be enough books sold to make back the



publishing cost and was shocked when they sold out of the first printing within 20 minutes of my
announcing it was available.I have received so many great reviews and comments on the book
that it makes me swell with pride. I am so happy that so many people got such enjoyment
reading it. I have been told by many of the readers that it brings back a flood of memories about
their own childhoods. Many have told me that they have read it several times.This first book had
130 stories and ten pages of pictures for a total of 311 pages. People that bought the first book
are clamoring for another one, but you have to understand that it took 30 years to write the first
one and that was an accident. Those essays were for my children not for a book. Be patient for I
am doing the best I can. I am currently up to 186 pages so that makes it 2/3rds of the way to
another book like the first one.And so, I ask the question. Am I a writer? I would like to think so,
but I still feel I don’t have the qualifications. I just got lucky!The Orange TruckI was probably 10 or
11 when this incident occurred so it was around 1949.Before the days of the freeways, you
would come south into Riverside from La Cadena Drive. La Cadena Drive would turn slightly
west and end at a stop sign at Russell Street. You would turn right onto Russell Street and
proceed past radio station KPRO to the stop sign at Main Street. You would turn left onto Main
Street, and this would take you south through Riverside to get to the beach cities via Corona.
You could also turn west on Seventh Street, and it would take you to the Whittier area and Los
Angeles. Orange Street intersected Russell Street and was the last intersection before going
slightly downhill to the stop sign at Main Street. There was a stop sign on Orange Street allowing
the Russell Street traffic to proceed to Main Street without stopping. This intersection of Russell
and Orange Streets is where this incident occurred.There was a large vacant lot on the
Southwest corner of Orange and Russell Streets and next to that lot was Doug’s grandparents’
home. Doug and I spent a lot of our time playing on that lot. I have written stories of us building
forts, racing our Doodle Bugs, playing ball and pushing each other over the embankment in
cardboard boxes on that lot. That lot was our private playground.One evening I was riding my
bicycle heading over to see Doug and there was a large commotion going on. There were cars
parked all over the streets and our lot was filled with people standing around and excitedly
talking. I didn’t have a clue what was going on, so I started walking through the crowd trying to
see what was going on. As I was nearing the center of the crowd, I almost tripped over these two
guys lying on the ground. One was moaning and twitching and the other one was just lying there
quiet. That scared the heck out of me. I had never seen a body like that before.I was finally able
to work my way through the crowd and got to the edge of the lot and there was this big truck
lying on its side with a car wedged under it and oranges were everywhere. People were picking
up oranges and keeping the ones that didn’t have oil or gas on them. Oranges had rolled all the
way down to the fire station on Main Street and I was watching a police car trying to come up
Russell from Main Street and all he was doing was spinning doughnuts on all of those oranges. I
was too young at the time to understand the impact of the accident but now I realize that Russell
Street was the main highway into town and traffic was probably backed up all the way to Colton
and Redlands by now. Orange Street was blocked with all the lookey-loos’ parked cars so the



police officer was probably just trying to find a way to access the scene. I was just standing there
without a clue amazingly enjoying watching him spinning around on all of those oranges. I have
never forgotten that evening watching that police car spinning around.The city finally came in
with some dump trucks and a tractor with a bucket on it and started scraping up all the oranges
and filling the dump trucks. I don’t know where they took them but the loaded dump trucks kept
coming back empty. I assume they were hauling them over to the city dump. I have joked over
the years that they probably took them over to Sunkist and dumped them into their hopper to
make orange juice out of them.They finally got the streets cleared of the oranges and the two
injured men hauled away in the ambulance. The crowds finally started clearing out and the tow
trucks were finally able to get into the area to get the truck upright and haul away both the truck
and the wrecked car. There wasn’t too much traffic after they finally got the intersection cleared
so they must have diverted the traffic coming into Riverside by having them go straight down
Mulberry to Popular or straight to First Street and then get them over to Main or Market
Streets.Everything went back to normal, and we resumed our daily activities. We did find
oranges for the next few days in the weeds on that lot and if you have ever had a sweet navel
orange grown in the Riverside area you knew what a great find that was. We definitely scoured
that lot for the next few days hoping to hit the jackpot.Root BeerI was always very inquisitive as a
child. I had this natural mechanical skill and read every mechanical and scientific book I could
lay my hands on. My only real upset with these magazines is that they promised us we would
have flying cars by now and darn it I want my flying car!One day I was reading Mechanics
Illustrated and they had an article on making your own root beer that included the recipe. I
thought “Wow!” I love root beer and being a poor child of little money the idea of being able to
make root beer for a few cents a bottle really appealed to me.I showed the root beer recipe to my
best friend Doug and he thought it was a great idea. We decided that his house would be the
best place to make our brew due to all the chaos happening at my house.We went over to the
Nehi Bottling plant on North Main Street in Riverside and borrowed a couple of flats, also known
as lugs, with the empty bottles in them. We went by the local gas station and helped ourselves to
the used bottle caps that were in the container on the side of the coke machine. We went by the
hardware store and were able to buy a bottle capper. It was really a neat gadget. You used one
end to take a cap off of a bottle without damaging it and then you would put the cap on the other
end and put it back on the bottle just like they do at the bottling plant. We took the bottles back to
Doug’s house and thoroughly washed them. We sorted out the bottle caps and found the ones
that weren’t bent or damaged. We now had the containers to store our brew.We went to the store
and bought all the ingredients for the root beer that was listed on the recipe. We headed for
Doug’s house all excited about our new adventure in the brewing industry. We started mixing up
all the ingredients for the concoction following the recipe as best as a couple of eleven-year-olds
could. We were really doing well until it came to the yeast. We just couldn’t quite understand
what they were trying to tell us. There was something about putting the yeast in cheesecloth and
suspending it in the root beer for an extended period of time and if I remember right, it was quite



a long time. We asked each other what the heck is cheesecloth? We decided that we didn’t want
to wait. We wanted our root beer now, so we just threw the yeast in the batch and mixed it all
up.We were so proud and excited about how our batch of root beer came out. We filled the
bottles up and capped them and put the bottles in the lugs. We set the lugs full of our root beer
on Doug’s mother’s kitchen counter and went off on another adventure waiting for the root beer
to age according to the instructions.We came back later after an afternoon of playing and walked
into Doug’s house. We knew we were in trouble. Every cap on those bottles of root beer had
blown off and there was root beer everywhere. I mean everywhere, the ceiling, the walls, the
floor and especially the counter. We only had about an hour and thirty minutes before Doug’s
mom would be home from work, so we started cleaning. I must say that root beer concoction
that we brewed was the best grease cutter I have ever seen. That kitchen was spic and span
when we were done with it. We got rid of all the evidence and had the kitchen cleaned by the
time Doug’s mom got home and it didn’t take her long to notice the difference in the kitchen. Old
glib tongued Doug took right over while I stood there dumbfounded when his mother asked
about the kitchen. He told her that we had noticed a grease spot on the ceiling and decided to
wash it off. We noticed after we had cleaned it that it stood out glaringly, so we decided to just
wash the whole kitchen down. She was so excited that she gave us both a hug, which thoroughly
embarrassed me.We were in good favor with Doug’s mother for days after this incident. I doubt
we would have been if she knew what really happened.***As an after note: I kept that capper for
years and it came in quite handy. I stayed with my grandmother Hoagland at the Coulston Street
house for about a year while working at the nursery in San Bernardino. Grandma was a devout
Christian and was Mormon until grandpa died. She converted to Adventist soon after his death
but still retained the beliefs of no stimulants of any kind. 7Up was ok because it has no caffeine
so I would always keep a few bottles of 7Up in the refrigerator for my stomach. I would purchase
the 7Up and use the capper to remove the cap and pour out a little 7Up and replace it with a little
vodka. Grandma would never have allowed alcohol in her home so that was my way of having a
little toddy in the evening without her knowledge.I came home from work one evening and
grandma wasn’t in the kitchen. I asked where she was, and I was told she wasn’t feeling well and
was lying down. I went into her bedroom and asked what was wrong? She said, “I think I have
the flu.” I asked her what was happening, and she informed me that she had been a little sick to
her stomach earlier so she had one of my 7Up’s to try to settle the stomach down and now she
is so dizzy that it must be the flu. There was no way I was going to tell that little Christian lady
that she was drunk. She would have washed her feet and prayed every hour for the next year for
forgiveness. I told her that I heard there was a 24-hour flu going around and if she just got a good
night’s sleep, she would be alright in the morning. (Which she was)I never spiked another bottle
of 7Up at her house from then on.HoboesThere used to be railroad tracks that ran East and
West in Riverside between Poplar and First Streets. They were perpendicular to Orange Street
and went over the underpass on Main Street. Orange Street was considerably higher in
elevation than Main Street and the property dropped off from Orange Street to Main Street. The



businesses that fronted Main Street backed up to this huge vacant lot that ran from Poplar Street
to the railroad tracks.I believe that Klure and Harris might have owned the property because they
used this huge lot to store the overflow of scrap metal they purchased. There were junk cars, all
kinds of scrap metal and even war surplus airplanes stored on the lot. There were a couple of
scrapped AT-11 WW II dive-bombers that I got a lot of wire and really great toggle switches from
that I used in building my amateur radio gear.Doug and I used to go over to Klure and Harris’s
driveway in the back of the facility and pick up scrap metal that had fallen off of their trucks as
they were hauling scrap in. We would put the small fallen scrap pieces in the wagon and haul it
around to the front of the facility and sell it back to Joe Klure. We would use the money to go
skating on Friday nights and to the matinee on Saturday mornings. We would also use the
money in the hot summer months to go swimming at Heron’s Plunge and the swimming pool at
Fairmount Park.Sometimes we would pick Joe Klure’s driveway so clean that we couldn’t find
enough scrap to bother picking it up so we would go over to his storage lot and dig around
looking for scrap metal pieces small enough to put in the wagon and haul across the street to the
Klure and Harris office. This was where we had some interesting meetings with the Hoboes.We
were digging through the junk early one morning and found a guy sleeping in the back seat of
one of the junk cars. He was shaking like he was really scared. I can’t believe he was scared of a
couple of 14-year-old boys, so we just walked away and left him alone.We spent so much time
digging around that lot that over a period of time a couple of guys that turned out to be Hoboes,
came over and asked what we were always doing around here. We told them we were picking up
scrap metal and turning it in for cash. They perked up when they heard the word cash and
started asking questions. They were really interested until they found out that they had to haul
that heavy mental over a block to sell it. They lost interest really fast when we told them they
would have to haul the scrap metal across the street. One of the guys commented that he could
make money more easily by just bumming for it.We became friends with the Hoboes over a
period of time and they invited us over to their encampment. The lot dropped off quite a bit from
Orange to Main Streets and about halfway down the lot the railroad tracks were a good twenty
feet over the elevation of the lot forming a little bit of a hollow. There was a big tree down there
and the encampment was pretty well hidden. All the time we were digging around that lot I never
noticed it.We went down there several times and sat around and listened to the Hoboes’ stories.
They were really interesting people and told some great stories of travel and adventure. They
really sparked the imagination of a couple of young adventurous boys like us. They had relatives
back east and as soon as the weather started warming up, they would ride the rails back east to
see their relatives. They would climb back on the rails as soon as the weather started turning
cold and head back to the warmth of the west. Doug and I were so enthralled by their adventures
that we thought about it but then we realized we had it pretty good right here in Riverside.One
day the Hoboes asked us if we wanted to learn how to cook food the Hobo way without any
utensils. We said, “Sure,” and they told us to go home and get some cans of beans and they
would show us how to do it. I believe they just conned us into bringing them food but it was fun.



We ran home all excited and grabbed a couple of cans of beans and returned. They showed us
how to open the can with a knife. They opened it about two thirds of the way around and then
bent the lid up. This left you with the part of the lid near the can smaller than the upper part. They
tied a piece of wire around the lid at the can and it couldn’t come off because the upper part of
the lid was larger than where the wire was wrapped around it.The Hoboes would build this little
fire about ten or twelve inches in diameter and suspend the can above it with a tripod made of
materials they could find around the area. They would adjust the cooking heat by adjusting the
height of the can over the fire with the length of the wire. They built a very small fire to keep the
smoke down in an attempt to keep from being discovered.After the beans were hot, we all
dipped in with spoons and ate the beans right out of the can. I believe the only utensils the
Hoboes carried were a pocketknife and a spoon—at least that was all I saw. I think about that
now and I say to myself Oh my God. That was over 65 years ago, and I don’t think I got any
cooties from them. At least they haven’t shown up yet.Doug used to help our friend Johnny clean
up his dad’s fish market after they closed. If there was any old fish left over that they were going
to throw out Doug would take it over and give it to the Hoboes. Doug was a real popular fellow
with those guys!I do remember this one Hobo that would go over to the store and purchase
colored tissue paper and ribbon. I would watch him make these beautiful flowers out of that
paper. He would take them around the neighborhood and sell them. I was amazed at the way he
could make those flowers.Being around those Hoboes was an amazing experience. I think Doug
and I learned a lot about the nature of people by being around them. Doug and I talk about the
Hoboes often.The Filling StationMy friends, Doug, Jerry and I had less than stellar childhoods
and being without adult supervision we considered ourselves the three musketeers. Doug’s
mother was in the hospital for an extended stay and his father wasn’t in the picture. Jerry’s
mother was in the tuberculosis ward at the county hospital for an extended stay and his father
was not in the picture either. My father had died, and my mother took off for parts unknown to
pursue a career in staying high. We all ran together to try to have some sense of normalcy in our
lives.We did all kinds of jobs to make spending money but there always seemed to be a lack of
funds. The main source of entertainment at that time was cruising down Magnolia Avenue and
stopping at all the hangouts. We would make the trip down to Merle’s, back to Ruby’s over to the
B&B and Tuxies. We would stop get out and walk around and visit with everybody. Occasionally
some guy would choose someone else off for a race and we would be off to Auga Mansa or
Alessandro Blvd to watch them race. We would all get together on some nights and head to our
secret spot “Blueberry Hill” for a night of music, dancing and drinking beer. It was about all we
could afford to do in those days.As you could imagine our greatest expense was gasoline and
sometimes, we would have to depend on our “Oklahoma Credit Card” for our source of gasoline.
If you don’t know what an Oklahoma credit card is, it is a six-foot piece of garden hose and a gas
can. We would never tap the same source twice and never in our own neighborhood. We got so
good at using our credit card that we hardly ever got any gasoline in our mouth. That six-foot
hose provided us an unlimited supply of gasoline.One day we came upon a gold mine that we



called the “Filling Station.” Yeager construction had a storage yard on Market Street just North of
First Street where they stored their vehicles. We would pull in late at night and fill her up and go
cruising. We now had an endless source of gasoline for our endeavors.Doug had this 50 Ford
two-door sedan that we used for cruising. The car looked pretty good, but the engine wasn’t in
stellar condition. Those old Ford flatheads were bullet- proof and would run forever. The only
problem was that sometimes they would run just too long. They ran well but started getting very
tired over time and losing compression. They would keep running but the lack of compression
made them difficult to start. I have seen Doug crank that old flathead over for 30 seconds before
it would fire up.I assume that we just got careless and visited “the filling station” too many times
because one night when we were there filling Doug’s car with gas a vehicle with its bright lights
on pulled into the driveway right behind Doug’s Ford. I was sitting in the driver’s seat checking
the gas gauge with Doug and Jerry being outside retrieving the gasoline from Yeager’s trucks. I
lay down on the seat when I saw the headlights coming while Doug and Jerry scattered to the
wind. Whoever it was that pulled in must have thought everybody scattered because he didn’t
come up and check on the car. He went straight to the office, opened up and went inside.I must
have lain there for five minutes and started thinking what the heck was I going to do when he
came up and looked in the car. I was trying to think of something cute to say to him when he
found me. I decided that I had to get out of there so I carefully pushed the clutch in and put the
car in first gear. I pumped the gas pedal three times and sat up and cranked the starter. I couldn’t
believe it that old Ford fired right up. I dropped the clutch and was out of there. I raced down
alleys, trying to avoid the main streets, to the Miller’s house watching for headlights behind me
all the way. I pulled into the alley behind the Miller’s house and pulled in behind a walnut tree in
the Millers back yard. I had made a clean get away or at least I thought I had.What I didn’t realize
was that the night watchman thought we had abandoned the car and went into the office and
called the tow truck company to have them tow the car. He had written down the license number
of Doug’s vehicle and gave the information to the tow truck company. A few weeks later the nice
police officers came to Doug’s house and took him off to juvenile court for a hearing.The
punishment was swift and severe. Doug was ordered to report to the Yeager yard after school
and all-day Saturdays for one month of hard labor. Poor Doug was assigned to some of the
dirtiest jobs they could think of. He was cleaning out grease pits, buckets, pails, spills and the
general duty of cleaning up around the yard. He would look like he had been rolling in a grease
pile by the time he would go home for the day. Doug never complained and just went ahead and
did whatever job he was assigned. Doug always had this charismatic personality and the guys
started liking him. They soon realized he was handy with his hands so they started having him
help with the service of the equipment as they brought the equipment in at the end of the
workday. They discovered that Doug could run the steam cleaner and enjoyed using it so steam
cleaning all the equipment became his daily routine as well.One day Doug arrived at Yeager’s
yard late and went into the office to apologize for being late. He stated that he didn’t have the
money for gas so he had to take the bus to school and then walk from home to the yard. The



boss told him to drive the car to work the next evening after school. Doug did as he was told and
the next evening as he was doing the cleanup in the yard, he noticed the guys filling his car with
gas. He walked over and asked what they were doing. They told Doug the boss instructed them
to make sure he had enough gas to get to school every day and then back to the yard. From that
day forward they filled his car with gas every evening at quitting time.Doug’s month was finally up
so the boss called him into the office and told him he had completed his sentence and was a
free man. He told Doug that he has seen very few men with the work ethics and attitude that
Doug had and if he ever wants a job when he finishes his education to come back and see
him.The boss told Doug as he was walking out the door, “If you ever come back in here again
and steal gas out of one of my trucks, then put a note on the windshield stating that you
siphoned the gas out so I don’t have my trucks stranded on the side of the road.”Rescue MeDon,
Doug, Jerry, and me—Newport Beach, August 1956My lifelong friend Doug was a water rat.
Doug took to water like a duck. I hate the water and won’t go near it. I have a swimming pool in
my back yard and in the 14-years of owning that pool I have been in it twice.Doug loved the
water and since I was his constant companion, I spent a lot of my youth in swimming pools,
oceans and lakes. Doug would swim around enjoying himself while I bobbed around like a
drowning rat.Doug tried everything to teach me to swim, to no avail. I am a sinker and if I relax in
a pool, I will sink to a depth of three feet and float around at that depth. Doug tried everything to
teach me how to float but finally gave up in despair. The only thing he accomplished was
calming my fear of the water and allowing me to get into a pool without panicking.All of us kids
would go swimming during the summer and the guys would all be running around jumping off of
the diving board having a great time. There I would be down in the little kids’ section splashing
around in two feet of water. None of the guys seemed to mind and I was always invited along. I
spent a lot of time in the kids’ section cooling off and getting a sunburn.There was a lake
somewhere in the Pedley area near Riverside that we went to quite often. About a hundred yards
offshore there was an island that the guys would swim out to all the time to play. I used to splash
around on the lakeshore while the guys were all out there running around on the island. It was
boring sitting there by myself while all the guys were on the island having a good time.One day I
decided to try to swim out to the island to join in on the fun. I was able to make it to the island,
but my knees were cramping and burning when I walked up on shore. All the guys were excited
that I made it and were congratulating me on my accomplishment. We all had a great time
running around and playing on the island.The playing time on the island had come to an end and
all of the guys dived into the water and headed for shore leaving me behind. I sat there stranded
wondering what to do. Ultimately, I was going to have to swim back. All the guys were back on
shore enjoying themselves and not paying any attention to me.I went back into the water and
started swimming for shore, but it didn’t take long for me to realize I was in trouble. My knees
were cramping so bad that I was not able to get horizontal in the water and couldn’t make any
forward progress. Fortunately, all of Doug’s teaching me not to panic helped me reason out what
to do. I started dropping to the bottom of the lake hoping it was shallow enough for me to stand



up and walk out but that wasn’t happening. I started going to the bottom and leaning forward
pushing myself to the surface and paddling. This gave me some forward momentum and I was
getting closer to shore, but the lake wasn’t getting any shallower and I was tiring quickly.I finally
had worked my way to about 50-feet from the shore but still the lake wasn’t getting any
shallower. I got Doug’s attention and told him I was cramping and didn’t think I was going to
make it to shore. Doug was a lifeguard and had passed all the training classes on saving
drowning people. In those days the lifeguards were trained to try and knock the panicked
drowning person out to keep them from taking you down with them. Doug came swimming out
and as he got close to me, I said, “Don’t you try and knock me out.” He laughed and started
dragging me toward the shore. I was a happy camper when my feet finally hit bottom and my
head was out of the water. I told Doug I was okay and I walked the rest of the way out of the lake
from there.I Believe Doug saved my life that day. I was so tired and my legs were cramping so
bad that I doubt I would have made it if he hadn’t been there to drag me the rest of the way in. I
never attempted to swim out to that island again.I often think about the times we rented paddle
boards and paddled out to Balboa Island on them. I doubt I would have survived if I had fallen off
of that paddle board.I wouldn’t be here to write these stories if that had happened!Can
WrappersMy lifelong friend Doug has quite the entrepreneurial spirit. I believe it started in our
early childhood. Both Doug and I came from less than stellar childhoods and there was never
any money available from our families for recreational purposes. This left us with the need to
come up with moneymaking ideas on our own. We were actually quite successful at coming up
with these ideas and always had money for our trips to Herons plunge in the summer, Friday
nights at the skating rink, movies and later cars and motorcycles.This spirit carried on
throughout our lives and allowed us both to have decent lives. One of my favorite memories was
of Doug’s development of what he called the can wrapper. Doug ended up owning and running
La Bou Liquors in the shopping center at California and Monroe Streets in Riverside. Both he
and his wife shared running the store and were doing quite well in their endeavor.As anyone who
has ever run a business knows, the salesmen from your suppliers were always coming in and
bombarding you with all of their hair brained promotional schemes. They were, at times, quite
annoying. One day as Doug was working the front counter of the store a salesman came in and
stuck a poster on Doug’s front window. Doug protested by shouting at the salesman, “Hey, don’t
stick that stuff on my window.” Doug went on further to explain, “I have to use a razor blade to
scrape those things off.” The salesman defended himself by saying, “You don’t have to scrape
these posters off of the window—look, it is a vinyl material, and it just sticks to the window
without any adhesive.” The salesman then stuck his fingernail under the edge of the poster
pulled it off and then stuck it right back on the window. Doug walked over and was amazed after
several times of pulling it off and putting it back on.Doug’s light bulb came on after a few days of
walking into the store and seeing that poster in the window. Like most of us, Doug had been
busted a few times in his life for carrying an open container on the beach. He thought to himself,
hmm. Doug has this very artistic brother-in-law Denny, and he went to him with a Coca-Cola can



and asked Denny if he could draw the label on the can onto a silkscreen the size of the can.
Denny assured him he could.A few days later Denny showed up with this perfectly sized silk
screen of a Coca-Cola label. The only difference was in the spelling. Instead of saying Coca-
Cola it said Caco-Calo. The human eye wouldn’t perceive the difference in the lettering with the
identical printing swirls and the coloring of the label. Also, the trademark on the label actually
said trick mark and the circle had an M in it for his son Mat instead of a C for copyright. Doug
believed this would protect him from any copyright violations. They later drew up labels for the
Dr. Pepper and Orange Crush cans. The difference in the printing on these labels was Dr. Pecker
and Orange Crusb and they were the same perception to the eye.Doug looked around and
found a company called Catalina Plastics in Orange County that would supply him with the vinyl
and a printer in San Bernardino called Arrowhead Printing and Silk-Screening that would print
the labels for him. Doug started passing them out to his customers at the liquor store and they
caught on like wildfire. Doug put them in a display case and labeled them as insulators. “To keep
your beverage cooler and it’s reusable.” He never made claim to disguising a beer can with them.
You could wrap one of the things around a beer can and walk around in public and it looked like
you were drinking a Coke.One night the Johnny Carson Show was showing the latest gadgets
and there was a six-pack of Budweiser sitting there with Doug’s can wrappers around them
disguising them as Coca-Cola’s. Ed McMahon was ecstatic about this product.Pretty soon this
thing got out of control and Doug was overwhelmed with orders for thousands of these can
wrappers at a time from all over the country. He set up a corporation named Mat Manufacturing,
procured a telephone number for this new company and put his niece in charge of taking and
shipping orders.It wasn’t long before these can wrappers were all over the country and caught
the eye of a top-level executive of Coca-Cola in one of those fancy towers in New York City and
the lawsuits started coming.Doug thought he was covered on the copyright violation as the
printing was in the public domain with the exception of the swirl in the logo. It seems that Coca-
Cola knew the lettering was exempt from copyright, but they put what they called the dynamic
swirl on the can and did a copyright on this so-called dynamic swirl. This is the white swirl that
goes around the can and also highlights the lettering.Doug got his attorney involved and they
had a high-level meeting with the Coke attorneys. The Coke attorneys agreed that there weren’t
any assets to go after so it was agreed that Doug would stop producing the can wrappers and
Coca-Cola would drop the lawsuit. Thus, the end of a thriving enterprise!I remember back when
Doug gave me a handful of the can wrappers to pass out to my friends. I remember putting them
in a folder in one of my file cabinets. Years later Doug and I were talking about the can wrappers,
and I told him about putting the ones he gave me in a folder in one of my file cabinets. He said he
would give anything for one of those can wrappers. I told him I would try to find some for him. I
have a shed on the back of my property with five file cabinets in it full of paperwork for the
businesses I owned over the years. One day I went out there and spent hours going through the
20 file drawers and every folder in those drawers, but I was unable to find the can wrappers. I
guess it’s all left to memory!Doug had come up with a lot of these little hair-brained schemes



over the years. Remember back when people were wearing the tinfoil pyramid hats? Doug tried
to figure out a way to make hardboiled eggs in the shape of a pyramid. That didn’t go over well.
One scheme that turned out to be marginally successful was the Western Whitehouse beach
sand. We used to go down to San Clemente to surf and we would climb the fence to go surfing
on the beach. On one trip Doug gathered up a bag of the sand and brought it home. He had
these nice little cloth packets made up with printing on them that stated that the bag contained
sand from the beach at the Western Whitehouse. Doug would always make sure a little of the
sand in those packets came from the bag of sand that he gathered from the beach in San
Clemente but honestly most of it came from the river bottom close to home. I find it hard to
believe people back east would actually buy those little packets of sand.Life was never dull
around Doug. He was the most creative entrepreneur I have ever known. He really knew how to
think outside of the box!Afternote: In June of 2021 I found those missing can wrappers Doug
gave me while I was cleaning out the old file cabinets. (Pictured above) I was devastated
knowing that Doug will never see them. I called his wife Trina and told her I finally found them,
and I will bring one down to her so she can frame and hang it where Doug wanted to put it.Doug
& I – Friends ForeverDoug working on a Go-Cart we were building, October 1954Neither Doug
nor I remember how or when we first met. Had either of us realized at the time how our
friendship would grow, we would have chiseled the date in stone.Doug Baker is my lifelong and
best friend. I moved from Highgrove to Riverside when I was seven, so I know we met sometime
after that. I have photos of us when we were about 11 so we met sometime in between. I guess
you could say that Doug and I were kindred souls. As kids, we both had difficult lives, but we
loved to laugh and have fun and we helped each other through those difficult times. We formed a
bond that only someone who had been through what we had could understand. Other than my
sisters, Doug has been the one constant in my life since childhood. We have been close friends
for about 75 years.Doug and I were together virtually every day until our mid-teens. (Doug had to
go live with his dad in San Bernardino after his mother’s accident) We explored together. We
fished and hunted together. We built forts, we closed each other up in cardboard boxes and
pushed each other over cliffs in them. We raced all the time. We would race around the roller rink
in Magnolia center. We would race around that rink so fast that our skates would go out from
under us in the corners and slam us up against the wall of that rink laughing ourselves silly. We
raced bicycles, motor scooters, motorcycles and cars. We dated girls together. We had so much
fun together. Then we grew up and raised families. I was in his wedding party, and he attended
my children’s weddings. We always kept in touch either on the phone or in person.I remember
the horrible day 15 years ago when he called and told me of his cancer diagnosis. I was
devastated. I was in Arizona at the time, and we talked daily for several months. We just
reminisced about our childhood, and it seemed to replenish him when we talked. He was scared
and I think it helped sooth him. Doug is losing a gallant battle with the cancer that has been
eating away at his body over the last 15 years. He is in hospice now and soon the fight and the
pain will be over. Doug is alright with this. He is tired of all the fighting and is ready to move on. I



talked with him this morning and he was still joking and laughing, and I was doing all I could do
to hold it together. I fell apart when I got off the phone. I feel so empty and there are no words to
express how distressed I am. I said a prayer before writing this asking the Lord to give him a safe
journey home and I hope some of my friends out there will do the same.Friendship is something
to be nurtured and cherished. A friendship like mine and Doug’s comes along once in a lifetime,
and I am grateful to have had him in my life. I have a picture of Doug sitting on a go-kart that we
built together. We were about 14 at the time. He is young, vital, and happy in that photo. And, that
is how I will always think of him.My Last Tribute to DougGary camping in the Santa Ana River
bottom, about 14 years oldDay seven of my seven-day memories tribute. I wrote this original
tribute the day Doug passed. I felt this one was way too long to post on that day, so I wrote a
condensed version and posted it instead. Here is the full version,Those of you that have read my
book Growing Up in Riverside are familiar with my friend Doug. Douglas Woodrow Baker was a
longtime resident of Riverside. We have no idea when we met. We were too young at the time to
remember. I can only estimate that we were friends for around 75 years. Not many people can
claim this and not many people, especially males, can claim they ended every conversation with,
“Love you, brother.”Doug and I were raised by dysfunctional families in the ’40s and ’50s. I think
our friendships were based on our attempt to live somewhat of a normal childhood. I believe our
strengths were to hold each other up in our times of need. We gave each other balance and a
sense of normalcy and this was the glue that solidified our relationship. Doug was a very
charismatic person and I would joke later in life that he could sell an icebox to an Eskimo.From
the time I met Doug, my exploring was done in partnership with him. Doug was as high spirited
and adventurous as I was and we explored every nook and cranny in Riverside and the
surrounding areas.Doug and I both had paper routes by the time we were eleven and were
making some money, so we both bought 410 shotguns. We would pack up a bedroll and throw
the shotguns over our handlebars and ride up to box springs mountain to spend a couple of
days hunting and camping. We would take minimal supplies with us and would pretty much live
off of the game we would hunt.We would take our fishing poles and bedrolls and head down to
the Santa Ana River bottom west of Riverside near Fairmont Park. We would catch a couple of
perch or bluegill from the lake and take them back to camp for dinner. I have a picture of me
bending over a campfire in the river bottom. It was taken by Doug and was dated November of
1953 so we would have been 14 at the time.We used to seal each other up in large washer or
dryer boxes and then push each other over the edge of embankments. We built doodlebugs and
rode them in vacant lots. We sold ice cream bars out of a scrapped icebox to overheated
travelers, along major streets in Riverside. We scavenged and picked up scrap metal in our
wagon. We played baseball with Doug using me for pitching practice. We got in trouble more
than once for drag racing. We drank beer. We went skating with the idea of picking up girls
although we seldom succeeded.We were both from poor families, so we became entrepreneurs
to raise money to fund our adventures. I would come up with the ideas and Doug would use his
charm to sell. Doug was with me for most of my adventures from the time we met and when we



settled down and started our families our relationship shifted into a more “grown-up” type. The
entrepreneur skills we honed as children helped Doug and me become successful
businessmen. We both were fortunate in our endeavors.In November of 2005 Doug received a
horrid diagnosis of cancer that was invading his body and the prognosis was not good. I was
living in Yuma at the time of receiving the disastrous news and it scared the heck out of me.I
called Doug and we talked for hours, and the conversations was mainly reminiscing of our youth
and all the crazy things we did. We continued these conversations every day during his
treatment for the cancer. These conversations seemed to soothe his fears and replenish his
spirit.I think the funniest and most memorable conversations was when we were both talking
about our wives and how fortunate we were to have married such beautiful women. Doug
suddenly quipped, “How did you marry such a beautiful woman? You never were much to look
at!” I was shocked but just laughed.Doug and I talked as much as possible in the last waning
months of his life. We talked until he became too weak to talk. I remember so clearly the last day
we talked. He was so weak that the words were hard, but his few last words were him joking,
laughing and teasing. We finished that last conversation with, “Love you, brother.”Doug has
finally gone to rest and the sadness and pain in my heart is terrible, but I am glad he no longer
suffers. Douglas Woodrow Baker born 10/31/1939, died 03/20/2021 RIP my dear friend.Love
you, brother.ChrissyThe Layton family: Gerry, Gary Sr., Doyalene, Chrissy, Gary Jr., CherylMy
wife and I had four children and the third child were a daughter we named Christine. I always
refer to her affectionately as Chrissy. She was a good little baby, precious and beautiful. I realize
all parents believe their babies are beautiful, but I have pictures to prove it. I have a lifetime of
wonderful memories raising her.I used to turn on the stereo in the living room and hold her in my
arms when she was an infant. I waltzed around the room to the music with her in my arms. She
would just relax in my arms and seemed to enjoy the music and the momentum of whirling
around the room. As she grew older, I would have her stand on my feet, and I would dance
around the room to the music using a basic box step. She would laugh and seemed to enjoy it.I
used to grab her arms and swing her around when we were playing in the yard. I would swing her
around until I got so dizzy that we would fall down on the lawn. We would lie there laughing and
giggling from being so dizzy we couldn’t get up. She gave me so many precious
memories.When Chrissy was four, they started a television program called Sesame Street. It
was a wonderful program for young children, and she watched it religiously. It was a teaching
program that was in a quick commercial-type format. It taught the kids sizes, shapes, letters and
numbers. It was formatted to keep a young child’s attention and they were learning while being
entertained. It was an ingenious program and worked quite well. It wasn’t long before Chrissy
was able to count to a hundred and actually write her name. She was already far enough
advanced to attend kindergarten but was only four.It really bothered me as the new school year
was going to start that Chrissy was going to have to sit out a year because her birthday was one
and a half months after the deadline. She was so advanced for her age and was going to miss
out starting school because of a one-and-a-half-month difference in her birth date. So, I did what



any loving father would do; I forged a birth certificate moving her birth date back to November
29th and off to school she went. Everything worked out fine. She did great in school, and we
celebrated her birthday every November from then on.We always kept our children busy with
sports. They played baseball in season and swam in season. They became excellent swimmers
and joined a swim team. The kids all competed in the San Bernardino Park and Recreation
District. Chrissy was so fast that she was breaking all the records even though she was
swimming against girls a year older than her. The Park department began to suspect that we lied
about her age, which, they were right, but not in the direction they believed. They moved her up
one division, which now meant she was swimming against girls two years older than her and yet
she still kept beating them and setting new records in that division.The year of the reckoning was
coming. Chrissy was getting close to what she thought was her 16th birthday. She was marking
down the days with Xs on the calendar. She was all excited and had already picked out a car she
was going to buy. She had been studying the vehicle code for months in preparation of taking
her driver’s test. My wife said, “You created the problem you are going to have to tell her.” I didn’t
think I could tell her. I was afraid it would break my little baby’s heart. Somehow or other I
weaseled out of it and my wife told her. To say she was devastated would be an understatement.
The next month and a half passed in a flash, except for her, and the driver’s license was
procured. Life was good again.Chrissy graduated high school and went on to college and has
had a career with the same company for over 30 years. She and her husband both have good
careers and are making a good living. They put their two daughters through four-year
universities debt free. They have a nice home and cars. They are both in good health, active, and
living the good life.Considering all the shenanigans I pulled raising these kids it’s a miracle that
they all turned out without psychological problems. Thankfully, they are all normal and
happy.CruisingDoyalene’s 1968 ThunderbirdCruising is a great American pastime; I know it was
a great part of my life. Does anybody know when it started? Maybe riders on horseback, on
bicycles or maybe even cavemen in ancient times rolling wheel shaped rocks down an ancient
pathway. I do know it is an integral part of the growing experience of youth.There was a great
American classic movie directed by George Lucas called American Graffiti. The movie dealt
exclusively with the subject of cruising and the effects of a single night’s cruising on the average
teenager’s trials of growing up. It was a realistic portrayal of the problems that all of us faced in
our hormone-raging youth.My first remembrances were of cruising back in the ‘50s at about 15
years of age. My buddy Doyle and I would climb into his old Plymouth on warm summer nights
and head into downtown Riverside. The night would start on Market Street in downtown with a
stop at Ruby’s and then on up the street on Magnolia Avenue just past the De Anza Statue to the
B&B. We would always cruise through these drive-in restaurants and stop for a while if we
spotted friends. Soon boredom would overtake us and the urge to move would send us up
Magnolia Avenue to Tuxies and Kings. We would hang out at these two hot spots and soon the
boredom would overwhelm us again. Off we would go back down Magnolia Avenue to Ruby’s to
do the same thing over again.I don’t think cruising accomplished a lot. It was mostly a waste of



time but filled the void of the days of limited tv, no cellphones, no video cameras and none of the
game gadgets the kids have nowadays. We ended up doing a lot of racing, wasting a lot of gas,
getting in a few fights, and making total asses out of ourselves trying to pick up girls. The one
positive thing was that we were staying active and healthy. You didn’t see much obesity in
teenagers in those days.The cruising scene changed after my father died and I ended up in San
Bernardino. I would occasionally make it back to Riverside, cruising with the old crowd but most
of the cruising was hitting the hot spots in San Bernardino. We would hang out at Ruby’s on
Baseline Street and when the boredom overcame us it was a cruise up E Street to Snows and a
drive through the McDonalds on the way.I have the same opinion about cruising in San
Bernardino. It didn’t accomplish much but it did create a lot of friends and the camaraderie has
lasted throughout life. It was a memorable part of our growing up and left us with a lifetime of
great memories, but as adulthood arrived, we went on to adult activities.I left my childhood
behind and went into adult activities, but I did have a few moments in life when I participated in
cruising by accident. In the mid ‘70s my wife and I enjoyed unwinding by taking rides on my
chopper. We would take rides from our home in Crestline over through the Big Bear area. We
would take the back road from Big Bear down into the desert over to the back road leading back
up the mountain to Crestline and home. Those warm summer evening trips across the mountain
into the desert were pleasant. The warm breeze with the smell of the flora in the mountains and
desert lulled you into a sense of euphoria. The memories of those rides are some of my favorite
memories.One evening it was a little cold, so we decided to head down the hill into San
Bernardino for a warm summer evening ride. We were riding around looking at some of the old
stomping grounds when we ended up on E Street. We were enjoying the ride and I wasn’t paying
much attention to the fact that there was a lot of traffic on the street that night. The farther we got
into the downtown area the worse the traffic got. It finally hit me that we were right in the middle
of E Street cruise night when I noticed all the noise and people lining the sidewalks. We were
getting a lot of comments and thumbs up on the chopper as we passed by all the people
standing on the sidewalks. It was fun but I peeled off as soon as we reached Second Street and
headed back up the mountain for home. It would be years later before I went cruising again.My
wife was an avid bowler. Mostly I just went along for the ride. My best game ever was a 268. The
local bowling alley in Crestline had a wall of fame on the back sidewall. Her name was always at
the top of the list. We would travel all over California challenging the other houses’ traveling
teams. It would be a great get together with the other houses that always ended with a dinner
and a party after the bowling. We almost always ended winning all of these challenges and even
though I didn’t contribute much it was a lot of fun.One year our group was invited to the national
bowling challenges in Reno Nevada. I had bought my wife a brand new 1986 Ford Thunderbird
the year before, so we loaded up with our youngest daughter in tow and headed for Reno. I
remember the trip well. That was the year they reenacted the Great American Race with all the
old cars going cross-country. I remember going down that hot highway passing all those ’20s era
automobiles sitting alongside the road with their radiators boiling over while we were traveling



along at 80 miles per hour with the air conditioner keeping the inside of that T-Bird at a cool 70
degrees. I remember standing under The Reno sign when the race cars started entering the city.
You could hear all the people standing there as the cars came under the sign making comments
like, “Those were the good old days” or “they don’t make them like that anymore.” I muttered
under my breath, “Thank God!”I believe all the kids in Reno were cruising the strip one evening
while I was standing outside of the casinos with my daughter. I was never a gambler, but my wife
loved the crap tables and could play for hours. I didn’t mind because it was entertaining to her,
and she always made money doing it. I would be so bored watching her play that I would go
outside and just sightsee. That night I was standing there with my daughter watching all the kids
cruising by having a great time. I asked my daughter if she wanted to jump into the T-Bird and go
cruising with me? She enthusiastically said, “Yes,” so we went and got the car.My daughter and I
got in the car and drove onto the strip with the kids. We found the station on the radio that all the
kids were listening to and turned the volume up loud. We rolled the windows down and were
cruising along with the rest of the kids. It was a lot of fun, but the best part was watching all the
young guys trying to hit on my daughter. I’m not sure I would have had the nerve to hit on a girl if
she was with her father when I was their age. It was a great night driving up and down the strip
along with all of those kids with our radios blaring. I think that was the best fun I have ever had in
Reno.Ever want to feel young again? Go cruising!DiapersMy friend Mac posted on Facebook,
and it spurred a memory that only people from my era can relate too. Remember the cloth
diapers? Yes, to all the newbies out there. We didn’t fill the landfills with millions of tons of
contaminated disposable diapers in those days. We actually washed, dried, folded and reused
them until they were so worn out that us guys could relegate them to polish rags for the car, oil
rags and whatever use we could find for them.We would change the dirty diaper much as they
do today. The only difference is we wouldn’t fold them up and put them in the trash. We would
throw them in the toilet to soak. After they had soaked for a while, we would rinse them out and
put them in the washing machine and wash them.I remember the first time I took on the task of
washing the diapers for my poor exhausted wife. I threw them in the washing machine and
added the appropriate amount of laundry soap and thoroughly washed them. When they were
done, I pulled them out and they still had the brown stains on them. I was puzzled as to what I
had done wrong so back in the wash with them again. They still came out with those darn brown
poopie stains. I couldn’t figure out what the heck I was doing wrong. I added more detergent to
no avail the darn stains just wouldn’t go away.After about four rounds of this I decided that I had
done the best I could and gave up. I was seriously thinking about throwing them away, but I took
the diapers out and hung them on the clothesline. (Does anybody remember clotheslines?) I
went back out a few hours later to retrieve the dried diapers and couldn’t believe my eyes. That
clothesline was full of the most beautiful brand-new looking bright white diapers. I guess the Sun
is a natural disinfectant and bleach!I had more than one experience of snaking a diaper out of
the plumbing when someone unknowingly flushed the toilet with a diaper in it. I remember one
time in the Crestline house my precious little Cheryl flushed one of her little brother Gerry’s



diapers down the toilet. I was busy trying to get it out while Cheryl was watching me curiously.
She was only about eight and maybe she was feeling a little guilty for causing me all that trouble.
(Nah) I was always a smart a__ and asked her if she looked in the toilet for a diaper before she
went potty. Cheryl responded with a “no” and I said, “My god, honey, what if there had been a
snake in the toilet?” When I saw that look of terror on her face, I immediately realized that I
probably damaged her psychologically for life. I immediately assured her that a snake couldn’t
possibly get in a toilet. (Which was a lie. They quite often got in the toilet at my grandmother’s
house)My daughter told me, after reading this, that she indeed always looks in the toilet before
sitting down after that incident over 50-years ago.Dining OutI have always enjoyed having dinner
at nice restaurants -- nothing fancy, no black tie just a nice restaurant with a nice atmosphere
and cloth napkins. I took all my dates, when I was young, out for dining experiences and they all
seemed to enjoy the evening. My wife and I dined out at least once a week after we were
married. I try to continue the tradition now even after she is gone but will never go alone. It is just
too depressing. I take family or anyone I can con into going with me now. Over the many years of
dining out I have had some strange experiences and saw some weird people. I will describe
some of those experiences here.
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Janice Horton, “My Uncle wrote this I learn so much of life. Great story teller just a quick reading
book”

Linda Hutchinson, “Another great book by Gary Layton. Enjoyed this book very much. It bought
back many memories of my life. Gary is a wonderful storyteller. Great read !”

Daniel Robinson, “Great Nostalgia. Once again Gary Layton takes us on a nice trip down
memory lane. I grew up in the same place in Riverside, Cal. and each story brings back
memories from those specific places. Those places and times are all but gone now so it’s great
read.”

The book has a rating of  5 out of 4.9. 11 people have provided feedback.

Prologue Am I a Writer? The Orange Truck Root Beer Hoboes The Filling Station Rescue Me
Can Wrappers Doug & I – Friends Forever My Last Tribute to Doug Chrissy Cruising Diapers
Dining Out Grandma Layton Lucy Lunch at Gay and Larry’s My Brother My Mormon Roots
Prunes Ricky’s Legacy The Hudec The Station Wagon from Goleta To Ticket or Not to Ticket
Snapdragons History of the Hoagland Ranch Doyalene – A Celebration of a Wonderful Life Grief
Uncle Frosty Ray and Me The Bloomington Fire District Burning Tires Fire in Mountain Pass Fire
Season of ’59 or ’60 Frank 2 Railroad Tie Fires The Corvette The Equipment Operator The
Pancake Master Don’s Story Fred and The Four Little Fickles Mister Frankelburger Photographs
Paul The Day the Exhaust fell off The Fliker Family The Snowfall of ’74 in the San Bernardino
Mountains Women’s Rights Corn Flakes and Peanut Butter A Tribute to a Friend, Dash Cam
Videos Do Flies Have Radar Miss Nezia The Peace and Serenity of Deafness Shoes Shoutout
to a Wonderful Lady Stuck in an Elevator The Cottontail The Meanest Man I Ever Knew TJ and
Tuck & Roll What is the World Coming To? A Day in Drivers Education The Denver Dentist and
the HAM Network History of “Old Blue” My Friend Mary Our Crazy Trip to Cheyenne Our First
Family Vacation in Ten Years Snippet of “The Rest Stop” Cushman Motor Scooters Drive-in
Movie Theaters Volume Two Fake IDs My Early Recollections of San Bernardino Okie Flats
Sammy Snow Time in the Mountains Streakers That was a Dirty Snake The Early Days of Fast
Food in San Bernardino The Mexican Gang Backing the Big Rigs Catarina, Texas Duck Hunting
Hitchhikers The Author Wild Woody Baker The Millers Living with Alcoholic Parents About the
Author



Language: English
File size: 9113 KB
Simultaneous device usage: Unlimited
Text-to-Speech: Enabled
Screen Reader: Supported
Enhanced typesetting: Enabled
X-Ray: Not Enabled
Word Wise: Enabled
Print length: 410 pages
Lending: Enabled

http://www.neutronbyte.com/api/Wa18oYTP/d

