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The Critic’s Corner –– August 20, 2013 
 

Monty: 
 

     I finished your draft memoir and have a few comments. 
 

     First: a little housekeeping.  I found four (4) typos but, as 
this is a draft, you may not care to get the specifics of where 
they are.  If you do want to know, please advise. 
 

     Second: some comments.  Overall, I liked it.  I was initially 
put off by some of your comments about your ex-wife and sons 
but I continued on and settled on the thought that this is a 
memoir, your memoir.  Memoir is French for memory so this 
represents your recollection of your life so, even though I could 
make some comment on your personal traits, it is as it is and let 
the "reader beware." 
 

     I liked the tone; whether it is described as sarcastic, sardonic, 
musing, or whatever––once again, let the "reader beware."  I 
saw humor in it.  There is not a lot of joy in there, maybe the 
cars you owned are the joyful part. 
 

     Some inspiration can be derived from your unrelenting 
pursuit of your sense of probity and justice in the Town of 
Weymouth.  I can relate to that because I see myself soldiering 
on in pursuit of my favorite causes and, because victories are so 
rare (Your chase after Madden's pension grab vs. my chase after 
enforcement of immigration laws). 
 

     The poetry was impressive, but would you need them and 
the recipes in a published version? 
 

     Hope this helps. 
 

     Regards and Happy 70th Birthday today, 
 

Bob Casimiro 

 
 

PROLOGUE 
 
 

Is there a Heaven?  Is there a Hell? 
 

I’m not sure, but I know there’s a Purgatory––
a life of Hell right here on Earth that parents 
and grandparents sometimes have to endure. 
 
Begetting warlocks with a Princess Witch can 
exacerbate the experience––at least it did in 
my life.  Here’s hoping you fared better. 
 

Decide for yourself... 
 

Is any of this Kismet … or simply my bad luck? 
 

And why did I write this?  Because, just as the Howard 
Beale character in the 1976 drama “Network” shouted, 
“I’m a human being, goddamn it!   My life has value!” 

 
I should also mention, up front, that if anyone disputes 
anything I say here they have my permission to write 
their own side of their own story in their own memoir. 
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DEDICATION 
 

I suppose I should dedicate this memoir to one or two special 
individuals who affected my life along the way.  Yet, many 
people, friend and foe, have in some way led me to chronicle 
these personal life events.  And so it is to the entire world––
especially to the many individuals and to fathers, especially, and 
the mothers and grandparents who have been unjustly given the 
shaft along the way––it is to them that I dedicate this chronicle. 
 
Now that probably won’t sit well with my old friend, Ron, who 
probably feels that he started my writing career by allowing me 
to upbraid public officials in his now-silent Weymouth Journal, 
where my column was called Vox Populi––Voice of the People–
–a voice known and heard for hundreds of miles.  Prior to being 
Vox, I wrote scathing letters to the editors of newspapers that 
were routinely published, which is what attracted Ron to me and 
my style––plus I wrote as Vox for free except for an occasional 
dinner or lunch.  I’m satisfied to use my own name––known far 
and wide on its own merits––and buy my own lunch.  My blog 
at bobmontywatchblog@wordpress.com is a no-holds barred, 
no-nonsense venue known for telling it the way I see it. 
 
Throughout the memoir there is a reference to my one and only 
wife as the Princess Witch because she was an Irish-American 
Princess and was born in Salem, MA, home of the infamous 
Massachusetts witch trials.  Without her in my life I’d never 
have had the experiences for which I wrote this.  So if anyone 
should get credit it would be she.  Thanks much, it was real... 
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Chapter One 
 
Cruel and unusual punishment … 
 
In the late days of October 1987, I was sentenced to spend 30 
years to life in Weymouth, Massachusetts as cruel and unusual 
punishment for committing a small number of minor sins in a 
former life somewhere back in time.  For some strange reason, 
the year 1796 rings a bell, as it likely should, because those are 
the last four digits of my telephone number.  Whenever I give 
my number to someone, I almost never fail to tell them that it 
has a nice ring to it.  The first time I said that to someone it was 
just an honest, tongue-in-cheek aside and then we both started 
laughing aloud at it.  Since then the line has always generated at 
least a small chuckle. 
 
I had gotten divorced in August of 1984––not my choice by the 
way––with the divorce becoming final on my 41st birthday.  
Harsh, I know, but my then-lovely Princess Witch didn’t know 
what else to give me for the momentous event.  I was so 
relieved and overjoyed after months of exasperation, tears and 
legal wrangling that I had a black tee-shirt made up with white 
lettering that said, “Free, Fun and 41.”  Back and front… 
 
The Princess Witch and I were married on a Friday the 13th, in 
my less-than-astute way to spit in the eye of the Witch-god-
leader of her Coven.  They or he or it have made me pay the 
price for my insolence, but I have withstood––even enjoyed the 
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wrath––everything—every bolt of lightning hurled at me.  One 
could guess, perhaps, that I’m a glutton for punishment because 
I ultimately moved to Weymouth for added pain and suffering. 
 
I had gotten sole custody of our two then-pre-teenage sons in 
the divorce; unusual by Massachusetts standards I know, but I 
was, after all, the father of my sons and my lost Princess said 
that she needed to find herself.  I already knew where I was to 
be found.  I was to be found holding the bag.  But even with 
that––being the gentleman that I am––I held the door open for 
her so that she could start her journey.  I never forced her out; I 
simply held the door for her.  That’s a big difference… 
 
I had found not just one but two places for the Princess to live 
as she started searching for her lost self and unsuccessfully tried 
to get a reasonably priced, permanent place to live.  She was 
finding, first hand, that an unhappy Princess Witch alone could 
not live as cheerfully as a married or attached Princess Witch 
sharing efforts, rents or mortgages or other living expenses––a 
throwback to when we had first met 13 years earlier, which is 
explained in more detail in Chapter Five.  The thankfully now-
former shining light of my life not only left me, she left behind 
our bewildered sons, never asking for or demanding custody 
from the judge through her attorney, which, after thinking about 
it for several years, the boys were probably two of the major 
reasons that she bailed; me being the third minor one of course. 
 
For some reason, my divorce attorney forgot to attend the pro- 
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ceedings and I was left to fend for myself––which I can certain-
ly do in any case.  When the judge asked if I understood the 
settlement terms and the visitation agreement I told him that I 
certainly did because I had drafted them.  My lawyer sent me a 
bill for my own services afterward––no deduction for his odd 
failure to appear––thinking perhaps that I had appeared in court 
as his successful second chair. 
 
Speaking with my attorney a few weeks before the hearing I 
said that to me, being intimate with my wife should be similar 
to that of taking Communion, where the body and soul of the 
Lord and the communicant come together as one––a melding of 
two spirits as it were.  He was taken aback saying he had never 
heard anyone express it that way.  But it wasn’t so with my 
Princess.  She had no soul––no needed warmth to share with 
me.  She lived in her own little private world and didn’t want 
anyone in there with her.  I was an intruder in her life from Day 
One and she never let me forget it––never let me live it down.  
Sleeping with a cadaver would have brought me more warmth 
for those 13 years with her.  She was hollow … empty ... 
lifeless.  We’d both stopped smoking years before we moved 
here; she for medical reasons and me on a bet.  That was most 
likely the killer––no pillow talk––no passion––no lung cancer.  
So there’s something to be said about quitting the habit I guess. 
 
Seeing how she turned out in the (being kind enough to say) 
very unpleasant looking category––bitterness will do that to 
people––I often wonder if she instinctively knew what she’d 
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eventually look like and decided to get out of the marriage early 
before I might throw her under a bus after she––shall I say––so 
ungracefully mellowed.  She makes the mental picture of 
someone being unattractive seem like that of a sparkling four-
caret brilliant diamond––and I’m not being cruel.  I harbor no 
resentment or ill feelings.  Not any more at least.  It’s been 
almost 30 years since she decided to leave and flower into the 
Fairy Princess Guadalupe de Mélange––or some other such 
nonsense.  Take it from me: it didn’t work.  I have a picture of 
my youngest granddaughter coloring Easter eggs with my 
former Princess Witch and the look on the girl’s face appears as 
though she’s thinking, “Good God, I hope that s*** isn’t 
genetic.  Please tell me that I’ll never, ever look like that.”  By 
the way, please know that my former Princess Witch no longer 
photographs well––at least above or below the shoulder line. 
 
I’m reminded of a story about young King Arthur.  As a youth,  
Arthur was ambushed and imprisoned by the monarch of a 
neighboring kingdom.  The monarch could have killed him but 
was moved by Arthur's youth and idealism.  So, the monarch 
offered him his freedom as long as he could answer a very 
difficult question.  Arthur would have but one year to find the 
answer and, if after a year, he still had no answer, he would be 
put immediately to death. 
 
The question was:  What do women really want?  Such a 
question would perplex even the most knowledgeable man, and 
to young Arthur, it seemed an impossible query.  But, since it 
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was better than death, he accepted the monarch's proposition to 
have an answer by year's end.  He returned to his kingdom and 
began to poll everyone: the princess, the priests, the wise men, 
and even the court jester.  He spoke with everyone, but no one 
could give him a satisfactory answer. 
 
Many people advised him to consult the old witch, for only she 
would have the answer.  But the price would be high; as the 
witch was famous throughout the kingdom for the exorbitant 
prices she charged. 
 
The last day of the year arrived and Arthur had no choice but to 
talk to the witch.  She agreed to answer the question, but he 
would have to agree to her price first.  The old witch wanted to 
marry Sir Lancelot, the most noble of the Knights of the Round 
Table and Arthur's closest friend! 
 
Young Arthur was horrified. She was hunchbacked and entirely 
hideous, had only one tooth, smelled like sewage, made obscene 
noises, etc., etc.  He had never encountered such a repugnant 
creature in all his life.  He refused to force his friend to marry 
her and endure such a terrible burden; but Lancelot, learning of 
the proposal, spoke with Arthur.  Lancelot said that nothing was 
too much of a sacrifice compared to Arthur's life and the needed 
preservation of the Round Table. 
 
Hence, a wedding was proclaimed and the witch answered 
Arthur's question thus:  “What a woman really wants,” she said, 
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“is to be in charge of her own life.”  Everyone in the kingdom 
instantly knew that the witch had uttered a great truth and that 
Arthur's life would be spared. 
 
And so it was; the neighboring monarch granted Arthur his 
freedom and Lancelot and the witch had a wonderful wedding.  
The honeymoon hour approached and Lancelot, steeling himself 
for a horrific experience, entered the bedroom.  But, what a 
sight awaited him.  The most beautiful woman he had ever seen 
lay before him on the bed.  The astounded Lancelot asked what 
had happened… 
 
The beauty replied that since he had been so kind to her when 
she appeared as a witch, she would henceforth, be her horrible 
deformed self only half the time and the beautiful maiden the 
other half.  Which would he prefer:  Her being beautiful during 
the day ... or at night? 
 
Lancelot pondered the predicament:  During the day, a beautiful 
woman to show off to his friends, but at night, in the privacy of 
his castle, an old witch?  Or, would he prefer having a hideous 
witch during the day, but by night, a beautiful woman for him to 
enjoy wondrous intimate moments?  What would he do? 
 
Noble Lancelot said that he would allow HER to make the 
choice herself.  Upon hearing this, she announced that she 
would be beautiful all the time because he had respected her 
enough to let her be in charge of her own life.  So what’s the 
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point of the story?  The point is that if you don't let a woman 
have her own way, things are going to get very ugly! 
 
Back to reality, we were living fairly comfortably in Milton at 
the time, an affluent suburb just south of Boston, MA, where I 
was a kitchen designer/contractor working from home.  In my 
spare time, which I always found plenty of because it was such 
a pleasure, I coached youth league basketball.  My youngest son 
played for our team for one year with me as coach and one year 
before that.  In his first year, he often complained that he never 
got enough playing time; so I asked the league president to be at 
least an assistant coach the following year, which would have 
assured him more court time.  I wound up being head coach and 
continued coaching for five years after my son left because the 
boys on my teams respected and listened to me, unlike my sons.  
I often took the team to a local Burger King after a game, win or 
lose, for a well deserved treat.  One year I coached a junior and 
senior league team simultaneously because there was a dearth of 
fathers who wanted to coach, thought they could coach, or had 
the time to.  They really missed out on a lot in my view. 
 
Now I have to be Brutally Frank (a pseudonym I write under 
from time to time––for my propensity to be, shall we say, 
brutally frank in dealing with politicians?).  I had never played 
organized basketball in my life and had had no desire to.  I had 
only gotten involved because of my son.  So what would make 
me a good coach?  Well I showed up every Saturday morning 
for the game and every Wednesday night for practice.  I enjoyed 
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working with the kids for more than six years and can honestly 
say that I really miss it.  All of my teams had great, young, 
appreciative players and thankful parents as well. 
 
The junior teams were named after NBA teams and we were the 
Rockets.  (My senior team was Holy Cross, after the college.)  
At the end of my third year as coach, the-then Rockets threw me 
a big thank you party––something I’ll never forget.  I still have 
cherished pictures of the team and the actual card they got that 
all of the boys signed.  Ginny, the mother of one of our team’s 
squad, had gotten the card in advance and arranged for the 
delightful surprise festivities to be held at her home; cake and 
ice cream and of course that very special card ceremony.  I had 
coached both of her multi-sport-playing sons in different years 
so I guess that she appreciated the time I took with them enough 
to put the event together.  One time I had gotten two tickets to a 
Celtics game from a client and offered them to both of her sons 
but her older son, Sean, a high school hockey defenseman with 
a BOOMING slap shot, respectfully passed on the opportunity 
so that his younger brother Kevin could go with me.  Second 
row courtside seats by the way.  I ran into former defenseman 
Ray Borque of the Boston Bruins at an appliance depot one day 
and asked him to sign one of his player cards to Sean knowing 
that Sean would appreciate the personal touch from Ray. 
 
They were days filled with warm memories I’ll cherish forever.  
Milton is a great town to live in or be from.  I’m not thrilled that 
my family status triggered my decision to move to Weymouth. 
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Chapter Two 
 
Tri-Captain Kevin, exemplar of courage … 
 
Since I mentioned Ginny earlier, I shan’t forget a few things 
that stand out in my memories of her and her fantastic family.  
Her youngest son, Kevin, a Rockets Tri-Captain who went on to 
become a Marine Corps pilot, later Pilot Training Officer (PTO) 
and, last time I heard, a Major and Forward Observer who often 
pilots the Wing Commanding Officer’s F/A-18D, had come to a 
game one Saturday with his ankle heavily wrapped because he 
sprained it playing hockey the night before.  Ginny came to me 
before the game and told me that she didn’t want him to play, 
even though he had come to the game in uniform.  She didn’t 
want to risk further injury.  Satisfied that I wouldn’t play him as 
I had promised, she left the gym and returned 30 minutes later. 
 
When she returned, Kevin was on the court running the team––
and the ball––and had already scored well over half our points 
for the game.  After his mother left the gym, he implored me 
over and over to play him as the team started to get its butt 
seriously handed to it.  I told Kevin that I had promised his 
mother to sit him––but he was relentless.  He wanted in and I 
finally let him in.  He said he would be very careful and pull 
himself out if he had any pain or problems.  In a few minutes he 
turned the game around and we were soon ahead by six points 
––a 16-point turnaround as I recall.  Just about then his mother 
returned, hurried over to me and gave me an earful I’ll never 
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forget for breaking my word––and then she had me pull him 
from the game.  All I could think of to say was, “But … but … 
but … but …” 
 

But Ginny was having none of it. 
 

We won the game by the way.  Kevin went in, turned it around 
and got us the victory.  I feel safer with him as a Marine pilot 
now: he’s a leader––not a quitter.  Ginny once told me that she 
had some trepidation when he had to perform carrier takeoffs 
and landings (his Air Wing is land-based) but I told her that a 
carrier was just a sea-based airfield and that I was placing my 
trust in his abilities.  How could I not?  I think we’re all a lot 
safer with Kevin behind the stick and because of his continuing 
training of the other pilots in his MAW (Marine Air Wing). 
 
I got back in touch with Kevin after he was deployed to Iraq a 
few years ago, in May of ’07, and I started sending him cartons 
of Clif bars to share with his fellow pilots who sometimes had 
to go on missions on short notice without having eaten a meal in 
advance.  I had asked him what I could do for his new team and 
he reluctantly agreed to the Clif bars, which were not readily 
available in the combat zone.  The snack bars could have been a 
crucial meal if things had gone badly, which fortunately for him 
or his fellow Marine pilots never happened.  I would put a mix 
of their favorites together and send them, through Kevin, about 
every three weeks until their Air Wing was later redeployed. 
 

My pleasure, Gentlemen!  Hoo Rah!!! 
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One day in my second year of coaching, I was asked by one of 
the other hoop coaches to help the high school boosters club at 
the varsity football game the next day, where I grilled more than 
400 hotdogs in a hotly contested game between Milton High 
and Walpole High.  The match ended with a game-winning Hail 
Mary end-zone catch by Walpole in the last four seconds of the 
exciting game.  Unfortunately, I didn’t get to see the game, or 
the play, because of the intense demand on my culinary skills; 
plus, we were setup under a tent way below the darkened stands 
in the days before the club later bought a special concession 
trailer that I designed for our use.  All it took was one day in the 
dark confines under the stands to realize that there had to be a 
better way to do our thing.  I stopped at 400+ hotdogs that day 
only because there were no more hotdog rolls to be found––
anywhere––within a reasonable distance of the field other than 
about 12 packages at a local mart.  And we had plenty of rolls to 
start with––about 320––because the veteran club members 
knew well in advance that the game would have a big turnout. 
 
Although neither of my sons participated in high school sports 
that might have drawn me to become a booster, I enjoyed the 
club’s activities and the camaraderie.  Plus, the club appreciated 
my financial ideas.  Later, I became the club’s treasurer, where 
Ginny was in charge of the fundraising efforts (hand-addressed 
annual donation request envelopes were her rule––they work 
the best and one does not argue with Ginny) and where I got to 
know and work with a great bunch of devoted parents.  With my 
financial suggestions, we were able to buy our trailer and soon 
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after that triple the amount and the number of scholarships––
and also spread needed dollars out to more club causes. 
 
One glaring exception was a woman who overspent the club’s 
appropriation for the homecoming game because her son was 
going to be the homecoming king.  Needless to say, she got a 
real earful from the members of the club: especially me when 
she submitted her invoices for reimbursement.  The co-president 
wife of the youth basketball league’s president and long-time 
Boosters’ board member said that it was an ostentatious display 
of pageantry, which included many dozens of balloons being set 
free to fly off into the skies with abandon––in a primary landing 
approach to Boston’s Logan International Airport no less. 
 
It was a senseless waste of money that was not part of the club’s 
stated objective, which was to raise money for student-athlete 
scholarships; not pageantry.  Later, we started providing funds 
for athletic uniforms and training room equipment as we headed 
further into the-then recession.  Funding for school athletics had 
been cut by the school administration; so the club voted to pitch 
in to help ease the shortfall and provide funds for the athletic 
department’s needs even though that wasn’t in the club’s charter 
or its point of focus. 
 
The club later decided and voted that no member could be so 
directly involved, financially, in any activity that included their 
own children or relatives. 
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Chapter Two A 
 
Chris, the scoring phenomenon … 
 
Milton is also where Chris, one of the other lads that I coached 
back then, went on to lead the boys’ high school team to the 
state championship title a few years later.  That was not by my 
doing in any way, shape or form.  As a sixth grader, Chris 
averaged 37 points a game in the youth league and owns the 
town record.  No one will ever top it.  He was unstoppable 
unless he was triple or quadruple-teamed.  Even then he was 
amazing.  He would simply mesmerize people with his deftness, 
including me, to the point where I’d often forget to substitute 
him to give all the boys equal time to play. 
 
While he was on the court his teammates would sometimes just 
get out of his way and stand to the side just to watch him in 
amazement.  He often played the entire game unless one of the 
rival coaches started complaining to the referees, which they 
always did, because Chris could penetrate any defense and 
could score almost at will.  The varsity-high-school player-refs 
would sometimes do nothing because they were so amazed at 
Chris’ skills; perhaps trying to pick up on some of his moves.  
Limiting his time would have given the opposing teams at least 
a sliver of a chance to compete.  We lost just one game that 
season because Chris was out sick.  But that was to be an omen.  
We lost the championship game by one point, mainly because 
the other team relentlessly pressed and triple-teamed Chris the 
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entire game.  We were down by 11 points when Chris got 
extremely upset and went on a frenzied one-man tear, burning 
the defense badly to bring us within one point.  He had finally 
worn down the three/four man press and was bringing the ball 
up-court for the winning shot when the clock ran out.  Everyone 
on our team received a trophy, including my son, who stood out 
on defense and rebounding the entire year.  But we didn’t get 
THE trophy.  As they say in the world of NHL Stanley Cup 
hockey, winning second place is like kissing your sister.  Still, 
we held our heads high at the trophy ceremonies. 
 
A few years later, the high school basketball coach was able to 
discipline Chris to be more team oriented as a point guard.  His 
scoring dropped but his job was to be the court’s general––to 
move the ball to his open teammates––at which he excelled.  
So, Chris finally got his well-deserved trophy after all, as did 
many of his teammates whom I had followed over the years 
because of my boosters club food vending and treasury work. 
 
I should also mention that my son was a standout goalie in 
youth league soccer, too: the ultimate defensive position.  He 
didn’t like the spot because soccer relies almost entirely on the 
goalie’s abilities––where games can be lost in a split second.  
That’s tough for a kid to deal with.  The coach wouldn’t let him 
out of goal because he was such a good net minder, so he quit 
because he wanted to play other positions, which probably 
would have made him an even better stopper.  He could have 
learned better how attackers thought and executed their plays. 
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Chapter Three 
 
The final leg to Purgatory … 
 
The final leg of my life-long journey to Weymouth started three 
years after my divorce from the Princess Witch.  She had come 
over to pick up the boys for a scheduled visitation and said to 
me, in a round-about way, that she had lost her job and was in 
the process of going through her union to get it back.  Trying 
my best to act and be stupid––which I can sometimes be; and 
sometimes be very much so––I told her that if she thought she 
was going to have problems, financially, she could live with us, 
temporarily, until she got back on her feet.  The idea didn’t go 
over too well with Marie––the beautiful and talented woman I 
was seeing at the time––to say the least.  Others found the idea 
incredulous as well.  My simple reply to those who were so 
concerned was that the Princess was the mother of my sons and 
that it would just be wrong of me to kick her to the street.  Not 
that she would ever return the favor, mind you … but still … 
 
A few weeks later she got her job back and I told her that she’d 
have to move on again.  We were not getting back together 
mainly because I was very happy with Marie; a relationship that 
my sons tried to sabotage at every chance.  Their woeful excuse 
later was that they didn’t like her daughter; that she was a “little 
B-word.”  That was probably because they thought they’d have 
to start sharing the house or my parental love with her, giving 
her a place at the family table as it were, which the jealous duo 
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wanted no part of. 
 
The boys were also not too happy because they thought their 
Princess mother had come back for good.  So, trying to be King 
Solomon-like (that stupidity gene once again), I said that they 
were old enough to decide for themselves which parent they 
wanted to live with, without a court’s intervention––provided 
that the Princess would find a place in Milton so that there’d be 
no school changes because the boys were just getting started in 
high school.  I also said that I was not conceding custody; that I 
was just allowing her extended visitation rights and the boys a 
chance to make choices for themselves––all with caveats. 
 
The major caveat was that the boys would have to maintain 
grades of at least A or A- to a low of B+ or they would have to 
come back and live with me––no questions asked.  One day 
soon thereafter, the Princess came in after work and said that 
she had found a place in Milton close to the high school.  I said, 
“Great, how soon will you be able to move in so I can schedule 
time to help you with your things.”  She said that she could 
move in that Friday and as she left my office, standing under the 
door header (like you’re supposed to do in an earthquake), said, 
“Oh, by the way, the boys have decided to come live with me.” 
 
I was crushed!  My heart felt as though it had been pulled from 
my very breast––as though my inner life-force had been sucked 
right out of me!  It pained me to have them want to leave me–– 
and leave they did––something that I’ve never recovered from  
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in all the years since.  But I was going to live up to my word.  
The only option could have been a prolonged, expensive court 
battle and if a judge asked the boys who they wanted to live 
with, their choice would have been final.  I felt that there was no 
need for either of us to enrich lawyers when the outcome 
would’ve been pretty much guaranteed.  I’d have been able to 
spend more time with Marie but that didn’t matter to me then. 
 
I simply hated the word stepfather and the terrible image that it 
brought to my mind.  My greatest fear was that the boys might 
have wound up with a bad-tempered, bastard of a stepfather like 
the one that I had had.  I remember telling the Princess that my 
sons would never have a stepfather––that’s how much loathing I 
had of the idea.  I said that the boys would stay with me––that 
under no circumstance would I allow her custody. 
 
I recall taking the boys to the former Sheraton Tara Hotel in 
Braintree, MA, on Sunday mornings from time to time–– after 
the initial dust had settled.  The idea was much better than going 
to Mass––I thought––and so did they because they really didn’t 
want to continue to be altar boys––as they had already acquired 
their burgeoning halos.  The Tara served brunch that was out of 
this world––for short money––and with every conceivable food 
item one could think of.  It was all you could eat, served or 
buffet or both.  They served freshly shucked oysters that the 
boys and I would literally pig out on.  I mention this because the 
first time I had ever eaten raw oysters was with my beautiful 
Marie when we went to the fantastic Faneuil Hall Marketplace in 
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Boston one day.  I had never thought that eating raw shellfish 
was in my best interests, but she convinced me otherwise.  I was 
delighted.  I wondered aloud why I hadn’t eaten them before 
and soon thereafter introduced the boys to the tasty indulgence, 
which they enjoyed so much that I had to literally pull them 
away from the serving table at the Tara lest the other brunch 
diners would have none to enjoy. 
 
Placing Marie and oysters into the same sentence together 
reminds me that there was no need for us to consume oysters as 
the aphrodisiac they are alleged to be.  Marie was Portuguese, a 
multi-(four)-lingual service rep for a utility company, a gifted 
seamstress and tailor, a wonderful cook and a real woman; as 
fiery a Leo as I was (am).  Two Leos together in one room can 
be like a supernova––like two suns in a far off nebula colliding 
and joining by nature’s forces––nothing like the icy-veined 
Princess I had been with for 13 years.  I’ll not get too personal, I 
hope, but I will say that before Marie came to bed, she would 
transform herself into a beautiful goddess coming to please her 
man-god.  She bathed and groomed herself for the event.  Her 
dark, naturally-curly hair was nicely combed and slightly swept 
back––and her lipstick was artfully applied.  She added a hint of 
rouge to her beautiful light-olive complexion, the right touch of 
perfume and wore a beautifully sheer nightgown as the order of 
the night.  I didn’t know then––or now––what I had done to 
deserve her essence in my life but being with her was like being 
atop the tallest mountain on Earth; just a tad-bit shy of Heaven. 
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As an aside, I don’t know how I never managed to rip any of 
Marie’s nightgowns to shreds in my often state of frenzy.  She 
was a man’s dream come true––at least this man’s. 
 
A few years later we parted over a silly gesture and remark she 
made to me––snapping her fingers saying that she could do 
without me just like that––snap––which I thought was a bit 
insulting right after I had proposed to her upon our return from 
her friend’s wedding reception.  She wanted to get married prior 
to that and I had said no because I was still sorting things out 
with the boys and as to what direction my relationship with 
Marie was heading.  I thought we should buy a house together 
in Milton but she said she didn’t like Milton because of an 
experience she had there when she first moved to this country 
from Brazil, where she had moved to from her native Portugal.  
The boys said that they didn’t like her daughter and wouldn’t be 
happy with the five of us living in the same house together; 
even though we had had many enjoyable times together flying 
or boating over to Block Island, Rhode Island for a few days of 
sun and fun.  The reality was that they wanted their Princess 
Witch mother back with us and they, the three of them in my 
view, actively did everything they could to sabotage the joy 
Marie and I had together and any future Marie and I might have. 
 
Having been to the top of the highest mountain, today, at 70, I 
just keep happy with looking at eye candy when and where, and 
if it surfaces––like the older Italian gentleman in a TV wine 
commercial some years ago.  He was at a table with a glass of 
 

19 



wine in his hand sitting in front of his house on a cobblestone-
covered street in a small Italian village.  Suddenly, a beautiful 
woman emerged from a house across the street.  I’m talking a 
hot, voluptuous woman––with ample, firm décolletage, like 
Marie perhaps––and she would walk slowly down the street 
passing the gent carrying fresh fruits in a basket on her shoulder 
while walking in a sexy, captivating gait.  As she passed by 
him, he would lift his glass in a salute to her absolute beauty. 
 
So that’s what I like to do now––to view a beautiful woman as 
though she were a singularly beautiful red rose in a garden full 
of roses––something––someone to admire but not to touch 
because sometimes one can get pricked by a sharp thorn if one 
isn’t careful.  And there are thorns in abundance it seems.  At 70 
years of age, I’ve been around the block a few times and know 
what I like.  Many women in my age category are quite lacking 
in the attributes I enjoy––the warmth; the sweetness; the passion 
and the joie de vivre… lots of intensity, too.  Women I’m not 
attracted to may smoke, drink––or both––be unreasonable at 
times, and worst of all have kids who think they may have some 
right to unload on me to keep her––or me––from being happy.  
So I look, tip my glass and keep moving along whenever I see a 
beautiful rose––but I never pick one because I’ve learned my 
lessons often and too well about the discomfort that the many 
big and little pricks in life can leave you with. 
 
About 10 years after Marie and I parted, I wrote a poignant 
poem that I titled “Sons and Fathers”, which is always well rec- 
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eived … except by my sons.  I deliberately placed Sons before 
Fathers in the title as I did in real life.  Many times I tear up 
while trying to recite it to friends or groups––just as I do 
whenever I try to recite the poem (Okinawa Shima, 21 June 
1945, on page 111) about my Dad’s death in action at Okinawa 
on the day the island was declared under control and the 
unspeakable combat activities started winding down. 
 
Sons and Fathers was followed three years later by one titled, 
“Come Dance”, written in a bit of a Scottish tongue similar to 
what Robert Burns, to whom I feel a kinship, would or could 
have written.  It’s not touching like the first poem but it touches 
me, and that’s what matters.  It’s basically a no-nonsense dirge 
with some real-life experiences that recognizes the finality of 
our son-father relationship.  Both can be found in Chapter 
Sixteen with some of my other poetry and perhaps a few 
pictures if I can find the ones I want in my new external drive.  
I’m still sorting out everything I offloaded from the passé 
storage disks I was using (PS: I found them). 
 
For some odd reason I started composing poetry after my Muse 
(Calliope I’m told) was brought to life by the political events of 
1994.  I was infuriated by those events, which I think somehow 
drove her to emerge through me.  Up to that point I would often 
write letters to the local print media to express my views on 
then-current events.  But I never really cared about or composed 
anything remotely rhyming or poetic before.  Most of what I 
wrote, poetically, in the mid to late 1990’s could probably be  
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considered Homeric in a sense.  Most of my early poetry was 
centered on my Dad––military––Marines––the call to duty––his 
fall in battle. 
 
Besides the events of 1994, there was another catalyst that had 
given some impetus in my new writings. Weymouth’s former 
health department director, Richard Marino, who had amassed a 
collection of my then-published letters, later had me autograph 
them for him.  We got along very well and I would stop into his 
office on occasion to chat about neighborhood issues that were 
worrisome.  He suggested that I write using alliteration, a term 
I’d heard of but was not really familiar with.  He explained the 
structure to me I said, “Oh, I know what that is but I never knew 
that it had its own, distinct name.”  I prefaced a poem titled The 
Fallen Archers, a piece that is political in nature, with my first 
alliteration, which concentrated on the letter “P”: without using 
the word “putz” or “putzes” anywhere in it.  Quite a feat I think. 
 
The alliteration went like this: Primary production of profound 
and pithy punditry to promote and provoke the particular pique 
of our preposterous pols, presuming the pretentious preening 
poltroons could perceive or penetrate this peppery priceless and 
persistent persiflage. 
 
And so Calliope emerged and soon started to guide my writings.  
I should probably credit Rich for launching my poetic writings–
–as they might be considered by some.  I’ll by no means be rich 
and famous for them.  The only other inspiration I can recall is 
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the Heinrich Heine poem, Die Lorelei, which I became familiar 
with when I studied German in high school many moons ago.  
Herr Werner, mein deutsch Lehrer, translated it to English 
perfectly; maintaining the original rhyme, rhythm and meter. 
 
It’s a poem that speaks of a beautiful young Mermaid who is 
combing her golden hair while sitting on a cliff’s jagged out-
cropping on the River Rheine––at a treacherous, almost-hairpin-
like bend.  As the tale unfolds, it details a legend of olden ages 
(Ein Märchen aus alten Zeiten) that famed author Heinrich 
Heine cannot purge from his mind (das kommt mir nicht aus 
dem Sinn)––about ancient mariners who are so blinded and 
distracted by her shimmering beauty that it causes them to crash 
their merchant ships into the rocks trying to navigate the bend. 
 
Here’s the opening stanza and Herr Werner’s great translation: 

 
Ich weiß nicht was soll es bedeuten,  

Das ich so traurig bin;  
Ein Märchen aus alten Zeiten,  

Das kommt mir nicht aus dem Sinn. 
 

I know not what it presages, 
That I am so sad today; 
A legend of olden ages, 

Will not from my mind away. 
 
It gets more delightful from there… 
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Those who challenge the poem’s credence allege that the sailors 
were blinded by the sun’s reflection off the rocks and off the 
shimmering blue waters of the Rheine; causing them visual 
hallucinations.  Me, I’m sticking with the hot Mermaid story. 
 
As for the introduction of Robert Burns in this memoir, he and 
my son Alex share a common birth date, January 25––which I 
didn’t realize until several years ago––but share not the famed 
Scottish Haggis that Burns wrote an ode so lovingly of.  I think 
I’ll pass on the Haggis, too.  Philadelphia Scrapple works just 
fine for me––two eggs over light, three slices of fried Scrapple, 
a small glass of OJ, a glass of milk and butter-slathered toast.  
My Princess Witch hated the heady scent of Scrapple being 
fried and refused to try it.  That was her biggest problem.  You 
can’t live in Philly and not eat Scrapple––or TastyKakes––or 
fresh-baked soft pretzels with mustard that are sold by street 
vendors at many intersections.  Rita’s Water Ice (flavored snow 
cones) was also a big hit while I was growing up.  But then 
again, my former Princess Witch was from Salem, MA and her 
family only moved to Philly to play out a wicked-witch-in-the-
basement prophecy and have her take me back north to her 
birthplace coven in Maxa-taxa-chusetts. 
 
Another thought I had was that she might have brought me here 
to fulfill some long-sought revenge––some sort of civic duty to 
perform––to avenge the dastardly murders of the indigenous 
Wessagusset in the-then Weymouth Colony by Myles Standish 
and his “men” in 1622.  More on that mayhem later… 
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Chapter Four 
 
The Lion in Winter … 
 
Back to the custody story, the boys were so overjoyed at being 
allowed to live with their mother––and not with me––that they 
graduated 17th and 11th in their respective classes at Milton 
High.  They had put their noses firmly to the grindstone as I had 
“suggested.”  Either that or their mother, as usual, might have 
screeched in her Witch voice, “Wait until I tell your father!” as 
was her lazy wont.  That was the Irish fishwife line she used for 
many years to make me out to be the bad guy––to make them 
fear or hate me.  Her pathetic, lazy and worthless methodology 
certainly didn’t win me any kudos with the boys.  At the end of 
the day, someone had to be the bad guy, I guess.  Tag … I’m it. 
 
Anyhow, as GWB prematurely said after landing on a carrier 
deck in the middle of the ocean––Mission Accomplished! 
 
I shan’t forget to mention that I later promised to buy a sports 
car like my soon-to-be Mazda RX-7 Turbo for whichever of 
them (or both as events might have unfolded) placed in the top 
10 of their graduating class at Milton.  Alex bragged about 
having cruised through high school and that he was happy with 
17th place; proving that Alex is an ass.  After placing 11th in 
his class, son #2 whined to me that I wouldn’t have gotten him 
the car anyway.  I said that he’d never know because 11th was 
one more than 10th.  To his credit, he worked his way through to 
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graduate the same WPI that Alex had attended.  In his second 
year, Alex transferred to Bryant College in Rhode Island to 
study finance after he allegedly found that chemical engineers 
(Chem. Eng. was his course of study) had a high incidence rate 
of cancer––or because he got so behind in his classes given the 
late-night beer drinking out of shot glasses with his party-time 
college friends.  Rob became very successful for his efforts.  He 
got no handouts along the way––very little money from me.  I 
can only bless him for his feats and wish him continued success.  
Now if he’d only let me hold my Grannies and tell them that I 
love them and wish that I had been there as they were growing 
up.  But that’s never going to happen … 
 
For two or three years before their high school graduations, I 
never got to spend much time with my sons.  They were always 
“too busy” to see me according to the fair visitation schedule I 
had prepared, which was never an excuse they could use when 
they lived with me because I put into practice and enforced a 
fair schedule as part of being a mature and loving parent.   Not 
so the other way around when they lived with her.  Was it spite 
on her part or did they just control her with thoughts that they 
might decide to go back with me?  Perhaps they just hated me 
because I was firm and committed to have them not waste their 
talents (as I had done in my youth––wasting a government-paid-
for college education because Dad had been killed in battle––as 
though college would have been any substitute for losing him) 
and become successful.  In return, I got treated similar to being 
kicked in the groin ... thrice. I think the bigger problem was that 
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they inherited the Princess’ insufferable insolence and refusal to 
go along with the program––any program.  She was always very 
happy to be a stick in the la-la eye––just because.  At one point 
while living in Milton I recall saying to her, “This ship (this 
family) is headed to America.  Please take your turn at the 
wheel or the oars but please, stop dragging the la-la anchor.” 
 

You know what la-la means by now, I’m sure … 
 
Looking back to our early years, sometime in or around June of 
1970 my Princess Witch persisted in wanting to see the 1968 
Academy Award winning movie, “The Lion in Winter,” starring 
Peter O’Toole, as an aging King Henry II, and his Queen, 
Eleanor of Aquitaine, played by Katharine Hepburn.  In 
hindsight, the fictional drama bore some resemblance to what 
was going to happen to me in years to come.  The movie was 
playing next door to a nightclub that we’d go to on occasion to 
dance and put down a few––and hopefully to teach her a few 
real dance steps.  Looking back, I swear I remember that she 
bought and wore pairs of shoes that had two left feet. 
 
Minutes after the movie opens there is the trumpeted, bell-
tolling arrival of Eleanor, whom Henry has had imprisoned in a 
dungeon for 10 years.  Eleanor constantly schemed against 
Henry and intensely loved him at the same time.  She had 
contempt for their three surviving children––Richard (the Lion-
heart), Geoffrey and John––but was not willing to see them 
harmed.  Their first-born son, Henry III, died while he was very 
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young for reasons I’m not sure of.  Had he survived, the throne 
would naturally have fallen to him, but with him gone, his 
brothers continually vied for Henry’s favor in order that each of 
them, alone, would become King.  The drama appears, in 
essence, to question whether any of Henry or Eleanor’s three 
sons had been truly loved or were merely used by the King and 
Queen in their ceaseless scheming against one another.  At one 
point they all conspired to overthrow the King––and there were 
continuing mini-conspiracies to do so throughout the drama. 
 
The ever-scheming brothers later enlisted the aid of the visiting 
King Philip of France to go to war with Henry––to take the vast 
English kingdom from him by force.  Fortunately, Henry 
recognized their latest plot in advance and thwarted them rather 
handily; soon after sending Eleanor back to her far off, solitary 
prison after imprisoning his wayward sons.  Over their 31 years 
of marriage, Eleanor did everything she could to poison their 
sons against Henry because he had been unfaithful to her.  But 
she often told Henry that she had slept with his father, which 
drove Henry nearly insane. Knowing just how treacherous she 
could be, Henry only let her out of confinement for holidays or 
state functions where her presence was absolutely required.  But 
strangely––oddly––Henry and Eleanor really loved each other... 
 
As an aside, my tribe is going to kill me with loving kindness––
I just know it.  They’re very generous with their generous gen-
erosity.  And if I’m very lucky they may even decide to enlist 
the aid of their wives for an extra special effect. 
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Chapter Five 
 
The hero and his namesakes … 
 
Alex was given his grandfather’s middle name as his forename 
as a way for me to honor my Dad and his sacrifice for our 
country and also that Alex might grow to have respect for those 
who had served and those who had never returned.  But Alex 
would never refer to Dad as his grandfather––always as “your 
father.”  I wasn’t ready for a Robert, Jr., or otherwise, when 
Alex was born because I didn’t want anyone to call him J-R, or 
Junior, as many people referred to a good friend of mine at the 
time who was junior to his father.  So Alexander it was.  When 
Rob arrived, we settled on naming him Robert II after me and 
after his grandfather; avoiding the term junior altogether.  He 
probably should have been named Robert III in hindsight, as he 
was the third Robert in succession. 
 
The grandfather of my sons, Robert Alexander Montgomery, 
was a WWII Marine who served at Peleliu, earning a SPOT 
(field issued) Bronze Star Medal with Combat “V” for single-
handedly taking out an enemy field gun, its two defending post-
mounted Nambu machine guns, and almost a dozen enemy with 
nine rounds from his Bazooka––all while he was separated from 
his men––and––while under sustained enemy fire from several 
so-called strong points.  He was also given a SPOT promotion 
to Corporal for his deed.  Dad was assigned to the elite special-
weapons-trained Assault Platoon, Headquarters Company, First 
 

29 



Battalion, Fifth Marines, First Marine Division (HQ/1/5/1); the 
Fifth Marines becoming the most highly decorated in the Pacific 
theatre of WWII.  One of Dad’s later platoon mates, Pvt. Albert 
E. Schwab, earned the Medal of Honor at Okinawa.  While going 
ashore in an LVT, Schwab told those with him the he was going 
to “win” the Medal of Honor at Okinawa.  He didn’t win it––he 
earned it––he certainly earned it.  He left behind a son doing so. 
 
At any rate, there are two versions of the Bronze Star Medal.  
It’s the fourth-highest award for heroism when presented with 
the “V” Device.  Without the “V” it’s for commendable non-
combat-related service.  Dad advanced to squad sergeant and 
served at Okinawa where he earned the Silver Star Medal, the 
third-highest award for valor, six weeks before his death.  And 
believe me; Marines really have to earn their awards.  Dad was 
killed in action on 21 June 1945, the day the island was declared 
under control––just one hour before the end of hostilities––and 
just 10 days before he was to turn 27.  He was outstandingly 
brave but never referred to as “my grandfather” by either of my 
sons for some perplexing reason.  Perhaps they thought of my 
stepfather as their grandfather; not a pretty thought in my view. 
 
Peleliu was an unnecessary exercise that grandiloquent Navy 
Admirals like Chester Nimitz felt would take only three days to 
defeat the enemy and take control of its airfield, one that was 
thought to be important for U. S. use when General Douglas 
MacArthur was scheduled to return to the Philippines the fol-
lowing month.  His return was called off because the enemy at 
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Peleliu had essentially bogged down the Marines and the Army 
troops that he needed. 
 
It was a three month long campaign––a veritable bloodbath––to 
finally get control of Peleliu.  In the aftermath of the sea and air 
bombardment, the airfield was destroyed and of no use to either 
side.  I should mention that Peleliu had the highest attrition 
(casualty) rate for the Marines in all of their Pacific battles––a 
65% rate––more than Iwo Jima––more than any other battle in 
terms of the percentage of U. S. killed and wounded.  The HBO 
miniseries, The Pacific, devotes almost three of the six disks to 
Peleliu, as testament to the savagery and bloodletting that took 
place there.  As the Marines came ashore, they were decimated 
in rank by a well-entrenched enemy that had withstood the air 
and sea bombardment in their fortifications prior to the assault 
landing––appropriately named Operation Stalemate.  You can 
read a USMC history of the battle in Chapter Eighteen.   
 
Amazingly, the rotting, collapsed remains of the enemy field 
gun and the post-mounted machine guns are still there, at the 
cave’s mouth, as witness to the ferocity of the duel between 
Dad and the enemy.  Famed Peleliu researcher, Eric Mailander, 
took pictures of the battle remains at Hill One in 2003 or 2004–
–where the Showdown at Hill One, as Eric calls it––took place.  
Eric sent me the pictures along with his well-detailed narrative 
of the Peleliu campaign (Chapter Nineteen).  I was blown away 
by the pictures and his story, which I edited for him.  The field 
gun was being wheeled out of its cave on Hill One to fire in so- 
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called direct mode on the Marines of B Company advancing 
from the opposite Hill Two.  Dad stood at 50 yards distance of 
the gun and its protector forces and fired away; perhaps saying 
Sayonara to the enemy with each round that he loaded and fired. 
 
Dad was hit by enemy fire as his very last mission at Okinawa 
was being completed.  He dropped three satchel charges into an 
enemy cave emplacement from above and then dropped a 
fourth, which detonated the first three that the enemy had pulled 
the fuzes from.  The Japanese were reported to have done that 
many times in many skirmishes.  On balance, what does one 
have to lose by trying to pull the fuze from an explosive charge 
if one is about to die anyway, especially if one happens to be a 
fanatical adversary?  In the ensuing blast, the hilltop was level-
ed; the emplacement destroyed.  Dad was shot in the left chest 
as he was dropping the last charge and, according to an eye 
witness, was hurled 50 feet by the intense force of the combined 
blast when he wasn’t able to roll and clear because of his gun-
shot wound.  One could say that he went out with a real bang 
and he certainly did.  He somehow survived his immediate in-
juries but died minutes later while being gurneyed off to a 
nearby field hospital, according to another eyewitness. 
 
A bit of irony or whatever for fans of the occult Outer Limits- 
type stuff, Alex’s post office box number at WPI (Worcester 
Polytechnic Institute) was 2144, which was not prearranged.  
His grandfather-namesake’s gravesite number at the Beverly 
New Jersey National Cemetery is 2144––across from the Medal 
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of Honor section.  Was it a fluke or something really bizarre? 
 
Growing up I always thought that I’d die at 27, too, some sort 
of death premonition I suppose.  But at about that age, a short 
time after my beautiful, red-haired Jean and I parted ways, I 
discovered my leggy Princess Witch on the rebound.  She was 
dancing at the watering-hole, The Melody Lounge, next to my 
former ARCO (Atlantic Richfield) station; a lounge I would 
revisit from time to time, especially after Jean and I separated.   
 
The Princess had long auburn hair, somewhat colored by what I 
was drinking and the dimmed lights I suppose, and those long, 
long legs, another attraction apparently enhanced by what I had 
been drinking––along with the dimmed lights.  I chatted with 
her a bit over a round or two and insisted that we have steak and 
eggs after the lounge closed, whereupon she very simply told 
me to get lost.  So the chase was officially on … 
 
We had breakfast at a diner down the avenue––or at least she 
watched me eat––and the rest is history.  Fourteen months later 
the leggy Princess bore me the first of my loving two offspring, 
who were born 18 months apart––same death omen when I 
think back.  She couldn’t really dance when I met her but there 
were those legs that just went on and on forever.  The lesson 
here is that drinking heavily while gazing at attractive-looking 
legs, followed by dining on steak and eggs as romantically as 
possible, can diminish one’s ability to think and act rationally.  
The late Boston City Councilor and well-turned-leg aficionado, 
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“Dapper” O’Neill, would have referred to the Princess’ legs as 
“Nice sticks”; as was his wont.  I really used to be impressed by 
stuff like that in my youth––and still am at 70.  I can appreciate 
why the only time men stop looking at pretty women with 
pleasing assets is when they nail the man’s casket shut.  (That’s 
odd; I swear that I hear scratching from somewhere below…) 
 
The day after the Princess and I met, I was horsing around with 
her in her small efficiency––chasing her ‘round and ‘round in 
one of my rare amorous moods trying to get a closer peek at her 
legs––when she badly sprained her ankle jumping off the edge 
of the sofa bed trying to get away from me.  Silly girl … I took 
her to the hospital to get her ankle looked at where the doctor 
wrapped it and gave her instructions on how to care for the 
injury; ice, etc., etc.  The sprain put her pretty much out of 
commission and so I hung around to take care of her some (no 
chasing involved at this point because she was essentially my 
captive now) and to drive her to work in the morning.  She 
worked as a lab technician at Jefferson Hospital in Center City, 
Philadelphia, where she decapitated and disposed of lab rats that 
had been experimented on, and I was an auto body technician at 
Roger Penske Chevrolet’s body shop in West Philly (the Roger 
Penske of auto-racing fame), where I put cars and light trucks 
back together after they were badly damaged; so it was on my 
way to work to drive her to her job from where we were living 
in the Olney section of Philly––door-to-door service mind you. 
 
Her, shall we say, dancing gig was to help her pay her rent and 
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utilities because her female roommate had recently left and she 
couldn’t afford the bills on her own with her snip-snip, cut-cut 
earnings from “The Jeff.”  It’s a good thing that she wasn’t a 
Moyle because I had already been snipped by one as a newborn.  
I had a ‘69 Chevy El Camino at the time, metallic blue with a 
black vinyl top, black interior and black bucket seats with  a 
center-console-mounted shifter––and of course rear air shocks 
that one could pump up to give the half–car/half–truck a racy 
look––or simply to help carry a heavy load ... or whatever. 
 
About one week into our steak and eggs relationship and after 
her sprain healed, she pleaded with me to drive her to visit a 
girlfriend, someone from work I think, who was sick at home.  
She called her Sicky Sally.  So off we went to visit and meet 
Sicky Sally.  Unbeknownst to me, the girl had mono, which I 
found out as we were leaving an hour later.  I had been living at 
my Mom’s house with the ever-so-pleasant Lou and the twins 
for about two weeks after my breakup with Jean.  I had a room 
in the basement if you can believe that––but no computer to go 
online and wreak havoc with ... then.  I don’t think computers 
had even been invented yet (they really were because I worked 
as an expediter at Sperry-Rand in Blue Bell, PA for awhile––but 
they were huge––really too big for a basement).  Besides, Al 
Gore hadn’t invented the Internet yet.  Either way … 
 
Moving on, with the now-knowledge of what illness Sicky Sally 
had, which I really didn’t know the effects or consequences of, I 
thought I probably shouldn’t leave the now-healed Princess in 
 

35 



case I could have contracted the mono bug and might then un-
intentionally bring it home to the family.  So I hung around with 
the leggy Princess a while longer.  We had to move from her 
small efficiency about three weeks later because another tenant 
complained that she had an unauthorized, long-term guest––or 
maybe we were making too much noise running through the 
apartment.  Oh, I remember now, it was because I used his 
parking space for the Camino.  Or all three … 
 
So we moved to an apartment on Fifth Street right off Roosevelt 
Boulevard, (Route 1 in Philly), an extension of the Schuylkill 
Expressway (pronounced sure-kill by Philly locals) into Center 
City.  That made it easy for me to continue driving the Princess 
to work and get to Penske’s all in one fell swoop.  I could be a 
little late because I worked flat-rate.  I got paid for what I act-
ually produced––and I was good at what I did then.  The shop’s 
rotund and balding Italian manager, Dominic Martino, would 
pull what few strands of hair he had left because of my often-
nonchalant arrivals.  Even so, I was putting out 50 to 60 hours 
of flat-rate in 35 hours.  I was good with that production rate 
and the money I was earning from it.  It was never about the 
money to me––always the craft––the artistry––like metal 
sculpting in a real sense.  Autobody work is all about feel and 
touch––one has to have the touch (which also works well for 
caressing legs and other body parts).  However, the plentiful 
money was always gratefully accepted.  Meanwhile, I started 
repainting the Camino one panel at a time after my work day at 
Penske’s; using my materials and his shop facilities of course. 
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I had become attracted (no heavy drinking involved this time) to 
a deep purple Harley color that Chrysler later introduced for its 
1970 lineup.  I thought the color was really cool so I proceeded 
to do my thing, de-chroming some areas and changing the color 
of the Camino, panel by panel, doorjamb by doorjamb.  It took 
about five or six weeks all told because I could only work on it 
and re-assemble the parts and removed trim panels after shop 
hours; driving home with it afterwards and driving the Princess 
and me to work with it the following day. 
 
There was a great Jewish bakery about two blocks from our new 
apartment that had the absolutely best rye bread in the world.  
One night, about a week after I had finished revamping the 
Camino, panel by panel mind you, the Princess wanted to use it 
to go to the bakery and get a loaf of hot, right-out-of-the-oven 
rye.  I really didn’t want her to drive there because it was so 
close-by, plus, I didn’t know if she could really drive or not.  
But I let her do so.  When she got back, she came up the steps 
with the warm rye bread and sheepishly said that she thought 
she had dented the Camino’s tailgate while parking it out front, 
the tailgate that was the last part that had been repainted mind 
you.  I went out and looked and sure enough … She thought?  I 
was so pissed at her that that was the night I impregnated her 
with Alex, maybe in a fit of pique … or maybe we (or I alone) 
had made up by then ... after the still-warm rye bread slathered 
with butter was gone.  Either way, Alex was to be part of our 
fledgling tribe nine months later.  He would be Mom’s first 
grandson; and of course my Dad’s firstborn grandson and partial 
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namesake––although they would never get to meet––or did 
they––recalling the 2144 coincidence?  I was happy and fearful 
all at the same time because I had had no clue or training to be a 
father––much different than changing diapers for a sibling––and 
didn’t think I was ready for or wanted the responsibility.  Alex 
wound up being the most beautiful sight I had ever seen at that 
point in life … always full of smiles … and sometimes with full 
diapers, too.  I fed him, bathed him, diapered him and loved him 
and would have him sleep in my bed with me at times.  He was 
my son after all.  My son…   
 
I never had the luxury of a father’s love as a baby––or ever. 
 
But enough of the blissful memories … All I have now is pain-
ful, like an ominous, dark shroud over the one person who was 
once-and-then the absolute joy of my life.  Now he treats me 
like la-la shit for having loved him.  But he’ll get his one day ... 
I’m counting on it so that he’ll know what it feels like.  I want it 
to be exceptionally and excruciatingly painful for him. 
 
As for Rob, I was never able to bond with him as I wanted to.  
From the minute he was born he wanted nothing to do with me.  
I suspect that the Princess Witch hated me for whatever reason 
she concocted in her cauldron at the time and passed that on to 
Rob while she was carrying him.  He was often colicky.  If I 
went to pick him up and cuddle with him he would start crying 
and screaming loudly until I put him down or gave him back to 
his mother.  From The Lion in Winter’s storyline, Henry’s second 
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son Richard (the Lionheart) was fundamentally groomed by 
Eleanor to do the same thing.  Richard wanted his father to love 
him but he loathed Henry all at the same time. 
 
As an aside, the most basic human need is to share the warmth 
of another––to feel loved and to be loved––to hear words of 
encouragement to make a person want to succeed in fighting all 
the fire-breathing dragons that surround us.  Just look into the 
eyes of a homeless person and there is no life to be found––no 
spark––no window to the soul.  The flame of their life has been 
extinguished and the only reason that person continues to sur-
vive is the intrinsic need to survive––to live another day to try 
to find some happiness––to live another day just because.  But 
the flame is gone in that person’s life … and when the flame is 
gone there is nothing but an empty shell awaiting the Angel of 
Death and his or her sweet mercy to arrive. 
 
I included the above thoughts because a friend recently lost his 
wife and has become attracted to a widow who he thinks is not 
affectionate enough with him.  He’d like more intimacy because 
at his age he doesn’t know how much time he has left. He’d like 
to share his remaining time with someone special.  She doesn’t 
want the same thing and he won’t just walk away like everyone 
advises him to.  It’s not at all like he wants to make babies with 
her.  He’d like to share his warmth with her and have her share 
her warmth with him.  It’s like he’s a glutton for punishment––
like I was––wanting to be held–– wanting to be loved.  His 
situation reminds me of how my Princess Witch first reacted with 
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me.  I was an intruder.  I was not to be trusted under any cir-
cumstance.  That’s a pretty tough way to start off any kind of 
relationship because it will never improve.  Other friends keep 
telling him to move on and he keeps NOT listening.  He’s in 
pretty good shape for his age, works long hours without a break 
sometimes, especially on Mondays when he works alone.  He 
has his own teeth and his own full head of hair, a nice house 
with an in-ground pool and there are many other women around 
who could probably make him very happy, but like many other 
people he wants what he can’t have.  Human nature is very 
strange that way.  It’s stupid! 
 
We should all live life like we don’t have much time left.  We 
should all live life to the fullest because we don’t really know 
when the Grim Reaper will be coming for us.  We should all 
stop taking crap from the people around us, people who only 
feel happy when they’re making someone miserable.  That’s 
bullshit.  That’s absolutely insane… 
 
As the Howard Beale character said in the 1976 drama, Network, 
“I’m as mad as hell and I’m not taking any more.  I’m a human 
being, goddamn it.  My life has value.”  We’re all better off not 
taking any crap from the get go.  If people can’t respect you, 
especially your own children, the ones you brought to life, fed 
and nurtured and whose shit-filled diapers you changed, then 
dump them.  Dump them as fast as you can before they start 
shitting all over you instead.  They’re not worth one second of 
your time or one iota of your love or respect. 
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Chapter Six 
 

April 21, 1950: Nona died and life changed forever … 
 
Nona died when I was a bit more than 6-1/2 years old and I was 
the one who had found her lifeless in her bed.  I was devastated 
when she didn’t awaken because of the bond we had had––after 
all, she was like my mother to me.  She took me everywhere by 
trolley or train or bus and even taught me how to speak her own 
blend of Italian and English––something that should probably 
be called Minglish rather than broken English for the way she 
mingled her words and phrases together.  She was more like a 
mother because Mom had to work long hours; sometimes two 
jobs, to support my brother Ron and me and to help Nona with 
the house and the bills.  Nona pretty much raised me from birth. 
 
The times were not easy for an aged, long-widowed woman and 
her widowed daughter with two young sons sharing a house and 
utilities, or for that matter, other families just trying to survive 
right after our nation had come out of a costly and protracted 
world war.  My Cousin Hank, who went on to be a successful 
orthopedic surgeon––God bless him––said to me in recent years 
that our family was so poor that we didn’t even know it.  But 
the poor Italian immigrants that made up our nuclear family 
made sure that their children and grandchildren would be ed-
ucated and have a better life.  At least one in every following 
generation was firmly guided to be successful––to be a beacon 
for other family members.  We, as a family, owe them a debt of 
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gratitude.  We, as a nation, owe them likewise. 
 
The summer before she died, Nona took me to a farm owned by 
cousins of hers in Hammonton, New Jersey, where she and her 
daughters would go in the early to mid 1930’s to pick crops so 
as to eke out a few pennies more with which to survive––as 
many others did back then.  My grandfather, Antimo, passed 
away in 1925 and Nona was left to care for their family alone, 
and her children all had to help.  I saw a full grown horse for the 
first time in my life at the farm––a huge animal that stood 
chewing on hay and grasses while swatting away pesky flies 
with its tail––those bothersome gadflies that continually hover 
around a horse’s rear end.  It was probably then and there that I 
decided to be a gadfly myself in later years––constantly 
annoying politicians as Socrates had famously done in his time. 
 
From family lore, a rickety bus would come and pick up Nona 
and her daughters and other day workers, who gathered in the 
neighborhood before dawn for the long drive to the farm, from 
which they wouldn’t return until well after dusk each night––
around 9 or 10:00 PM––only to have to arise from sleep a few 
hours later to start the cycle again when the crops were running.  
Many of the workers would sleep on the hot bus ride back and 
forth because the work was taxing as they worked in the 
scorching sun all day long––so they rested; catch as catch can. 
 
Nona took me there, sitting me on her lap on the way, singing 
Italian songs to me; songs the workers sung while they were out 
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in the blazing sun picking the crops––the Jersey peaches and 
tomatoes and corn that people always rave about.  And the 
blueberries––I forgot the blueberries.  There were other crops of 
course but those are the standouts.  The women all wore long 
aprons that they could grab into a pouch to store what they had 
pulled from the vines and bushes without missing a beat––
continuously stooped; picking and storing what they had picked 
in the apron until they got to the spots where empty bushel-
baskets were waiting.  When the apron-pouch was filled to the 
max, the women would offload the crops into the waiting 
baskets; getting a tag or slip in return.  That’s how they got 
paid––by the chits they got after turning in each yield and later 
turned in to the paymaster––and they worked non-stop through 
the heat of the burning sun only to have to repeat the arduous 
task the next day and the days after.  Many of the crops that we 
nonchalantly finger through in the markets and stores today 
without a second thought were picked the same way––by the 
same types of poor people just struggling to survive. 
 
I remember once going by train to New York City with Nona to 
visit with relatives of hers who owned and operated a masonry 
plant where they made brick and cinderblock––stacking them to 
be picked up by local masons or to be delivered by the company 
to construction sites.  She sang her Italian songs to keep me 
happy on the long trip––lulling me to sleep with them.  With 
WWII then starting to become a distant memory there was a 
demand for construction materials for homes for the veterans 
who had made it back in some sort of whole condition and for 
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materials for the buildings where the returning vets would later 
work to help rebuild the economy, which up to then had been 
geared up only to produce war materiel in the preceding years. 
While we were there, I was walking around the production yard 
looking at the filled cinderblock molds drying in the sun when I 
stepped my right foot in one; leaving a slight impression.  Nona 
shushed me away and cleaned my shoe but that block with my 
small footprint is probably still part of a building somewhere in 
the New York Metro area.  It’s funny how certain things that 
happen when we’re kids stay with us for the rest of our lives. 
 
I vividly recall what happened after Nona’s funeral all too well.  
I wasn’t allowed at the funeral Mass because Mom said that I 
was too young to understand, but I remember being very angry 
as people ate and chatted and laughed at the house afterward … 
My Nona was gone and they were eating and laughing?  Had 
they no love and respect for her?  Of course they did but I was 
too young to appreciate the tradition.  There were dozens of 
people there––some of whom were probably taking inventory.  
Much of what was there was Mom’s blood, sweat and tears and 
others may have later tried to lay claim to it.  That’s mankind 
for you.  That’s just the way it is.  That’s life in the big city. 
 
It’s funny in some ways and in other ways not, but growing up 
in Nona’s house I would have an occasional bad dream that as I 
was in the kitchen near the basement door, it would swing open 
and a witch lurking in the basement would wildly grab at my 
ankles and try to drag me down the steps to eat or torture me. 
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I wonder now if the dream about the witch was a warning being 
channeled through Salem, MA––where my Princess Witch was 
born in 1948––and that she was telling me that she was coming 
for me.  The timing would be about right because I was a tad 
over 5 years old when I started having the oft-recurring dream. 
 
I recall the actual basement being dank and musty with a coal-
fired central furnace that would heat the entire house through 
one big grate in the dining room.  I remember opening the ash 
door once to see what was in their, poking around in the ashes 
to see what I could see––perhaps someone’s bones.  And there 
was a coal bin in the front of the basement under a swinging 
window through which the bin was fed by chute from a delivery 
truck stopped on the street.  I climbed through the coal once to 
be able to see directly through the window and to check how the 
window operated.  I got totally covered in soot in the process. 
 
They were tough days back then, right after the end of WWII, 
the war that took my Dad from me.  I was 22 months old when 
he was killed and I was never able to bond with him or my 
Mom, who worked as an overhead crane operator at a steel mill 
on the Schuylkill River––Midvale Steel––just upriver from the 
Philadelphia Navy Yard where Dad was stationed as a Marine 
security guard with his fellow Marine, Chuck Mayer, whose 
daughter Kathy sent me prized memorabilia of their days at the 
Navy base and at Peleliu together.  Mom worked at Midvale to 
help support the war effort, many times six days a week––or 
more––before and after I was born.  Plus––she had to work to 
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support her two sons––there were none of today’s discreditable 
Massachusetts-type EBT freebie cards to rely on.  The steel was 
fired in huge blast furnaces and then it was drawn and rolled. 
After that it was floated downriver by barge to the Navy yard to 
be used to build ships of war.  Mom worked to support me and 
Ron and helped Nona, too.  That’s the way families operated 
then––as a cohesive unit—just as the country operated. 
 
People from Mom’s generation are due a lot of respect and our 
eternal admiration because without them, the war might not 
have been won and we’d all be speaking German and Japanese 
and not have the many benefits we have today; setting aside the 
military-industrial-complex effects that President Eisenhower 
warned us about as he left office.  I liked Ike.  He was cool.  As 
a then-13-year-old newspaper boy I earned a trip to his second 
inaugural in 1957 and was very impressed by the event. 
 
It’s not germane to my story but we’ve become a nation of 
warmongers; led by the wealthy few who have an insatiable 
appetite for absolute power and further wealth.  Thinking about 
Rome’s demise: it doesn’t bode well for us.  Wars are started to 
enrich the coffers of the wealthy, while more kids like Payton 
Warns––whose father Bobby was killed in Iraq before she was 
born––are left without fathers or mothers to hold and love them 
as a result of one or both of their parents having been killed in 
one inane, contrived conflict after another.  There is also the 
devastation of mothers and fathers losing sons or daughters to 
the never-ending wars that many people seem to worship. 
 

46 

Chapter Seven 
 
The imaginary beatings … 
 
I should mention that my sons and I all have the un-hyphenated 
surname, Montgomery Thomas, the reason for which was fully 
explained to them at an earlier age.  Montgomery is not a shared 
middle name.  I told them that it was okay to be referred to as 
Thomas, alone, just to make it easier for the rest of the world to 
relate to us.  I also told them that their children––if they got 
married and had any––should carry the name Montgomery 
Thomas as well, in order for them to carry on the ancestral 
Montgomery name––as a way for their children to honor their 
great-grandfather’s memory and heroic sacrifice, too. 
 
However, both of my sons’ wives, both of whom are laughably 
named Kim, decided that the surname was unimportant to them 
or their children, and so none of my grandchildren carry the 
Montgomery part of our surname, that of the WWII hero who 
gallantly served his country and died defending it so that they 
would be able to live in freedom, peace and prosperity.  My 
sons, most likely to spite me further––after I paid for their pricy 
rehearsal dinners––went along with their wives’ insupportable 
brass because they neither have respect for their grandfather or 
what he did; nor do they have any respect for his generation or 
what they did to keep us safe and secure.  This has been a point 
of contention with me for years.  It’s a very cavalier attitude and 
a completely unacceptable posture as far as I’m concerned. 
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I didn’t financially support the Princess or the boys with cash 
after they moved in with her because they all wanted to assert 
their independence and because I was being angry and spiteful.  
There’s nothing wrong with admitting that in my view.  But I 
was going to feed them and I brought bags of groceries over 
often, at least once a week until her now-husband took up 
residence with them, and I would give her cash when she said 
the boys needed new clothes.  The terms of the divorce stated 
that each parent would provide for the boys while in the 
immediate custody of that parent.  That was the deal we both 
agreed to in court.  There was also that I wasn’t going to feed 
her co-worker boyfriend, meathead, or her future spouse when 
he arrived on the scene.  When I met him he was lying on the 
sofa and never even sat up when I went over to shake his hand–
–an ignorant match made just for her––a real prize for my ex-
Cracker Jack prize.  Maybe he thought I was going to deck him, 
but just like TV’s Bob Barker, I only wanted to congratulate 
him on winning the ultimate grand prize trip––her and the boys. 
 
Prior to that, the Princess once invited me to a roast beef dinner 
with her and the boys.  Just as I took a bite of the beef, she told 
me that her meathead had personally selected and cut the roast 
for her.  I gagged as though I had been poisoned or had had a 
tongue depressor shoved down my throat.  I lost my appetite for 
the meat and just ate the vegetables after that.  Somehow I knew 
that she, the Princess Bitch Witch of the very first magnitude, 
was smiling widely behind a pokerfaced façade.  The boys just 
sat there––packing it away––just shoveling the food down their 
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faces as fast as they could––as though they had been starved for 
weeks.  They both have a propensity to hover over their plates 
like ill-mannered swine slopping from a trough so as not to miss 
a morsel.  I once watched Rob wolf down half a chicken breast 
in one swallow at his house––like a snake swallowing a mouse.  
That’s a technique that I call glomming.  He la-la glommed it. 
 
As to bringing over groceries for them, I guess I never got out 
of the habit of food shopping for the three of us when the boys 
lived with me, something I did after they went to bed at night 
because I was busy running two businesses at the time––trying 
to stay afloat financially––and daylight shopping time was rare.   
So off I would go to an area supermarket that stayed open late. 
 
When they lived with me I’d come in from work and prepare 
and serve dinner, made sure they had done the chores from a list 
I had put together, for which they were paid per chore––plus 
given a separate allowance just for being my sons––made sure 
they did their homework and made sure they called their mother 
on her non-visitation nights.  As a result, I was pretty busy 
trying to balance things. 
 
When they didn’t comply with the routine and watched MTV 
after school instead, I gave them warnings three days in a row 
that I would unplug the cable box and return it to the cable 
company, and that they would no longer be able to ignore the 
minimal duties and paid responsibilities that they were given 
and have cable TV all at the same time.  And so on day three of  
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three consecutive warning days, the cable box was unplugged 
and returned––simple as that. 
 
In a 2003 visit with Alex while he was still living in the rat-hole 
Bronx, he said that I was a la-la tyrant (remember la-la?) when 
the boys were growing up; claiming that I constantly beat him, 
physically, and his brother, mentally.  According to Rob later, 
the mental part was for me telling him what to do after asking 
him to do something and being ignored. For Alex, it was 
allegedly for hitting him out of the clear blue––for no reason at 
all.  He would constantly argue with or otherwise annoy Rob, 
reminding me of my brother Ron torturing me as a kid.  I hated 
the things about Ron that Alex reminded me of by continually 
irritating his brother––and the ensuing fights afterward.  They 
argued so much that I started calling them the Bicker Brothers. 
 
Looking back and realizing that the divorce took a huge toll, 
there was one time––and one time only––that I got so 
absolutely sick and tired of Alex always annoying Rob and 
being a general pain in the ass as usual that I punched him 
pretty hard in his upper arm.  I had had it with him.  Then I got 
into his face screaming to the point that he wet himself; scared 
so much that he cried, “I’m sorry, Daddy.”  That was scary.  I 
don’t recall him ever calling me Daddy, at least not under 
circumstances like that.  Still not rid of my pent up anger, I went 
to punch him in the arm again and Rob, for some odd reason, 
ducked right into the swing, catching the full force of it near his 
eye.  I was devastated because Rob didn’t deserve to get hit––at  
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least not like that––then.  I had lost control badly and resorted to 
the way I was treated by my violent stepfather.  Admitting that 
doesn’t smooth the edges any … not one iota.  I once loved my 
sons more than anything in the world.  But that’s all gone now. 
 
Alex also liked to conveniently forget my rule that his friends 
weren’t allowed in the house when I wasn’t home.  There was a 
reason for that––my reason––because I said so.  Undeterred, he 
felt that the rule didn’t apply to him and he let one of his friends 
in to watch TV, a kid I really didn’t like because sitting next to 
each other in school they would get into trouble, which I was 
able to correct by telling his teacher in a hurried conference that 
the two of them needed to sit across the room from each other–– 
immediately if not sooner.  The behavior problems in school 
stopped the next day because the teacher wasn’t able to figure 
out the simple solution on his own.  Rob, not wanting to get any 
crap from me later, demanded that the friend leave and pushed 
him into the breezeway––slamming the door behind the kid 
while yelling for him to get out.  In so doing, he pushed his 
right arm through one of the two panes of non-tempered glass; 
getting badly lacerated.  I wasn’t home at the time, but a caring 
neighbor took him to Milton Hospital to clean and dress the 
wound––leaving him with permanent scarring on his forearm 
almost to the elbow––which looks like he’d been badly burned. 
 
Both of the aforementioned events took place within a short 
time span of each other.  Alex absolutely deserved that punch 
and, in hindsight, several more like it just for good measure. 
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Alex had to be, and still has to be, a contrarian like his Princess 
Witch mother.  He triggered many of the problems the boys and 
I have, especially with his flippancy, especially at Rob’s house 
when we were all there together a few times.  He liked to give 
me crap at Rob’s house––at parties for Rob’s kids––probably 
figuring that I wouldn’t shout him out or punch him in the face 
in front of all the guests.  At one party I told him to just shut the 
f*** up or I was going to go to another table because I had had 
it with him and his insolence.  So I just decided not to go there 
if I knew he and Trash Mouth were going to be there, which 
was probably his plan all along: the sibling jealousy plan.  He 
and his wife are very envious of Rob.  And Alex doesn’t bring 
anything positive to the table.  He just doesn’t get it and likely 
never will because his wife is just like him––a troublemaker to 
whom rules of civility and respect also don’t matter.  They fa-
cilitate one another, wreaking havoc and leaving a path of de-
struction in their wake, which I believe they really enjoy. 
 
Trash Mouth once, in a state of her often loud inebriation, called 
out one of her half-sisters for being gay at her father’s house––
the house where the half-sister lived no less––something that 
everyone in the entire world knew about and accepted; at which 
point the pair were told to leave immediately and to never come 
back.  That’s what I’m dealing with––a rowdy, wild-spending, 
beer swilling Puerto Rican-Irish Trash Mouth from the Bronx 
who respects no one and who is married to someone of her ilk: 
my beer swilling son, Alex; the perfect re-embodiment of his 
highly uncivil and insolent beer swilling Princess Witch mother. 
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Chapter Eight 
 
The real beatings … 
 
As far as beatings are or were concerned, my stepfather, Lou, 
was an absolute master of beatings and abuse.  He beat us three 
boys with anything he could get his hands on; including his 
hands and feet. 
 
There was the time he beat my brother Ron with a two-inch-
wide belt from head to toe; front and back, because Ron was 
bothering and tickling me in a rare shared-bed on a night when 
we had just finished a very tiring move.  I kept pleading with 
Ron to leave me alone and he wouldn’t; so I started yelling at 
him to stop.  Then Lou came in and did the number on him.  
The welts on Ron lasted for three weeks and Mom didn’t speak 
to me for weeks after, blaming me for her favorite son having 
been beaten so badly.  Perhaps she didn’t see the raging bastard 
swinging the belt with such deadly force and accuracy as she 
stood there.  She might also have been afraid that he would turn 
the belt on her, too.  She was pregnant and he was an absolute 
animal at times; so she simply blamed me for the incident. 
 
We had moved into the house owned by my Cousin Tony, 
temporarily, because the new house Lou and Mom were getting 
through the GI Bill was still incomplete.  We had to get out of 
Nona’s house because she had died and Mom’s siblings all 
wanted their piece of the estate pie, then and there; pretty much 
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throwing me and Mom and Ronnie under the bus. 
 
Mom had responsibilities to her family and she never shirked 
them.  So Nona was my surrogate mother while Mom went off 
to work at Midvale Steel each day.  That’s where Mom was 
when a Marine bereavement detail went there in late June 1945 
to tell her what had happened to Dad.  She instantly crumpled 
and collapsed to the dirty mill floor just like the mother in the 
movie Saving Private Ryan did, who crumpled and collapsed on 
the porch at her front door when she was told that her son had 
been killed in action.  My Aunt Verna, who also worked at 
Midvale, witnessed the event and told me about it years later. 
 
Mom said there were times Dad would get decked out in his full 
dress uniform and with her on his arm march her past the shops 
and stores up and down Market St., right near City Hall, as he 
counted cadence and showed her off.  Civilians along their way 
would march in perfect unison to the lilt––never missing a step. 
 
I never had pictures of him from around that time, especially the 
one on her mantle that his mother (I simply cannot call her my 
grandmother) had and promised to send me during a once-in a 
lifetime phone conversation with her when I was 10 years old.  
She never did.  Mom said later that Dad looked like the actor, 
George Reeves, who played Superman on early TV.  From 
pictures that I finally acquired of Dad over the years, I agree.  
But Dad also had a stern look that said, “Don’t mess with me!”  
He looks like he was all business in his photo after boot camp. 
 

54 

Unfortunately, Alex looks a bit like Dad in the picture that I got 
when I finally received Dad’s undeleted service file from NPRC 
(the National Personnel Records Administration) in St. Louis, in 
2004––after trying to get his records unsuccessfully for 30 years 
(typical government incompetence when you think of it).  It’s 
probably a smaller copy of the one his mother had on her 
mantle.  I can understand her not wanting to give up the picture 
of her son––her Babe as he was called by his family––but it’s 
hard to believe that she never thought of having a copy made to 
send me.  Maybe in her grieving she couldn’t part with it for 
one second to have it reproduced but the important thing is that 
she had broken her promise to me.  Grandparents should never 
break promises they make to their grandchildren … ever!!! 
 
Dad’s service file has the sour details of the battle Mom and his 
mother had over his death benefit.  As a result of that battle––
and their complete and utter ignorance––Dad’s family shunned 
me as though they were self-important.  I was next of kin on 
his Casualty Card, not his mother; nor mine.  The big issue was 
that Mom was Italian; thus a whore, and they were shanty Irish–
–morte de fame (dying from hunger, literally, but the term has 
other nuances––perhaps pig-shit Irish like my former Princess) 
as Mom referred to them whenever I pestered her to try to get to 
know more about them.  So for 68 years now I have had an 
abundance of shunning dished my way.  As my Princess Witch 
once said, “If you hang long enough, you get used to it.”  Yes, 
you do get used to it––at the same time you get very angry that 
someone would do something like that to someone, most of all 
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an innocent, now-fatherless kid, for the same mundane, bullshit 
reasons: greed, spite or just sheer freaking stupidity. 
 

Bastards!!! 
 
One month before Nona passed away, Mom married Lou––not 
handsome in any regard––but she got together with him because 
she probably felt at the time that Ronnie and I needed a father 
figure and, perhaps, a place to live with her sons as her sibling 
events were about to unfold because Nona was nearing death.  
Mothers will do that for their children.  She was a war widow 
with two sons and her choices were slim to none at the-then age 
of 34.  I also think that Lou’s GI Bill guarantee made him look a 
bit nicer … a bit softer to the touch if you will. 
 
It wasn’t until a year or so later, after we moved into the new 
house, that the Veterans Administration finally started sending 
Mom monthly allotments as military death benefits for my 
maintenance and upkeep––like a la-la Jeep––which lasted until 
I was 18 years old.  Each year she’d have to trot me down to the 
VA so that they could see me in the flesh.  She also had to give 
them a full accounting of the money ... every lousy penny … 
 
Thank you for your kind and timely generosity, Uncle Sam. 
 
Mom and Lou got married in March 1950 and had the twins 11 
months later.  Bingo!!!  Jackpot!!!  At 7-1/2 years old, I had to 
quickly learn how to change diapers and care for them as she 
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soon went back to work to help pay the bills.  Later, I was given 
the chores of doing laundry and starting dinner when I got home 
from school––right after spending my early grade school days 
with the venerated Roman Catholic Sisters of no F’N Mercy. 
 
I was about 31 years old when I asked Mom if the father figure 
idea was the case and she said yes.  I sarcastically said that if 
such an opportunity ever presented itself again to please not do 
anyone such a big favor.  I was at their new duplex-ranch house 
that day with my kids, and Lou was annoyed at them being 
there because they and my sister’s boys would get animated 
together.  The bastard would get annoyed if the sun rose in the 
morning or set at night, which happened once a day––each. 
 
When Mom died in 1980, I was the last one to be with her in the 
ICU.  Her body was still warm as I knelt and lay my head on 
her stomach and cried.  I don’t recall ever feeling that warmth 
when she was alive; the kind one feels from a mother’s loving 
hug or warm touch.  The strange sensation lasted for weeks.  I 
had an out of body experience a few hours after she died as I lay 
semi-asleep in my bed.  She clutched my right hand as I had 
clutched hers earlier to let me know she was safe and had made 
it to the other side safely.   My life-force hovered over my bed 
to be with her as we joined hands.  I frantically tried swimming 
back to my human life form in the bed below––and finally did.  
Yes, there was the bright light and the tunnel … you betcha … 
 
While Mom was in the emergency room wired up, filled with  
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tubes and unable to communicate as she lay there dying, I went 
to her side, took her right hand and said, “Mom, if you can hear 
me, squeeze my hand once for yes and twice for no.”  I don’t 
know how I came up with such an off-the-wall idea––the twice 
for no part––but it started to work.  She not only squeezed my 
hand once, her vitals started to improve after she “spoke” to the 
rest of the family the same way.  She knew we were there for 
her.  Her color started to come back and she started breathing a 
bit easier. Amazed, the doctors decided to send her to the ICU 
where, once we were separated, the bond that kept her alive was 
broken and she left this earthly world alone.  Soon after that I 
had the otherworld vision. 
 
I was very angry at her wake, standing in the middle of the 
room like a soldier on guard duty, according to my Aunt and as 
I vividly recall; as though I was challenging anyone to say or do 
the wrong thing.  Thankfully they didn’t––not even Lou. 
 
Back to Lou and the beatings, he would beat me for absolute 
nonsense and perhaps sheer pleasure from time to time until I 
finally grew taller than he when I was 14 years old.  One day, 
he chased me into the kitchen threatening to hit me after he had 
just finished kicking me as I was crouched in a corner.  I broke 
the glass I was drinking from on the porcelain sink top, put it to 
his face and said that from that point forward his beatings were 
over––or I would cut him and bleed him out.  At times he acted 
like a bull walrus in heat, which are known to kill the pups of a 
defeated male to place the newly acquired female into estrus in 
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order for her to bear him offspring that would be more loyal to 
him.  It’s universal self preservation to kill potential rivals. 
 
Another time he chased my younger brother, Louis, his own 
loyal flesh and blood, wildly swinging a pointed garden spade 
at him because Louis had cut his hand on broken glass crawling 
around on a nearby sidewalk while he was playing Cowboys 
and Indians.  Louis and I (used to) have a big laugh about that 
from time to time––and the beating about mangoes. 
 

Oh, the la-la insanity … please! 
 
There was also one time that I was changing over the brakes of 
my then-new 1963 Impala Super Sport convertible by removing 
the so-called self adjusters, which were giving me a lot of prob-
lems by causing the car so swerve while braking at high speeds.  
My trips back and forth to the selling dealer never resolved the 
issue, so I decided to take things into my own hands.  Lou was 
yelling that I would void the warranty and insisted that I stop 
what I was doing.  When I didn’t, he grabbed the tire iron from 
my jack handle and started cursing and chasing me around the 
car with it until he ran out of breath.  Can you just imagine the 
eyeful that the stunned neighbors got? 
 
Another time he started getting physical with Mom outside my 
Aunt’s house as we were leaving an engagement party for her 
daughter when my Cousin Tony intervened.  Lou snapped a 
picket from a neighbor’s fence and went after Tony with it.   
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Three adult relatives had to restrain the raging animal bastard. 
 
Lou once pulled Louis and me from the back seat of the car and 
beat us because our non-stop babble about mangoes––mangoes 
mind you––was bothering him.  There’s so much more … 
 
There was another time, in 1989, that he whipped his grandson, 
my nephew Anthony, with a wire coat hanger for wearing white 
socks to school in violation of some pathetic la-la Catholic high 
school policy.  Good Lord … Shades of Mommy Dearest … 
 

And Alex thinks I beat him?  Ha, ha, ha, ha, ha! 
That’s really funny.  In hindsight, perhaps I should have … 
 
Lou was ignorant and uneducated; his only real attribute the GI 
Bill thinking back.  He had been an Army truck driver in WWII 
in the Philippines where atrocities by the enemy and our own 
troops took place every day.  The sheer madness had to affect 
him or he was just plain wackity-wack to begin with.  He had a 
few pictures of some of the vilest atrocities one could imagine 
being done to enemy dead by our troops.  He once justified it to 
me because the enemy was notorious for its inhuman depravity. 
 
Thinking about what he had done to Ron on that night, maybe 
he learned to whip enemy prisoners of war and never forgot the 
technique or he picked up the trait from his own father; whom 
he once said was very violent.  Violence does beget violence…  
Lou would have made a great poster child for belligerency. 
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Just for the record, I spoke to my brother Louis by phone and 
told him that I was editing my book that detailed some of the 
beatings we were given as kids as a counterpoint to what Alex 
claimed were beatings that he and his brother got from me.  I 
quoted a few of the more hilarious parts to him, which he and I 
always laughed about in the past.  Louis was upset that I would 
write such things about his father because, in Louis’ words, all I 
did was to remember the bad things; as if there were any good 
things to remember.  Louis said that his father went to work 
everyday and put food on the table; that he should get credit for 
that, as though our mother just sat home all day long playing 
tiddledywinks all those many years.  Okay, folks, Lou went to 
work every day and would then beat us at the end of the day or 
on weekends occasionally.  So there’s Lou’s full credit, okay? 
 
Louis asked if I would like it if he wrote or said things about 
“your father, Mr. Montgomery.”  I suppose I wouldn’t like it if 
someone wrote about all the times that Dad came back from the 
grave 12 years later to beat his children and stepchildren, so yes, 
please don’t tell the world what “Mr. Montgomery” did to us, 
Louis.  Let’s keep that part a secret.  Please!  Pretty please! 
 
Louis doesn’t know––or doesn’t care––that our brother Ron had 
to quit high school to go to work to help support the family after 
Lou had a massive heart attack.  Ron put his hopes and dreams 
on hold to help put food on the table and help pay the mortgage 
and other bills––to help the man who so unmercifully beat him 
four years earlier.  So let’s give Ron some credit too.  Sure, he  
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was a pain in the ass at times but he still deserves some credit.  
Perhaps we should look a bit deeper into the paybacks that Ron 
and I got––Ron for his years of sacrifice and perhaps me for the 
monthly VA checks that were used to support me, taking that 
financial burden off Lou and Mom for over a dozen years. 
 
When Mom died in 1980 her will was annulled; her share of the 
joint estate reverted to Lou.  Before she died, Mom said her will 
provided her three sons with at least $15,000 each to help with 
college for her grandchildren since she’d already fronted our 
sister Anne $15,000 for a house.  When Lou died in 1984, Ron 
and I found that only his bloodline heirs could lay claim to the 
then-reverted estate.  No one really knows how much there was 
because Anne managed Lou’s money and stiffed everyone––
Ron especially––and without blinking an eye for all he’d done 
to support the family when she and her brother were three years 
old.   Anne screwed her brothers without a qualm.  In 1986, Ron 
got $2,000 from Louis from what Louis called “his half” and 
Louis sent me two-$1,000 Series E bonds for my sons that cost 
him $500 each––in effect sending them $14,000 less than what 
Mom had wished.  Louis then felt any obligation to his nephews 
was satisfied.  But in the end, Louis got screwed out of at least 
$80,000 by his twin; whom he has always hated because Louis 
just loves to hate.  Now I could hate the twins for what they did, 
especially to Ron, but where would it get me?  Up until he died, 
all Ron did was whine about how he got screwed––never letting 
it go.  As for me, I could give a shit less.  I just hope the twins 
find everlasting happiness for sticking it to us like they did. 
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Chapter Nine 
 
If you hang long enough … 
 
As for me and my boys and my former Princess, given the 
chance to go back in time, I would return and leave her and her 
ungrateful spawn on the grimy streets of Philadelphia for all the 
mistreatment they’ve bestowed on me over the last almost 30 
years, something my sons continue to do by denying me the 
pleasurable sights and sounds of my five grandchildren.  It’s 
probably additional punishment for loving them when our 
family was whole and at peace.  I just know that the Princess 
Witch enjoys the very thought of me being denied my Grannies, 
as I like to call them.  She and her warlock sons certainly don’t 
deserve the opportunities they were afforded when I packed 
them up and brought them here.  And my lovely daughters-in-
law are just as bad, if not worse.  They are part and parcel of the 
odious situation.  They cheerfully facilitate their husbands. 
 
No tears here––it happens to many families.  I used to say that 
insanity didn’t just run in my family––it galloped.  Then I saw 
other families with the same sorts of issues and I was relieved. 
 
As to insanity, the entire world, the entire planet Earth is insane; 
where people kill for the sheer enjoyment of killing.  They kill 
because of who deems whom to have the better or greater god.  
Animals don’t do that to each other––with the exception of 
walruses perhaps––but that’s all about domination and sex on 
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the lonely Arctic ice floes.  Sex is the big problem.  Sex starts 
all of our problems.  Sex creates belligerent kids at times.  The 
words mankind and humankind are oxymorons in my view. 
There’s nothing kind about either.  There is however, plenty of 
abject stupidity and greed to carry the day.  But I digress…. 
 
As I said earlier, the Princess used to quip, “If you hang long 
enough, you get used to it.” 
 

Still, there’s that la-la rope around your neck … 
 
To be absolutely fair, I was a demanding pain in the ass at times 
but I was the one to whom much of the parental responsibilities 
fell.  My adopted line of kitchen and bath design-build work 
was demanding––I promised my clients the best, producing 
intricately hand-drawn plans coupled with professionally typed 
contracts and I always delivered the finest work and products.  
There was no shirking of responsibilities available to me and 
neither did I want the opportunity to do so.  I often disliked 
what I had to do because it took so much from me––physically 
and mentally––in order to support my family as best I could.  
That’s not a cop out––someone had to be in charge of the 
family as well––something that also took a lot from me.  But I 
did it all.  And more importantly, I never walked out on the 
Princess Witch or the boys as they did with me.  I never took 
the easy way out.  Now just look at the thanks I got for every-
thing I did for them.  But that’s okay.  They’ll get theirs and I 
hope it’s sooner rather than later.  I want to see it happen. 
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There was a time while we were still living together in Milton 
that I asked the Princess how or why our boys were so stubborn 
and she said that they didn’t lick it off the grass.  Well, I’m glad 
to know for sure that it wasn’t any of my grass … 
 
At any rate, there was never a problem with parental visitations 
when I had control.  No problems when the Princess would pick 
the boys up for the night or the weekend or the time when I fill-
ed my full-sized ‘84 Mercury Colony Park wagon (a land-based 
cabin cruiser with wood-grained side appliqués) with gas and 
cash so they could drive to Ocean City, Maryland for a week-
long stay at their Aunt Sheila’s vacation time-share. 
 
I had given the Princess my prized ‘77 Thunderbird as part of 
our divorce settlement––one of the first off the production line–
–all black with a chamois velour interior and all the goodies, 
except room enough for a week’s worth of vacation stuff for 
three people for some “odd” reason.  So she asked to use the 
wagon, which I let her do, leaving me stuck with my van to tool 
around with.  I thoroughly prepared the wagon; had the oil and 
filter changed; had it lubed; filled the gas tank for the trip; gave 
her some cash for the week and later, while I was in Ocean City 
with them, gave her more cash for the return trip. 
 
I could have used the T-Bird she left behind but she had been 
running it into the ground and I really didn’t want to drive 
anything that had her scent in or around it at any rate.  Besides, 
I probably would have found things that needed repair and would 
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likely have done or had the repairs made because this was once 
a one-of-a-kind classic T-Bird and once––but no longer––all 
mine … shared of course at one time.  Big mistake!!! 
 
I drove to Ocean City in my van for a two-overnight stay and 
took everyone to Phillips’ Seafood for dinner––nine of us all 
told.  We used the cabin-cruiser wagon to get there from the 
condo and had room to spare.  I brought more money with me 
just in case, which was the case; it’s always the case when you 
love your kids and they play you like you’re an old tin can they 
can kick down the road.  Kids learn at a young age how to play 
parents and win but that didn’t work for them as well as they 
would have wished with me.  At least that’s what I’ll swear to if 
I have to swear––which I do frequently … and very often, too. 
 
There are beautifully manicured beaches in Ocean City by the 
way, and they’re groomed and manicured every day––and 
straight for miles… Then there is, or was then, a Phillips’ or 
two as another plus.  I still have a bumper sicker that I bought at 
a gift hut there that says, “Sticks and stones may break my 
bones, but whips and chains excite me!”  I bought one for 
myself and one for the friend of my younger sister-in-law after 
the friend complained about being neglected or rejected or 
whatever by her boyfriend, which she for some reason quietly 
accepted from him but complained about to others.  We both 
thought the sticker’s message was funny in light of her taking 
his guff.  It still is … and I may start using mine one of these 
days.  Living in Weymouth is like self-flagellation anyhow.   
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Why would anyone do that to themselves, for some dubiously 
kinky pleasure?  In my case I was sentenced to spend at least 30 
years here if you remember.  I really had no choice. 
 
To be fair, Weymouth is a nice town with a lot of nice people.  
The problem is that the voters, the 12 to 24% who actually 
perform their civic duties, keep re-electing the same dim-witted 
leaders and sometimes outright crooks who haven’t a clue 
(except for their crookery … the whips and chains part).  But 
that’s pretty universal, isn’t it?  Look at what we have 
nationally––an alleged president, an alleged Constitutional 
scholar, mired in continuous attacks on the Constitution; who is 
apparently from the planet, Krypton, because of his lack of 
birth, personal and scholastic records.  I’m not being a so-called 
birther; I’m being pragmatic.  The military-industrial-complex-
led CIA is running the show.  He’s just an actor––an articulate 
puppet with invisible strings.  He’s an affront to America and 
all that she stands for.  He’s an absolute la-la disgrace. 
 
We’ll survive him until the next bad actor enters the scene.  At 
least I hope so.  This guy’s a lot like (Caesar) Caligula––very 
sick––very dangerous––somewhat deranged.  He doesn’t 
appreciate America.  His wife, Mooch-Elle the haughty fashion-
plate vacationer, is a lot more dangerous in my view … very 
Eva Peron-like in a sense ... very Marie Antoinette-like with her 
let them eat cake attitude.  If I were anyone but the complete 
gentleman I am I’d send a very special dinner suggestion her 
way.  Two words––seven letters … the first word is eat. 
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Chapter Ten 
 
Mr. Mazda arrives to save the day … 
 
Finally sick and tired of the boys’ lame and whiney excuses to 
not spend time with me, I went out and bought a fully loaded 
1987 Mazda RX-7 Turbo II to soothe my injured ego––another 
first off the production line at the time.  It was Brilliant Black 
with a dark gray and black interior and two-tone gray twill seats 
(I’m not into leather seats unless whips and chains are also 
involved).  It had a five speed gearbox and was as fast as, make 
that faster than any of the 400-or-so horsepower Corvettes that I 
owned in my wild Philly youth.  The top end was a buck forty-
seven and I lit it up whenever there was open highway with no 
police in sight.  A few times I wasn’t so fortunate but I beat all 
but one ticket.  I once made it to Philly in it via I-95; 305 miles 
to my sister’s house in 4 hours flat––and bareback (no radar 
detector).  Downshifting and kicking in the turbo at 100 MPH 
would give you serious whiplash if you weren’t prepared.  All 
that from a stolen German engine design … amazing! 
 
On the way back from Philly with it on one trip, I left a Porsche 
Carrera sitting in my dust so badly just a bit north of New York 
City that it may still be there for all I know.  At least New York 
City is still there––in the dust and dirt where it belongs––and 
above all, the Bronx, where my nasty, Trash Mouth daughter-
in-law was brought into being and reared with a make-believe 
silver spoon in her repulsive trash-spewing mouth. 
 

69 



She was a troublemaker from day one––and still is––who 
married my troublemaker son, Alex.  She’s pretentious, out of 
her league, has a hateful, big fat mouth and a wide, fat ass to go 
with it.  She wound up getting the diamond and sapphire ring 
that I bought for my used-to-be-pretty Princess years ago and 
then had the sheer gall to wear the 1/2-caret diamond earrings I 
bought my granddaughter for her second birthday.  She and 
Alex didn’t get the girl’s ears pierced until she was six years old 
and then the girl got an infection at one of the piercings because 
the earrings were never properly cleaned or disinfected after the 
Bronx Trash Mouth unabashedly wore them for four years. 
 
She and Alex got into a big huff because I offhandedly referred 
to her as a bitch to Rob for her having said to me, “What the 
f*** do you know, you’re only a f***ing carpenter!”  She said 
that after I made a “What if?” business suggestion to them at 
dinner with them, her mother and her aunt.  What I said to Rob 
later was, “I can’t believe he didn’t smack the bitch in the head 
for saying that to me.”  Rob subsequently told Alex that I called 
his wife a bitch; taking my remark completely out of context, as 
though all I did was to call her a bitch––which I should have. 
 
Her remark to me was after spending two days at a craft fair 
with them in a stuffy auditorium at SUNY, Long Island, where 
they were displaying and trying to vend their homemade wares.  
She invited me to spend the weekend with them––allegedly to 
visit with my son––and it was suggested during the call that I 
should come down in my roomy, full-sized Chevy Blazer.   
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Unbeknownst to me, her real plan was just for the SUNY craft 
fair; not a visit with Alex, and was for me to be a free truck and 
driver and to just stand there for two days keeping my mouth 
shut like a trained seal until commanded to bark or to help load 
and unload the Blazer twice.  At the end of day two, I was only 
a f***ing carpenter … so what could I have known in advance? 
 
They told me that I was a misogynist for my off-the-cuff 
reference after her offensive remark.  But Alex often told me 
that she was a “manipulative bitch.”  So much for my faux pas... 
 
I think her real problem is that she’s a misandrist because her 
father walked out on her and her mother after she was born.  In 
any case, as she made the F’N carpenter remark, Alex silently 
switched thumbs from place to place (ATM) as Trash Mouth 
demeaned me and my skills; skills they apprised themselves of 
from time to time for their fledgling business.  They were only 
ever billed at cost for outside-purchased materials––and there 
were times I ate those costs.  He stood silently and said nothing 
to defend his father––NADA––NILCH!!!  Her mother and aunt 
were there and they said nothing either––not even a grunt.  But 
the pair often uses the highly-offensive ‘C’ word in referring to 
some female customers who only want what they paid for.  So 
does that make them social butterflies and me the misogynist? 
 
As an aside, there was also a time or two that I was invited to go 
to their house to spend some time with my two grandchildren––
only to find out on arrival that I was to travel 400 miles round 
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trip to babysit at my expense of about $80 for gas while they 
went off to dinner with friends as soon as I had arrived.  They 
absolutely played me like an old 45 or 78 record platter.  One 
very special occasion was when their daughter had eaten a huge 
amount of chocolate before I arrived, unrestrained by her doting 
mother.  And chocolate, as I was to find out just minutes after 
her parents left, gave the child exceptionally foul-smelling and 
watery diarrhea, which her mother already knew about but said 
nothing.  In fact, Alex had to change her minutes before they 
left.  I didn’t go there to be a babysitter while they went out and 
dined and drank lavishly with their friends.  I didn’t want to 
deal with diapering the child or any other child.  It’s not in my 
job description as they say in the military.  I diapered my sons 
and I diapered my younger siblings when they were babies as 
part of helping around the house––as part of my family duties––
as part of being a father.  I had already dealt with a lot of shit 
and ass-wiping in my life, no pun intended, and was in no mood 
for any more; especially that exceptionally stinking package. 
 
There was THE incident in December 2010, explained fully in 
the next chapter, where the Bronx Trash Mouth loudly sullied 
pictures that I was showing them of my Dad’s gravesite at the 
Beverly Cemetery; she saying that it was a Photo-shopped fake 
while Alex stood there and contributed his patented ATM 
thumb routine.  Some piece of work this Alex, don’t you think? 
In March of 2012, the Bronx Trash Mouth started what is likely 
the final episode, the last straw in our then-already-strained 
relationship because none of us have spoken since.  I’m used to  
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being shunned by my other loving offspring so it’s really no big 
deal having no one at all speak to me.  It’s actually preferable.  
A simple question I asked about a picture of my grandson that 
she sent me, about his right eye being partially closed, caused 
her to email this message to Alex, “Please tell him I will stop 
sending him pics [sic] if all he does is mention the negative.” 
 
Negatives?  What la-la negatives?  My concern was that the boy 
might have Ptosis, which some people, including me in the 
email exchange, incorrectly refer to as Lazy Eye, which the 
Princess Witch had when she was young.   I didn’t know if it 
was hereditary or not, like the insolence and arrogance my sons 
inherited from their Princess Witch mother, so I asked a simple 
question in a return email to Trash Mouth.  In the later exchange 
with Alex, he asked what I hoped to accomplish by bringing it 
up.  A minor operation on the eyelid tendon is necessary to cor-
rect the problem; so what I “hoped to accomplish” was to alert 
them.  I was concerned about my grandson’s eye.  Was that 
really my crime––really?  I copied the entire email conversation 
to look at from time to time––to revisit the galloping insanity as 
needed––or to show anyone who doesn’t believe me. 
 
As an aside, my Princess Witch slept with her right eye almost 
completely open because of the operation she had when she was 
young.  That was scary when I got up in the middle of the night 
to relieve myself––to see a bionic sleeping eyeball tracking me. 

 
Especially given the fact that she was born in Salem, MA … 
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HERE’S A PICTURE FROM MY EARLY 70’S BODY MAN DAYS. 
MAYBE I SHOULD HAVE BEEN A ROCK STAR INSTEAD… 
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Chapter Eleven 
 
The insanity continues … 
 
If you ever wanted to meet a really cold-hearted son-of-a-bitch, 
that would be my son Rob––a veritable chip off of his Witch 
mother’s block.  His third child was born with multiple heart 
defects, d-TGA (transposed great arteries) and ASD, which was 
a hole in his heart chamber wall that ironically kept him alive 
until the open heart surgery when he was one-week old.  The 
hole allowed for blood oxygenation that the transposed arteries 
couldn’t provide.  Rob wouldn’t allow me to see him at all––in 
the hospital or afterward––until more than a year later … and 
then only by chance at the boy’s cousin’s birthday party. 
 
Trash Mouth was the medical information go-between––like 
she was some sort of pediatric surgery expert who would fill me 
in with little tidbits of information; but I really question what 
her intentions were all along.  She has always been jealous of 
Rob and his wife and of Rob’s success while she managed to 
put herself and Alex in massive debt with her unquenchable 
spending.  They think nothing of stiffing banks and everyday 
people, like me, who tried to help them succeed along the way. 
 
Trash Mouth was also jealous that Rob and his wife had the first 
grandchild.  Trash Mouth had had an ectopic pregnancy and lost 
not only the first grandchild but her ability to conceive naturally 
because her tubes had to be removed.  This came about right 
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after Alex proclaimed, with some haughty self-righteousness, 
that he and his wife would NOT name any of their children 
Montgomery Thomas because of the issues my Mom and 
paternal grandmother had over my Dad’s death benefit, which 
was none of Alex’s bullshit-filled business to begin with.  The 
blustery proclamation was contrived, probably by Trash Mouth, 
and to spite me further; to show me that his life-long obstinacy––
inherited from the Princess Witch––had not waned one speck.  
He was going to show me that for all the times I told him what 
to do, after asking him nicely first, that he was now in charge, 
like Alexander Haig said to the media after the attempt on 
President Reagan’s life: “As of now, I’m in charge here...” 
 
Was the loss of that child a message from beyond?  I think so.  
They had to go the expensive route with harvested eggs and 
hand manipulated sperm, which were combined at great cost, 
frozen, and then inserted into the right spot with a turkey baster 
when twice she felt motherly … all fitting in a very special way. 
 
Back to my youngest grandson, I met him and held him for the 
only time when he was 14 months old at his cousin’s birthday 
party in Riverside, CT, at the-then home of my sorry-ass son, 
Alex, and Trash Mouth.  I have a picture of the lad and me that 
was taken after he drank my lemonade.  His mother said, after 
the fact, after he drank most of my lemonade, that she hoped I 
“didn’t have any booze in the drink”––me being a diabetic and 
really stupid and all that.  He recently turned seven and doesn’t 
know me or who or what I am to him.  Can anyone see the big  
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picture yet? 
 
Other parties at Alex’s house that were known in advance to 
include me were generally avoided by Rob and his wife for 
various, contrived reasons––at least in my view.  The main 
reason was that I needed to be further punished by being denied 
the sights and sounds of my other three grandchildren.  I found 
some three or four year old pictures of their kids on Facebook in 
late 2011 and created a slideshow from them using Picasa.  The 
backdrop music is Three Doors Down’s Here Without You and 
the show is titled My Other Grannies.  I sent Rob and his wife a 
CD of it because it was too large in megabytes (39) for Gmail to 
handle.  The CD and a Picasa-formatted picture of a drawing of 
Rob and Alex at Disney World in 1977 were never mentioned 
or acknowledged.  We went to Disney for Rob’s fifth birthday 
and had the sketch done while we were there.  I had it scanned 
and then I manipulated it with the Picasa program adding 
vintage shading and a contemporary matted-look surround. 
 
Rob’s wife, Kim (2) (both wives are named Kim as I said earlier 
… and they all share the same wedding anniversary day one 
year apart) once complained to Trash Mouth Kim (1) that I had 
stopped sending her kids all the countless holiday and birthday 
cards that I had sent them over the years. 
 
Prior to that, Kim (1) said that Kim (2) told her that Rob would 
throw out any cards from me before his wife or kids got to see 
them.  Hearing that, I stopped wasting my money on cards or  
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stamps because I NEVER got any responses from her––for 
years––never a picture of the kids––nothing; not even by email.  
How difficult is email?  I know that Rob checked the envelopes 
for money before tossing them because that’s just his way. 
 
Then there was Christmas 2010.  I was invited by Trash Mouth 
Kim to spend the Christmas holidays at their house––usually a 
three to five day stopover for me––and I had planned on leaving 
early Tuesday morning because I had some business to conduct 
in Stamford, CT on Monday, the day after Christmas. 
 
I got there about 6:00 PM Thursday after driving for four hours 
down I-95 and started preparing a special spicy shrimp and 
linguine dish for them and their two guests––and me of course.  
Standing across from me at the kitchen island a few minutes 
into the cooking, Alex, out of the blue, said that I would have to 
leave first thing Sunday morning, which was Christmas Day 
and still part of the holiday as far as I knew––and I had been 
invited to spend the Christmas holidays.  The demand, as it 
should be considered, was so that their other guests coming at 
noon on Sunday wouldn’t get upset by seeing me there.  His 
friend, Mario, said to me after Alex left the room that he would 
spite them all and stay.  He prefaced his suggestion with the “la-
la” word followed by the words, “him and them.  I’d stay!” 
 
The guests were his mother and stepfather and Rob and his 
family––including the three Grannies that I might have gotten to 
see and hold or hug.  So I left on Saturday morning less than  
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two days after my arrival to spare myself further insult … me 
and my broken heart and my huge tray of homemade eggplant 
parm, which I wasn’t leaving behind so that Trash Mouth could 
claim ownership to it.  One trip before that she took a half-tray 
that I had brought along to bring to my sister later and Trash 
Mouth fed some of her friends with it––without asking me first. 
 
I also emptied the spare fridge of everything that I had brought 
with me or bought after my arrival (bringing lots of food is an 
Italian thing, even if you’re only half Italian), leaving the fridge 
empty when I was done.  I felt that by doing so, the guests, 
knowing that I had been there, wouldn’t have had to worry who 
made all the tasty goodies; especially if they figured it was stuff 
that I had made or brought along.  Spite was involved as well … 
you betcha bippy … Alex and Trash Mouth then had to go food 
shopping for their “guests” who were arriving the next day. 
 
The day I arrived was also when Trash Mouth denigrated my 
Dad’s gravesite pictures, half an hour before Alex’s tactless 
departure directive.  I was showing them the two pictures taken 
and sent to me by Lynn, my AWON friend (American World 
War II Orphans Network), whose father was also killed in 
WWII, and whose remains are interred at Beverly as well.  The 
two pictures were of my Dad’s grave; one picture with a wreath 
placed against the headstone by Wreaths Across America, 
which had gotten there first that year, and one picture with two 
wreaths on the gravesite, one at the headstone and one laid on 
the grave bed; the second one having been brought and placed  
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there by Lynn.  He refuses to accept reimbursement for his costs 
and kindness by the way.  It’s really quite a blessing.  For me to 
have to drive to Beverly would take 5-1/4 hours each way plus 
about $225 for gas and tolls … plus the mental fatigue from 
trying to evade all the idiots on the Cross-Bronx Expressway. 
 
As I was saying how nice Lynn was to do this with flowers and 
wreaths on the holidays, Kim with her nasty Trash Mouth 
bellowed loudly, “Get the f*** out of here, that picture’s been 
Photo-shopped.”  I tried correcting her nicely but she repeated 
her tasteless remark.  Then I asked her if she’d ever been to the 
cemetery to be able to make such a vile statement.  I made clear 
to her that the headstone was newer than some of the others 
since I had had it replaced in 2004 when I learned about my 
Dad’s Silver Star.  None of his awards were indicated on the 
original stone as they should have been.  She was having none 
of it and continued arguing.  Then I said, “This conversation is 
officially over.”  I put the pictures away and left the room to 
cool off because I wanted to give her a couple of good, solid 
shots to her head along with five or six shots to her la-la mouth. 
 
Alex, meanwhile, stood there switching thumbs as was his usual 
wont.  I started thinking that he needed to be seriously bitch-
slapped for being such a stupid jackass who has such utter 
disrespect for his grandfather and who let this la-la Bronx Trash 
Mouth speak of his heroic grandfather like he was some piece 
of shit––like she did with me from time to time––with Alex’s 
blessing.  There was never an apology from either of them, but  
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the one shining moment of that trip was that I had sidestepped 
the blizzard that hit the Northeast Corridor on Sunday.  I was 
able to get home early Saturday afternoon, before the state’s 
plows were able to bury my driveway entrance.  I unpacked all 
my stuff and had some warmed eggplant parm and a few other 
goodies, like the shrimp and linguine leftovers that I brought 
back with me.  Maybe I should post the two recipes in the back 
of the book––at least for the spicy shrimp aglio olio.  (Done.) 
 
In case anyone is wondering if I’m harming my chances of ever 
getting back on friendly terms with my sons and/or their wives 
for the sake of seeing my grandchildren, that’s the furthest thing 
from my mind.  If I want to see the kids I can assert my rights in 
court to get supervised visitation.  The kids are not old enough 
to understand or appreciate the hatred and spite that fills their 
parents and their Witch Princess Nana and I’m not going to be 
the one to tell them.  They’ll find out on their own.  My job is 
done.  That might seem cold but it’s really all I have to get me 
through.  I never acquired a penchant for kissing ass and never 
learned how to bark properly; so I have very little in the way of 
choices.  Like the Kenny Rogers song, you have to know when 
to hold them––when to fold them––and when to walk away. 
 
The lyrics of the German song, Vorbei are:  “Es ist vorbei, alles 
bricht entzwei, jede Hoffnung, jede Träumerei, es ist vorbei.”  
It’s over!  It's breaking apart.  All hope, all dreaming.  It's over! 
 

It may be over but still … I am very pissed … 
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CHAPTER TWELVE 
 
My life-altering moves… 
 
We, as a then-whole family, moved to Massachusetts from the 
City of Brotherly Love in 1981 at the suggestion of my former 
Princess Witch after we decided to sell our house to get away 
from a bad neighbor situation; a woman who had some very 
serious mental issues as well as unauthorized access to her 
detective husband’s service revolver.  At a subsequent trial, she 
was sentenced to one year of psychiatric probation for one 
particularly scary gun incident.  We thought it best to get as far 
away from her as possible and had put the house up for sale just 
before the gun incident, which cemented our decision.  We had 
vacationed in Massachusetts the year before and the Princess 
was born (or hatched, I forget which) in Salem, MA; so there 
may have been some nesting instinct for her to return to her 
roots––something I read about somewhere along the way––that 
females have a need to return to their birthplaces.  Had I known 
that in advance I could have just given her one-way air fare, 
helped her pack and bid her fond adieu years earlier to save 
myself all the agg of resettling here.  But that’s all history now. 
 
We moved to the roomy ranch house that I found in Milton, a 
bedroom community on the southern outskirts of Boston, after I 
secured a job with a kitchen design firm in Norwell; a little fur-
ther south and close to affluent seacoast towns.  I stayed at var-
ious local motels during my orientation period and traveled back 
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and forth to Philly on weekends until I was formally hired; after 
which I found and rented the house.  After signing the lease I 
slept on a cot there the first night and, looking at the ceiling 
toward Heaven, thanked Mom for anything she had to do with 
the find.  Her passing in 1980 made the move a bit easier for 
me, psychologically.  I wasn’t that close to my three siblings, 
which made the move easier as well.  Louis did help me with 
the move, which took me several trips alone and then one big 
one with him.  Louis is okay but he can be a lot like his father at 
times.  You could never tell when he might explode into a 
raging bastard like his father, which he has often done. 
 
I probably absorbed some of that bad temper from Lou from his 
impact on me early on.  We all learn from our surroundings––
good, bad or indifferent.  As I’ve learned to manage my dia-
betes a little better, I’ve managed to learn that rage doesn’t help.  
We are what we eat and certain foods––or drinking in excess––
can have adverse aftereffects, which influence everything in our 
lives because of the hormonal imbalances that result.  I used to 
be hypoglycemic––for low sugar––and was told that eventually 
I would become diabetic ––hyperglycemic––for high sugar, 
which affects more than 20 million people in the United States 
today.  While on vacation in 1980, we stopped to have dinner at 
the famed Burt’s Restaurant that was right off the beach in 
Plymouth, MA.  In the foyer sat a huge boulder that had been 
hurled there by the furious winds of the legendary Blizzard of 
‘78; a permanent reminder of the storm’s wrath. 
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While waiting for our dinner to be served I decided to have a 
drink and then a second drink that was a favorite of mine then, 
vodka and white crème de menthe, a White Spider or some such 
nonsense.  I might as well have had twelve shots of dissolved 
sugar because 15 minutes before the boys and I polished off an 
appetizer of two huge bowls of steamers––and I was lucky to 
get any because they grabbed and devoured them as quick as 
quick could … a portend of our days of having brunch at the 
Sheraton Tara––I collapsed face first into my place setting 
because my blood sugars had skyrocketed from the drinks.  
When blood sugars elevate that rapidly from taboo foods, the 
pancreas compensates by producing massive amounts of insulin 
to counteract the carbohydrates and sugars.  I was so dazed 
from the hypoglycemic event that Alex had to walk with me in 
the parking lot until I could ward off the near-coma effects. 
 
Back to my new employment, I recall my very first client at the 
kitchen firm in Norwell.  During my presentation, she asked 
where my accent was from.  I said, “Oh, from Philadelphia, 
same place as I’m from.”  Apparently not satisfied, she asked 
why I had moved here and I said, again simply, “Because my 
wife was born in Salem.”  Still not satisfied she asked, “What 
does that have to do with it?” and I said with a stifled laugh, “It 
was getting too expensive to come here every five years to get 
her broom recharged; now she can go on day trips.” 
 
With that, the woman laughed aloud and said, “Okay.  Kitchen 
sold!  I want that door style; that color stain; these pulls and this 
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color countertop.  To whom do I write the check?”  The couple, 
my very first kitchen sale in Massachusetts, was Frank and 
Marion (redacted) from King Philip Street in South Weymouth, 
if there’s any Weymouth irony to be suggested. 
 
And speaking of irony, I should say at this point that growing 
up in Philly I lived in the corner house on Raymond Street at 
the intersection of G Street.  At the other end of the block, 
Raymond Street intersected with Weymouth Street, a dead-end, 
“T” intersection and Weymouth Street was and is only two 
blocks long.  What that means is beyond me, but it is what it is.  
But I keep telling people that I was sent here for a reason.  Is or 
was any of this Kismet––or just bad luck on my part?  What’s 
up with the constant Weymouth references in my life? 
 
There is also more irony in that, in 2004, after returning to my 
place in Weymouth full time from a sales position in Stamford, 
CT, I decided to enroll the 3,242 reported names of the WWII 
veterans and of those killed in action from Weymouth into the 
National WWII Memorial Registry of Remembrance database, 
a task that started out just to enroll my Dad and some of his 
mates and also the names of the two WWII Weymouth Medal 
of Honor recipients that the-then local veterans agent felt was 
not his job to carry out.  So I took it upon myself and wound up 
with 3,563 names, plus Dad and his Marine mates.  I had to do 
a lot of research in the NARA (National Archives and Records 
Administration) database and at one point wanted to see what 
information NARA might have about Dad.  NARA had Dad’s 
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home city and state wrong.  In the process of trying to get that 
corrected I was directed to the Marine Corps’ Military Medals 
and Awards Division, after six fruitless calls to other sectors, at 
which point I was informed that he had been awarded the Silver 
Star Medal, posthumously, in 1948, something I would never 
have known had I not come back to Weymouth and honored its 
WWII heroes.  I definitely think that there’s something to be 
said for all of these constant Weymouth connections in my life. 
 
Anyway, after settling into Weymouth alone in late 1987, I 
hoped to convert the old “Irish Riviera” cottage I bought into a 
two-story structure where I could live on the second floor and 
market my cabinetry and remodeling services through my-then 
dealership on the first floor.  I also needed a garage to house my 
substitute family, Mr. Mazda, especially in the winter when he 
was often confused trying to get traction in the ice and snow.  I 
couldn’t even idle him out of the garage if there was anything at 
all white in the driveway, even with his 12” wide rear tires. 
 
In the interim, I had been renting space on Madison Street near 
the Fire Department headquarters and put in temporary displays 
there until I could get my plans finished and hopefully get my 
approvals. I didn’t know then that the shanty Irish town or its 
biased zoning board didn’t cotton to outsiders––especially those 
who unwittingly used non-Weymouth attorneys and architects 
to plead their cases.  So, my-then hopes and dreams—and 
pricey architectural drawings––went up in flames, just like that.  
Looking back now, it was all a blessing in disguise because the 
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Town of Weymouth had never really moved forward in all the 
years since 1622 when it was first settled; never prepared itself 
for the future.  Unbeknownst to me beforehand, the town had a 
sordid, then-365-year history that I wasn’t familiar with when I 
bought my place in 1987; so Weymouth may have been cursed. 
 
Weymouth’s first settlers, the so-called Weston’s men, were 
thrown out of Plymouth Colony for stealing crops from the first 
settlers there; so they traveled north and founded Weymouth 
where they started stealing the crops from the indigenous tribe, 
the Wessagusset, because the settlers were unprepared for the 
harsh New England winters; failing to grow crops of their own.  
They also robbed and desecrated the natives’ gravesites.  The 
natives started warring with the settlers because of the many 
indignities that were being heaped upon them.  In desperation, 
the settlers called upon Myles Standish in Plymouth to help 
them; who paddled up the coastline in canoes with nine or ten 
others to alleviate the Weymouth settlers’ problems.  Standish 
induced the natives, under a flag of truce, to enter the fort to 
discuss the issues.  The natives were led to be intoxicated by 
beverages they were unfamiliar with and when they fell asleep 
from the effects, Standish and his men slit the throats of all the 
drunken natives to end the war.  For his outstanding “bravery” 
against the natives, and “man” in general, a huge state park was 
named for him just outside Plymouth.  He was some hero, eh? 
 
The day after the zoning board’s denial, I was in town hall 
where I ran into a now-former employee who said that she had 
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seen my plans; that they were beautiful and that it was a shame I 
was denied the go-ahead.  She told me that it was because I had 
used an attorney from outside Weymouth, who, as an aside, was 
also female and Jewish.  Okay, we’ll call that sin a three-fer.  At 
one point my attorney told the board’s chairman, point blank, to 
sit down because he kept getting up, walking around and sitting 
down again, disturbing her as she was making her presentation.  
He claimed to have a bad back but I think it was just a bad att-
itude from the enormous, pig-shit-Irish chip on his shoulder. 
 
Years later, I recounted the zoning board chairman’s comments 
and actions, including the purported reason for the denial at a 
town meeting––where some zoning changes were being con-
templated to allow CVS to buy a block of properties to build a 
pharmacy and rid the surrounding neighborhood of much of its 
blight in the process.  One whining woman got up to piss and 
moan about how she had lost a year’s earnings because of she 
being in charge of the town’s then-375th anniversary event and 
that she didn’t want a CVS in her oh-so-very-special, hideously 
dilapidated neighborhood.  (She got her wish.) 
 
I got up right after her and said that I had lost $30,000 in real 
estate value overnight because of another recent vote to down-
zone certain properties along certain main streets––my property 
included––which was another kick in the teeth besides the 
zoning board’s prior denial of my application.  The zoning 
board’s chairman, an attorney, was in attendance because he 
was a town meeting member by virtue of his office.  In the hall 
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during a break, he approached me and said that he was going to 
sue me for my open comments about him.  I looked him in the 
eye and said, “Have at it counselor, I’ll be anxiously awaiting 
the arrival of your papers.”  He’s dead now.  Good riddance! 
 
He crapped out on the threat because he knew that I’d make 
mincemeat of him in court.  Plus, the way that I had couched 
my statement would have made it difficult for him to prove 
slander.  When you get kicked in the teeth often enough, you 
learn how to get revenge with words; cutting like a knife.  But 
one has to be careful and very exacting in making statements 
about someone.  For those who aren’t aware, the best and only 
defense for slander and its written counterpart, libel, is truth. 
 
It’s probably not that funny or germane but on a recent visit to 
my doctor’s office for a check up and blood tests, the woman 
who was taking my vitals noted that I was from Weymouth and 
we chatted a bit about the town.  At one point she said that she 
thought she detected some loathing for Weymouth in my voice 
from what I had said.  That’s strange … me loathe Weymouth? 
 
Prior to buying the place in Weymouth I had been leasing space 
in Hanover, MA and renting the ranch house in the very quiet 
Milton neighborhood when both rents started escalating.  With 
the boys pretty much out of my life I decided that it was time to 
move on and buy my own place to control expenses.  One ill-
fated day, I was driving through Weymouth Landing, the 
furthest north I could move my dealership (there were dealer 
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distance requirements that I had to adhere to) and came upon a 
location; a former kitchen furniture store next to the post office 
that was being converted to commercial condos.  At the time I 
thought it would be a good spot to relocate my business. 
 
The deal fell through when the developer changed his mind 
from selling commercial condos to creating storefront rentals 
that I wasn’t really interested in.  I wanted my own brick and 
mortar store because I was tired of renting and getting no equity 
after four years in Hanover.  I eventually started operating the 
business out of the cottage, moving my displays from the place 
near Fire Department headquarters, and then ran smack into the 
recession of the early 90’s for one more smack to the kibosh.  
The boys were looking for college money but my cash supply 
was depleted.  I helped with what I could but I wasn’t going to 
deprive myself after the way they had ignored and mistreated 
me in their high school years. 
 
Imagine that: they shunned me for almost three years and then 
expected me to ante up for their college tuitions and housing.  
Luckily, I was near broke so I didn’t lie to them when I said,  
“Sorry, I have no money.  You’ll have to work your way 
through on your own.”  I think they hold that against me for 
some reason; like they were somehow deserving of my love, 
admiration and depleted money supply after shunning me.  In 
hindsight, perhaps I should have hidden the Mazda and my 
diamond divorce ring from plain view.  The boys were likely 
jealous of my toys and probably didn’t want to walk away empty 
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handed.  They wanted me to pay for college because my former 
Princess Witch had told them that I should.  Right… Sure… 
 
As an aside, I often wondered if I had been drawn to Weymouth 
to avenge the dastardly murders of the Wessagusset.  There 
were too many things in my life that centered on the town’s 
name, which was coined after an English village in Dorchester.  
It’s odd that droves and droves of people left England to be rid 
of it and then named their new towns after their former English 
towns.  There’s a neighborhood in Boston named Dorchester 
and Weymouth is sometimes called “Dorchester with Trees” 
because the peoples’ attitudes are the same.  It’s really bizarre. 
 
Before I go on, I have no ill will to or hatred of the Irish seeing 
as I’m half Scot-Irish myself.  But one has to wonder why they 
kill each other in Ireland because of differing Protestant or 
Catholic religious beliefs.  If I’m not mistaken, it’s the same 
Jesus Christ that they follow.  Shouldn’t there be a sensible plan 
for them to practice?  Alas, no, because that’s just the way of 
man––filled with the desire to control others––thus the reason 
for constant wars–– and filled with hatred for no other reason 
than wanting to hate––like my brother Louis.  He hates this that 
or the other thing just because he can.  Ha, ha, ha.  Just wait 
until he reads this.  He might drive up here from Philly and kick 
my ass––or hope to.  Ha, ha, ha, ha… Come and get it, Bro.  I’ll 
be here...  We can go out for a beer or two afterward.  First two 
rounds are on you; then you have to drive back to Philly.  Say a 
couple of prayers for Patches (Brother Ron) on your way back. 
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN 
 
The days of bling and roses … 
 
The back story of my divorce ring is that I had gotten my 
Princess Witch a diamond and sapphire brooch to match the 
ring I bought for her some years earlier.  The ring was very sim-
ilar to Princess Di’s wedding ring, now worn by the ever-so-
lovely Duchess Kate.  The only difference was that my stunning 
ring preceded that of Princess Di’s; so it wasn’t some copy-cat 
knockoff––not for my Princess Witch. 
 
As for her ongoing irritation, she was and continues to be angry 
that I caught on to her so soon, giving her the options of ending 
her liaison or getting out of the house.  For Christ’s sake, it’s 
been almost 30 years and she still hasn’t gotten over the fact 
that she walked on me AND her sons.  I was by no means a 
knight in shining armor on some big white horse.  I had had my 
own peccadilloes in the past––nothing to be proud of, for sure.  
I could say that I changed, matured or grew a beard (which I 
did, which Alex said made me look gay.  He wanted me to 
shave it for his wedding to the woman with the widow’s-peak 
hairline similar to the kid, Eddy, from the Munster’s family … 
which I did NOT do)––or perhaps I had finally awakened with 
a conscience.  But I had been wrong, that’s all that matters in 
the end … nothing more, nothing less.  I had finally gotten my 
long overdue comeuppance and that’s all it really amounted to.   
It’s said that paybacks are a bitch and I can surely attest to that. 
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Oddly enough, things started going south when I brought home 
a small bouquet for the kitchen table because I thought it would 
be a nice touch.  I had stopped at a nursery in Quincy, MA, to 
speak to the owners for whom I had designed a kitchen and 
helped facilitate the remodeling project for.  I was in their area 
on my way home one afternoon and stopped in to say hello and 
to ask how everything was working out with the new kitchen. 
 
As I was leaving I noticed bouquets on display and decided to 
buy one.  I brought it home and put it on the kitchen table in 
place of the small TV that occupied the boys and the Princess 
Witch during dinner; to my irritation.  A few days later, when 
the bouquet started to look shabby, I stopped by the nursery to 
pick up another.  That brought a mystified look to the Princess’ 
face when I got home.  She asked what it was for and I said that 
I simply liked the look; that it was refreshing.  In hindsight, I 
think I was mellowing out and wanted to stop and smell life’s 
roses.  There was also that I wanted to converse with my family 
during dinner instead of watching some crappy TV program. 
 
However … about two weeks earlier, I brought a petite female 
associate-in-training named Nancy to the house on the way back 
from a job measure in Cambridge, a sale of hers that she needed 
a hand with to measure since she was new to the trade.  We had 
gone to Cambridge in my Mercury leaving her car at my house.  
When we got back we went into the house and I introduced her 
to the Princess who was in the kitchen getting dinner started.  I 
thought nothing odd about it then.  We all said our hellos and 
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goodbyes and then Nancy left for her home in Scituate, MA. 
 
After Nancy left I casually said while A – opening mouth and B  
– inserting foot, “She’s kind of cute don’t you think?”  In 
hindsight, that was the problem––or at least part of the problem.  
I discovered years later that when a husband or boyfriend brings 
home flowers out of the blue, it’s a sure sign that he’s either 
cheating or feeling guilty about something.  Introducing Nancy 
to the Princess weeks earlier probably left her suspicious.  I 
certainly wasn’t suggesting a ménage à trois to spice things up.  
Not yet anyway.  It was just a simple, professional introduction. 
 
As cute as she was however––just like a Barbie Doll––I had no 
interest in Nancy because she had an imaginary friend named 
Charlie that she would routinely talk to and talk about with her 
therapist and some co-workers, which chats I avoided like the 
plague.  I had problems enough in my own life to worry about. 
 
Soon afterward––and a bit ironically––I caught the Princess and 
her meathead friend red-handed driving around in the T-Bird.  I 
went out looking for her one night because her sister called from 
Philly saying that their mother was ill and wanted the Princess 
to call her.  It was about an hour after she should have been 
home from work; so I went out to see if something might have 
happened––an accident or a mechanical breakdown.  I didn’t 
have to go far to see them at a gas station just over the Milton 
line casually chatting it up in the Bird.  I followed them back to 
where they worked where he got out and went on his way.   
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I trailed the Princess down the road until she had to stop for a 
light.  I got out of the wagon and approached her to tell her that 
her sister had called and I asked her what was going on with the 
guy she was with.  She assertively lied about them just being 
friends but my suspicions were aroused, so the next day––with 
some trepidation––I went to where they worked and sat off in 
the distance under some trees to see what was going on through 
my camera’s super-long-distance telephoto lens.  What I saw or 
what happened later isn’t important, except that it led to quite a 
bit of conflict and our divorce.  As I said before, I wasn’t a saint 
when we lived in Philly but I really thought that we started to 
get along great in Milton.  I was doing the kind of work that I 
always wanted to do, which kept me pretty busy, and more 
importantly to me, we left Philly to start a new life in a great 
new community where our sons could excel and be safe.  And, I 
was bringing home flowers to brighten our kitchen and our 
lives.  So much for trying to be Mr. Nice Guy… 
 
She misread the introduction to Nancy, badly, and I thought a 
piece of jewelry would be a nice offering to lure her back into 
the fold and then get into family counseling.  Dumb idea ...  All 
and all, I was very familiar with her abject, stick-in-the-eye 
obduracy; so I was only kidding myself for the sake of the boys.  
She was adamant that she loved meathead, and like Phaethon of 
ancient lore, was willing to set Earth afire to prove her pointless 
point.  Phaethon’s point was pointless as well.  He was killed by 
a bolt of lightning hurled by Thor in his quest to prove that he 
was the half-god, half-human son of Helios, god of the Sun.  So 
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I blessed their short-lived relationship by finding a place for her 
to live and then by holding the door open for her to leave. 
It was nothing cold, I was being pragmatic.  They wouldn’t be 
conjugating in my house.  He had his own rat’s nest in Plymouth, 
which I searched out to take pictures of––and took pictures of 
his wife and kids––to try to convince her that he wasn’t going to 
walk away from all that––and that whatever they had would be 
temporary––mainly after he got to know her as well as I did.  
Many affairs start in the workplace by the way––married people 
seeing other married people because there are no commitments–
–no noisy kids to interrupt the festivities.  There’s something to 
be said for that.  Plus––there’s the associated pleasure of doing 
something verboten … simple human nature.  And after that 
you can go to a priest and say, “Forgive me Father, for I have 
sinned.  I won’t do it again until next week.”  “Okay son (or 
daughter), just say three Hail Mary’s, an Act of Contrition, and 
do the Stations of the Cross twice and all will be forgiven.” 
 

Save yourself the la-la aggravation by going fishing! 
 
Meanwhile, I was stuck with the brooch and tried to return it, 
but the jeweler’s policy was to issue credit slips for future pur-
chases; not cash returns.  So I said, “What do you have for 
men?”, even though I was not a big personal jewelry fan at the 
time.  Viola––there was this very nice octagon-shaped diamond 
and gold ring, which I wear everyday.  I’ve gotten myself a few 
other nice pieces since, usually when I don’t get a holiday card 
or call from my worthless offspring, which is never.  So now I  
 

97 



treat myself as I would like to be treated for occasions like my 
birthday, Christmas or Father’s Day.  For Christmas of 2011, I 
bought a 1/2-caret diamond pinky ring shaped like a Super 
Bowl ring.  For Christmas of 2012, I bought myself a Movado 
watch.  It works like a Timex (tells time) but the looks are 
unrivaled.  The bling cost a bit more than simple cards would 
have, but at this stage of my life I’m worth it.  I’m not a gold 
bracelet kind of guy but I’m looking at one just for the hell of it. 
 
At some point, I’m hoping to hit the lottery for $150 million or 
so; my half after taxes.  I’ll even take $30 million, maybe $10 
million or just $10, just so I can call and tell the boys that their 
shares will start with the number zero … just for paybacks. 
 
Of course the grandchildren would be provided for.  They had 
nothing to do with the insanity ... not yet.  At the very least they 
will get my jewelry.  Other than from hitting the lottery, there 
will be no money left for them––unless they figure out how to 
call me to chat things up.  When I try calling their parents I get 
no answer.  Caller ID can really work against you. 
 
Maybe it’s just me and my disrespectful crew but it seems to me 
that many of those in the early to mid-40 range need serious 
attitude adjustments––a bit of a bitch slapping if you will.  They 
seem to have the so-called Occupy Mentality––like their parents 
or the world owe them something.  We owe them nothing … 
NADA!  They owe us greater respect.  They owe us their very 
being.  They owe greater respect to their grandparents as well. 
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CHAPTER FOURTEEN 
 
My foray into politics … 
 
After finally getting settled into Weymouth for the long haul, I 
was elected to its representative town meeting, taking office in 
May 1993.  I was appointed a few months later to the bylaw 
review committee; serving from September 1993 to December 
31, 1999.  I was appointed by the Moderator, the one who 
presided over the town meetings.  I became chairman of the 
bylaw committee in early 1998; serving until the voter-
approved mayoral government took effect in January 2000. 
 
The reason I was appointed to the bylaw committee was most 
likely because I had introduced a measure at town meeting––six 
times in all––to provide for recall of elected officials, especially 
our-then selectmen, who at the time were and had been acting 
like buffoons … real pinheads to a degree.  I didn’t reinvent the 
wheel; I just copied the recall article from another town that was 
successful in having it adopted.  All I had to do was to change 
the name of the town in the original document, along with a few 
minor tweaks here and there.  The challenges were made more 
difficult because I really hadn’t developed any computer skills 
yet, so I pecked away at a Brother word processor with limited 
memory as well as I could. 
 
Of course the powers that were in control at the time did all that 
they could for those six years to thwart my continuous attempts, 
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most likely because none of them had thought of the idea first 
or perhaps because they thought I had come along just to upset 
the very special apple cart they were happy with.  The secretary 
of the so-called appropriations committee, who became the 
town’s first CFO, got my own bylaw review committee vice-
chairman to help subvert my last attempt.  I believed then, and 
still, that there were forty pieces of silver involved based on a 
position he was given in the new government.  But, the new 
town charter provides for recalls; so I was successful at the end 
of the day.  A win is a win is a win and I’ll take the win.  I laid 
the foundation in spite of everything.  The lesson I learned was 
that one could never trust anyone named Brutus (who carries a 
knife); or Rick; or Sal; or anyone named anything.  They line up 
like ten pins waiting for a shot at you instead of the other way 
around––all because your idea is better than anything they are 
capable of producing that will benefit society.  People don’t like 
change unless it was their idea first.  Always remember that... 
 
The year 1994 is significant to me because the-then selectmen 
had selected a committee to study if the town should change 
from elected treasurers and tax collectors and combine the two 
posts to a single appointed position––allegedly for a more-
professional way for Weymouth to handle its finances.  No one 
realized then that it was a precursor of other changes to come––
the mayoral government.  The giveaway should have been that 
the appropriations secretary was behind the move and had his 
vice-chairman lead the assault.  It was noteworthy that he was 
the “vice” chairman … and that he was from Baltimore, MD. 
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The special committee had to appear before ours so that we 
could review what it had in mind before its proposal could be 
placed on the town meeting warrant.  We could recommend or 
reject the proposal in our report to town meeting.  I spoke to the 
committee’s chairman outside the-then selectmen’s chambers 
where our bylaw review meeting was being held and said that I 
had no problem with the proposal but that I was concerned that 
it wasn’t going to be submitted to the voters at large.  I asked 
why that was the course his committee was taking and he said––
flat out––that it was because the voters of Weymouth were “not 
intelligent enough to make the decision themselves.” 
 
Enraged at his statement and considering it an affront to my 
personal intelligence as well, I said that since I was born and 
raised in Philadelphia I would by and large be considered a 
Philadelphian.  Then, knowing in advance that he was from 
Baltimore, I asked him, tête-à-tête, if I should consider him a 
Baltimoron for him to have made such a despicable statement. 
 
Town meeting approved the article and it was then sent to the 
state Legislature where, at the behest of Weymouth’s celebrated 
and rugged Naval Reserve aviator, now-former state legislator 
and-then House Ways and Means Committee chairman, Paul 
Haley, whom I called Commander Overlook for his penchant to 
overlook the Constitution whenever it was convenient for the 
ruling party’s cause, it was approved by state lawmakers.  The 
Legislature took away some of the elective rights of the voters 
by fiat––one now known as C. 99 of the Acts of 1994. 
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The now-Captain Haley––or perhaps I should call him Captain 
Courageous––sits as chairman of the board of assessors, where 
he knows little––if anything––about MGL C. 59––the statute on 
personal property taxation; especially § (Section) 21D.  Others 
carry his water, so he may be there just building his pension 
years––and of course OPEB (Other Post Employment Benefits), 
which is a lifetime of taxpayer-paid-for healthcare insurance.  
He’s also not mensch enough to admit some of his more glaring 
mistakes; even though I’ve given him ample opportunity to do 
so.  He probably feels that strutting about in his prissy white 
Navy uniform for a few minutes in view of the small number of 
civilians who attend national holiday parades is enough … war 
hero that he is ...  He should be careful to not wear that uniform 
to a zoo where there might be monkeys and apes in residence. 
 
Legislators I implored at the State House prior to the enactment 
of C. 99 refused to add a local option amendment that would 
have necessitated the proposal to be on the ballot for final voter 
approval.  After C. 99 passed as law, I filed suit in Norfolk 
Superior Court to halt its effect because it violated our-then 
charter, which held that town meeting could make no decisions 
related to the election of officers––or in this case the removal of 
elective offices––without the consent of the voters at large. 
 
The second judge in my challenge awarded what’s known as 
summary judgment to Weymouth in 1996 at a hearing on Cross 
Motions for Summary Judgment (no jury), which I appealed, 
but by then I was almost broke and had lost my custom kitchen  
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dealership because of all the time I spent fighting the issue.  No 
one seemed to care although a few mouthed some cheering 
blather––but never a dollar or two to help the cause. 
 
In my view, then and now, the judge consciously overlooked––
perhaps suggested to him by Commander Overlook for future 
considerations––clear legal elements in our then-charter, which 
stated in § 5: “The articles in the warrant for every town meet-
ing, so far as they relate to the election of town officers, and 
town meeting members, as hereinbefore provided, referenda, 
and all matters to be acted upon and determined by ballot, shall 
be so acted upon and determined by the voters of the town in 
their respective precincts.”  The intent to me was very clear but 
for inexplicable reasons, not to the judge.  A few months later 
he was appointed to the Appellate Court, where he now sits as 
Chief Justice.  That’s quite a jump.  As only fate would have it, 
his former law clerk is now one of our two state representatives, 
who was previously a legislative aide to the then-Commander/ 
Captain Overlook.  Now some might think that an incestuous 
relationship was/is going on.  I know that I do. 
 
Out of the blue, the Legislature added § 1B to MGL C. 41 in 
November 1997, which states in part: “Any office or board, 
except the board of selectmen and the school committee, elected 
under the provisions of (C. 41) § 1 may become an appointed 
position or board by a majority vote of the annual or special 
town meeting and acceptance by the voters of the town at the 
annual town elections;… 
 

103 



I was correct and the judge’s decision was a blatant disregard of 
the law in my view.  But the dishonorable deed was finalized 
when a bare minimum of voters (that sounds familiar) voted to 
change to a mayoral government in early 1999.  I dropped my 
appeal (but certainly not my charm) since the new charter 
provided for an appointed Treasurer-Collector, which office 
was held for the first eight years by a member of the special 
study committee no less.  He actually did a bang-up job.  He 
opted to resign when the next corrupt mayor took office.  He 
was going to be thrown under the bus for not succumbing to 
someone for one reason or another––perhaps some sort of 
sexual harassment if I interpreted the tea leaves correctly.  The 
information could be untrue––perhaps only hearsay––but I once 
heard that a male official in our new government had been a 
grade school teacher who was “quietly” asked to leave teaching 
for having had “improper contact” with a young male student… 
 
I’ve been as constant a thorn in the sides of the fools running 
the town as possible.  It’s nothing I want to spend all my hours 
on––catching little fish that is.  I want the big one––the big one 
whose demise will send the others crashing from their arrogant 
niches; causing them to fall to Earth as ungracefully as had 
Phaethon when he was struck by a bolt from Thor––sending 
them to a fiery death in a heap; to burn in Hell for their assault 
on the people who trusted them––to burn in Hell for denigrating 
the memory of those who fell in battle in service to our nation.  
There are laws that we’re all supposed to live by but the slimy 
bastards crawl out from under their rocks to get around them. 
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CHAPTER FIFTEEN 
 
Rage against the machine … 
 
The events of 1994 changed me forever.  Whenever I see the 
local intelligentsia trying to pull a fast one on we, the people, I 
rise to challenge them.  I’ve run for office and cost them money.  
I’ve ridiculed them in print––for many years in the Weymouth 
Journal or more recently, the now-shuttered Tinytown Gazette–
–or on blogs, because of the scorn they have for us, the people.  
I write about things that no one that I know of will write about, 
such as the now-ex-mayor David Madden’s pension sham, as a 
Superior Court judge politely described the scam in his recent 
decision against an undeserved, greater pension amount. 
 
Before I delve into that, I should mention that Commander-
Captain Overlook arranged for David Madden to have a gala 
mayoral inaugural ceremony at the State House in 2000 where 
they both were pictured preening with their adoring wives on 
the marble steps.  I have another picture of Haley on the marble 
steps––standing there crying––as the first of three successive 
House Speakers, Good-Time Charlie Flaherty, the Speaker who 
appointed Haley to chair Ways and Means, was indicted for 
crimes against the commonwealth and was thereupon removed 
from office.  Haley undoubtedly knew that his time was up and 
opted to not accept his seat after being reelected in 2000, most 
likely fearing that the next Speaker, soon to be known as Felon 
Finnerty, would remove him from his prestigious post. 
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That bit of bad acting required a special election that cost the 
taxpayers $25,000 in early 2001––an election that secured his 
former aide the seat to which only his Irish-Democrat name in 
an Irish-Democrat dominated town and commonwealth keeps 
him safe and secure.  The aide had been stashed away in late 
1999 as the law clerk for the judge who had intentionally––in 
my view––ruled against the people of Weymouth in 1996.  In 
fact, the law clerk/aide ran for Haley’s office while living in a 
condo owned by his parents in Quincy, MA.  He used his 
parents’ address in Weymouth; citing his mother’s computer 
room as his bedroom.  Meanwhile, Haley was busy mulling his 
options and working to secure a position in the dreaded private 
sector.  I don’t have anything against Democrats––just the way 
they tend to operate.  Like incestuous thieves in the night … 
 
It was fraud and duplicity on the part of Madden, Weymouth’s 
first-ever mayor, and his successor mayor, Susan Sullivan Kay.  
Department of Administrative Law Appeals Magistrate Sarah 
Luick concluded there to be a “joint enterprise (conspiracy) on 
the part of them both” (Madden and Kay) to work the pension 
system to the tune of about $1.5 million (plus COLA, plus 
OPEB).  The magistrate failed to state what she thought of the 
other bit players who were also part and parcel of the enterprise.  
There was the non-resident Town Solicitor who became “acting 
mayor”––a position not available to a non-resident––to perform 
a “ministerial” duty.  The “acting mayor” appointed Madden 
back to a fire chief’s position that didn’t exist because Madden 
himself filled it with not one, but two permanent chiefs during 
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his eight-year mayoral term.  A Civil Service chief who com-
pletes a one-year probationary period can’t be removed from 
office easily, not without a thermo-nuclear bomb.  The first 
state HRD-approved (Human Resources Department) chief 
Madden permanently appointed in 2000 retired on disability 18 
months later.  Highly-paid Civil Service personnel who retire on 
disability and then afterward claim the so-called Heart Bill––
receive lavish 80% (of their three highest paid years) pensions 
free of state and federal tax in case you didn’t know that; plus 
COLA and OPEB.  That’s a very nice deal. 
 
There was a second permanent chief––another distinction.  He 
had been appointed by Madden and approved by HRD as a 
permanent chief and had been on the job for six years when 
Madden wanted to return just to be assured a greater pension.  
The second chief was convinced by Madden and Kay––after he 
had initially threatened suit to prevent any demotion––to 
temporarily step down to deputy chief in order to make way for 
Madden to be reinstated as chief, who would then immediately 
take an unpaid leave of absence and retire without ever having 
shown up for work.  It sounds complex but it’s not.   All the 
faked demotion and reinstatement routine amounted to was a 
conspiracy by a number of people to commit pension fraud.  
One may well think that there really IS honor amongst thieves. 
 
I spoke about this at a writing club I was invited to join.  One 
member said that she didn’t like what I wrote because she said 
admired Madden and Kay, the Joint Enterprise Twins.  I make  
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no excuses for what I write––things I feel are important to the 
future of our town, our country and future generations.  For 
those who object to what I say or write, I suggest that they 
construct a well-thought-out counterpoint for further discussion.  
I’ll not argue with anyone who doesn’t know the facts because 
arguing with me can get very ugly––and I prefer not to––or get 
sidetracked from what I perceive as my true purpose in life; to 
shine the light of truth wherever and whenever and up whatever 
place I have to.  That’s my raison d’être––my reason to exist. 
 
I’m no hero because of what I do.  I do what I do and I fight 
those whom I fight in order to honor those who put themselves 
in harm’s way to protect us––those who often died in the line of 
duty.  In the end, I hope to be able to say, as did King Théoden 
in Lord of the Rings as he lay dying on the field of battle, “My 
body is broken. You have to let me go. I go now to my fathers, 
in whose mighty company I shall not now feel ashamed.”  
That’s what it’s all about to me … Honor, Duty and Sacrifice. 
  
My Dad somehow survived the butchery at Peleliu and died at 
Okinawa, one hour before that POS atoll was declared under 
control.  He was killed defending our truths and our ideals; so I 
have an unwritten obligation to continue the fight. 
 
I take no personal pleasure in Madden’s defeat.  Well perhaps 
not.  Okay, yes I do…  But what’s eminently more important in 
the grand scheme of things is that justice has been served.  My 
contribution was that I saw through the plot early on and became 
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part of the solution instead of being part of the problem.  I’m 
going to go after Madden’s successor and her hanger-on 
entourage after Madden’s latest appeal runs its course (I said 
from the beginning that this case would wind up before the MA 
Supreme Judicial Court––something I have hoped for).  In my 
view Kay is as corrupt as they come.  She willingly took part in 
Madden’s scam attempt and took thousands of questionable 
dollars in her re-election bid.  She received other thousands of 
dollars from special interests who benefitted from, shall we say, 
very questionable zoning board approvals.  She doesn’t have a 
set plan for wantonly spending taxpayer dollars and she doesn’t 
have a plan to straighten out the financial diarrhea that the town 
is beset with.  She simply doesn’t have a clue. 
 
Consultants are cashing in by the boatload on a number of civic 
projects with no plans on how to provide the resources for them.  
Anyone who would refer to her as an idiot is mistaken.  She’s 
worse––but she’s as shrewd as they come.  Who knows what 
she takes with her on her many trips to Virginia to visit her son 
and his family … sometimes illegally paying her train fare with 
campaign funds.  Who knows where she gets the money for her 
casino jaunts several times a year?  She travels to the casino in a 
stretch limo owned by the guy who got the questionable zoning 
say-so.  Does he leave her a bucket of cash in the back seat to 
gamble with?  So many questions that need to be asked: so little 
time to get them answered ... and my doctor’s assistant thinks 
that I loathe Weymouth?  I loathe the corruption and the misery 
it brings forth, in whichever form they or it manifest. 
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In the words of Noam Chomsky in his book, Propaganda and 
the Public Mind: “The bewildered herd is a problem.  We’ve 
got to prevent their roar and trampling.  We’ve got to distract 
them.  They should be watching the Super Bowl or sitcoms or 
violent movies.  Every once in a while you call on them to chant 
meaningless slogans like “Support our troops.”  You’ve got to 
keep them pretty scared, because unless they’re properly scared 
and frightened of all kinds of devils that are going to destroy 
them from outside or inside or somewhere, they may start to 
think, which is very dangerous, because they’re not competent 
to think.  Therefore it’s important to distract them and 
marginalize them.” 
 
But that’s not happening on my watch ...  My job is to ensure 
that those who gave their blood, their limbs and their lives for 
this country did not do so in vain.  My job is to restore the 
Honor they fought and died for because if it’s not me––will it 
be you?  While we have a few local stalwarts, I don’t see enough 
people joining the fight against injustice.  What the hell are they 
afraid of?  Will you pick up the fallen banner and help carry it? 
 

Excerpt from “of blood and spirit” (page 114): 
 

I, born alone ... and to die alone ... will not cease 
until that moment in time that breath no longer visits, 

a legacy handed down by the spirits of past. 
I am lonely and would welcome the warmth of flesh, 

but it is not the time or place, the mission not complete. 
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CHAPTER SIXTEEN 
 
Some of my poetry...  A look into my soul. 
 
 

About the day that Dad was killed … 
 
 

Okinawa Shima, 21 June 1945 © 1995 
 

The first day of summer, the last day of life, 
a young Marine sergeant taken by strife. 

The enemy beaten, fresh troops on the way, 
a young blond-haired boy lost his Dad on that day. 

 
The boy grew to manhood, had sons of his own, 
his Dad would be proud of the seed he had sown. 

The son missed him deeply, but his plight was not new, 
it had happened to others, it could happen to you. 

 
From the very beginning men have gone off to war, 

leaving wives, mothers, family, and orphans for sure. 
A lifetime has passed, loving memories faded, 

the boy-man has wisened and not become jaded. 
 

His young handsome father, full of promise and life, 
gave all that he had for his son and his wife. 

And others just like him had all done the same, 
they did it for Honor and not for some fame. 

 
Their country had called them and they answered each one, 

“Before I do battle let me look at my son, 
and tell him I love him, and ‘though he’ll miss me, 

I’ll fight to the death so that he can be free!” 
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About trying to reconnect after the boys left me … 
 

Sons and Fathers © 1998 
  

My sons, my sons, a father’s love, how bright their fires burn. 
How proud I am, how proud I was, to watch them grow and learn. 

When they were young I held them close; 
They meant so much to me. 

I’d never known such love before, they were my destiny. 
 

Until the times when they arrived, my soul was quite adrift. 
To see them smile, to laugh and play, was just the greatest lift. 

We hugged and kissed, and wrestled ‘round, 
And said our prayers at night. 

And there were also many times I’d have to stop a fight. 
 

My sons are grown and on their own, we all live miles apart. 
I’d love to hold them close again and have them near my heart. 

I miss the smiles, the frowns, the fights, 
The bedtime prayers and laughter. 

The love we shared seems far away, like part of some hereafter. 
 

If I could bend the hands of time and visit them at play, 
I’d pick them up and dance around for but another day. 

The joy they brought and yet still do keeps filling me with pride. 
Alas they’ve grown and gone their ways; I’d like them by my side. 

 
The kisses, hugs, the acts of love, somehow can’t be accepted. 
We’re all men now, it’s not the same; it’s quite the unexpected. 
Sons and fathers should not fear love; it’s part of our existence. 

The times we had can’t disappear; there shouldn’t be this distance. 
 

It’s up to me to start anew, to tell them how I feel. 
After all, they are my sons; my love for them is real. 

I beamed with pride, and joy and love, as I watched you grow. 
To each of you, I love you Son; I always have you know. 
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Come Dance … (The Aftermath) © 2001 
 

Come dance me two sons at thee fither’s new grave. 
Ye ha’ carved ‘is poor ‘eart into two. 

An’ fed the both ‘alves to the vultures an’ beasts, 
For ‘e no longer now pleases you. 

 
‘Twas fine when e’er ye both needed ‘im, 

To help ye wi’ things an’ life’s facts. 
But now ye two brethren ha’ conspired a mite, 

An’ so witnessed the geezer’s last acts. 
 

O’ course ‘e done things when ye both were jus’ lads, 
But they never was done out o’ spite. 

Not like ye two bastards ha’ jus’ done to ‘im, 
Were ye tryin’ to show ‘im yere might? 

 
An’ what did it matter if ‘e kicked yere aunt’s cat, 

The dumb thing ‘ad shi’ up on the heater. 
It smelled up the house with its piss and its litter, 
An’ would hiss when the geezer would greet ‘er. 

 
An’ thee, number one, ye brought up a time, 

When the geezer ‘ad sat on yere head. 
But ye don’t remember that jus’ prior to that, 

Thee had choked him an’ wished ‘e were dead. 
 

'Tis funny how selected the bits in yere brains, 
Ha’ come into the open long at last. 

But the geezer he sat there an’ took yere best shots, 
Then walked out the door o’ yere past. 

 
We’ll now go our ways into our separate lifes, 

An’ chance chattin’ things up again. 
But don’t hold yere breaths awaitin’ for me, 

To be lovin’ ye bastards again. 
 

Ye’ve said how me kinfolk ‘ad dumped shi’ on me, 
An’ now ye’ve both done much o’ the same. 
But not does it matter; I’m used o’ it now, 
‘Cause it’s all jus’ a part o’ life’s game. 
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Something deeply philosophical … 
 

of blood and spirit © 1995 

 
I Think ... therein the problem lies. 

I Am ... of a dying breed – those who protest. 
In satire and verse, I try to promote thinking 

in all who question, but dare not ask. 
 

And why not?  Will they take away your spirit  ... 
or shackle your children in titanium chains 

and cause them to spend their lives in bondage? 
 

HA! ... ‘tis not a laugh, but a cry, for already our progeny 
are bound as we, to pay not for the sins of our fathers, 

or theirs ... but of others whose view of the common good 
is as distorted as Quasimodo’s curse. 

 
How long until the masses realize 

that it is cake they have been eating and not bread? 
When will We, the people, realize that They are in control? 
They ... who fatten and then plunder our treasuries of not 

gold, but of the blood of our spirit and our soul. 
 

I, born alone ... and to die alone ... will not cease 
until that moment in time that breath no longer visits, 

a legacy handed down by the spirits of past. 
I am lonely and would welcome the warmth of flesh, 

but it is not the time or place, the mission not complete. 
 

I Think and I Am … but I Fear the most ... that I could 
weaken in my resolve.  And it is that which gives me strength! 

And so to battle ... but most to find another friend. 
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More philosophical thinking … 
  

  

ETERNITY © 1998 
 
 

Fear not death, for it is the aftermath of life. 
But more, it is the beginning of a new life,  

one of immortality, where fear has no place, 
and where once again we all meet 

to renew the brotherhood of life past. 
 

As you journey toward this sacred place, 
sacrifice not your spirit, neither your spirit of living, 

nor the spirit of your will. 
Live life to the fullest; enjoy your talents and use them well. 

And with head held high, 
always let Honor and Integrity be your guides. 

 
Whenever you see brother or sister of fellow man in need of 

help … fail not to assist them in any way you can, 
for we all meet again in time and 

shall live together through eternity, 
and eternity shan’t be spent with eyes cast down or aside. 

 
Should ever you see injustice or wrong, stand and be heard, 

for who else will, if not you, might it yet be me? 
I have enough to do and would do more, but you must act too! 

For not until we stand and walk together as fellow man on 
fellow cause will our eyes ever meet in the coming life. 
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 The poem that started it all … 
  

THE FIRE © Aug. 1994 
 

From deep within, we all shall see, 
leaders come to set us free. 

The rules, the laws, they all seem bent, 
our rights cast off, like bullets spent. 

 

How dare the ones that we elect, 
feel as though they can neglect, 

our wishes, dreams and fond desires, 
then throw our rights into the fires. 

 

The day has come to take our places; 
no longer shall we just be faces, 
for if we are, our wills be dust, 
our Fathers did instill a trust, 

to keep the flame of Freedom hot.  
Give up?  Never!  They did not. 

 

They fought with Honor, side by side, 
until the last of them had died. 
And so our task is plain to see, 
we must defend Democracy. 

For should we not, then we will shame, 
those who gave us breath and name. 

 

I for one will not relent, until the time my last air spent. 
For if I should, my soul would be, empty … for eternity. 
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CHAPTER SEVENTEEN 
 
A trip down Memory Lane … 

 
MY FIRST YEAR ROCKETS TEAM: 

ALMOST LEAGUE CHAMPIONS, BUT CHAMPIONS NONETHELESS 
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SOME OF MY 3RD YEAR ROCKETS AND THE SPECIAL CARD  
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TRI-CAPTAIN KEVIN PROWLING THE SKIES IN IRAQ 

 
 

GREEN KNIGHTS – VMFA (ALL WEATHER) 121 F/A-18-D 
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ON THE GO … SMOKIN’ AND GULPIN’ … OOH RAH!!! 
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MY FIRST CAR, A BRAND NEW ‘63 CHEVY SS CONVERTIBLE 
(REPLICA) 
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THE ’69 EL CAMINO BEFORE THE COLOR CHANGE 
(REPLICA) 
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THE ’77 T-BIRD, MY FIRST FORD 
(REPLICA) 
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MR. MAZDA, AKA THE POCKET ROCKET 
(147 MPH, FULL CHAT IN TOP COG) 

 

 
 

 
 
 

124 

ONE OF THE ALLEGED PHOTO-SHOPPED GRAVESITE PICTURES 
(THIS ONE IS WITH THE TWO WREATHS) 
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THE PELELIU CANNON AND THE MACHINE GUNS … 
 

 
 

BREECH END OF THE GUN 
 

 
 

126 

ERIC MAILANDER AT A POST-MOUNTED NAMBU MACHINE GUN 
 

 
 

CAPTURED/RESTORED TYPE-90 FIELD GUN 
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MOM BACK IN THE DAY … THE LOOK … 
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DAD, CIRCA 1937 … THE LOOKER … 
 

(LEGENDARY AS THE BAZOOKA SERGEANT OF PHILADELPHIA) 
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BY-PRODUCT OF THE TWO LOOKERS 
MY BROTHER, RON, CALLED ME “MOON.” 

I WONDERED WHY UNTIL I SAW THIS PICTURE …  
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BOB MONTY, BACK IN HIS BIG HAIR DAYS OF THE MID-1990S 
 
 

 
 

This picture is from my first run for state representative in 1996.  
The picture on the back cover is from my 2012 rep run. 
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CITATION FOR WHICH DAD WAS CALLED THE BAZOOKA 
SERGEANT OF PHILADELPHIA BY THE-THEN NEWS MEDIA 
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HOW TWO GRANDSONS COULD RENOUNCE A 
GRANDFATHER THIS BRAVE IS BEYOND ME 

 
Ironically , Mom was laid to rest on 17 February, 1980. 

17 February is also the birthday of the twins she had with 
Lou and she was buried on their twenty-ninth birthday. 
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R & R AT PAVUVUU AFTER THE ASSAULT ON PELELIU; 
HOLDING CAPTURED ENEMY-GUN-CREW WEAPONS 

L–R:  DAD, GEORGE DERDERIAN, CHUCK MAYER, UNKNOWN. 
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ACTUAL NEWS CLIPS FROM BACK IN THE DAY 
WITH JARGON OF THE TIMES 
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THE WAY THE DAY’S WORK WAS DONE BACK THEN 
(USMC ARCHIVES PHOTO) 
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MY GRANDDAUGHTER’S SECOND BIRTHDAY EARRINGS 
AND MISS BEAR HUGS, THE BLING DELIVERY TEDDY … 
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THE DIAMOND AND SAPPHIRE RING 
NOW WORN BY THE LA-LA BRONX TRASH-MOUTH … 

(REPLICA) 
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MODIFIED DRAWING OF THE BOYS AT DISNEY WORLD 1977 
I DID THE MODIFICATIONS USING GOOGLE’S PICASA PROGRAM 
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MY FORMER PRINCESS … NO EXPLANATION NECESSARY 
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MR. FORMER PRIDE AND JOY 
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HOW I REMEMBER NONA BEST 
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HOW NONA REMEMBERS ME BEST 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

I really miss your hugs, Nona… 
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MY FORMER KITCHEN IN NEWPORT, RI 
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MY FORMER DEN’S NEW FIREPLACE AWAITING ITS SCREEN 
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FROM PRESIDENT EISENHOWER’S 1957 INAUGURAL PARADE 
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CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 
 

USMC HISTORY OF THE BATTLE OF PELELIU 
 
By 1944, WWII brought U.S. island-hopping strategies into the 
Pacific in an upward swing towards the Philippines and 
ultimately Japan.  Palau was thought to be the crossroad in the 
western Pacific.  Taking Palau would cut off large Japanese 
forces occupying the Netherlands and East Indies and seal the 
fate of the Japanese garrisons who had already been isolated in 
western New Guinea.  The airstrips on Peleliu and Angaur were 
considered a threat to General Douglas Mac Arthur's invasion 
of the Philippines at Leyte, scheduled for 20 October 1944.  So 
“Operation Stalemate II”, the Palau campaign, was set. 
 
Stationed on Babeldaob, the largest island of Palau and the most 
likely target of invasion were 25,000 Japanese troops.  General 
Sadae Inoue knew the value of defensive strategy, using well-
placed strongly-entrenched fortifications and tunnels and 
surprise attacks over banzai charges.  The-once supply base was 
transformed into an island fortress to be held at all costs. 
 
Peleliu was defended by a Japanese garrison of 13,500.  In April 
of 1944, Colonel Kunio Nakagawa, who was transferred from 
Guam, was placed in charge of defenses there.  In addition to 
the Japanese Navy's artificial tunnels, Colonel Nakagawa 
constructed mines and obstacles on the beaches and fortified 
over 500 caves.  In preparation for the expected invasion of  
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Peleliu and Angaur, the local population of Palauans were re-
moved and brought to Koror and Babeldaob.  More than a 
hundred Palauans from Angaur were not able to escape before 
the invasion took place and were stranded and forced to hide out 
in caves during the invasion. 
 
U.S. intelligence, through the use of aerial photographers, Navy 
frogman and submarines produced geographic maps of Peleliu 
showing the beaches and had incorrectly indicated Peleliu to be 
basically flat.  The seven-mile long island, volcanic in origin, in 
some areas rose 500 feet above sea level.  The intelligence maps 
didn’t show the Umurbrogol mountain area, soon to be renamed 
“Bloody Nose Ridge” and "The Point" behind White Beach 1.  
The maps also didn’t show how rough and jagged parts of the 
terrain really were, or how honeycombed the island was with 
caves all but immune to bombs, artillery, and napalm. 
 
Air attacks on Palau began in early 1944, targeting Babeldaob 
radio stations at Airai and Ngatpang, and other military install-
ations in the southwest part of the island.  The biggest strike 
prior to the invasion was on March 30 and 31 when a number of 
Japanese vessels were sunk in the vicinity of Malakal Harbor, 
160 Japanese aircraft were destroyed, and naval and shipping 
facilities were badly damaged.  By June, Palau was under 
constant air attack by the U.S. Fifth and Thirteenth Air Force 
bombers.  Through September 6, the U.S. military continued to 
keep the Japanese guessing as to where the invasion would take 
place when Admiral William F. "Bull" Halsey's U.S. Third Fleet 
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joined the air attacks and raided Yap, Palau, and Mindanao 
islands.  Through the success of the constant air attacks, Palau 
no longer posed a threat to General Mac Arthur's return to Leyte 
in the Philippines.  Admiral Chester Nimitz ignored the 
recommendations of his junior officer, Admiral Halsey, to 
bypass Palau.  Nimitz's flawed rationale was that the Marines 
were already within striking range and the island could be 
captured in three days. 
 
Within a ten-mile circumference around Palau, military support 
for the assault consisted of 202,000 seamen aboard 800 ships, 
49,650 troops of the III Amphibious Corps and 1600 aircraft.  
Principal assault troops under the command of General William 
Rupertus were the 1st Marine Division: assigned to take Peleliu. 
Under the command of Major General Paul J. Mueller, 16,000 
of the Army's 81st Infantry Division's main target was Angaur.  
D-Day on Peleliu was planned for 15 September at 8:00 a.m. 
and Fox-Day on Angaur was set for 17 September at 8:30 a.m. 
 
Admiral Halsey's Third Fleet shelled Peleliu for three days.  On 
D-Day, for two hours prior to H-Hour, sea and air support fired 
nonstop into the beaches.  The mission was to keep the Japanese 
pinned down until the first wave of Marine assault troops could 
land and establish a functioning beachhead. 
 
The 1st Marine Regiment was to land on White Beach 1 and 2, 
head inland, then swing left to the Umurbrogol Mountains.  The 
5th Marines were to land on Orange Beach 1 and 2, with one 
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regiment to cross to the East Coast; then turn north.  The 7th 
Marines on Orange Beach 3 were to clean up the South end of 
the island.  Waves of LVT's, DUKW's, and waterproofed 
Sherman medium tanks, under heavy artillery fire, made their 
way across the reef, which averaged 700 yards in width.  
Eighteen American tanks were sent towards shore on D-Day 
and all but one was hit. Three were stopped before they could 
make it to the beach and six more were lost ashore. 
 
Once ashore, Marines were faced with razor sharp coral and 
heavy resistance.  Over 13,000 Japanese protected by heavy 
steel and concrete reinforced underground fortifications, 
concrete casements and pillboxes fronted on all the beaches, 
unleashed a storm of coordinated mortar and machine gun fire 
upon the first wave of troops.  Marines found their way inland 
blocked by extensive minefields and pillboxes carved into the 
raw coral.  Japanese defenses blended in "so well with the 
natural terrain that a man had to walk practically up to the 
narrow firing apertures before recognizing them for what they 
were."  Roads were covered by strongly entrenched antitank 
guns and automatic weapons.  Inland traps were constructed to 
channel an invader's movement into lines of fire while artillery 
and heavy mortars covered the high ground.  American losses 
on the reef and beaches were heavy.  The horror of D-Day left 
210 of the 1st Marines dead with an additional 500 casualties. 
 
The second day brought hand-to-hand combat in a former 
barracks near the airfield.  By the end of day two the airfield  
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was seized.  The 1st Marines were already depleted by 33 %.  
By the 17th, they suffered 1,000 of the total 1,500 casualties 
and were now facing the Umurbrogol Mountains where the 
Japanese had pulled back into the 500 intricate, well-
camouflaged caves and pillboxes. 
 
While Marines battled to gain a stronghold on Peleliu, the 81st 
Infantry Division and 710th Tank Bn. landed on the tiny island 
of Anguar on September 17th.  Defended by 2,600 Japanese 
troops, Angaur lay only 10 miles south of Peleliu.  The 321st 
and 322nd Regimental Combat Teams, two-thirds of the 81st 
Division, went ashore simultaneously, on separate beaches, and 
seized beachheads the first day.  Both regiments joined together 
and fought their way across Angaur. 
 
The 81st Wild Cats were able to secure Angaur within 72 hours.  
Organized fighting on Angaur continued until 21 October when 
the last pocket of enemy soldiers was overrun in the northwest.  
U.S. casualties on Angaur numbered 2,559, including 264 killed 
in action; 1,355 wounded and 940 non-battle losses.  Japanese 
casualties were 1,300 killed and only 45 surrendered. 
 
By 20 September, the 1st Marines continued to suffer serious 
casualties on Peleliu.  In the 1st Battalion alone three companies 
had already been reduced to 15% strength.  In 100 degree heat, 
the Marines clawed and crawled their way up the hill as caves 
and pillboxes opened fire and Japanese darted out to throw 
grenades at the approaching troops.  The Marines started refer- 
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ring to Umurbrogol Mountain as "Bloody Nose Ridge."  Six 
days since D-Day and running into Umurbrogol, the bloodied 
1st Marines were finally pulled off the embattled front line and 
replaced with the 7th Marines, who had secured the southern 
end of the island.  The 7th Marines battled the mountain, but 
soon suffered similar losses. 
 
Within one week the basic mission on Peleliu was accom-
plished.  The airfield was operational, the beaches necessary for 
landing of supplies were in use and development of the island 
had begun.  Ngesebus Island, along the coastal plain and the tip 
of the peninsula, contained a small airstrip and was taken by the 
5th Marine Regiment on September 27.  The semi-connected 
island of Olngeuaol was seized the next day.  All that remained 
was "the Pocket" and "Bloody Nose Ridge.” 
 
The 81st Division's 321st RCT landed as reinforcements on 
Peleliu on September 23 and joined the fierce struggle around 
Bloody Nose Ridge.  The 5th Marines seized the northern part 
of the island and doubled back to challenge the ridge from 
behind.  From 100 degrees heat one day to typhoons the next 
the Army and Marines pinched the enemy from his mountain 
stronghold.  By the end of October, the 1st Marine Division had 
been reduced to less than half strength.  Colonel Kunio 
Nakagawa had only six hundred and fifty men, with many of 
them sick.  Responsibility for the battle was handed over 
entirely to the 81st Division.  Defenders continued the battle for 
another month.  Colonel Nakagawa ordered his commanders to 
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fulfill their duty to the Emperor and the Land of the Rising Sun, 
and to inflict as much damage as they could to American troops.  
Finally, at 10:30 a.m. on November 25, Colonel Nakagawa 
radioed his final message to General Inoue on Babeldaob, 
"Sakura–Sakura", all is over in Peleliu, he reported.  With 
Major General Murai at his side, Colonel Nakagawa burned the 
beribboned ceremonial colors of his command.  He and Murai 
committed suicide with ancient jeweled daggers in the tradition-
al last rites of Japanese Samurai warriors.  By November 27, the 
Battle of Peleliu was finally over.  Peleliu and Angaur were 
converted into a U.S. fueling base. 
 
Eight Americans earned the Medal of Honor on Peleliu, five for 
acts which cost them their lives. 
 
Captain Everett Pope led his 242 men rifle company onto 
Peleliu.  Four days later, only eight men were left.  Pope's 
valiant leadership above and beyond the call of duty brought 
with it a promotion to Major, a citation signed by President 
Roosevelt, and the ultimate award of Medal of Honor. 
 
Private First Class Arthur J. Jackson received his Medal of 
Honor when, after his second-lieutenant commander and senior 
sergeant were killed, he took things into his own hands and 
single handedly, under heavy enemy attack, wiped out 12 pill- 
boxes and over 50 enemy soldiers. 
 
Former Secretary of State, George Schulz, was a Veteran of both 
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Peleliu and Angaur.  A Captain at the time, Schulz is the only 
Marine recorded as landing with RCT 321 of the 81st. Army 
Division on Fox Day, 17 September 1944 on Angaur.  He was 
attached to the unit as its Marine Corps liaison officer.  attached  
 
Peleliu ranked with Tarawa and Iwo Jima as one of the 
bloodiest battles of the Pacific with the highest percentage of 
casualties, 65%, by any Marine unit in the Pacific.  The price of 
victory cost the U.S. 9,800 casualties, including 1,121 Marines 
and 278 soldiers killed in action; 73 Marines and 373 soldiers 
missing and 5,142 Marines and 1,008 soldiers wounded. 
 
The Japanese garrison suffered over 13,000 casualties.  The 
number of prisoners taken by the U. S. forces was less than 300.  
Most were captured near the end of the campaign, when they 
started running out of food and water.  Twenty six Japanese 
soldiers held out in the caves in Peleliu until 1947 and finally 
surrendered after a Japanese Admiral from Japan convinced 
them the war was over. 
 
The Japanese garrison of 25,000 in Koror and Babeldaob was 
effectively isolated by U.S. forces, without supply or hope of 
escape.  They surrendered at the end of the war.  WWII finally 
ended on 14 August 1945 when Japan surrendered following the 
dropping of Atomic bombs on Hiroshima on 6 August 1945 and 
Nagasaki on 9 August 1945. 
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CHAPTER NINETEEN 
 

An eminent researcher’s historical perspective: 
 

SHOWDOWN AT HILL ROW 
IN THE BATTLE FOR PELELIU 

 
By Eric Mailander, WWII Peleliu research specialist 

 

With contributions from Bob Montgomery Thomas 
 

~ Preface ~ 
 
Of all the U. S. operations of WW II, Peleliu was not only the 
most unnecessary but the costliest as well.  Considering the 
number of men involved, Peleliu had the highest American 
casualty rate of any battle in the Pacific War; 6542 in all. 
 
In May of 1944, the U. S. high command decided that Gen. 
Douglas MacArthur would return to the Philippines with a 
landing on Leyte Island, scheduled for October.  To protect his 
flank it was felt that Peleliu, with its airfield, must be secured.  
There was less than unanimous agreement on the plan.  Adm. 
William “Bull” Halsey, for one, argued that the operation was 
unnecessary, that Peleliu should be leapfrogged as had so many 
other Japanese-held islands in the Pacific.  He was overruled. 
 
Prophetically, the mission to take Peleliu was code-named “Op-
eration Stalemate II”.  D-day was set for 15 September 1944.  
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The Marine commander of the operation, Maj. Gen. William 
Rupertus, estimated that it would require only two or three days 
to secure the island.  A 55-year-old career officer and veteran of 
the Guadalcanal and Cape Gloucester campaigns, Rupertus 
understood the tenacity and fanaticism of the Japanese.  But, 
unbeknownst to Rupertus and to U. S. intelligence, the enemy 
had turned Peleliu into one extensive pillbox.  In hundreds of 
underground caves and tunnels, some with steel doors, they had 
men, ammunition, and materiel stockpiled for an anticipated 
American invasion.                                        American invasion. 
 
For several days before the invasion, Navy ships shelled Peleliu 
and Naval and Marine aviators dropped bombs on the island.  
Much of the island’s vegetation was obliterated and the airfield, 
the principal reason for the operation, was destroyed.  No 
Japanese planes would be taking off from the two runways to 
threaten MacArthur or anyone else.  The Navy admiral in 
command of the bombardment, Jesse Oldendorf, announced that 
the Navy had “run out of targets.”  Piece of cake… the Marines 
would walk ashore.                                        would walk ashore. 
 
At 0832 on 15 September the Marines began to hit the beaches, 
at least those who hadn’t already been hit by Japanese artillery 
and machine gun fire that suddenly roared from hundreds of 
concealed positions.  Several landing craft exploded in balls of 
flame.  Thick smoke hung in the air.  The temperature was 
already in the 90s and rising.  It would peak that day at more 
than 110 degrees.  A sailor in command of a landing boat said, 
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“It was the closet thing to Hell I ever want to see.”  At Orange 
Beach the approach to the landing site was supposedly deep 
enough for the boats to glide right up on shore.  The water 
proved more shallow than expected and several boats foundered 
on coral reefs.  It looked as if the landing might be another 
Tarawa, where Marines were forced to wade hundreds of yards 
to reach ashore..                                                    to reach shore. 
 
The noise from machine guns, mortars, artillery batteries, and 
small arms was deafening.  A thousand un-muffled car engines 
racing at full speed might describe it.  Some cursing, some 
praying, some silent, the Marines, loaded with gear and ammo, 
came stumbling ashore.  These were Marines of the 1st, 5th, and 
7th Regiments of the 1st Marine Division.  Many were hardened 
veterans of Guadalcanal and Cape Gloucester, but just as many 
were raw recruits. 
 

The following 2009 account by Eric Mailander is but one 
of thousands of stories that could be told about Peleliu... 

 
“It’s not hard to imagine what happened on Hill One in the battle 
for Peleliu more than sixty-five years ago.  As if frozen in time, 
a battle-destroyed enemy field gun sits and silently guards the 
jagged mountaintop. 
 
The gun’s barrel – with its muzzle end blown off to perman-
ently disable it – looks east across the saddle, pointing toward 
the adjoining hill indicating the direction of the Marine attack 
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forces.  Reminiscent of an old Western gunfight duel, the two 
opponents had squared off in a showdown – but only one was 
faster on the draw… 
 
In their desperate attempt to thwart the assault on the hill, the 
Japanese exposed themselves and a 75mm field gun and rolled 
it out of the protection of a nearby cavern; turning it to enable 
direct fire mode on a platoon of Marines holding the opposite 
hill.  The gun crew had been firing intermittently on the 
Marines from the cave before meeting instant death from the 
well-placed rockets fired from the steady hands of a Marine 
bazooka man after it emerged from its protective position. 
 
The hill was proving to be a tough nut to crack for Lt. Col. 
Robert W. Boyd’s 1st Battalion, 5th Marines.  A natural fortress 
that commanded the main coastal road and most of northern 
Peleliu, the 140-foot, cave-studded eminence rose abruptly from 
the lowlands forming a series of coral hills that ran across 
nearly the entire width of the peninsula from the northwest to 
southeast. 
 
Later named “Hill Row” by the Army’s 81st Infantry Division, 
the ridgeline actually consisted of four high, steep-sided, semi-
separated knobs simply called Hills One, Two, Three and Radar 
Hill.  Part of the ridge system branched off to the northeast near 
Hill Two creating another jagged coral spine known as 
Amiangol. 
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The Japanese defenders called the formation “Mitoyama” and 
considered them a highly strategic area for a final defense, and 
they exploited the terrain to the utmost. 
 
Advancing northward on the West Road in order to isolate and 
cut off the main Japanese troops further to the south, Lt. Col. 
Boyd’s battalion came under heavy observed fire from Japanese 
gunners positioned on and within Hill One. 
 
These well-concealed defenders mainly belonged to Major 
Michihiro Hikino’s 346th Independent Infantry Battalion; an 
outfit organized a few months earlier from former service and 
transportation troops and assigned to Colonel Nakagawa’s (the 
garrison commander) North Region Unit. 
 
An artillery unit, some naval troops and miscellaneous outfits 
also defended the hill formation. Nakagawa ordered them to 
fight to the last man.     
 
A beehive of defensive positions, the summit had been hollow-
ed out and gun positions sited to cover all possible approaches.  
Cleverly concealed in an elaborate tunnel network at the hill’s 
peak, a field gun could be fired from various vantage points.  
The Japanese skillfully carved fire ports from the indestructible 
rock so that their guns could fire without detection, making it 
impossible to destroy them by counter-battery fire. 
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The ingenious strongpoint had been linked in a system of mut-
ually supporting rifle and machine gun positions carefully sited 
to cover the draws in between the hills.  Enemy gun positions 
on Ngesebus Island some 600 yards away supplemented the 
dug-in defenders on Hill One and the Amiangol Ridge.    
 
Supported by tanks and an LVT flame-thrower, the attack 
jumped off at 0630 on 26 September 1944 after a fifteen-minute 
artillery preparation fired on Hills Two, Three and Radar Hill 
by 105mm artillery howitzers.  Fearful that the long-range art-
illery dispersion would endanger his own troops in front of Hill 
One, Boyd ordered Hill One softened-up by a mortar barrage. 
 
By 0730 all companies moved north against mounting opposit-
ion.  Able Company moved out on the left side of the coral road 
and Baker Company on the right side with Charlie Company 
supporting the advance. Boyd’s original plan called for the cap-
ture of Hill One, then to attack down the range to the southeast. 
 
At this time, senior commanders realized the futility of costly, 
all-out frontal assaults against prepared Japanese defenses in the 
Umurbrogol, a tortuous maze of coral ridges further south.  Lt. 
Col. Boyd utilized a change in tactics by cautiously taking his 
time and resorting to probing attacks into the high ground with 
the step-by-step methodical reduction of its defenses. 
 
“The infantry attack was relatively slow and deliberate”, Lt. 
Col. Boyd remembered.  “The enemy first had to be located be- 
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fore he could be eliminated.  Well-camouflaged caves had to be 
located – usually by fire and muzzle blast from inside – and vul-
nerable places had to be located where troops could ascend the 
hills.” 
 
When caves were located, bases of fire would be maintained on 
the cave under attack and on other caves and suspected areas in 
order that personnel could close with the cave under attack and 
reduce it.  Supported by infantry, tanks were effective in closing 
with and reducing caves that were located near the base of the 
hills.  
 
Early in the attack a Japanese 37mm anti-tank gun and 75mm 
cannon guarding the southern base of Hill One fired on A Com-
pany but were immediately put out of action by fire from a tank, 
setting afire a large supply of ammunition within the 75mm gun 
cave. 
 
As the attack closed in on the hills, A Company, freed of the 
troublesome guns, skirted to the west and north side of Hill 
One.  B Company passed through a swamp to the base of Hills 
One and Two.  C Company, deployed some 150 to 250 yards 
around both sides of the West Road near the southwestern faces 
of the hill, supported the advance. 
 
Although the caves around the base and lower levels of the hills 
could be neutralized by direct tank fire, caves on higher levels 
could not.  Every early effort to ascend Hill One proved unsuc- 
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cessful and the Japanese defending the cave-infested coral knob 
refused to succumb to the Marine direct assault.  All forward 
movement finally stalled. 
 
B Company had better success against Hill Two having a few 
men climb up the rocky slope at a time through trees shredded 
by gunfire, securing the less formidable elevation by 1400.  This 
key move provided a vital position on the flank of Hill One.    
 
Lt. Col. Boyd recalled the action:  “After probing, trial and 
error, B Company under extremely difficult conditions worked 
one or two men forward at a time up the face of Hill B (Hill 
Two) until two squads gained the crest of that hill prior to noon.  
Numerous caves were blasted and the force on Hill B was 
gradually built up to a platoon.  Part of the saddle between Hills 
A and B were taken but the enemy fought tenaciously from 
caves in Hill A (Hill One). 
 
The Japanese rolled a 75mm gun out of a cave into the saddle of 
Hill A.  A bazooka of B Company located on Hill B knocked 
out the gun before it was put into action.  The gun had 
intermittently fired on the attacking Marines from the cave 
during the morning, but because of its protected position our 
weapons could not bear against it until we had gained terrain 
that commanded it.” 
 
The Marine bazooka operator credited with wiping out the Jap-
anese gun and crew and saving the day was then-PFC Robert 
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A. Montgomery, with Headquarters Company, 1st Battalion, 
5th Marines (HQ/1/5/1).  Under intense enemy machinegun and 
rifle fire, the-then 26 year-old from Philadelphia, attached to B 
Company for this assignment, had only gained a few yards up 
the steep slope when he became cut off from his unit. 
 
Staying low, Montgomery and several other Marines quietly 
watched as the enemy gun crew wheeled their 75mm cannon 
from the nearby cave to be positioned for direct fire on their 
exposed comrades working their way up the adjacent hill.  
Montgomery closed alone to within 50 yards of the field piece 
and let go nine rounds from his recently-issued rocket launcher. 
 
When the dust settled, the Japanese gun lay shot up and the gun 
crew’s bodies, and those of the supporting Nambu machine 
gunners, were scattered over the rocky terrain. 
 
For his part in the action, PFC Montgomery was awarded a 
SPOT Bronze Star Medal with ‘V’ device, the fourth-highest 
military award for battlefield valor.  Montgomery also received 
a field promotion to Corporal. 
 
Montgomery, who later advanced in rank to Weapons Platoon 
Sergeant, would sadly be killed on the last day of the Okinawa 
campaign on 21 June the following year; ten days shy of his 
twenty-seventh birthday.  He would be awarded another medal, 
the Silver Star Medal, the third highest medal for gallantry, six 
weeks before his death.  It was awarded posthumously in 1948 
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at about the time his remains were repatriated and re-interred at 
Beverly National Cemetery in New Jersey. 
 
Sergeant Tommy Karr, a Marine squad leader from B Company 
remembered the assault on Hill One; “Our platoon (the third) 
clawed its way into a small gully near the top of the hill and we 
were pinned down for about an hour before we moved on.  We 
ran into a 75mm field piece and a couple of Nambu machine-
guns … the gun had soon been silenced by a bazooka operator 
and there were eight or nine gooks dead around it.” 
 
This particular gun had commanded the western coast of the 
island including the White and Orange invasion beaches. 
 
At the outset, the 5th Marines did not realize or fully appreciate 
the complexity of the cave systems that had been constructed by 
the experienced Japanese engineers.  Hill One boasted one of 
the most elaborate defensive installations in all of Peleliu. 
 
“The fact that some of the caves after being worked over with 
flamethrowers, bazookas, and demolitions would come to life 
after a short period of time indicated that the cave system was 
quite extensive and may even be connected on several levels”, 
stated Lt. Col. Boyd. 
 
“This was found to be true,” Boyd continued.  “After backing a 
tank over the edge of the swamp in order that its stern would be 
inclined downward – thus gaining more than normal elevation 
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for its gun – a number of white phosphorous shells were fired 
into a face opening on the south face of Hill A, hitherto in-
accessible to the tank guns. 
 
A short time thereafter white smoke not only issued forth from 
cave openings at two higher levels, but billowed from a large 
cave opening on the opposite (north) side of the hill.  This was 
also found to be the case in the subsequent attacks of caves in 
Hill C.” 
 
While this fighting was going on, the 2nd Battalion, 5th 
Marines moved forward, passing through the left of the 1st 
Battalion, bypassed Hill One and continued northward.  The 1st 
Battalion spent the remainder of the day in the slow process of 
reducing innumerable caves. 
 
During the afternoon, after having gained Hill Two with utmost 
difficulty and not without cost, there occurred one tragic event 
that disheartened the troops and crushed morale.  The battal-
ion’s 81mm mortars, set-up near Road Junction 15 some 500 
yards to the southwest, were firing on suspected enemy mortar 
positions about 800 yards to the northeast of Hill Two. 
 
According to Lt. Col. Boyd, one of the four mortars was set 
short in range and before fire could be stopped, five rounds had 
dropped on friendly troops atop Hill Two. 
 
Corporal Walter F. “Flip” Afflitto led one of the Baker Comp- 

 
165 



any squads caught in the friendly fire on Hill Two.  With most 
of B Company’s officers already casualties, the company com-
mander reassigned Lieutenant Joseph H. Widseth from the mor-
tar platoon to command Afflitto’s platoon. 
 
When 81mm mortar rounds began falling short, Afflito saw 
Widseth yell into the radio, “Knock off that god-damn mortar 
fire!”  But it was too late.  Shrapnel from the blast of one of the 
short rounds sent a splinter of steel into the lieutenant’s chest; 
killing him instantly.   
 
With Hill Two secured, C Company attacked at 1500 hours and 
gained a foothold on Hill One before dusk but they moved back 
down to set-up tenable night positions.  Owing to its forward 
progress and the intervention of the bothersome Hill One, the 
2nd Battalion was isolated and out of contact with the 1st 
Battalion but able to set up a little perimeter with both flanks on 
the beach. 
 
Despite the problems with terrain and firmly entrenched enemy 
soldiers that had a grandstand view and perfect observed fire 
upon the Marines, Boyd’s Marines reported only thirty-seven 
casualties including eight killed.  
 
The following morning, the slow progress of reducing and 
sealing caves resumed.  The attack, however, had to be delayed 
until a tank-dozer could be released from the 2nd Battalion to 
help clear approaches to the difficult terrain. 
 

166 

During the wait, a patrol from C Company ventured south-
eastward along a secondary trail running parallel to the base of 
Hill Row.  The unit encountered no enemy resistance but found 
a scattering of Japanese dead, who appeared to have fallen 
victim to artillery fire. 
 
They also found the trail to be heavily mined.  In the early after-
noon a squad of engineers went out to clear passage for further 
operations in that direction. 
 
The arrival of the tank-dozer put the 1st Battalion back in action 
against Hill One and the attack continued to proceed at 0930 
with companies B and C closing in from two directions.  Even 
with the help of a Navy Mk 1 flamethrower mounted on an 
LVT (4), progress of reducing and sealing caves proved to be 
painfully slow. 
 
The long-jet flame from the flamethrower greatly facilitated the 
reduction of many large caves high in the hill but the men of 
foot had the vulnerable business of reducing other cleverly 
concealed and strongly armed positions with close-in infantry 
tactics.    
 
Cpl. Afflito recalled the fighting in this area; “It was bad be-
cause they were trying to catch us in the valleys.  We’d go up 
one hill and down another, and they’d hit us with grenades and 
machinegun fire.  You see, once you got down in there, it was 
very tough getting out.” 
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C Company finally secured the summit by 1700 after knocking 
out a large enemy cave.  Before nightfall, engineer demolition 
teams sealed with explosives every opening they could find.  
Among the weapons destroyed on the hill were two 75mm field 
guns, two 37mm anti-tank weapons and numerous automatic 
weapons.  The effective use of flame and high explosives kept 
Marine casualties to one killed and eighteen wounded.     
 
On 28 September the battalion continued its slow, stubborn op-
erations against Hill Row with the primary objective Hill Three.  
The Marines attacked along two approaches: north from the 
captured Hill Two and west from the parallel trail captured the 
previous day. 
 
The Japanese – firmly entrenched in the honeycomb cave 
system – made the going tough. To compound matters, the 
assault troops were hampered by relatively long period of time 
required to re-supply expended portable flamethrowers. 
 
“There was only one service kit per 20 portable flamethrowers 
available and the extensive use of flame by all assault units at 
this stage of the operation considerably hampered the availabil-
ity of one of the most effective weapons for the reduction of the 
type of resistance being encountered,” recalled Lt. Col. Boyd. 
 
At 0845, after an hour-long mortar preparation, C Company 
moved out in the attack and occupied the saddle between the 
two hills.  A concealed machine gun firing from a cave halted 
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the advance.  The situation required raw leadership and heroic 
actions. 
 
Corporal Clarence T. Nicholas, of Carbon Hill, Alabama, 
served as a squad leader in the 3rd Platoon of B Company.  
Nicholas saw his platoon guide get hit and lie bleeding in the 
line of fire.  Cpl. Nicholas crawled to his side and applied a 
tourniquet to save his buddy from bleeding to death. 
 
Although he ordered the other Marines in the vicinity to move 
out from the deadly fire from the caves, Nicholas remained with 
the wounded Marine until tanks came up to deliver fire, point 
blank, into each cave mouth.  He then carried the wounded man 
to safety.  Nicholas later received the Navy Cross. 
 
Meanwhile, bazooka and demolition teams crawled forward 
under covering fire in efforts to neutralize the firmly entrenched 
Japanese in the cave-infested hill. 
 
A Sherman tank added shock and awe firepower to the attack, 
although its crew had to employ the same tactics as those used 
on Hill One.  It was backed into a depression so its 75mm gun 
could be canted at an extreme angle to bring direct fire on caves 
higher up the slope.  The bothersome machine gun position that 
had been firing on the Marines from the southwestern slope of 
the hill finally fell victim to the tank’s deadly fire. 
 
The enemy attempted to reinforce the hill in the early afternoon 
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but well-placed mortar fire broke-up their effort.  Continuous rain 
throughout the period made the going miserable, but the 1st 
Battalion took the hill by late afternoon. 
 
At 1600 all companies began setting up night defenses and 
strong points were established.  Now isolated to the immediate 
south, and the last of the series of hills to be captured, the more 
formidable Radar Hill could be brought under fire by infantry 
weapons emplaced atop Hill Three.  Light mortar fire fell dur-
ing the night and the day’s casualties amounted to fourteen, 
including three killed. 
 
Using flamethrowers, bazookas and demolition charges, the 1st 
Battalion spent 29 September finishing the reduction of caves in 
the slope of Hill Three and Radar Hill.  The cave system, how-
ever, proved so intricate and strongly manned that neutralizing 
it proved an all-day job. 
 
While the rest of the company was thus engaged, B Company 
sent out patrols through the wooded flat to the northward in an 
effort to make contact with Company G working its way south.  
When no contact had been made by late afternoon, the 1st 
Battalion withdrew to its original position for the night.  
 
The next morning – patrols from the 1st Battalion clawed their 
way up Radar Hill and settled on the summit without oppo-
sition.  The Japanese, however, still occupied a large cave be-
neath them. 
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Due to its inaccessibility, the large stone and log revetment cave 
mouth could not be attacked frontally.  Marine demolition 
teams scaled the hill and sealed the cave entrance from above 
by using shaped charges that created a large landslide.  The Jap-
anese, however, dug their way out during the night. 
 
The American command declared all of northern Peleliu secur-
ed and organized resistance at an end.  That assessment proved 
premature as elements of the 321st Infantry Regiment would 
soon find out. 
 
Assigned to final mopping-up, the 1st Battalion, 321st Infantry 
relieved the 5th Marines during the afternoon but had consid-
erable trouble ahead in clearing out stubborn Japanese oppo-
sition, especially on Radar Hill.  Securing this final stronghold 
took the 321st Infantry another three days. 
 
Today Peleliu is peaceful and its 600-odd residents enjoy a lazy 
and unhurried lifestyle.  Towering above the small village of 
Klouklubed on the north end of Peleliu, the steep-sided hill and 
battle-scarred face of its past are now reclaimed by a dense 
canopy of jungle growth. 
 
Erased in time, the battle for Hill Row is not known by most of 
the handful of tourists that visit Peleliu and the large hill mass 
appears just as any other jungle-clad ridge on the island. 
 
At the base of the hill and not far from a cave that once emplac- 
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ed a Japanese field gun are the graves of Harvuo Remeliik, Pal-
au’s first President, native of Peleliu, and Mamoru Nakamura, 
Palau’s first Supreme Court chief justice.   
 
Today Hill One can easily be accessed from the main road just 
north of town.  The climb up the steep, lushly forested lime-
stone slope can be made using the same route that Lt. Col. 
Boyd’s Marines attacked from.   Covered in jungle vines and 
underbrush, resting in silence, the jagged landscape is haunting.  
 
Upon reaching the saddle between Hill One and Hill Two, the 
rusted remains of the Type 96 75mm gun looms into view – a 
grim reminder of the desperate battle for the hill.  Resting in the 
same position where the Japanese gunners maneuvered it, the 
wooden spokes to the wheels have long-since rotted away 
causing the moss-covered gun to collapse under its own weight 
onto its carriage, leaving the canted metal rims intact. 
 
Along with twelve or so bullet holes that pierced the thin armor 
of the gun shield are two jagged holes, indicating where Pfc. 
Montgomery’s bazooka rounds hit and silenced the gun.  
Several 75mm projectiles are scattered around the gun and a 
final round is still chambered in the breach of the cannon––
mute testimony of the Japanese gunners’ desperate struggle to 
hold the hill. 
 
Once captured, the Americans probably placed an explosive 
charge in the barrel of the gun to render it useless.  The blasted 
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remains of a Japanese heavy machine gun lies near the trail of 
the cannon, it’s bent tripod suggesting the gunners met the same 
fate from the bazooka round that destroyed the gun they were 
supporting. 
 
The rugged summit of Hill One appears somewhat like a big 
crater, a maze of crevices and interlocking strong points.  And 
carved into the surrounding southeast lip of the depression, the 
cave that housed the 75mm gun had perfect fire toward the south, 
it’s dark, tomb-like entrance protected by a stone blast wall. 
 
Hollowed out at a right angle and slightly higher up from the 
limestone cave mouth, a cleverly concealed sniper port com-
manded the only access to the summit with clear field of fire in 
the ravine between the two hills.   The position must have play-
ed a key role in stemming the attack. 
 
No doubt, the combination of a direct-fire field piece and a con-
cealed sniper port kept the attacking Marines at bay for hours. 
 
Sloping slightly downward, the main gun cave’s tunnel divides 
forming a “Y” shape.  Both legs of the “Y” terminate into cave 
mouths that served as firing ports for the gun.  For added pro-
tection, the Japanese had reinforced the firing ports with fuel 
drums filled with coral rocks.  Both cave mouths were sealed 
during the battle and the cave is now home to a large colony of 
bats.  Scattered near the back entrance are more 75mm rounds 
and a Japanese canteen. 
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Further down the summit’s southern ridgeline is another “Y”-
shaped gun cave.  Like the first one, the construction is similar 
and rear entrance well protected by coral rock portals.  The cave 
probably housed a 37mm anti-tank gun, mortar or heavy 
machine gun but no signs of the weapons have been found. 
 
The passage that forms the left side of the “Y” had a small 
firing or observation port carved into the hill face.  The other 
cave mouth was large and the Japanese protected it with three 
wooden barrels filled with concrete.  The wood has rotted away 
leaving their concrete impressions.  The cave mouth had perfect 
field of fire down the West Road and probably constituted the 
main source of fire received by Lt. Col. Boyd’s 5th Marines. 
 
A third artillery position covered the western approach to the 
hill consisting of nothing more than a protected revetment 
perched near a cut above the hillside.  One gun could be 
maneuvered in any position to cover the hill and its approaches.  
Mutually supporting caves protected the rear entrances to the 
two main gun caves. 
 
Among the crags and fissures atop the hill, two small caves 
show evidence of having been torched by flamethrowers during 
the battle or mop-up.  One cave even has a few wooden timbers, 
beer bottles and a big iron cooking-bowl full of rice, scorched 
black. 
 
Hill One serves as a glimpse into the past and an extraordinary 
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example of a pristine battle site.  Only after examining the de-
fensive installations atop the summit and seeing first hand the 
outlandish terrain and impressive cave fortifications can one 
appreciate the hardships Lt. Col. Boyd’s Marines had trying to 
secure the hill and overcoming a well entrenched and tenacious 
enemy. 
 

*** 
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HOW THE ENEMY FIELD PIECE WAS SILENCED AT HILL ONE 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 

 
 
 
 
 

Rocket Launcher, M9A1 "Bazooka" 
First introduced and issued in September 1944 
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RECIPES 
 
 

There’s something for everyone in this memoir. 
 
 
 
 
A long-time friend who reviewed this memoir wondered why I 
would put recipes and poetry in it.  The simple answer is that 
these dishes, and the poetry, were mentioned along the way.  So 
I thought it best to let the readers decide whether they wanted to 
try them out or not.  They’re really good in my view.  But of 
course I would say that, wouldn’t I?  Shouldn’t I? 
 
 
To make it easier to copy the recipes I’ve set them up face to 
face if they take up more than one page.  See the next page for 
the first one. 
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Spicy Shrimp and Linguini Aglio Olio (Garlic and Oil) 
 

(Serves four) 
 

Prep Time: 30 minutes, Cook Time: 15 minutes 
 
For Spicy Shrimp: 

 
2 pounds jumbo (16-20s) peeled and deveined shrimp; 
rinse and pat dry (You can make do with one pound of 
shrimp as I do or as your budget or wishes demand). 
1 lemon, juiced or 1/2 cup of lemon juice 
1/4 cup fresh-chopped flat-leaf parsley 
1 teaspoon (or more) crushed red pepper flakes 
6 cloves garlic, peeled and slivered 
Coarse salt, about 1 teaspoon 
2 tablespoons of virgin (or extra-virgin) olive oil 

 
For Aglio Olio: 

 
1/4 cup of virgin (or extra-virgin) olive oil 
1- (2-ounce) tin anchovy fillets 
6 to 8 large cloves garlic, peeled and slivered 
1/2 teaspoon (or more) crushed red pepper flakes 
1/4 cup fresh finely-chopped flat leaf parsley 
Coarse salt 
1 pound linguini, cooked al dente 
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● Combine shrimp with next 6 ingredients and toss to coat 
shrimp evenly. Heat a large, nonstick skillet over 
medium high heat; add half of the shrimp. Cook shrimp 
3 minutes until pink and just firm. Remove shrimp to a 
warm platter and repeat process with remaining shrimp. 

 
● Return pan to heat and reduce heat to medium low. Add 

1/4-cup extra-virgin olive oil. Add anchovies, garlic, and 
pepper flakes to oil. Break up anchovies with a wooden 
spoon until they melt away into the oil and garlic 
mixture. 

 
● Toss linguini in the pan with parsley and the garlic oil, 

then season with a little coarse salt, to your taste. Top 
servings of garlic and oil linguini with spicy shrimp and 
serve with Tomato and Onion Salad and Crusty Bread. 

 
● Prepare the shrimp while the pasta is cooking.  Prep 

your garlic and parsley for Aglio Olio and set them, as 
well as drained pasta and remaining ingredients all 
within arm's reach of your stove. 

 
The aroma will be intense! Cooked anchovies have a salted-
nutty (not fishy) taste that compliments the garlic as it sweetens 
and softens. 
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Arrabbiata Pasta or Eggplant Parm Sauce (Pages 180 - 181) 
Makes about eight quarts (cut recipe in half for four quarts) 
 

Ingredients: 
4 – 28oz. cans of Tuttorosa crushed tomatoes 
4 – 28oz. cans of Tuttorosa diced tomatoes 
8 to 12 – Plump spicy-marinated garlic cloves, slivered 
1 – Large yellow onion, rough diced or chopped 
1 – Large zucchini or summer squash (or both), diced 
1 – Large red or green pepper (or both) rough chopped 
2 – Tablespoons virgin olive oil (or more to taste) 
4 to 6 oz. fresh white mushrooms, diced  

 

Spices to taste: 
1 – Tbsp. Ground Cayenne or crushed red pepper (or both) 
1 – Tbsp. Ground black pepper 
Salt to taste 
1 – Tbsp. Ground Basil and/or 5 to 6 fresh Basil leaves 
1 – Tbsp. Ground Oregano 
1 – Heaping tbsp. of Goya Adobo, con picante 
1/2 to 3/4 cup of chopped fresh parsley 

 

Preparation: 
● Chop, sliver or slice and dice all vegetables and set aside 

separately.  Heat a 10-quart saucepot on medium and add 
the olive oil, zucchini, peppers and onions.  Sauté until 
tender and then add the slivered/chopped garlic; stirring 
constantly.  After a few minutes, add in the diced 
mushrooms and stir all the ingredients well, cooking until 
the mushrooms are slightly softened.  Add in the desired 
spices, stirring well.  Sauté one or two minutes more.  Add 
a bit more olive oil as needed. 
 

● Add the canned tomato product to the sautéed vegetables, 
stirring together well.  Add a bit of water to one can and 
rinse the cans back and forth until all the residual tomato 
product collects in just one can; then add that liquid to the 
saucepot and stir well. 
 

● When the sauce starts to bubble slightly, put a lid on the 
saucepot and lower the heat to simmer.  Let simmer for 
about two hours stirring at least every 10-15 minutes to 
prevent scorching the sauce.  After 30-45 minutes add any 
precooked meatballs, sausage and/or braciole and let the 
meat simmer in the sauce for the remaining time.  (I like to 
let the sauce mature with the lid on for about 1 more hour.) 
 

● In the last 15 minutes of simmering the sauce, boil the 
water for the pasta you will be serving.  When the pasta is 
about done, remove the meats from the sauce and place in 
a covered dish to keep them warm at the table.  Spoon the 
sauce on the cooked and drained pasta; stirring in well.  
Fill a gravy boat (or two) for the table if someone wants 
extra sauce. Be sure to have a dish of grated cheese and 
additional crushed red pepper at the table 
 

● If you’re having garlic bread – that can be prepared right 
after the water is put on to boil. Then about three minutes 
before the pasta is done, place the garlic bread in a toaster 
oven set at about 200 degrees and toast for three minutes. 
Halved Italian sub rolls work well for garlic toast.  You 
can freeze the remaining sauce in one-quart containers. 

 
MANGIA!!! ENJOY YOUR DINNER WITH YOUR 

FAVORITE WINE AND FRIENDS!!! 



EGGPLANT PARMIGIANO (Pages 182 - 183) 
 

Big batch ingredients: 
 

•  Five to six medium eggplants – about 6 or 7 lbs. – sliced 
3/8” thick.  Stack sliced eggplant in a large aluminum 
chafing tray before breading to determine final yield. 

•  For egg wash: In a large bowl, briskly whisk five to six 
large eggs and three to four tablespoons of water. 

•  1/2 lb. Progresso Italian breadcrumbs (or as needed) in a 
small chafing tray. 

•  2+ lb. of shredded Sargento Italian cheeses (2) 8-oz. 
Mozzarella, (1) 8-oz. 6-cheese Italian, (1) 8-oz. Italian 
Bistro blend and a good handful of grated Pecorino 
Romano or Locatelli––my favorite. 

•  Parsley for garnish, fresh preferred but dried ground 
parsley will work. 

 

Cooking the eggplant: 
 

(I don’t soak or salt my eggplant or any other strange stuff.) 
 

•  Dip sliced eggplant in the egg wash allowing excess to 
drip back into the bowl.  Place single slices in the bread 
crumbs, making sure they are evenly coated.  Stack the 
coated pieces in a deep chafing tray setting the first large 
tray aside to drain the cooked eggplant in after frying. 

•  Heat 1 cup pure olive oil in a 13 to 14” diameter heavy 
duty, Teflon-coated frying pan (About 1/4” coverage in 
the pan).  DO NOT use CANOLA or WESSON OIL! 

•  Carefully place eggplant slices in hot oil and cook three 
full minutes each side (I use my microwave timer). 

•  Remove slices when cooked and place in second pan 
which has two layers of paper towels to start with.  One 
layer of paper towels is sufficient between layers of 
cooked eggplant. 

•  When all the slices are cooked and cooled somewhat, 
you are ready to assemble the parm for baking.  A mid-
way cleanup at this point will usually use enough time to 
allow the eggplant to cool and drain for this step. 

 

Assembling the eggplant parm: 
 

1- Preheat the oven to 360º. 
2- Ladle some of the prepared sauce into one large or two 

small chafing trays and spread evenly across the bottom 
of the pan.  We only need a bit of coverage to prevent 
burning and sticking. 

3- Fit eggplant slices into the pan keeping pieces tight.  
You can slice pieces in half or quarters to fill voids. 

4- Ladle sauce over each eggplant layer, spreading evenly; 
with full coverage. 

5- Sprinkle blended cheeses over the first course of 
eggplant and sauce. 

6- Repeat for second layer. 
7- Repeat for third layer adding parsley garnish on top of 

the cheese mixture. 
8- Bake for 35 minutes and allow the eggplant to set in the 

oven for about 20 minutes. 
9- Serve while piping hot or refrigerate after completely 

cooled using plastic storage containers.  Do not leave 
tomato sauce in aluminum trays for more than one day 
as the tomato sauce acids will perforate the aluminum. 



BOB’S NAPOLITANO BRACIOLE (ALA NONA) 
 

Prep time: 20 min 
Cook time: 1 hr 

Serves: 4 to 6 servings 
 
Ingredients 
 

•  3/4 cup Progresso Italian-style bread crumbs 
•  3 or 4 plump garlic cloves, minced or slivered 
•  2/3 cup fresh grated Locatelli cheese––the good stuff 
•  2 tablespoons chopped fresh parsley 
•  4 tablespoons olive oil 
•  Salt and freshly ground black pepper 
•  8 to12 pieces thin-sliced beef round sandwich steak 
•  3-1/4 cups marinara (meatless) sauce 

 
Directions 
 
Stir the first four (4) ingredients in a medium bowl to blend. Stir 
in 2 tablespoons of the oil. Season mixture with salt and pepper 
and set aside. 
 
Lay the steaks flat on the work surface. Spread the bread crumb 
mixture evenly over them to cover the meat evenly. Starting at 
the short end, roll up the steaks as for a jelly roll to enclose the 
filling completely.  
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Using butcher's twine, tie the steak roll to secure it (in the 
alternative, you can use round toothpicks cut in half to hold the 
braciole together––but be sure to remove them before serving). 
Sprinkle the braciole roll with salt and pepper. 
 
Preheat the oven to 350 degrees F. 
 
Heat the remaining 2 tablespoons of oil in a heavy large 
ovenproof skillet over medium heat. Add the braciole and cook 
until browned on all sides, about 8 minutes total. Stir in the 
marinara sauce. Cover partially with foil and bake at 350° until 
the meat is almost tender, turning the braciole and basting with 
the sauce every 10-15 minutes. After 45 minutes, uncover and 
continue baking until the meat is tender, about 10-15 minutes 
longer. The total cooking time should be about one (1) hour. 
 
Remove the braciole from the sauce. Remove twine or tooth 
picks and cut the braciole diagonally using a large sharp knife. 
Transfer the slices to a serving plate. Spoon the sauce over the 
slices and cover to keep them moist. Serve while hot. 
 
Alternatively, take the well-browned braciole and gently place it 
into Bob’s Arrabbiata Sauce. Let simmer for at least one hour; 
stirring occasionally and gently.  Then prepare, cut and serve as 
above. Yummy either way... I prefer this way over the oven 
method. 
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BALSAMIC GREEN BEAN SALAD 

 
Ingredients 
 
● 2 lbs. fresh green beans, trimmed and cut into 1-inch pieces 
● 1/4 cup virgin olive oil (NOT Canola or Wesson) 
● 3 tablespoons lemon juice 
● 3 tablespoons balsamic vinegar 
● 1/4 teaspoon salt 
● 1/4 teaspoon garlic powder 
● 1/4 teaspoon ground mustard 
● 1/8 teaspoon pepper 
● 1 large red onion, chopped 
● 4 cups cherry tomatoes, halved 
● 1 cup (4 ounces) crumbled feta cheese 
 
Directions 
 
Place beans in a Dutch oven and cover with water.  Bring to a 
boil.  Cover and cook for 8-10 minutes or until crisp-tender.  
Quickly drain and place beans in ice water.  Drain and pat dry. 
 
In a small bowl, whisk the oil, lemon juice, vinegar, salt, garlic 
powder, mustard and pepper.  Drizzle over the beans.  Add the 
onion; toss to coat.  Cover and refrigerate for at least 1 hour.  
Just before serving, stir in the tomatoes and cheese. 
 
Yield: about 16 servings. 
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EPILOGUE 

 
Where do we – or you – or I go from here? 

 
Although I’m still very angry about some of my life events, 
about how different generations of my family shunned me over 
the years, I only have two options: to quit or continue.  Well to 
quit is to lie down, roll over and plead for mercy.  That’s not 
going to do me any good because some bastard like one of my 
sons would probably come along and press a boot to my throat. 
 
One of the things that I learned from my foray into politics is 
that one has to get up after being defeated and get right back 
into the face of the enemy.  There’s an old Latin axiom that 
advises, “Illigitimati non carborundum es.”  It means, “Don’t let 
the bastards wear you down.”  Once you do that you’re dead 
meat; you might as well hang it up forever.  You’ll be nothing 
but a shell, empty and without any meaning or purpose except 
to be a cardboard box for people to shit in.  And that’s no fun … 
 
I just lie in wait for the next opportunity, to not get angry but to 
get even.  For that reason I’m sending complimentary copies of 
this memoir to my ex-sons and their wives and to my younger 
siblings, the same siblings who want me to move back to Philly 
to be near them––to be “home” in their words.  Home is not 
where your siblings screw you.  And money’s not the issue. The 
issue is the feelings that siblings should have for one another; to 
be honest with each other; to uphold the wishes of their parents. 
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At the end of the day my sons got very little from my mother’s 
estate and at this point I’d say that that was deservedly so.  They 
can get up on their high horses and complain about how ill they 
were treated by me all they want.  It’s a lie.  Now I’m actually 
glad to be rid of them and the insolence they inherited from 
their Princess Witch mother.  And I’m glad they were screwed 
because they deserved nothing from my mother––or my father; 
especially after they disavowed my Dad by eliminating the 
ancestral Montgomery name from their children.  For that I 
disavow my so-called sons.  For that I deny that they are my 
sons.  For that I hope they rot in hell forever.  My sons and their 
wives can disrespect me all they want to but the second they 
crossed the line and disrespected my father and his heroic duty 
and sacrifice for us all it became an unforgivable sin.  There’s 
no going back over some imaginary line in the sand, not ever. 
 
My daughter-in-law, Trash Mouth, tried to tug at my heart 
strings and tweak my emotions twice in 2013 by emailing me 
pictures of her kids.  I never opened her emails because it would 
be senseless to see the pictures and not have the kids to hug and 
hold.  She asked me by email in February 2013 to call her 
daughter on her birthday and I did, but no one answered the 
phone or ever got back to me.  I’ll bet that Alex had something 
to do with that.  So I’ll probably not see the kids up front and 
personal ever again in this lifetime and I just have to move on. 
 
I’ve spoken to a number of couples who never get to see their 
grandchildren either and it’s usually because somewhere along  
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the way they pissed off their daughter(s)-in-law and will now be 
punished forever.  That’s insane, that’s absolutely insane … and 
more so because their own sons go along with the program. 
 
Here’s my advice to any parent or grandparent going through 
anything like this horror: Spend every penny you have on you 
and leave nothing for no one.  Take out a second mortgage or 
refinance your house so that you can go on multiple vacations.  
Will your house and any estate you have to a reputable charity 
but don’t leave a goddamned penny to anyone like a son or a 
daughter who has ever shit on you.  They’ll not hate you for 
stiffing them any more than they do already.  If enough parents 
and grandparents band together under this common theme then 
maybe we’ll start to get the respect we deserve. 
 
And if you worry about who will take care of you if you get 
very sick and can no longer care for yourself, the state will 
come along and do the job no worse than anyone else.  The state 
will take what’s yours and use it to care for you.  And if there’s 
not enough, the state will probably tap into what your kids have 
to make up the shortfall.  Life is so much simpler when you stop 
worrying about who will care for you.  So grow the hell up and 
take care of yourself.  Go on trip after trip and enjoy life to the 
max because in the end we’re all going to die anyway.  There’s 
no reason to take any shit from anyone until that day finally 
arrives, especially from callous, undeserving offspring. 
 

FINI 
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THE NATIONAL WWII MEMORIAL IN WASHINGTON, DC  

PICTURE TAKEN FROM THE WASHINGTON MONUMENT 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 

 (Photo: Richard Latoff, Courtesy American Battle Monuments Commission) 
 

If you go to visit the Memorial be sure to see it at night as well. 
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THE WWII MEMORIAL BACKGROUND 

 
The National WWII Memorial was opened to visitors on April 
29, 2004 and dedicated on May 29, 2004.  Paying tribute to the 
16 million patriots who served in the American armed forces 
during World War II, the more than 400,000 who died and the 
millions who supported the war effort from home, the National 
WWII Memorial sits between the Washington Monument and 
the Lincoln Memorial.  The memorial has a ceremonial entrance 
at 17th Street, and a Memorial Plaza and Rainbow Pool dominate 
the layout. Gracious ramps lead to the plaza, and the entrance is 
flanked by 24 bronze bas relief panels, which pay homage to 
America's WWII experience.  Surrounding the plaza are 56 17-
foot-tall pillars, symbolizing the states and territories that 
bonded together during that era.  Two grand arches, representing 
the Atlantic and Pacific theaters of battle, mark the north and 
south end of the plaza.  At the western side of the memorial, the 
Freedom Wall––a field of 4,000 sculpted gold stars–– remembers 
the more than 400,000 Americans who gave their lives (during 
WWII, the gold star symbolized family sacrifice).  The Rainbow 
Pool, originally a 1912 vintage Mall feature, was refurbished 
and returned to its original design, becoming an integral part of 
the memorial with seating about its circumference.  Other 
fountains "balance" the design and lend their serene sound to 
the somber, powerful memorial. xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx  
 
The memorial made its start amidst controversy.  The location, 
on the National Mall between the Washington Monument and  
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the Lincoln Memorial, caused the fuss.  Some folks felt that the 
WWII Memorial would break the in situ symmetry between the 
two presidential installations; that the change to the Mall's ter-
rain was ill-conceived and that the site violated the memory of 
important civil rights events on the Mall.  As the memorial's 
completion neared, however, detractors began falling silent.  The 
7.4-acre memorial is a fait accompli––and a breathtaking one at 
that––suitable in stature and beauty to the enormous sacrifices 
made by an entire generation to fight enemies of freedom and 
democracy on two fronts. -- Lisa Galloway (edited, RMT) 

 
 

 

 (Night scene of the central fountains by Bob Monty on May 19, 2004) 
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Yes they did … they certainly did! 
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