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Preface 

Michael Mack first recollection of Las Vegas is as a two-year-old living in a 
duplex on Bonneville Ave. Though the family moved several times, they remained in or 
near the John S. Park neighborhood. Michael's father was a Polish immigrant who 
arrived in Boulder City, where he opened a shoe store, in 1932. The building of the 
Hoover dam brought opportunities and his father Louis expanded into the salvage 
business. In time Louis moved the family to Las Vegas, opened a retail clothing store, 
which eventually sold uniforms, and set up the first local bail bondman office. 

During this interview, Michael visualizes his childhood memories of the later 
1930s, when Las Vegas was a small, but steadily growing, desert town. As he says, "The 
desert was our backyard." The Strip hotels like the last Frontier and the Flamingo pop 
into the stories, but it was basically an innocent time. He attended John S. Park 
Elementary when classrooms were temporary buildings from the local Air Force base and 
the neighborhood was filled with children. He still maintains close friendships from that 
time. And he also recalls friends from the Westside neighborhood. Michael talks of 
scouting, riding horses, and watching Helldorado parades. 

Though the Macks were a Jewish family, Michael's mother always brought the 
Christmas tree to school. It was a period when people memorized each other's 3-digit 
phone numbers, went to movies for 14 cents, and there was a ranch for people to stay 
while getting divorced. Halloween Trick-or-treaters in the John S. Park neighborhood 
might get a tasty cupcake or a shiny dime. Michael has a plethora of stories about 
innocent mischief and the unique experiences of a boy growing up in Las Vegas. 
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Interview with Michael Mack 
May 21, 2009 in Las Vegas, Nevada 

Conducted by Claytee White 

This is Claytee White. It is May 21st, 2009, and we are here in the Reading Room in 

Special Collections, and I am with Michael Mack. So, tell me about growing up in 

Las Vegas. 

Yeah, well, my earliest recollections are when I was about two years old because my 

parents [Louis and Lucille Mack] split a duplex with my uncle and my aunt and their son. 

His name was Nate Mack. Her name was Jenny Mack. The son was Jerry Mack. And it 

was on Bonneville [Avenue], one house away from Main Street. And at that time I even 

remember some of my babysitters, even though I was only two years old. 

Go ahead. 

And as a matter of fact, Carolyn Trelease, I can't remember what her maiden name was, 

but Carolyn was married to Art Trelease who was the city manager of Las Vegas in later 

years, and she remembers babysitting me and I to this day see her every now and then: 

when I go to get a haircut she's getting her hair done the same time and the same place by 

somebody else. [Laughing] 

So which year are we talking about? 

This would've been 1939, 1940. 

OK. And she is still here? 

Yeah. 

How's her memory? 

Oh, great. She's fabulous. 

Oh, wow! 



Oh, yeah, she's a great gal. And I bump into her. I've been bumping into her for years. 

And actually, Las Vegas High School has this reunion that they do. Bill Morris 

started it many years ago and they still have it, and these days it's over at Sam's Town 

[Hotel and Casino], and many people from the years going back, I guess from the time 

the school opened, till about, I think they invite people in through the Sixties, to attend, 

who have graduated at Las Vegas High School through the Sixties, maybe Seventies, and 

you go to these and you see a lot of people from the old days, classmates. 

But then I remember the next place we lived was on Fourth Street in duplex at 

Fourth and Clark [Avenue], and I remember, behind the duplex there was another little, 

small building that the postmaster lived in, back there, and our next-door neighbors at 

that time were the Mendelssohn family, Bill and Goldie, and he owned kind of a used 

furniture store, he had all kinds of antiques and stuff in his store, on Main Street. It was 

called Las Vegas Mercantile. 

And then we moved from there, over to my uncle's house on Eighth Street, South 

Eighth, about four doors from Las Vegas High School, and we lived there for about a 

year until I guess about 1942, sometime in 1942, when Huntridge [neighborhood] was 

built, and at that time, my mom and dad bought a home in Huntridge. They actually 

bought the second house from the corner of Tenth [Street] and Charleston [Boulevard]. 

The address was 1106 South Tenth Street. And I remember they paid $4,100.00 for the 

house. I mean my dad told me that in later years. But they actually expanded the house, 

added on a room to it, and we lived there eight years. 

And my mom and dad were planning on building their own home, and economic 

times were not great, and so they sold the house, and then we rented one in Huntridge, 
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another house in Huntridge, on Sweeney [Avenue], 1324 Sweeney, and we lived there 

one year, and then we moved, rented a house on Park Paseo, 823 Park Paseo, which also 

is in the same John S. Park [Elementary] School district. And we lived there five years, 

and then they finally finished their home, and they moved into that, which was on 

Beverly [Way] and Canosa [Street], on the southwest corner of Beverly and Canosa. 

Where is Beverly and [Canosa]? 

Between Oakey [Boulevard] and Saint Louis [Avenue], 

So is that John S. Park as well? 

Actually it was still in the John S. Park area, at the time that I was going [to John S. Park 

Elementary School] in those early days, but then there was I think another grade school— 

no, that might not have been. I think that's still in the John S. Park district. 

Yeah, it sounds like it. Tell me your parents' names. 

My dad's name was Louis, and everybody called him Louie, or Lou. And my mother's 

name was Lucille. And my dad was born in Poland, less than a hundred miles from the 

Russian border, in a small town, and his two brothers came to the United States prior to 

him and located in Detroit [Michigan], and my father, they met him at Ellis Island [New 

York] when he came over to the United States, and this was just before the First World 

War, and then they moved to California. The three brothers left the Michigan area and 

moved to California, Southern California, and that's where my father met my mother. 

And my dad came to Boulder City, actually Las Vegas, in 1932. 

Did it have something to do with the [Boulder, later Hoover] dam? 
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Had to do with the dam. He and his brothers opened a store. They had a shoe store in 

Boulder City, because they were always like in the retail business, and that would be 

Nate Mack, Harry Mack, were his two brothers, and my dad Lou. 

My mom was a housewife, her whole life. That was it. She never ever had a job. 

She did a lot of volunteering, especially during World War II. I remember directly, of 

course everybody did volunteer in those days, if they didn't have a job. But then she was 

a member of various different organizations, charity organizations and such. 

My dad had many retail businesses over the years, different businesses. He was 

the first bail bondsman in Las Vegas. He had a business called The Toggery on Fremont 

Street which is between First Street and Main, just next to the alley that used to be there, 

between Main and First, and it was a very large men's store, men's furnishings. He had 

everything from cowboy boots to tuxedos, and men's accessories like cufflinks and all 

that kind of stuff That I remember very directly, I mean very easily because I have that 

picture in my mind. 

He outfitted the police. I mean that's where they got their uniforms. They used to 

come in and tell him that they needed a bail bondsman. And so a judge approached him 

and said, We'd sure appreciate it if you could maybe do this for us. So he had owned 

some property around town and so he was able to write these what they call property 

bonds, which guaranteed, you know, the money for the bail. 

And so he was the first bail bondsman. And I remember going to the jail with 

him, in later years. Sometimes he'd get phone calls at four in the morning or maybe at 

midnight, get up, he'd go to the jail. And it'd wake me up, so I'd ask if I could go with 

him and if it wasn't like during school, I would go over there, and the police always, you 



5 

know, fooled around with me, sometimes locked me up in a cell or something like that to 

let me know what it was like. So that's why I've never been in jail for all my life. 

[Laughing] I learned my lesson really early. 

[Laughing] Let me go back just for a minute. Your father came here early enough to 

have a business in Boulder City. What kind of stories did he tell you about Boulder 

City and what that was like living there at that time? 

Well, actually it was a really nice little community: a lot of government workers, and 

people who worked on the dam. My dad and his brothers, they knew the director of Los 

Angeles Water and Power who actually built the dam, who were the people instrumental 

in building the dam, they knew him personally. And they later opened up a salvage 

business there in Boulder City, to receive salvage from the dam, which they would 

transport to Southern California. And I think the first building that was used as an airport 

hangar or airport building after the war, after the Second World War, was at that time 

then turned over or somehow or other Boulder City acquired the building, and they used 

it for their airport, but at that time it was a building where they had dumped their salvage. 

They had a yard there and so forth. 

Then of course they moved from there into Las Vegas. In fact I think my uncle 

had a house in Las Vegas and a place also in Boulder City. 

Did all three of the brothers work in the shoe store and the salvage business? 

Yeah, pretty much. Yes. My dad's youngest brother, the brother that was older than him 

by just a year, was a bachelor, Harry, into his sixties, and he took me everywhere. He 

took me on lots of trips and things. I was like his companion, and we went everywhere. 

We had more fun. A lot of people thought he was my father. He used to pick me up on 
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Sunday mornings and take me to the Apache Hotel downtown for breakfast, or over to 

the Last Frontier [Hotel and Casino], going to the Canary Room—that was like the small 

cafe there in the hotel, not the main dining room—and we'd have breakfast. The 

waitresses all knew me. It was amazing. It was kind of interesting. 

OK. So about what time frame was that? 

That would've been in the Forties, all through the Forties, and into maybe the early 

Fifties. But I was still traveling with him in 1954, the summer, we drove cross-country to 

New York. 

Were you old enough to help him drive? 

Oh, yes. Oh, yeah. And it was really, you know, the type of thing you really remember. 

But my mom was a homebody. She was great. She knew everybody in town, all 

the gals in town, and the stores, that had anything to do with home crafts: sewing, 

cooking, all that kind of stuff. She loved doing projects. She loved beading things: she 

had full beaded dresses that weighed like thirty pounds. I mean they were heavy. She 

made purses and things like that for people and gave them as gifts. Whenever she took a 

gift to anybody it was wrapped. Her wrappings were really sensational. 

So your mother was very artistic. 

Oh, yeah, she was very artistic. 

As a child when I was growing up like on Tenth Street are my best memories. For 

example, when we moved into that house on Tenth Street, the Vegas Verdes area, which 

is the area that is directly west of Huntridge, that goes all the way to Las Vegas 

Boulevard which was at that time known as Fifth Street, was a subdivision area called 

Vegas Verdes, and there were many houses over there already before Huntridge got built, 



7 

and there were particularly houses that backed up to ours where people were living in 

them, and they were on Park Paseo. And so the neighbors behind me had three boys. 

They were the Waldman family, and they had three sons, the oldest one being Philip, he 

was my age, Billy the middle one, a year younger, and Herb one year younger than that. 

And their father's name was Herb Waldman and the mother's name was Katherine, and 

her friends called her Kit and Mom called her Kit. And she was a stay-at-home mom, but 

she also taught piano. 

Because, in those days, I can't remember any of the mothers working or having 

jobs. The fathers worked and the mothers were all at home raising kids. I think that says a 

lot, maybe for the way we were raised, and why we had such low crime rates in those 

days. I mean the crimes that kids got into were silly things that usually the police, if I 

ever got involved with them, I mean they were not mean. They were pretty good to the 

kids. We did have a juvenile home and a juvenile judge, and occasionally some kids got 

so bad they had to appear in front of the judge, but, generally speaking in my 

neighborhood we didn't have those problems. 

Did you take piano lessons? 

No. No. 

Did a lot of the kids in the neighborhood [take piano lessons]? 

No. As a matter of fact not even her children were taught piano, as funny as that may 

seem. All three of the boys, none of them took piano lessons. 

Now, did you have a sibling? 

No, not until I was thirteen when my mother had a surprise. A little surprise came along 

in the way of Charlie, my brother. 
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But, getting back, kind of to follow the progression of where I was living, well, 

when we moved into the house on Tenth Street, my dad at that time was in the clothing 

business at The Toggery. And I remember I met the three boys who lived behind me. I 

was five years old. John S. Park School wasn't there at the time, and so I had to attend 

kindergarten at Fifth Street School. Phil came over to my house, because they were right 

behind me, and my mom walked us across Charleston and over to the school. And then, 

the Waldmans' grandmother, Kit Waldman's mother, happened to live two doors from 

the grammar school, on Fifth Street. And so we went to kindergarten which was the 

furthest north building on the campus of the grammar school at that time. And it was, you 

know, just maybe a 150-feet or 200-feet walk from there to the grandmother's house. Her 

name was Kitty Wiener. And Kitty was such a great gal. She used to always have cookies 

and milk for us after school or something. And then we would either wait for a ride 

home, or we'd walk home. I mean, you know, the parents supervised us to start, but then 

Phil and I had no problem walking from Tenth and Charleston to Bridger [Avenue] and 

Las Vegas Boulevard. Pretty interesting. I think back about it. And along the way we'd 

go through alleys and through people's yards and, you know, just kids walking along 

counting, you know, the cracks in the sidewalks. And we always got home safe. It wasn't 

a problem. 

Then, the following year, the following fall after our kindergarten year, John S. 

Park School opened, and what they opened with were buildings from Boulder City that 

were hauled in from the dam construction, and also from Nellis Air Force Base, which at 

that time was called Las Vegas Army Air Field. They had some temporary buildings. So 

the school consisted of temporary buildings. We attended first grade there. So first 



through fifth grades were in temporary buildings, and by the time we went into sixth 

grade, we went in the fall, when sixth grade started, we were in the old buildings, and we 

carried our desks over to the new buildings and got into our new rooms for our sixth 

grade classes for the new John S. Park School that was built at that time. 

And even at that time, they didn't have enough money to actually build a field for 

us. We had an area where he had recesses, kind of a graveled area. We didn't have like a 

place to play football or baseball. And so the parents all chipped in and there was desert 

right next to it, and so the kids all appeared there over like a weekend, and cleared all the 

brush from the area, and had a place where the kids could play in the dirt and have a nice 

little field. Later they did put a backstop in for softball and so forth but, in the beginning 

we didn't have that. 

Ruby Thomas was our principal at that school, and she was great. I got paddled 

on many occasions. What she used was a slat. The wood desks had these slats where you 

put your books underneath, and she had a slat about three inches wide by about a quarter-

inch thick, and it was about maybe sixteen, eighteen inches long, and she was pretty good 

at wielding that thing. I don't know anyone who ever got more than one swat, you know. 

But you never told your mom or your dad. [Laughing] 

What did you do to get those kind of swats, back then? 

Talking in class. Chewing gum. No, I don't know. [Laughing] Those were bad things. I 

only think I really was there maybe two or three times. I mean I didn't like going there. 

And she also called your mom. Now whether your mother told your dad, that was another 

story. So my mom never told my dad. 

[Laughing] So what would've happened if your dad had been told? 
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I don't want to think about it. [Laughter] 

Now, did you ever work as you got older? Did you work in the businesses with your 

father? 

No. No, actually not, because his businesses were so different from what I wanted to do. 

My first real job was at fourteen. What happened was, when we moved to Park Paseo, it 

changed our dynamics quite a bit from Tenth Street. One of the things that is really 

interesting about living, back when I remember living on Tenth Street, there were so 

many children in the neighborhood. I remember them all. I mean, I could tell you pretty 

much all my classes, most of the kids in my classes, I can tell you all of the teachers I 

had, their names, because they were just things that were indelible, you know. I mean, 

from Mrs. [Doris] Hancock to Mrs. Shuttlebar to Mrs. Strand to Mrs. Elifson. 

Fourth grade I spent at a military school in Los Angeles because my dad at that 

time owned a place on Fremont Street between Fourth and Fifth Streets called the 

Boulder Liquor Store. Not only was it a bar but it was also packaged liquor. So my mom 

had to go to work. That was only year she ever worked. He had a lot of business and he 

just couldn't make it by hiring help and you have to have someone there at all times in 

that business. So she would take like a shift and then he would take a shift managing it, 

and then they had a couple of people that worked there. So, my grandmother who lived in 

Los Angeles, my mother's mother, was going to come to Las Vegas to help out taking 

care of me, but we didn't groove at all. She was too strict. She wouldn't let me play. 

See, typically here's what would happen. I never had a key to the house because 

we never locked our doors. So the way it worked after school, you'd come home from 

school. If you had homework, you did it. But we didn't have homework in the early 
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grades, so, after school, you would just take off your school clothes, put on your play 

clothes, which, during the winter were one thing but in the summer it was just a pair of 

shorts, and you were out the door. And really your mom and dad didn't care what you did 

as long as you got home before dark or whatever time you were going to have dinner. 

So I knew every kid. In those days, you knew a lot of the kids in the school, 

because you had kids in your classes that had older or younger brothers and sisters, and 

so if you went to their house, you'd know them, and then you went to that little 

neighborhood of Huntridge. I got a bike at nine, so when I was nine years old, not only 

did I know almost everybody in Huntridge, or had been in their houses or even slept over 

at their houses and they had slept over at mine, depending on your friends, you know, I 

never had any problems with any of the kids. I mean, I didn't see lots of fights and things, 

or gangs. You had cliques, kids who were friends, but it wasn't like, get away, you can't 

do what we're doing, because lots of times they'd need you to play in the games that they 

were playing and so forth, and it was a lot of fun. But when I was nine and I got a bike, 

similar to a lot of my friends, from that point on until we were like thirteen, when we 

gave up our bikes pretty much and walked, you know, it was not so cool to ride your bike 

to high school, and so we rode all over the town. And when my mom and dad, let's say 

like on Saturday or Sunday, if we went to visit someone at their house or went over there 

for dinner or whatever, for lunch or a party, you'd meet kids in that neighborhood. So, by 

the time you went to the high school, we had like five grammar schools, maybe six, I 

think it was five, feeding into the high school, you knew a great percentage of the 

population of the high school. It was quite amazing. 
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But as the years went by, in high school, we noticed a lot of people coming, new 

kids coming into Las Vegas, that we didn't know. As a matter of fact, when I went to my 

tenth-year high school reunion, which was our first one after high school, my back-door 

neighbor was there. His name was Harry Brandeis. And I said, Harry, you didn't go to 

Las Vegas High School. How come you're here? 

He says, Yes, I did. 

I said, You graduated in 1955? 

And he said, Yeah, he says, that's when my parents moved to Las Vegas. I didn't know 

anybody in the high school when I went to the high school. 

He came to that reunion because he did know some people there, but in later 

years, he still lives here in Las Vegas, he's met lots and lots of people, and he's been to 

all the reunions, you know, and we've had one every five years ever since that tenth one, 

so Harry got to know a lot of people. 

But, that was just kind of the way Vegas was. There were a lot of people that 

started coming into Las Vegas, and by the time we graduated high school I'd say 

probably 20 percent of the entire school was people who had just come in through that 

four-year period, because Las Vegas was growing so much. 

But anyway, getting back to Tenth Street, that was very interesting because our 

next-door neighbor was the sheriff, Don Buray. And that was really very cool because he 

loved kids, and he and his wife didn't have any. Her name was Ruth, and everybody in 

the neighborhood loved her. Very sweet gal. 
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There are so many stories to be told, like down Yucca Street, across from me, 

Kelly Clark lived there and his wife [mother? See below.] Nina Clark had a shop on 

Fremont Street which was ladies' clothing, upscale, very fashionable ladies' clothing. 

Which shop was it? 

It was called Nina Clark. And she was either divorced or separated, whatever, but she 

raised Kelly. 

And what was interesting is that kind of catty-corner across the street was another 

Clark family, unrelated, and there was a gal by the name of Connie Clark who I think was 

a year younger than me, who lived on Yucca. 

And it went on to where I could give you a whole list of names of people who 

lived on these streets. And some people, you know, some of the families would come to 

Las Vegas, move in your neighborhood, and then leave, because, for some reason or 

other, they'd sell their business, and they would go back to where they came from, 

Californians especially. Some were gamblers, and found out they couldn't live in Vegas. 

And others, you know, just stayed. 

The war years were really interesting. World War II. Very interesting. 

Why was that? 

Well, my parents, we used to go to Nellis Air Force Base, or to Las Vegas Army Air 

Field a lot. The people in Las Vegas would always be out there doing something for the 

servicemen out there. All the holidays, like Easter, Thanksgiving, Christmas, you know, 

any holiday, July 4th, everything, they'd all go out there and have these parties out there 

for them and things, and they'd take the kids. And I enjoyed it. And of course there was 

the [American] Red Cross downtown and they did a lot of things. 
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The other thing that we loved in those days was Helldorado. All the kids looked 

forward to May, because we had the parades. The parades were three days. We had the 

Children's Parade, and it was usually on Friday, and then on Saturday they had the 

Western Parade, and then on Sunday they had the Beauty Parade, with the floats and 

everything. And, you know, if you're in your school and your class, all the kids would 

put playing cards, you know, fastened with clothespins to the spokes on their bicycles and 

so you could get that click-click-click, you know. It was pretty fun. They'd use crepe 

paper and make streamers and decorate their bikes up, you know, through the spokes with 

all that stuff. 

And then there were a lot of activities based around the school. For example, we 

were a Jewish family, and my mom was always in charge of the Christmas tree. I mean it 

was like, it came from year to year, you know, like, you had the class mothers. (In 

military school we had housemothers, when I was at [military school] that one year.) But 

we actually had the mothers that would volunteer. There was a PTA [Parent Teacher 

Association] but you had the mothers who wanted to do things in the classes, you know, 

for the classrooms, and so my mom, basically, she always bought the Christmas tree for 

our classrooms, and then the kids decorated them. So the kids would bring all the 

decorations from home, and we had Christmas trees. 

The other thing I remember in those early years was the World Series. It was a big 

thing, the World Series. When the new buildings were built at John S. Park, when we 

moved into them, they had speakers in the rooms, and the World Series [games] were 

actually broadcast in for the kids to listen to the baseball games. Isn't that something? 

[Laughing] That is amazing! 
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I know. It was very important. And so all the kids had their favorite teams, and a lot of 

times it was the [Brooklyn] Dodgers and the [New York] Yankees because it seemed like 

they were always on. But I picked the St. Louis Cardinals because they were the closest 

team to Las Vegas. So that was my favorite team. And of course when the Dodgers 

moved out West [to Los Angeles, California], I changed allegiances. But that wasn't till I 

was in college. 

By the way, I want to talk about snow, because when I was on Tenth Street we 

had a great snow. You had enough snow to make a snowman. And when I moved over to 

Sweeney for that one year, we had an incredible snowfall. And I remember my dad 

taking me to school, and the kids were all throwing snowballs. We picked up as many 

kids as we could that could get in the car, because we didn't have shoes and things for 

wet [weather] and stuff like that. I mean it was Las Vegas, you know? And so we picked 

up all these different kids and we got them all crowded in the car, and then as we're 

driving down the street they're throwing snowballs at the car. It was so fun. And my dad, 

when we went down our street, we were the first car out on the street making this track, 

and the car was sliding a little bit, and we drove out and got in to school. It was so much 

fun. We had big snowball fights at recess. We couldn't wait to get out after school. It was 

a big snowstorm though. 

So do you remember that year? 

What year that was? Well, let's see, '51 or '52 maybe. I think it's something like that. 

Fifty? Let's see, I would've been, let's see, that would've been, I think, seventh grade, 

either sixth or seventh grade. It might've been '48. It could've been '49 even. No, wait a 

minute, it wouldn't be '49. It'd have to be '50, or '51. About '50 seems right, and the 
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reason I'm saying that is, a funny thing that happened to my dad is, my dad was real good 

friends with [Chamber of Commerce president] Archie Grant who owned the Ford 

dealership, and so my dad had this Ford, and Archie called him up one day and said, Lou, 

wait till you see this '49 Ford that we just got in. It's totally different than any car we've 

ever seen before. He says, It's parked over at Jimmy Middleton's house. (Jimmy lived 

across the street from Las Vegas High School.) It's back in his garage, in his backyard. 

I'll take you over and show it to you. 

So, he took me with him, and we went in there and I looked at that car. Wow, my 

dad said, Oh, Archie, I've got to have that car. 

And Archie said, Lou, I've got to have that on my showroom there. They're not 

out yet. Next week we're going to put it out, and people are going to have to see it, and I 

can't let you have it until we get some more in. 

My dad said, Well, I want that car. 

And he said, OK, OK, you can have it. 

And so, my dad got the car, and we had the car about a week when the right rear 

door came off. It wouldn't close right and so they had to take it off for repairs or 

whatever, and so it was at the agency, and so my mom, who had just learned how to 

drive—that clutch, she never could get that clutch down very good, and whenever we'd 

go to get the kids to the movies downtown, sometimes, you know, it was hot and my 

mom would say, OK, come on, I'll take all the kids downtown to the movies. So we're in 

the backseat and we got no door on the right side. Excuse me, I'm sorry, it was the left-

side door. The left-side door came off first. 



What happened next was the funniest thing [laughing]. At that time now, my dad 

owned this cleaners called Master Cleaners on Las Vegas Boulevard. It was right on the 

corner of, I can't remember the street. But anyway, there was like a little circle driveway 

where you could pull in to drop your clothes off or pick up your clothes. My dad didn't 

like her [my mom] to pull in that driveway, so she'd pull up alongside the curb next to 

the building, and there was a telephone pole right there. 

And so she said, Go get your dad. And so I opened up the back door of the car, 

and the car drifted forward, and I didn't shut the door, and the door hit the pole and 

sprung it, and so that door had to go off and go into the shop. And so now we had this 

brand-new '49 Ford driving around town—it was one of these blue colors, about [like] 

the dress you're wearing, a little darker than that—and my mom is driving that car around 

town, because she would take my dad to work and then, you know, she would have the 

car. The first time when we drove it out, the kids were giggling and everything, but when 

they saw the car without either door, they would get in the backseat, and we were just all 

over each other laughing. We could none of us sit in the seat. It was like we were on the 

floor or on the seat laughing. It was so hard. We'd get out of the car. And then when my 

mom would pick us up, everybody at the theatre would see it and start laughing. It was 

hysterical. 

So my dad ended up getting his old car back. He took it [the '49 Ford] back and 

got his old car back. They hadn't sold it yet; it was still on the lot. [Laughter] That was 

kind of a cute story of old days. 

And then when I lived on Sweeney, I was in class that year, and I happened to 

notice that Frank Mummy, one of the boys in my classroom, was looking through this 
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colorful little book. It looked like a comic book, but I could see it wasn't a comic book. I 

said, What is it, Frank? He handed it to me. It was a fireworks catalogue from Spencer 

Fireworks in Ohio. And so, I looked at that thing and I said, Oh, my gosh! So I 

immediately got a piece of paper and I wrote the address of the fireworks company, and I 

wrote them a letter, asking them for a catalogue, and they sent me a catalogue. And so, I 

sent for five dollars' worth of fireworks. And my mom and dad didn't know. But I had 

the money. I was always doing something so I always had some money because I mowed 

lawns and did things. So I had some money saved up. And I get a call, and luckily I 

picked up the call. It says, Your fireworks box, your box has come in, it's at railway 

express company, because you couldn't send fireworks through the mail. So we went 

down. My mom took me down. 

Did she know what you were picking up? 

Oh, I told her, and she says, Oh, my gosh, when your father finds out, I don't know if 

he's going to like this or not, and I said, Well, we got to go get them, and she said, OK, 

we'll go down. So we went down and here was this box about like this [and] like this 

[showing measurements] and it must've weighed about thirty pounds. It was pretty 

heavy. And we put it in the car and I got it home and opened it up and here was so much 

stuff in there, it was unbelievable. Five dollars' worth of fireworks. I had these things 

you'd shoot up in the air. It was just about a tube about eight or nine inches high, a little 

tube, and a little wood block under it, and a little fuse sticking out. Today when you buy 

this stuff, they just go fizz, but that thing, when you lit it, it shot up in the air. I forget 

what they called it. Aerial bomb. And it exploded. You could hear it all over the 

neighborhood. It echoed through the houses. I mean it was like, oh, my God. And sure 



enough, someone called the cops. [Laughter] And my next-door neighbor, who turned out 

to be one of my dad's partners in later years—he owned a shoe store on Las Vegas 

Boulevard called the Las Vegas Bootery, Doc Knoller, anyway, he and my dad were 

friends and he was a great guy—he says, Don't worry. Just take all your stuff in the 

house. I'll take care of it. So we hid it. So the cops come rolling down in the 

neighborhood, and I don't know what he said to them but then they took off. And he says, 

You know, you're going to have to go out in the desert for this stuff, or whatever, but he 

says, I don't know if this is a good idea. Let's wait till July 4th and, you know, maybe 

then. I said OK. But meanwhile I had this huge thing of firecrackers and I was selling 

these packages for ten cents apiece. [Laughter] I made fifteen dollars of sales off that 

stuff and I still had plenty for myself. So then we moved over to Park Paseo. 

And you moved the fireworks? 

Oh, no, I then sent for like a larger [order], twenty dollars' worth of fireworks, and I sold 

them. I made probably about fifty dollars on that. But I had fireworks that would last me 

all year long, I mean, firecrackers and two-inchers and stuff. 

So what did your parents say? 

My dad didn't care that much, really, about it, because other people had them, and 

actually, about then is when the fire department started doing fireworks shows out at 

Cashman Field, which was pretty cool, because those kind of fireworks were a lot bigger 

than this stuff. But these things were great because I bought lots of cherry bombs and 

two-inchers. And Billy Waldman, the middle of the three [Waldman] boys, one day he 

came over and he says, Michael, let's go over to Sears. I got an idea. 

I said, What is it? 
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He says, I'll show you. Let's go over to Sears. 

So we go over to Sears, and he buys a pipe about, oh, ten inches or twelve inches 

long, and the end cap that screws on it, a galvanized pipe about one inch in diameter and 

a screw cap on the end. And we went to our neighbor's house across the street, Paul 

Huffey (who's going to be at this little meeting we're going to have), and Paul Huffey 

lived right across the street from me, and his dad Carl [Huffey] (but his real name was 

Bob. We called him Bob. Bob was what he wanted to be called, not Carl.). And anyway, 

Paul's dad had a great shop. He had a shop where he could make anything. This guy was 

so talented. And so we asked him if he would drill a hole in the thing for us. He said, 

Sure, let me show you how to do it. So, you know, he has a drill press and he just drilled 

a hole in it. And Billy says, Get one of those two-inchers out. So I brought a two-incher 

out, and we stuck the fuse through that cap and then screwed the cap on the pipe, put 

some Kleenex down it with a hanger, put some B-Bs in there (because we had B-B guns), 

and we put some more Kleenex in there, and then lit that thing. 

But we didn't do it in our yard. I have to tell you, we always lived on the edge of 

the desert. So we walked over to—there was like three vacant lots, and so we walked 

over to this area there. I can't remember what we shot at, but I think it was a big piece of 

cardboard or some big old box. And so he held it and I lit it, and he just held it in his 

hand, and it went boom like that, and it shot all these B-Bs into this box. It was like a 

cannon. And Mr. Huffey didn't know it, but later on we were having him cut out guns out 

of wood [laughter], and we were buying smaller pieces of pipe. Then he had this metal 

we could wrap around the pipe, to hold it to the wood part of the gun, and so we had 

these guns that we made. I mean to tell you, it was incredible. We used them out in the 
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desert to shoot at old cars and stuff. We never shot them at each other. But that was just 

kind of like a little thing that we figured out. 

One time, we were going to make our own rocket. 

That's what I was afraid of the other time. 

Oh, my gosh, we made our own rocket. We got into gunpowder. What happened was, the 

Waldmans' father, Herb, he worked out at the Basic Magnesium [Incorporated, BMI] 

plant, I think, and also one of their uncles worked out there. 

So he wasn't a tailor? 

No, no, no, not the Waldmans. No. No, no, not the Waldmans' father. No. My mom's 

mom, her husband was a tailor in Las Vegas. That's what his whole occupation was. But 

no, not Mr. Waldman. Mr. Waldman later opened a Hudson dealership, so he was a 

Hudson car dealer. 

Anyway, what happened was, Billy knew all these things that other people didn't 

know, he knew how to make gunpowder. So we went down to Skaggs drugstore 

downtown. I think it was called Skaggs Pay Less. And we went in there, and you could 

buy big jars of sulfur, jars of charcoal, and potassium nitrate, and that's what makes 

gunpowder. 

How did he know that? 

He looked it up. Well, I had a chemistry set, and we made a lot of startling things with the 

chemistry set, too. [Laughing] 

[Laughing] I don't want to know. 

But he figured out this gunpowder thing, and we made the first gunpowder with stuff in 

my chemistry set, but we ran out. It had really small bottles. So we went downtown and 
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bought these bigger bottles. And so, we took a toilet paper tube and we wrapped black 

tape around it, and we got one of the fuses, a firecracker fuse. We should've got a two-

incher fuse but we got a firecracker fuse, and they're very flimsy, and we stuck it in there. 

But anyway, we made a little cone for the top and put it on a stick, and put it in a milk 

bottle. We had those little bottle rockets that came with the fireworks sets, and they 

would just go sh-weet, and they would do not much. But they could catch a roof on fire. 

Now that's happened, but not in our neighborhood. But anyway, so we thought this 

rocket's really going to go up there. 

Well, anyway, Phil, Billy, Herb, and myself went to the Waldmans' backyard, and 

they had this round circular thing, in concrete. People had these clotheslines where you'd 

stick the pole in the middle and it had this rack around it where you put clothes on it. 

Well, the clothesline wasn't there. So that was our launching pad area. And we put the 

bottle right on top of the metal thing, you know, and stuck the rocket in there with the 

stick sticking up, and Phil said he'd light it. (That's the older brother.) So Phil went over 

to light it, and when he came back we ran behind a bush, and it didn't light. So Phil 

decided to go over and take a look, and just about when he got there is when it went off. 

But it never went in the air. It just exploded like a bomb. [Laughing] And Mrs. Buray, 

Don Buray's wife, Ruth, who I was telling you about who was my next-door neighbor, 

and their [the Waldmans'] back-door neighbor, was in her backyard at that time, taking 

some grapes off the fence there because she was growing some grapes there, and she 

heard the explosion and I can hear her today saying, Oh, my Lord! [Laughing] And she 

came running over to see. And Phil got up, and he had these little red marks all over his 

face, and some of them were actually skin pulled away. I couldn't believe that. So we 
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took everything and just dumped it all, and then we had to await the father, Mr. 

Waldman, coming home. I was barred from their house for like two months. [Laughter] 

They [the Waldman boys] couldn't talk to me for two months. [Laughing] Like it was 

my fault. It was Billy's idea, not mine, but I helped, you know. I helped. But I was 

barred. Anyway, that was kind of funny. 

Now did the B-Bs hit him in the face? 

There were no B-Bs in that. 

Oh, this was just gunpowder hitting him. 

It was just gunpowder in there. It was supposed to make this thing go up in the air. We 

didn't realize how those things worked too well, and our engineering was totally wrong. 

[Laughter] 

But we had some fun experiences. I mean, sometimes, you'd be sitting on your 

lawn, in the summertime, and all of a sudden these kids come walking down the street, 

and you go, Those guys are up to something. Because you had your little thing, you 

know, like you have five, six kids over here, boys and girls, mostly like boys and the girls 

were separate, they'd do their own thing, and all of a sudden we'd see these guys coming 

down and say, These guys aren't up to any good. Be ready for anything, OK? So they 

came over, and then, as they got closer, [we said], Hey, guys, what are you doing? What 

are you doing? But some of them had their hands behind their backs. And what did they 

have? They had a couple of boxes of eggs. And so they came over and they started 

throwing eggs at us. And, oh God, it was so funny. Like one guy had a box of eggs and 

we tried to get to it, but it got smashed, and so one of those guys got eggs all over him 

because we poured them on him. Then we ended up getting the hoses out and we all were 
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spraying each other down to get the eggs off of us. We just all sat around laughing. It was 

just so much fun. But that's what we did in those days. Harmless, fun things. 

But we did all have a sports interest. Many of us had sports interests. We all liked 

softball, baseball, and it seemed like many of us liked basketball, and football, and these 

were like the sports that you'd play prior to organized stuff. But baseball was the first 

organized sport for most of us. We started playing baseball around nine. 

And did you have Little League teams? 

That's basically what it was. We didn't have Little League, but there were some 

organizers in Las Vegas, and our first sponsor was Mr. [Benny] Binion, who owned 

Binion's [the Horseshoe Club] downtown. At that time Jack [Binion] was attending John 

S. Park school. We knew Jack, the son, and he was our friend. And so that was our team. 

We were called the Pythons. And I remember we had green shirts with gold lettering on 

them. It was very cool. Very few teams had that organization. And then he bought mitts 

for everybody and baseballs and bats. We had all this stuff, and we even had a coach. So 

we had a lot of fun with that team. That was just one summer. 

Where did the Binions live? 

They lived on Bonanza Road. Part of that house I think is still standing that they lived in. 

OK, so they lived in the single house that's there at Tonopah [Avenue], I think. 

Yes, maybe so, yes. In fact, that's an interesting thing, talking about black people in Las 

Vegas. When I was a kid, my folks had friends who lived over on the Westside. And the 

Westside was primarily where blacks would live because there was no question there was 

discrimination, but not outright. No one said you couldn't live in our neighborhood. But 

hey, just like Polish people when they came to the United States, they lived with Polish 
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people. I mean, you could go into places of northern Michigan, and they're all from like 

Sweden or Norway, you know. It's just the most amazing thing how this country evolved. 

But in towns where there was discrimination—now, Las Vegas didn't have outright 

discrimination, from the standpoint that you could see it, but it was there in the Strip 

hotels. 

But didn't you have some areas with housing covenants that said no blacks? 

Well, most likely, I would guess. But Huntridge didn't have that. But that wasn't the 

thing. It was so much fun. I used to ride my bike over to the Westside because I knew 

people who lived over there, and at that time there were as many white families as black 

families living over there. It was mixed. Somehow or other, it all turned, eventually 

mostly black, but there were always white families living there, too, because we used to 

go over there. In fact, one of my dad's really good friends, Rodney Colton, who was a 

county commissioner, lived over there. We used to go over there all the time. See, Las 

Vegas High School, you wouldn't know there was any—we had no discrimination at Las 

Vegas High School because, if you were going to a Westside school, you had to go to 

Vegas High. 

Because it was the only high school at the time. 

At the time. And I saw, there was no [discrimination]. In fact, two or three of the kids that 

I went to high school with were in our group, depending on how they felt at the time, but 

Dean Crisp who was an amateur fighter, who was a really neat kid, he loved hanging out 

with us, and Ernestine Williams, who was probably the sharpest, the neatest gal in high 

school, was in my high school class, and she hung out, mostly with white gals. I mean it 

was just like, you know, you didn't see the kind of thing you would think you would see, 
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you know. In fact, there were so many people upset. When my kids, when they started the 

busing, there were a lot of people very upset with that. 

That wasn't until the 1970s. 

Sixties. Mid-sixties. Let's see, fourth grade for my kids would've been about '69, maybe, 

or '70, somewhere in there. 

Now was that for the sixth-grade centers? 

Yes. Yes. It was sixth-grade centers, yes. 

So how did it work? 

Well, what was bad about it was, is that, in your school, you had all white kids going to a 

school on the Westside. I mean it wasn't like they put black kids together [with white 

kids]. One of my friends, Nancy Persagus, I went to high school with her and she was out 

there at one of the schools in the office, and she was trying to get her school to where at 

least it had half blacks and half whites. And she was very successful at getting that done. 

Some kids just had to be bused. I mean, once you got to be that age, you were just bused. 

My son Steve had no problem with it at all. He enjoyed every bit of it because he met 

some neat kids over there and had a lot of fun with them. 

Well, I thought all the kids in the sixth grade went to the sixth-grade centers. 

Well, they did. 

OK, so now that was integrated then. 

Yes. 

OK. But otherwise it wasn't? 

No. I'll tell you what it was. They had a couple of private schools. Here's what they did. 

Churches did it, and some, I'm trying to think who they were. But I didn't get very 
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involved in it. All I knew is that my kid, all he had to do was be on the corner to be 

picked up by a bus. In fact, my oldest son enjoyed it a lot. He enjoyed it a lot. My 

youngest one hated the bus rides. He didn't mind the school, but the bus rides just were 

not very [good]. He didn't like them at all. But Steve, he enjoyed the bus rides and the 

kids, you know, chatting with the kids and meeting a lot of kids he never met before. That 

was kind of fun for him. In fact, I know some of those guys today that are some of my 

son's friends who he met on the bus rides. [Laughing] 

Oh, great! Great. Tell me about that one year, that your mother worked, that you 

went away to military school. You had started to tell that story earlier but we got 

sidetracked. 

Yes. I went to military school in Los Angeles, and that was a very interesting experience 

for me, from the standpoint that, I'd never been away from home like that, and you know 

that homesickness thing you get? It's very strange. But they didn't just all of a sudden 

just send me away. We went to Los Angeles and looked at schools, and I had the choice 

of which one, and I picked this one because I just liked everybody that was there, and 

when I got there it was the same. But what was very interesting was that my parents had 

friends who had sent their kids there and one of them was a year older than me and one 

was two years older than me. And these two looked out for me. They were like, I got 

there, and they'd just made sure everything was OK, you know. They'd make sure that no 

one was picking on me, you know, because what happened in these schools, very few 

out-of-towners there, mostly kids from California and the L.A. area, so they would have a 

tendency sometimes to do that. But I had no problems because I had guardians. And 

those two kids, by the way, were there, not because they elected to be, because they were 
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bad kids. These kids were like not kids liked lived in my neighborhood. But I knew them. 

I knew them. And actually, I liked both of them, and both of them ended up showing [up] 

back in high school, because they came back to Vegas for high school, so I knew them 

again in high school. 

That was another thing. When you went to like John S. Park School or Fifth Street 

School, you knew kids in your neighborhood that you grew up with, all ages. You know 

how it is. On your block, there's every age. So when you get to high school, you've got 

kids of every age that you know. You know kids. The closest ones you know are the year 

behind you and the year ahead of you. And you get to be very friendly with them. That's 

where your social group really is. Because that's the comfort group. In fact, some of my 

friends have been to a lot of reunions of the other classes so they could see these people. 

And a lot of them have come to our reunions. And it's really been fun. And even now, 

when I see people, it's so nice. We had a fiftieth class reunion in '05, and it was our 

largest reunion. And there were people there who never came to any of the others. And 

they were hard to recognize, somewhat, because we'd been seeing the others grow old 

gradually, every five years, you know, and all of sudden there's these ones and you go, 

Wow, what a shock to see this person! [Laughter] I mean you tell maybe who they were. 

You could tell who they were. But my God, you know, you didn't expect to see that 

aging factor. You know, it's like when you're around your parents, you don't notice the 

aging factor or, you know, your brothers and sisters, you just get old. But when you see 

someone you haven't seen in a long time and you see them older, it's like, Wow! And 

especially like the girls, you know. What was really funny is, the girls who weren't that 
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good-looking in high school turn out to be pretty good-looking, you know, I mean it was 

amazing. I was just amazed at how they changed. 

You know, you have these little crushes. There were some girls that I had a crush 

on but way too shy to ever ask them out, especially the older ones. And then, in later 

years, as you're growing up, you get really friendly with them, and you tell them the 

story, you know, and they say, Well, why didn't you say something, you know? I 

couldn't do it. I just couldn't do it. [Laughter] And then sometimes you'd have your 

friends, they'd call them up and leave these messages like, Michael Mack really likes 

you. And then, you know, they'd start hanging [around you], bumping [you], but you 

didn't know this. And then, you know, you'd go down a hallway and they'd bump into 

you, you know, and you'd go, Gee, why is she bumping into me? That is really cool, you 

know. So after school, you'd say, You know who bumped into me? They'd say, Who? 

And they'd all laugh, you know, because they were all in on it, you know. [Laughter] 

There was all kinds of neat things like that. 

That's great. So most people had telephones, early on? 

Yes. And the phone system was interesting. When I was young, I knew the numbers of 

all [the kids]. The numbers were like this: you'd pick up the phone, and they'd say, 

Number, please. 

And you'd say, Eight-oh-five. 

And they'd say, OK, Michael, I'll get your dad on the phone right away. 

They knew you, and they'd know you're calling your dad over at The Toggery, 

right? And when you're really young and you're doing this, you just take it for granted, 

Oh, they know me. 
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But my dad had this really interesting thing. In his Boulder Liquor Store, he had a 

jukebox, and that jukebox had no records in it. It had a speaker, and when you picked up 

the phone it went to a company somewhere, and you'd just say, I want to play such-and-

such. My mom would pick me up, you know, and take me over to [the Boulder Liquor 

Store], And I didn't spend a lot of time in there, but when I'd go in there, I'd walk in the 

door and they'd say, Oh, here he comes. The people at the bar, all the bar people would 

say, Oh, here's Michael. And I'd go over to the jukebox and they'd say, Oh boy, here it 

comes again. And I'd call up and I'd say, Would you play that song for me? OK, you 

know. Oh, hi, Michael, OK, sure. And they'd play, "You Are My Sunshine." [Laughter] 

Every time I'd go in there [I'd play] "You Are My Sunshine." So that was kind of cute. 

And then another thing, too. We had theatres. That was another thing, the theatres. 

Because a lot of kids worked in the theatres, you know. We had the Huntridge Theatre, 

which was just down right in our neighborhood. In fact, when it was being built, I 

remember when they first put the beams up for the ceilings and everything and they were 

really high and we climbed all over that place. It's amazing we never got hurt doing that, 

but we had a lot of fun doing it. And then it was fourteen cents to go there and you know 

it was like, you know, ten cents for popcorn, fourteen cents to get in. 

And Mrs. Hatfield, who was the manager, she kicked people out for just 

practically anything you did, you know, it was like, making too much noise, putting gum 

on a seat, you know. She was there all the time and you had to watch out for Mrs. 

Hatfield. And on the side of the theatre, there was this deadening material, this spongy 

stuff, and people would carve their names in it, you know, and put initials so-and-so and 

so-and-so, you know, with little hearts and stuff. Well, I'd never do that. But one day I 
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was in there and I noticed if I pushed my finger into it, it would stay for a while and it 

came out. So I was pushing my finger into it and I was making an M, you know, and Mrs. 

Hatfield caught me doing that, and sent me home, right in the middle of a movie, you 

know, and I'm going, Oh, my God. So I went home and I told my mom, and my mom 

says, Well, I know the owner of the theatre. So she called up Lloyd Katz, and she said, 

Lloyd, my son just got kicked out of the Huntridge. Why? 

And she told him and he said, Well, that's stupid. Carving his name, yes, but just 

pushing that stuff? 

She said, Yeah. 

So he says, Michael, I want you to meet me down there. 

So the next day I went over there and I showed him where I had pushed my 

fingers in and he says, It's almost gone now. So he pushed his finger in and he says, Was 

that about how it was? 

I said, Yeah. 

He says, Come with me. 

So we went to the office. [Mr. Katz said,] Mrs. Hatfield, you kicked him out of 

the theatre for pushing his finger in the wall? 

Yes, I did. 

Well, I want you to give him five free passes. Pushing your finger into the wall, I 

don't want anyone thrown out of here for doing that. 

OK, sir. 

Oh, boy. She watched me like a hawk after that. Everywhere I went, she was after 

[me]. She'd just make sure [of what I was doing], [Laughter] I mean, you know, it was 
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like, oh, she hated me for that. She hated me for that. And those five passes really got her 

mad, that she had to hand me five passes. Oh, God. 

I mean, all the funny things that happened to you. We caught a sign on fire one 

day. Right across the street from my house, there was an empty lot, there on Tenth and 

Charleston, and there was a billboard. And so we were sitting behind the billboard. I 

would say we were probably seven years old. And we had matches. And so we were just 

fooling around with the matches, you know, and we were actually lighting them—these 

were wood matches—and throwing them at each other. And we left and all of a sudden 

there was smoke. Well, they had the fire station just right there, down the street. And so, 

one of the kids ran over to the fire station and pointed at the smoke and oh, they brought 

the fire trucks over there. [Laughing] I could've put it out with my hose. I mean, my 

house was right across the street, you know. We could've gone over and got the next-

door neighbor's hose and hooked it in there and it would've reached, I think, to put out 

the little bit of fire that it was. But we caught the thing on fire. And the fire department 

came over to my house and talked to my dad, the firemen, you know. You know, just 

little things like that. 

OK. Tell me about horseback riding. 

Oh, that was really fun. That was one of the neatest things. The horses went up to Mount 

Charleston for the summer, because it was way too hot here to ride in the summer. But 

you could ride up until May. Actually that's why school got out here very early. We were 

out of school in the end of May at the very latest. If it got hot before that, maybe even a 

week earlier. Because we had no air conditioning, and especially the John S. Park School 
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with those crummy old buildings, I mean it could be really hot. And so we got out of 

school early. 

But before that you could ride. I mean all winter long the stables were open, and a 

lot of my friends loved to ride horses. So you had the El Rancho [Vegas Hotel and 

Casino] stables and the Last Frontier [Hotel and Casino] stables. And it's right behind the 

El Rancho Hotel were the stables, and right behind the Frontier, in the back, were the 

stables. And I happened to just like a couple of horses at the Frontier stables better. 

That's when the Last Frontier had the Western village there. And you could just walk 

straight through or you could drive around to the stables on the side. 

It was terrific. You'd cross the railroad tracks to get on the other side of the 

tracks. There were a lot of trails. You could ride all the way around. And then down at 

Spring Mountain Ranch, at Spring Mountain Road, there was what they called the D4C 

Ranch. Because ladies came for divorces, and men, too. But they had women stay there, 

at that ranch, the D4C. And you'd ride by there. 

But never, never, never turn your horse around in the direction of the stables. 

Keep him always pointed away when you're riding, unless you're on your way home, and 

then even when you're on your way back, you kind of go angles to angles. It's almost 

like riding a sailboat. Because once you face the nose of the horse toward [the stables], 

they're running home. They're running back to the stables. I remember holding on 

sometimes. The reins were gone, there was no way of me getting them, and I'm just 

holding on there, waiting for that horse to finally stop at the stable. [Laughter] Come 

walking into the stables, you know. Oh, God, I mean it was just like, once you learned it, 
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you know, and some people got better at it and some kids ended up with horses. I mean 

their parents lived out where they could have a horse. I mean it was really interesting. 

Well, that was the other thing. The desert was our backyard, and in the 

summertime we'd get a canteen, fill it up with water, and take off, the kids, and we'd go 

out there and sometimes take lunch with us, and walk way out in the desert down these 

roads. There were a couple of places out there that were really neat, where we had these 

ponds. Actually, what they were, is they were springs, natural springs, and they had 

cottonwood trees growing out there, and they had these ponds. One of them had like 

tadpoles, you know, baby frogs, and then the other pond didn't seem to have it. It seemed 

like they had these little minnows out there, these little fish. And so, kids were always 

taking some of them home. We took things out to bring them home in. But what was 

really nice was you'd be so hot out there and you'd just be able to get in that water. 

Sometimes it was kind of muddy on the bottom, but at least you could get it and pour it 

all over you, you know, and cool off. 

Did you wear caps or hats? 

Not really. I'm going to tell you, I had so much sun exposure as a kid, I'm lucky I'm still 

alive. I'm not kidding. My skin is so bad. I just haven't had a lot of sun lately. But in the 

summertime, I don't know that I sunburned much but I sure did get a lot of sun. I was as 

dark as you. I'm not kidding. Well, see this color? Well, that wood back there, that wood 

back there, we had that in my office. My office was right across the street on Maryland 

Parkway for twenty-some-odd years, right across from UNLV, and the inside of our 

office had all dark wood doors. And I had just come back from the beach, and my partner 

said, Stop right there. I was right at the door, standing at the door, and he got out his 
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Polaroid camera, and he took a picture of me. [Laughter] He says, Wait till you see this 

picture. So the picture came out and I said, Oh, my God! So I went like that and [said], 

Oh, my God, I can't believe I got that dark. And it was like, we just didn't realize how 

much damage the skin [suffered], what the sun is doing to you. I mean it was just as bad 

then as now, although I don't remember a lot of people having skin cancer in those days 

but, I'm sure they did. 

It was amazing to me, because one of the things that was very interesting in my 

childhood—I had a great childhood, because my dad always had a business. I would say 

we were definitely middle class, because that was what our whole neighborhood was. 

Everybody had a job, and they owned their houses. In our case, we rented because we 

had an economic setback, but it didn't take long for us to get back in the groove again, 

and my dad never let my mom and me know that we had any problems. 

It wasn't till later years my dad told me about some of this stuff. My dad's oldest 

brother Nate, he had made some money in the bootlegging business, and this was in the 

East, and he had told the two younger brothers to stay away. He didn't want them to get 

involved because he thought it was kind of dangerous. But he had made some money and 

friends. So, when he moved to California, he had a lot of friends there, and some of them 

were involved, you know, in Las Vegas, and so what he did is he, in 1947, '48, when the 

Flamingo Hotel [and Casino] closed, after its initial opening, a bunch of people got 

together and he put some money in with these guys to reopen the Flamingo. He was a 

silent partner. 

My other uncle I was telling you about, Harry, who was my friend—when I say 

"my friend," he was my uncle. We were never on the level of friends from that standpoint 
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but I loved him and he liked me a lot. He would, in the summertime, I guess this would 

start when I was like, let's see, 1948 I would say, so I was like eleven, and then '49, 

twelve, twelve years old I would say, or even thirteen, he would pick me up in the 

morning, on like a Monday morning, and take me out to the Flamingo Hotel. And the 

first time I went out there, he introduced me to the lifeguard, and the lifeguard was not 

just the lifeguard, he was like the pool man. He set up everything for people, you know, 

get the lounges out, the towels, the suntan lotion he sold. And he was also the tennis 

instructor. And I didn't learn tennis from him, which I should have. They had tennis 

courts that were way out in the parking lot, and they were hot as could be, and I just 

couldn't see going out there and learning how to play tennis. So when he'd go out to do 

that, I took over his position, and I would get towels for people and take dirty ones and 

pick them up and at the end of the day help him with the chairs. So my uncle would drop 

me off in the morning and pick me up later in the afternoon. And sometimes he'd come 

out and lay on the lawn with me. 

Well, I met such neat people out there. And my uncle Nate gave me power of the 

pen. So this was just sensational. I would go out there, and he'd say, Here's the deal. You 

get your hamburger, and you sign for it, and whatever the amount of the bill is, you put 

that much down for tip. 

I said, Wow, I said, the hamburgers are a dollar! I could get a hamburger down at 

Wimpy's for twenty-five cents! 

And he said, That's what they are. And if it's a dollar, and if you have a 

hamburger and a glass of water, you put down a tip of a dollar. If you have a hamburger 

and a Coke, you put a dollar and a quarter down for the tip. You know, it's just like that. 



And I said, OK. 

So, obviously the waitresses liked me, and sometimes would come out to the pool 

and say, Michael, you want a hamburger? Are you in the mood for a hamburger, you 

know? 

And so I was also allowed to take a friend, one friend with me, you know, and so 

my friends always wanted to go out with me, so I'd always love to take a friend. And 

then I met people out at the pool. Oh my gosh, I met some of the neatest people out at the 

pool. And my uncle did, too. I remember when Betty Hutton came out and she was out 

there sitting at the pool one day, and my uncle went down and sat down and started 

talking to her, and then I went over there. I said, Oh gosh, that's Betty Hutton! You 

know, I was thinking about that and it was pretty cool, you know, because I had just seen 

her in a movie, you know. I was really, really impressed. At that time I think she was 

married to Harry James. 

But the other thing was, is I had met this other lady and her son. She was there for 

a divorce. And her oldest son was one of the Bowery Boys in the movies. I don't know if 

you ever watched any of the Bowery Boys movies but he was the tall blond one called 

Satch who was kind of like the dumb one, you know. He wasn't really dumb in life but he 

sure acted it in the movies. But the youngest son was my friend. And she was there for a 

divorce. And that summer when they left, I was so sad that he was no longer there. But 

they lived in California, and when I started college, I looked him up, and we got together 

one time, and then he moved East, so that was it. I never did see him again after that. 

The Flamingo Hotel was very interesting. It had some tunnels and stuff. And so 

the back building, you could go down in the basement and in the basement there was 



lockers for the help and the maids had all their stuff and they had lockers, and they had 

showers, and a big bathroom there. So when I got into high school, I'd call up my uncle 

and say, Would it be OK, you know, there's like six of us want to go out and take our 

dates out. Would you pick up dinner at the hotel for the dinner show? He said, Sure, go 

ahead, just sign my name. So I'd go in and make a reservation, and then we'd get one of 

these huge booths in the back. Sometimes there wouldn't be like twelve of us; maybe 

there'd only be ten or eight. You had to be there at six o'clock. It'd be like a Saturday. 

And we'd go out to the pool at like two, we'd swim in the afternoon, then I'd take 

everybody downstairs and show them where the showers were. And the maids down 

there knew me and everything and they'd give us towels and everything. And the girls 

would go here and the guys go here. And we'd put on our clothes because you had to be 

dressed for the show. You couldn't go in, you know, looking crummy. And so, we'd go 

see the show, and then we'd go home, you know, and it was so cool, because we had our 

cars, we were sixteen years old. If we were like thirteen and fourteen and we did that, my 

mom or dad would come pick us up. I mean it was really cool. So that was something 

very special. 

And a lot of times when I went out there when I was younger, I'd walk into the 

hotel, it was so hot outside and you'd walk in and they had air conditioning, and you'd 

almost freeze inside. But I'd walk into the showroom where they were doing the 

rehearsals, and I'd sit down and watch the rehearsals. 

Who did you remember seeing? 

Oh, my God, my favorites. Oh, my favorite rehearsal, the Olson and Johnson Review. 

They were the wackiest. Spike Jones, and Doodles Weaver. I liked all the comedians. But 
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the comedians didn't do much for the [show]. They'd crack up people, you know. They'd 

just get out there. But I loved the showgirls, the dancers. And I would go there, and I'd 

watch the dancers practicing, and I was like fascinated with them, and they were so 

pretty. And I'd just sit there just watching. And they'd bring me iced tea when I would sit 

there. And sometimes the maitre d' or the gal, the hostess would come over and sit down 

with me and she'd say, Which one do you like the best? [Laughter] And I'd say, I like 

that one there, you know, and she'd say, Oh, yeah, yeah, yeah. 

Do you want to meet her? I'd say, No, no, no, no. [Laughter] You know, I was too 

embarrassed. And then it was so fun because I knew all the routines. Like, they'd go like 

this [demonstrating] and come to the middle, and then this thing was called the Waterfall. 

So I'd take my mom. I'd say, We got to go see this show. So we'd get out there, and so 

my dad would say, Where do you want to sit? 

And I'd say, Well, I want to sit in the back booth in the back. I don't want to sit 

up in the front, because they know me. I was embarrassed, you know. 

And he said, Well, you should sit up in front so they can say hi to you. 

And I'd say, No, no, no, no. 

So, anyway, we'd sit in the back, and it was really fun because the maitre d' 

would come over [and say], Hi, Michael [laughing]. It was so funny. And I'd say, Oh, 

that's the Waterfall. [Laughing] 

[Laughing] So you really had a privileged childhood, didn't you? 

Well, that was great. That part was great. 

The other part, my uncle, I was telling you, Harry, he would take me to the El 

Rancho pool. I learned how to swim at the El Rancho pool. We would go out there. And 
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radio station KENO had their station there. And I used to walk along the area. And my 

dad used to get his hair cut there. Hal was his barber. So sometimes he'd come out there 

and he'd drop me and I'd swim at the pool and then he'd get his hair cut. But I'd walk to 

radio station KENO. It wasn't until probably twenty or twenty-five years ago that I met 

the owner of the radio station's [Maxwell Kelch] daughter, and she's a few years younger 

than me, and I didn't know her all those years. It's amazing. The Kelch family. Marilyn 

Kelch. Laura Belle [Kelch] was the mother. Marilyn was the daughter that I got to know 

later. 

How did you not know her, as small as the town was? 

I don't know. I never did. I think because she was younger, that much younger than me. 

She's like five years or six, maybe seven or eight years younger than me. As a matter of 

fact, not too many years ago, like ten years ago or so, we went up to Salt Lake City, Utah 

on a ski trip, and Marilyn was up there with us, in our group, because she was dating this 

friend of mine. So that was kind of fun. 

OK. Earlier you told me that the horses were taken up to Mount Charleston because 

it was cooler. Did families also go up to Mount Charleston during the summer? 

Well, many people had little cabins up there. When I say "little cabins," some of them 

were really the size of two tables. I mean some of these cabins were tiny. But some of 

them were kind of nicer. There were really no real deluxe homes up there until, you 

know, the last twenty years or so. Oh, I shouldn't say that. Actually, where I'm talking 

about is the original Rainbow subdivision, which was right across from the fire station. 

They had a lot of small, little cabins there. But if you went further towards Vegas, not so 
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far up, there was a really beautifUl subdivision in there that had some very nice homes. I 

almost bought one at one time. 

But I did buy into one house there in later years, in the seventies, with a bunch of 

friends of mine. Four of us bought a house. We had a house actually up in Camp Lady, 

the Snow at Lee Canyon, and we ended up selling it, or actually buying this other house, 

which was Robert Maheu's house that he built up above the fire station. In fact, it said on 

the gate RAM, like Robert A. Maheu, on the gate, and this was like a regular Las Vegas 

city house with a living room and a dining room and kitchen and bedrooms. You know, it 

was really nice. And it had its own private road up behind the fire station. It's still there, 

and one of our original partners still owns it. But eventually many of us sold out of it, 

because we weren't using it much. But that was a lot of fun. And where it said RAM, I 

said, Why don't we call this the RAM Retreat? You know. And they said, That's a great 

idea! We had a phone, and so I called up the phone company and I said, I'd like to get the 

phone published so people could call us up there, know how to get us. And so I said, 

RAM Retreat. 

She says, Well, I can't put that in. She said, What's the name of the people? 

I says, OK, the first name is Retreat, and the last name is RAM. So it's Retreat 

RAM. Right. OK. So in the phone book it came out RAM Retreat. [Laughter] But that 

was kind of, you know, some kind of a gadget, you know. 

[Laughing] Oh, that's great! Yes. Right. 

As you were growing up in that area, we talked a little about economics. We 

talked a lot about the social [aspect]. What about the religious life in the 

community? 
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Oh, that's really a good one, because in my neighborhood, we had everybody. You know, 

all the kids, there was a certain age, about ten to twelve, where we all went to each 

other's churches, because we wanted to see what was going on. And Catholic by far was 

the most unpopular because it took so long to get in and out. Once you went in, it seemed 

like you were in there forever before you could get out. 

You obviously didn't know any Baptists. 

And Jewish was OK, but the problem with Jewish is it was on Friday nights and everyone 

wanted to go to movies and do other things. They didn't want to go to temple or anything 

like that. And I wasn't required to go. I mean, my dad was kind of religious, but I wasn't, 

you know, and I wasn't forced into things. High holidays and things, yes. 

But as far as the town was concerned, the Boy Scouts was really started by the 

Mormon people, and all of us belonged to Boy Scouts. And my mom was one of the Cub 

Scout leaders. The neighbors passed it around, and my mom got it, and so she was a den 

mother. And then Mrs. Huffey got it after her. Then we went into Boy Scouts, and our 

Boy Scout meetings were downtown. It's downtown, behind the original post office. 

What was back there at that time was this large area that had these pueblos, these mud 

huts. How to put it? Like for example, I was in the Lions Club troop and my neighbors 

actually two down from me were in the Elks troop because their father belonged to the 

Elks and my dad didn't belong to the Elks, he belonged to the Lions, so I was in the 

Lions, and we had our little hut, and they had theirs, and that's where we met. But when 

they got too large, my troop got pretty large, so our troop leader, his name was Skip 

Clark, and his father, Pat Clark, owned the Pontiac agency downtown, and it was one 

block north of Fremont Street on the corner of I think Second [Street] and there was a big 
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garage there, believe it or not, downtown and that's where the Pontiac dealership was, 

and we met there, in the Pontiac dealership, in the repair area where they repaired the 

cars, and we played games and we had all kinds of things going on in there. It was a lot of 

fan. But scouting was fun, and some people took it more seriously than others, and I did. 

But the thing I got to tell you about the John S. Park area that was pretty neat: the 

most amazing thing was like Halloween, when you'd go out trick-or-treating. We had all 

these different people living there. On Charleston we had the Entratter family, Jack 

Entratter from the Sands [Hotel and Casino], and so you trick-or-treat there and you're 

probably going to get a cupcake with really neat frosting on it. Next door was this guy, 

Paul Huffey knows the name of this guy, we were talking about this a few weeks ago, 

who gave out dimes. Just gave out dimes to kids, each kid. So the idea was see if you 

could go back there with a different kind of costume on and get another dime. [Laughter] 

You know. We all figured this stuff out. But we knew all the different places where you 

would go to get stuff. And it was stuff. I mean you'd get brownies, and then a candy bag. 

You didn't have to worry about eating any of it. The thing is, what your parents would do 

is say, OK, that's enough for tonight, you know. And then the next day you'd be in it 

again, into that bag. But it was a lot of fun. And you'd dress up. Really spend a lot of 

time on costumes. I remember one time dressing up as a girl, and it worked for a while. 

[Laughing] Did your mom make the costume for you? 

Oh, yeah, my mom helped me out. 

OK. And she put on makeup? 

And I dressed in her clothes. Oh, yeah, are you kidding? Lipstick, the whole thing. Oh, 

God. My dad even went to some one thing. I still have pictures of him in this costume 
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where all the guys dressed up as women in this group that he was in, and they just had a 

great time with that. 

Yeah, there was a lot of neat things. One of the neat things about going, by the 

way, when we were kids we went to the [American] Red Cross downtown, and they 

made dog tags for us, just like the servicemen wear. They made us all dog tags, so we had 

our own dog tags with our name and our blood type on them. It was pretty cool. 

Wow! That was a good idea. 

Yeah. It was really neat. But, I mean, I could tell you that, if all I have to do is think 

about one little thing and I think about a lot of stuff, but in my neighborhood when we'd 

walk to school, high school, you'd be in one group, I mean you'd see all these kids 

walking to high school, and we were only like a mile, less than a mile from the high 

school, and so it was a nice walk to the high school, and during good weather it was no 

problem at all. When I first moved to Park Paseo, Ninth Street was gravel, and when the 

wind would blow, you could leave your house and have your hair combed and 

everything, and by the time you got to school you were such a mess, just coated in dust, 

that you'd have to go into the boys' restroom, and the way the sink was in there it was 

like a round thing, and the water sprayed down into this thing [demonstrating], and you 

could get your head down in under that water, and get wet, and then the water would 

come down you and it would just leave mud streaks down your face and everything. 

[Laughter] You'd be such a mess. And then sometimes the wind blows from the north. It 

would be OK on a day like that going home because now the wind's blowing you home. 

You know here in Las Vegas, wind comes from the north, and it's cold wind, cooler 

wind. Wind comes from the south and it's a hot wind, you know. 



4 5 

Some of the things that were interesting, like World War II, blackouts, you know, 

they had blackouts in L.A., and they had a practice blackout here in Vegas, I remember 

one time. 

Do you think it was because of BMI? 

Could very well be, or Boulder Dam. Oh, yeah, during the war they had the Jeeps and 

everything with the guns on them and that whole thing during the war. 

Oh, one of the things I was going to tell you about, getting back to those 

fireworks, that gunpowder. Mr. Waldman worked out at Basic Magnesium, and 

sometimes he'd bring back a piece of magnesium. He'd give the kids some magnesium. It 

was fun. But Billy found out that if you file off the magnesium and mix it with the 

gunpowder, it really sparks it up. So we could take and put a line across the street and 

light it with a match, and we'd wait till a car came, light it with a match, and it'd go 

chhhhhh across the street. The car would stop and say, What's that? [Laughter] 

I got to tell you, Mr. Huffey was a great guy, across the street from me. I loved 

hanging out in his workshop. Paul didn't care that much about the workshop, as I did. But 

I loved hanging out there. So did some of the other boys in the neighborhood. And he 

made all kinds of neat stuff. I was like Paul's favorite to take camping. I was actually Mr. 

Huffey's favorite to take camping, for some reason. And he took us fishing, camping, 

hiking. And sometimes Paul and I, if it was really bad weather, we'd sit up in the front 

with him. Otherwise, we liked to sit in the back of the truck, and he'd fix up a thing 

where it was real comfortable to sit in the back of the pickup truck. And God knows 

where we were going, but he always stopped out at a warm spring so we could dive in 

and swim around, you know, up in the Alamo area, on our way to wherever we went in 
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Northern Nevada. But he took us all over Utah and Nevada, and it was just fabulous. We 

went fishing and hunting. When I say "hunting," we never went deer hunting or anything 

like that. When I say "hunting," he says, OK, anything you kill, you eat. I said, Oh. 

[Laughter] Well, I was pretty selective about, you know, shooting at rocks and things, 

you know, not shooting at anything that I didn't want to eat. You know, it was pretty bad. 

So, I was not much of a hunter. I had a .22, you know, we had ,22s. 

But I remember some funny things that happened. I mean a lot of funny things 

would happen. One of the things that came in the fireworks box were these little round 

silver balls, about so big [showing size]. And they were coated in a very shiny silver 

substance. And when you threw them, up in the air and hit, they'd go bang. And they 

were called Torpedoes. And they were pretty powerful. And they came in a box with 

sawdust, you know, to keep them apart so they wouldn't touch each other. And so Paul 

and I decided on one of those trips to take Torpedoes in the pickup truck with us. And so, 

you know, we'd go places and we'd throw them, you know, here and there, and bang. 

Mr. Huffey couldn't hear them, I guess, inside the car. But one time, there was a car 

behind us. And we said, Oh, let's toss one. So we tossed one in front of the car and it 

bang, and this car stopped and pulled over to the side of the road, like they thought they 

blew a tire. And we just kind of hid, you know. [Laughter] And it was like, Oooh, maybe 

we shouldn't do that anymore. But it scared the heck [out of us]. Isn't that funny how you 

learn lessons? Thank goodness we didn't get into any trouble because we never saw that 

car again. I mean maybe he turned off or we turned off. 

But the little things that you could do to [have fun]. Like for example, boys used 

to sleep out at night. We had sleeping bags and we'd go to someone's backyard, and just 
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lay all your sleeping bags out in a row, and we'd just sit there looking at the stars, talking 

about them, you know. Before we'd do that, we'd get permission, you know, to cook 

hotdogs in the backyard. So we'd do that. 

But anyway, my mom and dad had a hammock in our backyard. It wasn't strung 

from a tree but it was on this metal frame. My mom loved it because she could just lay 

outside and read. So, one afternoon I'm sitting in the hammock, and it's getting to be 

dark, and my dad hadn't come home yet. We had these Thompson seedless grapevines, 

those green grapes, you know, growing alongside the house. Well, like about 

midsummer, they're about so big [indicating size] and they get real hard, they're hard, 

and then they grow into a longer shape, then they become ripe and they're terrific to eat. 

Well, I grabbed a bunch of these little things, and I had a slingshot. The Huffeys' house 

across the street, compared to the house we lived in, was this big house, with this big 

slanted roof that came down to the front of the house, you know, this way, in the back 

this way [demonstrating], and then he had this big driveway and this garage behind it, for 

the two cars, then his workshop next to it. So I launched this grape over, and it hit their 

roof, and it went dunt, de-de-de-de, ding. I'm going, Wow, is that cool! So I did it again: 

Boom, dunt, de-de-de-de, ding. I hear a door open: Who's that? Is there somebody at the 

house? [Laughter] It's Mrs. Huffey. I stopped. So the door would shut. Boom, de-de-de-

de-de. Now Mr. Huffey comes out: What in the hell is that? [Laughter] What the hell is 

that? So, now Paul comes out. He says, Dad, I don't know. I heard it, too. He says, Well, 

why don't you stay out here for a while and see if you hear it again? OK. Fine. So I go 

boop, hoop, de-de-de-de-de. He looks up. He goes inside and he says, Dad, come out! It 

just happened again! [Laughter] So I said, OK, I'll give them a shot. So I did it again, and 
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[they said,] What is that? They couldn't figure it out. So, you know, I tell Paul this story 

now, you know, and he says, Michael, that was like the big mystery in our house. I would 

go out there every now and then and do that. I'd be bored, I'd go get my slingshot, go out 

there, you know, I'll give the Huffeys some trouble, and I'd just do that. [Laughter] 

Drove them nuts. I just drove them nuts. 

And it's funny because I'll drive by there now, and the driveway's just about this 

big [indicating size]. It's not that big, you know. But what is still there is pretty 

interesting. Mr. Huffey was very neat. He made this mold, and he poured out of concrete, 

made his own concrete, a tilt-up fence, and he made this really neat fence that went, you 

know, across the front of their yard like that, out of this concrete mold that he made. And 

it's still there. 

And, gosh, a couple of months ago, I was going to stop and look at my initials. 

That street is still pretty nice. There's two homes that are just totally amazing. One of 

them is that house, how ill-kept that yard is and everything, and the Huffeys kept it so 

beautiful. They went and built another house a few blocks away for a newer home, 

because that one was just too big for them, and they were getting older. And the house 

across the street, the one that was two doors from mine, it's just totally overgrown with 

trees and stuff that you can't even see the house. I don't know how they get in and out. 

It's amazing because the people that owned that house, too, they were very finicky about 

how they kept that house. But they've been long gone, you know. 

But it was pretty interesting how we had kids. Every house had kids. It was so 

much fun. In fact, the people that lived in our neighborhood, businessmen, people who 

worked, were employees, they didn't own their own businesses, but after a few years, 
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they became managers of their business, and it was like then they were able to get a new 

car, and then these guys got a new car. It was pretty interesting how people got cars, you 

know, you'd see the cars. 

And then, this other enterprising family down the street, the Sutton family, had 

three kids: Richard, our age; Sherry, a year older; and then the daughter Kathy, the 

smallest one, the younger girl. And their parents, the father, Bruce Sutton, was the cashier 

at the Pioneer Club. But he had a cigarette route where he owned vending machines that 

vended cigarettes, all over town. And he ended up quitting his business and just tending 

to his route, and later sold the route. But, back in the days when he had the route, the 

Suttons would have all the kids come over because they had to put state tax stamps on all 

the cigarette packages, and they were decals. You'd open up a cigarette box, soak the 

decal in water, and take your fingers and put [decals] on two cigarette [packages], two, 

two, two, two, like that [demonstrating], and so you'd get the whole box done, they'd sit 

over here to dry, and then someone else would fold it up and put it back in the case. I 

mean it was amazing. We had a factory going on their kitchen table, and the kids in the 

neighborhood would all come by and do it. They didn't pay us anything. We just did it 

for fun. It was a gathering place. Mrs. Sutton always had cookies and cake and punch and 

all that kind of stuff for us. 

I love this. Now, you started to tell me a story about the blackouts. 

Oh, what I was going to tell you is during the war, yes, some of the things that happened 

during the war. During the war, well, the blackout thing was one thing. That was just like 

a one-time deal, but it scared everybody. But then we had the stamps for food, food 

stamps, and the neighbors would trade. The women would get together. 
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Those were the rationing stamps. 

Rationing stamps. And they would trade: OK, what do you want? What do you want? 

What do you want? Everyone had their problems in getting certain things that they 

wanted. I'll never forget, when the war was over, my dad bought a case of tuna, and two 

cases of Delaware Punch, which was a soft drink in those days, kind of a grape drink, 

which we loved and boy, it was great when you could get them, you know, and 

sometimes you couldn't because sugar, you know, everything was rationed. I mean it was 

amazing. So you did without a lot of stuff. But being Las Vegas, you still could always 

get a Wimpy's hamburger downtown, you know. There were plenty of places to get 

hamburgers. And that was another thing. Downtown Las Vegas was a lot of fun in those 

days. 

Tell me about some of the restaurants downtown at that time. 

Oh, well, the actual downtown, we had a barbeque down there which was really neat. We 

had, oh, my gosh, let me think. Oh, boy, I'll tell you who'd be good at that is Kenny 

Gragson. He knows. He remembers everything. 

OK, good. OK, so we'll ask him about that. Any small businesses right there in the 

John S. Park area? Like today, you know, there's Levitz, and banks in the area. 

Were there any businesses in that area then? 

Yeah, yeah, there were. Basically the businesses would've had to have been on 

Charleston, and Las Vegas Boulevard. And down at Maryland Parkway, you had the 

Huntridge Theatre. It took a long time for businesses to develop down there. There was a 

[Union] 76 gas station that opened up across the street from it. In later years, way later 

years, after I was out of there, a strip of stores from Tenth Street down almost down to 
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Maryland Parkway opened up, down to the fire station, where there were quite a few 

different little businesses. I didn't pay much attention to them but there was a really neat 

Mexican restaurant in there. That was Dona Maria's, I think. And then they moved over 

onto Las Vegas Boulevard. 

But downtown, there were some interesting restaurants. Actually one of the best 

restaurants down there was [in] the Golden Nugget [Hotel and Casino] [which] had a 

restaurant called Lucy's, and it was really a fancy restaurant of those days, but it was 

really good. The Fong family owned [a restaurant] on North First Street right next to the 

alley and it was really good Chinese food. And then, on Fremont Street itself there was 

the White Cross Drugs. There were actually two drugstores on Fremont Street, one on 

First and Fremont, and one on Third [Street] and Fremont. Both had lunch counters. 

Woolworths even had a lunch counter on Fifth and Fremont. 

Did they ever have sit-ins there? 

No. Never had anything like that. I never saw any kind of thing like that, I think the 

reason being because, down on Fremont Street in the restaurants, I never saw any 

discrimination there. Up till about the time, let's see, what year would it be? Up till the 

time I was about ten years old, I noticed when you went into the theatre, blacks always 

sat on the left-hand side. But that's where I liked to sit. I liked the view there better. I 

don't know what it was about it. But I mean they didn't have to sit there. They just did. 

No one told them to. You know what Fm saying? Because, when I'd come into the 

theatre later, when I was in high school, that wasn't there when I was in high school. It 

had disappeared. 

When did you start high school? 
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Fifty-one. 

When did Lloyd Katz begin to own the [Huntridge] theatre? I think that's probably 

what made the difference. 

Yeah. I don't know. But he owned the Vegas Theatre on South Second Street, and what 

year that was.... 

I'll have to look that up. 

Yeah. He was a neat guy, very neat guy. 

My dad on South Second Street, right next to the Safeway [supermarket], called 

the Esquire Bar. And the kids, after we'd go to the Vegas Theatre, we'd go down the 

alley and go in the back door, and sit in a back booth and they'd give us Cokes, you 

know, serve us drinks. We got the fancy drinks with all the Grenadine and soda, you 

know, and stuff like that, and [would] wait till my mom would come and pick us up or 

one of the parents would pick us up. They'd just drive into the alley and walk in and get 

us. It was so dark in there, we couldn't see. We'd look and say, Where are we? What's 

going on? [Laughter] You know, we'd just come out of the theatre, our eyes would get 

adjusted, and then we'd go back into the dark again. It was pretty interesting. 

Oh, the dairy, the Rancho Grande Dairy. 

Oh, tell me about that. No one has ever told me [about that]. 

Rancho Grande Creamery. It was down about three blocks from Fremont Street, and it 

was on the west side of the street. When you'd go in there and you'd open the door to go 

into the counter, it was like a locker to a freezer door. You could hear that big handle. 

And open it up and go in there, and get milkshakes. 
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Anderson Dairy on Las Vegas Boulevard and Hoover [Avenue] was great because 

we could walk there from Huntridge. 

In fact, where we lived on Park Paseo there was a little park, and it's still there. 

It's Circle Park? 

No. No, Circle Park is [on] Maryland Parkway. This would be Eighth Street. There's a 

little park there. And whoever planned this park out, they put this palm tree or this tree 

not in the middle but down at one end kind of in the middle, so it stopped football from 

having a decent [game]. I mean, it wasn't that big a park. But we used to go there and 

play games. The cross street was a vacant lot, which had a big walnut tree, this huge 

walnut tree, and boy, could we climb on that. That was a good one. 

All those lots had cut-across, and we'd cut across to go to Cliffs Fifth Street 

Market which was on Gass [Avenue] and Las Vegas Boulevard, and that's where all the 

comic books were, and the candy. The meat market in the back, my parents would always 

go there to buy meat there. Also, you could go in there and get milk and stuff. It was like 

a little convenience market. That's where we could also get rolling papers. 

To roll what? 

Bull Durham tobacco. But let me tell you this. This is one of the funniest things. My dad 

being in the bail bond business. This is a great story. My dad's in the bail bond business. 

See, we used to smoke seedless grapes, those Thompson seedless grapes. In the winter, if 

you take the grapevines that are about like that [indicating size], and cut off a piece, you 

can light one end and smoke it, because it's porous. It was like these little tiny holes. The 

thicker it is, the easier it is. If you get one too small, it's too hard to smoke. The bigger 



ones, it's terrible stuff. Terrible stuff. You'd get higher on two Cokes than you could [on 

this]. You didn't get any buzz off of it. It was just smoke, you know. 

My mom and dad, they always had cigarettes out in their house, because we 

always had people over, and they always had candy out. I'll never forget. Kids would 

come in my house, and they'd see the candy, and they'd always say, Mrs. Mack, can we 

have some candy? Sure, go ahead. Then there'd be this kid that'd come in and just take 

candy without asking, and my mom says, Tell him he has to ask, or he can't come over 

anymore. Tell him he has to ask me about the candy, because that's good manners. I 

mean, so she was teaching these kids manners. 

But my dad would have these cigarettes. I didn't smoke cigarettes. I didn't like 

them at all. But Paul Huffey across the street [did]. This is like when we were about 

fourteen. So one night he comes over and he says, I'm babysitting my younger brother 

(who's like a year old). My mom and dad went out to eat. So Paul comes over, and he 

says, Can I smoke one of your dad's cigarettes? I said, Sure, go ahead. So he lights it up, 

and he's sitting there, like this, you know, smoking, and, all of a sudden the phone rings. 

And I pick it up and say, Hello. It was Mr. Huffey: Michael, send Paul home right now, 

please. I said, OK, sure will. So I said, Oh, it's your dad calling you. He wants you at 

home right away. [And Paul says,] I wonder why. So he goes home, and the next 

morning, he said, I want to show you something. We were on our way, walking to school, 

and he pulls his pants down [and says,] Look at that. [Laughter] Oh, his butt was red, and 

I said, What's that from? 

My dad caught me smoking. 

I says, How? 
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He said, He could see through the blinds. We had the blinds open in the front. 

They were Venetian blinds, you know, and they were turned open. [Laughing] So Paul 

got his butt whipped for that. That was funny. 

Some of the things, I mean, you know, school. The teachers we had were 

fabulous. Mrs. Schultz, eighth-grade teacher, had a Model A. She had more potatoes put 

in her tailpipe of her car. But she was so strict. She was this woman, she was like the 

starchiest teacher we ever had. 

I'll never forget, there was a kid by the name of Philip Shipley. Remember the 

spiral notebooks, the steno [books]? We had those in class. So he took the thing out of his 

notebook, and he straightened it out, bent it, hooked a piece on his ear, stuck the other 

end into the eraser on the pencil, and had it hanging there and he was writing as the 

teacher was talking. And he's going like this [demonstrating], looking at her. [And she 

said,] Shipley! Take that thing off your ear and get down to the principal's office right 

now! I mean this was honest to God. 

And she had a couch. She had like a little lounge in the back cloakroom. The way 

the cloakroom worked, there was a door on each side, and it was to hang coats along the 

wall, but on the wall that was backed up to the classroom itself, she had a little thing she 

could lay down on, because she had these terrible headaches all the time. And so she'd go 

in the back and say, OK, class, do your work now, and the first person who finishes, just 

call my name. So she'd go back there. [And she'd say,] Shipley! Sit down! How she 

knew, this one kid, whatever he was doing. And then she'd say, Get away from my 

wastebasket. You know, I mean, she must've had a mirror back there, could see through 
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the wall. [Laughter] This woman was incredible. To have her for your teacher was like 

the worst possible thing in the world. 

What would potatoes in the tailpipe do? 

I don't know. It pops them out, you know. 

Where did your parents buy groceries? 

Well, there were quite a few supermarkets to buy from. There was Safeway downtown, 

there was the Market Spot, which was downtown. It was on the corner of Carson 

[Avenue] and Second Street, across from the courthouse. There was the Food Center, 

which was down on Seventh [Street] and Fremont. Let's see what else. Let me think. 

Well, there was a Safeway on Charleston. 

Two Safeways? 

Well, no. Actually the Safeway downtown closed, and the Safeway opened up on 

Charleston. Let's see. Because we always kind of lived on that side of town, and I'm 

trying to think. Oh, there was another market on the corner of Fifteenth [Street] and 

Fremont, right on the corner. And there was actually a theatre there at one time right next 

to it. Didn't go to that theatre very much. There was even a theatre down on First Street 

called the Western, which only had card table chairs in there. It was real cheap to get into, 

though. 

We had a lot of neat things going on downtown. And like what you said, 

restaurants downtown? Corey's was really popular, on Fourth and Fremont. Let's see. 

Oh, the Town Barbeque. Even though it wasn't a barbeque, it was called Town Barbeque. 

This was not the barbeque place that was between Third and Fourth Streets. I'm trying to 

remember what that barbeque was called. They called it Town Barbeque. But all it was, it 



5 7 

was a diner. And the Seeliac's family owned it. And my dad used to take me there 

Sunday for pancakes, because their pancakes were fabulous. My dad one time saw the 

owner—well, he knew him real well—and he said, What is it are you putting in those 

[pancakes], because my dad liked to cook. And he couldn't figure it out. But my dad 

figured out this thing, that if you put a little bit of sour cream in your waffle mix, and you 

have to put a little powdered sugar in. If you're going to put in like a tablespoon of it, 

make sure you put some powdered sugar in, too. It makes your waffles so light that 

they're like air. It's hard to believe what it does to them. And I've tried that a few times. 

It works. But yeah, it's really an interesting thing. My dad loved to cook. 

Jewish people normally don't eat ham, but my dad and my uncles all did, but my 

mom just didn't like the smell of bacon, so we couldn't cook it at home, but we could eat 

it out and stuff like that. And obviously my mother wasn't kosher or anything because 

she loved shrimp cocktails and crab, you know, whatever. 

But there were some really neat restaurants. This guy named Chris had this 

steakhouse downtown on South First Street that was really nice, a good restaurant, and he 

was there for several years, and it was a little steak place and very reasonably priced. 

The Green Shack down on Boulder Highway there was one of my favorite places 

to eat. Oh, the best fried chicken, and these little biscuits about this big [indicating size], 

they'd give you a basket of those with honey and butter. It was terrific. 

You know, when we all think about places that we used [to go], like your favorite 

place to eat, the Alpine Village, the Alpine Village had like five locations in Vegas. The 

original location was on Las Vegas Boulevard North across from the Elks field down 

there, and it was just a little place and it was really hot in the summertime. They had 
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screened porches and stuff. And then they moved from there, believe it or not, across 

from the Stardust Hotel [and Casino] where the Desert Inn [Hotel and Casino] is on the 

corner there of where Desert Inn Road is. They were in a building there for a short period 

of time. 

They moved to the Waldman Ranch, the Bar W Ranch, off of Tropicana [Road], 

Remember, getting there, this was not easy because it was a dirt road, too, to get there. It 

was roughly Maryland Parkway and Tropicana. Maybe Spencer [Street] and Tropicana. 

They had a swimming pool, a hand-packed swimming pool that you could have. There 

was the Warm Springs Ranch that had a swimming pool, on the comer of Warm Springs 

[Road] and Paradise [Road]. This is way back when. And to get to it, you had to go out 

the highway, and then go down a dirt road, Warm Springs Road, dusty, dirty, to get there. 

There was Twin Lakes, which was called Lorenzi Park. 

I have that on my list. Do you remember anything about Lorenzi Park? 

I loved it. In fact, I just was talking to a group, a couple of days ago, who was I talking 

with, and we just couldn't believe we were all there at the same time and never knew 

each other. 

Well, you know that they're having a grand reopening in June. They're revamping 

the place right now. 

Well, you know, this is really interesting that we talked about. The swimming pool was 

really neat and they had this fountain in the middle you could get up and stand on and 

dive off of and all this kind of stuff. And we all went out there and we all loved it. Oh, it 

was just a lot of fun, you know, you paid when you went in and it didn't cost much to get 

in there, and the parents would sit around and talk. 
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Did the parents ever go out there to dance? 

That was another thing. They had this shell, on an island, in the middle of this big pond 

that they had out there, and it had fish in it, like a little lake. I never, ever saw any 

entertainment from that shell. I never saw it. I think that all happened before I was at an 

age where I would know about that. 

But boy, was that a dirty, dusty trip. In fact, I'll never forget, you know, all the 

families volunteered. It was pretty neat the way families were in the neighborhood. OK, 

you know, they'd call each other, kids all want to go swimming. OK, where? Let's go out 

to Lorenzi's. OK, who's going to drive? My car's clean. You know, I mean it was like, 

my car's clean, I don't want to drive out there, you know, because it was a terrible mess. 

The windshield would be all dusty. 

So what route did you have to take? 

OK. Actually, very simply, you'd go out Charleston to Rancho [Road], and then Rancho 

around, or you'd go down to Bonanza [Road] and straight out Bonanza. And it was like, I 

mean that was the way to go. 

And talking about Bonanza, there was the Biltmore Hotel. I have pictures of me at 

the Biltmore Hotel, in my bathing suit. In fact, I just came across it. The Biltmore was 

kind of a neat [place]. It was a hotel. It had some bungalows, along Main Street, and then 

it had the pool. It was actually on the corner of Bonanza and Main, right out in front 

there. And then the hotel itself inside seemed to be OK. I mean it was a gaming place. 

But I went swimming out there like three times, because I think some friends of my folks 

knew someone out there, one of the managers of the hotel or something. But it was not 
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one of the more fun places for me. I went out there and I went swimming out there and 

someone had a camera and took a picture. 

OK. But it sounds like your Uncle Nate made it more fun at the Flamingo and some 

of the other places. 

Oh, well, yeah, yeah. But see, I would go swimming at the Frontier and the El Rancho, 

but the Flamingo was where I was really welcome, and they had the most incredible 

swimming pool ever. It was a big pool, and then it had these like V-shaped cutouts, all 

around, a little pool and then V-shaped, and then a thing and V-shaped, and in that V-

shaped cutout along the sides of the pool was water this deep [indicating just a little more 

than one foot]. So you could just sit in there, in one of those little cubicle things. It was 

really cool. 

I'll tell you a funny story. You'll probably hear this at Huffey's house, because 

Paul will [tell this story], I'm going to let Paul tell his story. Paul and I were out at the 

Flamingo. My uncle or my mom, somebody drove us out there. We were fourteen. I can 

tell you this for sure. And Paul said he would meet me out there, because my uncle was 

going to take me out and drop me. That's what it was. So I'd been out there for the day, 

and Paul comes out, in the afternoon, and we're sitting there, and there's some gal diving 

off the high dive. 

See, when I used to get out there in the morning, my thing was this: I'd get there 

like at eight in the morning, and the first thing I'd do is hit the bottom of the pool and 

pick up silver dollars and coins that people on their way to their rooms would throw in 

there. And so I'd pick up a couple of dollars. Do you realize what that was like? I could 

go in the drugstore, they had a drugstore there, and buy a Whitman's Sampler for a 



6 1 

dollar. A box of candy that big [indicating size], I only did that like once or twice. I got 

sick, really, of the chocolate. 

But what happened is, I would just save that money. When I turned sixteen, I had 

enough money to buy a car. I started working at a real job at fourteen and fifteen and 

sixteen. I had summer jobs where I made money. 

But anyway, out there at the pool. So I'm out there at the pool, and Paul comes 

out, and I've got my goggles on. I didn't always take goggles out with me, because I 

really didn't need them to find the money in the pool, because you could just open your 

eyes up down there for a few minutes and see where it's at, and I'd lift up the drain cover 

because there was sometimes money [there]. The hole is this big [indicating size] but it 

had a thing around it that was like square so the money would land on that shelf. 

Otherwise it was going to go down into the drain or whatever. 

Anyway, so I'm in the pool, and Paul's wondering where the hell I am, and I 

come running out of the pool and say, Paul, see that girl diving off the diving board? 

Every time she hits the water, her bra comes down. You've got to go look. So he says, 

Let's go! So we get in the pool and I give him my goggles. And he goes down there and 

he comes [back] sputtering [laughter] and he takes and goes down again and looks again. 

I said, Give me those goggles. Get out of here! And so I go down there. 

He says, Where did you get them? 

I says, I got them at the drugstore in there. I said, Go get some. 

He says, I don't have any money on me. 

I said, You know, I don't have any money. Let me go see if Chuck's got any 

money, because I didn't have any money on me either. 
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And so I go to ask Chuck, I says, Chuck, Paul wants to buy some goggles. 

Why? 

I said, He just wants to go buy some goggles. 

He says, OK, look, I'm busy right now. Just wait awhile and I'll go over and I'll 

get them for you or whatever. 

Paul said, I can't wait! [Laughter] 

So he had at that time this motor scooter, and it was an oddball motor scooter that 

no one had ever heard of before. It was the weirdest-looking thing you ever saw. But Paul 

rode all the way home, got some money from his mom, came all the way back to the 

Flamingo. That's from like Charleston to Flamingo [Road], like four miles. So it's like a 

four-mile ride. And so he comes back there, goes and buys his goggles, and gets in the 

pool and the girl's still diving. All this time. And she's still getting up out of the pool, and 

sometimes she'd get up and she'd sit down one, then she'd go back up on the diving 

board and dive some more. So whenever I saw her going back to the diving board, I'd go 

back in the pool again. [Laughter] 

So Paul comes out there, and he comes out, and he gets in the water, and here she 

comes, and he's got the goggles and he's going, Oh! He looks at me and he's going, 

Yeah! [Laughter] And just then, she gets up and grabs a towel, and she walks off to 

where her lounge is. And I laughed so hard. 

And Paul tells this story, that I'm not going to tell you, about his ride home and 

back from the Flamingo pool. Oh, God. This is so funny. It is one of the funniest stories 

of all time. 

Good. So we'll have him tell that on the thirtieth. 



Oh, God, yes, that's a great story. 

You know, it's funny that I can think of, like, something will just come up and I'll 

think about it. One of the things I will tell you about, when I was young, not so much 

when I was in my teens but when I was young, I remember, when I was two years old, we 

had a table in our little duplex. It was just one bedroom and a living room and a little 

dining area and the kitchen area, and there was a window. And my dad had put a fan 

outside the window, and inside they would tack a wet towel on the wall, and the wind 

would breeze through it. It was like a flour sack is what it was. And it didn't take long 

before they'd have to wet it again and put it back up again. And everyone would sit at 

that table. That's where all conversations and everything that was going on [took place], 

at the table. It wasn't in the living room area. And that was my first [memory], I 

remember that. And so, cooling was really big. 

And I can tell you, back in those days, my mom and dad, on any day off that he 

had, they'd go to Mount Charleston for the day, and usually spend the night, and not 

come back until he had to be at work the next morning, because it was so much cooler up 

there, than to spend the night in Vegas. I can understand why people lived up there, 

because it was just so doggone hot in Las Vegas, and without any air conditioning. In 

fact, when I was living on Tenth Street, we had evaporative cooling, and when we moved 

to Park Paseo, the cooler was like in a little sunken thing in the backyard underneath the 

house, and changing the pads on it was a major thing every year. But the air would blow 

into the hallway, and into the living room, and then the other side of it blew into the 

dining room, so it had like three vents that would come out, and the cooler was right there 

in between it. And so the hallway would get cool, and there was two bedrooms there, and 



then there was the living room, and then into the dining area and the kitchen area. The 

kitchen didn't get much of it. 

But when the kids would come over to my house, we all sat in the living room, 

right next to that air blowing out, and it was that way in every house. During the 

summertime, you know, we were either under a tree outside, in the shade, or we were in 

someone's house, in [front of] that cooler, playing our games or whatever we did. 

But it was the most amazing thing. It was like, we didn't have any high-tech toys 

of any kind. We made a lot of stuff. People showed us how to make toys and have fun. 

One of the fun things we did is we used to take these spools of thread, and what you'd do 

is you'd take a rubber band, you'd take two matchsticks, and what you'd do is you'd take 

a rubber band and stick it down through the spool, and on each end you'd have a 

matchstick, so you'd wind it up, and then put it on the ground and this thing would move 

along, you know. So that's kind of an interesting little toy you could make. 

The other kind of things were the match shooters, where you'd take a clothespin, 

turn it upside down, and flip the spring, and now, what you'd do is you'd stick a match in 

there, point it in, and then when you'd click the bottom of the spring it would push the 

clip out of its little notch, and it would light the match and shoot it. I could shoot like one 

from here over to that window. I made those five years ago. I was showing my grandkids 

how to make them five years ago, you know, how you could do this. Not a lot of people 

have wooden matches anymore but, you know, but the thing is, that works. 

We had all kinds of stuff we made and games we played. I mean all the games we 

played, that took really nothing but a few little props. And sometimes, you know what we 

did? If we didn't have a baseball bat, if we had a softball, we could still play baseball by 
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throwing it, you know, from home plate, just throw it out someplace and someone would 

have to get it and you'd have to run towards first [base]. So we'd have bases, maybe they 

weren't real bases but maybe it'd be something we could use for a base. So you can just 

do stuff. 

Yeah, you really can. Kids today don't have those kind of imaginations. 

Where did you go to college when you left here? 

u s e [University of Southern California], 

OK. And what was your major? 

Architecture, when I went in. But I got really sick the first semester of my second year. 

The first year of architecture, I'm at college in Los Angeles. When I was in high school, I 

had a friend of mine who lived in L.A. In fact, growing up, I used to go there. Sometimes 

I'd go for a week at a time to L.A. in the summer with some of my friends that lived in 

Los Angeles, and relatives. I met so many girls in L.A. When I went to college, I knew 

these girls. A lot of girls were there. But architecture? Not one minute for dating. I had no 

time for it. 

One of my dad's good friends had just closed up an office that he had. (I'm going 

to tell you another story right after this. It's called a beer story, so don't let me forget to 

get to that and then we'll call it a day, and then you'll hear more at the next little thing.) 

He gave me a drafting board. He closed his office up here in town and he gave me this 

drafting board, so that was in my living room of this apartment that I shared, a duplex I 

shared that was very close to the USC campus with one of my really good friends from 

high school who was a drag racer, who had taken the engine out of his mother's '52 

brand-new Oldsmobile Ninety-Eight, and put it in this '49 junk Chevrolet that he found, 
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and put it in there, and he was drag-racing. He had souped up the engine and everything. 

And he put the old little engine from his car into this big old [Oldsmobile], and his mom 

didn't seem to know the difference. I still can't [believe that]. And I don't think she ever 

found out. [Laughter] 

Anyway, so, we went out one night and we were up on Sunset Boulevard, and 

there's a cop next to us, sitting right next to us at a stop sign. We're up on Sunset 

Boulevard and we were going to a friend of mine's house that was like two streets down 

and you make a right turn, and then he's the second house, and he's got this house that's 

set way back, with a long driveway that goes to the back. (No, it was actually about a 

mile down, is what I'm going to guess.) And he says, Watch this. 

I says, What are you going to do? 

He says, I'm going to race this cop. 

I said, You're going to be in jail. You're going to be in jail. 

He says, He'll never catch me. I know that car can't go this fast. Are you kidding? 

He couldn't catch me if he tried. 

I said, But he'll have your license plate number and everything else. 

He says, He won't have a chance. I'll leave so much smoke. [Laughter] 

And he used to do this. We lived in a black neighborhood at USC. I got to tell you 

that story. But anyway, and he takes off and he peels out, and I mean the smoke that 

comes off his tires. And he goes and he races down, and he goes on down and he drops 

down this little hill, he makes a right turn down this street, down this guy's driveway, 

shuts off the car, and we just sit there. And that was the end of that. We just sat there for a 
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half-hour listening to the top ten songs of the day, whatever it was, and then we pulled 

out of there and continued on down Sunset where we were going. It was just a little thrill. 

But I got to tell you. Like I say, we always had jobs. All my friends, we all had 

jobs. And it was easy in the summer to get jobs if you'd look around. I worked for 

Standard Oil one year. We all got jobs at Standard Oil stations. Those were great jobs 

except we had different shifts and it was kind of hard sometimes for us to get together 

certain nights but on our days off we could, you know, it was really good. 

But I went to work for this title company, and this was when I was in my junior 

year of high school, and my friend went to work for this bottling company, and it was 

Commerce Street. A Street they called it at that time. It was like a block over from 

Charleston, on a corner. It was Nehi Beverage. The bottled orange and root beer. 

He calls me up. It's our first day at work. It's a Monday, it's our first day at work, 

I'm over there at the title company, dressed up with a short-sleeved white shirt and a tie, 

and I got on a pair of cotton pants. And I go over to see him. His car is parked there and I 

park next to his car. These big doors are open here, doors on the other side, and he's in 

there washing down stuff, and he's sweating and he's this mess. I says, What have you 

been doing all day? 

He says, I wash bottles, and I clean up the place. 

I said, Holy crap! How much are you getting paid for this, you know? I said, 

Jesus, I'm clean, you know. And I go, Wow, wow! [Laughter] 

He's says, It's worth it. Let me show you. You're not going to believe this. So he 

puts the hose down. 

I said, What are you doing? 
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He said, Well, I have to close. I'm almost done. I've got to just close and lock 

both doors and then leave. 

And I said, They trust you to lock up? 

He says, Yeah. 

I said, Oh, my God! [Laughter] 

He says, Wait till you see this. 

So he takes me in there and shows me in the corner of this warehouse this stack, 

it's about half the size of this room and it's up about as high. And I said, What's that? 

He said, That's malt liquor. 

I said, You mean like Country Club? 

He says, Yeah. 

I said, Oh, my God! Wow! 

He says, Listen to this. The owner's taking me around in the morning. I want to 

show you. He takes me in this other room and he says, See? There's another stack. 

I said, What's that? 

He says, These are cans, those are bottles. 

I said, What's the deal? 

He says, He's telling everybody, just take them out of here, as much as you want, 

the sooner the better. 

I said, Holy crap! You mean like right now we can take some? [Laughter] 

He says, Yeah! 

So we filled both of our cars up. I says, Where are we going to take them? 



He says, We got to take them over on Siena Vista, becausc o^croo S»cm Vuu 

Drive off of Paradise, there's this dirt road, one house, and then behind it is this kg hok 

in the round where they'd been taking dirt out for people's lawns. But they hadn't been 

using it in a while, because 1 guess it got rocky or something in there And that's where 

we used to meet, you know, on Friday nights we'd have all our group dowiu we'd haxe 

maybe ten cars down there, all their doors open, listening to Lucky Uger Dance Time, 

you know, on the radio, and dancing and everything out there. Had the boys and girls. It 

was a lot of fun. So he said, Well, we got to take it over (there). 

I said, Oh, my God. 

So we loaded both our cars and had this old Pontiac. At least I had a t'hc\ > that 

had good springs. I had a two-door and he had a four-door. We loaded up both of them, 

the trunk. I had, all the way up to my windshield on the seat next to me. stackcd up. the 

backseat. 

We get over there, and we said. What are we going to do with them? 

He says, Let's just drop them all off here. No one's going to be here till Friday. 

He says, We can clean this out in four days. Let's get them all over here. We'll bury 

them. 

I said, OK. So, we're just going to bury them in the sand? 

He said, Yeah, we'll just bury them all over the place. 

I said, Holy mackerel! 

So, it took us like three days. He didn't want to take them all because some of the 

guys that were working there wanted them. They said they didn't care, but leave a lew 



7 0 

So, we started burying them. And then Friday night comes. So we don't tell 

anybody about it except our close friends, and we said, Let's meet at, I forget what the 

name of the gas station was but it was a Texaco station in front of the Frontier Hotel 

where you get free ice. And so we had these Coca-Cola coolers in our trunks. All of us 

had some kind of a cooler. And so what we were doing—any which way we could get 

some booze, we didn't care—we would go down on Main Street where you had these 

little markets and stuff where they had wine, you know, dusty old wine in the back, 

seventy-nine cents, and we'd buy that stuff, port, white port, all the crap wine that no one 

would drink, and we'd buy this stuff. When we first drank it we'd go, Oh, God! So what 

we did is we had this deal where we got some cups. In fact, what we were using is these 

metal glass cups that everybody had in their house and we each had one in our car, and 

we'd fill those with ice first and then pour the warm [wine]. Never, never chill the wine. 

Make sure it was warm so it would melt the ice and dilute the wine. 

Anyway, so we were doing that. But now this stuff came along. And they were 

these little cans, like eight-ounce cans or whatever, and you'd just use a church key to 

open them, and drink them. So we threw them in our cooler to get them cold, and we 

drank them, and it wasn't half bad. It wasn't nearly as good as Country Club, but it was 

high alcohol content, and no cost. They came like in a box like this [indicating 

measurements and size] and it had like a dozen cans in it, and it was like beautiful, a 

beautiful thing. And we'd get so plastered. [Laughter] 

I took a case in to my boss, Jack Leavitt, who was an engineer, and who was the 

engineer for Pioneer Title Company downtown. I took him a case one day and I said, 

Hey, you want to try something new? 
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Sure. 

So he took them home and he said, Michael, that stuff is good! 

I said, Well, we've got some of it. 

He said, Well, I'll buy it from you. 

I said, Well, will you give me a dollar a case? 

He says, Yeah, I'll give you a dollar a case. 

OK. How many cases you want? 

He says, Oh, give me three cases. 

I said, OK. 

So it was paying my gas. I was filling my car up on that stuff, you know, it was 

amazing. [Laughter] And we had distributors, some of our friends. We had guys selling 

this stuff. 

After I was out of college, like four years out of college, I went over there with a 

couple of my buddies and we dug up some of them. [Laughter] They were still out there. 

It was called Glucksteidt, and it was manufactured in Denver, Colorado. It was a green 

can, green metallic. Yeah, that was quite a thing. Many of the people remember the 

Glucksteidt that we had. We were the distributors. 

Never got in any trouble. You know what? We never got caught for drinking. 

Yeah, what about driving back home? 

Never got caught. First of all, I never let anyone ever open up any booze in my car. I 

didn't like people drinking in my car. I mean it was just not [done]. Drink over here, 

drink over here, I'll give you a ride back and forth. And then I was very good at driving, 

even under the influence. I mean I was very careful. Drove streets where I wasn't going 
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to have any traffic, or have any problems. And Vegas in those days was real easy. That 

was real easy. No drag racing, no stupid things when you're drinking. Never would even 

go to a drag race. There was drag races all the time in the secret places where we'd meet 

to drag race, but never when I was drinking. No. We were all very smart that way. I mean 

most of us were. I wouldn't sell that stuff to anybody who was stupid, you know what 

I'm saying? Just smart people. That was it, you know, and I said hey, you get caught, you 

have no idea where it came from, you know. And it was pretty neat. There was a whole 

thing going on there. 

In fact, we went to a basketball game one time up in Reno. I got to tell you this 

story. I was working at Pioneer Title. The driver's licenses, when we were in high school, 

they would type out the form, and then they'd take a picture of it—it was a Photostat 

actually—and then they would cut it out, and that was your driver's license. So we got 

these driver's licenses. That was the first year. The second year, the next renewal, which 

was like every other year or every year, whatever, now it was black with white lines, 

because they'd take a Photostat. So the Pioneer Title Company, all of their records were 

Photostats, and they were black with white lines. So I took my license in, because if you 

take a picture of a black one, it's going to come out the opposite. It's going to come out 

with black lines. So I went and got my automatic eraser. The guy next to the engineering 

office was the guy that did the Photostats, and he and I were real good buddies, went to 

lunch all the time, and I said, Hey, do me a favor. Make me about ten of these. I went into 

the engineering department and we had an electric eraser, and I erased the seven [in] 

1937. The only number I could put on there was a two, because in my address and the 

other numbers, my birth date and everything, there were numbers in there that were typed 
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in that two was the only number I could use where you couldn't find another two that 

would match to make it look funny. 

So I went around and I got someone who could get the right-sized two in there 

and type it in. One of the gals finally did it. After about six or eight tries, this one gal that 

had a typewriter that worked did it for me. And I went in and had him Photostat it for me. 

And then it was legal in Nevada, because my other driver's license, I had plastic-coated 

it. In fact, in the engineering department we did it, so it wouldn't wear out, so it wouldn't 

be crumpled in your wallet. And so I had it Photostatted, and so I had the perfect ID. 

Sol was like the buyer. I'd get phone calls, you know, at my house: Mike, we're 

having a party but we need booze over here, and if you come over, here's what we'll do 

for you. [Laughter] It was like, oh, you can't believe the things [I did]. So I was like, oh 

no, this is not the popularity [I want], this is not the way I want [it]. I got to be known for 

something other than this stuff. 

Thank God I was not an athlete. I tried out for the baseball team, tried out for the 

basketball team, couldn't make either one of them, and so, you know, it was like, no big 

deal, so I did other things, you know. 

[Laughing] This is wonderful. We will finish this some other time. 

Yeah, there's so many other stories. Like the neighborhood itself, the people who lived in 

there, the different families, like the Pahores lived way up on Park Paseo almost right at 

Las Vegas Boulevard down a ways, and they had a bunch of kids. They had like two boys 

and two girls. Ron Pahore was my classmate. The father's name was Emil and he had a 

sheet metal business. Right across the street was the Kosloff house. He owned the 

Frontier Hotel. I mean it was really a mix of people. Some streets down in there. In fact, 
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where we're going, if you don't go all the way down to where [Bob] Coffin lives, in the 

beginning of that street where it first starts at Park Paseo, some of those houses in there 

were people we knew. In fact, I knew people on almost every street, when I think back, 

but now they don't live in them, they're not there anymore. 

But, oh my gosh, up and down those streets, there were girls I knew, there were 

guys I knew. I mean it was like you would never have any trouble. I mean if you ever 

thought you were in trouble and someone was chasing you, you could do what I did when 

I was younger. Two of my friends, one of them was four years older than me and he was 

a real tough kid, and if anyone was after me, chasing me for whatever reason, I'd just go 

stand on his lawn. King's X. I'll knock on that door. [Laughter] I'll knock on that door. 

Don't get any closer to me. Because A1 Levy, he'd come out and just beat them up for the 

fun of it. Just for the fun of it. Where, Mike? That guy? OK. Come here. Come here. 

[Laughing] 

One of the kids I went to military school [with], Jim Dundich. No one wanted to 

mess with him. He was just totally nuts. And then Bobby Jones, the other kid I was 

telling you about that went to military school, he was another kid that no one wanted to 

mess with because he was a little on the crazy side. 

Then I had this thing, you could get Billy Waldman, my friend, you know, he 

built a hotrod. His father owned the Hudson agency, and he built this hotrod. But also he 

found out about car condensers. It's a little thing about so long [indicating size] with a 

little wire and it hooks up to your ignition. If you touch the condenser to the motor, and 

the other part of it to the spark plug wire, when your car is running, it'll go tch-tch-tch-

tch-tch-tch-tch-tch-tch-tch-tch, and it charges up the condenser. If you touch both ends, 
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the wire and the bottom of the condenser, to somebody, it gives them the shock of their 

life. And so, I always carried a condenser in my pocket, just in case anyone came over 

and decided they didn't like me for some reason, and I needed to defend myself. 

I was a freshman. In my freshman science class [in] high school, Coach Lee, the 

football coach was our instructor, and we had these tiered platforms. And I'm in my seat 

one day, and this girl is coming up the platform, and this guy grabs her leg as she's going 

up the platform, and I saw that, and she said, Stop that! And she swung at him and Mr. 

Lee saw it. 

And [he said], What is that all about? 

And, you know, she said, Oh, it's nothing. 

Well, every day she'd come up, he'd do that. And I said, Why don't you tell on 

him? 

Oh, you can't tell on him. He'll be after you for the rest of your life. 

I said, You'd better or I will. 

She said, No! No! Don't! 

So one day, I go up, and he's grabbing for her, and I'm behind her, I'm following 

her up, and I take and push him, he's against the wall and I push him and he hits his head 

against the wall, and he goes like this [makes a wailing sound], and he starts yelling, Oh, 

my head hurts! 

Lee says, What happened? 

And someone said, Well, Mike pushed him against the wall because he's picking 

on Nancy again. 

And he said, OK, you two, to the office. 
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So we go to the office, and he's crying all the way to the office, and they get me 

in there and I told the story and he said, That's the story, yes. 

Then the vice principal took me in his office and says, Tell me the whole story. I 

want to know, why would you do this? And I told him about Nancy and he says, I'm 

going to talk to some of those class members. 

I said, I wish you would do it because, you know, Jim, he's crazy. He's crazy, and 

he's going to take it out, probably on me now. 

So I'm walking home from school that day, and here comes Jim. I see him. He's 

running up to get me. So Billy says, Mike, you got your condenser? 

I said, Yeah. 

He said, I got one, too. 

I said, OK, cool. We'll zap him. [Laughter] 

So Jim comes running up, and he says, Wait up, wait up, wait up! He says, Mike, 

I just wanted to tell you, and just when he says that Billy zaps him one. He goes, Boy 

what the hell was that? 

And I said, That's for messing around with Nancy. 

He says, Oh, that's what I was going to tell you! Stop! Leave me alone for a 

minute! Let me just talk! 

I said, What is it? 

He says, I just wanted to say I'm sorry. He says, I'm really sorry. 

I said, Did you apologize to Nancy? 

He says, No, tomorrow I'm going to, though. I won't ever do that [again]. I swear 

I'm not going to do that again. 
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Well, it kind of took me by surprise. I was going, Jeez, but Billy zapped him 

already. I felt so bad for him. [Laughter] Because it leaves a big mark on you. Oh, man. 

We had such a life. Life was simpler in those days. Lots of time to count. If 

you're going to step on the lines or not step on the lines, you know what I mean? And 

you know every house, every person who lives in it. You go down the alley where the 

pomegranate tree is, and by the time you get to school you got to go in the restroom and 

wash up and get enough soap and get all that red off of you. And then you remember, 

don't do it on the way to school; do it on the way home, you know, and stuff like that. 

But, you know, kid stuff. 

This has just been so wonderful. I can't wait now until the thirtieth when we have 

the roundtable. 

Oh, that's going to be fun, yeah. 

That's going to be so much fun. 

Well, OK, I'm going to go. I'll tell you what I did. I brought over here, something that I 

thought would be interesting, for you to look at. Oh, one thing, I don't know if you've 

ever seen this. 

I have never seen that. 

That's the fifty—notice [the] atomic bomb. That's got to be the most unusual cover for a 

yearbook ever. 

This is the 1953 Wildcat Echo from which school? 

Las Vegas High School. The only one. 

Wow, 1953. What a yearbook! This is amazing! 

Oh, yeah. Oh, the Las Vegas High School yearbooks were terrific. 
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This is better than a college yearbook. 

Oh, I know, I know. Just amazing. And then this is my yearbook from my senior year. 

Nothing special about the cover or anything, but it's my senior year yearbook. And all of 

this stuff that I've got here is stuff from all of our different reunions that we've had over 

the years. 

Oh, that's fantastic! 

Oh, here's a picture of my John S. Park School graduating class. 

Of which year? 

That would be '51,1 guess. Oh, that's the list of all the people in the picture. 

You have everybody in the picture. 

May 22nd, 1951. 

Oh, this is amazing. 

Let's see if I can see where I'm at [examining photograph], I think I'm in the back row. 

There I am. That's me there. I can name pretty much everybody in there. 

Wonderful. 

Oh, that's Phil Waldman, my neighbor I was telling you about. Norman Schultz, he rode 

to school every day on a motor scooter. He came from out of town. He was able to do 

that without a driver's license because he lived so far out. 

Where did he live? 

He lived out by Municipal Golf Course. 

Oh, OK, so that's Washington [Avenue]. 

Yes. That was Vegas Drive. 
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[Examining photograph] Oh, that's the Pahore boy [Ron Pahore] I was telling you 

about, lived on Park Paseo. 

Richard Bryan, our ex-governor and senator. 

Let's see. This boy died as a freshman in high school, on his motor scooter, had 

an accident on Main Street. That was really sad. That was the first person in our lives, of 

our contemporaries, that died. 

Dick Dole was the president of Southland Corporation, 7-Eleven stores 

nationwide. He went to USC and became a fullback there. Pretty popular kid. 

John Gibson, now, he lived on Ninth Street, very close to the school, only about a 

half-a-block from the school. 

Anthony Earl, he's a judge. 

Philip Wander, he was my roommate in college, my first roommate in college. 

Oh, I wanted to tell you about the neighborhood that I lived at in college. 

Oh, yes, oh, yes, around USC. 

Yeah. I may just bring this to the thing, I don't know. Like this, for example, this is one 

of our high school reunions. This is was the fortieth one in '95. But this is only the ones 

who would come for the pictures. A lot of people didn't want to get up early in the 

morning to go for the pictures. But we'd have about twice that many at the festivities 

Friday and Saturday night and Sunday. 

This is a very good photograph. 

The Susan Komen [Race for the Cure] walk that just took place, we walked right by 

Vegas High School, and I had my camera and this gal that was walking alongside me 
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took my picture as I kneeled down on our 1955 square painted on the front of the high 

school, on the front there. 

The neighborhood around USC? 

Oh. Yeah. So Phil Wander and I, we get our apartment, the little duplex, and it's in a 

black neighborhood. USC originally wasn't built in a black neighborhood but this 

became a black neighborhood over the years. And we were right next to, let's see, not 

Figueroa or Western, what street was it? Anyway, there was a main street, it would run 

the same way as Figueroa. You'd have Figueroa, Hoover, and then the next street west. 

Vermont. So Vermont was the main street, and we were a block from Vermont, and then 

USC was like a block from us. It was two blocks from USC to Vermont. 

When we were moving in, we moved into this duplex. This white family, husband 

and wife, older, owned this duplex, and when we saw the "For Rent" sign out front, we 

knocked on the door, and they said, Oh, come in, and they interviewed us, kind of, and 

the rent was very reasonably priced, and we said great, and we see these pictures all 

around and say, Wow, is this a picture of your son? 

Yes, yes, he played football at USC. 

I said, Oh, wow, that's wonderful. What is he doing now? 

Oh, he passed away at a very early age. 

And I said, Oh, that's too bad. We feel bad about that. 

And he said, Oh, that's fine. He says, We'd really love for you guys to stay here. 

We're just hoping to get some students that would want to rent. 

And I said, Well, yeah. 
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And you can park your car in the back and it's a perfectly safe neighborhood. 

Don't worry about it. We don't have any crime in this neighborhood. 

We said, Oh, that's very nice to know that. Good. And I said, Thank you very 

much, and we went out, and I said, Well, I guess this is our place. We had gone to find a 

place and we were in L.A., this is like about two weeks before school started. 

So this black guy comes out of this house right next door. And he's got red hair, 

and he's, God, a weird-looking guy. And he comes over and he says, Are you guys 

renting this place? 

And I said, Yeah, we are. 

Wow, that's great! My name's Red. 

I said, I'd never have guessed it. [Laughter] 

He says, Yeah. He says, I own this. It's a boarding house. You've got to come 

over for dinner. He says, We serve some really good Southern food over here. 

And I said, Oh, yeah, we'll just have to do that. And I'm thinking, Oh, boy. 

He says, I know the whole neighborhood, everybody in this neighborhood. If you 

have a problem with anybody, just tell me. I've got guys in this place that'll whip them. 

And I said, Oh, good! Good! I'm going, Oh, God. So I'm telling Phil, Uh oh, Phil, 

uh oh, uh oh. [Laughter] 

So anyway, I brought my stuff in, got my drafting board, it takes up almost the 

whole living room. And another friend of mine from Las Vegas, Bob Peccole, he lived in 

the neighborhood. And Phil and I gone down on Vermont and found a little liquor store 

down there, where we bought a quart of vodka, and so we had like supplies, you know. 
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So Bob comes over and he says, I don't know about your neighborhood, he said, those 

guys next door, they're doing something out on the lawn. 

They are? What are they doing out there? 

I looked out there and they're just hanging out, partying, drinking, you know, out 

in the front yard, hanging out, got chairs out there and everything, just sitting out. 

Yeah, I said, we're going over there for dinner. You want to go? 

He says, Oh, no, no, no. No, thanks. 

I said, Oh, you got to. It's going to be fun. 

No, no, no. 

So we go over there, and we meet all of the guys that are there, and I got to tell 

you, that was like a whole thing. That was my entertainment while I was there. We were 

only there one semester, because Phil left to go back to Chicago. His mom moved from 

Vegas to Chicago, and so Phil left to go to Chicago. And I couldn't stay there by myself. 

And Bob didn't want to move in with me. Actually he was living in the same 

neighborhood but a little nicer street. I mean, it just looked like a kind of a safer street 

than [ours]. Although I walked up there to the markets. We never took a car, going 

shopping. We just always walked through this neighborhood, and we weren't 

intimidated. But you could be. 

But it was so funny, because these guys next door, they'd go, Hey, you guys, how 

you doing? How's school? Were they tough on you today? In fact, Red was really funny. 

He says, You know, I didn't get home until really late the other night, and he says, Your 

door was open and the lights were on and I saw you. What are you doing in there? 
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And so I brought him over and I showed him. I said, This is my drafting board 

and sometimes I don't get to sleep at all. I don't sleep at all. 

He says, You stay up all night? 

I said, Yeah, I've been up actually two whole days without sleep. 

He says, Wow, what is it? 

And I said, These projects. You can't get them done. And I've got regular classes 

besides. I've got to take Man and Civilization, and take a design class, and then taking 

this class, I told him, it's a three-dimensional graphics class, and I said, learning these 

processes is not easy, because I'm not really prepared for it, but I'm doing it. 

And he said, Oh, I don't blame you. He says, You don't get out much, do you? 

And I said, No. 

He says, Phil does. 

I said, Oh, yeah, Phil, he's dating, he's doing everything he can, he just can't 

bring a girl back here, that's all, because I can't let him do it. 

And so that was the story of my neighborhood. 

How was the food? 

Oh, fabulous. Oh, no, I got to tell you, these guys were so good. And you know he was 

really putting me on in terms of, you know, these guys were pretty nice guys that he had 

over there. They all worked. Every one of them had jobs. And I think they all had 

problems, you know what I mean? And he was almost like a preacher, in a way. He 

wasn't a real preacher, you know, but they always had prayer. And going in the house 

was pretty neat. His house was neat as a pin in there. Yeah, neat. He'd show you the 

rooms, like, you know, two guys in a room, and it was like neat, clean. Guys didn't have 
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lots of clothes, you know. But you know that first time I saw him, it was like, wow. But I 

saw him in a whole different light. I've got some pictures of him and his group. We had 

some really good times. I mean I got some of them football tickets for USC games, and 

they were just thrilled with it. Yeah, it was really fun, too. 

I went over to this fraternity house, and I said, I need a whole bunch of student 

seats, as many student seats as I got for my neighbors. And they were trying to recruit me 

into the fraternity. I couldn't join the fraternity, but I really liked the guys, and I would go 

over there every now and then, you know, and have lunch or something with them. And 

so they said, Oh, how many seats do you need? And I said, Well, if I could have like 

fifteen, it'd be great. And so I took them over there, and I met them down there, and they 

all came with me and sat in the student section. Oh, it was really fun. And I said, Here's 

the deal. I said, I'm going to be there with a girl with a big purse, because this is what 

you bring to a football game. 

They said, What's the purse for? 

I said, Booze. [Laughter] I said, I always stop and get like a bottle of the cheapest 

bourbon I can find, because you poured it in Coke, you know. And so I said, So, you 

guys have to figure out how to get your own booze in there, you know, but you can't get 

rowdy. It's just cool, you know. 

And so they just had the greatest time. We sat in the student section. You know, I 

thought, we'll get thrown out, but no one said a damn thing. They were rooting and 

jumping, they were all rooting for SC. I'm going, Wow, this is pretty good. I brought a 

whole bunch of people in here. 

[Laughing] Oh, this has been wonderful. I really appreciate your time so much. 
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Anyway, yeah, well, it's fun telling the stories because now I'm reminded of them, and it 

feels good to me, so it's got a double effect. 

That's right. So I will see you on the thirtieth. 

Yes, I will. You bet. I will see you, you will see me. OK, sweetheart. 

Great. OK, bye bye. 

And if you want to do this another time, let me know. 

OK, good, because we haven't even talked about your adult life yet. 

Oh, there you go. Whoa! And my kids. 
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