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Dedication

To my wonderful honey – bunny (alias lovely
wife Judy) – read her wonderful letters and you'll see why this
book is dedicated to her.

Also dedicated to Friday, the 13th the first
day of life long ago in a far away galaxy… (Only Friday the 13th
that year!)

 


 



 About the Author

I have always liked to write. I actually had
my first published article in Railroad Model Craftsman magazine in
July, 1965 when I was 18 years old. You could look it up. Reading
and writing have been my two passions most of my life since with my
wonderful Asperger's Syndrome I wasn't exactly a social butterfly;
I was more like a social caterpillar, unfortunately I haven't got
into the butterfly phase even to this day.

So I spent most of my life alone reading
books. I didn't have computers to play with in the old days but now
my computer is definitely my best friend as I don't have any close
friends around here in San Antonio unfortunately. I've have had
some great friends of my life but unfortunately they're all gone
right now. You'll read about some of them in this book. I firmly
believe you gotta go with the flow and play the cards life deals
you.

You'll see from reading this book that I
spent the first 12 years of school going to "wonderful" Catholic
schools, St. Paul's grade school and Don Bosco High School. Then I
finally escaped the Catholic school system and had a wonderful time
going to school at the University of Arizona, some of the best
years of my life. I graduated from the University of Arizona in
1969 (technically 1970) because I couldn't pass this damn required
Spanish class and I finally figured out by taking it correspondence
–style the grade wouldn't hurt me and I could pass it and be on my
way. I actually graduated in January 1970 while I was attending the
University of Arizona law school.

After three semesters of law school my law
school career ended, and then since I'm still a college junkie, I
took many classes at Pima Community College mainly to make G.I.
bill money. And then you'll see later on when my baseball system
didn't work out and I was living in Las Vegas, I finally did a
smart thing and went back to school at the University of Nevada,
Las Vegas and got an accounting degree. With that accounting degree
I was finally able to get real employment and a real job gave me a
chance to actually bring my wonderful fiancée Judy from Hong Kong
to the United States and get married. That was the best decision of
my life and probably the only reason I'm still here today to write
this and give it to you.

So read this book and weep or laugh or cry or
say thank God I didn't lived most of his life and all of them will
be correct. Like I said, I'm a writing junkie so this book which is
over 250 Word pages; God knows how many pages the book is gonna be
when it goes e-book style. I can't figure that crap out but Volume
1, yes I said Volume 1; I've already written volume 2. I'm in the
process of editing it so if you like this you probably will like
Volume 2 too!
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 Chapter 1

Jeff Tries to Get a Government Driver’s License

I have to drive out to Randolph Air Force
base to get some help with a web page I have to use to manage
self-inspection checklists. And I will have to go out to Randolph
AFB to get my fingerprints taken for my security clearance. I
actually had to remove my wedding ring and my father's diamond ring
to make the fingerprint people happy. As is usual in the gov, the
office that does fingerprints is only open 8:00 AM to 10:30 AM and
I can’t go until I get some sort of blessing from somebody on a
piece of paper – you don’t just drop in!

It would be nice if I could drop in because
I’ll be at Randolph AFB for my web page help. So instead of killing
two birds with one stone, I get to kill lots of my gas making two
trips out to Randolph. We gov employees are entitled to a thing
called “local mileage”. They pay you 50 cents a mile for every mile
you drive away from your own base (my own is Ft. Sam Houston.

Unfortunately the gov makes it nigh on
impossible to collect local mileage. You have to go through this
horribly difficult website called DTS – Defense Travel Service –
it’s really hard to get local mileage. So I came up with a new
plan. I’ll use a GSA (General Services Administration) car. Ft. Sam
Houston rents lots of GSA vehicles for gov folk to drive around in.
I have never driven a GSA vehicle and basically ate the cost of the
gas driving everywhere for my job. I decided no more.

So I called up our Directorate of Logistics
(DOL) (I still call every directory by their Army name because I
can’t remember what the new Air Force names are for all the
directories – naturally the Army and Air Force can’t call a spade a
spade – Air Force says it’s a digging utensil and the Army calls it
a shovel.

The DOL told me I needed a government
driver’s license – naturally having a really good Texas driver’s
license that lets me drive every vehicle in Texas except for GSA
vehicles isn't good enough. So dumbly I asked “How do I get a
government driver’s license?” DOL said I have to take the Army
Accident Prevention Course on an Army website. DOL faxed me a sheet
with the URL for the website.

So I went to the website. It was a secure
website – one that has the “S” after the http. I tried to get in.
The site immediately threw me a roadblock – I had to give the site
my Army Knowledge Online (AKO) login and password. AKO is like a
bad version of Facebook. I never use AKO and I always logged in to
AKO using my Computer Access Card (CAC) by typing in a 6-digit pin
number. Naturally the Army Learning Management School website where
the accident prevention course lives wouldn’t accept a CAC-login;
it wanted my old login and password.

I actually thought I had them because I had
written down their dumb password (has to be at least 8 characters,
one capital, one small letter, some numbers, some special
characters, the kitchen sink – they make it really easy to remember
your password – NOT!!) So I tried to login. I hadn’t written my
login down, always used one of three logins so I thought no sweat.
Well sweat! First try didn’t work, second login and password didn’t
work and strike three called, the third login and password didn’t
work.

I’m a glutton for punishment (if you’re are a
masochist, working for the government is for you!) so I logged back
in to AKO using my CAC card because the help person told me I could
log in to the Army Learning Management site through AKO without
using a password.

So once I got in, I searched AKO for the
Accident Prevention Course and I got some hits. Yea, I thought I
succeeded – wrong weedhopper! I went to one of the sites listed in
AKO and found it was list of 16 soldiers from some unit that had
passed the accident prevention course and they were so proud they
posted their certificates of completion. I was tempted to print one
of their certificates and try to put my name on it.

I searched some other postings on AKO and all
the postings were by a unit or soldier and there was no way in hell
I was going to get in to the Army Learning Management School site
using AKO. I was “Learning” that Army Management” didn’t want to
make it easy to get into their site.

I’m a masochist so I opted for more pain. I
went to the password change web page on AKO and changed my password
– that will get them! It got me, not them. After changing my
password successfully I tried again to get in the Army Learning
Management School website. I tried one login with the new password,
strike one; I tried the second login with new password, strike 2,
and then I tried the third login with the new password, strike 3 –
game, set match to Army Learning Management School!!

Jeffee decided it would be easier to eat the
gas costs than try to outwit the Army and actually use their
website – what a pain!

So I go out to Randolph AFB tomorrow to get
help with the website because the boss who assigned me the website
gave me no help and I don’t have a clue on what to do.

The security clearance guy, Ed called me
today because I forgot to sign one of the signature forms and of
course the fingerprint guys at Randolph AFB can’t take my
fingerprints unless every t is crossed and I dotted! So I gave Ed
my cell phone number and told him to please call me at Randolph
tomorrow if I can get my fingerprints done.

If he doesn’t call tomorrow morning then I
have to make another trip out to Randolph on my gas with no
reimbursement possible. And get this, I had to print a sheet of
fingerprint instruction, alternately between black and flaming red
to warn the fingerprintee of all the special rules that apply. Like
don’t just drop in, like sign our clipboard after you enter and you
must have all rings and jewelry removed. Like the graffiti I saw
over 40 years again at the University of Arizona Newman Center
(Catholic Student Center) – “Life is a poop sandwich and every day
you take a bite”, well I got to eat the whole sandwich today, not
just a bite!

Today the sandwich was half the S word and
half roast beef. I went out to Randolph Air Force Base to complete
my security questionnaire by giving them fingerprints. I'm getting
ahead of myself; I'll come back to that.

I actually went out to Randolph early in the
morning to meet with Jim who was going to help me with this
spreadsheet and website that I'm supposed to populate with all the
units at Fort Sam Houston, Randolph Air Force Base, and Lackland
Air Force Base and then once all the units were listed on this
website somehow or other I was supposed to figure out the self –
inspection checklists that applied to those units, post those
checklist to the website so that all of the units out there could
go to the website and see which checklist applied to them and then
they would fill out the checklist and let us know whether they
comply or didn't comply to the question in the checklist.

So early in the morning as I told Jim I'd
meet him around 7:30 or so I drive to Randolph Air Force Base from
my house. Jim gave me very good directions. He wrote the directions
and he actually included an aerial photo of the area near his
building. So far so good.

So I proceeded down 1604, the highway that
runs east to Randolph Air Force Base. I got off at Pat Booker Road
and then headed towards Randolph Air Force Base. Pat Booker Road
was directly in front of the main gate of Randolph Air Force Base.
But of course I wasn't supposed to go to the main gate, I was
supposed to go to the south gate. Of course I am a real novice
around Randolph Air Force Base because I hardly ever go to it so I
really don't know my way around Randolph Air Force Base. Later on
when I got a map, I could see that learning to drive on Randolph
Air Force Base would be a lot harder than learning to drive at Fort
Sam Houston because Randolph Air Force Base basically consists of a
bunch little circles everywhere. There's hardly any which would
call main roads like I have at Fort Sam Houston so it's harder to
learn.

So if it's harder to learn, it's a lot harder
to find any building you are trying to find. So like I said I came
to the main gate at Randolph Air Force Base and I know I'm supposed
to go to the south gate so I turned right on this road that
parallels Randolph Air Force Base and drove south. I drove south
about a quarter of a mile and came to what I thought was the south
gate. I drive into the "South" gate and I'm driving down the road
and of course I'm very observant and I read my instructions from
Jim and he said after I went into Randolph Air Force Base I would
be on Golf road and then follow the directions from there.

So I'm driving down this road and of course
I'm looking around. I'm glancing at instructions quickly and trying
to figure out where to turn next when I noticed that the road I'm
on is not Golf road but it's some road called 3rd Road West. I
immediately know I'm in trouble; I did something wrong but I at
this point I don't even know what it is.

After I driven on this road maybe about a
mile I noticed the security police station. I figured if anybody
knows their way around the base it should be the security police so
I stopped in there and asked for directions. They were very nice
and told me to turn on this road turn, on that road and so I went
back to my car and tried to follow their directions. Once again I
got hopelessly lost and I'm driving around looking at this picture,
looking at the streets I'm supposed to be close to – one of them
was Southwest Thruway and I think another one was First Street so
I'm looking for either one of the streets hoping I just get lucky
and stumble on the building am trying to find.

While I'm driving and driving around for like
half an hour and finally I actually get on Golf road that I was the
one I was supposed to be on in the first place. And when I got The
Golf road, Jim said don't turn right because that will take you to
the golf course, turn left so I'm driving on and on and naturally
the first thing I come to is I'm smack dab right in the middle of
the golf course so I know I made a wrong turn somewhere.

So I keep driving and driving and finally I
drive past a sign that says Relocation Assistance Center. The first
time I drove past about a block him and I said we don't be stupid,
if anybody probably knows their way around the post that can help
you it would be the Relocation Assistance Center.

So I parked my car in their parking lot and
go to the front door and it's locked but I guess I making some
noise caused this very nice lady to open the door although it was
early and she was super nice to help me. She came up with a great
idea I didn't even think of. She said why don't we call Jim and
have him drive over here and then you can follow him to his
building. I love that lady what a bright thinker! I always get so
emotional (that darn and Asperger's Syndrome you know). I don't
think straight in these situations. Of course that was the obvious
thing to do.

So she called Jim and he answers the phone
and very nicely says he'll drive over and find me and I can follow
them back. So Jim arrives in his truck about 5 minutes later. I
follow him back to his office which was like 2 minutes away from
where I was. I was very close but I didn't know it.

So I go in and talk with Jim and he gives me
a lot of help on my unit spreadsheet for self inspection
checklists. He whips around the computer because he's a information
technology person so his job is to work big time with computers for
the whole base, the servers to the databases, so he knows stuff I
could only dream of knowing and he was very, very helpful.

So I got done with Jim and then I remember I
talked with Ed yesterday and had said don't go to the fingerprint
center at Randolph Air Force Base unless I tell you it's okay
because I just can't drop in and get my fingerprints taken. So
after I get done with Jim I get back to my car around 9:30 and I
note the fingerprint place stays opened till 10:30 and I give Ed a
call. I get very lucky and Ed answers the phone and tells me yes
Jeffee you can go over right now and get your fingerprints
done.

And now I have a map of the base so I look at
where I am after I get done with Jim and I can easily figure out
that the building I need to go to for the fingerprints was right
next to the security police building I stopped that about an hour
earlier trying to get directions. So I get back to my car. I know
exactly what road to take and I get right there in the building. It
Jumps out and bites me so that worked out really well.

But again read the title of my book and
you'll see strange things happened to me that just don't seem to
happen to other people. You would think taking somebody's
fingerprints would be a routine operation that would take like 5
minutes to go in there and give them my fingerprints. And if you
thought that, you'd be mistaken because getting my fingerprints was
a real adventure that took somewhere between half an hour and 45
minutes but who's counting.

This is high-tech fingerprinting;
not-your-old roll your fingers in the ink like when you get
arrested. Instead of a piece of paper to put your fingerprints on ;
you put your hand on this little glass thing and immediately your
fingerprints show up on this computer screen and then the
fingerprint machine grades your fingerprint. The very nice lady had
a good sense of humor because I was very sarcastic with her but she
laughed and enjoyed it. She said that you had to get a passing
score of 60 from the fingerprint machine before your fingerprint
was considered taken.

She very nicely took my right hand and placed
it on the little piece of glass lighting up my fingers the way the
machine likes it and so I thought okay, the machine will take my
fingerprints the first time. I was wrong. Before we got done 30 or
45 minutes later she had placed my hand on that machine about 100
times and the machine kept rejecting my fingerprints for whatever
reason.

The nice lady told me don't be so tense
because the machine gives you a low score if you're tense and not
calm and relaxed. I'm thinking of myself why this is a psychic
fingerprint machine that reads your moods and it won't accept your
fingerprint if you're tense now and you are standing in an awkward
position. It's hard for your arm to be relaxed in an awkward
position so I'm trying to think good thoughts – Ommmm, practice
yoga or whatever it takes to get the fingerprints taken. I wanted
to get done because I did have a luncheon date at 11:30 and didn't
want to spend hours try to give her my fingerprints. The lady was
very patient; I tried to be patient we kept going on and on and on
and finally she said after like 45 minutes that she had nine good
fingerprints and the only one that wasn't good was one of my
pinkies. She said okay l and I will just put a note down here that
we had trouble getting your pinky fingerprint – believe it or not.
You see this couldn't be fiction because nobody could make a
fiction as good as the truth.

So finally I get done at the fingerprint
place. I was so happy because now I wouldn't have to make a second
trip to Randolph eating the cost of my own gas since like I
explained earlier it is absolutely impossible to get paid local
mileage the way the system is set up and it just wasn't worth the
hassle so I was very happy to be done with that.

And now I'm back on the road that I came in
the first time and now I know I'm heading towards the west gate
which is the gate I wanted to leave the base so I can go back to
Fort Sam Houston and then as I'm driving down the road what do I
see but the PX Complex which has the Starbucks where my wife
happened to be working that morning.

So I decided I earned a little bit of a
break. So I parked in the PX parking lot and headed in to the
Starbucks to get a cup of coffee served by my wife. Things just go
differently for me than for normal people. As I'm walking in to the
PX area I see about five or six police cars and a fire truck right
out front of the entrance to the PX. I'm thinking what the heck; is
there like a fire or some alarm went off it? Am I even able to get
into the PX to see my wife?

I pushed the door open to let me into the
food court area that’s inside Mall area. I was able to push the
door open and as soon as I walk in the door I looked to my right
and here's a lady sitting on the floor with her hands behind her
and I'm thinking she must be handcuffed and there is a policeman
directly behind her kind of holding her arms behind her. There are
like five or six other police standing around and talking the woman
who was just sitting there to completely calm and quiet and I have
no idea what the hell is going on.

So I just walked past her sitting on the
floor and nobody stopped me. I figure maybe she was shoplifting;
she obviously did something that drew her to the attention of the
police at Randolph Air Force Base so she was not going to be where
she wanted to be in a few minutes. She was probably going to jail
or something.

So I walked into the Starbucks and there's my
wife very surprised that I showed up around I think quarter after
10 or something like that and I ordered the coffee my wife
recommended. And they had a little sample cup of something with
coconut whipped cream on top. It was cold and very good so I took
one of those. Finally my day at Randolph had come to an end and I
had a nice cuppa coffee before I headed back to Fort Sam
Houston.

Of course my hassles weren't over yet. I'm
driving back to Fort Sam Houston on Interstate 35 driving south The
first exit you could take that would get you into Fort Sam Houston
is called Binz Engleman, it is right near the Brooks Army Medical
Hospital. Of course I'm too dumb to take that exit and I continued
driving on Interstate 35 to the Walters exit which is maybe 2 miles
away a little closer to my office. Going to the Walters exit was a
big mistake. I get on Walters Road outside Fort Sam Houston and
there is a huge line, maybe half a mile long that is not moving at
all and I have no idea why. I sat in the line for like 20 or 30
minutes. Some people got so tired of it they just made a U-turn and
tried to find another gate. After waiting there 30 minutes, I was
just about ready to make the U-turn myself and the line started
moving.

Later I found out they had a detour just past
the gate because they were doing construction work trying to widen
the entrance at Walters because Fort Sam Houston has a lot more
people because we added a bunch of medical facilities and other
buildings for functions and Commands that other bases lost and Fort
Sam Houston gained. So after I got in the gate my life went back to
its normal self. Or so I thought.

And then it another typical example of the
title of my book. I put up with lots of construction noise for over
a month. The noise was very loud and was an orchestra composed of
jackhammers, drills, hammers, and who knows what. I actually got in
trouble because I let my temper get the best of me one day after
I've been listening to this noise for hours I walked outside.

Who do I happen to run into but the foreman
of the construction crew. I told him what I thought of all the
noise and how the noise is making me and other people on the first
floor sick and why couldn't they do the jackhammering after four
o'clock or on weekends? With my typical luck, the foreman
immediately ratted on me to the boss of my building. Then my boss
told me that Jeffee is not authorized to talk to the foreman about
the noise so I'm just like the mushroom; supposed to sit there and
listen to the noise forever because I have no rights.

So I'm sitting at my desk working in the
afternoon when I see this e-mail message. This message is from
somebody important in our Building 143. The e-mail lets everybody
in building 143 know that because of the construction in the
basement; they have to shut off the electricity and water tomorrow
Friday at two o'clock and everybody gets to go home early on
administrative leave because of the shutdown of the electricity and
water.

Naturally tomorrow, Friday is my day off.
Elsewhere in volume 1 or volume 2 of my bio, I tell you about the
extra hour I worked because of daylight savings at the casino and
then I got fired just before I would've worked one hour less when
the daylight savings change came six months later. I thought again
I'm getting the same raw end of the deal.

So I kidded my boss my boss and said a boss
can I take my two hours of administrative leave next Friday when
I'm going to be working? Believe it or not my luck actually changed
because a little while later my boss walked into my office and said
hey Jeff you can leave at two o'clock instead of your normal three
o'clock to make up for not getting any of the admin leave tomorrow
on Friday. My boss is a really great guy and I really appreciated
that.

About 10 minutes before two o'clock I still
wasn't done with the fingerprint process because after the lady
finally, patiently got my fingerprints; she initialed the piece of
paper I had brought her. She told me to bring back the initialed
piece of paper and give it back to Ed in the trailers when I got
back to Fort Sam Houston. So I drove over to the trailers, parked
in the new parking lot that was just built and headed for Ed's
desk. And he wasn't there so I just left it on his desk and got to
come home early. It was nice driving on Highway 281 early because
there wasn't much traffic I was a pretty pleasant ride so my day
ended on a high note.

 


 



 Chapter 2

Jeff buys the Nissan after Coming Back from Germany in
1994

Here's a dumb ass thing I did. For whatever
reason, I don't know what possessed me to do it to this day; as
soon as I got back to San Antonio Texas in April, 1994 from Germany
l, I decided to buy this old Nissan Maxima that had 103,000 miles
on it. I found the ad in the San Antonio Express News classifieds
section; called up the person and I bought the car. Basically
without ever getting it mechanically checked or anything like that,
I think I paid about $3,200 for the car.

I still had these visions I was going to get
my big malpractice settlement because this doctor at the Landstahl
Army Hospital had lost my lab results and when he operated on me
for prostate cancer and he removed my prostrate; he caused me to
receive two additional hernia operations and a lot of pain.

The first thing I had done when I came back
was by a motorcycle. I had vowed I was going to get the motorcycle
of my dreams that I never had before in my life and even though I
am in my middle 40s, I didn't care and I immediately went out to
the local Yamaha motorcycle shop and bought a beautiful Yamaha
Virago 750cc motorcycle that I enjoyed for many, many years. I even
talked my friend John who took me over there in his car to buy at
the smaller 500cc Yamaha Virago and for couple months while my wife
and daughter was still in Germany, I had the greatest time running
around the hill country of San Antonio on our motorcycles. We had a
great time.

Unfortunately my wife did not wind up driving
the Nissan Maxima and I wound up driving the Nissan Maxima. My wife
talked me into buying her a nice Ford Explorer that was the worst
cornering vehicle I ever drove in my life. The least little bit of
water on the road and you felt the thing was gonna tip over on its
side but I didn't get to drive it much.

Of course, you buy a car with 103,000 miles
on it and you haven't gotten a mechanical inspection, suddenly
things start breaking and you need repairs. I made the mistake of
bringing it to this little hole in the wall garage on Thousand Oaks
near 281 that was run by some very nice mechanics right next to
this big huge high-rise Frost Office Building. Frost Bank hated
that little hole in the wall slum-looking repair facility that was
just merely a bunch of garage doors that would open or close. It
always had a bunch of junked vehicles in the parking lot right in
front of it which was right next to the Frost Bank Building.

The mechanics were very nice but at one point
I brought my car in there and I swear to God, my car sat there for
four months during the winter without being repaired. It became a
running joke; I would go over there every week or two and the guy
was real nice but always came up with some excuse why my car wasn’t
repaired. I can't remember what was wrong with it; something or
other with the engine but he could never get it repaired.

So naturally I drove my motorcycle to work
which was a good 13 miles and back. Then I was stupid enough to
ride that motorcycle on the highway, our local highway 281 on my
way to work. I still remember one time when I was driving home from
work and I almost got to my exit off of highway 281 when I hear
this noise and I looked behind me and find that my rear license
plate had blown off my motorcycle and fallen on the highway. I
wasn't going to go back and pick it up. I guess I just didn't check
the tightness the license plate screws enough. The bike vibrates a
lot so the license plate and screws basically vibrated right off
the motorcycle; after that I checked the nuts every now and then to
see if there was still tight.

So I had to drive my motorcycle all winter
that year and for once I did get lucky because that was one of the
warmest winters on record and I didn't have to suffer from extreme
cold that I would've had to suffer with most other places in the
country but I was in San Antonio so I got lucky this time. But that
doesn't mean I didn't get wiped out by the weather now and then. I
had saddlebags on my motorcycle and did have a raincoat in a
slicker kind of thing I could put on and I can tell you several
times driving home; I was driving that motorcycle in the pouring
rain and God was smiling on me because I never did lose control of
the bike and have it you know go down with me on it even though I
was driving in pouring rain. A motorcycle isn't the most stable
thing in the world with two wheels so I did get lucky in that
regard.

I remember nursing that Nissan Maxima for
five years and for about the last two years or so I had no air
conditioning which is awful in an oven of heat like San Antonio has
so basically I tried to keep my windows down and of course not only
did the car not have air conditioning but the radio didn't work
either so I got to be miserable for several years in a crappy car
that I never should've bought.

I finally sold it just before I went back to
Germany after owning it for five years; I believe for like $800 and
I was happy to get that. I did remember I had this great little
Bowie knife I bought at a pawn shop when I got rid of this room
heater unit. I had a basically traded the guy for this heater which
I didn't room either I didn't need in San Antonio for this knife
and naturally when I sold the car I forgot all about the Bowie
knife I had stashed under the driver seat you until a day or two
later and go oh poop, I lost my nice Bowie knife.

 


 



 Chapter 3

Jeff's Grandparents

I will write just a brief few lines about my
grandparents. Unfortunately I never got to meet my grandparents on
my father’s side. I think I tell you elsewhere in this
autobiography that my grandfather was a lifelong Army person who
went from being a cavalry Scout in the 7th Cavalry and then many
years later was storming Manila during the Spanish-American War.
The only contact ever had with them was a phone call in I believe
1954 when he was well in his 80s and I was about seven years old.
He seemed like a wonderful man and I always regret that I never got
to meet him or my grandmother on my father's side because they're
both wonderful people.

In a way I guess I'm lucky to be here??
Because my dad was an accident. He was born when my grandmother was
like 46 or 47 and my dad had a brother that was 26 years older than
him and a sister who was 17 years older than him and I did get to
meet his sister, my Aunt Harriet. She was a lovely old lady and I
met her when she was still living in her own home under her own
power with some help from her daughter and she was 100 years
old.

I did get to meet my grandfather on my
mother's side and he was really a sad case. His name was officially
Thomas McCormick but we all called him Pete. My first recollection
of him was him coming to live in our house in Ramsey, New Jersey
after my grandfather and grandmother had been living in another
house in Ramsey, New Jersey.

All I can remember is that my grandmother, a
wonderful lady who I barely can remember, suddenly got very sick in
her early 50s and was rushed to the hospital and she died when she
was 53 years old. I still remember I was in the first grade and I
was very, very sad and didn't want to go to school anymore.

Shortly after my grandmother died, my
grandfather Pete came to live with us. I still remember he had a
really hard time climbing up the cellar stairs because his bed was
down in the basement because we didn't have any room on the first
floor. My mother and father were so kind and nice they were
sleeping on the sofa bed in the living room so that I had my own
bedroom and my sister had her own bedroom and my young uncle Dick
had the other bedroom upstairs.

I didn't know at the time but found out later
on that the reason my grandfather sounded like he was wheezing and
gasping and couldn't breathe just going up a flight of stairs was
because he had gotten emphysema from smoking Pell Mell cigarettes
for many, many years and he continued to smoke them while he lived
in our house because this was before the days of cigarettes causing
cancer officially being known to the world and people stopped the
barbaric practice of smoking in houses infecting young children
with second-hand smoke.

My grandfather never quit smoking cigarettes
and we used to play gin rummy and other games at times and my
grandpa would get all pissed off when I beat him at gin rummy. He
was a wonderful man but he was definitely in bad health by the time
he came to live with us.

I later found out what a tragic life he had
had and that caused the tragic life for my grandmother and my
mother and aunt and uncle. My grandfather was a brilliant man and
my mother told me at one point somebody offered to pay my
grandfather's way through medical school and he didn't do it for
whatever reason, I don't know. I try to imagine what the Weber
family would be like today if my grandfather had gone to med
school, not been a heavy drinker, not been a heavy smoker, and had
practiced medicine his whole life. Just off the top of my head I
think my life would be better if he had become a doctor instead of
an alcoholic.

Then he went to work for Consolidated Edison
which is the big electric and gas utility company for New York
City. He rose up to the rank of foreman but eventually was fired or
had to retire because of his drinking. My grandfather had a big
alcohol problem and I'm sure that's why he was in bad health along
with smoking all those unfiltered cigarettes that sure didn't help
him either.

Finally my grandfather got to be in such bad
shape we had to move him to a nursing home that was located in the
Bergen Pines Hospital and every week or two I would go down and
visit him in this hospital and I could see he was miserable and
didn't want to be there but basically it was his own fault for the
way he lived his life which hurt him, my grandmother, my mother,
and eventually me.

 


 



 Chapter 4

Jeffee's Luck Even Rubs Off on the Poor Investors I Try to
Help!!

I have several of my investors in some bear
ETF's, mostly from Direxion that are very low in price. I
recommended them to my investors because they were very cheap and
near their 52 – week lows.

So one day I'm looking in Yahoo to see what
the latest stock and ETF prices are because I monitor my investor’s
stocks and ETF's everyday when I see that a couple of the Direxion
bear ETF's have shot up double or triple or quadruple what their
price was a day before. I am overjoyed and think I finally really
have helped my investors which is the whole reason I got into the
giving investing advice business.

I thought some terrible event like Middle
East unrest or maybe the Libyan dictator nuked the rebels or some
other awful event had caused investors worldwide to panic and when
investors panic in the market drops. The Direxion bear ETF's will
go up and maybe go way up when the news of the world is bad because
they're leveraged at three times the market index rate. So for
example, FAZ which is a bear play against the financial industry
would go up 15% if the financial market index went down 5% to give
you an idea.

Naturally I immediately send an e-mail to all
my investors saying hey several of these Direxion bear ETF have
doubled, tripled or quadrupled, here are the sell recommendations I
recommend under my AIM system. I get an e-mail back from one of my
investors and he said sorry Jeff, the reason the Direxion bear
ETF's went up is because there was a reverse split in the
shares.

So Direxion did a reverse split where they
would give you one share for every 2, 3, 4 you held so naturally
the price would quadruple on the bear ETFs that they did have a
reverse stock split for example like one for four stock split. So
that meant instead of owning 400 shares that were worth $5 each,
now you own 100 shares that were worth $20 each but an investor
didn't really gain or lose any money.

I really felt bad for my poor investors and
thought I guess I'm transferring some of my bad luck to them and I
vowed in the future I would always check very carefully when I see
something go way up the make sure it's not because of something
like a reverse stock split.

 


 



 Chapter 5

Jeffee and the Stolen Stamps!!

I'm so busy with so many interruptions I
can’t remember if I told this so what the hell it's good enough to
tell second time even if I told it someplace else in my biography –
I'm sure I didn't tell it exactly the same way so enjoy the story a
second time or first-time if this is the first time you're reading
about it.

When I got back out of the Army in 1971, I
just happened to wander into this little tiny Post Office about
half a block from the main gate of the University of Arizona. I got
the shock of my life when I walked into the Post Office and who was
behind the counter but my great old buddy Big Al or Al A, the guy I
went up to Phoenix with when we got our induction physicals to get
drafted into the Army. Now we were both out of the Army alive and
well that's a good sign!

Big Al is always been my hero because he
basically lived the life I always wanted to live. He had
girlfriends by the dozens and believe me he screwed each and every
one of them that he wanted to screw. He also was a great golfer and
let me show you the opposite of Jeffee kind of luck.

At one point Big Al came to live with me in
my house on 17th St. for about a year. As I remember he wasn't
working at all and I don't even think he paid rent and I remember
one night typical of my luck. I had this little craps layout felt
from some kind of a game or other. So Al and I decided to play
craps that night against each other and I wound up losing about
$800, typical example of my luck. Then Big Al sold the debt to
another guy at a discount so he sold it to this guy for $600. Al
wanted his cash immediately so I have to pay this other guy back
that's my luck.

Al went to college at the University of
Arizona like me but unlike me he hadn't graduated and he dropped
out of the engineering program. I know this is going to sound
unreal in these days when you can have a PhD and they don't want to
hire you at McDonald's to flip hamburgers but Al has the kind of
luck that makes events like I'm going to tell you about come
true.

He was literally doing nothing but playing
poker for money at illegal apartments rented for poker parlors when
out of the blue he got this job offer from Phelps Dodge Mining that
says Al we will pay for you to finish your last course or two at
Arizona and that we will hire you as a mining engineer at one of
our open pit copper mines. Al never even listed himself with the
placement officer, anything, I don't even know how Phelps Dodge
found him but they did and to make a long story short Al did get
his degree and got the job at Phelps Dodge and all he would tell me
about was he had a job where he could goof off at the job and make
really good money. This is while Jeffee was suffering along as a
Park Ranger or an Election worker at a much lower salary with my
degree.

Meanwhile back to the stolen stamps that is
the title of this chapter. Remember like I said Big Al was behind
the counter at the Post Office. I find out from Al that this is
what is called a contract Post Office and basically Al and his wife
bid low to get the contract on the Post Office and they won the
contract I guess by saying you can pay us the least amount of money
and we will run the Post Office. So of course I started hanging
around the Post Office a lot when I was near the campus to see Big
Al and occasionally his wife.

Here is another great Big Al story that shows
incredibly just how different Big Al and me are. Al told me the
story in a very matter-of-fact fashion and I still find it
unbelievable. The day Big Al was supposed to get married he went
out and played golf in the morning. He came home after playing golf
and sees all these people sitting around in his house in tuxedos
and very nice clothing looking angry at him. Al says what's the
matter? One of the guys in the room said: "Al you were supposed to
get married two hours ago." Al said big deal, I'll go upstairs and
throwing my tuxedo and will have the wedding. Al got married two or
three hours late.

Al later told me that he wished a round of
golf at taken longer because he never should've married that gal in
the first place and they wound up getting divorced after being
married about 10 years and apart a lot longer than that.

Meanwhile back to the stamps. One day I came
into the Post Office and Al is reading this stamp weekly newsletter
that had gone to the dead magazine section because nobody picked it
up. It was called Scott’s Stamp Weekly or something. While Al's
reading it, he notices in the back that all these new commemorative
stamps; you know the nice pretty picture stamps that have pictures
of famous things or buildings or famous people or famous events or
famous wars whatever are selling to collectors in the newsletter at
a nice profit.

So Al figures out that say back then stamps
were $.25, that he could make a nice profit by selling the four
corners of a large sheet of commemorative stamps. The Post Office
sold sheets of stamps so that maybe there would be like 100 stamps
on the sheet while in one of the corners will is what was called
the plate block section which had special number and then the other
corners of the she has some kind of special numbering (I think one
of the highlighted corners was the zip code corner) or whatever so
what collectors like to do is get the last four stamps in the
bottom right corner which was called the plate block so for example
say the four stamps would cost $1 for four $.25 stamps. Al noticed
in the back of the newsletter that collectors would be willing to
pay a $1.25 or $1.50 to get the plate block in various classified
ads posted by people selling plate blocks and other corners and by
people willing to buy plate blocks or other corners at a
premium.

So Al came up with this really great idea. He
looked in the back of this stamp weekly and found the commemorative
stamps that were most popular with collectors. When he made his
weekly order for new stamps with the US Post Office to buy for his
contract Post Office; he would only order the commemorative stamp
sheets that were selling for the highest prices. Al wouldn't buy
the ordinary boring stamps that nobody wanted to collect. Of course
the collectors were only interested in maybe 16 of the 100 stamps
on the sheets so that still left him with 84 remaining of the
hundred stamps. So he had to get rid of 84 stamps after he sold the
collector the special four stamp corners on the sheet.

Al came up with a brilliant idea to get rid
of the extra stamps that were worth nothing to collectors. What he
would do is this: when people would come in to the Post Office to
mail a package and say the package needed like $8.75 worth of
postage to mail it, Al would not use a Pitney Bowes postage machine
and print out a paper label for $8.70. No, Big Al would take some
of those remaining 84 stamps and a sponge and he would basically
pepper that package with 20-30-40 of the leftover stamps from the
remaining ones he sold the plate blocks all and other corners too.
It was a brilliant solution to getting rid of the extra stamps and
Al was keeping all the extra money made; it was perfectly
legal.

So I thought why shouldn't Jeffee do
something like this? But then I said to myself, if I buy these
sheets of stamps; a sheet of 100 stamps at $.25 would cost me $25
and I still had to get rid of those 84 stamps I couldn't sell to
the collectors so I came up with what I thought was a brilliant
idea. I thought; why not sell the extra leftover stamps the
doctors?

I know doctors are cheap and they have to
send out all sorts of bills every month so I thought what if I
offered the doctors say 100 $.25 stamps and only charged him say
$23 instead of the $25. The doctor would be eager to buy the stamps
because they're below the cost of the stamps and I could still make
a profit by getting rid of these extra stamps from the extra money
I would make selling the plate block so I thought I'm a
genius!!

I sent I think 100 letters to doctors I
looked up in the Yellow Pages of the Tucson phone book. Of course I
had to put a stamp on everyone of the letters so now I'm out $25
for stamps that I mailed to the doctors and in each one I put in
the letters offering to sell stamps for less than the cost of the
stamps but of course I didn't tell the doctors why I was doing
it.

Well that idea went over like a lead balloon
like most of my ideas go and I never heard back from any doctor
ever. So once again I'm out money in this case $25 and I kind of
forgot about another one of my famous schemes to make money that as
usual turned out to bring in no money and actually cost me money. A
typical Jeffee genius idea.

One day I'm in the Post Office bullpooping
with Al when he said “Have you been doing anything illegal lately,
did you do anything that attracted the attention of the postal
authorities?”

I told him of course not, what you talking
about? So Big Al tells me that one day a Postal Inspector came into
the Post Office and talked with him. He said the postal inspector
started asking about me and said that some doctor had filed a
complaint that I was selling stamps for less than the cost of the
stamps. The Postal Inspector told Al that a lot of times when
people steal stamps from the Post Office they try and unload them
by selling them at a discount. Do you think Jeff is the type of
person that could rob the Post Office and steal stamps?

So Al pretended to be totally dumbfounded and
pretended he only knew me very casually but said Jeffee didn't
strike him as the type of person that would rob the Post
Office.

So there is the essence of poop and shinola
in the universe! Al gets this shinola of selling plate blocks for a
nice profit with an easy way to get rid of the extra stamps and
Jeff gets turned in by a doctor who thinks Jeff to stealing postage
stamps. My only crime was being born!!

 


 



 Chapter 6

Jeffee and the Jackhammer

Whenever you think it can't get worse it
will. Just about the time my infected finger was healing from the
move caused by me opening and closing and packing all of our stuff
from one building to another in boxes along comes another big
irritation at our new building.

You haven't really suffered until you are
working in an office on the first floor and the construction crew
in the basement directly under your office is using a jackhammer
morning noon and afternoon for weeks blasting cement, concrete, who
the hell knows what in the basement to make it into new
offices.



Of course nobody gives a crap about us up on
the first floor so like the proverbial mushrooms in the back of the
cave we been fed poop, kept in the dark and have no idea about
anything connected with the construction in the basement. I do know
neither safety nor anybody else came by with a decibel meter to see
how loud the noise was and possibly causing injury to the health of
the people working above the jackhammer.

I am really sick and tired of working for
people that don't give a crap about their workers and give a crap
about some damn offices being built in the basement for people who
never even worked in there and never had the pleasure of listening
to the jackhammer that created their offices. Isn't life fair??
Hell no!!

 


 



 Chapter 7

What Malia Got into Today!

Well Malia outdid herself today. She opened
the desk drawer I have in the sunroom where I keep a lot of office
supplies and got something I'd completely forgotten about and had
for maybe 10 years. As you know, all little children will
immediately find the things that can cause the biggest mess and
upset the grandparents the most when they look for anything in a
drawer –Jeffee's law.

Malia have found a bottle of black ink I used
to put in my fountain pen that somebody gave me as a nice birthday
present many years ago. To make a long story short, I have a lot
less ink and Malia now has a black hand and several other parts of
her body are black and my sunroom carpet now has some lovely black
highlights among its brown exterior.

 


 



 Chapter 8

Jeffee's Daily Crap Friday, April 15

Gosh, I thought I'd be getting back to my
love letters but once again crap interrupts my dictation so I'll
put the event down while it's fresh in my mind. Today, Saturday I
went in my backyard because my poor plants that haven't seen any
rain or water for two weeks and I wanted to water them because I've
been so busy. As I go to water my oleanders out along the back
fence in the backyard, I see these piles of white stuff.

Then I remember my wife told me that CPS or
City Public Service, our local gas/electricity company here in San
Antonio, Texas had come unannounced into my backyard to do some
kind of work. My wife says they didn't tell her anything about it
so how could I know what they did? So while I'm out watering the
back bushes (oleanders), I noticed these three or four big piles of
white stuff. They left a bunch of ceramics and other crap from an
old transformer lying on the ground of my backyard.

Most of the ceramics have been laying back
there for a couple of months since they replaced something and
didn't bother to clean up their junk when they were done. I was
just planning at some point when they have the semiannual city
trash people pick up anything I would put all that stuff out on the
curb and get rid of it.

CPS exceeded my patience level today by
leaving these piles of white stuff. A closer examination revealed
what they did. I guess it was the Sherlock Holmes in me that
figured it out. I noticed a wooden manhole cover that was being
held down by a bunch of big rocks. So apparently CPS d dug a hole
right there to replace one of their transformer telephone poles for
whatever reason and after digging out all the limestone below the
ground because in San Antonio if you dig down you will run into
soft rock limestone which makes the water very hard and difficult
and everybody needs a water softener. They just decided to leave
all the limestone rock and dirt and dust and crap in the back yard,
maybe three one cubic yard wide piles along the back fence near my
oleander bushes.

I think they should clean up their mass after
they're done and not expect me to do it. So on Monday I called the
local CPS office and asked why they left their mass in my
backyard.

Finally after being on hold for a long time
to several different people, I found out that they were digging
holes to replace the telephone poles holding transformers in
people's backyards on my street and that the old telephone poles
were put up in 1977 and were expected to collapse within two years
so they wanted to replace them now before they fell down. I asked
why couldn't they leave me a notice or something telling me what's
going on? The very nice CPS person said yes they are supposed to
leave you a notice and she doesn’t know why they didn't leave me a
notice. And she said we use a different contractor to dig the holes
and a different contractor to put the new telephone poles. The
contractor is supposed to put the new telephone pole in within two
days of the other contractor digging the hole.

That was three days ago, I still have the
piles of limestone sitting back against my oleanders but I did see
some CPS trucks working on other houses on my street so hopefully
they will get to me in within the next few days

I really get tired of people giving me lots
of crap and think I'm just going to sit there and take it as I
don't take it anymore.

Like yesterday work tried to give me a bunch
of crap and I didn't take it. I work on the first floor of this
building. I was forced to move into building xxx. In their infinite
wisdom they did rehabilitate building xxx a couple of years ago so
a new directorate could move in there. But now the Air Force wants
to make the basement some kind of command post or something so now
they gutted the basement by having a construction crew tearing up
the basement with the jackhammer drills and other loud construction
tools and making it into new offices and things. And since I wrote
this a long time ago at least two months ago, the construction
noise has continued until yesterday the last day I was at work this
week so the construction noise is going hot and heavy for two or
three months but who's counting? Me, I'm counting!!

That doesn't sound so bad does it? If you are
working in the floor above the basement and the construction people
are using very loud jackhammers that sound like jet planes that not
only make a lot of noise, maybe around 120 dB but the jackhammer is
so powerful it actually vibrates the room and it started giving me
motion sickness or nausea and I was getting sick. After my
description of that it does sound so bad doesn't it?

I told my boss I can't take this; these are
impossible working conditions I am taking sick leave and going
home. At the same time I was listening to all this loud noise and
vibration, they keep giving me all these projects with a big urgent
deadline to perform but then they don't seem to give a crap that I
don't I don't exactly have good working conditions to work on these
rush projects.

I actually went outside and found the
construction foreman for that basement and I asked him: "I said
hey, don't you know there are people working above you and you’re
making us sick with your jackhammer?" Then I said: "Why can't you
do what they do when they construct roads – do the jackhammering
after five o'clock when everybody's home or do it on the weekend
why the heck you have to do it during the day when this people
working here?”

God gave me common sense. I don't ignore crap
anymore and I'm more than happy to let the world know about the
crap that I suffer from, I'll bet a lot of you suffer from the same
crap – don't take it anymore!. My message to you is simple don't
accept crap when it comes to you – fight back do what you can do,
nobody else really cares. A typical Jeffee result occurred from my
logical intervention asking the construction foreman those
questions. My immediate boss My boss comes back to me and says the
big boss Dale was mad and you are not authorized to talk to the
construction crew so don't do it again. My only crime was being
born.

So before I left work right at lunch time and
I would have left earlier except I had a luncheon date with my old
buddy Guy M. He was retiring in a couple months so he won't be
around so I didn't want to miss lunch so I hung around for another
hour and a half listening to that jackhammer that is driving me
crazy and again making me very sick. Before I left I let the boss,
the big boss there named Dale know that I found working conditions
impossible and I was going home – I never did get an answer from
him.

Meanwhile back to the love letters after I
add a little footnote to the paragraphs below about how Jeffee
tried to get another security clearance. I forgot I have so much
crap happening in my life. I ignored some more crap I had to do in
order to get a security clearance less than a year after I'd gotten
the previous one.

I wish all this crap wasn't true but again
like many things like trying to get the exchange student, in a most
of the things in my life I am the mushroom in the back of the cave
and really have no idea what's going on because not much light
shines on us mushrooms in the back of the cave. And I think
mushrooms grow in manure fertilizer if I am not wrong so I get both
manure and the darkness all in the back of the cave how
wonderful!

I think again using my Sherlock Holmes powers
I figured out the crux of the matter. CPS has absolutely terrible
customer service and they don't think they have any need to let the
homeowner know what the hell they are doing in his backyard. I
guess they can just come right into my backyard, trespassed upon it
as far as I'm concerned (I checked, CPS didn't pay any of my
property taxes last year).

 


 



 Chapter 9

Quickie Jeffee and Celebrities

I was impressed when I read Mark Twain's
autobiography because I honestly don't think Mark Twain spent any
day of without somebody who was rich famous, important or known
virtually to everybody. And reading Mark Twain's autobiography, I
think he would be astounded that there are actually more pages of
footnotes, unbelievable references, the trivia about his writing
than pages of the actual autobiography itself that's amazing.
Aren't you glad I'm not burdening you with all sorts of footnotes,
trivia about how the hell I wrote this? I sure am. I'm more of the
ordinary cloth so I can't populate my autobiography with tons of
references to world famous people but I will tell you of the few
instances where I ever did rub shoulders with the VIPs of the
world.

One day I was on the driving range of I
believe that the Sands Golf Course in Las Vegas and who do I see 3
or 4 tee boxes down for me but Jerry Lewis, yes that Jerry Lewis,
the guy who does the telethons every September. The Jerry Lewis who
used to make very funny movies with Dean Martin and then went off
on a fabulous solo career. I could see Jerry lived a little
different life than I did because I'm down there by myself with a
bucket of balls and when I wanted to hit a ball I would reach down
to the bucket of balls on the grass, and either tee it up or just
hit it off the grass mat. However Jerry was surrounded by three or
four very lovely young ladies and they took care of all those
annoying details like teeing up the ball and smiling at him and
bringing him a drink and all kinds of stuff like that. It was then
I thought maybe the rich live a little different life than I
do.

I'm not really impressed by celebrities; they
put on their pants same way I do. I believe I was coming out of the
Riviera Hotel one time right at their front door and who do I see
but Glen Campbell. I matter-of-factly say "Hi Glenn" and keep on
walking. Glenn did a double take and I think he actually thought he
knew me that I wasn't just some gaga fan who was now going to go
ape the minute I saw the legendary Glen Campbell but that's the way
I am.

I did get to see several of the most famous
golfers in the world right after I got out of the Army in 1971 and
a little later around 1980 when I was a Park Ranger. I went out to
the Tucson Conquistadors Golf Course somewhere in Northeast Tucson,
Arizona to watch the PGA tournament.

I got to watch a young Tom Watson who was the
Tiger Woods of his day. He really hit the ball well. I was
incredibly impressed with him and I still am.

Then I remember the leader of the tournament
on the first day was a relatively unknown golfer that no one will
probably remember but my memory is so good I remember his name was
Jack Montgomery. I still remember he had a good drive on I believe
the first hole and then he was fairly far away from the green so he
elected to hit a fairway wood. Well Jack didn't quite hit that shot
correctly because he hit the shot so low it hit right near the top
left of the fairway sand trap about 150 yards short of the hole.
Jack bogeyed that hole and wasn't near the leaderboard on the final
day.

As l I can tell you from experience there is
nothing that will take lots of distance off your golf shot like
hitting it into a sand trap. So Jack was stuck scrambling because
he hit the ball in the trap so hard it just barely flopped out in
front of the trap so he had a long third shot and I remember he put
that on the green but he missed the putt so he bogeyed the hole and
that was the beginning of the end of his lead. I went to all four
days to the tournament and it was really fun to watch and I enjoyed
it. I forget who won but it was a great time when I was younger and
supple and could walk for a whole day. I heartily encourage you to
go out and see any good golf tournament in your neighborhood want
your legs will still let you.

The courses were meticulous too; I still
remember all of the courses I've seen were really, really
incredible, the greens keepers do an incredible job preparing the
golf course for a pro tournament. Now let me take you to a little
later golf viewing at my local golf course called Randolph Park
North in Randolph Park where you will read about my adventures as a
Park Ranger; you'll see I was quite familiar with Randolph
Park.

It's really a strange feeling to watch a pro
play the same hole you have played before. Because they hit the
ball places you've never even dreamed of on their drives and other
shots. I was constantly amazed at how well the pros could hit the
ball; it was a shock and you can't get any idea just how great they
are unless you had been seeing them in person. You really can't get
an idea of how far they're hitting the ball on television. You
really need to see it in person.

And pros weren't the only people I saw at the
golf tournament. I was there on Wednesday for one of the Randolph
North Golf PGA tournaments; that's when they have the celebrities
come out and play golf with the pros before the regular tournament
starts on Thursday.

The first hole on Randolph North was a short
par four and I would guess it's around 350 yards. The first day one
of the first golfers I got to see on the first tee was none other
than Willie Mays, yes that Willie Mays. In addition to being one of
the greatest baseball players who ever lived, he was also an
incredibly good golfer. I watched Willie hit his drive so well that
he drove the green on the first hole, a 350 yard par four. After
that I watched about half of all of the pros go for the green on
the first hole which was posted be a par four but the pros and good
celebrities are such good golfers, they turned it into a par
three.

And they could easily go for the green
because there were no obstacles right in front of the green such as
a sand trap, water. No problems for the pros even if they hit a
little bit short; they could run it up on the green. The weather in
Tucson is so dry that virtually no rain falls and the fairways on
the golf course get more like cement or brick and that was what the
golf course was like. It's very hard and dry because you don't get
much rain so you get a lot a roll on your ball and I have actually
driven par fours on Randolph South which is easier course next to
Randolph North. I've driven a 320 yard par four so it can be done
because it's a lot easier to do when there is no obstacle in front
of the green.

I guess the PGA Association got miffed that
the golfers were just kind of laughing at them on the first hole
because they did something I've never seen before or since. When I
came back the second day, believe it or not; the PGA had gotten the
grounds keepers of the golf course to put a little creek right
across the front of the fairway right before the green so now if a
golfer tried to lay up short and run it on the green, the ball
would roll into the creek. So that basically stopped everybody
going for the green and then they had to hit shorter club mostly
irons and layup and then use a pitching wedge or club for hitting
short shots for their second shot but it was fun the first day and
I didn’t like the pros having to lay up but I would rather see them
go for the green. It was more exciting but I guess the PGA doesn't
like it and it has some kind of no fun for the spectators rule. The
PGA makes the rules because they pay the money so they get what
they want. I remember watching some other tournament on television
and I think it was John Daly or some other exceptionally long
hitters that used to drive the ball a special way and the PGA
actually planted a fully grown tree overnight to prevent them from
taking a shortcut.

And then I saw one of the funniest and most
different twosomes I have ever seen in my life. The nice thing
about a golf tournament is you can sit in one place and watch lots
of different golfers come to the same hole or if you find a couple
golfers you really like, you can just walk with them as they play
all the holes on the course. Thus one big difference between
watching a golf tournament and watching a basketball game or
baseball game or foot ball game is that in golf you can keep
walking around and have a lot more freedom to do what you want.

Because I always loved Fuzzy Zeller very much
I decided to follow him around. Fuzzy is one of the all-time great
crowd favorites because he loves to joke with the crowd and get
some laughs. He's just a fun person.

Fuzzy was paired that day with another very
good golfer named Jack Renner. I still remember one time Jack
Renner thought he had won the Hawaiian Open. He finished his golf
round and he was in a sitting by the edge of the green watching.
Only one or two more golfers were still left on the course on
Sunday and one of those golfers was Isao Ioaki, also a very good
golfer. I still remember the announcers saying it looks like Jack
Renner has won this tournament because Isao Ioaki would have to
hole his second shot from 140 yards away on the fairway to win the
tournament. That's exactly what the Isao did. He holed the 140 yard
approach shot and won the Hawaiian Open and Jack finished second,
unbelievable.

So I'm sitting on this hole that again shows
how good the pros are. It was the second hole and right in front of
the tee was a dry arroyo/dry creek that was maybe 50 yards in front
of the tee. It wasn't even a problem for an amateur and would only
come into play if somebody totally duffed their drive and the shot
rolled off the tee into the arroyo which unfortunately I've done in
my time and many other amateurs have done too but normally that
would not be a problem for the pros. The hall was like a 490 yard
par five for us amateurs who played the course week in and week out
but because the pros are so good; the PGA made it like a 480 yard
par four for the pros.

I'm standing with a large gallery awaiting
Fuzzy Zeller and Jack Renner to hit their tee shots on this used to
be par five, that is now a long par four. Fuzzy hits his tee shot
first; it’s perfect, way out there, right in the middle of the
fairway probably 300 yards or more in perfect position to hit his
approach shot. Then Jack Renner steps up to hit his tee shot.

Jack was a little bit off on this tee shot
and he proceeded to hit a very low slice that started out in the
fairway and immediately went to the right and hit somebody in the
gallery along the right-hand edge of the fairway. You have to
understand that Jack Renner is like death warmed over. Jack doesn't
say anything, he looks like he's just come from a funeral for his
mother, is very sour looking, unhappy looking, sad looking whatever
you want to call it and I'm sure Fuzzy just decided he was going to
needle Jack because Jack is just the kind of person that Fuzzy
would go crazy over trying to get a laugh out of because it would
be almost impossible. Very matter-of-factly, Fuzzy turned to Jack
and said "Hey Jack, I think you killed him with that tee shot." The
crowd watching Jack and Fuzzy went crazy and just started laughing
so loud. That was one of the funniest things I've ever heard.

Oh and I almost forgot. Remember I told you I
watched Willie Mays on the celebrity Pro-Am day. Guess who else I
saw that day playing golf which was a big surprise? Ex-president
Gerald Ford was out there in Tucson, Arizona playing in the
celebrity Pro-Am on Wednesday. And after watching ex-president Ford
hit a few golf balls, I think I easily could spot him three or four
shots a nine and still make a lot of money.

He was an awful golfer, a very, very bad
golfer. But the one thing that pissed me off is that while he was
playing golf out there, he was surrounded by these really mean and
pushy Secret Service agents and they would just basically shove
their way through any crowd pushing people out of the way so that
President Ford didn't get held up and I resented that. An early
indication of why I would not like government because of their
arrogance, uncaring and forgetting about the people they're
supposed to serve.

I followed Fuzzy and Jack all the way around
and I remember Fuzzy ended up on 18 by hitting a not so good tee
shot in the left rough but from the left rough he hit this
magnificent approach shot maybe 2 or 3 feet away from the pin and
sank the putt for a birdie. I Love Fuzzy and I still love him
because he is one of the greatest characters to ever play the game
of golf and golf spectators and golf lovers are far better off
because of people like Fuzzy Zeller in the game.

But remember I was going to tell you about
celebrities I saw. Well, I get to combine celebrities with golf in
this paragraph. I had an advantage when I went to Randolph Park to
watch the golf tournament because I was a Park Ranger. I had keys
for all of the locked gates and I would just go onto the course
when I was a working or not working without even paying. I would
just tell people I'm here in my undercover capacity as a Park
Ranger trying to avoid any trouble out here for the golfers ha – ha
- ha.

One day I got to the golf course early maybe
before the tournament even started like a day or two before the
golf tournament was going to start and I was just wandering around
on the golf course for God knows what reason when I look out on the
golf course and I see this man dressed in a very nice suit walking
up the fairway and he was talking to himself. I couldn't understand
it and I am thinking to myself, is this some kind of a homeless
nutcase loose on the golf course? So I walked closer to see what
was going on.

It turned out it wasn't a homeless guy; it
was Tom Seaver, the great pitcher for the New York Mets who was
wearing his microphone backpack with the little wireless antenna
and Tom was walking the fairways talking into the microphone so the
sound people back at the headquarters of the trailer that
broadcasts the golf to the world on the days of tournament could
see if Tom's wireless microphone was working. Tom was just playing
with hit with his microphone and seeing if it's working out there
on the golf course. Kind of like the Verizon ad where the little
guy goes can you hear me, can you hear me now?

Still very funny to see one guy dressed in a
nice suit walking alone on a golf fairway because the golf course
was closed to everybody so was nobody else was around Tom. It was
really weird but once I got closer I understood what they were
doing.

And I got something I really treasured from
one of the golf tournaments at Randolph North. I figured out one
reason why golf pros do so well is they have this little what I
would call cheat book but it's not really a cheat book but a little
green book that showed all of the holes and would measure the
distances on the greens and would list the yardage from the
sprinkler head or a tree or something like that which would help
the golfers figure out what club to hit next or where they should
hit on the green to get the best chance for birdie.

A quick interruption, isn’t a great write
your own book, you can do what you want. I forgot to tell you what
I used to do when I was a Park Ranger at Randolph Park. As you can
see from the preceding paragraphs, Randolph Park had two golf
courses. Most Randolph golfers weren't as good as Tom Watson or
Billy Casper and some of the other great pros and were known to hit
a bad shot or two. So what me and this one other Park Ranger used
to constantly do whenever we were patrolling the ages of the golf
course including when we were on the main road just north of the
golf course called Broadway, we would constantly be looking for
golf balls hit by people that were laying alongside the road inside
the park or on Broadway. I can honestly tell you I found enough
golf balls during my days as a Park Ranger to last me forever.

And every baseball fan's dream is to get
their hands on that major league baseball hit by one of the stars
of professional baseball. I found and easy, foolproof way to get my
hands on major league baseballs hit by professional baseball
players for the Cleveland Indians. I think I mentioned when I was
talking about the University of Arizona playing baseball that Hi
Corbett Field was a very hard park to hit a home run in because the
distance from home plate was very great and the walls were very
high. But some professional baseball players were capable of
hitting a ball for a home run at Hi Corbett Field. Right behind Hi
Corbett Field was this maintenance yard area that stored a bunch of
equipment used in the park. It was off limits to everybody except
Park employees.

When I was working in Randolph Park, I would
actually unlock the gate drive around in the maintenance yard
because of course I had to watch out for thieves stealing equipment
from the park and while I was looking out for thieves in an
unauthorized area I felt I was free to look for major league
baseballs that had been hit by professional baseball players. I
found quite a lot of professional baseballs and AAA baseballs when
the AAA minor-league team was playing at hi Corbett Field. As you
can see, every now and then the mushroom gets out of the cave what
he likes to do.

I was able to get my hands on one of those
little green help the professional golfer books from God knows
where. I don't know if I even have that book anymore but I hope so.
I hope I kept it but I haven't seen it in years. But not only did I
get this little green book but I actually went into the trailer and
got the little green book autographed by John Brody, a great
quarterback for the San Francisco 49ers and by Mickey Wright, one
of the great female golfers who ever lived. They were very nice
people and they autographed my book and I really appreciated
it.

I still remember the following one of the
leaders; I think he won the tournament. He was really great golfer
named Bruce Lichkie. I was very impressed by how well the pros
drove the golf ball but then by following them around I figured out
why they were so good. They weren't so good because they hit long
drives; they were so good because they had the most incredible
short game and putting skills I have ever seen – it was like a
night and day difference. I could tell the average pro would still
beat me by maybe 30 or 40 shots around even if I could play my
second shot from where the pro hit his drive; they were that good
from short distances, it was just incredible.

One time I did meet James Whitmore who is a
very great actor I remember still one of the last movie roles and
he was great in it was the Shawshank Redemption where he played the
old library worker and finally gets paroled after he been in prison
like 50 years he was really great.

I met a couple of famous commercial actors I
don't remember their names but if you saw them you would recognize
them. It was just a case I don't quite live in the same world of
celebrities so if I ever run into them it's purely by accident.

 


 



 Chapter 10

Jeffee Tries to Get a Security Clearance… Again

I interrupt my wonderful love letters to
bring you the latest in challenging events that come Jeffee’s way.
In March, 2010 I went through hell because I had to renew my secret
clearance. All auditors are required to have a secret clearance
when they work for the Army or Air Force. The fact that I haven't
looked at a classified document for an audit in my entire 30 year
career has no bearing on whether I need to go through all the work
and hassle of getting a security clearance.

The process is more like a marathon than the
hundred yard dash – if you know what I mean. One of the joys of
trying to get a security clearance is to fill out a 29 page
computer form that asked for everything in the world about you
except for your DNA. In March, 2010, I think it took me seven or
eight or nine or 10 tries to finally answer all of the questions
that they wanted. And back then I didn't have one hassle that I'm
going to have this year. In March 2010 I didn't need to get a
fingerprint check. This year May, 2011 not only did I need to fill
out the 29 page form, I had to provide a resume and fill out OPM
form 306 to get my clearance started. Sometime next week I will go
for my fingerprint check. And it gets worse. I can't get the
fingerprint check at Fort Sam Houston; I have to go out to Randolph
Air Force Base not close to Fort Sam Houston to get the fingerprint
check done. Is my life wonderful or not? Answer – or not.

I had to find answers to questions like when
did your father-in-law die? Well, my father-in-law was a wonderful
Philippine gentleman who lived in the Philippines his whole life
and who I never met because he died while I was still writing love
letters back and forth to Judy which you will read about below.

So I had to spend a lot of time just finding
out some of the most strange and unusual information, stuff I've
forgotten years ago. How would you like to try and remember what
your German phone number was 10 years ago? I would like you to read
try and remember what your supervisor’s phone number was 10 years
ago? It doesn't even matter that the guy is long gone and onto
greener pastures, they still want to know the phone number because
computer forms are relentless – if you don't fill in one of the
little blocks they will never accept the whole 29 page document as
I found out many, many times.

One lucky break I got was that the security
clearance office was in the building right in front of my building
(this is the building I now live in as I talk about elsewhere we
had to move from our building this building which is right next to
our building, this is the building with the famous jackhammer you
read about earlier) so I only had a walk about 200 feet to go in
there and ask questions and try and get them to help me.

I went over there at least five or six times
and the people were very nice and finally after many tries I was
able to complete the security questionnaire in 2010. The last piece
of the puzzle was the fact that seven or eight years ago I came
back on home leave and got some dental work done. The dentist never
billed me. So I forgot all about the bill. Years later I get this
notice from some collection agency and they are right that I owe
this money and when I called them they were willing to settle for
less money. I remembered I paid the bill so I tell them the reason
I didn't pay was because the dentist never sent me a bill and I
gave the dentist my correct German overseas address but they never
sent the bill. How could I pay a bill I never received?

Of course I'll be the first to admit I wasn't
going to actively pursue that bill. If I get lucky enough to skip
one, even though I should pay it, I feel it made up for many other
bills I did pay and I never should've had to pay in my life. I know
that shortcut ethics is wrong but when you're poor, you tend to
think that way and ethics get pushed aside. Sometimes when your
back is up against the wall and you have many other bills you need
to pay, it's easy to say not paying the bill is correct because I
never received it.

So I needed the name and address of this
collection agency to make this 29 page security questionnaire
happy. Thank God, I actually saved a copy of the letter they sent
me and I vaguely remembered where I was and I searched for it and I
found it and I was able to put in the correct information. The
security form wouldn't just accept the fact that I said yes, I paid
a collection agency $1200.07 years ago, that isn't good enough for
them. They had to have the exact date I paid it, and the exact
address of the collection agency – isn't life great!

So I was so happy when I finally got over the
hump and the security office finally gave me the great news that I
was now the proud possessor of a new secret security clearance that
would be good for 10 years. I thought I would never have to go
through this hell again because I definitely plan to retire before
10 years are up. And if you guys and gals buy enough copies of this
bio, I promise to retire immediately!

Well I was wrong, weedhopper. When "Your only
crime was being born" bad things tend to happen many times.

I get this e-mail from Don at the Air Force
(my new employer since October 2010 because I went from being an
Army employee to being a joint base employee with the Air Force the
other part of the joint and they were the ones in charge so we all
became Air Force employees) informing me that I need to do a new
secret security clearance. I e-mail Don back and said I just did
one last year, can you use that one? Of course not! That's logical
and would be very easy on me. Why would anybody want to make life
easy for me? Of course they want to agonize and torment me doing
government gobbledygook that I hate.

So finally I started once again doing my
security clearance. I finally did get one break, because when I
opened up the link Don sent me to fill in the information for the
security clearance it was exactly the same form I filled out last
year. And luckily for me, the old form saved much of the
information I had put in a year ago, so basically I only had to
answer a few simple yes and no questions that for some reason were
blank even though I answered them a year ago so I answered them.
And then under one section I added in a prior security clearance
review that I had. And of course I added the one from March 2010 on
top of the one originally I had done in 1997.

Over and over I forget at least one question
on the form and so I had to go through the form many, many times.
It wasn't until I had gone through every one of the screens many
times because I used to start with screen one and then would hit
save that screen and go on to screen two, screen three and wind up
somewhere around screen 31 . Every sequence would take quite a bit
of time to keep going through all 30 screens. It wasn't until later
I realized there was a drop down menu at the top and I could go to
any section I wanted to immediately without clicking save 20 times
to get to the section I wanted.

And lucky for me Don is close by in the Air
Force temporary headquarters trailers so he gave me the good advice
to print out the 29 pages before I actually sent it in so he could
look it over and see if it was correct. I thought when I filled the
questionnaire it had to be correct because I wasn't getting any
error messages on the computer and if I had one thing wrong with it
or left one question or box empty, it was good at giving me an
error message and forced me to put something in that box before
would accept the form.

And that when you get to the end it lets you
print out the security questionnaire that you filled out and Don
said print that out and bring it over to me to look at. The
security form also has me print out three signature pages and is so
complicated, Don said he will come over to my office and tell me
exactly how to fill out the signature forms or else they won't be
acceptable. The government never makes life easy.

So I printed out my security questionnaire
and left the signature forms blank and brought them over to Don. I
found him in the back trailer of the temporary Air Force
Headquarters. The Air Force is in the process of building a new
headquarters building because they didn't exist on Fort Sam Houston
before October, 2010 so they fixed up some very fancy mobile
homes–type trailers for the Air Force to live in for about a year
while they built their headquarters.

I go over to the trailer and I finally find
Don in the back trailer, I happened to stumble past the tax
assistance office that the Judge Advocate General has set up to
help soldiers and family members do their income taxes. It was a
typical example of how the government helps you. There were eight
little cubicles where there was a desk and computer and a chair and
there were five or six people waiting and I think there were one or
two clerks in the cubicles to help them – a typical example of what
you find in the government when you need help.

So I finally found Don, he was very nice
young thirtyish man who I guess had just gotten out of the Air
Force and was working as a civilian and lucky for me he's an expert
on this stuff because I didn't have the filling out “Security
Questionnaires for Dummies” book. Don started looking over my
entire form and naturally he found two things that were wrong. He
said, Jeff you know that latest security clearance you had done? I
have to put down April, 2010 not March, 2010. He said you have to
put down the date they completed the security investigation not the
date you sent in the questionnaire. Of course there are no
instructions whatsoever that tell you that and how would I know
when they completed the security clearance? They didn't tell
me.

And then Don told me I'll just have to delete
the 1997 security investigation and just leave the new security
investigation that was done in March and April 2010. And then he
said I checked Department of Defense as being the agency that did
my security clearance. Don told me that was wrong; I actually have
to put down the Office of Personnel Management or OPM as the agency
that did my clearance. I told Don stupid me, I worked for the Army
at the time of that security clearance and I actually thought the
Department of Defense did security clearances for people who work
for the Army – how stupid of me!

So I took Don's suggestions and bring the
questionnaire back to my office and start trying to fix it up. The
first thing I find out is that the stupid questionnaire will not
let me get into any of the earlier sections and immediately takes
me to the end of the report that says steps one through five which
is basically print out the signature pages, print out the completed
security questionnaire and then transmit the form to the agency
you're sending it to.

I called back and told Don the system won't
let me get into that prior pages in the security investigation
section – all I can get into are steps one through 5 so what do I
do? Don says oh what you're going to have to do Jeff is send the
report with the two wrong answers back to me –s technically the
ball is in my court. So I sent the report with the wrong
information to Don. Then Don can go back and return the form to me
to fix the errors. Really, this is true!

So I sent the completed wrong security
questionnaire to Don and later that day I was able to get back in
and change the security information to what Don wanted. I tried
calling Don to come over because I told him I was leaving on sick
leave at 11:30 because the stupid building I'm in, typical example
of the government not caring about its workers, is renovating the
basement right underneath my office. The construction crew was
using a very loud jackhammer that sounds like a jet plane is below
me. They didn't seem to give a crap that there were actually people
working above that they were making sick from the noise and
vibration of their jackhammer. Didn't seem like the people in
charge of the building gave a crap about it either.

So I told my boss my boss to hell with this
crap, I am taking sick leave and I sent the director of our section
an e-mail telling him that I was going home because the jackhammer
noise and vibration was making me very sick and I couldn't take it
anymore and the working conditions were impossible.

Of course when I called to tell Don I am
leaving by 11:30 he didn't answer his phone so I left a message.
Then I sent Don an e-mail with the same information. Of course I
never heard from him by 11:30 so the saga will continue next
week.

I'll keep you informed if there are any more
roadblocks in the path of just getting another security clearance.
Oh I forgot, it gets even worse. I will have to go out to Randolph
Air Force Base which is at least 15 miles away from Fort Sam
Houston to get my fingerprints taken by somebody. So I get to drive
15 miles out to Randolph AFB which I barely know. I have no idea
where I'm supposed to go to get this fingerprint thing because I
don't know my way around the base but once again that's the kind of
luck I have.

I mean amazingly to me who is full of common
sense; I was wondering why there wasn't one place at Fort Sam
Houston that could do a fingerprint checks? I mean don't the police
have some kind of fingerprint blotter thingy that when they arrest
people they can take their fingerprints? I will call up Human
Resources on Monday and asked them about this and say this is
absolutely unreal. Let somebody in authority know that there are
greatly inconveniencing all of us at Fort Sam Houston if every time
somebody has to get a security clearance they have to drive out 15
miles to Randolph to get a damn fingerprint taken.

I actually quit substitute teaching for the
Northeast Independent School District because the state legislature
in their infinite stupidity decided anybody who was in education
was a child molester so everybody including existing teachers,
substitute teachers etc. had to go down to some office and get
their fingerprints taken. And that's not bad enough, they actually
wanted the teacher or substitute teacher in my case to the pay $60
for the privilege of wasting their time and gas to get this stupid
fingerprint check.

As I told that bar girl in Korea elsewhere in
the book, "I have to take poop from a lot of people, but you're not
one of them". So I called up the Northeast Independent School
District and told them there's no way in hell I'm paying $60 to get
my fingerprints taken for a substitute teaching job that pays $75 a
day and I did one time in the last year. My experience the one day
as a substitute teacher was horrible and I vowed I would never do
it again. I guess I made an impression on the school district when
I called up and flat out told them there's no way in hell I'm
having my fingerprints taken, because when the San Antonio Express
News, our local newspaper, did an article on fingerprinting
teachers, the school district actually commented that was one
person who phoned the school district and said they were quitting
substitute teaching job rather than have their fingerprint taken.
That was me!

I called the school district and told them
this is absolutely ridiculous. I want the same rights anybody
arrested has: the right to have their fingerprints taken for free.
You think they charge prisoners $60 to have their fingerprints
taken? What a load of crap, I have to put up with a lot of crap but
that was one bit of crap I didn't have to put up with and never
will. Of course I will have to put up with the crap about the
fingerprints at Randolph but I'm damn sure going to find out why
the hell I can’t have it done at Fort Sam Houston and I know the
right people to ask in Human Relations. And I will talk with the
Civilian Personnel Office.

But I still wasn't done. I'm beginning to
feel like Frodo in Lord of the Rings trying to return the ring to
the Valley of Fire. Yeah I will get there eventually but there
shouldn't be so many obstacles in my way. Remember like I said I
had to fill out a 29 page questionnaire, fill out three signature
forms that require a security expert in person so I can sign them
correctly, and I find out I also need to show the security expert a
copy of my resume and fill out that form from the Office of
Personnel Management or OPM. That's the way they work so I will
continue my quest like Frodo next week to see how much more I have
to go through before I get I pray my second and last security
clearance before I can tell the government bye-bye.

 


 



 Chapter 11

Love Letters Between My Honey Bunny and Me

This will be the start of a long section as I
am going to print verbatim the love letters I got for my wonderful
wife while we were pen pals for many years. To me it's truly a
miracle I found my wonderful wife. You have to remember that when
we started writing, which was in about 1978 I believe, computers
and the Internet really were not an everyday option for people at
home. Through some miracle, I found a pen pal ad in a magazine
while I was in Tucson, Arizona for Judith Bautista who at that time
was living in Hong Kong.

I really don't know for sure why I decided to
look overseas for a wife but I actually think it's because I had no
luck whatsoever with American women. I really, honestly, believed I
would never wind up getting married. I'd been a social leper for my
whole life because due to my Asperger's Syndrome and other things
I'm basically socially inept and had no luck whatsoever with
American women. I never felt comfortable around American women and
saw no chance of ever really having a serious relationship with an
American woman because so many of what I thought were serious
relationships went absolutely nowhere.

I saw this ad for a pen pal and I wrote to
Judy and I think one or two other women that I found in various
ads. Judy was the only one that ever did reply to me out of the
three I wrote to and so I started writing to her. And her letters
were the most wonderful letters. She basically wrote beautiful
poetry and I basically fell in love with the person writing those
letters.

And I resolved that if she was anything like
her letters I would marry her. And to make a long story short when
she finally did come over on a fiancée visa five years after we
started writing, she was exactly like her letters and I proposed
marriage to her on her birthday which was September 24, 1984. And
now it is my pleasure and your treat to read her wonderful letters
that my sweetie wrote to me for the five years while we were pen
pals. I sorted them in chronological order and I saved all the
letters my wife wrote me and my wife actually saved all the letters
I wrote to her. I'm actually going to put in my letters which pale
in comparison to Judy's letters so you could compare how bad my
letters are to how good her letters and there is no comparison.

So I guess I'm very lucky that even though I
wrote all these really poor letters my wife was kind enough to see
the real me and make a long story short, we have been happily
married for around 26 years after writing to each other for five
years. I didn't get married until I was 37 and I am sure glad I
waited because she was absolutely the perfect right one for me so
God blessed me very much with my wonderful wife Judy. I used to kid
people and say: If somebody told me I was going to marry somebody
who lived halfway around the world and somebody I had never seen, I
would say that they were totally crazy. But that's exactly what I
did.

 


 



 Chapter 12

Jeffee and Judy's Love Letters Roughly 1979 – 1985

Now I will be taking a little break because I
have saved all of the wonderful letters my wife wrote to me and she
saved all the not so wonderful letters I wrote to her and now I'm
going to try to put them in chronological order so you can see my
letter to her and her replies to me then my reply to her and her
reply to me etc. etc.

I'll be taking a little break from the voice
software right now because I have to sort all of the letters
because there's a lot of letters. Luckily for me my wife wrote the
date on all of her letters. She put the date that she received my
letter and then she put the date on it that she replied to my
letter. Just a totally wonderful woman so I'm eternally grateful
God for you sending me that my wonderful Filipina wife, Judy
Bautista.

Note: Judy’s letters are written here EXACTLY
as she wrote them – her English is not perfect but poetical, but
her love was and is perfect!!

 


 



 Chapter 13

Love Letters from 1979

I sorted through all the letters I wrote to
Judy and that Judy wrote to me. I put them in chronological order
but I got no absolute guarantee I've got every single letter but I
think I have most of them so you can kind of follow the dialogue of
how the pen pal romance from halfway around the world comes to
fruition and leads to a long and happy marriage.

June 25, 1979

Dear Judith,

I joined Japan international to meet new
friends and would like you to be my friend.

Let me tell you a little about myself. I am
32, 6'2", 185 pounds (and trying to get back to hundred and 75
pounds)! I am attending the University of Nevada and studying
accounting. I moved to Las Vegas from Tucson, Arizona, about 400
miles south of Las Vegas. I worked as a Park Ranger in Tucson
before I moved here.

I moved to Las Vegas for many reasons. It is
a very exciting city (as I'm sure Hong Kong is). Las Vegas is
famous for its legal gambling and fine hotels. Many tourists and
conventions come here. All the stores and casinos are open 24 hours
a day. Las Vegas is growing bigger and bigger as more people move
here. The weather is very warm (100 – 110°F or 40 – 42°C) in the
spring and summer. I live in an apartment with a swimming pool
which is very nice.

I Love sports both watching and playing. My
favorites are golf, bowling, tennis, and swimming.

I look forward to your letter. Please send a photo of
yourself.

Sincerely, Jeff Weber

PS: enclosed is a photo

July 5, 1979

Dear Jeff,

I hope everything is fine for you by the time
you receive this epistle of mine. I got hold of your letter a few
days ago with your photo enclosed and thanks a lot for writing me.
.. I would be very glad if you and I can become friends although
just through in writing. You look very cute in your picture, I'm
sure you're much better in person… Seems to be that I'm falling in
love with your photo when I saw it.

Well in this first letter of mine, I'm going
to tell you more about myself. I will be 27 years old on the 24th
day of September 1979, a Filipina with black hair and fair
complexion, 5'5" tall and weighed 108 pounds. I like to play
badminton, swimming, listening to music, reading and collecting
stamps.

I am a fourth child from the elders same as
from the youngest not to mention I am at the middle. I love people
who are nice to me, honest, sincere and friendly. Because I myself
consider it is has any of these I mentioned above to everyone I
know.

I was born in the province of Aklan in the
western part of Philippines. I lived there with my parents till at
my age of 13, then went to the city of Manila to continue my
studies from second-year high school to college and until the time
I left for Hong Kong in the year 1977. In end the year 1974 I
obtained my Bachelor of Science in Commerce degree major in
marketing.

After a couple of months from graduation I
was employed as an office clerk in a department store in the city
of Manila. But I just worked there for about a year only, because
my boss giving me a lot of works which I found it too much work for
myself. That I applied into a bigger company luckily I passed from
the exam given to me by the office, so finally I got again a job as
same position I was assigned at the production department. I worked
in the said office until I left for Hong Kong.

Presently working here as a babysitter with a
Chinese family for another two years. Normally, I have finished
already my two years employment contract last March 27, 1979 but my
employer tried to convince me to renew my contract for another two
years with them as they said they still need my services, so I
stayed.

Yes I heard already and I know that Las Vegas
is really one of a beautiful place. You're very lucky of living
there. My cousin used to go there or maybe just to gamble or visit
his friends but right at this moment he is in our home country for
recovery because last January he met an accident with his car. I
guess I have to end this up here so by! My warm regards to you and
the rest of your family.

Hair with, I enclosed my photo. Thanks again
for your picture.

Sincerely,

Judith

That was one of the
sweetest opening letters I've ever gotten and definitely enticed me
to continue writing to Judith!

July 15, 1979

Dear Judith,

Thank you for your very nice letter. Your
picture shows me a very lovely girl and your letter shows me a very
lovely person.

Everything is fine as I write this letter.
I'm leaving tomorrow to visit Tucson, Arizona where I used to live.
I still have many friends in Tucson and want to see them again.

I guess I should tell you more about myself.
I was born in New York City and lived there until I was four years
old. My family moved to New Jersey then and I lived in a little
town in northern New Jersey. It was very nice, with lots of green
trees, woods, and people. I have one sister and no brothers.

I also love people who are nice to me,
honest, sincere, and friendly also because that's the way I treat
people and like to be treated.

I lived in New Jersey until I graduated from
high school and then at 18 went out west to Tucson, Arizona to go
to college. I graduated from college and started to go to law
school but I was drafted by the Army and spent the next two years
in the Army. After getting out of the Army, I returned to Tucson
and return to law school. I decided I didn't like law school and my
grades were not good enough either. I then got a job with the City
of Tucson and worked five years with Elections, doing all the
things needed to have an Election.

But I was very unhappy because my boss was
very difficult to work with. I transferred to another branch of the
city and became a Park Ranger. I worked as a Park Ranger for two
years and was happy at the job. But the city decided to abolish
Park Rangers and I decided to move to Las Vegas and returned to
school. I've lived here about three months and really like the
town. I started school at the University of Nevada.

I'm going to have to find a job to pay for my
schooling soon. Probably after my return from Tucson. I better end
this letter and I look forward to your next letter. You say
anything you'd like to know about me, please ask and I'll be glad
to tell you.

Sincerely, Jeff

August 2, 1979

Dear Judith,

I moved to a different apartment complex in
Las Vegas because of my new job. I put an ad in the paper hoping to
find a security guard job. And I received a very good job with the
free apartment and $250 a month. I needed the job to help pay for
school.

The new apartment I live in is very nice. It
has two-bedrooms, completely furnished, plus utilities are paid
for. I live on the second floor and overlook a swimming pool. Plus
my apartment is only 2 km from the University of Nevada, where I go
to college.

My job will be to patrol the apartment
complex at night to make sure everything is okay. I'll make sure no
crimes are happening, let people into their apartments who forget
their keys and keep kids out of the swimming pools at night. It's a
very good job and I'm happy to have it.

My new address is: 969 E. Flamingo, Apartment
175, Las Vegas, Nevada 89109.

Hope to hear from you soon.

Sincerely,

Jeff

PS: a reporter from the newspaper where I had my ad
(see story of my newspaper ad elsewhere in my biography) called me
up and decided to do an article on me in the paper. I'm famous
(only kidding).

August 28, 1979

With this letter I sent my
wife a copy of the United States Immigration Laws.

Dear Judy,

I got your letter mailed to my old address
but it was delayed.

I'm sorry too that I don't have any brothers.
I always wanted to grow up in a large family with lots of brothers
and sisters but I only had one sister. And I didn't get along too
well with her.

I am curious why you moved to Hong Kong from
the Philippines. I know very little about the Philippines but from
what I read in the papers the people don't seem very happy with the
government of Marcos! It doesn't seem to be a very democratic
government. Also it seems too many people were very poor and that
there are not a lot of good paying jobs.

I haven't really been as busy as most
Americans are. Most Americans want to be in a rat race always for
more money and possessions. The pace of life in America is very
fast. I have never made money the most important thing in my life.
I wish to be happy, have life not rush by at a fast pace, be around
genuine people, real people who treat others fairly. I hate phonies
or people who take advantage of other people. I could never do that
to another.

I don't think I'm still single because I was
too busy to get married. I have never found the right girl –
someone who loved me, and someone I loved. Many find the right girl
early, they are lucky, others don't find the right girl and still
get married, they are very unhappy. It is bad to be lonely, but I
would rather be lonely than unhappy.

Most American girls are very career minded
and put their jobs ahead of marriage.

I am not against marriage.

You are very pretty and I'm surprised you
were not married. I thought girls got married very young in the
Philippines.

I was wondering whether you were Catholic? I
am under the impression that the Philippines is heavily Catholic.
Also I wonder if you speak Spanish. I have been trying to learn
Spanish for years and still only speak and write a little. When you
wrote about getting a job here, I called up the immigration
Department of the government and they sent me some information.
Briefly I'll try and explain the immigration booklet and I'll
underline important information. But if you deal anywhere with any
government, you find it is very complicated, very confusing and
takes a long time.

Briefly it appears that the United States
gives preference to relatives of citizens of the United States, to
wives and husbands, sons and daughters of people who are permanent
resident aliens living in the United States.

If you do not have relatives you fall into
the non-preference category. I will state the next part of the
letter carefully.

If you are married to an American citizen,
are coming to the United States to marry an American citizen, you
are not subject to any quotas and would be issued a visa to come to
this country.

Frankly that seems the easiest way. I am not
very good with words but my heart is good so I'll try to
explain.

If we keep writing to each other and at some
date in the future we meet each other in person and like each
other, it is possible we might get married. The odds are difficult
but not impossible, but I would not want somebody to marry me
because they wanted to come to the United States but because they
love me.

You asked if it is difficult to find a job
here. Once you're here, it is not that difficult, America is very
prosperous and people who want to work can find good jobs. A
secretary type that's can take shorthand can make $200-$300 a week
here. But the cost of living is expensive also. But when all things
are considered, America is a very good place to live and work.

If you have any more pictures of yourself,
please send me some. I think you are very pretty. Hope this letter
helps you answer your questions.

Sincerely, Jeff

August 11, 1979

Dear Jeff,

You're really such a fortunate gentleman to
have a good job is what you have now. Yes I think your job is the
right one for you, because you're going to school at the same time.
And it's a good offer because you're also free get an apartment.
But the thing that gives me worry about that is that you'll have
not enough time to sleep.

I enjoyed having your pictures Jeff, and I
feel very unhappy to keep it. I hope you'll send me more copies of
your photo next time. As of my work, well, I feel no difficulty at
all, I am enjoying looking after the little boy that he was started
going to school a couple of weeks. So every day except Saturdays
and Sundays, I have to catch him up from school at around 11 AM. I
find myself very busy nowadays. I am also getting interested about
planting and making our house beautifully. How about you? How do
you find your new job? I hope you're doing alright with all of that
going to school at the same time.

Well I can't think of anything else to say as
of now, so I'll end my letter appeared. Till next mail, good night
and have a sweet dreams. I'll be looking forward to your soon
replied. Give my warm regards to your parents and brother, but of
course keep the most of it. I! Bye!! Right back as soon as you’re
time. Okay??

Sincerely, Judith

Judy's sends a lovely picture in this letter
and on the back she writes:

Dear Jeff, this picture was taken when I went
home to the Philippines last March/79. It's me, Judith.

September 3, 1979

Dear Jeff,

How's life getting on? I hope everything is
fine for you and may you’re always in the best of health and in
good condition. I got hold your letter with two photos of yourself
and general information from the in US immigration enclosed. Thanks
a lot for the trouble and for your photos. I was so glad to have
it.

Well it's too bad that you didn't get along
with your only sister. Maybe you and your sister are not in common
in many ways. Yes, you're right when you said that many Filipino
people aren't happy about the administration of Pres. Marcos.
Because really his administration is not a very democratic
government and also many people doesn't receive a good salary.
Before I left for Hong Kong in 1977 I was employed as an office
clerk in a private business firm and by that time the minimum
salary was only 300 pesos a month +50 pesos allowance which was
really can't cope on the cost-of-living. And now the minimum salary
increase to 500 pesos up to 600 pesos per month, but also the
prices of everything has gone up, so still nothing changed as a
matter of fact it's getting worse. And most of the people against
his government.

 



Visit: http://www.smashwords.com/books/view/66964
to purchase this book to continue reading. Show the author you
appreciate their work!

tmp_edf711c40407296e634a2032fa80e36a_X4wrcg_html_135f4f2f.jpg
My Only Crime Was Being Born
An Autobiography, Volume 1

By Jeffee Weber





cover.jpg
My Only Crime Was Being Born
An Autobiography, Volume 1

By Jeffee Weber





