  One of my old musician pals, Bob Cheevers, once said “I’m not sure if this is true, but it happened to me”.  That statement has stayed with me for over 20 years, just waiting to be used to start my book on fishing.  You see, fishermen are notorious story tellers, much of which is pure hyperbole with some actual facts interjected to make it believable.  Yet, it’s not the truth that makes the story interesting- it’s the story and the delivery of it, because your audiences, if it’s other fishermen, already understand the variables involved in catching, missing and telling the tales about it.  They enjoy raising their eyebrow as you estimate the size of the “Monster” that got away.  They get that it’s hard to bring in Moby Dick on a 2 lb test ultra light through the raging current, when you’re chest deep in a river that is rising from the blinding rain. But they also get that when you are done telling it, they have a story that will compete with yours and you’ll stand there and listen.
So, I’m going to attempt to tell you a story about the year I spent, keeping time by the river.

  It started on May 28th 2021- I had spent the past two years working on property I owned preparing for one to sell and one to rent. I did most of the physical work renovating them completely- The house in Bunnvale where I grew up was pretty much a tear down when I started, but I walked in to it and pulled down a piece of paneling and saw the wallpaper of my dysfunctional childhood on the wall behind it.  Behind the front door in the living room I saw the wallpaper that was on the wall when my “real father” chocked out my mother behind it as I stood as a 6 year old child.  I pulled up a bucket and began to cry uncontrollably.  When I was done I took a big breath and decided- I would replace all those memories in the house by making it ‘right”.  That’s kind of where this begins- it was a year of removing everything in that house and making it right. 
  If you have never done construction you might not get how physically demanding it is

But 60, it takes every bit of strength you have to do it. I mean, removing walls, new wiring, new plumbing, new window, roof, heating, kitchen, doors, bath, flooring, sheetrock, septic, landscaping and 20 double hung windows.  Yes I hired an electrician, after I had actually rewired the entire house, because in NJ, you actually have to hire one if you don’t physically occupy the house. 
So after a year it was complete, I called up an old friend that I met back when I started my first business when I was 19 and asked her to sell the house. Vicki T was so surprised by my call, but it was like no time had passed and she got right on it.  I was confident I was in good hands and it would sell. After all it was virtually a new home. Nothing in the house was original or looked like my childhood. Everything was done with an understanding that I was erasing memories by making it “right” for the first time. Maybe because, I wanted to show my mother the home she always wished it had been, since she left it to me when she died.
 When it was complete we got an offer from a “Chinese” investor- kind of sounded suspicious, it was a full price, cash offer.  The lawyers were involved, checks were clearing, seemed all ago.  Then a day before the closing the bank called and said the money they sent was stolen and the deal was off.  This was really a tough blow after waiting over a month to put it back on the market. 

So we lowered the price, put it back and a couple out of California bought it.  Nouzha & Kevin-  they were very excited and after a few weeks it was all settled and I invited Nouzha to come out and stay in the house even before we closed.  So she flew, during the peak of the pandemic to come to the house.  I prepared the house with an air mattress, a small refrigerator, dishes, forks, some pots and pans, a chair and much of the stuff she would need.  When she arrived we went shopping with masks on to the local food store and I took her to the local lumber yard, Califon Lumber, to introduce her to the folks that had put up with my daily nonsense as I rebuilt the house. They let her sign her name on their desk along with the signatures of the other local customers.  
We also drove along the river road that leads to it, which is now the place she walks each day for exercise. I took her past my grade school and past the old Woodglen General Store.  I told her the stores about my childhood at every mile of our journey on the roads around the house.  I took her up to the road above the house to show her what her soon to be home looked like from above and showed her the scar on my hand were I fell on a newly cut sapling, in what used to be a field above that house when I was a little boy after my mother told me not to play in the freshly mowed field.
Once they had closed on the home, I would visit, because Nouzha was still waiting for her all their stuff to arrive and was new at “Country” living. She suggested I take the Microwave, Dishwasher and woodstove out since she didn’t really use them. I said, No, please just live here one year and don’t change anything, I promise you. Everything in this house was put there with a lifetime of thought.  Which after some time she understood that concept & learned to love the home.   

The reason, I’m starting here with this story is that the profit from that home made it possible to renovate my other property and rent it out to provide the income to retire.

The renovation of the two unit property in Emmaus PA though pretty much left me almost unable to walk.  By the time I had carried a entire set of Kitchen Cabinets up a full flight of stairs, installed the tile floor and 10 boxed laminate flooring. My body was worn out. I could hardly walk, I could maybe drive a couple blocks without my knees screaming at me with pain. 

During the pandemic of 2020, my wife and I decided to get a divorce. We didn’t fight, we just decided, we both wanted different thing for our future and it was okay. I don’t need to get more detailed then that, but understand that emotionally this was hard on both of us and in January of 2021. I was alone for pretty much the first time in my life.
 This was probably my worst fear, I had never lived for an extended time by myself.  I had always lived with a woman. There was always someone to come home to. Or after I started working from home on 2001, someone that came home at the end of the day.  Someone that helped pay the bills, cook food, fold clothes, talk to, travel with and hold me at night.   How would I do all these things and not get overwhelmed?  But, I was debt free, I had an income and money in the bank, in reality I was going to be fine if I just found a way to keep it all together.

It’s amazing how fear stops us from moving forward, forward is the direction I spent my life since I was 19 years old when I started my first business- Homewatch Bonded Caretakers- a landscape company- I don’t think since back then, I spent very many hours thinking of the past, because I was focused on the future. What I was doing or preparing to do. The one thing I’m really glad I did back then and continued to do, was document them in photos.  Looking at snapshots from my past and the people that came into my life along with the adventures, help me show my versions of the “unbelievable” stories with actual proof that they happened.  
I’ve had to reinvent myself many times, landscaper / caretaker, cable guy, radio DJ, radio promoter, then fisherman.  Each time, I did, the skills I needed to succeed were taught to me by others. People that had many years in doing these skills and were generous enough, or hired by me or unaware that even though I was just physically near them I was watching every detail of what they were doing. My ability to understand and remember small details, then practice the techniques in my mind even before my hands could accomplish the task has been somewhat of a gift.  That goes with my ability to pay attention to what people say and the details involved when it appears I’m not even listening.  This in some cases was a super power in new relationships, to remember the little details.  
 Prior to retiring, I spent 24 years in radio, first as a Gospel DJ at a little community station in NJ  WDVR 89.7 FM. But after a year in 1998, I started playing Americana Music that was a format that was just beginning. It was “Alt Country” and it TWANGED- when asked we would say, “Well I can’t describe it, but I know it when I hear it.” – I had a show called –“Hep Cats & Neon Armadillos” on Sunday night.  We had lots of the new Americana Artists coming through and staying at my home. Folks like Candye Kane, Ray Wylie Hubbard, Slaid Cleaves-Ray Condo and lots and lots more. Many of which were clients of my booking agent friends, Marc & Melissa Mencher.  Who pretty much kept a steady stream of wonderfully talented people coming through my home on the weekends.
  The radio gig was a volunteer job, because I was installing Commercial Cable as a full time since 1990- No, not that “Cable Guy” thing- I didn’t do residential- I did Cable Construction- we put in underground lines, joint trench, new construction and I learned to do aerial cable construction on telephone poles, from a friend Jim Morehead- a fellow that had no filters and most people thought was a jerk, but I found him to be incredibly knowledgeable and one hell of a good friend. He also taught my sons Search & Austin how to build computers- first 8088s-then 286s 386s Pentiums. This is likely the reason my son Austin continued in the Air Force to become a Computer Wiz Kid who ended up working for JSOC in Afghanistan where he died. 

  I probably should mention, when I was 9 months old, I was the last case of Polio in Hunterdon County in 1959.  I got it in the summer, while I was in the process of getting my “Baby Shots” as my mother put it. I had received a series of vaccines and had developed an ear infection which delayed the final set that included my Polio vaccine by two weeks. In that time I woke up completely paralyzed.  It lasted about a week and finally when it was all said and done only left my left arm paralyzed.  
This is probably the reason for much of the need in my life to move forward and never let someone or something stop me from following my dreams.  I spent everyday, from a very small child until I was 14, wearing my arm in a sling. To most folks, when they see a child in a sling, they assume he “broke his arm” and when in public they would smile and ask “How did you break your arm?” I just learned to smile and say- “I didn’t break it I had Polio” – That was the reply I had pretty much everyday of my youth when you can guarantee someone would ask.   
The other thing it caused was that my Mother was constantly concerned that I would injure my arm. So she would tell me not to do things that the other kids did like play football or wrestle or climb trees.  But you see I grew up in the 1960s- we were “Latch Key Kids”   My mom worked and at 8 years old I was pretty much on my own all day.
We used to hang at the house across the street where we drank coffee, played cards, and smoked cigarettes.  One of my childhood friends was Bonny Lee Bakley- she was a little older but we all used to hang around together and go skinny dippin in Mellonbach’s Pond back in the woods.  You might know her name, because she later was murdered by her husband Robert Blake aka Barreta (The cop with the white cockatoo). 

It was a few years ago that some of my childhood friend reminded me how I used to defend them as younger kids against a neighborhood kid named Timmy- He was older and he and his buddy Ernie used to terrorize the smaller kids. Well, I can show you years of grade school pictures of me with a black eye, because I wasn’t ever afraid of going toe to with a bully.  I’ve since realized, this also is a super power and my Kryptonite. The concept of “You Can’t” has only made me more likely to say “You wanna bet?”  

Maybe that’s the reason most of my life I’ve needed to do physical work, rather than like my mother would say “Use your brain instead of your back.”   

One of the other skills I learned was sales.  I met a man named Dan Bacon, one day when I lived in Clinton NJ.   I wanted to learn how to bow hunt- that’s right, a one armed guy that wanted to bow hunt.  A local sports shop fellow thought I could if I used a “release”- this is a device at the time that was illegal in NJ to use. It is a mechanical device that you hold in your hand as you draw the bow back that eliminates the need to hold the bow string with your fingers and has a trigger that releases the string.  They were legal in some states so he sold me one and I took it to Made To Order in Clinton. 
Dan the owner was a fellow that looked like Kenny Rogers, handsome and friendly.  He owned this Sheepskin & Leather shop that also sold gifts & jewelry. His wife Pam was a wonderful woman that was perfectly paired to him. Understanding, friendly, talented and had a great laugh.   When I first met him, Dan was so impressed by the idea of a one armed 18 year old would want to shoot a bow- you see Dan was an avid outdoorsman- Boy Scout Leader-Hunter Safety Instructor and Wildlife Photographer as well as the best salesman I ever met.  Dan’s son- and constant hunting buddy- Dan Jr aka “Bumper” named for the way he kicked his mother during her pregnancy, had moved away to Laramie Wyo and here was this young man just a few years younger than him wanting to learn how to hunt.  The stars were aligning- Dan immediately started building me a harness to wear so I could attach the string to my chest and stretch out my right arm to extend the bow.  After about a week of trial and error- we accomplished the task. I don’t think Dan ever charged me for it, but instead he adopted me as one of his kids. From then on he referred to me when he introduced me to someone as his adopted son.  Together each year we traveled to Larmie Wyoming for our annual Mule Deer hunt with his son Bump as I called him. Bump also treated me like a brother and mentored me on the art of big game hunting. Bump was an amazing marksman.  We would get up in the morning the first day of hunting and he’d say “Well, where do you want me to place the bullet, head or heart?”  I’d always say “Head” because I knew it was a harder target and if you make the slightest mistake you’ll knock off the antlers, but damn if that wasn’t exactly where he’d shoot the deer.  He also taught me the art of stalking a deer.  He would say “Stand right here on this spot, on this side of this tree and I will get the deer to run right by you. See you in about an hour, oh and don’t miss.” He’d say with a big smile.  It didn’t take me long to learn to listen to him after I’d think I knew better and move to some other near by spot and in about an hour I’d see the big buck run past the tree he told me to stand by blowing my chance for it.  He never made me feel bad, but I would because I felt like I had let him down after he spent so much energy trying to help me. 
One of the amazing things about Dan was his kind and gentle way of dealing with people- he remembered people’s names- he always took the time to ask them about their story.  He always appeared to be truly interested in them and what they had to say. Dan sold Maps & Globes for Rand McNally in the early 1960s to Schools. He made $100K a year doing it. If you understand that in today’s money that’s almost one million dollars, and watching him in action over 20 years I learned so much.  Dan would keep a bunch of little “gifts” in his pocket.  In the beginning they were “Bite Lights” he bought these little flashlights that when you squeezed them they lit up. He encased them in deerskin and put leather thong on them so you could wear them around your neck. This was for when you were using your hands you could put the light in your mouth to light up what was going on in your hands.  Then later when they got into make jewelry he’d have beaded earrings in his pocket.  So when we would stop and have lunch at a diner or restaurant the waitress would arrive and see us two young fellows and a guy that looked like Kenny Rogers or as time went by Santa Claus.  He would start up a conversation with her and notice something about the waitress and pay a complement.  When she would return with the drinks he’d hand her a gift of maybe earrings that maybe matched her eyes.  Well, let me explain- this was in NO WAY flirting- it was never about that- he had no interest in that- in all the years I knew the man he wasn’t that guy- but he couldn’t control his ability to make new friends and be kind to others. But let’s just say when it was time for dessert- his piece of pie always looked a lot bigger than ours. Dan taught me two valuable lessons- first, never ask for a favor until you’ve done a favor and second don’t negotiate- if the mans says it’s $5 you pay $5 if you want it, if not walk away.  He always hated when he gave people a deal, they would try to get more. 

Dan taught me the ability to sell, which in the right hands is a super power- in the wrong hands- it’s a dangerous weapon.  It was how I earned a living in my last career, radio promotion.  When I was at WDVR, I became program director and in 6 years took their budget from $20K a year to $200K a year. I helped them start streaming on the Internet in 1997- we went from 3 hours of Americana Music to 108 hours a week of Americana, Bluegrass and Classic Country. In 2001 I was awarded the Americana APD/MD of the year. In that time period, Wayne Ploghoft contacted me to build our station website, which led me to meeting his little brother Big Kev.  Big Kev is 6’9” 270 lbs and is by far my best male friend. Big Kev is a guy that grew up in Kearny NJ. You know one of the places they filmed the Sopranos, do I really need to explain more?  He is an amazing DJ and music aficionado.  We have been together now on four radio stations, I get hired, they love me, I get Big Kev hired, that don’t love him, at some point they stop liking me and love him, they fire me or have me escorted out by the police, and I go to another station- then he gets fired and it starts again.  As I like to say “If you haven’t been dragged out of a radio station by the police, you probably haven’t actually done radio” Big Kev mentored me on radio- you see I knew how to be a personality- that part was taught to me by the owner of the station Frank Napp- it was a few simple concepts- NEVER SPEAK DOWN TO THE LISTENERS they are always smarter than you- always smile when you open the mic and pretend you are in the car and chatting with the driver- because that’s pretty much where they will be listen to you.  Big Kev taught me the art of the segue- he always wanted me to think of how songs went together- sometimes it was easy like matching beats but mostly it was a thinking man’s game of logic- a stream of consciousness- following one song after another in a subtle message that someone listening can figure out based on words, topic or some little nuance that only someone paying attention will get.  He dresses the same way. You look at him and you think huh? Ball Cap- Tee Shirt- baggy shorts or sweats and shoes, all 6’9”inches, but if you look close and see how they fit together in a puzzle –you realize he’s wearing a old school Houston A ball cap, some shirt that has something to do with Houston that maybe only an insider would get and he’s about it interview Rodney Crowell the “Houston Kid”.  It’s the art of subtle.
Big Kev and I spent years in my living room or smoky motel rooms with some of the most popular Americana artists recording private performances just for him & me.  I will always be grateful for that time and Big Kev’s ability to convince such incredibly talented people to come to some shitty motel room to play for just us.

Yet I will say the true lesson Big Kev taught me is this- If a friend asks you for a favor you do it- no questions, no complaints, you just do it, because it works both ways.  It’s a lesson- that my oldest son Search has also learned and is one of the many qualities I so respect in him. Big Kev and I have stayed friends longer than anyone in my life-I believe that this is one of the reasons. 
Well, on Sept 11 2001, I was in an apartment complex looking through a attic access hole in a Spanish woman’s closet standing in the dark pulling cable wires up into the building’s attic and watching the Twin Towers burning on her bedroom TV in Spanish.

For folks that haven’t been in an apartment complex attic I’m going to describe it. Imagine a flat surface were you can see the floor which looks like pink cotton candy- and in distances of 16 inched there are yellow stripes- those are the 2x4 trusses the ceiling is probably 6 foot high on a 45 degree angle and the tallest part is in the center. If you step on the pink your foot will go through the sheet rock ceiling so you must only step on the tops of the 2x4s.  Sometimes you must lie down and crawl to the very edge to get a hold of the cable wire they are sending up- the temperature up there in the summer can get to over 130 degrees and the only light is your flashlight and you are carrying a battery powered drill with a foot long ½ drill bit. At this time- I might need to remind you I’m a one armed guy.  
It was that day, my mom’s words finally hit home “Use your brains not your back.”  As the buildings fell, I climbed out of the attic- went home and shortly after that I ended my cable career. 

I began my radio promotions company Americana Media Productions and continued to do that until I retired. A radio promoter is the guy that gets your music played on radio. He calls up the program/ music directors at radio stations in a particular format that report to a particular chart and gets them to play your music. It was an easy fit since for 4 years the top promoters in Americana were calling me each week to play their clients music- they mentored me on how to do it.  So since we had this station with lots of Americana Music, we had lots of ability to do it.  I was their “Pal” I got lots of access to famous people like Emmy Lou Harris and Ricky Skaggs. Free stuff because at that time most of the people that were charting in Americana had record labels.  But I was meeting many independent musicians that couldn’t afford to hire a promoter for $5,000 and had no chance to get on the chart. I figured, heck I could work with them since I knew everyone and I wasn’t trying to steal their clients. I had helped Chip Taylor with his Black & Blue America CD chart just by calling some of my friends and asking them to play it- for you folks that don’t know who Chip Taylor is I’ll help you here.  You ever heard the song “Wild Thing”, “Angel of the Morning”, or “Try Just a Little Bit Harder” (Janis Joplin) well Chip Taylor wrote them- He is also Jon Voight’s brother & Angelina Jolie’s uncle.  He also wrote “Fuck all the Perfect People” that has almost 7,000,000 hits on Spotify. 
So I began my company- but rather than spend too much time on this- because it could be a book all by itself- I managed to chart the first “Self Released” artist in the Top 10- Big John Mills, the first Indie artist in the Top 5 Tom Gilliam and with Big Kev & I working together we managed to get the first Indie artist to #1 Hayes Carll.  I also got this old fellow from Minnesota by the name of Doug Spartz to #4. Doug wrote a song with a fellow I introduced him to (I’m not going to call the other fellow a friend) his name is Doug Dreisel-but together they wrote “Name on the Wall” a song about a father writing to his son in Iraq and the son writing back then the third letter is delivered by two soldiers to the father telling him his son has died.  It was the song that I played for the two Airmen & Chaplain that came to my door on May 3rd 2010 to tell me my son Austin had died in Afghanistan.
I think radio promotion is best described by a misquoted Hunter S. Thompson line which he never said- but would be exactly correct had he actually said it “The music business is a cruel and shallow money trench, a long plastic hallway where thieves and pimps run free, and good men die like dogs. There’s also a negative side.”
Just imagine having to call people each week that will just lie to you and act like you, who do exactly the same thing they do at a radio station in a bigger market, are too stupid to know they are lying.  Imagine someone telling you that the song you are asking them to play doesn’t fit- when you know for a fact based on math that 70% of what they are reporting they aren’t actually playing, but the songs are the clients of your competition.  Yet if you call them out- not only will they not be taking your call- they still aren’t going to play anything you ever work.  Well, just like when I was a kid I stood up to bullies- in 2004- I took on the Americana Music Association and proceeded to out the worst offenders- proving at least 20% of the stations on their chart were fabricating 1000s of spins a week in the Top 40 Chart- I was Don Quixote- tilting at windmills- Yep when stations started dropping off the chart or having to reduce their spin counts by hundreds of spins a week- the Indies started moving up the chart- you see no one lies about Nobody Indies- they lie for the big names. You may ask why, well big names have Labels and lots to offer to a person that is just writing down numbers.  At that time the Americana Chart was an honor system, regulated & monitored by a committee of some of the worst offenders and my competition, the top Radio promoters- you get the concept- Foxes watching the hen house.  When the Americana Music Association fired Jeff Green, probably the last person in charge that that had a shred of integrity they brought in Jed Hilly- and he refused to do anything to make the chart accurate. So that’s when the Indies started to disappear from the chart. The fake spins returned and it became harder to chart artists, making it even more painful to call stations.
Well, if there was anything that was good about Covid 19 it was the shut down of pretty much everything. In my world, Indie artists were now barely making it and there was no need for Radio Promotion- no money no gigs.  Then in 2020, they offered unemployment for businesses- well mine was certainly done.  It was the perfect segue to another adventure. I no longer had to call the folks that I dreaded every day to ask for something I knew they wouldn’t do. 
Now, I don’t want you to misunderstand-there were a few folks that I loved to talk to- very few but the ones that always took my calls, were honest with me, played what fit and the stuff that didn’t fit didn’t fit plain and simple.  Those folks will always be my friends and I care for them dearly all my days.
So in Oct 2020, I was eligible to retire and collect Social Security which with the rental income was enough to live on and I never had to call the rest of those folks again.  It was time to reinvent my life, again.

