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 Overview/Timeline

My whole life has been based on where we lived and since my family moved around quite a bit it seems the perfect outline for this work.  I was born and raised for the first 5-7 years of my life on a little dirt farm , 160 acres, about 19-20 miles east of Quincy IL.  Our house was an old brick 2 story house , the bricks of which were made on the property.  Later we moved to Camp Point and then I went to 2nd and 3rd  grades in Camp Point.  We moved around in Camp Point a few times, then to Quincy where I went into 4th grade.  After a stint in Quincy, we moved back to Camp Point and lived in several houses in Camp Point.  Later we went to Springfield for my 8th grade and I went to the Lawrence School.   We moved around in Springfield a few times.  I did all of the high school years in Springfield.  Then, I think it was 1934, I was accepted and permitted to go to school at the University of Illinois in Champagne Urbana.  I stayed in Champagne for my 4 college years.  I left there in 1938 or 39 and went back home since I didn’t have a job.  Meantime, I went to St. Louis and worked in an architectural office there during the last half of my senior year.  I took a semester off.  I worked for Harry Van Hoffen, architect in St Louis where I learned to answer the phone.  Then I scrambled looking for work.  I lived at home after I graduated.  I eventually did a two day stint with the Chicago and Southern airlines as a dispatcher in Springfield.  On the 2nd day I was hired by a contractor in Bloomington, IL  to join his ideas for developing a housing  unit in Bloomington.  During that time was the beginning of WWII and I lived in a rooming house in Bloomington .   There was lots of conversation, having never paid any attention to international politics, it  was all new to me.  Then I was able to wrangle a job in Burlington OH and worked for a week or two with a very fine architectural firm there, but there just wasn’t enough work there to keep me busy.  So I moved across IL to Peoria and accepted a job--accepted, I was so tickled to have any work that paid money, working for Sanderson and Porter, who were the contractors on a bomb and shell loading plant under construction just outside of Peoria, IL.  While at Sanderson and Porter, I wrote a letter to Albert Caan, having read a lot about him and his company while I was in school and following school.  And low and behold I was able to get them to agree to hire me if I could somehow get myself to Detroit, their home office.  I didn’t have any money to speak of so I was looking for ways of saving what had.  I took an all night bus from Peoria to Detroit so I wouldn’t have to have a hotel bill to pay.  I landed in Detroit and went into a service station by the bus station and freshened up, washed my face and put on a fresh shirt and reported at the Albert Caan office on time, that cold morning.  I was a little bit shocked when I realized that they really hadn’t expected me to show up like that, but they put me to work and I got over my concerns.  I worked for Joe French, who was one of the original Albert Caan staff, a fine man, a good architect and I enjoyed working with him  I stayed in the Detroit office working on a drafting table on the 3rd floor in the New Center area  until in the spring of 41 [you wanted to check on the start and end dates of this job}  Albert Caan was a great organizer of things and he had a brother.  The story goes that Albert did not smoke, but his bother did.  Sometimes, Albert Caan had a visitor in his office who was obviously nervous because he couldn’t smoke.  Albert Caan would press a particular code into the office of his brother who would come in with a great big cigar in his mouth and light up so that important visitors could be put at ease.  My table was about 15 feet from Albert Caan’s office, I was the youngest guy in the office.  I was doing industrial work, they worked for Chreysler and GM and did the Willow Run plant for Ford.  It was a huge outfit.  Also I worked on a building or two for Votz Sturkofsky in  Stratford, Conn for them.  I was at Albert Caan’s office the morning Roosevelt declared war on Japan.  On that Sunday, I was in downtown Detroit wandering around, looking at the sights, and I heard about it around the middle of the afternoon.  I went immediately back to my home, which was in the YMCA downtown on 2020 Witheral in Detroit.  People say I don’t remember anything.   I sat down and wrote a long letter to my mother and father, because I didn’t know what was going to happen.  During that period in Detroit I made model airplanes, with balsa wood and lightweight coverings in my spare time.  I also read a lot during those times.  After Dec 7, 1941 I continued to work and I did a few sketches of houses for Albert Caan personally.  Joe French loaned me to him.  Albert Caan called me, this was sometime after 12/7, it was probably sometime in Feb and he asked me what I was planning to do.  I was 19 or something, I was ripe for going into the service.  I said I didn’t have any particular plans.  I had made applications for consideration by the military, but they didn’t want me.  I never knew why, it doesn’t make any difference.  I had tried a couple of other times with no luck.  So I told him I didn’t have any plans.  He said how would you like to go to Hawaii and work at the navy yard in Pearl Harbor on the incoming ships and military that comes in and out of Pearl.  I said I’d be tickled to death.  By that time I had moved out of 2020 Witherow and was living in an apartment about a block from the office, it was a long ways out from downtown to New Center.  So I went home, back to my apartment, and told the landlady I was leaving.  By that time I had a little yellow Plymouth, 41.  I loaded all my stuff in the car and checked out of Albert Caan’s office and drove, I guess pretty much all night to get home, down in Springfield.  I got on a train with military orders to San Francisco, climbed on a boat and went to Honolulu and lived, I don’t know what the address was.  It was a very nice one apartment house that was real old, single board construction.  It was a house with an apartment, I had my own front door.  The husband that lived in the house was an architect.  So I stayed in that house all through the black out and curfew of WWII and drove with a group of guys out to Pearl Harbor every day and worked on the drawing board there.  I’m not sure if they weren’t military secrets.  I did a lot of things, I did the huge cafeterias for the enlisted men.  I did several of those.  I did an office building for Pearl Harbor, which they tore down before it ever got finished because the war was over.  During the middle of the war I was asked by a friend who owned property on the Big Island  to survey some property he wanted to buy there.  I took that trip and one other to Maui to look at a house we had designed.  When the war was over, I had been living for a year or two with a guy by the name of Johnny Weaver in an apt, a little one story, on the canal in Waikiki.  When the war was over I loaded my stuff up, sold the car, sold the radio that was in the car and found a boat that would take me home, the SS Sumelschick.  I came home and went to Springfield and tried to figure out what to do.  I had never taken my architectural exam, official exam.  I arranged for my exam in Chicago that spring.  That January I worked for Halburg and Root in Chicago for about 5 months, the best in the world.  I stayed there until the middle of May and lived at 1000 North in Chicago in an apartment building.  The morning after I finished the exam I bought a car.  It was an old 1941 or 1942 Oldsmobile President, the great big one.  I loaded all my stuff into that and drove down to Springfield.  We didn’t hear whether I had passed or failed the exam until I was headed west again. I drove across the country, not having any job, I was supposed to get orders to return to the navy yard at Pearl but they never arrived.   I holed up here in San Francisco.  I lived with other people, I guess, I don’t remember.  I was pretty tight, I didn’t do any work during that period.  Several of my friends had asked why I didn’t answer an ad that was in the Chronicle or the Examiner for  an architect to go to Manila for a long stint.  After being pushed to do it I finally went up to talk to Ernie Wahe and he hired me for the Philippine work.  I was the Chief Site Planner for the company.   Wahe, Frick and Cruz  had a contract to rework Clark Airforce Base and seven or eight other federal government installations in Manila and the Philippines.  We undertook to do that and we had very poor living conditions initially, but they improved and things leveled out.   The Chief Architect was a nice guy.  We lived with military postings around our compound so that there was protection against some of the nutty people over there.  They were shooting through the Chief Architect’s windows one night,  which wasn’t in our compound.  He’d sit up in bed and the bullets would come through his house, there was no glass on the windows, then he’d plop down again.  The next day he quit and went home.  So I took over the job of Chief Architect.  It was a huge project for the Clark Airforce Base.  Eventually the US government gave the Philippines there freedom and we were no longer needed.  Actually, Clark AFB was almost completed at that time, but they sent us home.   Ernie Wahe and I thought we had another job just like it in Japan,  I thought that would be our next job.  But, when I came here I went to work in Wahe’s  San Francisco office.  Then I took a few days before I settled down to go back to see the folks and that was when I met Carol.  Way back in 1932 a few of the other guys in high school and I formed the Springfield Municipal Choir.  During the years between 1932 and 1950 they were quite active.  They did a lot of shows.  I was having dinner on my birthday,  the28th of Feb, with Byron and his wife, Ann.  After dinner we were in the living room sitting and chatting and the radio was on.  Low and behold the Springfield Municipal Choir came on the air.  I said to By “My goodness sakes, listen to that, are there any of the old-timers still there”?  And he said, “Well, let’s just go down and find out”.  So we got in the car and drove down to the center of town to a rehearsal they were having that evening  for a program to be given two weeks hence.  So we sat listening to the rehearsal.  I wanted to say hello to everyone I knew and the director was an old friend of mine, so we stuck around.  I was watching a girl in the alto section.  I kicked By and I said “who’s the gal in the alto section” and he said “I don’t know, she must be new in town”.  We knew there was another rehearsal in 2 weeks.  I went to Chicago to visit some friends, then to Detroit to visit some more friends, then down in Atlanta to visit a girl I had known during the war years in Waikiki.  No dates, never any relationship with her.  She had lived in Waikiki with relatives.  One time I got a telephone call at home from my bank and they said she had tried to borrow some money to have an operation, and wanted to borrow $50.00.  I said sure, no problem. I eventually got my money back.  She went from Waikiki to England for the cleanup after the war and married a guy over there by the name of Hoag.  I got back to Springfield in time to go to the rehearsal that night of the Springfield Choir.  They were going to give a program the next night in Beardstown, 30 miles away.  So I went to the rehearsal and my girlfriend was still sitting in the same chair.  By was not with me this time, I was on my own.  When the rehearsal was breaking up, I was standing around talking to old friends. Carl Lungren and I were talking.  He asked me “ Why didn’t you ever get married” and I said “ Well, I never found anyone I wanted to marry” and he said “Well, how about her”?  He said “She doesn’t have a ride for the program tomorrow night and that’s her father”.  He was also visiting and I had seen her making eyes at him during the rehearsal and I had really resented this.  I was introduced to her father and I asked if they would like to ride with me the following night.  He said “yes” and I said to Carol “well, you might as well come along also”, I hadn’t even met her yet.  On the way over to Beardstown he sat in front with me and she sat in the back, but on the way home she sat in front.  Anyway, that was how we met.  I stayed in Springfield a few day, we always say it was nine days, but I’m not sure exactly how long.  She and I would meet during the day and go out and fly kites and play around in Springfield.  It was a great time for us to get acquainted.  We hadn’t known each other for more than a few days when I initially asked her to marry me.  One of the architects that was with us in the Philippines, Roger Blaine, had a wife who was a real estate agent.  When I came back here and didn’t have any place to live, they were well aware I was talking about getting married, she showed me a house.  I had an agreement with Carol when I left that she would let me know her answer on Easter Sunday.  I was over at the Blain’s house for breakfast that Easter morning and I called her I asked her if she had made up her mind and she said “yes”.   I bought the house that morning, the one on Thornhill.  The next day I bought buckets of paint to repaint the house.  I’d never done any painting before.  That’s the way it all started and landed us over there with 4 nice children.   We were just a half a block from the church, we didn’t go to that one back then.   Gump and Falk, an architectural firm in San Francisco decided to break up.  Then Mark Falk didn’t have a partner and he wasn’t an architect.  I applied for the job of joining him as an architect in his office.  There were 10-15 people on the staff then, it wasn’t a big outfit.  I went to work for him and managed the architectural section.  That was April 15, 1950.  On October 30 of that year we became partners.  Later, I had another boost so that I became an equal partner with him.  We did  schools.  Many, many schools eventually.  We worked really hard during that first year and lost our shirts, but we got it back.  I was paying off the mortgage on Thornhill and we had some bad times financially.  One day I came home from work and had to tell Carol I had just had my salary cut in half.  It was a rough time.  As Mark and I went along our schools got bigger and there were more of them.  It was beginning to be a heavy load.   I began looking for a bigger space because our architectural offices weren’t big enough to handle all of the new projects.  So we moved our offices and then Mark died.   Then I began to do everything, which worked out fine.  One day a real estate agent brought me the Folger Building to look at.  I went over and went through it, then had our structural engineer to go with me on another trip through it.  We ended up buying the Folger Building and moving all of our staff over there.  I bought the land around be on the block, just a piece at a time and we built 211.  Then there was the earthquake.  I was beginning to learn about development.

Among the many activities that Mark Faulk and I found ourselves involved with was the radio station, KFAX..  Mark served on the board until he died and then I served on the board to represent us after his death.  I found soon after I went on the board that the company didn’t own the site or the building where the transmitter was on Pine St.  And neither did they own the transmission tower farm.  I urged the board to buy the tower farm and the building where the offices were.  It developed that the tower farm land was not available and it became necessary for us to buy the land next to it and to move the towers onto the new land.  It was a very peculiar arrangement but very satisfactory.  We broadcast during the later part of the ownership.  We broadcast from ministers and preacher who would broadcast on the air and then ask for money.  This went on and one time I was out at the transmitter and a great big limo pulled up.  A preacher got out and tucked some tapes under his arm and went into the transmitter room.

