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1 didn't tell him then, but he

" hour. The blue-eyed girl wasn't.
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ainly I recall the candles
— boxes and boxes of.
candles on glass shelves.
The shelves had to be dusted and
polished once a month, the can-
dles counted for inventory twice a

probably knew I hated it. He said
it was important to learn the val-
ue of work.

The two of us — the small boy
with the blond crew-cut and me — °
started in 1956 at 25 cents an

old enough, or she would have
been there too. Eventually, she
was. -

We'd sit at a desk behind the
candles and stuff the envelopes in-
to the backs of greeting cards.
That was when cards were mostly
a nickel or a dime (25 cents tops,
for the fancy ones- with satin
hearts), and we didn't have ma-
chines to do the stuffing.

The three of us had our own
savings accounts — at different
banks, depending on who was do-
ing business (or, more important,
might do business) with our fa-
ther.

By the time 1 was in high school,
1 was typing bills and waiting on

Daddy and The Store were
insep
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customers for $1.50 an hour. In
college a few years later, I bought my first
car with that money — a brilliant orange
1958 Chevy with mismatched upholstery and
a gas gauge permanently stuck between Y%
and “E.”

By then I was working between classes for
a country newspaper and a local television
station, having convinced my father that 1
could earn an adequate (though certainly not
lavish) income in a profession he regarded as,
at best, unstable. Those were my first jobs
outside his stationery store, and for less mon-
ey. He couldn’t fathom why I would work for

§ less in a business as messy and unpredictable

* as journalism.
“At least,” he would say icily, “you could get
a teaching credential.” :

The blond boy with the butch-waxed crew-
cut is a Newport Beach lawyer now, and the
blue-eved girl, who did get a teaching creden-
tial, is taking time off to raise her children.

After 25 vears, my father has been grudg-
ingly convinced that one can earn a living
writing stories. The greeting cards are gone

‘now, though the reams of 16-weight typing

paper and the glass case with its revolving
trays of fine pens are still there.

The consummate salesman, he once sold my
mother’s desk literally out from under her.
She used to do the bookkeeping for him at
home, and we came home one day to find all
her ledgers on the floor.

The candles are gone ioo, and the awful
flotsam of highly profitable “gift items” that

arable in our €yes

a lot in those days about what. -
people buy each other for Christ-.
mas. For years afterward, I hated
to wrap presents, though now I
find I am teaching my daughter
the rudiments of making a pretty
bow.

The cramped space where he
displayed the desks and office
equipment has been replaced by
an elegant carpeted showroom
with original art on the exposed-
brick walls.

And he did get my mother an-
other desk, though she used the
kitchen table for a while.

It was like that then. The Store
(always capitalized in our minds)
was our life and our livelihood,
and we all pitched in, willingly
and otherwise. Our father worked
12-hour days, six days a week,
though he was almost always
home for lunch and dinner, al-.
ways available to help us with our
homework. On Sundays he worked .

work in the yard too. :

He was the eldest son of Norwe-
gian immigrants, and his father:
had worked in a Sacramento can-
< nery, retiring as a foreman. There
Ty maws  was little money, so my father had’
worked at the Port of Sacramento in the dark
before he went to school, delivered newspa-'
pers in the afternoon, and somehow found
time to excel academically and to be elected
senior class president at Sacramento High
School. .

He had a year of college before World War.
11, and after the war he had a chance to buy .
into a little stationery store in Chico.

He scraped the money together and bought
it in March of 1949, the same month the blond
boy was born. “I would pile you kids in the car
and take him to work at 7:30 every morning,”
my mother recalls, “so he could sweep the
street in front of The Store and get it ready to
open.” v

Her time revolved around us, our house,
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we provided with- complimentary - )
gift-wrap at Christmas. | learned > b

in the yard. We were expected to .. -
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» : O The latest on what's happening in fashion o«
T . . nishings is covered each week in Style.
and The Store. Clearly, I know in . side of him we rarely saw when g Y

retrospect, he could not have we were growing up, when his [JBob Sylva's City-At-Large takes an insightful

/’ done it without her. time was often consumed by the at people who call Sacramento home: =~ i
Driven by his father’s financial demands of the business world.
failures and memories of growing A man who never cooked or did

up in the Depression, he mainly laundry, he now helps my mother
wanted to make some money, and around the house — although she,
he did. Perhaps not as much as he ~ in the manner of all professionals
wanted, but enough to build the whose turf is invaded by unskilled
big house by Bidwell Park with outsiders, is sometimes critical of
the pool in back, enough to put his methodology.
three kids through college and “He puts everything away
one of the three through law where I can't find it!” she moans.
school. . : And he spends a great deal of
“"He was mayor of Chico and a time with his grandchildren, occa-
charter member of the country sionally remarking that he didn't
club, president of Rotary and a spend enough time with us. We
county campaign manager for assure him that the times, and ex-
Ronald Reagan's candidacy for pectations, were different then,
governor in 1966. but that he did just fine in any
_ case.

or years, he'd been telling Taking my 9-year-old daughter

us that he was going to sell and her car-pool pals to school the

The Store. “Since none of other day he let them play rock
you kids wants to run it,” he rea- music on his Cadillac stereo — a
soned. This was not a threat; he system that most assuredly had
wanted to travel, he said, and take never before been exposed to the b ik A schial Wit a

up photography. None of us really likes of Madonna, Bangles and the :‘""‘.;': "'"';';:“u"::q""";"“; E s 7 25 i_WR(

believed he would do it, and we re- Beastie Boys. your family. From kids cuts end 8 tim

main a little incredulous that he  “He never took my fourth-grade || S ade e stries mda ™ = HAIRCUT s s

did. We still have difficulty imag- car-pool,” 1 marveled when she {[=

ining him doing anything else. told me, “much less let us play INPICATES LOCATIONS OPEN SUNDAYS AND EVER
My perception of my father is, rock music on the radio!” :FlfP&h-Sme.R&‘hv‘tle—-%S-m “Roseribe Square. .

even today, firmly rooted in his “Maybe,” I tell my daughter in N. Highlands, Alberison's Center. 344-9127 Square, 5.

presence at The Store, presiding my more wistful moments, “The :m%?m ggg:gg :lswlo;t‘lam\{l\;v‘lprk?b:it

over the racks of office supplies Storewill need a high school gift- Rancho Cordora, Mervyn's Cenler.. 638-8167  Floia R, Meny's Cen
from his second-floor office, his wrapper in six or seven years at || N Highlsnds, Kmari Center 3449942  Alta Arden st Fullon——

~ -~-— footsteps sounding crisply on the Christmas.

metal stairs as he went up and ] can show you how to make
down. bows and sell address books,” 1
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Today his office is at home in tell her, as she looks very dubious.
ﬂ

my brother’s old bedroom. The “Mama,” she reminds me, “you
~ walls are covered with gavels and don’t even like to make bows.”

- plaques, Rotary Club citations and Maybe, if she's interested, 1 can
city of Chico commendations, and point out the spot where the blond
a picture of my parents at the boy and I used to stuff the enye-

head table next to Ronald Reagan lopesinto the backs of the cards.
at a 1966 fund-raiser. On one wall Then perhaps her grandfather
there is row upon row of photo- will take her down the street for a
. graphs taken on their many trips. cherry Coke and a visit to the
He even went back to college, bank where he started her savings

cheerfully htaking_ photography account \‘:'hen 3he was born. FOR PERSO NAL INTER\
courses with 19-year-olds. He has A bank, no oubt, that even to- ,
turned a bathroom into a dark- day does business with The CALL OR WRITEJO‘El
room, using some of the old equip- Store. O LlMlTED SPACE AVA

ment my brother and I used in our

college newspaper days. Sigrid Bathen is - capital corve-
In the past few years since he spondent for The Recorder, a legal

sold The Store, we have seen a necwspaperin Sun Francisco.
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