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To Mom, whom I miss dearly every day. I would give back both of my Olympic gold medals just to be able to tell you I love you one more time.

Misty May-Treanor

To Jim, the love of my life. You are my heart and soul, my rock, my shoulder, my dream.

Jill Lieber Steeg
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DREAMS DO COME TRUE


All my life, I’ve dreamed in gold.

When I was a tyke, scampering through the sand, a jump serve away from my parents’ pizza stand at Muscle Beach in Santa Monica, California.

When I was eight years old, playing in my first beach volleyball tournament, at Will Rogers State Beach in Pacific Palisades, with Dad as my partner.

When I was the outside hitter for Newport Harbor High School, and we won two California Interscholastic Federation (CIF) state championships.

When I was the setter for Long Beach State, and we captured the 1998 Division I NCAA Women’s Volleyball Championship.

When I was twenty-seven and considered the best defensive beach volleyball player in the world, and my partner Kerri Walsh and I steamrolled through seven straight matches without losing a single game to win the 2004 Olympic gold medal in Athens, Greece.

And yes, even when I was strutting my stuff in fancy costumes, theatrical makeup, and ultra-high heels as a contestant on ABC’s Dancing with the Stars.

Yet, when I served the ball and Kerri blasted it by China’s Tian Jia and Wang Jie to give us our second Olympic gold medal, on August 21, 2008, in Beijing, China, the crowning moment wasn’t bathed in gold.

Instead, it was an absolute blur of colors, from the pastel pink, green, and blue plastic ponchos draped over the twelve-thousand-plus fans packed into Chaoyang Park for the monsoon-drenched gold medal match, to the fluorescent orange T-shirts and bright yellow baseball caps and beach umbrellas designating the two dozen or so family members and friends, who’d lovingly dubbed themselves “Misty’s Misfits” as they traipsed across the globe over the years cheering me on. And, of course, the red, white, and blue of hundreds of American flags.

As the ball hit the beach for match point, my knees buckled from all the emotion, and I slid down onto my butt in my sopping wet, white bikini. I clenched my fists and let out a scream. “WOOOOO!” Kerri grabbed me from behind, and we rolled around on the sand, squeezing each other so tightly I’m surprised we didn’t pass out due to a severe lack of oxygen. Kerri pulled me to my feet, and then I jumped onto her, wrapping my legs around her waist. I thrust my arms into the air and let out another scream. “We did it! Can you believe it? We did it!” I yelled.

We’d shared a once-in-a-lifetime experience over the past eight years, and we’d be forever joined. Sisters. Friends. Teammates. Business partners. Trailblazers. We composed ourselves, ran to the other side of the court, and shook hands with the Chinese team, and then we shook hands with the referees and volunteers.

After those few minutes of decorum, it was a full-on Beijing Olympics gold medal celebration. I began clapping to “Celebration,” by Kool & the Gang, which was blaring over the loudspeakers, and I turned to scope out the crowd, hoping to find my loved ones. Instantly, everything shifted into super slow motion. I saw a sea of colors but couldn’t make out people’s faces. It was a complete jumble, and it reminded me of the way a TV screen looks when the reception gets scrambled.

I began running around the stadium, searching for anybody I knew, jumping up off the sand, squealing with happiness, shaking hands and slapping high fives. Somebody handed me an American flag the size of a large beach towel. Someone else gave me a small American flag on a stick. Suddenly, I turned into a two-fisted, bikini-clad Lady Liberty, madly waving both of them as if it were the Fourth of July. Except, instead of a crown, my head was wrapped in a red sweatband. I noticed the Beach Girls, the beach volleyball dance team who’d entertained the crowds in their skimpy bikinis throughout the Games during breaks in the action, and I began gyrating my hips and shaking my booty, mimicking their sexy moves. “WOOOOO!” I screamed again.

My heart was pumping so hard I thought it was going to fly right out of my chest, and my adrenaline was surging so quickly my skin tingled from head to toe. At that time, I weighed between 150 and 155 pounds, but I remember thinking, “I feel so incredibly light.” Out of the blue, a thought shot through my brain, “Didn’t the Olympics start yesterday?” We’d been competing almost two weeks, but the time had flown by, and now our happy ending was unfolding just as I’d imagined. However, I admit I was somewhat dumbfounded it had actually turned out that way. In fact, part of me kept waiting for someone to shake me and say, “Wake up, Misty! It’s only a dream!”

Despite the iconic, first-name-only status we’d achieved in our sport over the past four years, it was truly unbelievable to me that we’d managed to become the first beach volleyball team ever to win back-to-back Olympic gold medals. From the outside, it may have looked easy, but having lived, breathed, eaten, and slept volleyball since the day I was born, I knew what we’d pulled off in Beijing was no small feat.

When I finally was able to bring my eyes into focus, I started scanning the crowd, looking for Misty’s Misfits. My lovable crew had grown as the Olympics had ground on, with friends flying in from the United States for the semifinals and finals. Even President George W. Bush had jumped on the Misty and Kerri bandwagon, visiting us at practice the day before our opening match and bumping the ball with me on the beach. Why, he’d even slapped the large tattoo on my lower back for good luck, and it had affectionately become known throughout the U.S. Olympic contingent as “the Bush slap.” He’d tried calling us the night before our gold medal match, but we were already in bed.

Tickets to the beach volleyball events at the Beijing Olympics had been hard to come by. They’d gone on sale in early May and had sold out in thirty-six hours, so Dad and I were still trying to get tickets for family and friends after we got to China. As a result, Misty’s Misfits weren’t sitting together. They were spread out all over Chaoyang Park. When I finally caught my breath, the faces of those people who’d had an impact on my life became crystal clear throughout the stadium. None of them were random: I’d purposely invited them all to Beijing to share in what I suspected might be the final leg of my volleyball journey. One by one, I spotted each of them, ran over to their side of the stadium, shot them a smile, mouthed them a “thank you,” and blew them a kiss or engulfed them in a big, rain-and-sweat soaked hug.

I spotted Dad, who was standing courtside, wearing a shocking pink poncho. He was, and still is, the best volleyball coach I’ve ever had. He’s technically phenomenal, very demanding, and never without an opinion. I couldn’t have won two Olympic gold medals without him.

I spotted Kerri’s parents, Tim and Marge, and the rest of Team Walsh. In 2000, Tim and Marge, along with Dad and Mom, had come up with the idea to pair Kerri and me on the beach. Tim and Marge had the same core family values as Dad and Mom. They’d poured their hearts and souls into their children, doing everything in their power to help make our dream of Olympic gold come true.

I spotted Troy Tanner, our coach, who’d joined our team in 2007, after Kerri and I had reached a critical crossroads in our partnership and friendship. We’d struggled on the court, and rumors swirled about us playing with different partners. Troy had broken down our game and taken us back to the basics. He’d refined our skills, recharged our batteries, rekindled our relationship, and rebuilt us into a powerhouse.

I spotted Debbie Green, the Long Beach State assistant coach who’d taught me how to set and what it took to be a world-class athlete. A silver medalist on the 1984 U.S. Olympic indoor volleyball team, Debbie had believed in me even when I didn’t believe in myself. She’d flown in to surprise me for the semifinals, but she’d sent a present to me in Beijing before her arrival—a gold necklace with a volleyball icon and five Olympic rings that she’d worn at the ’84 Los Angeles Games. It had become my instant good luck charm.

I spotted Eileen Clancy McClintock, who’d met my parents at Muscle Beach when she was eleven and later became Dad’s longtime partner in Southern California tournaments. Together, they were the most successful mixed doubles team of all time. She’d lived through my parents’ long bouts with alcoholism and their subsequent battles for sobriety. She’d supported Mom during her two-year fight against cancer. My relationship with Eileen was deep, too, dating back to the days when I was a baby, crawling around on Muscle Beach. She’d become my “second mother” after Mom passed away.

I spotted Jim Steele and his partner Gail Gaydos, longtime family friends who’d lived in Long Beach and also had watched me grow up. I considered them my second set of parents. They’d celebrated holidays with our family, attended our birthday parties, weddings, funerals, Olympic send-offs and homecomings, you name it. Jim had shuttled me to and from the airport countless times, and he’d taken care of my house and my two beloved boxers, Gruden and Boogie, as I’d chased my Olympic dream around the world and my husband, Matt Treanor, had chased his major league baseball dream across the country.

I spotted some of Mom’s closest friends from the beach and two of her former volleyball teammates, Sandra Golden, who’d played on her Mavericks team that won the 2001 Huntsman World Senior Games Championship in St. George, Utah, and Sandy Malpee, who’d been responsible for the bright yellow beach umbrellas Misty’s Misfits were sitting under.

I spotted Sandra Beckman, who’d shot photos for my wedding to Matt in 2004. Seeing her reminded me of how happy I was that day—it felt exactly like how I was feeling now—and I was disappointed that Matt, a catcher for the Florida Marlins, couldn’t join me in Beijing. Because our professional athletic seasons overlapped, he’d seen me play in person only a handful of times over the past five years, but we’d zealously supported each other, both ascending to the top of our sports very quickly after we’d gotten together.

I spotted my family members, Matt’s brother Markell, my half brother Scott May, and my aunt Bonnie Wong, Dad’s sister from Seattle. I’d watched Aunt Bonnie, a middle school principal, raise her three kids as a single parent after her husband had died on a volleyball court. She’d accomplished everything she’d ever set out to do, including traveling the world, and she was someone I’d always looked up to.

I spotted Gordon and Billie Pi’ianaia, Dad’s lifelong friends from Honolulu, Hawaii. Adventurers, educators, and community leaders, they’d opened their arms to hundreds of people, including Dad, Mom, and me. We had become a vital part of their family, and they had become a vital part of ours. They’d taught me the Hawaiian word hanai, which means “to take in,” a sentiment my parents and I have always embraced.

I spotted Loren Woll, who’d worked at MGM’s film lab with Dad. He’d never had any children of his own, and he’d “adopted” me as a niece. So, I called him “Uncle Loren.” He’d do anything and everything for me, and his voice always stood out above the crowd at indoor volleyball tournaments, when he’d razz me with “Look at the butt on number five!”

I spotted my girlfriends Christine Phillips, my club volleyball teammate; Kristy Warino, owner of Tracy’s Bar and Grill, my favorite haunt in Long Beach; and Anya Tronson, a personal trainer who’d helped whip me into the best shape of my life for Beijing.

As I spotted face after face, and thought about what each had meant to me over the years, it was as if the credits to the movie of my life were rolling by on a screen. The night before, I’d started replaying my journey through volleyball and life, scrolling through the contacts list on my cell phone, then calling or texting “Thank you!” to everybody who’d played an important role, telling each I couldn’t have made it this far without his or her love and support. I’d gotten in touch with everybody, except for my two dogs.

Then, it was time to thank Mom, my heart, my soul, my compass, and my angel coach. I’d felt her influencing my matches, particularly those in Athens and Beijing. The past six years, Dad and I, as well as some of her best friends, had spread her ashes in all of her favorite spots on earth, and so far, we’d taken her to Honolulu, Hawaii; Utah’s Zion National Park; and Athens, Greece. Earlier in the Olympics, she went along on a sightseeing trip with Misty’s Misfits (and me) to the Great Wall of China.

In 2004, at the Athens Olympics, I’d sprinkled her ashes from one of her antinausea prescription pill bottles onto the court after the semifinals and finals. It was not a religious experience. In fact, it never occurred to me to say any special prayers. It was all about Mom being a major part of our celebration, about throwing her into the air as if we were raising a glass of champagne to toast her for all the life lessons she’d taught me. It was all about making sure she joined in on our Olympic gold medal fun.

I’d always had a great time with the ritual. “She’s knocking on the lid of the container,” I’d kid as I pulled her ashes out of my duffel bag. “She’s saying, ‘Let me outta here! It’s time to celebrate!’”

I’d always joked with Dad about the exact makeup of her ashes. “I don’t know which part of her I sprinkled onto the court, maybe her little finger, maybe her big toe,” I’d tease after throwing them onto the sand.

In 2008, at the Beijing Olympics, because of the torrential downpour that had inundated our gold medal match, the volunteers had built a wooden platform to surround the medals podium and keep the dignitaries bestowing the medals from having to maneuver on the soggy sand. I was so excited, so wound up, and so in the moment that I just tossed Mom into the air, not paying any attention to the direction in which I was throwing her ashes from a film canister. Lo and behold, they ended up strewn across the wooden platform.

Oops.

It cracked me up, and I knew Mom would’ve gotten a big chuckle out of it, too. These days, I say that Mom embarked on her own journey that day, dreaming of gold wherever that darned wooden platform has gone since then.

I’ve never been one to cry, but I’d started getting choked up a few hours before the gold medal match, on the bus ride to the venue. Deep down, I knew what we were about to do. I understood the enormity of the moment. I also knew that I was going to step away from the sport afterward; for how long, I wasn’t sure. I’d told myself to save the tears for later, and then, as luck would have it, after Kerri and I’d won the gold medal, I was so excited that I couldn’t cry.

Filled with joy, I ran over to Dad and handed him the empty film canister that held Mom’s ashes. “Mom and I love you very much,” he whispered in my ear. “We’re so proud of you.”

And with that, I dissolved into tears in his arms.



2
DAD


My father was born on November 7, 1941, in Honolulu, Hawaii, and raised in a two-bedroom house on Pualani Way, one of the last two dirt streets at the end of Waikiki Beach. His father, Robert, Sr., was an electrician for the Navy, and his mother, Mele, was a medical file clerk at Tripler Army Medical Center. While it might sound like an insignificant fraction, Dad is quite proud of the fact that he is “three-eighths Hawaiian.” His father was “half” Hawaiian, his mother “one-quarter.” Growing up, Dad often jokes, he was “too white to be Hawaiian and too Hawaiian to be white.” When he moved to Northern California in 1959, his friends at El Camino High School in Sacramento questioned his heritage, saying, “Butch, you don’t look Hawaiian.” Dad always replied, “You’re right. I’m from Oklahoma.” This was typical of his quirky sense of humor, which I’ve inherited.

Although Dad is widely considered a Southern California beach volleyball guru—he’s arguably one of the best coed doubles players ever—he sure took an interesting route to becoming a legend. As a kid, volleyball was barely in his vocabulary. He spent all of his free time on Waikiki surfing, swimming, skin diving, or fishing. Deep down, he wanted to be a football star, but physically, he was an extremely late bloomer. As a junior in high school in Honolulu, Dad was one of the smallest players on the team. He stood six feet tall, but weighed just 131 pounds. Back in those days, Dad says, he looked like E.T., the alien movie creature, with an oversized head on a pencil-thin neck and torso.

Truth be told, Dad stumbled onto beach volleyball. In 1951, at the age of ten, he began working as a shoeshine boy, setting up his box at the banyan trees beside the bus stop at Kuhio Beach Park on the Diamond Head end of Waikiki. Behind a nearby pavilion, there was an asphalt volleyball court where many of Oahu’s best players congregated. Some played in shoes, some in bare feet. Dad was mesmerized by how high they could jump, how hard they could spike the ball, and how esteemed they were in the eyes of others. Being such a beanpole, whenever he asked to play, Dad always got the brush-off. “Stand aside, kid,” they’d say time and again.

That is, until one afternoon, five years later. Dad, then fifteen, had just finished surfing and was walking back up Waikiki toward his family’s house. He spotted a group of locals and tourists playing volleyball on the sand in front of Kaiser’s Hawaiian Village resort. Arthur Lyman, one of Hawaii’s leading musicians, was on the locals’ team, and he noticed Dad looking longingly at the court. When Dad asked if he could play, he heard a resounding, emphatic no. Except from Lyman. “Just put the kid in the corner,” he insisted.

From that moment on, Sundays at 3:00 P.M., Dad played with the Kaiser volleyball crew. To be accepted, on and off the court, was very important to him. They’d pass around buckets of beer, but Dad only took a couple of sips, mind you. As a rookie, he hung back on the sidelines before the start of the games, waiting for the tourists to form their teams. The rule was rookies never could play with the best local players, but they could participate as fill-ins on the tourists’ teams. The thought of being part of the inner circle of volleyball in Honolulu was enticing to Dad. He’d heard that Honolulu’s Outrigger Canoe Club, one of the most prestigious private clubs in the world, located near Waikiki in Kapiolani Park, had, by far, the best volleyball players in town. In fact, he was told, they even played on their own private courts. An entrée to the Outrigger and a shot at legendary status in volleyball became Dad’s ultimate goals.

As luck would have it, Dad had stumbled upon some of the best coaches in the sport. He learned the nuances of volleyball from Neil Eldredge, a member of the Air Force, who played volleyball several months of the year for the military. Eldredge, who stood five feet five, partnered with Gordon Mew, who was six feet five, and together they beat the best players at Kaiser’s Hawaiian Village. Eldredge was passionate about volleyball, and very patient, and he spent hours tutoring Dad.

Most important, Eldredge suggested Dad train with legendary volleyball coach Col. Edward B. (Burt) DeGroot, who was inducted into the Volleyball Hall of Fame in 1990. DeGroot, also an outstanding track coach, introduced drills to improve jumping, explosiveness, quickness, and flexibility, something nobody else was doing in volleyball circles at the time. With DeGroot’s input, Dad’s game started to take off.

In 1957, at sixteen, after a year of playing with the Kaiser crew, Dad met the man who later would change his life: Robert Franklin (Bob) Nikkel. A jovial, cigar-smoking gentleman from Northern California, Nikkel called himself “the largest smallest lumber broker in the world.” He later became a member of the board of regents at the University of the Pacific in Stockton, California. Nikkel loved playing six-man volleyball on the beach. He also had a passion for the Olympics—he’d attended the 1956 Summer Olympics in Melbourne, Australia—and he’d regale Dad with stories about the athletes and the competitions. Nikkel took a strong interest in Dad, both athletically and academically. Soon, Dad looked on Nikkel as his “second father,” and Nikkel was indeed a great role model for Dad. Nikkel promised Dad a job in a Northern California lumber mill after his high school graduation, along with a spot in classes at the University of the Pacific.

“I’ll send you a plane ticket,” Nikkel told Dad.

On May 29, 1959, at seventeen, Dad took Nikkel up on his offer. Dad lied to his mother, telling her he’d gotten his high school diploma, even though he hadn’t (he still needed to pass algebra), sold his surfboards, and off he went to the Mainland. He ended up in Loyalton, California, a little town in Sierra County, where he worked as a laborer for the Feather River Lumber Company, making $1.17 an hour. At the end of the summer, he moved to Sacramento to live with Nikkel. (Nikkel’s wife, Phyllis, and their two children were living in Rome, Italy, site of the 1960 Olympics. He’d relocated his family to the Olympic city, a year before the Games, to soak up the ambiance.) Dad enrolled in high school in Sacramento, repeated his senior year, and graduated at eighteen.

Nikkel continually stoked Dad’s fire for sports. Everything was a contest to him. He pitted Dad in races against his two nephews. One was an 800-meter runner, the other was a miler. In order to better compete with them, Dad suggested they run a two-mile race, a mile out and back, barefoot. The hot asphalt blistered the bottoms of their feet, and Dad caught them at the turn. Nikkel was livid because it put his nephews out of commission for a while. But Dad had won, which was all that mattered, of course.

Nikkel also regularly talked up the Olympics to him.

“Great athletes go to the Olympics,” Nikkel would say. “Do you want to go to the Olympics?”

“Of course,” Dad replied.

“Earn it,” Nikkel challenged him.

But which sport? Dad figured he was too slow for track and didn’t know enough about field events. When it came to swimming, he was a sinker. What about crew? He’d paddled in Hawaii, so maybe that might be his ticket. But he’d also watched members of the University of California–Berkeley crew train and couldn’t believe their size and physique. They were absolutely fit, incredibly cut. He weighed only 140 pounds, soaking wet. Wrestling, perhaps? Growing up in Waikiki, professional wrestlers Sky High Lee, Stan Kowalski, and Lord Blears had lived two doors from his family. The first time he tried wrestling, though, he got tied up in a knot and pinned in thirty-seven seconds by a seventy-year-old veterinarian with arthritis. Afterward, Dad says, he was so tired his toenails needed oxygen.

So, what, then? Dad concocted a crazy plan to improve his five-and-a-half-minute mile time. He had his pal Huey, who wasn’t even old enough to drive, get behind the wheel of Nikkel’s Jeep and motor it at a steady pace of seventeen miles per hour along the levee at the American River. Dad hung on to the back for about half a mile, then he let go and tried to keep up his foot speed for several more minutes. But, of course, he never could. After three weeks of this wacky training, Dad wasn’t getting any faster. So, he gave up.

The day he graduated from high school, Dad moved back to Loyalton to work in the lumber mill. Then, one day, while attending a local rodeo, he noticed the bull-riding competition had a twelve-hundred-dollar purse. “What does it take to enter?” Dad asked. “Just pay twenty-five dollars and hang on,” was the reply. He finished fourth, winning $158, and thought he’d struck it rich. Instantly, bull riding became Dad’s new passion. It was exciting to him because it was so dangerous. Young and naïve, he thought he was bulletproof. Nikkel knew better. He wasn’t at all happy about Dad’s attempt at rodeo stardom—he worried about Dad’s health and safety—and he did everything he could to discourage and distract him.

And that included securing tickets to the 1960 Winter Olympics in Squaw Valley, California, and asking Dad to go along. Dad recalls watching U.S. figure skater Carol Heiss win the Olympic gold medal, with first-place votes from all nine judges. He also saw the U.S. ice hockey team defeat the Soviet Union in a thrilling, down-to-the-wire, 3–2 victory. (A day later, the U.S. went on to win its first gold medal in ice hockey, defeating Czechoslovakia, 9–4.) Both of these events were held in Blyth Arena, open-air on its south side, enabling a view of the mountains.

One afternoon, after eight and a half hours of watching figure skating and ice hockey, Dad, frozen to the bone, walked into the back of the Olympic Village Inn, home to more than 750 athletes. He ate, warmed up, and talked with athletes from around the globe.

“Where are you from?” somebody asked.

“Sacramento,” Dad replied.

“What country is that?” someone else wanted to know.

“What event are you in?” another piped up.

“Nothing. We’re here to watch all of them, or as many as we can,” Dad said.

That’s when he found out he wasn’t supposed to be in the Olympic Village.

Those four days at the 1960 Olympics had a profound impact on Dad’s life. He felt a strong connection to the athletes. He described his experience as “a walking Sports Illustrated magazine.” From that moment on, Dad desperately wanted to be an Olympian. But although his heart was in it, his mind certainly wasn’t there yet.

For the next few years, Dad bounced around a lot, from state to state, job to job, college to college. He put much more energy into being a free spirit and following his wanderlust than he did into chasing his Olympic dreams. A rascal and a rebel, he got himself into quite a few crazy situations. After multiple brushes with prejudice at Magic Valley Christian College in Albion, Idaho, he became so outraged by the rigid atmosphere that he dangled the two prized goats of the school’s president, by their horns, from a telephone pole. After illegally hitchhiking on Dallas highways, he was thrown into the back of a Texas Highway Patrol squad car and handcuffed to a prostitute named Rose. After consuming a quart of whiskey and a dozen beers and passing out in the basement of a Reno restaurant, he woke up long after closing, pushed open the front door, and set off the security alarms. The next thing he knew, the place was swarming with dozens of cops. Dad says he saw more guns that night than he has ever seen at Wal-Mart.

Dad was young. He had no ties, no obligations. He was so unpretentious, so unmotivated by material things, that he only needed money for the bare necessities. And even then, he didn’t need much. In fact, for several months, when work in Loyalton was difficult to come by, Dad lived in an abandoned shack with holes in the windows and roof. To stay warm, he’d sleep in the sawmill beside the steam-operated machinery. Eventually, Ralph Johnson, a well-respected logger, and his wife, Dixie, “adopted” Dad, luring him to their ranch with promises of a warm bedroom and plenty of home-cooked meals.

It took a horrific rodeo injury in summer 1961 to shock Dad into reality. He was thrown under a bull, and the animal stepped on the inside of his leg, pinching off an artery. He retreated to San Francisco, where his parents now lived. His foot was so swollen that he couldn’t put on a sock, much less a slipper. It was about the size of his thigh, Dad says. His body temperature soared to 104 degrees. His mother begged him to have a doctor check it. Finally, Dad relented. The doctor advised Dad to keep his foot elevated and prescribed some medicine. A few days later, the swelling subsided. When he went back to see the doctor, Dad learned how incredibly lucky he was that his leg hadn’t had to be amputated. Then the doctor joked, “Why don’t you take up a noncontact sport, like girls’ volleyball?”

Volleyball.

A lightbulb went off in Dad’s head. Great memories came flooding back. However, Dad resisted taking up volleyball again because his tough-guy friends in the logging industry and on the rodeo circuit thought it was a “sissy sport.”

And then, several months later, in the winter of 1961, after another failed stint in Loyalton, Dad moved back to San Francisco again. Soon after, he followed the doctor’s orders: He began playing volleyball at the Embarcadero YMCA, through the coaxing of some Hawaiian friends he’d made. It was the first time he’d played organized indoor volleyball, and he really threw himself into it. Mondays, Wednesdays, and Fridays, he played at lunchtime with local businessmen. Tuesday evenings, he participated in group practices, and Thursday evenings, he played in organized games. Saturdays and Sundays, he trained or latched on to pickup games.

As he honed his skills and got into better shape, Dad followed some of his volleyball buddies to San Francisco’s legendary Olympic Club. Dad recalls waiting outside for the kitchen workers to throw away food scraps, then sneaking into the Olympic Club through a side door to play volleyball. While at the Olympic Club, he discovered that DeGroot, one of his early mentors, had retired from the Air Force and had coached the club’s volleyball team. In 1962, Dad bumped into DeGroot at a volleyball tournament at the Naval Air Station in Alameda, California.

“Do you remember me?” Dad asked.

“Sure, I do,” DeGroot said.

“What do I have to do to become a member of the Olympic Club?” Dad asked.

“Practice,” DeGroot said.

DeGroot wasn’t being a smart aleck, he was just being honest. The Olympic Club team was one of the nation’s elite. But Dad figured it would take more than practice to make that team. He’d spent all of his life on the outside looking in, and to be accepted at such a lofty club would take money, social stature, a college education, and athletic prowess. At that point, he had no claim to fame. He’d recently spun his wheels for a semester at California State University–Fresno, majoring in agriculture so he could try out for the school’s rodeo team. He’d also been playing for the Fresno YMCA volleyball team.

Then, DeGroot went one better.

“Why don’t you move to Santa Monica?” DeGroot asked.

He explained to Dad that he was now coaching at Santa Monica City College, where he’d won the national college championship in 1961. So, in August 1963, Dad set off for Southern California. He stayed at DeGroot’s house the first night he arrived in Santa Monica. He registered at Santa Monica City College the following day and joined the volleyball team in informal fall practices. The season started in spring 1964.

“I’d like you to meet somebody who has just arrived from New York,” DeGroot said to Dad before the first practice.

Then, DeGroot introduced Dad to Ernie Suwara, a talented East Coast volleyball player. In July, Ernie had hitchhiked his way across the country, estimating he’d taken about eighty different rides, to train under DeGroot and to play for a Southern California volleyball team. Dad and Ernie became fast friends—today, Dad considers him a brother—and they lived together in an apartment on the last block in Santa Monica before you got to Venice Beach.

Dad was instantly smitten by the Southern California lifestyle, its beach culture, and the idolization of local volleyball stars. He played in his first Southern California beach volleyball tournament, in the spring of 1964, at Muscle Beach, with Ernie as his partner. They finished third in the single-A class.

Dad felt the lure of the beach. It was different from Waikiki. There was so much more sand and so many more beach volleyball courts. Plus, this was the early 1960s, and this was Southern California, where surfers were big shots. The world was captivated by the Beach Boys, Jan & Dean, surfin’ safaris, and little deuce coupes. And now, great Southern California volleyball players were being elevated into gods, too. Dad ate it up—all of it.

In one season under DeGroot at Santa Monica City College, Dad was transformed from a solid recreational player into an aspiring Olympian. DeGroot told Dad that by understanding the fundamentals of the game and implementing them flawlessly, he could raise his level of play. DeGroot was right on. Finally, with focus, fine tuning, and excellent coaching, Dad became one of the best volleyball players in the country.

Even though he was serious about volleyball, Dad wasn’t beyond letting a little fun get in the way of his game. One time, he had been out too late the night before, and he showed up hungover for a tournament at Santa Monica City College. DeGroot could smell whiskey on his breath—it also didn’t help matters, Dad says, that his eyes were orange—and he was benched. Until the finals, when DeGroot inserted him so Santa Monica City College could win the tournament.

However, it was another incident that really ticked off DeGroot. As Dad tells the story, he and Ernie, and some of the rest of their teammates, had “goofed around” in a tournament at UCLA, losing to the Bruins. If they’d won, they’d have automatically qualified to play in the United States Volleyball Association (USVBA) national college championship tournament. Although they were one of the best teams in the nation, DeGroot said he wasn’t going to take “an embarrassment” to nationals.

“I’m going to let the student body decide if you should go,” DeGroot said.

The Santa Monica City College student body voted to send them.

“You guys are so damn lucky,” DeGroot told the team after the votes were tallied.

Off they went to the USVBA national college championship tournament, which was held at the U.S. Air Force Academy, north of Colorado Springs, Colorado. Before the tournament started, Dad and his teammates stumbled upon a noncommissioned officers’ club. Leave it to college kids to sniff out “fifteen-cent beer night.” DeGroot sniffed it out, too. Dad had just sat down at a table overflowing with beer bottles when DeGroot walked up.

“Damn it, whose beers are these?” DeGroot asked.

Since Dad was the only one old enough to be drinking legally, he said the beers were his.

“Let me talk to you,” DeGroot said, pulling Dad off to the side.

DeGroot’s face quickly turned a bright shade of red.

“How could you do this?” he asked Dad.

“I thought I was buying beers for guys from the Air Force,” Dad said.

“If we don’t win this thing . . .” DeGroot started to say.

“Don’t worry, Coach,” Dad interrupted. “We’ll win it!”

And with that, Dad says, Santa Monica City College absolutely annihilated everybody on the way to winning the 1964 USVBA national college championship. Being a member of that championship team was Dad’s entrée to big-time volleyball. Al Scates, the UCLA coach, offered Dad a scholarship. “If you get your grades up and graduate from Santa Monica, I’ll give you a scholarship to UCLA,” Scates told him, adding that Dad would have eighteen months to accomplish this.

“I want to play football at UCLA,” Dad said.

“You’re coming to play volleyball,” Scates said.

So Dad turned Scates down. Looking back, Dad says this is one of the many dumb mistakes he has made in his life. Finally, he’d found himself as a volleyball player, and yet he thought he wanted to do something else. What was he thinking?

Because Dad had been named a 1964 USVBA College All-American and was playing for the Hollywood YMCA’s Comets, he was one of twenty-four people chosen to try out for the 1964 Olympics. The Trials were composed of players from the top five teams—Hollywood YMCA Stars, Long Beach Century Club, Hollywood YMCA Comets, Stockton YMCA, and Honolulu YMCA—plus an all-star team from the USVBA national collegiate championships. The participants played a round-robin series of matches to permit the U.S. Olympic volleyball committee to select twelve players plus six alternates. As it turned out, Dad was named the first alternate on the 1964 U.S. Olympic team, which finished ninth in Tokyo.

After the Olympics, Dad moved back up to San Francisco and became a “contributing member” of the Olympic Club, playing on the club’s rugby and volleyball teams from 1965 to 1968. Sports turned out to be the most stable element of his life. In March 1966, he married his first wife, Linda Stutsman, then just seventeen. They’d met when she’d worked at Hot Dog on a Stick, a food shack at Muscle Beach. Five months after their marriage, Linda gave birth to a son, Brack, but their union didn’t last, and they divorced in November 1967.

When the marriage fell apart, Dad moved back to Southern California. He played volleyball for the Westside Jewish Community Center team in West Los Angeles. His Westside Jewish Community Center B team ended up third at USVBA nationals in 1968. Westside’s A team finished first. Dad, a member of the B team, was selected as one of twenty-four men to try out for the 1968 U.S. Olympic team.

Dad quit his job in the composing room at the Los Angeles Herald-Examiner to chase his Olympic dream. The selection process was extensive. There was a ten-day camp at California State University–Northridge, as well as a four-week camp in Lake Tahoe, California. Known for having quite a temper, Dad made a fatal mistake during tryouts. He got into a disagreement with two-time Olympian Mike Bright and punched him. Dad says Mike was worried about his wife, Patti, making the 1968 U.S. Olympic women’s indoor volleyball team because she wasn’t having great practices. So, Dad says, Mike was sulking and not playing hard.

“Come on, Mike, pick it up!” Dad hollered.

“We’re already on the team!” Mike shot back. “Screw these guys!”

“What did you say?” Dad replied, then popped him.

In an instant, Dad says, he went from a solid member of the 1968 U.S. Olympic team to last on the list.

Dad also got caught up in behind-the-scenes politics. Head coach Jim Coleman told Dad that he wanted his close friend Jim Vineyard to make the team. In addition, Coleman told him that because he had shown no social skills or discipline, he was more than likely not going to be chosen for the team. However, Coleman was going to let the eleven members of the Olympic team choose the twelfth player. It came down to Dad and Coleman’s friend Vineyard, and the players chose Dad. Afterward, Dad recalls, Coleman shook hands with everybody but Dad.

“You’re on the team, but it doesn’t mean you’re going to play,” Coleman told Dad.

The U.S. opened with a match against the Soviet Union, the world’s best team, and as instructed by Coleman, Dad worked out, alone, in a side room for two hours. The U.S. went on to post what is still considered one of the greatest Olympic upsets in U.S. volleyball history, a 3–2 victory over the Soviets, the eventual gold medalists.

Throughout the Games, Dad says, Coleman continually told him to practice by himself. “Just because you made the team, doesn’t mean I have to play you,” Coleman said.

Meanwhile, the U.S. went on to lose to Czechoslovakia, 3–1, then beat Brazil, 3–0. After that, it was a downward spiral. The U.S. lost to Bulgaria, 3–2, Poland, 3–0, East Germany, 3–0, and Japan, 3–0. Eventually, the U.S. scored two victories, defeating Mexico, 3–1, and Belgium, 3–0, to finish seventh.

Angry and frustrated, Dad challenged Coleman’s decision to play Wink Davenport in the Bulgaria match. After that loss, he went to Coleman’s room to ask to be sent home. In the heat of the discussion, Dad closed his fist and said, “Jim, when I open this, what do you see?”

“Nothing,” Coleman replied.

“That’s exactly what you know about volleyball,” Dad snapped.

Soon after, Dad started throwing Coleman’s clothes out the window of his room in the Olympic Village. As Coleman was watching his clothes trickle to the ground, Dad grabbed him by the waist and dangled his head and arms over the side of the building.

“I ought to throw your ass out of here!” Dad said.

At that moment, U.S. Olympic men’s basketball coach Hank Iba and assistant U.S. Olympic men’s volleyball coach John Lowell burst into the room.

“If you ever want to play volleyball again, Butch, you can’t do this!” Lowell said.

Dad shouted some expletives and yanked Coleman back into the room.

“Pack your bag, you’re leaving!” Coleman said. “You’re off the team.”

“I was never on the team,” Dad said. “I quit my job seven weeks ago, and I could’ve stayed home.”

Lowell tried to defuse the situation.

“Butch, leave the room,” Lowell said. “I want to talk to Jim.”

Lowell came to Dad’s room later that evening.

“You’re still on the team,” he told Dad. “I want you to suit up tomorrow.”

Looking back, Dad says he doesn’t condone his actions, but explains that he was despondent over the behind-the-scenes politics of the 1968 U.S. Olympic team. Dad hadn’t wanted his Olympic experience to be in vain. He’d just wanted to play volleyball.

The next day, in a losing match against Poland, the U.S. already had burned through its time-outs when Bright threw up his hands and walked off the court. Dad was the only person left on the bench who legally could enter the game without the U.S. forfeiting. Coleman refused to talk to him, so Lowell sent him in. On the first play, Dad open-hand dinked the ball, and Edward Skorek, the best hitter in the world, spiked his dink, shattering the little finger on Dad’s right hand.

“If I don’t look at it, it won’t hurt,” Dad told himself.

Because the U.S. was out of substitutions, Dad asked the team manager to throw him some adhesive tape, so he could stabilize the floppy finger. He pulled his finger back into place as best he could, taped it up, served, and finished out the game.

Dad wound up playing in all four remaining matches, and he played well. After the final match, back at the Olympic Village, Coleman went room to room, shaking the players’ hands and thanking them for their efforts. All except for Dad. Although he was still upset about his blowup with Coleman, Dad felt satisfied with his performance and most of the rest of his Olympic experience.

Now, Dad realizes that, as a young man, he wasn’t mature enough to handle his emotions. His blowups at the 1968 Olympics represented many of his greatest shortcomings. If he’d been able to recognize this before getting to Mexico City, he says, perhaps he would’ve been a better person and athlete. If he’d been able to take a more level-headed approach to challenging situations, perhaps he would’ve been a better husband, father, teammate, student, and friend.

Sadly, Dad is still haunted by a lot of regrets from his Mexico City Olympics experience, his two failed marriages to Linda (he remarried her in 1969, she gave birth to another son, Scott, and they divorced in 1970), and his lack of participation as a father to their two children. If he could go back in time, if he could undo his mistakes, he certainly would. In a split second. However, there’s no way he can take any of it back, Dad says, so he just makes sure he’s a better person today than he was yesterday.

Several years after the 1968 Olympics, Dad was given an opportunity to resolve some of the hard feelings with Coleman. They ran into each other at a Santa Monica restaurant. Figuring Coleman might be resistant to speaking with him, Dad put his foot behind Coleman’s chair, so he couldn’t pull it back. Then Dad took a deep breath and cleared his throat.

“Jim, I want to apologize for what I did in 1968,” Dad said, looking Coleman in the eye. “I was immature, and I’m sorry.”

Dad can’t remember if Coleman responded, but he does recall Coleman shook his hand, albeit lightly. And with that, Dad walked out of the restaurant, still feeling uneasy about the 1968 Olympics. But he understood it was time to move on.
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MUSCLE BEACH


My parents’ beach volleyball journey began in Santa Monica, on Muscle Beach, a world-renowned spot with a handful of courts just south of the Santa Monica Pier. Originally, it was called “The Playground.” Through the years, Muscle Beach was noted for all sorts of activities, including exhibitions of strength and agility by bodybuilders, gymnastics and acrobatics competitions, adagio training, and bathing beauty contests.

Jack LaLanne, the godfather of fitness, helped put Muscle Beach on the map. He trained there, as did other famous musclemen, including Vic Tanny, a pioneer in the creation of the modern health club; Joe Gold, the founder of Gold’s Gym and World Gym; and California governor and actor Arnold Schwarzenegger.

Muscle Beach attracted all sorts of interesting people, not the least of whom was my father.

In the years leading up to the 1968 Olympics, Dad had spent more and more time playing beach volleyball, as a way of improving his skills, speed, strength, and overall fitness. As time went on, he grew into one of the best coed beach players in Southern California. In the Santa Monica beach volleyball culture, all you had to do was play in, and win, the right tournaments, and everybody who was anybody knew who you were, all the way to Hollywood.

Dad’s second-favorite sandy stomping ground was Sorrento Beach, the handful of courts north of the Santa Monica Pier along Palisades Beach Road on Santa Monica’s “Gold Coast.” Those who lived along Beach Road were fabulously wealthy. In the early days, it was home to four of the five men who created Hollywood—Irving Thalberg and his wife, Oscar-winning actress Norma Shearer; oilman J. Paul Getty; comedian Harold Lloyd; and leading man Douglas Fairbanks and his wife, silent-screen star Mary Pickford. The locals dubbed the stretch “Rolls Royce Row.” It was such a desirable spot that, in 1928, newspaper magnate William Randolph Hearst commissioned Julia Morgan, architect of Hearst Castle in San Simeon, California, to build a beachfront estate for his mistress, actress Marion Davies. Morgan created a three-story, 118-room Georgian mansion, with thirty-four bedrooms and fifty-five bathrooms. The estate also had three guest houses, two swimming pools, tennis courts, and dog kennels.

And don’t get the idea that, over the years, the rest of the neighbors were slouches. That glitzy Who’s Who included actress Mae West; Academy Award–winning producer, writer, actor, and studio executive Darryl F. Zanuck; movie mogul Samuel Goldwyn; Warner Bros. founder Harry Warner; hotel mogul Barron Hilton; and actor Peter Lawford and then-wife Patricia Kennedy, sister to President John F. Kennedy. When President Kennedy visited Los Angeles, he officially checked into the Hilton in Beverly Hills, but he spent a lot of time on Sorrento Beach. So, during that era, the Gold Coast went by another nickname: “the Western Branch of the White House.”

Dad was drawn to the Gold Coast’s glamour and excitement. He liked rubbing shoulders with the “in crowd.” He still tells stories about seeing men who were “guests” of West, filing in and out of her house. When he noticed security guards in suits and sunglasses patrolling Lawford’s house, he figured Jack or Bobby Kennedy was on the premises. He recalls playing beach volleyball with actors Doug McClure, Tony Dow, and Tom Selleck, and Hall of Fame baseball pitcher Jim Palmer. Why, in the early 1960s, the Santa Monica beach volleyball scene was so much the rage that JFK and Marilyn Monroe turned up as spectators at games, and the Beatles participated in a local tournament, then gave a concert at Sorrento Beach.

Dad embraced the Santa Monica beach culture, and everything that went with it. After all his years of searching, trying to find himself, he finally hit on a place where he felt as if he belonged. He appreciated the fact that he could spend his days shirtless, wearing nothing more than shorts and flip-flops. And he especially got a kick out of all the colorful beach bums, folks who ran the gamut, as he likes to say, “from Yale to jail.”

Dad still remembers the first time he laid eyes on the woman who later would become my mother. Or should I say, laid eyes on her beautiful legs? It was April 19, 1970. He was in his car, driving through Palos Verdes, on his way to 1968 U.S. Olympic teammate Wink Davenport’s wedding reception, when a tan, blonde, athletic Southern California girl ran across the street. He just couldn’t help himself.

“If I had her legs, I could jump over volleyball nets,” he exclaimed.

Naturally, his wife at the time, Linda, wasn’t pleased by his comment.

Several months later, Dad saw those gorgeous legs again. He was playing volleyball at Muscle Beach, and the other side of his court opened up. So he checked the sign-up sheet, then yelled to the next two people in line to play, “Okay, B. and D.! It’s your turn!” Up sprang Barbara (B.) Grubb and her friend Darlene (D.) Roberts. Instantly, Dad recognized Barbara’s legs.

“Do you play?” Dad asked the two young women.

“Not really,” Darlene said, shrugging her shoulders.

Ever the coach, Dad was happy to teach them the game. He says what impressed him the most about Barbara—other than her legs—was her reflexes. She wasn’t quick, but she could do things with one hand that a lot of players had a hard time doing with two. Also, she was equally talented moving to her right or to her left.

There was a reason she was so athletically gifted. She and her two older siblings, Betty Ann and Edward, were part of a talented Southern California tennis family. In 1968, Betty Ann, then eighteen, was ranked first in the nation in the 18-and-under age group by the U.S. Tennis Association, while Mom, then seventeen, was ranked fifteenth. Edward, at the time, was playing tennis for UCLA, where one of his teammates was Arthur Ashe.

In 1969 and 1970, Betty Ann went to Wimbledon, playing singles, doubles (with Stephanie Grant both years), and mixed doubles (Tom Karp, ’69; Stephen Warboys, ’70). In ’70, Mom went along on the trip. She always told the story that they’d left Wimbledon in a hurry because Betty Ann suddenly announced she was going to marry Guy Hansen, a pitcher from UCLA who was drafted by the Kansas City Royals in 1969. She had to leave England immediately, if not sooner, Betty Ann told Mom. It was now or never, if she wanted to marry Guy. They were married on July 17, 1970.

Well, Mom never made it back to Wimbledon, as a spectator or a qualifier. Meanwhile, Betty Ann, who eventually divorced Hansen and married tennis teacher Ken Stuart, reached the U.S. Open doubles final with Renée Richards in 1977. Betty Ann’s third husband was Australian tennis pro Phil Dent. Their son (and my cousin) Taylor Dent has had four Association of Tennis Professionals (ATP) tournament victories in his career. My aunt played Wimbledon twice more, as Betty Ann Stuart in 1979 in singles, doubles (Ilana Kloss), and mixed doubles (Ross Case), and as Betty Ann Dent in 1980 in singles, doubles (Kloss), and mixed doubles (Phil Dent).

Dad recognized Barbara and Darlene, also a tennis player, were great athletes, even though he and his partner Sy Rubin, who was in his seventies, easily beat B. and D. in that first game. At that time, though, they just didn’t know the nuances of volleyball. However, if they stuck out an arm, everything went up. They resembled human pinball machines.

Neither Dad nor Sy could resist gloating after their victory.

“You ladies gave us a good match,” Sy chuckled.

Mom and Darlene needled them right back.

“Let’s see you two move around a tennis court,” Darlene said.

“I don’t like tennis,” Sy said.

So Mom hatched a plan.

“Butch, I’ll play you in a set of tennis,” she said. “I’ll spot you forty points for each of the six games.”

“How can you go wrong with that?” Dad said.

And then, Mom set some more parameters for their singles match. If she won, he had to teach her as much as he could about volleyball. If he won, he could never talk to her about tennis. Later that day, in less than twenty minutes, she deflated his ego—he never won a point.

After their day of volleyball and tennis, Dad and Mom joined the players from Muscle Beach at Sydney’s, a bar on the promenade. Dad’s cronies laughed at him because he’d gotten demolished on the tennis court. Dad asked Mom how old she was. She lied, saying she was twenty-one. Actually, she was nineteen, a sophomore at UCLA and a member of the women’s tennis team. At the time, Dad was twenty-eight and working at the MGM film lab. They dated for a year before Mom admitted she was under age. When she was refused entrée to a bar, she blurted out, “I need to get an ID.” He was shocked.

Soon after meeting Dad, she decided to withdraw from UCLA. She was beginning to feel burned out by big-time tennis, and she really wanted to pursue her new passion, volleyball. In spring 1970, she enrolled at Santa Monica College, formerly Santa Monica City College, where she played on the tennis team and participated in coed volleyball. In fall 1972, while getting ready to transfer to California State University–Northridge, she asked Dad if they’d ever get married. Trying to push off the decision, he replied, “If you graduate from college, we’ll get married.” Now, Mom, who was a great student, had a goal to shoot for.

Sure enough, two years later, on June 7, 1974, Dad’s promise came home to roost. He was playing volleyball at Muscle Beach when he heard Mom’s piercing whistle.

“Can I talk to you?” she yelled.

“After the game,” Dad shouted back.

Mom insisted. “No, now!” she said. Then, she opened an envelope and pulled out her college diploma. She had a bachelor’s in physical education. She waved it proudly in the air. “Remember, you said we’d get married when I got my degree?” she asked.

Dad gulped. “No, when you get your master’s degree,” he said.

“That’s not what you promised,” she said. “Let’s go get the marriage license.”

Off they went, Dad decked out in his clam diggers, tank top, and flip-flops; Mom wearing a smile from ear to ear. They walked from Muscle Beach to the Santa Monica Courthouse, where they learned wedding ceremonies were no longer performed. But, they were told, they could apply for a marriage license.

“I didn’t bring any money,” Dad said, still trying to squirm out of his promise.

“Well, I just happen to have eighteen dollars,” Mom said.

As they walked through the courthouse, they bumped into one of Dad’s volleyball friends, sheriff Paul Piet, a bailiff and a courthouse security guard. When they explained they’d come to get married, but had been told it was impossible, Paul offered to see if his friend Judge Edward Rafeedie might make an exception.

“That’s not necessary,” Dad said.

Paul disappeared into the judge’s chambers, came out half a minute later, and announced, “He’d be happy to do it.”

“But we don’t have a best man,” Dad argued.

“Don’t worry, I’ll stand up for you,” Paul said.

Dad thought he was going to faint. As he always jokes, “In twenty-two minutes, we’d gone from a whistle to a wedding.”

And it took less than that for Mom’s father, Kenneth Grubb, a Santa Monica city clerk, to appear in the back of the courtroom and witness the ceremony. The news of their impending marriage had shot through the halls of nearby city hall like a rocket. My grandfather was in tears.

“Is your father happy?” Dad asked Mom.

“No, he’s pissed!” Mom said.

After the ceremony, Dad went back to Muscle Beach to finish his game, and Mom went along with him to tell everybody her good fortune.

“Where’d you go?” his cronies asked.

“We got married,” Dad replied.

“No, you didn’t,” his buddies said, knowing Dad was pretty adept at spinning yarns.

Mom interrupted. “Yes, we did,” she said. “And you’re going to give me a ring, right?”

To be honest, my grandparents never got over my parents’ marriage. They’d hoped Mom would pursue a career in professional tennis, traveling the world, winning tournaments, and making tons of money, and they’d also dreamed of her marrying well. Instead, Mom later went to California State University–Los Angeles and worked toward a master’s in adapted physical education. Dad, meanwhile, was completely consumed with beach volleyball, spending practically every spare moment at the beach. He also did a little surfing, played some rugby, and raced motorcycles in the desert. In my grandparents’ minds, Dad was a beach bum with no professional future. However, what they never understood was that all Mom wanted in life was someone to love her completely, and that’s what she’d found with my father.

Two days after their wedding, Mom and Dad had their “reception”—a beer bash at Ye Olde King’s Head, a British-style pub in Santa Monica. Of course, the bar was packed wall-to-wall with their friends from Muscle Beach. Later that summer, they took over a food stand, Tee’s, next to the Sand & Sea Club, as a favor to the owner. Mom had been playing a lot of paddle tennis at the private club, and she and Dad accepted the challenge of turning Tee’s into a moneymaker. They downsized the menu from more than a dozen items to six. Hot dogs. Hamburgers. Cheeseburgers. Grilled cheese sandwiches. Egg and tuna salad sandwiches. Dad says their cheeseburgers earned the reputation of being the best on the beach. Later, he introduced Schwarz’s sausages from San Francisco—kielbasa and cheese dogs. Their endeavor was a smashing success. The following spring Dad and Mom turned back Tee’s to Doug Badt, the club’s lease holder.
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