John Shaw 12 years old in Parkmerced, San Francisco: Delivering San Francisco Chronicle newspapers, making $500 to $600 a month and losing my virginity.

I started delivering newspapers for the San Francisco Chronicle when I was 11 years old, with a route of 70 customers in Parkmerced, next to San Francisco State College, in San Francisco.  I woke up at 4:30 AM each morning to get dressed and start my delivery route.  
I added several new subscribers each month by cold calling and knocking on doors.  My district manager really liked my hustle, cold calling and passion.

An older guy who was 55 years old had a delivery route that was several of the Parkmerced towers apartment buildings, 12 stories high.  With a total of 600 San Francisco Chronicle subscribers.  He got really sick and could no longer do his job.

When I was 12, I was given this San Francisco Chronicle newspaper route with 600 customers.  The Chronicle newspaper truck would drop the number of newspapers for each tower in the lobby at 5:00 AM.  I would put the newspapers in the elevator and go to the 12th floor, then the 11th floor, down to the first floor.  Jam the elevator door to stay open on each floor, then run around each floor and drop the Chronicle at each apartment door.

I delivered 600 newspapers in approximately 2 hours each morning, 5:00 AM to 7:00 AM, then went home and got ready to go to 6th grade at Frederic Burke School in Parkmerced.  Then to the 7th grade at Aptos Junior High School in San Francisco.   
In the afternoons and evenings I was going out and personally collecting the monthly subscribers charge from my customers and usually getting an extra tip of $00.25 to $1.00 from many customers.  Plus really pushing them to mail in the monthly charge each month, with my usual tip included, so I did not need to go out and ring their doorbell each month.

When I was 11 and 12, I was making on average $500 to $600 a month, from my tips and the monthly commission from the Chronicle for each customer.  This included monthly bonuses I was getting from the Chronicle for adding new subscribers each month from cold calling and knocking on doors. 
Then this special WOW FACTOR happened when I was 12 during summer 1960 when I knocked on a door to collect from a customer and this girl around my age answered.  She looked like a candidate for teenage Playboy.  She asked me in and said she needed to get money to pay me.  She could not find any money and she said her father was working.  P C asked me to come back the next night and she would then have the money.

OH MY GOD, I was so excited to see her the next night.  I went back the next evening and collected my money.  When I was leaving, she told me I was handsome and kissed me on the cheek.
Her father worked 3:00 PM to midnight, Monday to Friday.  I started going over to her place after doing my door to door newspaper route collecting in the evening and soon we were naked together, fumbling our way through our first sexual intimacy.  

I had 2 best guy friends in Parkmerced who wanted to watch us together, because they did not believe I was having sex at 12 years old.  P C suggested to have us get naked together under a blanket and my 2 friends could sit on a couch in her bedroom and watch us under the blanket on her bed.  
It was weird, but I was totally smitten and in love with P C, so it was OK with me.  This voyeurism scenario lasted about 1 week, then I said I was no longer going to put on this performance for my friends with P C and me.  

P C and I continued to get it on 5 days a week for several months, until 1 fateful evening.
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P C and I were in her bed, when I heard the front door open and I heard a voice say, “P I left work early I was not feeling well.  Where are you?”  WOW what to do?  I jumped out of her bed naked and hid behind her open bedroom door.

Her father came into P’s room.  I burst from behind the door, 100% naked clutching my clothes and shoes.  Running out the front door naked.  They lived on the 7th floor of a Parkmerced tower building.  I ran down the stairs naked with her father running after me.  He was yelling and screaming at me that he was going to kill me.

I kept running and finally ditched him.  I got dressed and went home in Parkmerced.

A couple of days later Parkmerced management knocked on my parent’s door and said P’s father had filed a complaint against me for sexually seducing his daughter.

I had been is some other trouble with Parkmerced management before for selling firecrackers and cherry bombs to other kids in Parkmerced.  I purchased wooden crates of firecrakers and cherry bombs in Chinatown, then sold individual packs of firecrackers and single cherry bombs to kids in Parkmerced and the surrounding area. 

My parents then decided to buy a house in Westlake and I started at Ben Franklin in the eighth grade.  P C also moved to Daly City and went to Ben Franklin in the eighth grade.  P C and I had run our course and I never was intimate again with P C. 
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