Hi All from Bill Eagleton,
     I would love to see what’s been happening in your lives since graduation night, 1965.  So I’ll start things off by telling you, about mine.

     January 1965, I started dating Bonnie Lewis, from Jefferson High, whom I met  in 1963 at the Broadmoor Presbyterian Church Group.  We were married at Holy Angels, in 1968.  Bonnie is the love of my life and we are still enjoying a wonderful life together.  We have two daughters and 3 fantastic grandchildren, who live in Elk Grove and Bakersfield.  Bonnie and I had a son, Mitchell, born in 1974 but he died of bacterial meningitis, January 1976.  That was a very traumatic experience, for both of us.

     After high school, I attended the University of San Francisco, with Roger Foss and Larry Jacobs (of our class) and later Dale Taylor (class of 66).  I started out pre-pharmacy but found that wasn’t for me and changed to a math major, with the idea of becoming a school teacher.  I graduated in 1970 but decided not to become a teacher.  I had worked my way through college at Mayfair Markets and when I graduated, a teacher was making $7200.00 a year and I was making $19,000, as grocery manager of Mayfair.  I couldn’t afford the cut in pay.
     During my college years, there was always the threat of the draft.  So in 1969, I joined the US Army Reserves, surgical hospital unit #6253.  I did almost a year of active duty and was trained as a 91D20, a surgical tech.  During Viet Nam, most surgical nurses were in Nam, surgical techs took over the jobs of scrub nurses, in the operating room.  I worked Orthopedics, Ob-Gyn, Cardiac and Plastic surgery at Letterman and the burn center and some experimental nerve surgery, at Ft. Sam in Texas.  I was honorably discharged in 1975 and although surgery was fascinating, I was married, with 3 children and a mortgage and couldn’t afford to go back to school, to get the certifications necessary to continue this, in civil life.
     In 1974 the grocery business in the Bay Area had just gone through 12 months of union strikes.  In an effort to make sure we had a steady income, that wasn’t threatened by the next work stoppage, Bonnie and I bought a 7-Eleven Store in Mountain View.  Bonnie (who was pregnant), her brother Eddie and I ran that store 24hrs a day, for 4 months, before we could hire an employee.  Yes, there really are 168hrs, in a week (Ihave worked every one of them!!).  The store got held up once a month, a real eye opener, coming from insulated Daly City.  We sold the first franchised store in 7-Eleven history, for a profit and opened a new store in San Bruno, at King and Callan Blvds, in 1976.

     Although we were now 11/2 miles from where I grew up, it wasn’t the same area that I had grown up in.  This new store was also held up once a month (they were called Speedy 211’s, that’s police code for a robbery),  My kids went to school 3 blocks from our house and I felt I needed to walk them to school every day and be there to pick them up.  San Francisco and the freeways felt way too crowded.
     Bonnie had grown up in Ft Bragg, on the Mendocino Coast.  Her father had brought the first fishing party boat to Ft Bragg.  We used to visit the coastal area often and fell in love with it.  We had a lot of hippie in us, at that time.  So in 1977 we bought the Westport Community Store and moved there in February 1978.  The store had groceries, gas and a US Post Office, so we had our hands full.  The store averaged $11.00 a day in sales, the month before we took over.  The town had 58 people in it and was a fantastic place to raise our daughters.  Our girls went to UC Davis and Sac State and are doing very well.  Over the years we opened a laundrymat and a pizza parlor and with Bonnie, my manager and her husband, we started the Westport Volunteer Fire Department.  I spent 22 years on the Fire Department as EMT and trained in cliff rescue and ocean rescue.  I also spent 15 years on the Westport County Water Board and the Westport Church Board, helping to create a Charter School for Westport.
     Bonnie and I grew, raised, hunted, fished, smoked and canned all of our food.  We would fish in a 13 foot aluminum boat and bring in enough bottom fish to feed the entire town, then we would have a party.  We took up free diving and scuba diving and dove several years with the Scripps Institute in the Sea of Cortez.  We were lucky enough to assist them in the collection of #12,#13,#14 of the Liopropoma.  This is a fish first discovered in 1880, but it takes 20 specimens to document a species.  They live in small caves 110-135 feet down, we bought up 3 in 2 years.
     I have always been a fan of Star Trek and Star Wars.  I am a firm believer in life on other planets and space travel.  I have always told Bonnie, if I don’t come home some day, I have boarded a space ship and have gone exploring.  In August 1984, I did see a UFO.  Laugh and kid all you like, but Bonnie and I , my daughters and 2 other folks in Westport, watched a large ship, with 3 escort ships, for about 30 minutes, it was amazing and they were not anything we have on Earth.

     I always thought retirement at the age of 50, was the way to go.  And we almost made it, we sold the store and property in 2000, at the age of 53.  Thought we were in good shape but then the stock market crash hit and my IRA’s became IRK’s and my 401K’s became 101K’s.  So after a year of retirement and great improvement in my golf game, I went back to work.  I took the credentials test and became a substitute teacher in Lake County.  That was very enjoyable but didn’t pay well.  Then 911 happened!  I was pretty upset and if I had been 30 years younger I would have joined the Army, again.  But I decided I would take a job, that might free up a younger man, to join the Army.  I applied to the Lake County Sheriff’s Dept.  I was hired as a Correctional Officer.  It was an experience going to the academy at 53 years old.  I worked in corrections for 13 years, finishing the last 7 as Transport Officer,  I spent a lot of time as Bailiff in court and transporting inmates to jails, prisons, hospitals and mental institutions.  Again, quite a culture shock for a Daly City boy.  I had no idea what meth or cocaine were.
     So now I’m retired enjoying my life, my wife and my grandkids.  We hope to play golf and travel the country…..slowly.

                                                                       Bill Eagleton

