TIMELINE (#2)
EARLY ENTERTAINMENT INTEREST
MUSIC, MOVIES & STAGE SHOWS
I have been interested in music, movies, stage shows, Hollywood, and all varieties of entertainment since I was a
very young boy. I can remember when I was 6 or 7 years old and my family (dad, mom and I) went to the movies
a lot during World War II. We often went 3 or 4 times a week, and once we went 7 days in a row. My dad
worked nights so we attended matinees regularly. Sometimes my parents would pick me up directly from school
so that we could get to the theatre on time. Once, my mom collected a complete set of free dishes (one- at-atime) by attending the Ace Theatre movies every Tuesday (ladies night).
We went to numerous musical movies such as "Fantasia (1940)," "The Desert Song (1943)," and "Meet Me in St.
Louis (1944)." Additionally, we saw a lot of music composer biographies such as "Rhapsody in Blue (1945)"
[Gershwin], "A Song to Remember (1945)" [Chopin], and "Song of Scherazade (1947)" [Rimsky-Korsakov]. We
attended numerous sports movies, especially when we went with the Bobby Gordynec family. My favorite was
"Pride of the Yankees (1942)." Although I hadn't heard of Lou Gehrig at the time, I was very excited that the real
Babe Ruth appeared in the movie. Since then, Lou Gehrig has been my all-time favorite baseball player.
Some of the larger Detroit theatres, such as the Michigan, Fox, and Fisher, included stage acts as well as movies
(usually double features). We would often sit in the front row of the balcony. When a band played, I used to
stand up at my front row position and "conduct" them by waving my imaginary baton in time with the
music. My parents and the audience behind me were always amused. They would encourage me that, upon
growing up, I should learn music, grow very long hair (like many famous conductors), get a real baton, and
conduct an orchestra.
I started taking piano lessons in Detroit when I was 8 years old (1944) and continued for 3 years. I became
proficient enough on the piano to play "Till the End of Time" (a simplified Chopin Polonaise) and a simplified
Tchaikovsky's "Piano Concerto #1." But in 1947 we moved to Greenbush. Since there were no convenient piano
teachers in the area, I stopped taking lessons. My upright player piano ended up inside the Greenbush Tavern.
RADIO PROGRAMS
When I was 8 or 9 years old, an incident occurred that resulted in getting me hooked on radio entertainment
forever! It happened on a Sunday afternoon when my dad's side of the family (Bojnarowicz) had gathered at the
Gruca home in Detroit. The group consisted of the Grucas (Aunt Sophia, Uncle Leonard, and Cousins Ronnie,
Billy, and Elaine); my family (dad, mom and me); Aunt Mary (not yet Hopps), Grandmother Bushia; probably
Uncle Marion and Aunt Eleanor; and possibility others. I always hung around with Cousin Billy since he was
nearest my age (1.5 years older). He always had daredevil tendencies, and this day would prove to be no
exception.
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While the remainder of the family was upstairs or outside the house, Billy led me to their finished basement.
The stairway from the first floor ended near the center of the basement, creating a triangular-shaped space
under the stairs. This space had been converted into a pantry by closing off one side and installing a loose-fitting
door on the other. Billy showed me a cigarette and asked me if I wanted to take some puffs on it. Although I had
no interest, I knew it was forbidden by adults so I agreed to try it. He and I went into the pantry, lit the cigarette
and each had a couple of puffs. I remember being very unimpressed. During this short period of time, the
cigarette smoke escaped through the openings around the pantry door. Very soon the door burst open and
numerous excited adults were peering in on us. Some of them were shouting,"Fire! Fire! The house is on fire!"
or similar things. I suppose they were happy to find that the house was not really on fire but that the smoke was
caused by 2 cowering young kids sneaking a smoke on a cigarette. My mind is a blur after that. Fortunately,
there was no telephone in the house so nobody called the fire department. I don't know if the family gathering
continued or broke up.
I didn't receive corporal punishment, but I'm not so sure about Billy. He and I never discussed the incident. My
mother felt that the proper punishment was to keep me indoors for a week. She didn't allow me to go outdoors
and play baseball or hide-and-seek with the other neighborhood boys. Instead, I stayed indoors and listened to
the 15-minute long radio programs that were popular at the time. These included: Tom Mix, Captain Midnight,
Jack Armstrong, Terry and the Pirates, Little Orphan Annie and several others. After this one-week punishment
and exposure to radio programs, I was anxious for much more of this kind of entertainment. So not only did the
punishment achieve the desired result (I never, ever smoked again) but it generated a lifetime of fringe benefits
for me.
LONE RANGER RADIO PROGRAM
By the time I was 9 or 10 years old, I had been listening to the half-hour long, evening "The Lone Ranger"
regularly. This program was created by a radio writer named Fran Striker and the man most responsible for it, a
radio producer named George Trendel. The program originated at radio station WXYZ in downtown Detroit in
1933. At the end of each broadcast, the announcer informed us that the program was being beamed to us from
a skyscraper about 8 miles from my home at 7058 Milton St.
At some point, I got it into my head that I would really like to see a radio broadcast of "The Lone Ranger." I
envisioned a huge studio with a masked man, his Indian companion, horses, guns with silver bullets,
stagecoaches, bad guys, sheriffs and the like. I kept begging my parents to take me to the WXYZ studio, only 8
miles away. They gave me many excuses why they couldn't take me such as: gasoline was rationed, the roof
leaked on our 1936 Plymouth car, daddy was working the night shift, a reservation was necessary and we had no
telephone, etc. Of course, they didn't want to tell me the real reason was that it was a radio program and not
"real life." They didn't want me to see several men (probably dressed in suits) talking into microphones plus a
sound effects man instead of horses and flying bullets. They knew that that would have been an extreme
disappointment for me and would probably cause me to stop listening to it (as well as my other radio programs).
I kept "bugging" them to take me to WXYZ for a long time, and they kept giving me excuses why they couldn't. It
came to a point where I was actually mad at them for their unreasonableness. It was probably years before I
realized the truth about radio programs. Of course, I'm very, very, glad that they didn't take me to the studio or
tell me the real reason why not! I guess that this is an example that parents sometimes know what is best for
their child.
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