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In my last column, I wrote about my Government career.  Well, I got thinking about all of the jobs I have done outside the Government and decided to complete my job history.

I have been working as long as I can remember.  Actually, I have been working longer than I can remember since I can’t remember much from my early childhood.  My mother has filled in some of the holes in my faulty memory.  I grew up on a small farm in Pleasant Grove, Utah where we had chickens, horses, sheep, pigs, dogs, cats, and a cow.  Somebody had to feed these critters, gather the eggs, milk the cow, etc. This job was mine for much of my youth.  We also had a fairly large garden and several fruit trees.  My dad did most of the work in the garden but I had the job of digging and cleaning out the upper irrigation ditch every year and helping with the “water turns”. Utah has a very complex system of canals and ditches where people with farms and ranches can get water. We also had a large pasture for the animals that didn’t require much maintenance except for watering.  Even though my dad and mother did most of the work on our little farm, I did enough to know that I was not going to grow up to be a farmer.

During the very early years of my life we didn’t have running water or any plumbing in our house.  You know what this means, don’t you?  Yes, we had an outhouse located out by the barn about 30 yards from the house.  Have you ever had to tromp though a foot of snow in the cold winter just to go to the bathroom?  It was not fun!  We had a well in the back yard about 15 feet from the house.  This was where we got water to drink, for cooking and for our bathes.  We had no television but we did have electricity so we had lights and could listen to the radio, read books and play games for entertainment.  My dad was in the Army in World War II during the early 1940’s so I started helping my mother at a very early age.  In addition to getting water from the well, I helped with getting wood and coal for the stoves.  I had a few other chores but like I said, I don’t remember much about this period in my life.   
I got my first job away from home at age 10.  I had a summer job on a large farm thinning beets.  For you non-farmers, it is necessary to thin the beets so that all of the beets will get big.  So, our job was to go down each row of beets with a hoe and make sure each beet stem was six inches apart.  We farm workers were paid 10 cents a row.  When I looked down my first row, the end was so far away I could hardly see it.  Needless to say, I never got rich thinning beets.  I think I made between $1 and $1.50 a day.  After a few days of thinning beets, I was even more positive that I was never going to be a farmer!
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	Beet Field
	Picking Cherries


The next summer, I decided to pick fruit to earn a little money.  Most orchard owners in Utah have cherry, peach, apricot, and apple trees that produce fruit during the summer months.  For you non-fruit pickers, modern science has yet to invent an automated way to get the fruit out of the tree and into the crates for shipping to the fruit stands and markets.  So, we humans (usually young agile kids who need money) still have to go up into the trees and pick the fruit.  This was a lot better job than working in the hot fields and I was able to make a little more money – something like $3 a day.
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Pleasant Grove City Cemetery
	For the next four summers, I hit the “jackpot” of summer jobs in our town.  I got hired by Pleasant Grove City to help Mr. Walker (Head Caretaker) maintain the city cemetery.  My job was to cut the grass, trim around the headstones, and help dig the graves. The city had power mowers so cutting the grass was just a matter of herding the machine around most of the day.  They also had gas powered trimmers so trimming around the headstones was not too difficult.  Digging the graves was a little more work.  The city owned a back hoe that they would bring in to dig the basic hole.  Then I would have to jump in with my


shovel and “square” the hole to the proper dimensions (8 feet long, 4 feet wide and 6 feet deep).  Then, of course, after the funeral, I had to fill in the grave using only my shovel.  Fortunately, in our small town of about 5,000 people, only two or three people a week dropped dead.  This was a great job and paid $1 an hour which was good money back in those days.
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Oil Well
	After my junior year in high school I was 16 years old, had my own car (a 1948 Ford Coupe) and decided it was time for a different summer job.  I found a job as a Roughneck working on an oil well near Rock Springs, Wyoming.  For you non-oil well workers, most land oil wells, during the drilling phase, have a crew of five workers. The Driller is the leader (boss) of the crew, responsible for controlling a rig's machinery during drilling, as well as most other rig operations.  The Derrickhand is responsible for the drilling mud, the mud pits where drilling fluids are circulated around the system, and the mud pump.  The Motorman is responsible for maintenance of various engines, water pumps, water lines, steam lines, boilers and any other rig machinery. There are usually two roughnecks on the oil rig and their duties include anything involved with manual labor such as carrying pipes, connecting pipes down the well hole, keeping the rig and machinery clean, and anything else that needed to be done. The oil well drilling operation went on 24 hours a day, 7 days a week until they either hit oil or determined the whole operation was a waste of time.  There were two crews with each working 12 hours a day – there were no days off.  At least I was lucky enough to get the day shift.  They were still drilling when I quit and went back to school.  This was by far the hardest job I ever had in my life but it did pay pretty good.
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                          Wallace, Idaho
	During my senior year in high school, I had a big decision to make – where to go to college.  I was pretty good at basketball and had five scholarship offers.  I finally decided to go to the biggest school with the best basketball team.  This school was the University of Utah located in Salt Lake City.  Yes, I thought I was really good.  So, the university athletic department asked me if I needed help getting a summer job before attending school in the fall.  I said yes and they gave me a list of possible jobs – I picked working on a truck mounted “diamond-core” drilling rig in Wallace, 


Idaho.  Well, I did have experience working on that oil well! I contacted the drilling company and they hired me immediately and told me that I needed to drive the drilling rig truck from Salt Lake City up to Wallace where I would be meeting up with the driller. We stayed in a model just outside of Wallace and the drilling rig was setup about 10 miles up in the mountains.  This was a 2-man operation where we would be drilling for silver and gold and other precious medals. We would drill down about 6 feet and then pull the pipes out of the ground and save the rocks in the bottom section of the drill tube. The drill bit was made using diamonds so it could cut through the solid rocks in the ground.  The driller was a nice man and we worked up in the middle of nowhere with only the bears and deer to keep us company.  This is a beautiful part of the country and I enjoyed this job. 

My job at the University of Utah was playing basketball.  Going to school on a basketball scholarship costs the university a lot of money and they expected you to perform.  Getting an education was secondary.  In addition to the scholarship money, the NCAA allows school athletic departments to pay students athletes a small amount of money for spending expenses as long as the person earns it.  Back in 1958-1961, this amount was $15 a week.  My job was to sweep the basketball floor after every practice.  Everybody on the team took the $15 a week except for my roommate, Joe Morton.  Joe’s family owned Morton Salt and he was already rich and said he didn’t need the money. I did find out that the quality of these jobs depended on your status on the team.  For example, the star of our team was a guy named Billy “The Hill” McGill and his job was to take the coach’s new Cadillac to get it washed.  Billy took the Cadillac to get it washed on the first day of practice and didn’t return it until the season was over. 
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	University of Utah Basketball Team


At the end of my freshman year, the same diamond core drilling company had another job for me.  This time it was located down at the bottom of the Kennecott Bingham Cooper Mine.  This copper mine is the world's largest man-made excavation. Located 28 miles southwest of Salt Lake City, the mine is 2 3/4-miles across and 3/4-mile deep. It is so big that it can be seen from outer space.  This time the drilling job lasted about a month.  I called the Utah Athletic Department to see if they had any more job opportunities.  I got lucky!!  A job had just opened up with the Rio Grande Railroad.
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	Bingham Cooper Mine
	Railroad Switching Yard
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	Steam Locomotive (See Diesel at top of this column)
	The Caboose


I was hired as a Fireman which at that time was probably one of the best and easiest jobs in the world.  For you non-railroad people, I will explain a little bit about trains and the different jobs on a train. Although U.S. railroad companies first started using diesel locomotives in the 1940’s, steam locomotives were still in service up till the mid 1950’s.  A railroad fireman really had to work hard on a steam locomotive because he was responsible for shoveling the coal into the firebox that was located in front of the boiler. The pressurized steam generated in the boiler is what was used to drive the locomotive. My duties as a Fireman (on a diesel locomotive) included monitoring the engine controls, watching the right side of train, being able to stop the train if the Engineer dropped dead, and waving at the kids as we went by.  The Engineer is responsible for operating the locomotive.  The Conductor is in charge of train in its entirety and the train crew.  The Brakeman inspects the train, assists the conductor, operates the brakes and assists in switching. The Conductor and Brakeman rode in the Caboose (end car of the train). This was the makeup of the crew for the three years I worked on the Rio Grande Railroad.  Sometimes we would work in the Salt Lake City switching yard, where they connected the right train cars to the engines, and sometimes we would take the train on a trip some place.  Our primary “run” was from Salt Lake City to Helper, Utah and back.  This was a great job that I kept until I joined the Navy in late 1961. I had rehiring rights and thought this would be my job after I got out of the Navy.   
Well, something bad happened while I was away serving my country in the U.S. Navy.  Railroad companies nation-wide “re-structured” their companies by letting go (firing) all Fireman and Brakeman.  Now, a typical train crew only consists of the Engineer and the Conductor.  The Conductor now sits in the Fireman’s seat (my seat!!) and gets to wave at all the kids. And if this was not bad enough, they decided it was no longer necessary to have a caboose at the end of the train.  They got rid of the caboose!  I just don’t think a train looks right without a caboose.  The railroad companies stated that modern technology advances allowed for these “cost saving” changes.

See my last column “My Government Career” for details about jobs I performed during my 49 year career working for Uncle Sam.  Below I’m going to include a table summary of these jobs.
US Navy (Active Duty)
Position - Aerographers (AG) Mate (Weatherman)

	Year(s)
	Location
	Job Description

	1961

1962

1962-1963

1963

1964-1966
	San Diego, CA

New Iberia, LA

Lakehurst, NJ

Kenitra, Morocco
Rota, Spain
	Boot Camp

Weather Observer

Weather School

Fleet Weather Central – Crypto Section
Fleet Weather Central – Crypto Section


Federal Government Department of Defense Civilian

Tooele Army Depot, Tooele, Utah

	Year(s)
	Position
	Job Description

	1966

1967

1967-1970
	Woodworker

Electronics Technician

Computer Programmer
	Building boxes
Training – Building Redeye Missiles

Training – Writing Computer Programs


Fort Shafter, Honolulu, Hawaii
	1970-1972

1972-1999

1999-2000

2000-2003

2004-2009

2010
	Computer Systems Analyst
Systems Programmer

Computer Specialist

Computer Specialist

Project Manager/COR

Project Manager/COR
	Designing Supply System Programs
Maintaining the Mainframe Computer Operating Systems for USARPAC

Y2K Project Leader

Web Site Design and Programming

Server Consolidation and Tech Refresh

Task Force ACENET Deputy


I got married in December 1972 and shortly after that I decided I could use a little more income, so I started looking for a part-time job.  A Fort Shafter co-worker and neighbor of mine (Don Reynolds) was working part-time at a company called Electronic Accounting Systems (EAS) and told me they were looking for another Computer Programmer.  So, I applied and got the job.  EAS had their offices in the Gold Bond Building on Ala Moana Blvd close to downtown Honolulu.  A couple (Anne and John Whitaker) owned the company and did Payroll Services for many of the businesses on the island of Oahu.  After Anne suddenly dropped dead one day of a brain stroke, the business was put up for sale.  A man named Bill Magazine purchased it and things started changing immediately.  He fired over half of the staff including all of the Computer Programmers.  Then he hired me back as a self-employed contractor and told me that I could do all of the programming he needed done.  Then he moved the entire business to a new office over on South Street closer to the downtown area.  This actually turned out to be a good job and later on, I got a Saturday job for my son Mike to come in and clean the offices.  But, all good things must come to an end, right?  One Saturday morning in 1986, I was the first one into the office and found two letters sitting on the computer console.  One was addressed to his wife and the other was addressed to our assistant manager and me.  Yes, they were suicide notes with our fearless leader Bill Magazine telling us that by the time we read these letters, he would have committed suicide.  His car was found at the Hanauma Bay parking lot and apparently he decided to take a one-way swim to LA or somewhere – his body washed ashore the next day.  Unknown to us workers, he was deep in debt and was running a check kiting scheme in order to keep the business going.  He owed the banks about $750,000 and he had found out somehow that the police were coming to arrest him that coming Monday.   Check Kiting is defined as intentionally writing a check for a value greater than the account balance from an account in one bank, then writing a check from another account in another bank, also with non-sufficient funds, with the second check serving to cover the non-existent funds from the first account. So, as you have already guessed, that was the end of this part-time job for both me and my son.
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	About a week later, I got a call from Mr. Calvin Hutton who is the President of Honolulu CERIDIAN Payroll Services.  Apparently, somebody had told him that I was a Computer Programmer and I might know how to program in assembler 


language.  CERIDIAN was picking up one of the biggest accounts in the state, Bank of Hawaii, and they were looking for somebody who could write the conversion program for changing Bank of Hawaii’s payroll program data to CERIDIAN’s format.  Bank of Hawaii had decided that it would be cost effective to have somebody else do their computer payroll services. This would be a very large complex effort that needed to be done in a low-level programming language like assembler.  They offered me a lot of money and said I would be working with Mr. Adachi their most experienced and best Design Analyst.  He would tell me what needed to be done and all I had to do was the necessary programming.  I said okay, “let’s do it.”  This was the start of a 15 year working relationship between CERIDIAN and me, whereas, whenever they had a computer problem or a project they couldn’t handle, they would ask me to come take care of it for them.  No, it didn’t take me 15 years to complete that conversion program but it did take a couple of months and I had to use a couple of weeks of vacation time to get it done that fast.  The conversion program worked perfectly!! The primary reason for this success was Mr. Adachi, who was a very knowledgeable and thorough analyst.  When First Hawaiian Bank found out what Bank of Hawaii had done to save money, they wanted CERIDIAN to do their Computer Payroll Services also.  I was becoming quite popular down there at CERIDIAN and agreed to modify the conversion program for First Hawaiian Bank.  Of course, I requested that Mr. Adachi be assigned to help me.  CERIDIAN is a nation-wide company and around the year 2000, they consolidated all of their computers to Atlanta, Georgia.  CERIDIAN Honolulu didn’t need my help much after that.  Didn’t I tell you that all good things must come to an end? 

	[image: image14.jpg]SUPERMARKETS




	I did have another part-time job during the 1990’s and that was at Times Supermarket Human Resources Department.  Deanna Higa, the HR Supervisor, heard about me through her CERIDIAN sources since they handled Times


Supermarket Payroll Services.  She wanted to automate their operation with a new database type system. Their current method involved a few spreadsheets and a lot of hardcopy folders and listings – it was mostly manual.  This project turned out to be a pretty big job so I enlisted the help of my friend Rick Firchau who was also a co-worker and a very good programmer.  After completing the project, I helped maintain the HR computer systems for about five years until Deanna retired and the new boss didn’t think he needed my help anymore.  I didn’t care because by then I was getting old and didn’t really need all this extra work.
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	After my son Mike finished college, he taught school for a couple of years at Mililani High School and also helped coach the football team.  Soon after he got married, he realized that they could not build a house, have kids, and live comfortable on a teacher’s salary.  He went to work for a friend of his and owner of Honolulu Express.  This company had one big client and this


was DHL, the shipping giant.  Mike worked his way up quickly and was soon President of Honolulu Express.  Well, guess who got the job to do all of their computer work?  Right!! Me.  I had my friend Rick help me configure a wireless network for their office area.  I designed, programmed, and maintained the company website and wrote whatever programs they needed.  This was an easy job and Mike gave me a check whenever I needed some spending money. You remember that saying of mine, don’t you? “All good things must come to an end some day!”  In 2007, with the economy going South, DHL Domestic went out of business.  They still kept DHL International, but this meant that Honolulu Express lost 80% of their business and Mike was out of a job.  It also meant I had a lot less spending money!  Mike bounced back quickly by buying a restaurant in downtown Honolulu and a couple of lunch wagons which he named Alii Grill.  He recently sold the restaurant but still has his lunch wagons and catering business.  I’m currently maintaining the website for this latest venture.
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	This pretty much brings us up-to-date but not quite.  As most of my friends, family and loyal readers know, I retired from the Federal Government on 31 Dec 2010.  What some of you might not know is I only stayed retired for 17 days.  I’m back to work in the same office at Fort Shafter but now as a contractor working for DS Information Systems.  I have a little different job (Technical Standards Manager) but I think I’m going to like it.  


There have been several other part-time jobs I didn’t tell you about like the Auto Repair Voucher database system I wrote for Wally’s Garage and Grill and some unique payroll programs for SERVCO Pacific (Toyota) and American Savings Bank.  
I also have a couple of hobbies that have produced a little income over the years. First, I have been a Certified Graphoanalyst (handwriting expert) since 1971.
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	INTERNATIONAL GRAPHOANALYSIS SOCIETY
“The World Leader in Handwriting Analyst Certification”


“The science of Graphoanalysis is the study of the individual strokes of handwriting to determine character and personality of the writer. Your handwriting is your brain print - No two people on earth have the exact same handwriting. Your character and personality traits come from your mind, go through your nervous system and come out in your handwriting. Graphoanalysis can help you get a better understanding of yourself. Everybody has personality traits that they don't know about or subconsciously ignore. Knowing your strong points and your weaknesses can help to make the future happier and more successful.”  
I generally analyze the handwriting of my friends, family, and co-workers for free but occasionally other people (plus a few lawyers) have asked me to do a handwriting service and I have charged them a fee.
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	Lastly, I’m a Computer Programmer so I enjoy coding and generating a program that will run on a computer.  In addition to what I have talked about already, I like to write my own computer games just for fun.  I have written more than 20 of them.  They are not the high action noisy animation video kind but they do require a little thought if you intend to win.  One of my earliest and most popular games is called JATHZ.   This is my take on the famous Yathzee dice game.  I have added  


many new features that make this game even more fun.  I keep your last 10 scores, your average score, and your top five all-time scores.  You need 240 points to win a game but it is possible to score much higher.  See if you can beat my top scores – I doubt it.  A couple of years ago, I wrote a game called “Dogs Playing Texas Hold’em Poker.”  You play for our dog Kudo (who passed away last year) against a bunch of other mutts.    
I wrote a Blackjack Training Program which I sold on eBay for awhile but selling it was not worth all the trouble.  There is also a Dog Hangman Game on my Website.  See URL below.  If you want more info about Graphoanalysis or any of my computer games, please send me an email.
I guess I was meant to work until I die.  As long as I’m enjoying what I’m doing, why not?

                                                 bigdrifter@gmail.com
                                                 http://bigdrifter.com/
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