
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
 
I should probably mention here that I haven’t lived full-time in South Lake Tahoe since 
graduating STHS in ’66, so my memories are likely warped and error-ridden but, in the plus 
column, they are kind of frozen in amber, a time capsule sealed by my leaving, untainted by all 
the changes since.  
 
In 1965, my junior year of high school, they built a new Safeway store. It was on the same site 
as the current one but it was on the right-side of the parking lot facing east towards Stateline. 
(You know you’re old when what you think of as the “new” Safeway was torn down 30 years 
ago.) This store was much larger and more modern with a full “non-foods” department selling 
clothing, sporting goods, and all sorts of other stuff. 
 
I had been a bag boy at the old location so I reapplied and was hired. Here’s where it gets a 
little interesting. A few months in, the manager summoned me and two of my high school bag 
boy buddies, Mike Fistolera and Joe Fabrizio, up to the front office. He explained that the union 
had certain job ratios for each store and ours was short on Journeyman Clerks. Would we like to 
be promoted? What? Well, duh! “Sir, yes Sir!” This was a big deal. Just like that, we leapt over 
three levels of apprenticeship which would have taken us a s**t ton of hours, probably a few 
years, of full-time employment to complete. And, way more importantly, our pay almost 
tripled, from $1.35 to $3.50 or so an hour! I could check one box from one of my fav Beach 
Boy’s songs, “I Get Around;” I may not have been a “real cool head” but I was making “real 
good bread.” 
 
In addition to my bagging duties, I was now a checker. They expected me to be fast and 
accurate and have a working knowledge of thousands of items, know a red delicious from a gala 
apple and the cost per pound, call out prices and, oh yeah, always be courteous. Occasionally 
they would have tests, bringing carts full of odd items to try to trip you up. I also had to stay on 
the lookout for “secret shoppers” from the main office whose job it was to bust me if I messed 
up or tried to rip them off.  
 
I eventually got up to speed on the cash register then learned to stock shelves, the frozen foods 
and dairy cases, and even do a little ordering. After I did OK at all that, they started scheduling 
me on Sundays and holidays. Time and a half, Baby, over $5.00 an hour! That was serious 
money in the mid 60s. 
 
The next summer, after my senior year, Mike and I were asked if we would like to be full-time 
stockers which entailed switching to graveyard shift and a bump in pay. Again, “Sir, yes Sir!” 



This arrangement basically gave two 17-year-olds the keys to the store at midnight, saying, “See 
you in the morning.” What could go wrong? In hindsight, not too much. 
 
Mike and I got pretty efficient and within a few weeks we found that we could get the store 
restocked and “faced up” (all items pulled to the front and lined up neatly) by 4:00 AM. That 
gave us a few hours to loaf. The first order of business was to peruse the aisles for lunch (which 
I may or may not have paid for) set up a lawn chair, stretch out, chow down, and maybe catch a 
few Zs. When the assistant manager showed up at 7:00, the place looked great and we’d 
pretend to be just finishing up. 
 
When I came back to work in the summer of ’67 after my freshman year of college, I was a little 
more worldly, having been introduced to the Devil's Weed. I added one more element to my 4 
AM break ritual; I’d step out back on the loading dock for a few tokes of California ditch weed (a 
bargain at $10 a “lid”) and when I’d come back in, the freshly stocked store pulsed with color in 
the fluorescent light, the produce aisle was a cornucopia overflowing with succulent peaches, 
pears, apricots, the bakery was a stoner’s paradise of cakes and confections, and I’d be freaking 
ravenous. Heaven! Once I may or may not have fired up the giant baker’s oven to cook a NY 
steak. 
 
Don’t worry, I was a good St. Theresa’s Catholic boy and my sins never progressed much 
beyond the venial. Well, I might have cranked some unpaid-for spins on the S&H Green Stamp 
machines to fill up my books. Bless me Father for I have sinned.  
 
The upshot of all this was that I could pay my way through UC Davis with no loans or help from 
the folks (they wouldn’t/couldn’t have anyway). Of course, the tuition was only $81.00 per 
quarter at that time so it was doable.   
 
One other useful takeaway for my teenage self was that the “adults” in the work force who had 
a few years on me and a lot more life experience, weren’t necessarily all that knowledgeable or 
even competent. In fact, a few of them were flat-out dumb-asses. Who knew? Just by showing 
up on time and putting in a full day’s work without a major f**k up, forget excelling, you could 
get a little separation from the pack 
 
All in all, a great high school gig and I’m grateful to Safeway and the Retail Clerks Union. 
 
 


