
Published monthly by Box City, 
Inc.  The Box City Bulletin is 
distributed to employees, ven-
dors, customers and friends of 
Box City. 

If you would like to receive this 
publication   please write to:   

      Howard Suer, Editor     
     The Box City Bulletin 
     P.O. Box 7069 
     Van Nuys, CA 91409-7069 
     Phone - (818) 780-4032 
     Fax:      (818) 780-2607 
 
Your poetry, or any interesting 
submission will be considered 
for publication.   . . .Send it!! 
 
Always remember, this is your 
Bulletin.  If you disagree with 
any editorial content, we wel-
come opposing points of view as 
well as comments on public 
issues. 
 
We have opinions, . . .but no 
agenda and will print all oppos-
ing points of view concerning 
any issue we editorialize. 
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Box City  News I tem:   
 
The Orange and Long Beach Box City 
s tores are no longer  part of the Box 
City family.    
 
Dur ing these dif f icu lt  economic t imes 
the owner  of  those two stores indi-
cated a des ire to be released the obl i-
ga t ions and expenses related to being 
a Box City L icensee.  
 
Ef fect ive May 1st 2009 the former  Or -
ange and Long Beach Box City stores 
wi l l  no longer be a f f i l ia ted with Box 
City,  Inc.   They wil l  be required to 
assume a dif ferent  name.    
 
We wish Aaron wel l  in the cont inued 
growth of  his stores.   

 
 

MAY  DAY 

M ay day has a long and notable history as one of 
the worlds principal festivals.  The origin of May 
Day as a day for 
celebration dates 
back  to the days 
long before the birth 
of Christ.  It was an 
ancient festival with 
a Pagan connection. 
 
For the Druids of the British Isles, May 1 was the 
second most important holiday of the year.  Because 
it was when the festival of Betane was held.  It was 
thought that the day divided the year into half.  The 
other half was to be ended with the Samhain on No-
vember 1.  In those days the May day custom was 
the setting of new fire.  It was one of those ancient 
New Year rites performed throughout the world.  

And the fire was thought to lend life to the 
burgeoning springtime sun.  Cattle were 
driven through the fire to purify them. 
 
Then the Romans came to occupy the Brit-
ish Isles.  The beginning of Maya was a 
very popular feast time for the Romans.  It 
was devoted primarily to the worship of 
Flora, the goddess of flowers.  It was in her 
honor that a five day celebration, called 
Floralia, was held.  The five day festival 
would start on April 28 and end on May 2.  
The Romans brought the rituals of the 
Floralia festival to England.  Gradually the 
rituals of the Floralia were added to those of 
the Beltane.  Many of today’s customs on 
May Day bear a stark similarity with those 
combined traditions. 
 
The May Day observances were discouraged 
during the Puritan’s influence, however it was 
resumed when the Puritans lost power in Eng-
land, however by that time it had lost much of 
its robust force.  Gradually it became regarded 
more as a day of joy and merriment for the 
kids, rather than a day of observing the ancient 
fertility rites.    
 
During the Middle Ages, bringing the May-
pole in from the woods was a great occasion 
accompanied by much rejoicing.  Villages 
would vie with one another over who could 
produce the tallest Maypole.   
 
In 1644 the Puritan Long Parliament stopped 
the Maypole tradition for a couple of decades, 
however it reappeared and the festivities of 
May Day resumed with the return of the Stu-
arts to Parliament. 
 
In the United States, the Puritans frowned on 
May Day, so the day was never celebrated 
with the same enthusiasm in America as in 
Great Britain.  However, now you know the 
colorful ribbons and baskets around the May-
pole  stem from old English traditions. 
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creatures have an ability to communicate 
in the most interesting ways  All social 
animals communicate with each other, 
from bees and ants to whales, dolphins 
and apes, but only humans have developed 
a language which is more than a set of 
prearranged signals. 
 
Now let’s jump billions of  years to early 
man.  I can only guess at this because 
there is no way of knowing how man com-
municated before there was language.  I 
would guess that because man has vocal 
chords he was able to make primitive 
sounds such as grunts and groans.  I’m 
going to guess that laughter and crying are 
instinctive and our earliest ancestors did 
that too. 
 
Around 35,000 BC the first Paleolithic 
writings appeared.  
Man was starting to 
express himself 
with paintings and 
carved pictures on 
cave walls.  
 
But, what about language?  Man probably 
started speaking about a million years ago, 
but with a slower delivery, a smaller vo-
cabulary, and above all a simpler grammar 
than we enjoy now.  Today there are about 
5,000 different languages spoken on our 
earth.  The most widespread group of lan-
guages today is the Indo-European, spo-
ken by half the worlds population.  This 
entire group, ranging from Hindi and Per-
sian to Norwegian and English, is believed 
to descend from the language of a tribe of 
nomads roaming the plains of eastern 
Europe and Western Asia as recently as 
about 3,000 
BC. Also about 
3,000 BC the 
Egyptians cre-
ated a picture 
language called 
hieroglyphics. 
I recently read 
an article by 
c o m m u n i c a -

tions expert Linda McCallister — She 
identifies six different communication 
styles.  Reflectives, Nobles, Socratics, 
Magistrates, Candidates, and Senators. 
Although no one fits completely into 
any one category, all of us have a ten-
dency to use one particular style more 
than others.  Recognizing that can help 
you understand them better. 
 
At one end of the spectrum are Nobles.  
These people believe communication 
serves only one purpose: to exchange 
information.  They use as few words as 
possible.   
 
At the other end of the spectrum are 
Reflectives — the ’touchy-feely’ peo-
ple.  To them, communication is all 
about building relationships.  Despite 
how busy they may be, the first thing 
they want to know when they walk into 
your office is how your son did in his 
hockey tournament or how your daugh-
ter’s recital went.  They can’t wait to 
tell you about their weekend. 
 
For a Socratic, the purpose of commu-
nication is to talk.  Many Socratics are 
lawyers.  They love discussion and de-
bate.  They love to exchange ideas. 
 
Candidates don't want to upset anyone, 
so they seek to communicate along a 
path of least resistance.  Their goal is to 
avoid conflict.  They don’t want to dis-
please anyone. 
 
A Senator chooses whatever communi-
cation style works in the situation.  
Senators go out of their way to respond 
warmly to Reflectives, respect the aus-
terity of Nobles.  If a Reflective  walks 
into a Senator’s office, he will ask 
about the Reflective’s weekend, etc. If a 
Noble comes in and asks, “What time is 
the meeting, and where?” His response 
will be, “Two o’clock, conference 
room”. 

~ 

The History of Communication 
By Howard Suer 
 
Editor’s Note: Some of the following are 
scientific facts. — Some are my thoughts of 
how things must have been before recorded 
history — Some are excerpts from articles . 
  

I n the beginning, before there was any form 

of life on earth, there was no communication.  
Why?  Simply because there was no thing to 
communicate and no thing to communicate 
with. 
 
Notice I said no thing and not no one.  That’s 
because humans are not the only ones who 
communicate.  Plants communicate their need 
to procreate by creating colorful blossoms 
with fragrant odors.  
They do this to attract 
insects and birds 
which will transfer 
their pollen to another 
plant.  Aha! You might 
call that the earliest 
form of sex. 
 
Skipping ahead millions of years, animals 
finally appeared — and yes, animals do indeed 
communicate.  Not only are they gifted with 
speech (birds sing, hoot, screech, and make a 
multitude of other sounds). Dogs bark, growl, 
howl, whimper, and also make a number of 
other sounds, Elephants trumpet, etc., but ani-
mals also use visual communication exten-
sively.  For example, have you ever seen how 
a peacock expresses that he is attracted to a 
peahen?  Or the silent mating ritual of a desert 
land tortoise?  Ani-
mals are indeed very 
c o m m u n i c a t i v e .  
They can show teeth 
to express anger or 
aggressiveness, or 
some change colors 
to express a myriad 
of things.  The hairs on the nape of their back 
can stand up, some can wag tails, or fold their 
tail between their hind legs.  Yes, all living 
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By Robert Service 

 
There are strange things done in the midnight sun 

By the men who moil for gold; 
The Arctic trails have their secret tales 
That would make your blood run cold; 

The northern lights have seen queer sights, 
But the queerest they ever did see 

Was the night on the marge of Lake Lebarge 
I cremated Sam McGee. 

 
Now Sam McGee was from Tennessee, where the cotton blooms and blows, 
Why he left his home in the South to roam ‘round the Pole, God only knows, 

He was always cold, but the land of gold seemed to hold him like a spell; 
Though he’d often say in his homely way that he’d “sooner live in hell”. 

 
On a Christmas Day we were mushing our way over the Dawson trail. 

Talk of your cold! Through the parka’s fold it stabbed like a driven nail. 
If our eyes we’d close, then the lashes froze till sometimes we couldn’t see; 

It wasn’t much fun, but the only one, to whimper was Sam McGee. 
 

And that very night, as we lay packed tight in our robes beneath the snow, 
And the dogs were fed, and the stars o’erhead were dancing heel and toe, 

He turned to me and “Cap,” says he, “I’ll cash in this trip, I guess; 
And if I do, I’m asking that you won’t refuse my last request.” 

 
Well, he seemed so low that I couldn’t say no; then he says with a sort of moan: 

“It’s the cursed cold, and it’s got right hold till I’m chilled clean through to the bone, 
Yet ‘taint being dead —it’s my awful dread of the icy grave that pains; 

So I want you to swear that, foul or fair, you’ll cremate my last remains.” 
 

A pal’s last need is a thing to heed, so I swore I would not fail; 
And we started on at the streak of dawn; but God! He looked ghastly pale, 
He crouched on the sleigh, and he raved all day of his home in Tennessee; 

And before nightfall a corpse was all that was left of Sam McGee. 
 

There wasn’t a breath in that land of death, and I hurried horror-driven, 
With a corpse half hid that I couldn’t get rid, because of a promise given; 

It was lashed to the sleigh, and it seemed to say: 
“You may tax your brawn and brains, 

But you promised true, and it’s up to you to cremate those last remains.” 
 
 

EDITOR’S NOTE:  Thanks to my friend Toby for suggesting  this poem.   
It will be continued in the next issue of the Box City Bulletin. 
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say, all black with white chest and paws.   
Tall and rangy, noble head and floppy ears.  
He carried his tail like a banner in the wind.  
His only bad habits were chasing cats and 
motorcycles. 
 
Wherever the boys went, he was there.  
Happy to be alive, telling all the world with 
his deep barking voice!  
The hills, alleys and 
sidewalks of the Arroyo 
Seco were his domain.  
Nappy loved it all, es-
pecially going fishing 
or swimming in the creek. 
 
About noon he would come to the kitchen 
door for a nibble.  Everyone was on his hun-
gry time route.  We all pitched in for his dog 
tags so he could run free.   

 
As we grew older, cars and girls took up our 
time, so Nappy moved on with the new gen-
eration.  Younger brothers or other kids 
took our place.  One afternoon there was a 
knock at the door.   Two small tear stained 
faces asking for help.  Nappy had broken a 
leg and they had no money.  The gang made 
sure he got to the Vet.  Unfortunately it did 
not heal right because Nappy chewed off the 
cast.  However he did quite well on three 
legs. 
 

What became of Nappy no one could say.  I 
can only hope he is at some wonderful 
place, running with kids and bringing the 
same joy to them as he did to us. 

~ 

D.E.L.T.A. which stands for “Dedication 
& Everlasting Love To Animals.  
 
 Headed by veteran actor and animal res-
cuer Leo Grillo, D.E.L.T.A is the largest 
no-kill, care-for-life sanctuary in the 
country.  Occupying a 94 acre mountain-
top sanctuary, D.E.L.T.A. gives refuge to 
mainly cats and dogs who have been 
thrown from cars into the desert, or other-
wise abandoned to fend for themselves. 
 
At the time of this article they have over 
1,500 dogs and cats .  Every one is loved 
and cared for daily.   A full medical staff 
is on hand 7-days-a-week to insure their 
long, happy life at D.E.L.T.A. 
 
The animals do not live in cages as is the 
case with many rescue facilities. They 
live in “neighborhoods” surrounded by 
friends and neighbors.  They have toys 
and everything a good pet could ask for.  
Over 300 of D.E.L.T.A.’s animals are 
“outpatients” on medication up to three 
times a day.  They get a treat along with 
their medication.  
 
If you are interested in more information 
about D.E.L.T.A. visit their website: 
http://www.deltarescue.org       
 
 
Editor’s Note:  Many thanks to our 
friend Dorothy Stewart for referring us to 
D.E.L.T.A. 
 
 

NAPOLEON  
By Harry Purcell 

A  regal title for a dog of unknown 

ancestry. “Nappy” was named after a 
Sunday newspaper comic strip character, 
many years ago.  He was no one’s dog 
and every one’s dog.  His ardent admirers 
were children from about nine to fourteen, 
and the love was mutual! 
 
He was some sort of hound you might 

EDITOR’S NOTE:  This issue will be 
dedicated to animal rescue. 
 
 

I n this depressed economy, many 

families are losing their homes to fore-
closure.  As their world seems to be 
crumbling about them, many are forced 
to give up their pets due to the unavail-
ability of pet friendly 
housing.  Not wanting to 
turn a beloved pet over 
to an animal shelter, per-
haps to face euthanasia, 
many are abandoned in 
parks and wilderness 
areas with the hope and 
prayer that they will be 
able to fend for themselves or find a 
good home.   
 
What happens to a pet when it is aban-
doned in a park or wilderness area? 
Can you imagine the terror of a cat or 
small dog who has been bathed and fed 
as a family pet for years suddenly find-
ing itself in a strange place?  . . . What 
can I eat?  . . . Where can I sleep?             
. . .  Who’s going to comfort me? 
 
Very sadly, the 
anguish is soon 
over for many a 
small dog or cat 
because the same 
areas are popu-
lated by preda-

tors such as coyotes 
and mountain lions 
who are looking for 
such helpless crea-
tures for their next 
meal. 
 

Fortunately, there are animal rescue 
organizations to whom people can turn 
when they can no longer provide a 
home for their beloved pets. 
 
One of the largest in the country is 
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T he word posh first appeared as 

recently as the 20th century.  It is used 
to mean luxurious, aristocratic, supe-
rior, high-class, snobbish, or expen-
sive.  Legend has it that it is the acro-
nym for Port Out, Starboard Home.  
An allusion to the fact that the 
wealthiest passengers of a cruise ship 
to India could afford the more expen-
sive cabins shielding them from the 
sun in both directions. Their boarding 
passes were stamped P.O.S.H. 
 
There are other theories, however I 
like this one. 

CHLORINE 
 

Chlorine is a greenish-yellow gas, and 

was named for its color.  The term was 
coined by the British chemist Sir Humphry 
Davy in 1810, from the Greek khloros 
‘greenish-yellow’. 
 
The word chlorophyll was also based on 
the notion of color referring to the green 
color of leaves.  However the word chloro-
form, originally French, is a second forma-
tion based on chlorine. Since it was origi-
nally regarded as a trichloride of formyl. 

A n elephants 24 molar teeth are 

more important than its tusks for sur-
vival.  Used for grinding food, the 
elephant can’t survive without them.  
Unlike the permanent teeth of most 
mammals, which all develop at about 
the same time, the elephant’s molars 
appear in succession.  When the ani-
mal is young, the first two teeth on 
each side of the upper and lower jaw 
are in use, but successive teeth grow 

and move forward from the rear as the 
previous ones are worn down and lost. 
 

�
LATITUDE 

 

From the Latin latus meaning ‘broad’ 

evolved the word dilatare ‘spread 
out’ (the source of the English word di-
late)  and latitudo which the English 
took over as latitude.  Its use as a carto-
graphical term stems from the oblong 
maps of the ancient world, in which dis-
tance from north to south represented 
‘breadth’ (hence latitude), and distance 
from east to west represented 
’length’  (hence longitude), from Latin 
longitude, a derivative of longus ‘long’). 

By the time an elephant is 45 years 
old, the last four teeth are in full use 
and the rest of the teeth have gone.  
These teeth are massive.  They 
weigh about 9 pounds apiece, are 12 
inches long and have big ridges to 
help grind the food.  An elephant 
my eat more than 500 pounds of 
tough plant food a day, eventually 
wearing these last teeth away, so 
that by the time an elephant is 65 or 
70 years old it faces starvation 
through its inability to chew.  

~ 
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Roosevelt, took the country off the 
gold standard in 1933.  Citizens were 
ordered to turn in all their gold coins in 
exchange for paper currency. 
 
The 1933 gold double eagle had not 
been released for circulation.  Instead 
they were all ordered to be melted 
down  and converted into ingots at the 
nation’s mints.  According to Alison 
Frankel, author of Double Eagle: The 
Epic Story of the World’s Most Valu-
able Coin, George McCann, a laborer 
at the Philadelphia Mint pocketed some 
of the coins that were destined to be-
come so rare.  Only nine days after the 
last of the coins had been melted down, 
Izzy Switt, a Philadelphia Jeweler sold 

one to a coin collector. 
No one knows how many survived.  The 
Smithsonian received a pair of 1933 dou-
ble eagles in 1934.  The federal govern-
ment donated the gold pieces as “coins of 
record.” 
 
Another 1933 double eagle to escape de-
struction was in the possession of Egypt’s 
King Farouk.  The King was a passionate 
coin collector, and somehow arranged for 
a double eagle to be shipped to Cairo only 
days before Secret Service agents began 
rounding up all unsurrendered gold coins.  
After Farouk was overthrown in 1952, his 
extensive collections were auctioned.  One 
lot contained his double eagle; the United 
States demanded that it be returned .  
Though the Egyptians removed the coin 
from the auction it disappeared. 
 
In the mid-1900s 
, a rare 1933 double eagle—in all likeli-
hood Farouk’s—turned up in the hands of 
a British coin dealer Roger Fenton.  After 
a convoluted legal battle, it was auctioned 
at Sotheby’s for $7,590,000.00.  (Fenton 
and the U.S. government split the pro-
ceeds.)   
 
At the time that coin and the two at the 
Smithsonian were thought to be the only 
1933 double eagles in existence.  But 
then, in 2005, ten more surfaces.  The 
owner: none other than Philadelphia jew-
eler Izzy Switt’s daughter.  The federal 
government wants those coins back.  Law-
suits are pending. 
 
 
 

EDITOR’S NOTE: Sadly, as old coins 
increase in 
value, our 
United States 
paper cur-
rency (which 
was once 
most highly regarded worldwide) is losing 
its value in the world market. 
 
This article was inspired by, and contains 
excerpts from an article by Owen Edwards 
in the June 2008 Smithsonian magazine. 

~ 

The 1933 Double Eagle 
 

T oday, the once mighty American 
dollar is looking mighty sick, while 
the euro is laughing all the way to 
the bank.  Even our once very sturdy 
coinage is under assault.  The cop-
per penny is no longer copper, and 
may be facing extinction.  The 
nickel (which is now a cheaper al-
loy), still has Thomas Jefferson on 
its face; and quarters now come in 
50 different flavors.  I haven’t seen 
a half dollar in years,  (I don’t think 
any of our Box City stores has re-
ceived one in that long) 
 
However, there was a time when 
coins were blends of precious met-
als bearing images that were small 
masterpieces crafted by skilled art-
ists.   
 
In the early 1900s, president Theo-
dore Roosevelt decided that the $20 
double eagle, which had been in 
circulation since the mid-19th cen-
tury, needed a facelift.  He commis-
sioned America’s preeminent sculp-
tor, Augustus Saint-Gaudens to cre-
ate the new face for the coin. 
 
Although Saint-Gaudens was termi-
nally ill with cancer—(he would die 
in August 1907)—the sculptor cre-
ated what many consider the most 
beautiful coin ever minted in Amer-
ica.     
 
The model was Harriette Eugenia 
Anderson, a young woman origi-
nally from South Carolina; Saint-
Gaudens described her as “certainly 
the handsomest model I have ever 
met of either sex.” 
 
The new double eagle introduced in 
1907, was coin of the realm for the 
next 16 years, until Teddy Roose-
velt’s cousin, president Franklin 
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“The optimist proclaims that we live in the 
best of all possible worlds, and the pessimist 
fears this is true. 

—James Branch Cabell, 1879-1958 
 

“I have yet to hear a man ask for advice on 
how to combine marriage and a career.” 

—Gloria Steinem, 1934- 
 

“I have known more men destroyed by the 
desire to have a wife and child and to keep 
them in comfort than I have seen destroyed 
by drink and harlots,” 

—William Butler Yeats, 1865-1939 
 

“No man ever listened himself out of a job.” 

—Calvin Coolidge, 1872-1933 
 

“Though I am not naturally honest, I am so 
sometimes by chance.” 

—Shakespeare, 1564-1616 

“Imagine what it would be like if TV actu-
ally were good.  It would be the end of 
everything we know.” 

—Marvin Minsky, 1927- 

 

“When I think over the things I have said, 
I envy dumb people.” 

—Seneca, 4 B.C.-A.D. 64 

 

 

“After I am dead I’d rather have people 
ask why I have no monument than why I 
have one.” 

—Cato the Elder, 234-149 B.C. 

 

I have a simple philosophy.  Fill what’s 
empty.  Empty what’s full.  Scratch where 
it itches. 

Alice Roosevelt Longworth, 1884-1980 

Quote of  The Month 

“God, Grant me the serenity to accept the 
things I cannot change, the courage to 
change the things I can, and the wisdom to 
know the difference. 

—Reinhold Niebuhr, 1892-1971 
 

“Many men die at twenty-five and aren’t 
buried until they are seventy-five,” 

Benjamin Franklin, 1706-1790 
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Shiver My Timbers 

 

I n the book, “Mark My Words (1949),” by 
John B. Opdyke, he says “the expression 
‘shiver my timbers’ belongs to cricket, re-
ferring to scattering or strewing wickets for 
which timbers is a slang substitute.   
 
In fact, the expression was created by, and 
borrowed from Frederick Marryatt.  In 
1834 Marryatt wrote Jacob Faithful.  Find-
ing  necessity for an oath that would not 
offend the ears of the 
most puritanical reader 
this innocuous expres-
sion: “I won’t thrash 
you, Tom.  Shiver my 
timbers if I do.   The 
e x p r e s s i on  wa s 
adopted by Cricket, in 
which game it is now 
used. 

Up Salt Creek (Without a Paddle) 
 

Synonyms would be, “In a pretty 

kettle of fish,” or “Behind the 8-ball,” or 
“on the spot, in a predicament.” 
 
This American expression first appeared 
in a campaign song of 1884 called 
“Blaine up Salt Creek”.  One who is up 
this creek is often also said to be with-
out a paddle.  The inference is that there  
was originally an actual salt water in-
dentation from the sea, a passageway 
through marshland, which would be 
extremely 
difficult to 
t r a v e l 
w i t h o u t 
p r o p e r 
means of 
l o c o m o -
tion. 

 

This famous quotation is from The Mourning 
Bride   By William Congreve, 1772-1828 
 

“As you'll answer it, take heed 

This Slave commit no Violence upon 

Himself. I've been deceiv'd. The Publick Safety 

Requires he should be more confin'd; and none, 

No not the Princes self, permitted to 

Confer with him. I'll quit you to the King. 

Vile and ingrate! too late thou shalt repent 

The base Injustice thou hast done my Love: 

Yes, thou shalt know, spite of thy past Distress, 

And all those Ills which thou so long hast mourn'd; 

Heav'n has no Rage, like Love to Hatred turn'd, 

Nor Hell a Fury, like a Woman scorn'd.” 

Hell Has No Fury like a Woman Scorned  
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Distributors of Corrugated Boxes, Gift Boxes, Moving & Storage Supplies, and Shipping and Mailing Supplies 

First Class Postage 

“I suppose they’ll expect a bail-out” 


