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########## 

 “You boys have a good time exploring, and make sure to be home in time for supper!”  

It was the summer of 1956, and Los Alamitos was a much simpler place. Tony, Chris, and I were fourteen 

years old, and we had just graduated from middle school. Tony and his family would be moving back 

East to Philly before the school year started, while Chris would be attending a Catholic high school in 

Long Beach. Los Alamitos High wouldn’t be built for another eleven years, which meant I would be 

attending Anaheim High in the fall. I didn’t know it at the time, but that summer would be the last time 

the three of us would ever be together. Tony would join the Army right out of high school, and lose his 

life serving our nation in Vietnam. Bill would become a doctor, but sadly die at the age of 30 in a car 

accident.   

Since we were in diapers, our families had lived on the same block of Reagan Street, just north of St. 

Isidore Catholic Church. Our fathers had been assigned to Los Alamitos Navy Base after serving in World 

War II, and the three of us quickly became inseparable. As children, our fathers and older brothers 

would often bring us into what would eventually become Rossmoor, where they taught us how to 

properly shoot a BB-gun. I shot my first rabbit there when I was eight, and cried all the way home after 

realizing it wasn’t coming back to life. Beginning with the summer when Tony, Chris, and I turned ten, 

our mothers would pack our lunches and send us off for the day. We simply had to be home by dusk, 

and would often spend the whole day exploring the marshes and scrubs of future Rossmoor on our 

Huffy’s and Schwinn’s. As I mentioned before, it was a very different era to grow up in—and a special 

time to be a kid.  

########## 

“I hope you guys all remembered to bring something. And it better not be a Cracker Jack toy.” 

With our metal lunchboxes in tow—Tony’s was from “The Lone Ranger”, Chris’ was from “Dragnet”, and 

mine was from “The Three Stooges”—we headed out on our bikes at nine o’clock on a beautiful August 

morning. We had noticed signs of construction popping up across Los Alamitos Boulevard over the past 

year, and had recently seen the first houses being built in Rossmoor. While we didn’t know that this 

would be our last summer together, we knew that our days exploring the marshlands were numbered. 

In coming to this realization, we agreed that we should bury a time capsule so that we could come back 

in the distant future and dig it up. Having just received a new lunchbox for his birthday, Tony 

volunteered his old one—from “Superman”—to serve as our time capsule.  

Tony, being our unofficial leader, led us down Los Alamitos Boulevard and into Rossmoor. We started 

down what would become “Rossmoor Way”, where the first model homes had been built. The streets 



beyond it were laid out, but they were not yet paved. We might have been young, but we knew that it 

was only a matter of time before our childhood playground would be completely covered in asphalt. Our 

memories, however, could never be erased—and we had physical keepsakes in hand to make sure of it. 

After three hours of bike tag and other various games, we found a large plot of land we assumed would 

become a park or school. Tired and hungry, we parked our bikes and sat down for lunch. 

We opened our lunch boxes, pulled out our Coke bottles and sandwiches, and proceeded to scarf down 

our food. When I was finished eating, I pulled out a pencil and a piece of paper to write a letter to our 

future selves. After writing a short note detailing our purpose, we wrote down our addresses in case 

someone else should find it before we did. We signed the bottom of the letter with our well-practiced 

cursive signatures, and then I dated it and folded it up. To protect it from the elements, I stuffed it in a 

Wonder Bread bag and tied it shut. I placed it inside the “Superman” lunch box, and then we each set 

our mementos on top. Tony had brought the baseball he pitched a no-hitter with, Chris had brought an 

Elvis 45 RPM record, while I had brought my lucky Duncan yo-yo. After I clasped the metal hinge shut, 

Tony pulled out a small shovel he had brought along. He dug down nearly four feet into the ground, 

placed the lunch box at the bottom of the hole, and then we took turns piling dirt over it. We each spit 

on top of it for good luck, but deep down, I don’t think any of us expected that it would ever be found. 

########## 

“I know this might be a long shot, but are you the Jay Watkins that used to live in Los Alamitos in the 

‘50’s?” 

I’m over seventy years old now, and yet I feel like I’m fourteen all over again. As it turns out, a 

construction crew at Rossmoor Elementary uncovered our time capsule during remodernization. Our 

lunch box had been buried under the asphalt for 57 years, until a bulldozer pulled it up in its teeth. 

Tony’s baseball, Chris’ Elvis record, and my yo-yo now sit on the shelf of my home office in Rossmoor 

where I write this story with tears in my eyes. Our letter, though faded and stained with mildew, sits in a 

picture frame beside our childhood mementos. I may not be able go back in time and relive the past, but 

memories last forever—and so will the love for my two best friends.  

 

 


