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Mmmmm...I love the smell of fresh baked pies and brewed coffee...who doesn't? I look forward 
to this occasional visit to a local coffee shop, hoping to find a spot sitting next to a fascinating 
individual, engage in spirited conversation, free of weather or politics. 
 
This time, I got more than I bargained for. 
 
My caffeine companion's name was Sidney Tawler, a man nearing his nineties, yet fit, with a full 
head of hair, toothbrush mustache, average in most ways, yet his style suggested a formal 
education sharpened with a hint of wisdom. 
 
Bingo ! 
 
Sidney's early life began growing up in the Chicago area before moving out to California when 
he was about 20. Never living in Rossmoor, he had watched it develop over the years, in fact he 
had left footprints in the area before any homes had ever been built. 
 
Turns out, Sidney was an engineer who worked most of his life with Walt Disney and his 
Imagineers. Sidney bragged about " starting out with Walt in the early 1950's, before anyone 
became aware of Walt's knack of expanding imagination beyond the boundaries of reality to 
create magic...like Disneyville." 
 
Wait....didn't he mean "Disneyland". "No", Sidney explained, " "Disneyville" was Walt's first 
attempt at creating the "Happiest Place on Earth", and its original location was.....what is now 
Rossmoor." 
 
"Disneyville was, in Walt's mind, a small town with a main street full of shops and businesses in 
the center, and surrounded with slices of days past, present and future. A collection of frontier 
lodging to the west, a daily farmer's market to the east, a university-like area to develop and 
expand imagination to the south, and a year round fairground full of delightful food and family 
rides to the north. As the area was unincorporated, Walt envisioned an actual city." 
 
I asked Sidney how Walt came to consider the future Rossmoor as a possible location? 
 
"Price of course" was Sidney's answer. 
 
"In 1953 Walt hired a gentleman named Harrison "Buzz" Price to locate an area based on 
expected population growth, freeway construction, real estate development, and climate. Price 
looked through five counties of Southern California for the perfect location… and narrowed 
possibilities to Anaheim and Los Alamitos. Walt spent months over the decision between the 
two locations, many days walking the actual acreage of each site, sensing the natural potential 



that attracted and drew him in, what he referred to as "treasure", and placed spikes to mark the 
center of each themed area." 
 
"Walt's ability to identify magic in all things organic was tested as he struggled over both 
locations, once telling me he could not expose one site's energy over the other's in terms of 
ability to fulfill his vision. Forced to decide, Walt used price, not the man, but money, to end his 
dilemma, and chose Anaheim. Feeling so torn, Walt never again set foot in future Rossmoor, 
fearing it might be the natural reservoir of happiness, the correct location for Disneyville." 
 
I asked Sidney if he ever considered buying a home in Rossmoor, knowing Walt's consideration 
of the area. "I had walked with Walt several times while he pinpointed the locations of 
"treasure", marking them with a brass spike. When developers started selling the lots for the 
future homes of Rossmoor, I only wanted one that had possibly been the location of a 
spike....and those were already taken. Years later I told Walt that I had tried to live on one of his 
"treasure" locations." 
 
"Walt's face took a puzzled expression", Sidney remembered, " and then Walt revealed to me 
he had never retrieved the 5 spikes he had planted for Disneyville. Walt wondered if anyone had 
ever found them." 
 
Sidney had an answer: "I only know of one brass spike recovered as I was secretly able to 
purchase it from the homeowner who discovered it when he was building a pool. Walt had made 
these spikes custom, each one unique, engraved individually with the single letters: H, P, O, E, 
representing "Happiest Place On Earth", and one spike engraved with WED for Walt Elias 
Disney. I have the one with the P." 
 
At this point I realized my cinnamon roll had gotten stone cold, and I was unaware of the 
numerous attempts by the server to heat up my coffee. I had been in Never Never Land, my 
mind tangled in the credibility of Sidney's story. 
 
Sidney admitted to me that "after acquiring the one spike, I lost hope finding the others, fearing 
most had been discovered and discarded by builders or gardeners." I was still distracted with 
something tugging at the back of my brain. Slowly, I began to depart fantasy and return to my 
adult reality...similar to the moment you head home after a day at Disneyland. 
 
Sidney had a grin, then a broad smile on his face, knowing he had probably sparked a little 
Indiana Jones in me. 
 
After several days, my experience with Sidney was pushed aside, and within a few months had 
located to the back of my brain next to the story of the Loch Ness monster, or questions about 
who built the pyramids. 
 
Then it happened....usually I enter my house through the side kitchen door, but for some 
unexplained reason, today I entered from the front door. As I approached, I started feeling that 



tugging at the back of my brain again. I found myself staring at our metal doorknocker, mounted 
on the door by the original owners. Funny how I never considered it's shape, but now I 
recognized it as a tarnished spike. 
 
First, I started breathing again, then lifted the spike portion up and on the backside was, yes, 
engraved letters...W E D ! My memory was awakened from the sound of reality crashing into 
fantasy, I was transported back to my conversation with Sidney. 
 
Convinced Sidney's fable was true, my mind raced. Who can I tell? Who else knew ? Was my 
meeting of Sidney an accident, or imagineered ? Questions and theories bounced off each other 
in my head, my body frozen as my mind approached a meltdown. 
 
What seemed liked eternity, my brain finally slowed down, my senses returned, and I realized, I 
had found Walt's treasure in Rossmoor...the second happiest place on Earth... 
 
.....I'm sure I'm not the only one. 


