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A Breakthrough in TMJ Pain Relief
Now you can offer your patients the latest technology in TMJ pain relief.  
The TMJ NextGeneration™ device is FDA-cleared, safe and effective in reducing TMJ pain. 

A New Approach
The TMJ NextGeneration™ device consists of custom ear canal  
inserts that support the temporomandibular joint and reduce pain.  
It also provides a “cognitive awareness” to the patient  
that discourages grinding, clenching and other  
para-functional behavior. 

Patient Outcomes
In a clinical trial, subjects experienced statistically significant pain reduction while using TMJ NextGeneration™ devices. Visual Analog Scale scores  
showed a 58 percent pain reduction after three months of use. At the end of the trial, 100 percent of subjects reported good to excellent results.*

WARNINGS AND PRECAUTIONS:  Do not wear devices while showering, swimming or during contact sports. Fluctuations in body weight may  
require a refitting. You may experience some discomfort when first using the devices. If discomfort worsens, please remove devices and contact your health  
care provider. Safety and effectiveness has not been established for people with arthritis, and those who have had jaw injuries or jaw or ear surgery.  
Go to tmjnextgen.com for a full list of risks and warnings.

Statistically 
Significant 

Pain 
Reduction

Visual Analog Scale (VAS) scores range from 0 (no pain) to
10 (worst) pain imaginable
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TMJ NextGeneration™ Advantages
TMJ  

NextGenerationTM 

Device
•  Designed to be worn comfortably 24/7 4

•  No interference with eating or talking 4

• Barely visible 4

•  No nighttime discomfort 4

•  No negative effect on your bite 4

VAS Pain Reduction  Score*  
Baseline to 3 months

Initial JVA Summary  
before insertion of  

TMJ NextGeneration™

JVA Summary  
after insertion of  

TMJ NextGeneration™

Informal Patient Case Study**

The TMJ NextGeneration™ device supports  
the jaw joint by preventing the ear canal 
diameter from collapsing while the jaw opens 
and closes. This Joint Vibration Analysis (JVA) 
illustrates the improvement in one patient 
immediately after insertion.

*Tavera A, et al: Approaching Temporomandibular Disorders From a New Direction. A Randomized Controlled Clinical Trial of the TMDes Ear System. J Craniomandibular Practice July 2012; Vol 30, No 3, 172-181.  
**This was a single-patient study using JVA to measure the before and after effects with TMJ NextGenerationTM devices; individual results may vary. 
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Toll-free number: 855-303-4601   
info@tmjnextgen.com  •  www.tmjnextgen-lb.com
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Long Beach has experienced all variations of  precipitation including 
rain, sleet, hail, and yes, snow.  The most snowfall on record in Long 
Beach occurred during the winter of  1949. It was an unusually cold 
winter. According to weatherspark.com, the average temperature dur-
ing the month of  January was 37 degrees, and the coldest day was Jan. 
4 when temperatures dropped to a frosty 28 degrees. 

Less than a week later, Long Beach to Pasadena became a winter 
wonderland. Snow fell from Jan. 9 to Jan. 11, and left much of  Los 
Angeles County covered with a snowy blanket.  Long Beach received 
just under a half  inch of  snow, but other parts of  the county received 
more than an inch. According to an article by Nathan Masters, CHP 
had to close Pacific Coast Highway due to the icy conditions.  In 1962, 
Long Beach received another dusting of  snow, but only trace amounts 
were recorded.

With all that being said, we have never truly had a real winter snow.  
The kind that covers the ground, and stays for a couple of  days for 
kids to play in.  We may never get a snowstorm like that, but it is cer-
tainly fun to think about.  Imagine your daily life in Long Beach; your 
activities and the places you go.  Now imagine what it would be like in 
a snowy wintry wonderland setting!  

That my friends is the idea behind this issue.  The more you delve into 
your own imagination, the more you’ll enjoy this magazine.  Since we 
probably won’t actually have snowfall this winter, we have to remem-
ber a time when we did.  Since we didn’t actually ever have a big snow 
storm, we have to make that memory fiction!  Please support our 
advertisers and enjoy the issue!

John Grossi
(Reported by Andrea Sampson)

Winter 2015
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The Day it Snowed in Long Beach...
A fictional account Cover Art by Linda Gunn
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In many ways it’s a tough subject.  
The collection of  competing and compelling stories is tediously 
long regarding that fateful, fictional day.  The day it snowed in 
Long Beach.  The inconsistencies and missing information…
these are the sorts of  stuff  most fictional stories are able to 
avoid.
 
BUT, the story must be told, for it is all too important for the 
residents of  Long Beach who remember.  After all, that day 
belongs to those residents, more than it does to you, or me, or 
to the city of  Long Beach itself.

Here’s one thing we do know.  There was most assuredly a mag-
ical day when the entire city of  Long Beach was covered with a 
blanket of  snow.  Life for its residents changed completely – on 
that one day - and that day only.
  
We’re not quite sure when this day was.  But not because the 
residents don’t remember.  The problem is that the residents 
remember it all too well.  For that reason, we are not quite sure 
if  it was yesterday, or last week, or 20 years ago, or more  But 
we do know that it happened.

We know that it was a fun day and everyone was happy.  A snow 
day!  Kids did not have school and for the most part, grownups 
did not have work.  Except for, of  course, many of  the small, 
local business owners who as-per-usual sacrificed their own time 
to help give the community something to do, and create positive 
local memories.

Everyone else took time off.  They stopped stressing and worry-
ing.  They dedicated that one day to bask in the winter wonder-
land.

We know that whenever this day was, people had cars, but that 
the cars were useless due to the snowy streets and cold weather.

We know that because of  that lack of  mobility, people for the 

most part stayed in their given neighborhoods.  For that reason, 
it has become quite clear over the years that each neighborhood 
remembers the day it snowed in Long Beach a little bit differently.  
We know, through their stories, that each neighborhood, even each 
street, had something exciting happen on that day.

There were no recordings via cameras or computers, so what we 
have to go on are the eclectic memories of  the residents who 
witnessed that day.  No matter how different each memory is, 
there is a consistency in their shared experience.  People lived in 
the moment, focused on friends and family.  Unaffected by the 
outside world.

Anyone and everyone who stepped out on to their porch after 
5 am that fateful morning saw something they had never seen 
before.

A cold, frosty, soft layer of  snow draped up and down the streets 
of  Long Beach.  There must have been an intense storm the night 
before, but no one seemed to hear it.  As the day wore on, peri-
odically there would be a light, renewing snowfall, but the bulk of  
the snow fell before Long Beach awoke.

Most will agree, that besides the cold wind chill and the frothy 
snowflakes, there was something else in the air that day.  

A hint of  magic.

For

Tommy Tulane, Amanda Atherton, Christopher 
Conant, Willie Woodruff, Albert Appian, Hailey 
and Henry Hackett, Old Harry Harco, Tara Ter-
mino, Paige Park, Logan Lomina, Mary McNab, 
Ricky Rutgers, Gary Greenbrier, Katie Keynote, 
Stephanie Studebaker, Dr. Tivoli, Debbie Daggett, 
Randy Ravenna, and the four ladies.

Without your stories none of this is possible.

* * * * * * *
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As often happens with stuff  like this, the 
kids noticed first.  Tommy Tulane sprung 
out of  bed like it was weekend.  He sensed 
something important was happening.  

When Tommy peeked out his window at 
Bellflower Blvd. and saw the snow, it did 
not shock or surprise him.  Rather the 
slick ice, falling snowflakes, and abandoned 
streets confirmed what he already knew to 
be true.  It was a snow day!

Tommy ran into his parents’ bedroom yell-
ing, “Wake up, Wake up!”
    Mr. and Mrs. Tulane were befuddled.  
Tommy was not usually your “Hurry up, 
let’s get to school” type of  academic.  
     “Since when do you want to get to 
school early?” asked Tommy’s father.
     “School?” replied Tommy, “There’s no 
school today.  Today’s a snow day!”

With that Mr. Tulane smiled and rolled 
over in his sleep.
     “It’s snowing in Long Beach,” he 
laughed to himself, “And tomorrow our 
beach will have waves.”
     “Go back to bed and we’ll wake you for 
school,” whispered Mrs. Tulane to her son.  
Sometimes she wondered about his dreams.

Tommy left their room, but he didn’t go 
to bed.  When it snows, school closes, and 
kids play.  Tommy knew that.  Why his par-
ents didn’t understand was their problem.

Tommy threw on his mother’s scarf, snuck 
out the back door, and walked toward the 
shed.  His shiny new red bike stood right 
behind the door.  This year’s Christmas 
present.  Behind a tool-cabinet, a pair of  
old skis jetted up into Tommy’s eye-sight.  
The skis looked antsy with excitement.  
They could feel the cold, refreshing snow 
just outside the shed.

Tommy looked at the skis, his bike, and 
the tool chest.  Then he looked back to his 
bike.  Was the destruction of  a land bike 
worth the creation of  a snow bike?  He 
weighed the options.  He was pretty sure a 
snow day was more valuable than however 
much a bike costs.  The construction began 
for his new invention… the ski-bike.  He 
was just about finished when he heard his 
father running out the back door.
 
     “Tommy, Tommy, it’s snowing, it’s 
snowing!” yelled Mr. Tulane as he finally 
got to the shed.  He picked Tommy up and 
gave him a big ole bear hug.

     “I know Dad, I told you that this morn-
ing!” replied Tommy.  
His dad had a huge smile on his face.  Then 
Mr. Tulane’s eyes turned to the ski-bike 
and Tommy’s face froze colder than the 
icicles hanging from the shed.  Tommy’s 
father had bought that bike for him just last 
month.  The bike had come with a speech 
about responsibility from his father.

What Mr. Tulane did next is one reason 
that Tommy Tulane—still to this very 
day—talks about a certain magic in the air 
on that snowy day.  His dad did not say 
one word as he lifted Tommy high up in 
the air, hoisted him on its seat, and pushed 
that ski-bike out of  the shed, through the 
back gate, and all the way onto Bellflower 
Blvd. (where of  course Tommy was usually 
prohibited due to traffic).  

Mr. Tulane then proceeded to push Tommy 
all over town.  No cars were on the road 
that day.  In their place, as Tommy will tell 
you, were kids and smiles, which was noth-
ing out of  the ordinary from what Tommy 
and the rest of  the kids expected on a 
snow day.  It was the parents, they will tell 
you, who raised the most hoopla and who 
caused the most fuss.
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There was a fairly new hometown univer-
sity in those days that had brought a sense 
of  credibility, accomplishment, and serious 
academia to the city.  Cal State Long Beach 
attracted many local high school graduates 
including Amanda Atherton.  Amanda’s 
family had been in Long Beach a long time, 
but she was the first to attend a university. 
  
She took pride in the fact that her little 
brother and her parents would ask her 
“university questions” in awe at the tough 
level of  school work she had to complete.  
Amanda often patronized her little brother 
about the various things high school-
ers would interrupt class for: assemblies, 
concerts, fire drills, etc.  None of  that is 
acceptable at the college level, she would 
explain.

For that very reason, Amanda rolled out of  
bed this morning excited and persistent to 
prove to her family that not even a snow 
day could slow down her learning.  Snow 
days are for kids, and she was a young 
professional.  Amanda went to her closet 
and found her old snow jacket and mittens.    
When she got to campus she heard a call.
     “Amanda, Amanda, over here!”  It 
was her friend Katie from English class.  

“Amanda, there’s no class today!”     
     Katie was running toward Amanda with 
some difficulty.  “Katie had clearly never 
been in snow,” thought Amanda.
     “Why on earth would class be canceled 
when we have a test today?” Amanda 
loudly demanded.
     “Look around you silly!  It’s snowing!  
In LONG BEACH!!”
     “I hardly think a little snow would deter 
me from test taking,” Amanda responded.  
Then she heard the familiar voice of  
another classmate named Josh.  He was 
yelling to her from 50 feet away.
     “But Amanda, don’t you think it would 
be kind of  hard to read the questions when 
there’s a ball of  snow covering your eyes?”  

She turned to look at him right as he was 
winding up to throw a snowball at her face.  
SPLAT.  It hit her in the side.  There were 
about 20 students in the nearby area and all 
went quiet.  That is until Amanda’s friend 
Katie yelled out what they were all waiting 
for... “SNOWBALL FIGHT!”
     Amanda hesitated for a second, but 
then she looked at Josh across the way.  His 
grin changed her mind.
     “If  there must be a snowball fight, I 
might as well teach these fools a few things 

about snowballs,” Amanda whispered to 
herself.  And so she began forming three 
snowballs and when they were ready she 
ran over to Josh and chucked the snowballs 
right at his chest.  

Whether by purpose or by chance, the 
snowball fight seemed to break up into a 
classic boys versus girls battle.  For almost 
45 minutes the group traded off  between 
periods of  making snowballs, periods 
of  throwing snowballs, and periods of  
laughing.  At one point Josh even playfully 
tackled Amanda into the snow!  

When Amanda got home that night her 
parents and brother all had their own 
stories to tell about the magical snow day 
in Long Beach.  When they had finished, 
Amanda’s dad turned to her.
“I suppose it was just another regular day 
at college for you, huh Amanda?”
She looked at her dad like he was crazy.  
     “Regular day? Are you kidding me?  It 
was snowing out there!  All we did was play 
and have fun!”

To this day, Amanda insists that the very 
best day of  college was the day it snowed 
in Long Beach.
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If  you ask Christopher Conant about the 
day it snowed in Long Beach, he is one of  
the few who can tell you why it snowed.  
You see young Christopher had just gotten 
back from a magical vacation in New York 
with his family.  It was his family’s first va-
cation ever in a plane—much thanks to the 
newly opened Long Beach Airport.  Chris-
topher, his brother, and his sister begged 
Mom and Dad to let them stay.

     “We love it here, and we want to stay!!” 
the kids had begged.
     “Come on children… Now let me ask 
you this, what does New York have that we 
don’t have at our beautiful house in Long 
Beach?”
     “How about the Empire State Build-
ing?” asked Christopher’s little sister.
     “Ahh, but we have a big blue Pyramid,” 
answered Mr. Conant.
     “Well what about the Statue of  Lib-
erty?” asked Christopher’s older brother.
     “Ahh, but we have the beautiful maca-
roni statue your sister built in Kindergarten 

last week!” 
     This brought a smile to little Christie 
Conant’s face.
     “Well we definitely don’t have snow in 
Long Beach!” exclaimed Christopher, who 
had begun to cherish the white snowflakes 
of  New York.
     “Well I’ll tell you what,” said Mr. 
Conant, “I’ll pack a bit of  snow in this 
cooler from our hotel room and we’ll take 
it home and you can show all your friends.  
How would you like that?”
Christopher loved it.

The whole plane flight home to Long 
Beach Airport, Christopher kept watch 
over the snow in his little cooler.  In those 
days the laws regarding liquids on airplanes 
were much more lenient.  Christopher 
would peek under the lid and each time 
noticed the amount of  snow was getting to 
be smaller and smaller. 
By the time the plane landed on the run-
way, Christopher Conant was in emergency 
mode.  He informed his father that the 

number one priority was to get the cooler 
into a freezer fast.  His dad did not seem 
too worried however.

When Christopher stepped off  the plane, 
the last thing he expected happened.  
Snowflakes began falling down from the 
sky in Long Beach.  Christopher looked 
back to make sure he was truly at the Long 
Beach Airport.  When the sign confirmed, 
Christopher glanced up at his Dad with a 
look of  disbelief.

“I told you we had everything here in Long 
Beach,” said Mr. Conant to his son.

From then on, no matter what people said 
about various weather or physical phenom-
ena explaining the day it snowed in Long 
Beach, Christopher Conant knew Other-
wise.  It snowed in Long Beach that day 
either because of  his dad or God.  Most 
likely, Christopher assumed, it was the two 
working in cahoots.  He was sure of  it.
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When Willie Woodruff  opened up his first 
shop dedicated solely to coffee the locals 
scoffed.  In those days coffee houses were 
unheard of  and lattes and cappuccinos 
were something you only read about in 
European magazines.  Willie weathered 
much grief  about his “visionary” idea.  His 
father’s sentiment echoed others.

     “So you’re gonna try to sell coffee to a 
bunch of  people who already have coffee 
percolators in their own houses?”

Willie’s wife supported him but even 
she had her doubts.  Especially after the 
first week the Long Beach Coffee House 
opened.  Customers were few and far be-
tween, with most being family and friends.  
In the early stages of  pregnancy with their 
first child, Willie’s wife knew that money 
would soon become more important than 
ever.  “Maybe it’s true,” she thought, “Peo-
ple just prefer to make their own coffee.”

Willie remained steadfast and stubborn 
through the second and third week of  no 
business.  He insisted to anyone who would 
listen that his coffee house was more than 
just a place to get coffee.  

     “This is a place where people will come 
to meet, talk, and share a slice of  life with 
each other,” claimed Willie.  “The warm 
coffee drinks are a bonus.  They’re a reason 
to keep coming back.” 

Willie was passionate about his idea.  That’s 
what helped his wife keep faith all the way 
through the first month.  But four weeks 
of  empty chairs and pitiful stares sink the 
life out of  any passion.  Willie recalls the 
evening he trudged home, despondent 
and wondering whether the next morning 
would be his last day to open shop.

But when he awoke the next day, it was to 
the wonderment of  discovering snow on 
his front porch.  Willie rushed to the coffee 
house to see if  the weather had caused any 
problems.  What he found instead was a 
snug, inviting space with a line of  cus-
tomers extending out the door.  He dove 
right in to assist his young employee (his 
neighbor’s son), who was swamped with 
hot drink orders, juggling cash in one hand 
and caramel mocha in the other.   

All around them were people - in his coffee 
shop - buzzing about the snow.  As their 

kids played outside, the residents of  the 
neighborhood had chosen his business as 
the place to meet, conspire, and share in 
this wonderful day.

Willie felt drunk off  the atmosphere.  This 
was exactly what he had envisioned when 
he opened his shop.  The more it snowed, 
the more people came in to talk, catch up 
with each other, and order delicious hot 
drinks.  He collected more than enough 
money to pay for the whole month’s rent 
on that day alone.  He was here to stay.

From then on, Willie Woodruff ’s Coffee 
House became truly the neighborhood 
spot.  People came to meet and to talk 
about what was new.  They talked about the 
family, the neighborhood, and the grind.  

Willie Woodruff  franchised his coffee shop 
all around Long Beach and beyond.  He 
was truly a visionary.  On the slower days 
when people gathered without something 
to talk about, naturally they always fell back 
on that one topic that was magical and 
illuminating.  They talked about the day it 
snowed in Long Beach.
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What the Reverend Albert Appian re-
members about the day it snowed in Long 
Beach is that it was a busy one.  Although 
not a Sunday, the church doors kept fling-
ing open.  Around 10 am, he walked into 
the church to find about 30 people kneel-
ing and praying feverishly.  

Though some faces were familiar, many he 
had never seen before.  For the most part 
the people were scattered throughout the 
pews.  When he walked to the altar he saw 
stress on the collective faces of  the group 
looking his way.  Mrs. Nieto, a long-time 
parishioner spoke first.  
     “Father, is it true what they’re saying?  
Are the end times here?”

Father Appian hadn’t considered this pos-
sibility.  He had been enthused by the snow 
this morning.  He was sure snow in Long 
Beach was a blessing not a curse. Still, Mrs. 
Nieto’s worries merited an answer.  He 

searched his soul for comforting words but 
before he had time to answer a man in the 
back screamed out, 

“FOR GOD’S SAKE WE DON’T HAVE 
TIME FOR THESE QUESTIONS!”  The 
man was in his forties.  He was shaking and 
appeared to be seriously troubled.  Father 
Appian had never seen him before.  He 
had a beard that needed to be shaved and 
a head of  hair that needed to be combed.  
His voice was urgent and practical.  
“FORGIVE ME FATHER FOR I HAVE 
SINNED.”

The man looked around at the others as 
if  to say, “What are you waiting for? Start 
atoning! Are you crazy, we’re about to die!”
His demeanor sparked a fire.
     “Father, I too have sinned!” said an-
other man Father Al had never seen.
     “Forgive me too, Father!” said Mrs. 
Nieto with a look of  concern.

     Others were shouting similar pleas.
     “How long do we have?” asked another 
in a loud voice.

The Reverend Albert Appian had seen 
a lot in his years as a priest but this was 
most strange.  Albert was originally from 
Michigan and he knew many parishioners 
who had moved from elsewhere in the US 
to Long Beach.  At this moment however, 
he was quite confident that the frightened 
churchgoers surrounding him were native 
Californians through and through.  
Impromptu he began what became one of  
his most memorable homilies.  

He first assured the crowd that there was 
nothing in the Bible to indicate that snow 
in sunny southern California meant the 
world was ending.  He then talked about 
his days in Michigan where snow was 
plentiful and about how helpful all of  this 
water would be for local crops.  He ended 
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his sermon with wise advice:

“I would like each and every one of  you to walk back home.  Pay 
attention as you walk to the activities of  children in the streets.  
Most of  these young kids in Long Beach have never seen snow in 
their lives.  So what is their first reaction?  They are playing, having 
fun, and spending time with friends and family.  

My friends, this is a magical day for us Long Beachers.  The Lord 
is blessing, not cursing, us.  Look to the children and mirror their 
intentions.  I hope you all can go home to your friends and fami-
lies and enjoy this day for what it is.  If  you are unable to connect 
with your inner child then I invite you back to church on Sunday 
and you can start your healing then.”

Father Appian shook hands with the people and walked them 
to the door.  There was a collective sigh of  relief  that the world 
wasn’t ending.  

Over the years, Father Appian saw many of  those faces returning 
to his church on Sunday.  Years later he got a note from the man 
who had first shouted out his need for forgiveness: “Thank you 
for everything you have done Father.  The world certainly didn’t 
end that day it snowed.  It began.”

Father Appian smiled at the note.  He had heard that Mr. Ar-
gonne’s relationship with his kids had been much improved … 
ever since Mr. Argonne had begun to connect with his inner child.  
Ever since the day it snowed in Long Beach.
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It was around that time of  year when youth 
soccer season was wrapping up, soon to 
give way to youth baseball.  Hailey Hackett 
had been looking forward to this day for 
weeks – playing soccer in the HS champi-
onship game at 4 pm at El Dorado Park.  A 
classic Millikan vs. Los Alamitos matchup.

Her little brother Henry Hackett was 
excited too.  He had waited months for 
baseball season to start up again.  This 
was his team’s year to win the league, he 
could feel it.  They had all played together 
last year.  His first game of  the season was 
scheduled for that day as well - also at El 
Dorado Park, also at 4 pm.  Henry was 
scheduled to pitch.

Mr. and Mrs. Hackett had it all planned out.  
At half-time in the soccer game, they would 
switch locations, so that both parents could 
watch both kids.  The whole situation had 
caused much excitement and much stress 
for the family.

When they awoke that day, however, the 
whole family forgot about sports and 

played in the snow with the rest of  Long 
Beach… that is until about noon.  At noon 
Henry Hackett ran into the house and put 
on his jersey, which reminded Hailey and 
she did the same thing.  When Mrs. Hack-
ett saw them she laughed.
     “You guys won’t have games today.  It’s 
snowing for goodness sake!”

What Mrs. Hackett thought was an obvious 
statement was met by Hailey and Henry 
with shock and disappointment.  They 
both loved sports and their teammates 
were all their best friends.  This was such 
a magical day, she couldn’t stand to see 
her kids’ morning exhilaration fade into 
despair.  Then Mrs. Hackett thought to 
herself.

     “I’m not three-time repeating Team-
Mom of  the year for nothing!  Do some-
thing!”  With that thought, she stopped 
feeling sorry for herself  or her kids and got 
on the phones.  

She put together what anyone who was 
there will tell you was the best combined-

team pizza party ever.  All the parents and 
kids walked from their houses to Straw Hat 
Pizza.  For five hours the kids ate, played in 
the snow, and pillaged the arcade while the 
parents noshed, drank, and visited.  Every-
one was in a great mood!  

Hailey and her teammates will tell you that 
it was that day’s camaraderie that helped 
them win the championship the following 
week with an unbelievable display of  chem-
istry and passing.  Henry and his team-
mates mostly talked about the fact that they 
had been to a party with high school girls!  
The parents don’t remember ever seeing 
their kids or themselves so happy.

At nighttime the Hacketts all found each 
other and walked home as a family.  They 
didn’t say a word for all were satisfied and 
tired.  The neighborhood was quiet.  

Finally, Mr. Hackett turned to his wife and 
said what everyone was already thinking.
     
“Honey, you are truly Team-Mom of  the 
year!”
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In the Parkview Village shopping center at 
the corner of  Bellflower Blvd and Car-
son St., in the northernmost part of  East 
Long Beach, a neighborhood grocery store 
had been around for many years.  While 
primarily stocked by weekly truck deliver-
ies, there was still one local farmer who had 
been hand-delivering his produce since the 
market opened.

They called him Old Harry Harco, and he 
delivered produce to the market by horse 
and wagon every morning at 11 am just as 
he always had done.

Harry was like the grandfather of  the com-
munity.  Everyone knew him and he knew 
everyone.  From his horse-drawn carriage, 
he tipped his cap to the ladies, chatted busi-
ness with the men, and always had a treat 
for the kids.  Despite his good nature, there 
were many jokes made behind his back.  

After all, with the invention of  the automo-
bile, most people’s lives and opportunities 
for adventure had greatly expanded.  Only 
Old Harry Harco stuck to the two things 
he’d done for years.  (1) He delivered his 

produce to the market (which took him all 
morning) and (2) he harvested his humble 
fields (which took him all afternoon and 
evening).

This particular morning when Harry went 
out to ready his morning delivery, he 
noticed the snow just like everyone else.  
He also noticed his neighbors down the 
street, Fred and Frieda Faust, fiddling with 
their car.  Harry hopped on his wagon and 
sidled up next to Fred, inquiring if  every-
thing was all right.
     “Oh, hey Harry,” said Fred, “it’s just 
that my car won’t start in these conditions 
and my wife and I need to go check on my 
mother-in-law.”
   “Why don’t you hop on my buggy?” 
asked Harry.
     Though Fred himself  had often made 
fun of  the fact that Old Harry Harco still 
used that old buggy, right now he was in a 
pinch and he accepted the offer.  It was the 
most romantic trip Fred and his wife had 
ever taken to his mother-in-law’s house, 
that’s for sure.

After Harry dropped them off  he made his 

normal route to Parkview Village Market.  
Only he kept running into folks just like 
Fred and Frieda Faust—who just had to be 
somewhere but their cars wouldn’t work.  
So the good-natured Old Harry Harco kept 
picking people up and dropping them off.  
There would be no harvesting that after-
noon, so Harry made a day out of  it.

In the evening, couples started tipping him 
for romantic buggy rides around Parkview 
Village Shopping Center.  Every customer 
agreed with Fred and Frieda’s sentiment.  A 
ride would never be so romantic in a car as 
in a horse-pulled carriage.

When he had a break for a few minutes, 
Harry saw the owner of  the grocery store, 
George, walk up to him.  George was smil-
ing.  He acknowledged the usefulness of  
the wagon.  
     “I guess this is one of  those days when 
the tortoise beats the hare, huh Harry?”  
     “What are you talking about?” asked 
Harry, “I am the hare!  Back when I ran 
track for the Jackrabbits everyone called me 
Harry “The Hare’ Harco.  I may be an old 
hare, but I’m still a hare!”
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From that day forward everyone stopped calling him Old Harry 
Harco, and resorted back to his high school nickname, Harry 
‘The Hare” Harco. 

Unfortunately for Harry after a few years that nickname slowly 
transformed among the younger generation to Harry ‘The No-
Hair” Harco.  But Harry didn’t care.  

No one that called him that had been there on the day that it 
snowed in Long Beach.
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Neighbors Tara Termino and Paige Park 
were both in the 7th grade.  They were not, 
however, friends.  Tara didn’t like Paige be-
cause Paige was a jock and Paige didn’t like 
Tara because Tara was a nerd.  Neither had 
time to think about their friendship today 
though.  Today it was snowing and among 
the neighborhood kids the word spread like 
wildfire.  SLED RACES AT THE TRAF-
FIC CIRCLE!

The two walked over together.  Neither 
had a sled but Paige had a surfboard and 
Tara had her Dad’s old inner tube.  Others 
were carrying trashcan lids, cooler lids, and 
boogie boards.  One poor soul was using 
an upside-down coffee table as a sled.  His 
mother (upon picking him up early) gave 
him an angry  look much, much colder 
than the snow.

When the two girls were almost at the big 
hill on PCH they saw the other kids already 
sledding down.  Paige was so excited she 

couldn’t wait.  She started to run toward 
the top, 
     “Come on, Tara.  Let’s go!”
     Paige didn’t hesitate at all or wait in 
line—if  there was one.  She hopped on 
her surfboard stomach down and went 
down the steep hill headfirst.  This caught 
much attention from the crowd and lots 
of  cheers and yahoos erupted.  Paige was a 
star as she usually was in outdoorsy scenes
.
Paige went down several more times and 
earned many more oohs and aahs.  Tired 
and looking for a place to take a break 
Paige found Tara sitting against a tree.
     “Have you tried going down the hill 
yet?” asked Paige.
     “No,” admitted Tara.
     “Well what are you waiting for?”
     “I don’t know, sled races aren’t really my 
thing,” said Tara.
     “HA!” laughed Paige, “Sled races aren’t 
anyone’s thing.  We live in Long Beach, 
remember?”

Paige grabbed Tara by the arm and started 
pulling her up.  Paige was much stronger 
than Tara.  “You’re coming with me,” Paige 
declared.  With not much choice, Tara 
followed her up the hill.  PCH is steep 
however, and when Tara was at the top 
looking down she got cold feet.  The snow 
in her socks didn’t help.

Paige sensed what was going on.  Once 
again using her force, she grabbed the in-
ner tube out of  Tara’s hands, threw it on 
the snow, then pushed Tara onto the inner 
tube.  Tara out of  fright pulled Paige down 
with her and before they knew it, the two 
girls were both sliding downhill backwards 
together.  Tara started screaming.
     “AHHHHHH!!!!!”
     Paige was laughing and yelling.
     “WHOOOOOHOOO!!!”
     Tara’s heart was beating fast, but then 
she realized how much fun she was having.
     “This is aweso-“ Tara started to yell, but 
all of  the sudden their sled hit something 
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and the two were flipped over onto their backs.  Neither one 
could move.

The adult supervision rushed over with a worried look on her 
face.  What she found was two young ladies laughing so hard that 
snot was freezing on their upper lips.  The two “friends” lay there 
for sometime and evaluated the incident.  It was one of  the most 
fun things Tara had ever done—and Paige for that matter.   

The two were friends from then on—ever since the day it snowed 
in Long Beach.  Theirs is a classic Traffic Circle Tale.  Slightly 
dangerous, but fun!
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One of  the most certain facts about the 
day it snowed in Long Beach is that the 
Heartwell Park Pond froze over.  If  you 
ask anyone who lived near the park, they 
will tell you that just about everyone in the 
whole neighborhood was sighted at the 
pond that day.

Logan Lomina was 17 years old and he 
wondered why his parents weren’t around 
when he woke up that morning.  After 
all, it was snowing so they shouldn’t have 
work!  Logan’s little brother Lucas was go-
ing bonkers with excitement.  
     “Logan, Logan, what are we going to 
do?”  Lucas clearly wanted to play.
     Logan was not very happy about this 
situation.  He didn’t want to babysit his 
brother today, he wanted to go find his 

friends.  Still, his parents were somewhere 
unknown and his brother was too small to 
be left alone—especially in the snow.
     “Where are Mom and Dad?” asked 
Logan to his little bro, “Why don’t you do 
something with them?”
     “They were gone before I left,” an-
swered Lucas, “Plus you know they don’t 
like to have any fun anyway.  They probably 
both went to work today.”
     Logan knew that Lucas was probably 
right.  Their parents rarely did anything 
besides work and cook dinner.  The two 
brothers sat in silence for a few seconds 
thinking of  their parents.
     “I heard the pond is frozen!” Lucas sud-
denly blurted out.  “You want to go check 
it out?”

Even though Logan was 17 years old, he 
had to admit that a frozen pond in Long 
Beach was indeed exciting.
     “I think there are some old ice skates 
in our garage, why don’t you and me make 
a day out of  it?” Logan suggested to his 
brother excitedly.

Logan didn’t actually find the skates but 
he did find a wood toboggan.  He placed 
Lucas on top of  it and pulled him all the 
way to Heartwell Park.  The two brothers 
were having more fun than they had had 
together in a long time.  When they got to 
Heartwell Park they sat down and looked 
at the pond.  People from all over the 
neighborhood were skating on the ice!  It 
was amazing.
     “This has to be the coolest day ever!” 
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said Lucas.  “Everyone is having so much fun.”
     Logan nodded in agreement.  “Yeah, everyone except Mom 
and Dad.  I can’t believe they actually went to work today.”

Just then, the brothers caught sight of  a couple holding hands and 
skating toward them.  It was their parents!
     “Lucas, Logan, I’m so glad you made it,” said their dad.  
“Check it out, your mother and I found our old skates in the 
garage, and we’ve been skating all morning!”
     The two brothers were in shock.  They had never seen their 
parents in such a fun mood.
     “Where did you all learn to skate?” asked Logan.
     His mom laughed.  “We met at an ice skating class,” she said, 
“Haven’t we ever told you that?”
     “I didn’t know you guys like to have fun!” blurted out Lucas.
     “We used to have all sorts of  fun,” said Mr. Lomina, “and to-
day while we were ice skating we realized something.  The four of  
us need to start having this sort of  fun on a regular basis!”

This brought a smile to Logan’s and Lucas’ faces.  From that day 
on the family started doing a weekly outdoor activity.  One day 
some of  Logan’s friends inquired about their new habits.“I didn’t 
know your parents could have fun,” one friend explained in awe.  
All of  Logan’s friends were pretty surprised.
     Logan just gave them all a smug look.  He loved his parents.     
     “And I didn’t know it could snow in Long Beach!” he said.
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Just about every neighborhood has its own 
different story about the day it snowed in 
Long Beach.  There always seemed to be a 
special place everyone went, or a snowball 
fight everyone was a part of.  The blanket 
of  snow was so fun and unique that it 
made sense for everyone to rush outside 
and play!  

However, there was one street that got so 
much snow, no one was able to leave his 
or her house.  Something was truly magical 
about the snow on that street, and as any-
one will tell you, their experience with the 
snow was just as exciting from the inside 
looking out.

You may know the street.  It’s original 
name seems to have been forgotten now, 
but for years after the day it snowed in 
Long Beach, the locals simply called it the 
“Snowed-in Street.”  Eventually it became 
part of  the local geography, the “the” was 
dropped from the name, and people just 
called it “Snowed-in Street.”  Finally, after 
recognizing its local popularity, Long Beach 
City Hall officially sanctioned the name 
change from whatever-it-was to “Snowden 
Avenue.”

Many of  the families who lived on 
“Snowed-in Street” still live on Snowden 
Avenue, and if  you ever get the chance to 
knock on one of  their doors, they will tell 
you about one of  the most magical indoor 
days in Long Beach history.

Legend has it that at least five feet of  snow 
packed in the doors and windows.  Fire-
places blazed that day, hot cocoa and cof-
fee scents filled the living rooms, and the 
board-game cupboard was raided.

Mary McNab remembers being a young 
mother on the day it snowed in Long 
Beach.   
     “We were frightened at first, but then 
we realized we had everything we needed.  
We had food and water, and most impor-
tantly we had our kids with us.”

Mary remembers playing everything, from 
board games to Legos to hot wheels, even 
acting out a play that day.  She and her 
husband had as much energy as the kids.  
Mary’s mother sat quite content in her 
rocking chair, and “acted” her part as the 
audience for the whole show.  

The family did so much inside that day, the 
kids fell asleep early, right in the middle of  
the living room.

The fireplace raged while Mary and her 
husband sat in their living room that night, 
reading books and sharing stories while 
their children snored peacefully on the 
carpet.

Since that day, the McNabs have never 
moved.  Though their kids are grown, Mary 
and Mel still enjoy sitting in their living 
room, sharing stories and reading.  

If  you ever get the chance to knock on 
their door, they’ll no doubt invite you in 
for cookies and reminiscing.  They love to 
recall the day it snowed in Long Beach.  

Just don’t try to convince them to move.  
     “I wouldn’t want to be snowed-in any-
where but in my cozy house on Snowden!” 
says Mary.
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Without a doubt, the most epic base-snow-
ball game was recorded at Blair Field. 

Wilson High students knew there would be 
no school that day, but they also knew that 
the school grounds offered the best place 
to meet up with friends.  Ricky Rutgers 
found his friends waiting for him beneath 
the Wilson “Arches.”
  
     “What should we do?” asked Ricky.  
     “I don’t know,” came the response.    
     “Me neither,” said Ricky.  

Despite this and many similarly inauspi-
cious openers, one of  the most eventful 
days in Wilson history unfolded.  That day 
hundreds of  students made an appearance 
at Wilson High and each has their own 
exciting story to tell. 
 
This was an era when gates were often left 
unlocked so naturally the first order of  
business was school-yard adventure.  The 
students ran through the quad.  Throwing 
snowballs, tackling each other in the snow, 
and playing hide and seek in the campus.

Around 1 pm, a snowman-building contest 
was initiated.  Junior Stacey Stanbridge won 
the contest.  Together with Lacey Litch-
field, her tall friend on the girls’ basketball 
team, Stacey achieved a snowwoman who 
stood 6 feet high.
  
Ricky Rutgers and his friends made the first 
move from Wilson to Blair Field.  It was 
on that storied field that Ricky’s day turned 
from good to great.  Inside Blair, Ricky and 
his friends found a man holding a bat.
  
The man, who introduced himself  as Dave, 
invited the boys to join him in the first 
(and thus far, the last) ever recorded Long 
Beach game of  base-snow-ball.  If  a batter 
was able to hit the snowball thrown by 
the pitcher, then the pitcher had to make 
another snowball and throw it to 1st base 
ahead of  the runner in order to get him 
out.  

The game was the most enjoyable activity 
Ricky had ever participated in.  It com-
bined the competitiveness of  baseball with 
the care free spirit of  a snowball fight.

Ricky and his friends played the game 
for two hours it was so much fun.  Dave 
brought the game to a new level.  He was 
by far the best base-snow-ball player on the 
field.  His strength, accuracy, and disci-
pline were unparalleled.  He told them that 
this was the best way to practice baseball, 
because it kept the game fun. 

When they had finished playing, Dave 
grabbed the bat, thanked the boys for the 
game, and began walking away.  The boys 
didn’t want him to leave.

When asked where he was going, Dave just 
turned back with a mysterious grin and 
said, 
     “Don’t worry.  I’ll be back one day.”

The boys, having never caught the guy’s last 
name, just referred to him from then on as 
Dave “Snow.”  

To this day Ricky Rutgers swears Dave 
Snow was the best thing to ever happen to 
Blair Field.
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Chief  Chatwin and his crew at Firehouse 
18 on Palo Verde and Wardlow were in 
the middle of  a rough stretch.  Over the 
past week alone, there had been 12 fires, 
which meant that the five-man crew had 
been averaging no more than four hours of  
sleep a night.
     “This pace is running us reckless, these 
fires have got to stop!” barked the chief  
late one night as he and his crew tried to 
unwind before bed.  It was already 3 am.  
They had just gotten back from putting out 
a raging, abandoned, parking lot bonfire.
     “I certainly didn’t sign up for all of  
this!” echoed his son, Lieutenant Larry.
     “We only have two fire extinguishers 
left,” added Fireman Frank.
     Said Chief  Chatwin, “We need a 
miracle.”

Gary Greenbrier lay in bed thinking that 
night.  The recent fires were a big wake-up 
call for Gary.  He had only been on the 

force for a month, and he was stressed out.  
Putting out fires didn’t bother him… he 
had trained and signed up for that.  What 
bothered Gary, and Chief  Chatwin, and 
everyone else was that these fires were 
manmade.  There was a person going 
around starting these fires just to wreak 
havoc.  It was never anything too big or 
too dangerous.  It was never an inside fire.  
The arsonist didn’t want to hurt anyone, it 
seemed; this person just wanted to keep the 
firemen busy.

Trashcan fires, schoolyard fires, all of  the 
fires were semi-controlled, but it still took 
a lot of  time to put each one out, block 
off  the victimized area, and complete an 
investigation.  Gary and the rest of  the 
volunteer brigade wanted a break.  They 
wanted to go home one of  these nights but 
it was not in the cards while this hooligan 
prankster was on the loose.  

On the previous evening, Chief  Chatwin 
had forced each of  the crew to make public 
all of  their known enemies.  Gary could 
not think of  any, so he just listed the name 
of  his old high school homeroom teacher.  
She was the only person he could think of  
who would take satisfaction from making 
Gary do unnecessary work.

The next morning, Gary woke up feeling 
more rested than he had in weeks.  When 
he saw that the clock read 11 am, he 
quickly dressed and went to the firehouse 
kitchen.  There he found Chief  Chatwin 
drinking coffee.
     “It’s 11 am!” Gary exclaimed. “Why 
didn’t you wake me?”
     Chief  Chatwin smiled.  “You needed 
the sleep, Rookie,” he said.  “Besides, take a 
look outside.  There won’t be any of  these 
bothersome parking lot fires today.”  
     Gary went to the window, and saw the 
snow.  He started laughing and then quickly 
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went outside to join his crew who were playing around like boys in 
the snow.  All five members of  the brigade invited their families to 
the firehouse that day for a good old fashioned snowy barbeque.

By the end of  the evening, as the close-knit crew and their families 
sat inside the firehouse, enjoying a well-controlled fire in the fire-
place, Chief  Chatwin took the opportunity to make a speech about 
this magical day.  
     “I think that it’s high time on this rare snow day for us to fully 
initiate our favorite youngster Gary, and let him in on our little 
secret.”
     This announcement met with a lot of  cheers from the other four 
crewmen and their families.  Gary was a bit confused.
     “Gary,” said Chief  Chatwin, “We’ve been the ones behind all 
these fires the last few weeks.  We do it to all the newcomers, it’s 
sort of  a test.”
     Chief  Chatwin was smiling.  Gary and his wife were in disbelief.
     “If  you’ve noticed, we always had you doing the bulk of  the 
putting out.  That’ll change, but we wanted to make sure you knew 
what you were doing.  And we wanted to make sure your attitude 
stayed positive.  We’re all real proud of  you, Gary.”

Chief  Chatwin handed Gary his badge.  “Welcome to the team 
buddy.”
     Gary didn’t know what to say.  Lieutenant Larry chimed in.
     “I guess you’ll always remember this day, huh?”
     “Yeah,” said Chief  Chatwin.  “The day it snowed in Long 
Beach!”
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The community’s morning excitement 
fittingly transitioned to evening satisfac-
tion.  After much of  the day spent playing 
and talking, shouting and laughing, running 
and building and rejoicing, nightfall saw 
the streets of  Long Beach fill with peaceful 
evening strollers.

Near Los Coyotes Dome Center, Katie 
Keynote walked her dog.  From Lakewood 
to Belmont Shore, from Los Alamitos to 
the 710 Freeway, the streets were filled 
with hearty individuals out for their 
evening constitutional; young families 
enroute home after the day’s excitement; 
and couples dreamily trekking through the 
silent whiteness.  

Right around 5 pm another snowfall 
started.  It was light and beautiful.

*   *   *   *   *   *   

Stephanie Studebaker’s favorite part of  
the day was that evening stroll.  In fact, it’s 
really the only part of  the day she remem-
bered.

The night before, Stephanie and her 
boyfriend Sam had gotten into a huge 
fight.  After dating for a year, Sam had told 
Stephanie he would be moving back home 
to Illinois in a month.  Sam had only been 
in Long Beach for a temporary training 
job at Douglas Aircraft.  Once his training 
finished, he would be promoted to the Chi-
cago headquarters office.  This had been 
his plan all along.  Stephanie knew that, 
but she’d thought he had changed his mind 
after meeting her.

While the rest of  Long Beach played in the 
snow that morning, Stephanie lay in bed 
feeling sick.  Her roommate Jessica tried to 
get her to go outside and see the magical 

snow, but Stephanie would have none of  it.  
Eventually Jessica gave up and left.

Around 4 pm Stephanie finally took a 
shower, got dressed and went outside to 
check the snow.  As she stood on the porch 
she saw Sam walking toward her from up 
the street.
     “What are you doing here?” she asked.
     “I thought maybe we could go for a 
walk.”
     Sam held out his hand while Stepha-
nie stared at him.  It took longer than he 
wanted.  She finally accepted.  They held 
hands as they walked.  All the way through 
Belmont Shore, down 2nd Street, around 
the Marina, and down PCH.  They stopped 
across the street from the In-N-Out, where 
they had first met late one night while each 
was hanging out with mutual friends.
     “I’ve done a lot of  thinking today,” 
began Sam, “and I’ve weighed the pros 
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and cons.  If  I move to Chicago, I’ll make 
more money.  But we both know I don’t 
care about money if  I don’t have In-N-Out 
burgers to spend it on.” 
     Stephanie smiled.
     “Still, if  I move to Chicago, I’ll have the 
beautiful seasons of  weather.  But now that 
it’s snowing in Long Beach, I think that 
cancels out too.”
     “So my question to you, Stephanie, is 
if  you can help me figure out this decision.  
Is there anything else Long Beach has that 

Chicago doesn’t have, that could tip the 
scale?”
     Stephanie’s heart began to warm up.  
Sam had clearly done a lot of  thinking this 
morning.
     “How about me?” she asked him.  “I’m 
still here in Long Beach.”
     
It had started to snow again – not a harsh, 
lake-effect type of  snow but a delicate, 
dreamy snowfall.  Large, beautiful snow-
flakes were drifting down and landing all 

around the couple.  Stephanie’s face felt 
refreshing and cold, but the rest of  her 
body felt warm next to Sam.

Sam looked at her and smiled.  “Well that 
settles it then, I’m declaring it here and 
now… on this magical day that it’s snowing 
in Long Beach.  I’m staying.”
The coupled kissed.
Sam stayed.
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Dr. Tivoli felt like ribs.  Baby Back ribs.  He 
was hungry.  Not because he had spent all 
day playing in the snow or working, but 
because he had done the opposite.  For the 
first day that month, and only the fifth day 
in a year, Dr. Tivoli had taken off  from 
work.  

Today he had read the paper in his robe, 
put flannel sheets on his bed, and taken 
his time with things in general... a luxury 
he couldn’t afford when on duty at Long 
Beach Memorial.

He had spent the better part of  the after-
noon smoking a cigar on his front porch 
and watching the neighborhood move.  He 
shot the breeze with a few neighbors and 
of  course was the first to be called for help 
when someone slipped on the icy walkway 
or crashed a sled into a tree stump.
     “Dr. Tivoli, Dr. Tivoli,” one neighbor-
hood girl had run up to him crying. “My 
forehead has a bump from getting hit with 
an iceball!”  
     She was crying and holding her head.  
Dr. Tivoli moved her hand away from the 

bump and slowly ran his hand across her 
forehead.
     “Hmmm,” he said loudly, “Yes, yes, I’ve 
seen something like this before.  There are 
two cures for this sort of  predicament.  
The first cure is to ice your forehead so the 
swelling goes down.”  
     Dr. Tivoli talked slowly and deliberately.
     “However, that might not be a very real-
istic solution,” he said as he looked around 
very obviously at all the snow and icicles 
surrounding them.
“The problem with that cure is I just don’t 
know where you’re going to find any ice!”
 
The girl had stopped crying by now and 
started to chuckle.
     “Yes, I’m certain that you’ll have to go 
for cure number two in this case.”
     Dr. Tivoli reached down to the ground 
and started packing in snow real tight into a 
nice round snowball.
     “Cure number two is to go throw this 
snowball as hard at you can at whoever 
through that snowball at you.”  
     Dr. Tivoli happened to know that it was 
the little girl’s older brother.

“I want you to do that for me and then if  
your bump isn’t feeling any better, then 
you come back to me and we’ll give you an 
open-forehead surgery.”

The girl ran off  excited and he watched her 
hurl the snowball at her brother from his 
spot on the porch.  Then she started crack-
ing up as she ran back in her house.

When evening came, Dr. Tivoli walked over 
to his favorite rib joint in Naples.  What he 
found was a packed house.     
     “There is not a table open,” said the 
hostess.  He understood.  For many, the 
day it snowed in Long Beach fostered not 
only a sense of  pride, but a sense of  ac-
complishment.  And whatever it was each 
resident felt they accomplished, it certainly 
warranted a nice dinner out for all who 
lived within walking distance of  a restau-
rant.  He was just about to turn for the 
door when he heard a yell.
     “Dr. Tivoli, over here!”  It was a patient 
of  his, Leon La Verne sitting with his 
family.  “Come take a seat with us,” Mr. La 
Verne yelled out.
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     “Are you sure?” asked Dr. Tivoli.
     “Of  course, it’s the least I can do after you saved my life!”

So, Dr. Tivoli sat down with the La Vernes and not two minutes 
later the waitress walked over with a basket of  appetizers.
     “These are compliments of  Mr. and Mrs. Santa Ana, over at 
table two.”
     Dr. Tivoli turned and found them waving.  The Santa Anas 
were longtime patients of  his.  He thanked them and shared the 
appetizers with the La Vernes.
     Another minute later the waitress walked over with a round of  
cocktails.
     “These are compliments of  Mrs. Granada at the bar.”
Dr. Tivoli looked over to see Mrs. Granada giving a cheers signal.  
Dr. Tivoli had given her a liver transplant last year.  
“I’m drinking water,” she mouthed to him from across the restau-
rant.

…For the rest of  the night Dr. Tivoli and the La Vernes enjoyed a 
completely free meal that came from bits and pieces, courtesy of  
Dr. Tivoli’s various patients.
Dr. Tivoli hadn’t realized what a big impact he had on the Naples 
community.  He felt happy and content as he sat there talking 
to the La Vernes for a long time after dinner.  It was warm and 
comfortable in the restaurant and he was glad to be there on the 
evening of  the day it snowed in Long Beach.
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As afternoon wore on into evening the 
people of  Long Beach worked up a hunger.  
Debbie Daggett didn’t have much of  a 
choice.  Her family lived about three blocks 
from Hof ’s Hut and her children were 
blabbering on and on about some deal they 
had heard about from their friends.  
     “Free hot chocolate for anyone who 
made a snow angel today!”  
     Debbie gathered her family and walked 
over to the local diner.  

Inside was abuzz with the happenings of  
the day.  The parents talked and laughed 
with neighbors they otherwise rarely saw.  
Though each family was initially seated in 
separate booths, the barriers might as well 
not have been there.  The restaurant was 
like a dinner party.  People hopped tables 
and engaged in conversations with ease.

The children gulped their hot chocolates 
and then ran outside for further snow-play-
ing.  Eight hours had hardly been enough.

Debbie Daggett followed her kids outside.  
They were headed for Bellflower Blvd., 
which seemed down right dangerous to 
her, even though it was completely layered 
in snow and she had not seen one car driv-
ing all day.  Her kids turned around to her 
at the door.  Daisy and Davy were twins 
at 11 years old, and they looked cuter than 
ever standing next to each other wearing 
their orange turtlenecks.
     “Mom, you don’t have to watch us, you 
know.  We’ve been playing in the snow all 
day and we’re going to be right outside here 
the whole time,” said Daisy.

Debbie looked around at all of  the other 
kids and parents running around outside.  
She knew what Daisy was hinting at.  Deb-
bie smothered her kids with supervision 
and company.  Maybe too much.  Deb-
bie looked inside where her friends and 
neighbors were enjoying themselves.  Then 
she looked in Daisy’s and Davy’s eyes.  She 
knew they were old enough and respon-

sible enough to play on their own.  
She decided to relax.  “I’ll be right inside if  
you need anything.”
 
Debbie Daggett enjoyed one of  her best 
evenings in months.  She and the other 
grownups shared stories of  past times they 
had played in the snow.  Some had grown 
up on the East Coast or in the Midwest, 
while others reminisced about vacations in 
Big Bear or Mammoth Mountain.  No one 
had ever seen snow like this in Long Beach.

When Debbie was ready to go home, she 
walked outside to look for her children.  
Daisy and Davy were right where she left 
them, playing with school friends.  Debbie 
looked around at all the familiar faces in-
side and outside the coffee shop.  She was 
so proud of  her kids and especially proud 
of  the neighborhood they lived in.  
“What a great place this is to grow up!” she 
thought.
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If  you talk to anyone from Naples, they will avow that while 
the day was magical, the sunset that night it snowed in Long 
Beach was divine. 
 
Young Raymond Ravenna and his father Randy were on an 
evening stroll around their neighborhood.  They had walked all 
along the canals and exchanged pleasantries with the various 
neighbors.  Just like everyone else taking a walk in Naples, the 
Ravennas ended up at the Naples Fountain.
The cold had frozen over the water and instead of  a running 
fountain, a grand display of  icicles hung frozen in time.  The 
father and son admired the fountain for a moment before 
Raymond turned to his dad with a question.
     “Dad,” he said softly, with uncertainty in his eyes, “Why did 
it snow today in Long Beach?”
     Raymond was getting toward that age where he had begun 
questioning many things.  Sometimes it was trivial stuff.  
Sometimes he asked things Randy didn’t have the answers for. 

Right at that instant, something special happened in the air 
above them.  After 12 hours of  snowy grey and white skies, 
the western clouds cleared and the sun shone through.  The 
sunset of  a life time was about to happen.

The sky radiated a deep orange and red with bright yellow and 
blue streaks shining and setting on the city below.

The icicles hanging from the fountain shone magnificent 
colors.  The sun was low and warm contrasting with the ice all 
around the fountain.  All of  the residents out on their evening 
walks gathered round the fountain and stopped to breathe 
in the experience.  Children stopped running and parents 
stopped talking. 
 
Randy watched a few drops of  water melt away from the 
icicles and splash onto the ice at the bottom of  the fountain.  
The drops of  water magnified the colors of  the sunset.  

The Ravennas and the rest of  Naples watched the sun dip over 
the houses and into the Pacific Ocean.  It gave out one last 
burst of  light before it disappeared all together, leaving the sky 
a purplish blue.
 
Randy had never seen anything like that sunset.  It was so 

beautiful.  It simplified things in his mind.  People were 
starting to talk around him again, and some began walking 
home.
     “Raymond,” said Randy, “sometimes if  something is 
good, you don’t need to question it.  You don’t need to 
know why it’s good.  You just need to understand that it is 
good and leave it at that.”

Randy wasn’t quite sure if  what he had just said made any 
sense.  Ray simply nodded his head.  He almost said some-
thing back to his Dad, but then he decided not to.  What 
his dad had said was good and he decided to leave it at that.
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As it began to get late that night, most 
families went to bed happy.  It had been 
one heck of  a day and nothing is better af-
ter a long day of  fun, playing with friends, 
and family, than lying in one’s bed at night 
and thinking things over.  Warm and cozy, 
the residents of  Long Beach reminisced on 
this wonderful day.

There had been snowmen, snow angels, 
snowball fights, and sled races.  There was 
romance, and caring, and friendship, and 
learning.  Yes, it truly had been a great day.

Of  course, not everyone was ready to call 
it quits.  The young adults of  Long Beach 
carried on the magic late into the night.  At 
Towne Center, they watched movies and 
played in the snow.  On 2nd St., they went 
into the beckoning bars where they laughed 
and shared stories.  

This lasted another few hours, but by 
midnight Long Beach was once again the 
quiet place it had been the night before.  It 
was a tough day to give up on, but even the 
young guns had to go to bed.

By 2 am Long Beach was asleep.  The city 
has never been so quiet.  The combination 
of  the snow blanket and the tired commu-
nity left the streets without sound.  There 
was an easy and peaceful, steady breathing 
that came from within the comfortable 
housing tracts of  Long Beach.  The com-
munity was now dreaming.

*   *   *   *   *

At 4 am in the morning, four very old 
ladies and four very young girls converged 
in front of  Bethany Church on Clark.  The 
ladies greeted each other warmly.  They 
knew what they were there for and they 
began singing a hymn while the girls ran 
playfully about the snow.  

The residents of  Long Beach heard the 
hymn in their sleep.  It was a familiar tune, 
but no one actually knew it.  Its charm was 
somewhere between “Silent Night,” “Sun-
rise, Sunset,” “Frosty the Snow Man,” and 
“America the Beautiful.”

It was a long song, but the ladies had no 
trouble with the words or the melody.  The 
song was in fact the essence of  their heart.

The four ladies sang the words softly and 
beautifully.  They sang the words just 
exactly as they had sung them the night be-
fore at 4 am right when it had first started 
snowing.
  
They sang the words exactly as they had 
sung the words so many years ago, the last 
time it had snowed in Long Beach, and ex-
actly the way they would be sung the next 
time it snowed in Long Beach.

For now, however, no one thought of  the 
future or the past.  Not the ladies, not the 
little girls, and not the sleeping residents of  
Long Beach.  For now they listened to the 
words soft and beautiful.

The song was one hour in length and its 
melody, if  one ever heard it, captures the 
aura of  the day it snowed in Long Beach, 
much better than any memory or written 
story ever could for one important reason.  
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The song doesn’t tell you a new story.  The 
song reminds you of  what you already 
know in your heart has happened – 
something magical that has happened be-
fore and will one day happen again.  

The song is the glue that holds together the 
spirit of  those eclectic memories of  that 

special day.  The song is the essence of  the 
day it snowed in Long Beach.

When the ladies finished the song they 
shook hands.  They had accomplished their 
feat.  They were proud.

At 5 am the four ladies walked off  into dif-

ferent directions.  The little girls ran after 
them. 

At 5:30 am when the sun rose for the next 
day, the snow was melted from the ground.



44

The End
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to find out more about The Day it Snowed in Long Beach, 
to meet the artists, 
to buy postcard sets, prints, and more, 
please visit

thedayitsnowedinlongbeach.com
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Thank you Davis Zellmer for settling my husband’s father’s 
estate who had a trust.  Davis answered our questions with ease, com-
fort, and honesty at a difficult time when our emotions were all over 
the place!  

Davis Zellmer- See our advertisement on page 17

Thank you White Realty - I wouldn’t work with anybody but 
those guys, after the way they flawlessly handled my mom’s estate.  
Their team of workers gets everything done right when you need it!

White Realty- See our advertisement on page 21

Davis R. Zellmer
Attorney at Law

Thank you Don Gath Insurance Agency - We got more 
competitive pricing with Gath Insurance by going under one agency.  
They are very available and easy to work with!

Don Gath Insurance- See our advertisement on page 17

Thank you Family Floors for doing a great job putting hard-
wood in our house.  We went on vacation during the job and didn’t 
have to worry about anything.  We’re so happy with the finish, we now 
plan on having them do our carpeting!

Family Floors- See our advertisement on page 5

Thank you Oriana Shea and Co.  Oriana handles her business 
with such care, thoroughness, and a sense of importance.  I have com-
plete faith and trust in her. There are a lot of agents out there, but not 
many that are this good.

Oriana Shea and Co. - See our advertisement on page 51

Thank you Dr. Bill Walton, DDS -Recently I broke a filling in 
my mouth and Dr. Walton stayed late into the evening to fix my tooth.  
He goes above and beyond and makes you feel like you’re 
part of the family!

Dr. Bill Walton, DDS - See our advertisement on page 40

Real East Long Beach Testimonials!
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COUPONS!!  CUT OUT AND SAVE.
SUPPORT SMALL BUSINESS IN THE 908’!
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Thank you Interior Style Designs - the window cov-
erings look great from the inside and the outside.  You treated 
the job like you were working on your own house and I really 
appreciate the professional job!

Interior Style Designs- See our advertisement on page 15

Thank you Michele K you were wonderful.  Bottom 
line, she got the job done in record time and was a pleasure to 
work with.

Michele K Home Selling Team- See advertisement on page 52

Thank you Victoria Sciarra - the work I’ve done with 
you has had an amazing impact on my life.  I am more focused, 
more productive, calmer, more present, healthier, and happier! 

Victoria Sciarra- See our advertisement on page 17
Victoria Sciarra L.M.F.T. 
& Meditation Teacher

Thank you New Light Electric - Jose is extremely reli-
able and his workmanship is beyond compare.  The people that 
he had come in were all first-class, everything he promised to 
do, he did. 

New Light Electric- See our advertisement on page 3 New Light Electric

Thank you Bolt Computer Training - I was very 
afraid of new technology, but after taking more and more ses-
sions with Susan, I’ve mastered my phone! I am extremely 
happy with Susan’s training!

Bolt Computer Training- See our advertisement on page 41

Thank you Steve Liebeck - I was stunned to hear of a 
realtor who splits the commission with his client. Sure enough, 
as promised, on the day of my closing Steve placed a $3351.00 
check into my hands!

SGL Realty- See our advertisement on page 9
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OUR RECENT SUCCESS STORIES. . .

Take A Look At One Of Our Recent Reviews...

Ready To Sell NOW?
CALL ORIANA TODAY For A Free Custom Market Valuation 

With No Hassles And No Obligation. (562) 477-3388

For Free Property Searches, Home Values and 
Blog www.SoCalHomesAndLiving.com

Oriana@OrianaShea.com
CalBRE# 01217538

3713 Snowden Ave. 8121 E. Turbo St.6208 E. Peabody St

“It was time to sell my home of 24 years.  After interviewing the “top” 3 
agents specializing in my neighborhood, I reached out to Oriana. She was 
chosen for the sale because she did more homework, legwork, marketing 
strategy than anyone else. Not only did she show up with comps, she 
had personally previewed all of them to make a clear assessment of my 
competition.  I had already purchased another home with a contingency, 
so, time was essential. Oriana began marketing before my house hit the 
MLS. She sold it in 3 days well above the list price. Oriana handles her 
business with such care, thoroughness, and a sense of importance.  I have complete faith and 

trust in her. There are a lot of agents out there, but not many that are this good. Oriana brought and delivered her A game.”  
         -Sandra Morris

3403 Hackett Ave.

3654 Lemon Ave.

JUST SOLD!

JUST SOLD!

JUST SOLD!

JUST SOLD!



52


