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About the Author 

Alan Amron is a prolific inventor and creator of new, 

novel, and unique ideas. From products to negotiations, he 

has a unique gift. His father Herman Amron used to tell his 

friends, “Μy son Alan could put his finger in a glass of 

water, and it would turn into Seltzer.”  

And his father’s predictions came true. Today, Alan 

has 40 United States patents issued. Some of his inventions 

include the battery-operated water guns for Larami, Blue 

Box, LJN, Tyco, Buddy L, Coleco, and Remco toys, Air 

pressurized water guns for Trendmaster, Bubbles and water 

sprinkler for Fisher-Price. Of course, let’s not forget the 

Photo wallet for Nikon Camera, the First Down Laser Line 

for football, and the Press-on Memo sticky notes today 

known to the whole world as Post-it notes by 3M. 

MY MANTRA 

To clear my mind of daily thoughts, I implore myself 

to think only the following:  

“Neil Blank, I went to high school with him. Arthur 
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Blank, the founder of the Home Depot stores. Blank and 

Jones, a music group I like.” 

Repeat this in your mind several times, and it will 

clear your thoughts, allowing you to sleep.  
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Preface 

An Invented Life shares the story of Alan Amron, a 

visionary inventor. Even as a child, Alan found it fascinating 

to create new things, always exploring and trying to 

understand how everything worked. In the book, Alan tells 

his story and shares snippets from his childhood and youth 

in Brooklyn, how he always looked at things differently with 

deeper insight. This is his journey.  

Alan started his creating and inventing journey at a 

young age. Many of his inventions were patented and he 

significantly profited from them as well. Battery-powered 

water guns, temperature alarms, the digital photo wallet, etc., 

were among his many creations, yet his most famous and 

controversial invention was the Post-it sticky notes.  

Even though he is the inventor of the Post-it sticky 

notes, he was ripped off of his invention due to an 

unfortunate set of events. But accepting defeat is not in his 

nature, so he kept fighting, and finally, after a lengthy legal 

battle, he got the rightful claim of his creation.  
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But An Invented Life is not all about inventing. Alan 

tells us about his successes and how he made his way into 

Hollywood, getting the chance to meet many legends. Loss 

was part of his journey, though, and he shares various 

accounts of it because this is also a story of tenacity and 

determination. 

Alan had always been a freethinking person, and the 

preconceived perceptions of some people never constrained 

him or his imagination. The book shows how he became a 

successful inventor, an entrepreneur, and a businessman. He 

met many difficulties along the way, but he never gave up, 

and his determination changed his life. Alan gives examples 

of how some minor mistakes and oversights can significantly 

impact a person’s life. By sharing his story with the world, 

he wants the readers to be mindful of their decisions, always 

considering the possible future impact of their actions.  

An Invented Life is a ride filled with twists and 

exciting turns of events, depicting both happy and low 

moments. It provides textbook examples of what not to do 

and what to do in life. This compelling story provides some 

great teaching moments for those determined to change their 
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lives for the better.  



ALAN AMRON 

1 

 

Chapter 1 

The Start 

 

Inventing wasn’t an occupation or a way to earn a 

living when I was growing up, but I did it anyway. I’ve 

invented the Post-it sticky note, the battery-operated water 

gun, and a first-down laser line in football, to name just 

three. I didn’t pick inventing; it picked me. I simply was very 

good at it, and I have 40 patents to prove it. One of the 

hazards of being an inventor is that you don’t always get 

credit for what you’ve invented. That’s part of my story, too. 

I’m not bitter; I only wish to set the record straight. 

But there’s so much more to my story than 

inventions. You see, this also is a story about famous people 

like Muhammad Ali, Frank Sinatra, J.D. Salinger, Jerry 

Weintraub, Dick Clark, Pat Summerall, Cindy Williams, and 

Kristy McNichol. I have experiences to share and more 

stories to tell, and you’ll get them all here. 

I always said I never wanted to read books. I wanted 
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to write them. My wish was to give people something they 

could learn from. But for the last twenty-two years, I’ve been 

reading a lot and enjoying it, catching myself using words 

and terms I didn’t use before. So now it’s my turn to write a 

book. Maybe you want to invent something. Perhaps you 

already have an invention and aren’t sure how to legally 

protect your idea. Learn from my successes, my mistakes, 

from what I did or didn’t do. I started out naïve, having a 

romanticized view of what inventing entailed, but I 

persevered and ended up richer for all the experiences. 

I was born on November 20th, 1948, and my parents 

Gloria and Herman Amron from Brooklyn, New York, 

named me Alan Amron. I have an older brother named Ivan, 

and when I was twelve years old, our family moved to 

Baldwin, Long Island, where my younger sister, Sue, was 

born. In 1966, at the age of seventeen, I graduated from 

Baldwin High School, and the summer before college, I 

worked with my father in one of his five self-service kosher 

meat stores in Brooklyn and Long Island.  

Around that time, I invented what would one day be 

called the Rasco Temperature Alarm. My parents were 

vacationing in Puerto Rico, leaving the store manager in 
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charge, but when my father got back to the store, he was 

welcomed by a proper mess. At some point over that 

weekend, the power had gone out, leaving the meat exposed. 

As a result, a thick layer of blood covered the floor, and the 

disgusting stench of rotting meat was overwhelming the 

place.  

Dad lost thousands of dollars worth of meat, and the 

store refrigeration units were totaled. I couldn’t bear seeing 

my father go through so much difficulty, so I created 

(invented) a new system that would monitor the cold storage 

temperature and call you at home at any hour of the day if 

the refrigeration breaks down. I did it by buying Honeywell 

thermometers, designing an electronic timing module to 

allow for the defrost times, and wired them with telephone 

dialers I got from a security-alarm supply store.  

My wife, Eileen, drew the schematics on her 

bedroom floor at her parent’s house, and my friend, Chris 

Garnett, helped us install the system in Dad’s store. My 

father never lost money again, and soon I was helping my 

neighbors and local supermarkets, blood banks, and 

hospitals by implementing the system in their storage 

freezers.  
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Today, this endeavor is Rasco Temperature Alarms. 

I still own this company, and its technology is used in places 

like the hospital for special surgery in NY, The New York 

City blood bank, King Kullen Supermarkets, Key Foods, etc. 

After graduating from Baldwin High school, I was 

accepted to Memphis State University and was recruited to 

the football team as a walk-on. It was hard work, and I gave 

it my all only to end up with a dislocated shoulder. 

Diagnosed medically unfit to continue, I was forced to quit.  

The end of my sports career made me lose interest in 

college as I didn’t believe they were teaching me anything 

useful for my life’s endeavors. There wasn’t anything they 

could teach me that I couldn’t get from a book. College was 

merely a jumble of quizzes and assessments, reading books, 

and submitting reports and essays.  

I was never good with testing, as I preferred to learn 

the subject instead. College stopped making much sense 

after the football fiasco, and I finally decided it just wasn’t 

for me.  

When the Vietnam War broke out, I enlisted myself 

in the United States Naval air reserve as an alternative to 
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being sent to the front lines in Vietnam. I got to work as an 

aviation electrician at the Brooklyn Naval Base until I was 

honorably discharged in 1977. 

It’s funny, but I never thought of being an inventor 

as a career. I mean, it’s not exactly something you announce 

to the classroom on career day. Okay, strike that. It’s not 

something you would tell your wife or your parents when 

they ask you how you’re going to pay the bills. But as I said, 

I didn’t choose to be an inventor; it picked me. For the 

longest time, it was all I knew, and I was very good at it. I 

often came up with ideas nobody else ever did. By the time 

I was done, it was hard to think of a world that functioned 

without them.  

I was six or seven years old when I came up with my 

first invention: A board with the light bulb attached to a 

battery that made it look like the chamber of bullets and a 

wall switch I mounted to the bottom of the wood furring 

strip. When I pulled that switch, the light would go on. It was 

a toy that looked like a bullet coming out of the end of a gun 

with the light on.  

My family was always supportive of my endeavors, 

and my father would joke that if I stuck my finger in a glass 
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of water, it would turn into a seltzer. I always fixed things 

around the house. That is, first I’d break them, then fix them. 

And then I would invent something new.  

But as you see in the following chapters, my biggest 

mistake is that I didn’t protect my inventions when I started, 

and this haunts me to this day. 
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Chapter 2 

Press-on Memo Sticky 

Notes 

 

In 1971, at the age of twenty-two, I met Eileen Blitz 

at a Jewish wedding. Eileen was twenty-one at the time, and 

fate would have it to sit next to each other at the reception 

dinner. I was the cousin of the bride, and Eileen, the cousin 

of the groom.  

Consistent with Jewish weddings on Long Island, the 

food was Kosher and quite mediocre, but the company was 

anything but. Food was the last thing on our mind because a 

spark had been ignited, as sparks are known to do when the 

chemistry is right. After a few months of dating, we decided 

to follow in our cousins’ footsteps. That September 

afternoon in 1972 was a beautiful day to wed on. The trees 

were still green, and life was filled with nothing but 

possibilities. 
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After the wedding, we rented an apartment in 

Freeport, Long Island, two blocks from my Rasco 

Temperature Alarm Systems office. Nine months later, we 

bought a house in Plainview, Long Island. There I continued 

working on one of my inventions, Rasco Refrigeration 

Alarm Systems Corp, dedicated to making and installing 

temperature monitoring systems in supermarkets, hospitals, 

and blood banks.  

Not having lost my passion for tinkering with things 

to find out how they worked, I transformed our garage into 

my mini-workshop. 

One day, I was so absorbed in my workshop that I 

lost track of time. Glancing at my watch, I realized I was 

running late for an important appointment, but I couldn’t 

leave the house without letting my wife know where I was 

going. Back then, cell phones, beepers, smartphones, and 

text messaging were thirty years into the future. If you 

wanted to leave a message, you had to Scotch-tape a slip of 

paper into a visible place in the house.    

The problem was where to leave this message. 

Where would she look? She could go anywhere in the house. 

The closet door where the coats were kept was a possibility. 
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It was a warm day, though, and even if she was wearing a 

coat, she might not see the closet door on her way to the 

kitchen. Taping it to the front door would let the whole world 

know that the house was empty. The dining room table was 

out, too, because there was every chance she’d bypass it on 

her way to the kitchen. The refrigerator in the kitchen was 

the best bet.    

Surely she’d notice a sheet of paper taped to a big 

white rectangular box. But there was no Scotch tape in sight. 

There was a roll of nice gooey two-inch-thick duct tape in 

the garage, but the residue it’d leave could only be removed 

with some toxic solvent. Again, I did a once around in search 

of Scotch tape or magnets. 

Then, an idea started forming in my mind. I put a 

stick of gum in my mouth and chewed while glancing at the 

clock. I was late, growing later by the second, so I chewed 

more frantically. I quickly took out a tiny piece of that gum 

– not much bigger than a match head – and kneaded it with 

some dust so that it would lose some of its stickiness. I then 

squashed the note into the gum on the refrigerator, and voila, 

it stuck.  

Later that evening, my wife was impressed with three 
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things: that I’d cared enough to leave a note in the first 

place—many men wouldn’t—secondly, that I left it in the 

perfect location, and thirdly, that the message hadn’t fallen 

to the floor. The gum peeled off the refrigerator without 

leaving a mess, and it did smell a bit like spearmint. 

But it also smelled like a product. What if there were 

a pad of paper that had some kind of Scotch tape-like sticky 

material on the back? Not sticky like Scotch tape, though, 

something with a lesser adhesive quality—something more 

like drafting tape—something formulated to be removable 

and re-stickable without leaving a residue or mess. The 

wheels were turning, and I got to work. 

I began collecting and testing adhesives and added 

solvents to rubber cement to make it less sticky. I tried every 

type of tape I could find until I finally converged on the best 

formulation. Flushed with success at my ability to replicate 

it, the next task was to find a way to mass-produce it.  

On November 14, 1973, I found a chemist who tested 

my sample and said he could make the mixture at a mutually 

agreed price. By December, I had found someone to print the 

memos, and he introduced me to the artist who produced the 

artwork for the memo samples and advertising brochures for 
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mass mailing. The very same artist who designed and did 

work for Rocky Aoki of Benihana fame.  

I purchased a professional mailing list of companies 

and top executives in the stationery industry. By February 

1974, I was ready for mass mailing, with pre-printed, named, 

and addressed permanent peel-n-stick mailing labels, pre-

printed, special mailing envelops, product advertising 

brochures, and — most importantly— the actual Press-on 

Memo product samples themselves.  

I dropped everything off at a mass mailing 

company—almost 300 pounds of material—and they stuffed 

the envelopes, complete with names, addresses, and postage. 

Everything was mailed, and my fingers were crossed. 

On July 22, 1974, I opened the Press-on Memo 

company’s P.O. box in Merrick, Long Island. Two days 

later, my company was officially incorporated in the State of 

New York, where I could legally sell my combination sticky 

note pads. 

Around that time, I met a guy named Jeffery Brown, 

who financially invested in the startup company. His 

investment paid for the marketing and an exhibitor’s booth 
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at the upcoming invention show, which was to be held in the 

main ballroom at the Americana Hotel (now the Sheridan) in 

New York City. Many major manufacturers attended this 

show to find new and innovative products.  

I was on a roll and would be showing three new 

products on the show. One was the Press-οn Memo sticky 

notes, the second was the sticky adhesive itself, sold in 

seven-ounce spray cans called Stick-EM-UP, and the third 

was a battery-powered water gun I’d recently built a 

prototype of in my garage. 

There were hundreds of booths at the inventor’s 

show, featuring everything from the zany to the practical.   

But one man’s zany is another man’s practical and 

profitable. It even had television coverage. A famous New 

York City television news reporter from WOR’s Channel 9 

News was making the rounds with his cameraman and sound 

guy.   

Most inventors would have given their right arm to 

be featured on television news, and the odds were in my 

favor when they stopped by my booth. The guy occupying 

the booth next to mine had invented a toilet for dogs. It was 

a six-foot-tall box, the size of a refrigerator. It was made 
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under the premise that the dog would voluntarily enter and 

do his business.  

Upon completion, the owner would flush it with no 

mess. The reporter and his crew ate it up, and they thought it 

was a must-have for every dog owner. Sure, I thought 

incredulously, and as soon as the happy dog would exit, he 

would sit on the couch and read the newspaper while 

smoking a pipe. 

“… and there are silly inventions,” the famous New 

York News reporter said while holding my water gun. “Like 

this sub-machine gun that runs on batteries,” he said with a 

mocking giggle that caused a deliberate stutter in the word 

“runs” as he pressed the trigger and shot water into the 

camera.   

The reporter completely ignored my Press-on memo 

sticky notes invention. As people do more often than not, he 

got it completely wrong. My reasoning was that even though 

people love their pets, dogs simply can’t be expected to 

function like humans. People, on the other hand, like to play 

with water guns. I don’t know how he got it backward in his 

critique, as my “silly” battery-operated water gun went on to 

make hundreds of millions of dollars worldwide. I've never 
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heard of or seen the pet bathroom invention again. 

I decided not to be disheartened by the reporter’s 

remarks and continued to be persistent about showing my 

invention to others. Soon enough, two men approached my 

booth showing a keen interest in only my Press-on Memo 

sticky notes invention and its sticky spray adhesive.  

They were executives from 3M Company and asked 

a considerable amount of technical questions, which I 

answered to the best of my ability. It was a bit uplifting to 

see someone finally taking an interest. Little did I know how 

things would turn out.  

I was impressed by the way they carried themselves, 

overly friendly, and dressed in fine suits. And when they 

passed on their business cards, I was amazed. Those cards 

were printed in color, and that was something unusual back 

then.  

“We like what you’ve done here,” one of them said. 

“With your permission, can you give us some samples and 

explain how to make them.”  

There it was, the moment I made my mistake. Not 

only did I give my samples, but I ended up disclosing my 
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trade secret solutions and details as well. It was done under 

the strict understanding that they would keep the matter 

confidential. 

Later I was told that several 3M Company design, 

marketing, and engineering departments had evaluated my 

product, and the consensus was that the Press-on Memo 

sticky notes would be too expensive to make. They 

explained that the glue would gum up the machinery and 

couldn’t be applied by any known process.  

I attempted to address each problem, relating each to 

pre-existing products that could be made (like the 

manufacture of lined paper pads and masking tape), which 

would produce the product when combined with sticky glue. 

The impression I got was that 3M felt it was theoretically 

impossible to do. The company that prides itself on 

innovation and the ability to think outside the box simply 

wasn’t interested. I thought the product was dead for 3M. 

But I had still considered the inventor show to be a 

success. Potential customers did take and buy samples of my 

sticky adhesive spray and my handmade combination Press-

on Memo sticky note pads. I made each page by hand-

spraying the paper with my sticky adhesive in my garage 
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without any great ventilation, then assembling them into 

pads by hand-aligning the paper one on top of another. For 

this to work as a viable product, it would have to be mass-

produced by machinery. That meant either licensing it to a 

company with the resources to develop it properly or 

developing and building the machines myself. 

But the sticky spray adhesive was a different story, 

and it began to take off. I arranged for my Chicago chemist  

to send the formula to Rite-Off in Plainview, Long Island, 

that had made the first samples I brought to the trade show. 

That company made cleaning chemicals, and they had a 

small lab where they could mix the components. They got 

the formulation right and became my supplier. They would 

put the sticky adhesive in cans, place the four-color Stick-

Em up label on them and box them up in cases of 12. 

My customers were art supply stores, stationery 

stores, and even supermarkets. You couldn’t ship 

pressurized cans in the Post Office in those days, so all my 

customers were restricted to New York, New Jersey, and 

Connecticut.  

By then, I had given up on the Press-on Memo sticky 

notes pad and focused on the Stick-Em Up Sprays, selling 
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approximately sixty thousand dollars worth of cans and 

Press-οn Memo sticky note pads.  

Unfortunately, I didn’t patent my Press-on Memo 

combination sticky note or sticky spray because I didn’t have 

the money. A thorough patent search would have uncovered 

a 1968 Swiss patent for a somewhat similar note product, but 

that was for a permanent adhesive on a piece of one-page 

paper, not a pad.   

But that note product (as understood from its claims) 

was not intended to be reused or repositioned, leaving a 

residue. It was an adhesive-backed notepaper that was good 

for one-time use only. If only I had filed for a patent, there 

would have been enough variation between my Press-on 

Memo combination sticky glue notes and notepaper and the 

Swiss patent that I would have been able to secure 

intellectual property rights. 

The combination sticky note, then called Press-on 

Memo, had been publicly displayed, used, and put into 

commerce in over two-thousand-piece professional national 

stationery industry mailer and at the New York City national 

invention show. I had already given away and sold several 

samples of it. Legally, the clock had started, and I had 
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exactly one year to apply for a patent before my idea entered 

the public domain.  

Patent law is quite clear that from the moment you 

publicly display or offer to sell your better mousetrap, you 

have one year to file a patent for it. And once the deadline 

passes, anyone on Earth can build your better mousetrap, and 

there isn’t a damn thing you can do about it. But trade secrets 

are different. 

In 1976, 3M was amid test marketing their own 

sticky bookmark product called Press N’ Peel. By then, it 

had been a full two years after I had shown my product to 

3M and provided them with several samples of my 

combination sticky notes, which I called a Press-on Memo. 

3M had apparently solved the technical problems formerly 

declared insurmountable in their sticky bookmark.  

Company lore has it that Arthur Fry first began work 

on this sticky bookmark product in 1974. He got the idea in 

church, which is a wholesome incubator for new ideas. Art 

sang in the choir and marked the hymns he sang with strips 

of paper. In dire need to keep the markers secure in his 

songbook, he realized he needed a mild adhesive to hold the 

paper in place. And if his idea was viable, then perhaps it 
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may have other applications. And so began a tremendous 

innovative force within 3M to reinvent the already-invented. 

So the Sticky Note emerged in 1980, that 3M renamed it the 

Post-it note.  

To this day, my invention of the combination of 

sticky notes remains in the public domain. Trademarks are a 

different story, and 3M has trademarked their version of the 

product; first Press N’ Peel, then the Post-it note.  

Because I failed to patent my invention, no one else 

could patent it either. Not even 3M could have, without 

notifying me beforehand, but they filed for this patent issued 

in 1997 anyway. Processes and machines to make it can be 

patented, but not the repositionable, reusable combination 

sticky note product itself. That patent should have been 

revoked, but I was paid off to go away. Over the last 45 

years, 3M has been accused and convicted of misleading the 

patent office, claiming inventions they never really invented. 

In 1978, Press N’ Peel by 3M sticky bookmarks went 

national unsuccessfully. Then in the ’80s, they changed to 

what my original disclosure to them was, Post-it sticky note 

pads, not a one-sheet sticky bookmark. By then, I had 

already sold the last of my Stick-EM UP sticky spray 
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adhesive.  

Actually, I had moved on to Hollywood to manage 

the career of television and movie star Kristy McNichol and 

her brother, Jimmy McNichol. It had been several years 

since I had given up on the Press-on Memos when in 1997, 

I came across an ad on TV.  

Flabbergasted, I watched an astronaut in a space 

shuttle, writing a note and sticking it onto his console: no 

tapes, pins, or magnets. My son Scotty and I immediately 

recognized my Press-on Memo sticky notes. Before I had the 

chance to get my bearings, my son pounced on me. He asked 

why some company claims to have created something I’d 

already invented.  

I sent a cease-and-desist letter to 3M via return 

receipt to prove a point and teach him about ownership 

rights. They were doing a clear trade secret violation, and I 

sued them for that the following week.  

Since I had been involved in several patent litigation 

cases with my battery-operated water guns a few years 

before, I knew how to write, file, and serve the federal patent 

summons and complaint case against 3M. The ten-day 
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deadline to respond to my warning cease-and-desist certified 

letter passed, and 3M didn’t even bother acknowledging it. 

So I filed suit in Federal court as is legally required before 

litigation. 

My suit explained that they didn’t have the right to 

claim they invented it because I had invented it first, and they 

shouldn’t advertise themselves as the creators on television. 

I made sure that I had exhibits proving my point and put 

together an excellent package. I served them with these 

papers, and a few days later, an attorney from 3M contacted 

me with an offer to settle.  

One of the settlement terms was that they would 

promise not to advertise they invented the Post-it Notes 

anymore if I agreed not to make public that I had created it, 

effectively preventing both parties from ever coming out as 

the inventor of the sticky notes. The settlement offered me 

either twelve thousand dollars or a lifetime supply of Post-it 

notes. It was a no-brainer to me, and I accepted the cash 

offer. 

Initially, I asked for $48 million but ended up with 

$12,000 instead. At least I got my point across, showing my 

son to stand up for himself and managed to prove, at least in 
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the court of law, that I was the original creator of the sticky 

note pad.  

At the time, I thought I had overcome the juggernaut 

that was corporate America. They say hindsight is twenty-

twenty, and looking back, I realize I had simply won a battle. 

War was still on the horizon, so I again, in 2016, found 3M 

violating our settlement agreement by falsely claiming they 

invented the Post-it sticky notes.  

I thought I could file suit myself again and did so, 

suing for almost the same thing I had built my case in 1997. 

3M replied, “We have a 1997 agreement, and you can’t sue 

us for the same thing again.” They were right. The judge 

ruled to uphold the 1997 settlement agreement.  

My mistake was not arguing the violation of that 

agreement, and my next filing will be with a large 

contractual expert legal firm. I’ll sue them for breaching the 

1997 settlement agreement contract, which in 2016 was 

confirmed and upheld by a Federal Court judge. 
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Chapter 3 

The Start of the Inventions 

 

Summer is an excellent time for a water gun fight, 

even if you happen to be a twenty-six-year-old, acting like a 

kid with seven of your college friends. One day after a water-

gun battle, my college friends and I trudged back with our 

clothes soaked to the skin and our fingers sore from 

constantly pressing the trigger button and having to refill the 

gun. It was only after we had started wrapping up the game 

that the idea occurred to me—what if I attached a motor to it 

that could do the work for me? 

After coming up with the idea, I went straight to 

work in my garage and, after some trial and error, finally got 

it to work. Mounting a water gun on a wood board and 

connecting it to a motor, I squeezed the trigger electrically 

to operate it. I wired some batteries with a switch and, thus, 

created the first-ever battery-operated water gun. I was 

excited to test it out, and before long, I was soaking anyone 
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in sight with the press of a button. Everyone loved it, and 

they all wanted one. They suggested I get it patented, which 

I had no idea how to do at the time. I called a patent attorney 

in New York and got the ball rolling, and the United States 

Patent # 4,022,350 was born. 

Many companies, especially those who pride 

themselves on being creative, are neither creative nor 

imaginative. They think and say they are, but when 

presented with something novel that doesn’t look like it 

came off someone else’s shelf, they find themselves 

confused. Many lack the imagination to see how something 

could be based only on a concept rather than how it actually 

looks in a works-like model.  

Any trivial oddity or imperfection in an invention can 

cause seasoned executives to scratch their heads in utter 

confusion and conclude that no one will buy the product. 

Even if it cured cancer. They will shake their heads, knowing 

full well that people would rather die than be cured by this 

invention they can’t understand or monetize. 

Exaggeration? True, some highly creative people out 

there instantly grasp new concepts and see where they can 

go; it is a pleasure to work with these rare few. But there are 
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also many people so frustratingly limited in their spatial 

skills and vision of the possibilities that one is left wondering 

how they managed to become the gatekeepers to the world 

of new products. 

Almost any company that buys an idea will 

invariably redesign your product. Still, a works-like and 

looks-like will always help you make the initial sale and 

impress people because it requires less imagination to 

understand. So to that end, I had a conceptual artist do a full-

color rendering of a kid playing with an electric water gun.  

Not only that, I even had a professional model maker 

build a hardened, professional-looking version of the water 

gun. This is called a ‘works-like, looks-like’ model in the toy 

industry because it works like a production model would 

work and appears like a production model “might” look.  

So my model was styled to look like a machine gun, 

and (as was suggested by my wife Eileen) I even took it out 

of a violin case like a bootlegging gangster for added effect 

when I presented to Mego toys in 1975. Putting on a show 

will never hurt you; in fact, showmanship is sometimes more 

important than the product itself. They made a deal, and I 

received an advance of $500 and was promised a five percent 



ALAN AMRON 

65 

 

share in royalties on wholesale worldwide sales. 

Unfortunately, problems plagued us before we could even 

roll it out. 

At the time, I was sure it’d be a massive success, and 

at any other time in America’s history, I would have been 

correct. But this was the ’70s, where the US was still 

hopelessly entrenched in the Vietnam War. There were 

violent protests, and the Kent State shootings’ memory was 

still fresh in people’s minds, fueling iconic anti-war imagery. 

Over fifty thousand American soldiers had been killed, and 

many more were coming home maimed, crippled, and 

traumatized.  

It seemed we would never extricate ourselves from a 

growing military quagmire. Each day, the body count of 

recently killed American soldiers was plastered on the news. 

The political climate was increasingly anti-war and anti-

Nixon, even though Nixon campaigned on the promise that 

he would give us peace with honor. The Watergate scandal 

exploding after Nixon’s reelection only fueled anti-war 

sentiments further.  

No one wanted anything to do with the war. Even 

though toy companies only make toys, they are subject to the 
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same public opinion that ultimately guides national policy. 

Unlike national policy, though, private companies have a lot 

less inertia. The prevailing mood was that no one wanted 

products that glorified war, guns, or resembling guns, even 

if those guns happened to shoot harmless streams of water 

for children's entertainment. Including me. 

After careful consideration, Mego Toys handed me 

back the battery-powered water gun’s rights. However, they 

were nice enough to let me keep the $500 advance against 

the royalties I would never see. So there I was with an 

official United States Patent and a product that didn’t have a 

market to sell to. So it sat on the shelf. A victim of the same 

war that ruined the lives of hundreds of thousands –if not 

millions— of Americans and Vietnamese.  

One can only imagine the frustration of knowing you 

have a cool toy you can’t sell even though it’s fun to play 

with. In reality, most patents serve only one purpose: to be 

displayed as a nice, framed wall decoration. 95% of all 

patents issued in the patent office make no money at all. 

Only 5% have a chance of making any money.   

By the time the ’80s hit, the world was a different 

place. Disco had come and gone. Punk rock was growing in 
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popularity, and the war was long behind us. Things were 

growing increasingly high-tech. Though still in their 

infancy, personal computers were proliferating. It was an 

entirely new generation with different sensibilities, as I 

would soon find out.  

It all happened when I was out shopping with my 

wife looking for a toy for our son Scotty when I came across 

a battery-powered water gun sitting on a shelf. It looked like 

an Uzi submachine gun, greatly resembling the product I had 

presented seven years earlier to Mego toys. I was relieved 

that my product had finally been validated, but I was furious 

that I was being robbed of the product I had invented and 

was issued a US patent on.  

I had read in the newspaper about a lawyer who had 

obtained a settlement for his client, the inventor of the 

Cabbage Patch doll. His dolls had made over a billion dollars 

in sales for Coleco. I contacted that very same lawyer and 

confessed that I could not afford the hundreds of thousands 

of dollars it might take to fight this case in court. So we made 

a contingency agreement that the lawyer would take ten 

percent of the settlement in lieu of payment for services. He 

felt like I had a strong enough case, which turned out to be a 
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good gamble for both of us. 

The lawyer wrote a cease and desist letter to Larami, 

the company making the water gun. One month after our 

initial meeting with executives from Larami, a settlement 

was reached, and they agreed to pay me a royalty for my 

patented invention.  

At the time, Larami was a one-million-dollar a year 

rack jobber. Rack jobbers are companies that make cheap, 

blister-packed toys suspended from hang tags on pegboards 

in dime stores. My single product grew Larami to a thirty 

million dollar a year company and finally made me a lot of 

money. 

None of this would have happened had I not heeded 

my friend’s advice and patented my idea, coupled, of course, 

with lots of luck and the right attorney (at the time). Many 

people can invent the same thing, and often internally 

generated ideas thought to be original are made and sold, 

only to later discover that there’s pre-existing intellectual 

property. 

 Ethical people will pay a fair royalty, and sometimes 

ethics has nothing to do with it; it is simply the most practical 
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way to stay in business. It’s the liability of doing business, 

like buying fire insurance.  

On the other hand, companies knock each other off 

all the time, and if you can’t afford to fight it in court 

properly, stealing and theft of intellectual property are 

perfectly legal. I repeat: stealing is perfectly legal if no one 

stops you. 

It’s the law of corporate nature that big companies 

have greater resources than little people, and many steal with 

impunity. Occasionally someone stands up to them, though, 

and it was also fortunate for me that Larami was only a one-

million-dollar company. They were more prone to settle 

compared to a billion-dollar company with a dozen full-time 

lawyers on retainer, who would love nothing more than to 

deprive some poor lone inventor of their royalty income.  

It would start with those corporate lawyers legally 

hanging the inventors up in court with motion after motion, 

year after year. It would go on until the inventor would fold 

and walk away from the table, deeply in debt and beaten 

legally by virtue only of being outspent. 

In the toy industry, in particular, thousands of ideas 
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are submitted to companies each year. It is an absolute 

necessity to keep a detailed log of what you submit, who you 

submit it to, and when you submit it.  

Many inventors rarely bother to patent things 

because it costs millions to patent everything they think of, 

and it would slow them down. They come up with too many 

ideas, and if one doesn’t hit, another one will. They never 

get too attached to a single notion because the great ideas 

often go nowhere, and the dumb ones get sold and make a 

lot of money. Companies continue to want new ideas, and 

the cycle continues.  

Some companies are used to paying royalties, having 

no problem taking a submission, deciding to buy it, and even 

writing those royalty checks. Some even pay royalties for 

products similar to others or even identical to things already 

done, as long as there’s some new feature they hadn’t 

thought of. They still pay because they need new ideas to 

compete. 

It’s a known fact that companies carefully review 

new submissions to see if there’s anything even remotely 

resembling it in their archives. They will find ways around 

paying if they can sense there’s a give and take relationship 
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between the seasoned inventors and the major toy 

companies.  

Often the big corporations aren’t willing to take a 

gamble and accept submissions from someone they don’t 

already know. So you could go through all the trouble and 

expense to patent an idea, only to find the major companies 

won’t even look at it.  

At the same time, someone else will sketch an idea, 

sell it to the right person, and make royalty without ever a 

thought of wasting a dime patenting it. Much of it is luck, 

and it is said that luck is the residue of hard work. Royalties 

in exchange for unpatented ideas rarely happen without a 

long-term relationship with the right people, though. There 

are rules of the road that simply can’t be explained because 

they’re as varied as individual relationships.  

My advice?  

Get the right lawyer. There’s no substitute for 

someone who can get the job done right. Other lawyers may 

cost less, and often you get exactly what you pay for. In this 

case, 90% of something turned out to be much better than 

100% of nothing. 
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I got to license my product to half a dozen other toy 

companies, and the resulting worldwide sales were over 

$250 million. At the peak of my success, an article came out 

about my water guns in People Magazine. The Larami toy 

company was impressed with my defense and exposure in 

People magazine and other media outlets.  

Smelling an opportunity, they offered me a role in 

the company to help protect some of their other products. I 

immediately accepted and realized that this could be a 

learning experience, exposing me to the legal aspects of 

protecting an invention. 

 By then, I was doing extremely well, residing in a 

1.9 million dollar house with an in-ground pool, tennis court 

and money in the bank. I was continuously working and had 

invented the first-ever continuous stream water shooter and 

later became a partner in the patent that Gary Esposito had 

for the pressurized water guns. I acquired the rights to the 

names “Drencher” and “Soaker” to help market and sell this 

new product.  

However, all that came crashing down one night 

while I was watching Johnny Carson on TV. Johnny walked 

out on stage with a water gun referred to as The Drencher, 
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manufactured by the Larami Toy Company, my employers. 

It was shocking to me, as the company had already rejected 

my pitch for a water gun named “The Drencher.”  

Later, I would find out that Larami had made a deal 

with Lomar Johnson, who claimed to have invented an air 

pressurized water gun that would spurt out water like bullets 

instead of a continuous stream. I held the same patent for an 

air pressurized water gun, except mine came out in a 

constant stream. Which is what Larami had been making and 

sold over a billion dollars of. 

I immediately contacted my superiors to inform them 

that I owned the rights to “Drencher” and “Soaker” and that 

their product was infringing on my patent. I was expecting 

to deal with their in-house lawyer, Barry Sills, but he had 

been replaced by an older, sterner-looking attorney named 

Edward Rochester.  

Accompanied by the vice president, they told me in 

so many words that, despite the evidence I presented, they 

were using the model based on Lomar Johnson’s pulsating 

water pressure patent, which differed from mine. Stymied by 

their stubbornness, I moved on from the point and argued 

that even if that were true, they were still infringing on my 
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name mark “Drencher,” that I had trademarked.  

Their alternative name “Super Soaker” also violated 

my trademark of “Rad Soaker,” as Rad and Super were both 

superlatives in front of the words Soaker. By then, Rochester 

had lost his patience and told me to go to hell. It was bad 

enough that I was being stolen from and lied to, but now I 

had been belittled and openly disrespected. I vowed to fight 

them in a court of law, but, as it turned out, they struck first. 

The success of the Super Soaker pressurized water 

gun skyrocketed after appearing on the Johnny Carson show, 

and sales were soaring and projected to rise from 

approximately three million dollars a year to anywhere from 

$200 million and $900 million. They were using the same 

air-pressurized water system.  

Still, instead of paying me my royalty percentage, 

they decided to sue me for declaratory judgment, which was 

them asking a judge if the product they were manufacturing 

was actually infringing on my patent and if they had to pay 

me. 

My deteriorating relationship with Larami had 

started a while back, though, when Dave Ring stepped down 
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and was replaced with Al Davis as the new owner. I had 

negotiated my previous agreements and contracts with Dave, 

with who I was good friends.  

Al Davis was the complete opposite, and he made 

moves to remove anyone loyal to Dave, replacing them with 

his own people, including the legal team. Al used to be a 

salesman for the company, and I guess his penchant for 

backstabbing and double-crossing people stayed with him 

even after he became Larami’s owner. It was clear he had a 

vendetta against me, but I wasn’t going to take it lying down.  

 I immediately visited my attorney at the time, Bob 

Spritzer (of the Cabbage Doll Case), and wasted no time 

letting him know what was going on. After reviewing all the 

documents, he felt confident and assured me that we had 

Larami “dead to rights.” It was a relief, to say the least, but 

even then, I didn’t realize how far Larami was willing to go 

in the case. Remember what I said earlier about finding the 

right attorney? This is being taught in Cornell Law school 

right now, based on my case with Larami. 

His incompetence was displayed early on in the trial. 

A week before the trial began, we met with Judge Simon 

Wood in his chambers, where he pointedly asked us 
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questions about the case, including one about how the 

plaintiff had informed Larami about their patent 

infringement.   

“I have a copy of the letter my client sent to the 

Larami Toy Company,” my counsel Spitzer informed the 

Judge. “He did so in a timely fashion.” 

“There wouldn’t be much point in proceeding with 

this case if your client hadn’t, counselor,” the Judge told 

him. “I’ll see you in a week.” 

I was already nervous when I sat in the court on that 

cold Monday morning, and before I knew it, the trial 

proceedings had begun. When asked to submit the letter 

exchanged between Spritzer and me into evidence, Spritzer 

stated client-attorney privileges and denied it being entered 

into evidence. I remember the Judge glaring at Spritzer and 

the Plaintiff grinning, and I asked Spritzer what happened. 

He shrugged it off and told me it was a nonissue he got past 

to save time.  

I was the first witness on the stand, and after the 

introductions, Spritzer dove straight into the case. 

“Mr. Amron, the day after watching your water gun 
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demonstrated on the ‘Tonight Show,’ what did you do?” 

I told him and the court that I wrote a letter to the 

Larami Toy Company informing them that they were 

infringing on my patent. 

“Your honor,” Spitzer said to the Judge. “I would 

like to introduce this copy of my client’s letter along with 

my letter to my client advising him to do so as evidence.” 

Edward Rochester for the Plaintiff stood up with all 

the prosecutor's zeal in a murder case introducing the 

weapon responsible for the fatal blow he objected to. 

“What’s the basis of your objection?” Judge Woods 

asked even though he knew the answer. 

“The defendant’s attorney invoked attorney-client 

privilege to keep another letter we requested out of evidence. 

Therefore, all of the defendant’s correspondence with 

counsel is barred from being entered into evidence.” 

The Judge glanced at me with the expression one 

might wear just before slaughtering an innocent lamb.  

“The objection is sustained.” 

Without the lawyer-to-client letter, my case quickly 
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fell apart. Patent law requires that all violations of the patent 

holder’s rights be brought to the offender’s attention within 

a certain period of time. The only way to prove compliance 

with the advice of counsel was to introduce the letter as 

evidence. 

In the end, the court had decided that my patent was 

not legally binding and awarded Larami $10 million, three 

million more than what I was asking for. One of the jurors 

later said outside the court steps that the damages awarded 

were meant to “send a message” to me, per the Judge’s order. 

That I should have, which I actually did but couldn’t show it 

to the jury due to a legal technicality, gotten legal advice 

before litigation. 

The next decade of my life was a disaster. The 

declaratory judgment lawsuit filed by Larami meant that 

they were asking a judge to declare that the patent I owned 

with Esposito was not valid and that they were not obliged 

to pay us a royalty on it. Emboldened by the verdict, they 

came after me with a vengeance and tried to prove 

defamation.  

They claimed that at the time, my battery-operated 

water gun was so successful that the toy industry respected 
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the fact that if I owned a patent on something, they would 

not want to buy it from people who were not licensed. They 

identified major retailers like K-Mart and Wal-Mart, and 

Toys-R-Us. Still, it was absurd to come after me claiming 

damages. Their secondary market consisted of things like 

pillowcases and lunchboxes, which had nothing to do with 

my inventions and patents in the toy industry.  

It lasted ten to fifteen years, and it cost me 

financially, physically, and mentally. The Judge put a 

footnote at the end of his opinion, stating that it wasn’t my 

fault that specific evidence couldn’t be brought into the trial 

that would have proved a lack of malicious intent to hurt 

their business. I used the footnote of the Judge’s opinion to 

proceed with litigation against the legal team that screwed 

up that case and lost me the ten million dollar judgment.  

 Not only that, the judgment had cost me ten years of 

my life as well as my marriage, and it wasn’t until 2007 when 

Hasbro bought out Larami that the defamation suit was 

finally settled.  

The settlement saw that I agreed not to pursue any 

further litigation against them for the next five years, and 

they agreed to release the ten-million-dollar judgment from 
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my name.  

Over the course of the next five years, any litigation 

or infringements would go to arbitration, which was both 

parties’ basically way of saying that we had had enough of 

this fighting over the years. 

The worst thing I got out of that was losing my 

credibility with certain people in the toy industry, friends, 

and executives alike. I promised myself I would never let a 

situation like that ever happen again, and I haven’t trusted a 

lawyer since. I file all of the cases myself and write my own 

legal briefs. I confess that I would have liked being a lawyer, 

as I find their neatness and organization most appealing.  

Cornell Law School now teaches patent law in their 

course, focuses on what to do and what not to do and 

summarizes my Soaker case in one paragraph. Their case 

studies show that this guy had a legitimate claim to a patent, 

and he hired the wrong attorney, who caused his client to 

lose $10 million in a judgment and the rights to his patent.  

As I learned, justice is often overshadowed by the 

technicalities of the law, and while the right hand giveth, 

often the left hand taketh away. It can happen months, years, 
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or even decades later, but when it does hit you, it will be 

when you least expect it. 
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Chapter 4 

Inventor to Manager, All in 

a Day’s Time 

 

I explained earlier how inventing came naturally to 

me and that I was obsessed with how things worked, trying 

to make them better. But I never saw inventing as a real 

future. In fact, my dream was to one day be a part of 

Hollywood. My father wanted me to work in the family 

business in his five successful self-service meat stores when 

I’d grow up.  

But the idea of being the kingpin of a meat dynasty 

just didn’t excite me and, although a part of me wanted to be 

a respected businessman like my father, I wanted to be a part 

of something that held a little more prestige and importance. 

It wasn’t until years later that I had my first taste of show 

business, and once I got in, I was hooked. 

Back in the ’70s, Donny Darrell, an old family friend 
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of mine who had since moved on to advertising and 

photography, approached me at my desk at Rasco and 

offered me a modeling role as Steve McQueen’s stand-in.  

“Have you heard of this new movie of his [Steve 

McQueen’s], it’s called Junior Bonner?” 

I shook my head and told him that I didn’t follow his 

career that closely. 

“Well, they’re shooting this western movie of his 

over in Staten Island, and they hired–”  

“What the hell are they shooting a western in Staten 

Island, of all places?” I interrupted, surprised. 

“I don’t know, Alan. It’s on some sort of farm there. 

Anyway, they hired me to shoot the movie poster for it, and 

he’s not available to pose, so I want to hire you to double for 

him in the shot. It pays $50.” 

It wasn’t a whole lot of money, but I wasn't the least 

bit offended at the low offer. It was the opportunity of a 

lifetime to be a movie star cowboy in a western outfit. Best 

yet, I didn’t even have to make any travel arrangements or 

cross off a whole section on my calendar. It was a car ride 

away, and I wouldn’t have to do much except give a few 
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poses and throw a look at a couple of adoring fans in the 

crowds. 

I couldn’t suppress the grin on my face, and I stood 

up from my desk and shook his hand. 

“I’m in. I’ll do it.” 

A couple of days later, I was in Staten Island, 

hanging out in this old-time western town built out there with 

horses and dusty roads and saloons. I got to wear boots, 

chaps, and a cool cowboy hat, and I was like a kid at 

Christmas.  

I was exhilarated, and my heart jumped when a 

bunch of girls approximately a hundred yards away noticed 

me and started screaming, running toward me. The idea that 

there was a group of girls throwing themselves at you and 

wanting you was like a drug, and at that moment, I knew 

what it was like to be a celebrity.  

It was something I could get used to, but alas, it only 

lasted a few seconds until one of the girls recognized I was 

NOT Steve McQueen, and the group quietly dispersed. I was 

a little upset at that, but I guess it turned out for the best that 

they realized I was a stand-in. I was happily married, after 
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all, and I’m sure my wife wouldn’t have been too pleased 

about it.  

The rest of the shoot was relatively uneventful, the 

highlight being that I got shot down by the actress I was 

posing with. Honestly, I wasn’t hitting on her, just a little 

harmless flirting around until she told me she’d never even 

consider dating anyone that wasn’t a celebrity. That put me 

in my place, but looking back, I can say it was a day I will 

never forget, and I have the pictures to prove it. 

Life returned to normal for a while after that until one 

day, I got a call from a Navy friend. He worked for a 

company called Syndicast and asked if I was interested in 

coming to work on producing a TV special. He insisted that 

his boss, Mr. Len Koch, who owned the company, wanted to 

talk to me. Perplexed, I asked him why, and he explained 

that he had told his boss I could sell ice in the winter, sand 

to the Arabs, sell anything to anybody.  

That was nice of him to talk me up, but that didn’t 

answer my question. I pressed him more, and he told me to 

come to New York City to meet him and his boss. I didn’t 

have anything better to do, and I admit I was curious. So I 

got into my car, drove to Manhattan, and went up to the 
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Third Avenue offices called the Syndicast building.  

We met in his office, and it was me, my friend, Mr. 

Len Koch, and his brother. Len told me they were producing 

this special called Skateboarding USA and wanted Kristy 

McNichol to host it. Kristy McNichol was a star at the time, 

playing Buddy Lawrence in a show called “Family with 

Sada Thompson.”  

It was a big hit on ABC TV, and it was a network 

show. I didn’t know it at the time, but for a syndicated show 

like Skateboarding USA to have a network person starring 

in it was a big coup for the syndicated executives.  

Kristy skateboarded a lot on her ABC show, and Len 

Koch and the others thought she would be a natural for the 

special. The only problem was that they couldn’t get to her. 

Her manager wouldn’t return their calls, and all other 

attempts at contacting her had failed.  

They didn’t have any of her contact info and only had 

her manager’s number. They were running out of time, and 

now they were hedging their bets on me. I didn’t have 

anything to lose, and the manager’s number was as good a 

start as any. I told them that the manager’s phone number 
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was enough for me, and they stared as I dialed the number 

on the loudspeaker desk phone.  

His name was Jay Bernstein. At the time, he 

represented The Six Million Dollar Man, Farah Fawcett, 

Janet (the girl on Three’s Company), and a couple of other 

prominent celebrities. He was known as a star-maker in 

Hollywood and was Kristy McNichol’s manager and agent.  

Jay Bernstein’s receptionist answered the phone, and 

I pleasantly introduced myself, informing her that we had an 

acting job offer for Kristy McNichol. The words had barely 

left my mouth when the receptionist said, “Not interested.” 

“Not interested? But you haven’t even heard my 

offer.” 

We went back and forth for a bit before she hung up 

on me. I was furious, and it must’ve shown on my face 

because the other three people in the room shrugged their 

shoulders and offered me reassuring looks. I redialed the 

number, blood ringing in my ears, and politely asked her to 

transfer the call to Jay Bernstein. She tried stonewalling me 

again, telling me they weren’t interested when a second 

voice came booming out, and Jay Bernstein was shouting at 
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me on the other end of the phone. 

“Stop calling this office! I’m not interested, and I 

don’t want to talk to you. Stop bothering my secretary!” 

He hung up first, slamming the phone before she 

followed suit. By then, I was furious, and Koch and the 

others thought it was over. They sat on the edge of their seats 

while I was on the speakerphone, but as soon as the secretary 

cut the call, the magic was gone.  

Reality sunk in, and one by one, they got up to thank 

me. As they were thanking me and reassuring me that it 

wasn’t my fault and they couldn’t have done any better, an 

idea popped into my head. I called the number again 

immediately and prayed while the phone rang.  

The others stared, perplexed, as I held the phone 

tightly in my hands and slowly sat back down in their seats. 

The receptionist answered, and before she could say 

anything further than a hello, I cut her off and said quickly, 

“Listen, I just got off the phone with Jay, and he gave me 

Kristy’s home phone number because he didn’t want to have 

anything to do with it. The problem is, I only got the first 

few numbers, and I doubt he’ll want to hear from me again. 
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Can you please give me the rest of them?”  

She paused. “Hold on.” 

I thought for sure she would go back to Jay and talk 

to him, and she was going to hang up on me again. But I 

waited while the others stared, and then a couple of minutes 

later, she got back to me and said, “Listen, we’re swamped, 

here’s the number 555-333-1255, and please don’t call 

back.”  

She rattled off the number and hung up. It couldn’t 

have been more than a couple of seconds, but to all of us in 

the room, it felt like an eternity. Before I knew it, we all 

started laughing like maniacs. The guys in the office could 

not believe that this woman gave me Kristy McNichol’s 

home phone number. We honestly didn’t think it was an 

actual number, but the fact that she even gave us any 

numbers at all impressed everyone. 

So, we dialed up the phone number, and a lady 

answered the phone. I asked to speak with Kristy, and she 

said, “She’s outside skateboarding. Hold on while I go get 

her.”  

Even if I believed I had her real number, I thought it 
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might have been for her office phone, not her actual house 

number. While she was getting Kristy, the guys in the office 

were waving at me and mouthing, “No, no, she’s only 

fifteen! You have to ask to talk to her mother, Carolyn!”  

Right then, Kristy herself picked up the phone. I was 

a little floored at how fast this happened, and I asked Kristy 

to speak with her mother. She said okay, and handed the 

phone to her mom, saying, “He wants to talk to you.” 

The lady who initially answered the phone said hello, 

and I immediately introduced myself. 

“Hi, Carolyn, my name is Alan. I’m calling from 

Syndicast Television in New York, and we’d like Kristy 

McNichol to do a show for us called Skateboarding USA. 

We’re offering thirty-five thousand for a two-day shoot.”  

The voice on the phone said, “I’m interested, but you have 

to contact Jay Bernstein, our manager.” 

 “I already got off the phone with Jay. He’s a real 

prick,” I blurted out the last part by accident. 

 Thankfully, she laughed and said, “You’re right, he 

is a prick, and we can’t get him to do anything either.” 

“Then why do you use him as a manager?” 



AN INVENTED LIFE 

104 

 

And so we got into this whole conversation where 

she told me about how he was a big shot in Hollywood, and 

since he handled other major celebrities, they thought it was 

in Kristy’s best interest if they stuck with him. It was evident 

she was unhappy with him, and I naturally decided to make 

a move. 

“Listen, Carolyn. I want to come out to California 

tomorrow and meet with you and Kristy to discuss this. 

These guys here at Syndicast TV are serious. Forget about 

Jay and everyone else. Do you and Kristy want to do it?” 

She said yes, and we agreed to meet up at around two 

in the afternoon at her house in Tarzana, California. I hung 

up the phone, and the guys in the office were standing there 

with their mouths open. I didn’t think it was that big of a 

deal. All I did was set up a meeting. 

I traveled to LAX the next day, on my way to Kristy 

McNichol’s house, courtesy of Syndicast. I took a cab to her 

place, and when I arrived, Kristy was skateboarding with her 

brother and friends outside. She turned out to be a regular 

kid having fun with her friends. She was surprised to see me 

when I arrived, apparently not expecting me to keep my 

word. I was invited inside, where I introduced myself to her 
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mother, and the three of us sat down to discuss the deal. 

Len Koch had asked me what I wanted to take with 

me the day before, and I told him that nobody in the world 

could refuse cash, so maybe they should just give me the 

thirty-five thousand in cash in a briefcase. I was sure it would 

be enough to help me convince them to do the show. 

I told them about the television special, which Kristy 

found exciting. Carolyn started raising the issue that the only 

problem was that it was a syndicated show, and Kristy was 

a network star. I didn’t understand what she was talking 

about. I steered the conversation back to familiar waters and 

persuaded her not to worry about all that and do it for the 

money. Kristy went back outside to play with her friends, 

and I continued talking to Carolyn. 

Carolyn said she wanted to do it, but Jay Bernstein 

was her manager, and she didn’t know how to go through it 

without him. I was running out of answers, so while Carolyn 

was going on about proper representation, I opened the 

briefcase and turned it to her. She stopped mid-sentence to 

stare at the contents of the suitcase. She then looked up at 

me and then back at the briefcase before closing it and shook 

my hand, telling me we had a deal.  
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I called Len Koch and delivered the good news to 

him and had him tell me exactly what to write on a piece of 

yellow legal paper for her to sign because I hadn’t brought a 

contract with me. Carolyn signed it and, for good measure, I 

had Kristy sign it too. 

After we were done with that, Carolyn and I started 

talking about everything else, and I asked her what else 

Kristy was doing. 

“Nothing,” she said, “Jay Bernstein doesn’t do 

anything for her and Kristy’s at the height of her career now. 

I wish somebody who could do something managed her.” 

“Well, I’ll do it,” I said without thinking. 

“What do you know about managing?” she asked, 

surprised. 

“Absolutely nothing. But you do, Carolyn. Just tell 

me what you want done, and I’ll just go and do it.”  

At the time, I thought I could pretty much do 

anything, and the idea of managing Kristy excited me. 

Carolyn frowned but didn’t say no.  

“Well, okay. How about this? How about you meet 
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with the President of ABC TV, Tony Thomopoulos, and try 

to get Kristy more money on the show? If that works out, 

you can manage her.”  

“How do I do that? I don’t know anything about this 

business whatsoever.” 

“Well, all you have to do is just ask for it. You don’t 

need to know anything more than that. There’s no argument 

or anything. You just tell him what our demands are, and we 

go back to work.” 

It sounded like something I could do. I agreed, and 

we immediately started planning and setting the meeting up. 

Tony Thomopoulos was busy at the time, so in the 

meantime, I suggested both she and Kristy come to 

Manhattan for a couple of days. I’d take them out to try to 

get Kristy a record deal because, during our conversation, 

she’d said she wanted to sing. After that, we could go up to 

a toy company and try to get a doll deal for her because I 

knew from the newspapers that Cher and The Fonzie had a 

doll deal with Mego Toys at the time.  

I was trying to think of different business 

opportunities for Kristy in New York to get some income 



AN INVENTED LIFE 

108 

 

from other things as her manager. Carolyn agreed, and we 

settled on meeting up the following week in New York. So, 

I went back to Syndicast TV with the signed piece of yellow 

paper, and Carolyn kept the money, including my leather 

briefcase. 

Everyone at Syndicast TV was blown away when I 

arrived with Kristy McNichol at their offices a couple of 

days later. I had told her in advance to pretend that she knew 

me because anything I said would give me great credibility. 

I didn’t know her that well at the time, but she was an actress, 

and I was sure she could pull it off.  

Len Koch was the most bewildered of the bunch 

because it was only a few days earlier when I first heard of 

Kristy McNichol in his office, and now there I was, walking 

with her as her agent and manager.  

After the talks with Len Koch and the others at 

Syndicast, we spent the rest of the day meeting with the 

executives at RCA Records and Mego Toys. It had been a 

productive day. Deals had been made, and we met up with 

Carolyn and her boyfriend, Max. The next two things on the 

agenda were negotiating with Tony Thomopoulos and firing 

Jay Bernstein. 
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Carolyn McNichol set up the meeting with Tony 

Thomopoulos, President of ABC TV and in charge of 

negotiating for the show. It was a surreal experience; I had 

never negotiated anything like that before, and yet, here I 

was, managing Kristy McNichol and meeting with the 

President of ABC-TV, Tony Thomopoulos. I brought Kristy 

McNichol to the negotiations with Tony because I felt that 

having Kristy with me gave me more edge.   

It turned out my hunch was correct, but not for the 

reasons I thought. I was under the impression that someone 

like Tony Thomopoulos was used to gathering around 

celebrities, but it turned out he seldom met any of the stars. 

He apparently followed the show Kristy starred in and was a 

huge fan of Kristy.  

Once there, Kristy and I soon met with Tony and all 

the secretaries on his floor. It was an excellent way to start 

the meeting. Kristy was polite and engaged with the entire 

staff and even signed some autographs. After meeting with 

everyone, Tony finally asked Kristy to wait outside while he 

and I discussed her contract. After the pleasantries were 

over, Tony got straight to the point. “What is it that Carolyn 

wants?” 
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I felt I had to be honest with him.  

“Tony, I don’t know what I’m doing, but Carolyn 

does. She’s telling me what she wants, and I’m pretty much 

the negotiator. She wants $35,000 a week for Kristy to go 

back to work on the show.” 

“Kristy’s making $2,500 a week. Now she wants 

$35,000 a week?” 

“Yes, that’s what Carolyn wants.”  

He paused for a moment, gathering his thoughts. 

“Well, listen, I’ll tell you what, Alan, I’m not going to 

bullshit you. You’re honest with me, so I’ll be honest with 

you. Sada Thompson, who plays the mother on the show, is 

getting “top of the show,” and she’s making $35,000. The 

best I could do is give Kristy $34,000 just under what Sada 

Thompson is making.” 

“What does the top of the show mean?” I asked, 

making sure I covered all my bases before moving on. 

“That’s the person getting the most money on the 

show, and it’s in her contract that nobody can get more than 

her.”  

“Okay, that sounds reasonable, so you’re offering 
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$34,000?”  

He confirmed it, and I quickly told him that I would 

confer with Carolyn and get back to him as soon as possible.  

Carolyn was initially resistant to the deal, and she 

insisted on the $35,000 amount we had originally negotiated. 

I tried to convince her that it would be reckless of her to 

endanger the deal over a thousand-dollar difference.  

After many conversations, I persuaded her by 

handing her the telephone to call her heavily in-debt father 

and tell him that she wasn’t taking a $34,000 per episode 

deal for Kristy. She smiled at that and finally agreed to take 

the deal.  

So, I called up Tony Thomopoulos in his office and 

told him to have the paperwork ready. He told me that now 

he owes me one. Tony Thomopoulos had been one of my 

most vocal supporters ever since. Nobody in Hollywood 

could deal with Carolyn, and he knew that I had a lot to do 

with getting Carolyn to agree with the $34,000. 

The ironic twist in the syndicated Kristy McNichol 

Skateboard in USA story was that she didn’t do the show 

after all. We had to return the $35,000. She wasn’t allowed 
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to do it because, legally, a person couldn’t do a syndicated 

show while on an ABC television network contract. I 

couldn’t let her do it as her manager, but thankfully, Koch 

wasn’t too upset. They raised the money and got another big 

star to do it, so everything turned out well for everyone. 

So, less than a week later, back in L.A., Carolyn set 

up a lunch with Jay Bernstein at a famous Italian restaurant 

called Spago’s in Beverly Hills. He thought Carolyn just 

wanted to talk to him about Kristy’s career and didn’t know 

who or why I was there. So, the first thing that Jay said when 

we sat down was, “Who is this guy?”  

Carolyn had barely begun to introduce me when he 

interrupted her.  

“Look, I don’t know who this guy is, and my time is 

important. What is this all about?” 

Carolyn explained that I would be managing Kristy’s 

career, and after complaining about how Jay hadn’t done 

anything for Kristy’s career, she announced that she was 

firing him. All the while, I started eating lunch, applying 

butter to my roll, and acting oblivious to the entire 

conversation.  



ALAN AMRON 

113 

 

She complained that Kristy was not getting the 

attention Farrah Fawcett or his other stars were getting, and 

his priorities were messed up. Every time Carolyn would say 

something that required my attention, I would nod and say, 

“Yes.” Jay wasn’t going to take all this lying down and 

argued about the absurdity of it. 

“How could you do this to me? I got Kristy all the 

things she’s doing now. You can’t just fire me like that. 

What does he (pointing at me) know about managing? He’s 

a nobody. Nobody even knows who he is in this town.”  

Carolyn said that with her help, I would be able to do 

it, and he didn’t need to worry about it anymore. The whole 

thing was too much for Jay, and he started ranting to me that 

Carolyn was insane, she didn’t know what the hell she was 

doing, and nobody in Hollywood respected her. No manager 

in their right mind would want to be involved in her 

daughter’s career. I just shrugged and thanked him for his 

time. He was seething, and without another word, he got up 

in a huff and left. And that was it. Carolyn had fired Jay 

Bernstein and hired me. 

After that, things were not that difficult. I continued 

to manage her, and we even went to Haiti in the late ’70s. 
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Carolyn, Kristy, and I met the president of Haiti, Jean-

Claude Duvalier, who had invited Kristy to have dinner with 

him. The president went by the nickname ‘BabyDoc.’ 

Kristy wanted to go water skiing on the island, so we 

rented a small speed boat and went out to water ski. We were 

told by the locals to be very careful while water skiing, as 

there were sharks in the island waters. To avoid any close 

encounters with sharks, I started the boat from the dock and 

ended the ride at the dock. 

Kristy being the playful young 16-year-old she was, 

started to pull on my ski tow line and let it go, forcing me in 

and out of the water. She was laughing her ass off in the boat 

while I was terrified to my bones. Finally, she stopped and 

brought me around to land on the dock. I was terrified, to say 

the least. But Kristy thought it was hilarious until it was her 

turn.  

Although she was sure I would do the same to her, I 

didn’t. We all had fun and survived that horrific yet exciting 

outing. Later that night, we went to the Palace to have dinner 

with the President, which was memorable.  

Apart from Kristy, I also had a rather funny 
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encounter with Tommy Mottola, Mariah Carey’s husband. 

Back when Tommy was the Chairman of the board of Sony 

music and Manager of Hall and Oats, he visited me at my 

house on Long Island. We were having a little chat in my 

garden, and he was sitting on a flagstone shelf, calmly 

talking with me and another friend named Joel.  

After about 25 minutes, Tommy got up and started to 

screen his pants with a quizzical expression on his face. 

Suddenly he realized what had happened, "I have a million 

ants in my pants," and that’s when we saw it too. Loads of 

those pesky creatures were strolling on his pants.  

God knows how many had gotten inside! Tommy 

just started to run at full speed toward my pool, and fully 

dressed and ready to go out to dinner, he jumped into the 

pool, taking all his clothes off to rid himself of the ANTS IN 

HIS PANTS. We had a good laugh after he got out of his 

‘little’ trouble. 

Another fun celebrity encounter that I have had in 

those days was when my younger son was best friends with 

Sue Bird. This was back in the ’80s, and Sue was very young. 

She hadn’t earned the title of Michael Jordan in Women’s 

Basketball. I would drive them everywhere in my Corvette 
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Sting Ray, where Sue Bird would be sitting in the middle on 

the armrest, and my son in the passenger seat.  

At all of our family parties at our house, Sue Bird 

was omnipresent. I remember Sue from the past days. She 

was quiet and extremely cool in all her moves. A very 

impressive young woman who turned out to be a very 

impressive world-renowned sports legend.  

In the picture below, you can see Sue Bird winning 

her sixth gold at the Tokyo Olympics and playing tennis with 

my son at the Amron house tennis party to the joy of our 

other family and friends. 
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Chapter 5 

Embracing the New Role 

 

Being introduced to Tony Thomopoulos proved to be 

a turning point in my career, and I have lost count of how 

many celebrities I have met and tried to make deals with 

thanks to him. He pushed many projects and stars in my 

direction, and although they weren’t always successful, I am 

thankful to him for the countless opportunities he provided 

me with.  

One of the many celebrities I met early on in my 

managing career was Cindy Williams. She played the role of 

Shirley Feeney on “Laverne & Shirley,” co-starring with 

Penny Marshall on the ABC TV Network. She was not 

represented well in her contract negotiations with ABC at the 

time.  

Tony Thomopoulos called me up one day and asked 

me to visit Cindy Williams on the ABC lot and speak to her 

about representing her as a manager. He respected the way I 
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negotiated the Kristy McNichol contract and knew that he 

could deal with me. He had confessed that he felt safer 

working with me than having Cindy Williams hire 

somebody who might not be easy to deal with. 

He had his limousine pick me up in Los Angeles one 

morning to take me over to the set of ABC TV, and since it 

was the president of ABC’s limousine, we got right onto the 

lot without any hassle.  

The limo driver went in and got me right onto the set 

of the show, and before I knew it, I was sitting backstage 

behind the stage. They were filming in front, and I was 

straining to listen to what was going on when, suddenly, 

Cindy Williams burst through from a side door that 

connected the front with the backstage area.  

She was standing still, all scrunched up and 

motionless. I had no idea what she was doing, so I went over 

and introduced myself. She looked at me warily for a few 

seconds before telling me to be quiet and told me to wait 

while she went to her dressing room and changed. Maybe I 

came to her at the wrong time, but then again, when is there 

ever a good time in show business?  
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True to her word, she returned a few minutes later 

with her secretary, and we sat down on the boxes I had 

previously occupied while waiting for her. She was in much 

better spirits and told me she had just finished shooting some 

scenes, which was why she was standing still and stretching 

like that.  

It sounded like some kind of post-performance ritual, 

but I didn’t bother inquiring any further and got straight to 

the point. I explained that Tony Thomopoulos had sent me 

to serve as her agent and help smoothen her contract 

negotiations.  

She was polite about the whole thing and told me she 

wanted out of her contract. She appreciated Tony sending 

me to her. I tried to talk her into it and had her take my 

number down to call me later. And so that was my 

experience with Cindy Williams.  

Nothing ever happened after that because she never 

called me. As it turned out, she ended up going with some 

other manager she had already indebted herself to. Still, at 

least I got to meet Cindy Williams backstage at the set of her 

TV show with a limo ride to boot.  
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I continued to further my career as a managing agent 

and was looking for more people to represent. While 

managing Kristy McNichol, I heard rave reviews from my 

wife Eileen, who was watching Diane Lane starring in A 

Little Romance.  

Although she was still just a child, she more than 

held her own playing opposite Laurence Olivier – and it was 

truly a performance like no other. I asked around Hollywood 

for her phone number, and an acquaintance of mine managed 

to get me her mother’s number.  

I dialed Diane Lane’s mother to discuss the 

possibility of me managing her daughter. While waiting for 

an answer, I rehearsed the speech in my head. Diane’s 

mother was drunk when she answered the phone but seemed 

sober enough to express interest in what I had to say. She 

invited me down to Georgia to meet with her and Diane.  

It sounded like a valid invitation, and I quickly said 

yes. Diane was a young girl at the time, and I pitched on that 

angle, highlighting that since I already managed another 

little girl in Hollywood, I understood the complexities of 

managing a young star’s career.  



AN INVENTED LIFE 

126 

 

I remember Diane being a charming little girl, and it 

was clear from her work and personality that she was a great 

actress with a bright future. Her mother and I spent a couple 

of hours discussing it further, but nothing happened after 

that. She ended up getting managed by George Roy Hill, 

who was the director of her first film. He didn’t really 

manage her; he was just handling her career. It’s insane to 

think of Diane Lane today and know that I met her just when 

she was on the cusp of superstardom.  

A couple of months later, after a few successes and 

many failures, I decided to take a break from scouting talent 

and spending more time in the office. We had an office in 

New York City on West 57th Street for Kristy McNichol and 

the other people we managed.  

One day, I was sitting at my desk when I got a phone 

call. My secretary was on the line and asked me if I was 

available to speak with Mr. Dick Clark. I couldn’t believe 

my ears. After confirming with my secretary that it really 

was the Dick Clark, I answered the phone. 

“Hi, Alan. This is Dick Clark. Are you going to be in 

L.A. in the next couple of days? I’d like to meet with you for 

lunch.”  
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“Of course. What’s this about?” I would have flown 

to Europe if he had asked me to, and the thought of declining 

his offer never even occurred to me. But I needed to be 

prepared first and see what it was about. 

“We’d like Kristy McNichol to do a movie. We just 

got the rights from the book.” 

My heart stopped, but I composed myself enough to 

say, “That’d be great! Okay, I’m looking forward to it.”  

I ended up going out to California a couple of days 

later, and we met at his office, where he showed me all his 

antiques and the American Bandstand stuff he kept. I was 

introduced to his wife, Cary, and after that, we had lunch on 

the iconic Sunset Strip near his office. After lunch, he went 

back to his office, and I went back to my hotel room, where 

I called Kristy and told her what the meeting was about and 

discussed doing the movie with her.  

Unfortunately, nothing came of it, still getting to 

meet Dick Clark and touring his office and trophies was no 

small consolation prize. Also, Dick Clark came to Kristy and 

Jimmy’s studio 54 RCA record release party. 

Another potential client sent my way by Tony was 
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Carol Linley, who was once a massive star, but, at the time, 

was starting to fade from the limelight as she was getting 

older. She called my office in Manhattan one day and asked 

to set up a meeting to discuss the possibility of me managing 

her. Naturally, I told her to come on over. I was looking 

forward to meeting her, as she was breathtakingly beautiful. 

It would have been a new experience to manage an adult and 

not worry about being typecast as only managing child stars.  

I mean, celebrities aren’t the only ones who have to 

worry about appearances. Managers and agents have images 

to uphold too. So when she came in, we sat down and had a 

detailed discussion of what she wanted from me. She told me 

that if I could get her this book deal, then I would be hired. 

She gave me the book; it was written by a guy in Texas who 

had just signed a deal for a screenplay with a studio and was 

looking throughout Hollywood for his lead female, and 

Carol Linley wanted the role.  

The problem was that she was too old for the part, 

and other stars in Hollywood were younger and bigger 

actors. I didn’t let that stop me, though, and I managed to 

meet with the writer in Texas. As it turned out, we had many 

things in common, including the fact that we were both 
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outsiders in Hollywood. We became fast friends, and I 

unsuccessfully tried to convince him to give the part to Carol 

Linley.  

After discussing it with him further, however, I 

realized he was right. As he phrased it politely, why would 

he hire Carol Linley to do it when there was a plethora of 

younger actors to build the film around?  

I couldn’t get Carol Linley what she wanted because 

I agreed with the writer and so missed out on the opportunity 

to manage her. Looking back, it was a pretty long shot 

anyway. But that’s just how it is sometimes. 

Early on, it was difficult to click with other big stars. 

That all changed when I was doing an ABC Special for 

Osmond Studios and ABC TV with Kristy McNichol and 

Jimmy McNichol as hosts. While I was there in the Green 

Room, Robert Guillaume approached me and said, “Alan, I 

heard you’re the best manager agent in Hollywood.” 

“I only represent Kristy McNichol,” I said quickly. 

“I’m not the best. Unless you’re already famous, I can’t do 

much for you.”  

He laughed. “Well, I’m pretty famous with the TV 
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series Soap, and I play Benson. Can you help me?” 

“Absolutely. What do you want me to do?” A new 

challenge. 

“I’d like you to renegotiate my contract as Benson 

for me. I need more time on the show and more money. I’m 

not satisfied with the airtime they give me, the jokes they 

write for me, or the money they’re paying me on the show.” 

 It sounded reasonable and pretty close to what I had 

done for Kristy.  

“Okay, who do I have to discuss this with?”  

“Tony Thomas is one of the producers at Witt-

Thomas-Harris.” 

“Okay, I’ll check it out and let you know what 

happens.”  

The next day, after leaving Osmond Studio, I called 

up Tony Thomas of Witt-Thomas-Harris and asked for an 

appointment to see him. I informed him that I was the new 

manager of Robert  Guillaume, and he invited me over to his 

office at the Gower studios. 

I went into Gower Studios to meet with Tony 
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Thomas, who, by the way, is Danny Thomas’s son and 

Marlo Thomas’s brother, and we discussed Bob Guillaume’s 

career. The talks were going nicely enough when, all of a 

sudden, Tony said, “Look, I’m not going to beat around the 

bush with you. I’ll tell you the truth. We have a spin-off for 

Bob in the next year called Benson.”  

Bob was on Soap making $2,500 a week and wanted 

more money and more screen time. I tried to confirm that his 

demands would be met when Tony Thomas cut me off again 

and said, in a reassuring tone, “Alan, he’s gonna have his 

own show next year, making a lot more money.” 

“That sounds great! Can I tell Bob?” 

“Absolutely, I mean, we didn’t want to tell him yet, 

but since you’re coming in and negotiating now, we figured, 

well, we might as well tell him.” 

I thanked him for his time and rushed out to give Bob 

the great news. Like always, I was dealt with a situation that 

was out of my hands, but it turned out to be in my favor 

again! 

 I went to Bob’s house, where Bob was making me 

lunch, which was made up of what they eat in California; 
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grazing food like shredded seaweed or some stuff like that. 

As we sat down to eat, if you want to call it eating, I said, 

“Bob, I got good news for you.” 

“What? You got me a raise?”  

“Yeah, I got you a raise.” I stopped at that and waited 

for his response. 

He decided to play along. “You got me more time on 

the show?” 

“Yeah, I got you more time on a show.” 

“Great! And?” 

I couldn’t hold back my grin anymore. “Bob, you got 

your own show called Benson, a spin-off of Soap.” 

“Get out of here!” he exclaimed with a huge grin. 

“No, seriously. Tony said they were going to tell you 

about it.” I was being honest with him, and I didn’t want him 

to think I used some business mind tricks to get him the role 

and raise. But Bob always thought that it was because of the 

luck I brought to the situation that he got that show, and I 

ended up managing his career from that point on. 

Outside of business, I got to meet with people like 
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Frank Sinatra through my friends in Hollywood. While 

living in Long Island, I got a call from my friends Tina 

Sinatra and Bob Finkelstein.  

Tina asked if I wanted to come and see her father in 

concert at Carnegie Hall in Manhattan. It was a pleasant 

surprise, but I was with my parents, who had just come up 

from Florida and were staying at my house. I didn’t want to 

leave them alone, and I also didn’t want to ask for extra 

tickets.  

I was stuck between a rock and a hard place, and both 

situations required me to do something that I didn’t want to. 

Who on Earth could say no to Frank Sinatra at Carnegie Hall, 

but at the same time be so wholly irresponsible to their 

parents who had traveled to see them? 

But before I could say anything, Tina saved me and 

said, “Well, why don’t you just bring your father and mother 

with you?”  

I gratefully accepted, and since the show was only a 

few hours away, we immediately left for Manhattan to 

Carnegie Hall. When we got there, we saw that they had 

reserved seats for all four of us, and Tina and Bob brought 
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my wife and me up to the balcony where Barbara Sinatra, 

Nancy Sinatra, Bob, and herself were seated. The box was 

placed over Frank’s stage, where he was serenading his 

family all night. 

My mother talked excitedly to everyone around her 

and told them in hushed tones that the young man seated up 

there with the Sinatra family was her son. It swells my heart 

with pride that I made my parents proud of me that day, and 

I confess that, if nothing else, it made the concert worth it.  

After the show was over, I got to go backstage and 

meet Frank Sinatra himself. We went behind where the 

balcony led to a winding stairway that took us backstage. 

Frank Sinatra was in this room greeting everybody at the 

door. He kissed my wife Eileen as she came in first, and then 

he went to kiss me, and I raised my hands and said, “Oh no, 

no, no, I don’t kiss boys.”  

It was a macho thing that was silly, but I thought it 

was funny at the time, and Frank thought so too. That was 

my first encounter meeting Frank Sinatra at that after-party 

for his concert, and I believe that was the last concert he ever 

did.  
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Tina Sinatra was fixing her father’s tie when I 

overheard Frank say that Nancy made all of his bow ties 

from when he first started out to right then, at that concert at 

Carnegie Hall. Just being in the room, listening to that 

conversation was like witnessing history in the making. At 

that moment, I realized I had transcended into the realm of 

the upper levels of this life. 

Around the same time, another interesting event 

happened. It was back when I lived in New York and was 

working on representing Hollywood stars in Los Angeles. I 

would frequently fly back and forth between these cities. 

Since I didn’t want to fly coach, I spent all my hard -earned 

commission money on first-class tickets. And what a 

difference it made! 

On those expensive flights, I would sit next to stars 

like Johnny Carson and Dick Clark, who would also be 

flying back and forth, coast to coast, twice a week. Carson 

and Clark had their shows both in Los Angeles and New 

York. Watching them fly at this rate opened my mind to a 

new possibility. It was when the idea for a condominium 

airline came to me. Initially, I called it Tradways Airline but 

changed it later to Bi-Coastal Airline. 
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Tina Sinatra pitched the idea of my endeavor to her 

father, Frank. He loved it and wanted to partner with us. 

Frank Sinatra came up with the idea of using an awning from 

the plane to his limo. That was so he wouldn’t get wet going 

from his car to the aircraft. We hired a former president of 

Pan American Airlines, Henry Hill, to run our newly 

launched airlines and opened a sales office in Connecticut. 

We had the best airline design company draft the interior of 

the 747s we planned to buy. We wanted to retrofit the inside 

to be all first class. 

The idea of such an aircraft was an instant success 

and was embraced by Hollywood and New York business 

communities. Companies and organizations such as AT&T, 

Banks, Stockbrokers, Warner Brothers, and other big names 

used to fly their people back and forth to these cities daily, 

and they were tired of paying a premium price for the travel. 

The idea of owning their own corporate seats was extremely 

attractive and plausible to them, not to mention that it made 

sense to them tax-wise.  

So, Bi-Coastal Airlines parked two 747 aircraft on a 

runway in Chicago, and we started to sell blocks of seats. 

The money raised to fund this company came from Herbert 
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Lande, a New York real estate tycoon on Long Island. 

Months went by, and the tax laws suddenly changed. It was 

no longer better to own airline travel than rent. The idea was 

later adapted again by like-minded business people. The tax 

laws changed again in their favor, and today shared jet travel 

is a multi-billion-dollar industry. 

Like my other invention stories, this is also a story of 

inventing and creating things ahead of their time. When it 

comes to designing and creating new things, having the 

perfect idea makes all the difference. Timing is also 

necessary, almost as essential as having the initial idea itself. 

When we got married, my wife Eileen had a small 

dog named Casey. Despite his size, he often left little 

packages all around the house. It was annoying, to say the 

least. How could I eliminate the dog’s waste? I tried to cut 

back on his food for a few days, which worked at first, but 

then he became sluggish and didn’t move around so much. 

It’s true what they say about necessity being the 

mother of invention because that’s exactly what happened. 

One day, I was watching him move about, contemplating my 

options when it came to me. If I could invent a chemical that 

would dissolve the dog waste into a powder, and it could 
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easily be vacuumed up, it would eliminate my problem and 

make a lot of money as well.  

I discussed my idea with my good friend and 

neighbor back then, Dr. Richard Kaufman, DDS, and he was 

extremely interested in my invention idea because he had the 

same problem, only BIGGER. His dog was a Saint Bernard, 

those larger-than-life dogs that saved people in the arctic 

snow. He invested in getting a chemist to make a mixture 

that would dissolve the dog waste into a powder and kill and 

deodorize the smells.  

Perfect start, but how could we get it licensed to a big 

company? At the time, Sears Roebuck was about as big a 

company as you could find in those days (1978). I called 

their corporate offices in Chicago, Illinois, and spoke with a 

gentleman in the new products development offices for 

Sears. He told me that if my product worked, they would 

love to license and sell it worldwide for home pet use, farms 

and stables.  

Now I had to make sales renderings and sample 

labels for my trip to Sears in Chicago. The formula and 

packaging were ready the following week, so Richard and I 

flew to Chicago to demonstrate our new revolutionary pet 
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and farm product. We were so confident the product would 

work and sell that Richard suggested using the biggest dog 

waste ever. His Saint Bernard’s’ waste. The package was 

carefully boxed and carried with us on the plane. When we 

arrived at the Sears Tower in Chicago, Richard and I were 

flying high. We walked into the President of Sears Roebucks 

& Company office with full confidence that we had the next 

big thing!  

The President of Sears shared our enthusiasm. So, we 

took out our sample NO-SHT labeled new product and took 

out Richards Saint Bernard Larger than life’s waste 

packaged in wax paper with extreme care.  

“This better work!” the President of Sears Roebucks 

said when we put the ‘package’ on his desk right in front of 

him. He sounded nervous, but both Richard and I assured 

him it’d work. 

I sprayed our NO-SHT formula onto and around the 

large dog waste, and in 5-10 seconds, it started to dissolve 

into a mound of dried powder, completely eliminating the 

odor at the same time. We then vacuumed the dried pile of 

dust-up completely, to the absolute astonishment of the 

Sears President.  
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“What’s in that formula?” he asked, and we smiled.  

“License it from us, and we will disclose it to you,” 

was our answer.  

An agreement was quickly drafted, and after signing 

it, we left the formula with Sears. On our flight back to New 

York, Richard and I were in seventh heaven. A few days 

later, we got a phone call from Sears’ lab. They told us we 

had used an active enzyme in our formula, and unless we 

could do it without that active enzyme, Sears could not make 

the product. I asked why and they said that “After the dog 

feces dissolves into powder if a dog or a child eats or 

breathes that dust, they could die.” We were never able to 

make it work so well again without using the active 

enzymes. And that’s how a promising and somewhat funny 

story concludes. 

My whole life, I have been an inventor. It has helped 

me put things into perspective, and I have concluded that 

three things are crucial to the success of any invention. The 

first one is to have a unique inception or idea that actually 

works to begin inventing with. Following the idea, the next 

important step is to protect it legally with a patent and then 

find the right market and audience for it. The market you 
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target must be ready for the invention and willing to buy it if 

you truly want to make your idea a success. Finally, an 

important element is luck. Luck is important because as easy 

as things can go right, they can go very wrong quickly.  

All of these elements are necessary for the success of 

any idea. They must be intertwined, or else your invention 

can go downhill fast. If any of these elements are missing, 

your plan will probably not work. Therefore, as a mature 

inventor, I suggest following those basic steps to ensure that 

your invention or idea always has its best chances of 

succeeding. 
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Chapter 6  

Can Alan Actually Do 

Anything? 

 

Meeting Frank Sinatra was not just some chance 

interaction. It even paid off in the long run as well. Having 

managed to take Kristy McNichol from Jay Bernstein, my 

name was slowly becoming the talk of the town. Some 

nobody, New Yorker, had just set foot in the City of Angels 

and was already going against the big names.  

Remember, that was Hollywood, the place of glitz 

and glamor. The place where dreams were born or shattered. 

An industry like this one was run by large egos. If somebody 

screwed over someone else, there was hell to pay for it, but 

only if that person was connected with the right people.  

For now, I had just taken Kristy McNichol, and I 

needed to prove that I was the smart guy who could reignite 

her stagnating career. Getting her a large pay raise on the hit 
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TV show ‘Family’ would go on to accelerate her and my 

career. This proved my capabilities in the industry. People I 

had never met yet knew that Alan had managed to bring 

Kristy McNichol to the mainstream yet again.  

One day while I sat in my office, contemplating a few 

choices for upcoming projects, the phone rang, and I picked 

it up.  

“Alan?” said a voice on the other line. 

I recalled the voice from before and was certain I 

knew the person, but phones across the country weren’t 

really known for their clear audio back then. So on most 

occasions, you had to speak louder like you were yelling at 

each other through the window just to get your voice across.  

“Bob?” I asked cautiously. “Bob Finkelstein, is it?” 

“That’s right,” he blared. “I got Jerry and Tina here 

as well.” 

My heart jumped a bit. This was rather intimidating. 

I had not one but three Hollywood heavyweights on the line, 

wanting to talk to me. I had to keep my cool if I wanted to 

play my cards right. These three were big names in the 

industry who started from the bottom and made their way to 
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the top.  

Being the underdogs at one time, they respected 

those who earned their worth. They noticed me when I took 

Kristy McNichol under my wing and how I made her career 

flourish again. When it happened first, they tried to take her 

from me. They had been keen on managing her, but I wasn't 

going to relent that easily.  

At a cozy evening in Weintraub’s Beverly Hills 

home, the two men would have personal screenings with 

directors and actors. I was called over, and as much as I 

appreciated their gesture, I never let my client go that easily.  

“I worked hard to get her on my team,” I said. “I’m 

not gonna toss her like a piece of meat. That little girl has 

worked hard in this industry for years, and I plan on making 

sure her star continues to shine.” 

They clearly weren’t happy about it, but they 

respected my decision. One thing was for certain; I had now 

become Alan, the ‘guy who could get things done.’ It was 

only a matter of time before they would come around again. 

Only this time, McNichol was not the subject of discussion.  

“Have you ever heard of J.D. Salinger?” Jerry 
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Weintraub asked.  

I was hesitant at first. Was this a test of some sort? 

The fact that they threw me this unexpected curve caught me 

off guard, but I had to get my balance back. After a moment 

of hesitation, I responded as tentatively as I could.  

“Yeah… I… I’ve heard of him.” 

This was true but to a limited extent. There is this 

stereotype about how successful people are always 

voracious readers. That isn’t true, and I was one example. It 

is even more ironic that I was working in cinema, where the 

plot lines, characters, and production sets for every movie 

depended on modern or classic literature.  

Yet, somehow, I had managed to make it on my own 

strengths of being a good communicator, but it seemed from 

that moment that I might have to reconsider the idea of just 

winging it through this industry with deep roots in literature.  

As much as I wracked my brain, all I could come up 

with was that J.D. Salinger was a writer, but… I wasn’t 

familiar with his works at all.  

“He wrote Catcher in the Rye,” Jerry finally said, 

filling in the blanks. “You familiar with it”? 
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“Well…” I hesitated. “Sure. It’s been a long time 

since I’ve read it though, why?”  

“I want to make it into a movie. We need the rights.” 

As much as I hoped it would start to make sense, the 

opposite kept happening.  

“So, what do you need me for?” I asked. “Just call 

his agent and cut a deal.” 

All of them were silent for a moment.  

“Well… here’s the catch,” Jerry continued. “This 

guy he’s… he’s a bit of a recluse. You know those eccentric 

types that don’t like people and all. Plus, his agent never 

returns any of the calls. No one knows where this guy is or 

where to find him. Now, Tina Sinatra and Bob here tell me 

you can do anything, so… I need you to go find him and 

make a deal.” 

“Okay,” I said, finally putting the pieces together. 

“Where does he live?” 

“We don’t know. No one’s seen him. If I'm not 

mistaken, the last time they saw him was probably like… 

twenty years ago. Maybe even longer.” 
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“Is he even alive?” 

“I think so. We probably would’ve heard of it if he 

died, but the guy fell off the map.” 

“Who’s his agent? Where’s his office?” 

“Alan, forget all of that! We need you to meet him 

directly. His agent will do what he always does, say no and 

then give us the run-around. Salinger hates Hollywood; he 

always has. Kind of a peculiar guy. Offer him anything he 

wants, and we’ll make sure the deal will go through.” 

I couldn’t figure out if this was some kind of test. 

They wanted me to play detective, and rather than use their 

own resources, they asked me to meet this man directly. It 

was hard to distinguish what the ulterior motive was, but if I 

could manage to accomplish what they thought impossible, 

it would further boost my career.  

“So you want me to just show up at this guy’s house 

and make a movie deal for his book?” I clarified.  

“Yes, you interested?” 

“If the guy’s alive… I’ll find him.” 

“Always knew we could rely on you.” 
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With that, they cut the call. I stood there hearing the 

dial tone and contemplating my decision. I had to seek out a 

recluse and make him accept something he was bound to say 

no to. I spent the rest of the day strategizing how to go about 

this and even brought it up with Eileen, my wife.  

“I know you’re not much of a reader, Alan,” she said. 

“But perhaps you should read the CliffsNotes version of his 

most well-known book.” 

“Catcher in the Rye, right?” I asked.  

“That’s the one. It’ll give you some idea of what to 

talk about if you meet the man who counts among the 

greatest living authors of America.” 

I could barely remember the last time I found myself 

scouring through the notes and text for a topic. It was 

probably high school when I did it last. It did come off as 

strange that a man who wrote one of the biggest novels in 

American literature chose to hide rather than be out in 

public.  

The guy was a celebrity who had plenty of people 

keen on doing his work into films; a movie deal could set 

him up for life with all the royalties he’d be earning. But 
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instead, the fella remained elusive. The fact that he managed 

to do it for so long even impressed me. If this was the 

consistency he had, then I had to up my game.  

It was in the CliffsNotes where I found my first clue 

to his whereabouts. Salinger lived in Cornish, New 

Hampshire. I wondered how this managed to go over Jerry 

Tina and Bob’s heads. Either they were lazy or incompetent. 

If either, it made sense for Salinger to hate Hollywood more. 

Why would he give his life’s work to a couple of strangers 

who couldn’t find basic information about him that was 

literally right there in front of them?  

I called an airline at JFK and was on the next flight 

to Cornish. The plan was to arrive in the morning and leave 

by the same afternoon. No baggage was needed. If I was to 

get this man on my side, it had to be done on the first attempt. 

Coming back again would only come off as needy, so my 

first impression needed to be strong. I looked out of the 

plane's window and couldn’t believe my eyes when I saw the 

Cornish airport. It was just a small strip located in some 

outback area of the city. There was barely any structure. I 

didn’t place too many expectations since we were flying on 

a propeller-driven plane, but I assumed that there would be 
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some allure to the place.  

Climbing off the plane with a ladder, I walked along 

the tarmac to the terminal. The airport was simplistic, dull, 

and ridiculously boring. The first impression of the place had 

already been set on me. I walked up to the closest phone 

booth and skimmed through the Yellow Pages. As expected, 

J.D. Salinger’s name wasn’t there.  

“This guy should’ve been a spy during the Cold 

War,” I muttered.  

With little information to help me, I went out front to 

grab the only cab around and decided to go on instinct. 

Cornish was a small place, and I was certain that everyone, 

to some degree, would know one another. In addition, 

Salinger was a celebrity on a local, national, and 

international level, which meant that someone might know 

where he lived. Sliding into the cab, I gave the instructions 

to the driver.  

“J.D. Salinger’s house, please,” I said, handing him 

a crumpled one-hundred-dollar bill.  

“Can’t do that,” he said, eyeing me in the rearview 

mirror as he examined the note.  
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“Why not?” 

“I could get into trouble, Sir. He likes to be left alone 

and keeps to himself. You a friend of his?” 

“Worse. I’m from Hollywood, and I’m here to give 

him a million dollars for his book. See here, this is the 

check…” 

Pulling out an official ‘looking’ check, it said the 

amount right on it. The printed red and blue gave it more 

authenticity. Of course, the driver didn’t know I had just 

printed it from the machine in my temperature alarm 

company Rasco that I had invented.  

Truth be told, I didn’t even have that kind of money. 

I was lucky to be holding possibly a few hundred bucks in 

my account. If there was any chance that Salinger bought the 

deal, then Jerry and Sinatra would have to rush and put the 

money in the account so the check could clear.  

The driver, though impressed, still appeared hesitant. 

Perhaps he needed a little more incentive.  

“Tell you what, keep the hundred dollars,” I said 

grandly, trying to show off that I was loaded with money, 

true Hollywood style. “If you can get me to Salinger's house, 
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I’ll give you another one.” 

The driver began to think. I didn’t have to rush his 

decision because he seemed to be siding with me. The reality 

was that it would be a shame to deprive Hollywood of such 

a talented artist. Salinger was their local pride, and who 

wouldn’t want someone from their hometown to be famous 

and successful? It would represent them on a positive scale. 

With the mix of national pride and added grease, the driver 

slowly nodded.  

“Seatbelt, please,” he said as he turned  the car on and 

focused on the steering wheel. 

Considering the flight had been tiring, I was relieved 

to see that the guy's house was only five minutes away from 

the airport.  

“This really is a small town,” I said.  

“We don’t get many visitors out here,” The driver 

replied. “Heads up, gonna be a bumpy road.” 

The taxi jumped countless times since the house was 

located on a dirt road. It was quite simplistic and small in 

stature. A two-story, rectangular structure that had paint 

peeling off from some corners. Far from impressive. No 
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gate. No fences either. There wasn’t even a lawn, which was 

disappointing. The house had no inviting atmosphere to it. It 

was the house of a clichéd angry old man who wanted to be 

left alone.  

I noticed a telephone wire going into the house that 

was connected to a wooden pole.  

“At least the guy has got electricity,” I thought.  

When the taxi pulled in the front of the house, 

placing its wheels on the smoother gravel, it came to a stop. 

I opened the door to get out to be greeted by the sound of 

large barking dogs. From the corner of my eye, I saw them 

charging straight for me and the taxi door.  

On instinct, I closed it fast enough, and the dogs 

crashed into the car. The impact did nothing to stop them. 

They continued barking and trying to make their way to me.  

The driver sighed. “Told you he likes to be left 

alone.” This was clearly not his first time seeing this incident 

play out like this.  

From the balcony emerged a lanky old tall man with 

graying hair. I cracked the taxi window open slightly since 

the dogs were still jumping at the door, only to be met with 
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hostility.  

“Get off my property!” he yelled, again and again, 

waving a fist in the air. It was him—Salinger himself, I 

thought. 

“I came all the way from California to meet you, Mr. 

Salinger,” I said, struggling to put on a friendly smile. “My 

bosses wanted me to offer you a million dollars for the rights 

to Catcher in the Rye. They’re hoping to make it a feature-

length film.” 

I pressed the check against the window, hoping he 

could at least get a glimpse of it. Unfortunately, the dogs 

were relentless, still rubbing their sloppy snouts and wildly 

probing into the opening of the glass. The drool almost came 

on the check.  

“Please, Sir,” I continued. “I only need a moment of 

your—” 

“Get off my property!” he repeated, pacing back and 

forth on his balcony, which was the same width as his house.  

I knew I didn’t get off to a good start, but considering 

the circumstances, the meeting seemed to be doomed from 

the beginning, or at least that’s what Salinger wanted. I had 
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to keep trying.  

“Mr. Salinger,” I tried again. “My boss from… 

Columbia Pictures has sent me out here to offer you this.” 

That was a lie. It was just the first production 

company’s name that came to my mind. Even Jerry 

Weintraub’s occupation was mostly a mystery to me, but 

right now, I could see my chances of success shrinking with 

each passing second. I had to toss him a bone. I wish he 

would toss one to the dogs, too, because their aggravation 

kept getting worse.  

Picture this: One man is seated at the back of a car, 

pleading with a check for a million dollars pressed against 

the window, while the disinterested driver is sitting there, 

just hanging his head with disappointment, wanting to drive 

away but can’t. Then, outside, three wild dogs are trying to 

get in the car, making as much noise as the old man on the 

balcony.  

This could have been a fantastic scene for a Mel 

Brooks comedy. But at that moment, I had never felt so 

nervous and out of place. This was not my day, and nothing 

I was saying or doing was going my way. I started to wonder 
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if this was the wrong house. The old man had still not 

specified who he was.  

“Are you Mr. Salinger?” I asked suddenly, trying to 

get a good look at him.  

The driver started to laugh, much to my chagrin.  

“Get off my property!” the man repeated, shaking his 

fist and pacing again.  

This was getting on my nerves now. I had to act 

desperately if only to get his attention. Considering the 

situation, I kind of was too.  

“Mr. Salinger please,” I pleaded. “I could lose my 

job. I really did come all the way from California. Please talk 

to me. This is a serious offer. You only get this once in a 

lifetime.”  

“Hollywood ruins every book they touch!” he said in 

disgust. “They’re all whores! Every last one of them!” 

For once, he said something else other than yelling 

to get off his property. It wasn't what I was hoping for, but 

at least he was listening and talking to me.  

“Mr. Salinger, this will be different. We respect the 
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printed word. We want to do the right thing.” 

“They’ll ruin the book! I don’t trust them! And I sure 

as hell don’t trust you!” 

Hoping to gain his sincerity, I held out the check 

again.  

“You must believe me, Mr. Salinger.” 

“They’re all whores! They’ve ruined every book they 

ever made into those damn movies. I won’t let them ruin 

mine. Take your money and get outta here!” 

My chances were slipping again, and I could see it. 

The dogs were getting tired, but they weren’t going away 

anytime soon. Salinger began pacing the balcony with his 

arms crossed.  

I had never felt like a caged animal before like I did 

at that moment. There was nowhere else for me to go but 

back to the airport. If I did that, I would no longer be the guy 

who could get the job done. It’d just be another failed 

attempt. I decided to wait for some time while the old man 

continued pacing. He seemed to be lost in his thoughts, and 

the dogs finally became quieter.  

I mistakenly assumed this was an opening. Leaning 
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over, I opened the door, catching Salinger’s attention.  

“Get back in the car!” he roared, with more energy 

than before.  

“I just want to talk to you for two minutes. Just two 

minutes. Nothing more.” 

“I already told you, you can’t do the book!” 

His pacing seemed to know no bounds. The way he 

stalked about in the balcony made him look like a crazy 

captain, fighting against the sea for his sinking ship, walking 

on the helm.  

“Look!” I insisted. “My bosses are going to need 

some proof that I was here. They’re not going to believe me 

on my word alone. Could you at least call your agent and 

have him contact Management Three and inform them that I 

saw you?” 

“I’m not doing anything! You tell your stuck-up 

bosses that they can’t have it! And if they don’t believe you, 

it ain’t my problem, it's yours! I will never give anyone 

permission to make it into a movie. Ever! Now get the hell 

off my property before I call the cops!”  

There it was—the last nail in the coffin. I tried the 
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best I could, but I knew it was over the moment he went 

inside. The dogs regained their strength and began their 

barking again. 

“Son, I say you swallow your pride and leave,” the 

driver said, looking straight at me. “Trust me. Staying here 

isn’t gonna help.” 

I hated to admit it, but he was right. The longer I’d 

stay, the more he would repeat his mantra and walk about his 

balcony. I had lost the fight. With a heavy heart, I nodded 

and signaled for him to drive on. The dogs followed us for a 

bit before returning home.  

“Gotta hand it to you, though,” the driver said, 

noticing the glum look on my face. “Never seen anyone last 

this long with that fella.” 

I didn’t know whether to be humbled, flattered, or 

even more disappointed. I just stayed quiet on the way back 

to the airport, letting my ego subside. The man had clearly 

struck a nerve. I had been on such a good roll with my work; 

it had been a while since I had experienced a loss and such 

an ugly one at that. 

Reaching the airport, I made a call. Jerry picked up, 
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and I told him I met the crazy old man. He was extremely 

happy laughing and put us on speakerphone. Bob and Tina 

Sinatra were there too. All of them were laughing their heads 

off when I related the entire incident to them, much to my 

embarrassment.  

“I can’t believe you did it!” Jerry kept repeating, 

much to my confusion. 

“Did what?” I asked. “I didn’t get the rights. I only 

saw the man.” 

“But you did get to see him.”  

“How do… how do you know I did? I’m telling you 

I saw him, and I did, but how can you actually believe I did? 

I could be making all this up for all you know.” 

They continued laughing. I was convinced one of 

them might fall off their chair at this rate.  

“We just got a call from J.D. Salinger’s agent telling 

us you were there, and they never want Hollywood to make 

a movie. But we can’t believe you got to him to do that. Alan, 

no one has seen or heard from the man in twenty years. He’s 

a recluse. You ought to be doing college tours telling people 

you met J.D. Salinger face to face.” 
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That was when it finally hit me. Salinger was never 

going to give me the rights to the movie. Everyone in the 

Hollywood circle, including Bob, Tina, and Jerry, knew that. 

The point wasn’t to get the rights from him but to see if I 

could even find or meet him.  

In that regard, I had passed, but I failed in the other 

aspect of what I was trying to achieve. It was such a mixed 

bag of feelings that I look back at it with streaks of confusion 

even today. Though I have to admit, it was certainly a 

memory worth remembering.  
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Chapter 7 

Alan, the ‘Pushy’ Guy 

 

My experience with Salinger further added to my 

dislike for the tortured artist cliché. As much as I commend 

literature for being at the forefront of art, the people that 

belong to this niche of writing can be a bunch of nuts. I never 

had a knack for reading but respected that these folks put 

time and effort to write something which entertained people. 

I just wish they didn’t have to be so crazy about it.  

Ever since the incident, Salinger’s never-ending 

pacing was ingrained in my memory, and I was convinced 

that would be the last time I would get involved in writer’s 

politics… I couldn’t be more wrong. 

Since the Salinger meeting left such a bad taste in my 

mouth, I figured it would be best that I stayed away from the 

eccentric artists for a while. My inventions awaited me, and 

I could use more time creating new things. Fate, as usual, 

had other plans.  
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I had this friend, Fran Rizzo, a writer and an actress 

who did commercial voiceovers. She was very successful in 

that field as well, but success didn’t always guarantee 

satisfaction. Rizzo was not that happy in the field she was 

working in and wanted to venture into writing. It seemed to 

run in her family, considering her cousin was a writer, and 

she had published a book as well. Most of her cousin’s circle 

consisted of writers who had done work in the movie 

industry for quite some time.  

They had their own agents who helped pave their 

way, but not many were happy with the circumstances back 

then. Writers were not given as much recognition as they are 

today. Most were treated as expendable and had little 

creative input. It was understandable why so many writers 

were frustrated then.  

Rizzo decided to get her friends together and 

introduce me to the group. I had already managed to make a 

name for myself, and plenty were keen on trying out my 

expertise.  

“Listen, guys,” she said, huddling her group together. 

“I got this guy named Alan. Alan Amron. He is the one who 

manages Kristy McNichol. You heard me right. This guy can 
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sell ice in the winter. Hell, he could sell sand to the Arabs if 

given a chance. If he puts his mind to it, there is nothing he 

can’t do. Considering our situation, why don’t we get him on 

board for becoming a signatory agent with the Writers Guild 

and represent us all?”  

Bear in mind that back then, to become a signatory 

agent, you needed to have a feature film and published a 

book. Another one was that you needed to represent more 

than nine writers together who had already published or 

made a movie deal. Rizzo utilized this policy and brought us 

all together for a meeting at her Manhattan apartment.  

I’d say these people had self-control. Decent folks 

who wanted to bring their work to the public.  

I was a bit hesitant at first. I may have made my name 

in the industry, but to be given so many writers in one swing 

was a bit intimidating, to say the least. I had been in plenty 

of group dynamics to know politics was bound to break out 

sooner or later, but they managed to make me come around. 

Their faith in my abilities was what gave me the confidence 

to take them under my management team. Once we all shook 

hands, it was official, and I was a signatory agent.  
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I didn’t even waste time with this opportunity. Once 

accepted, I began sending their work out to whoever was 

interested. Different studios were receiving their books and 

other writings. It was hard work. Sometimes not all of them 

got accepted.  

Like most things, this endeavor had mixed results. 

Some of them benefitted tremendously, while others did not. 

Either way, I had made my mark, and once they have made 

you a signatory agent in the Writers Guild on both coasts, 

you are listed forever, as I am even now, to this day.  

Having become a signatory of the Writers Guild, I 

found myself with a diverse crowd of clientele, one of them 

being Mike Burns. Unlike the others who identified as 

writers and did that for a living, Mike Burns was an FBI 

agent who wrote scripts.  

Even I was surprised when he told me because back 

then, and even now, you don’t expect that the rough and 

tough, no-nonsense, professionally dressed investigators 

would be interested in writing movies. However, Mike 

Burns changed that stereotype. He used to send me those 

scripts in the hopes they would get recognized by 

Hollywood.  
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“Hey Alan,” he said. “Do put in a good word for me, 

will ya? I really appreciate the help.” 

“I’ll do the best I can, Mike, but I can’t make 

guarantees,” I replied. “This is Hollywood. They don’t just 

give out free passes like that.” 

“I understand. Well, I gotta make it in time for lunch. 

My brother-in-law is coming to town.” 

“Ah, does he write scripts too?” 

“No,” Mike laughed. “He’s a sportscaster and a big 

one at that.” 

“Sportscaster?” I remarked, surprised. “Anyone I 

know?” 

“Pat Summerall.” 

You heard that right—Pat Summerall, one of 

America's finest sportscasters in the NFL.  When he told me, 

I felt a wave of excitement surge through me. 

“The Pat Summerall?” I asked with eyes wide. “The 

voice of NFL football itself?” 

“The one and only,” Mike smiled.  

Now, with such a possibility on the line, I had to get 
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one of his scripts recognized by someone.  

Pat Summerall was the voice you would hear the 

most during football games, especially when the NFL came 

around. His distinct, dynamic sound and style of speaking 

always would keep the viewers interested in what was going 

on. Even those who weren’t familiar with the game would 

have an idea about the person talking.  

I was a fan of his for quite some time. He was to 

football what Bert and Ernie were for Sesame Street. You 

could not separate one from the other.  

During my time as a signatory, I still managed to 

create my inventions and gadgets. I’ll admit it was a bit 

tougher then, considering how limited my free time was, but 

when you’re passionate about something, you can always 

make the time. I never believe anyone who says, ‘If I had 

more time, I could do it.’ Persistence and drive always find 

a way, and time is rarely a factor that keeps people from 

performing.  

It was precisely this dedication that led me to invent 

the ‘first down laser Line.’ Just as the name implies, the 

device was a laser system that could be projected onto a 
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football field and then move up and down the field, as 

required. So wherever the official invisible first down the 

line moved, the visible laser line on the field would follow, 

and the players, coaches, officials, and fans on the field 

could see it in real-time.  

This allowed them to be able to run out and make a 

right, crossing ten yards, then be able to tuck the ball in and 

straight ahead without getting hurt or receiving head or neck 

injuries by looking in a different direction contorting to see 

where the first line down is.  

I told Mike Burns about this invention, knowing it 

might get me the chance to impress Pat Summerall.  

“I’d really like to meet Pat Summerall and ask him 

what he thinks about this,” I told Mike. The bluntness of my 

request even caught him off guard.  

At the time, Pat was in New York, attending a dinner 

for ESPN with his wife, Cheri. Mike was in town with his 

wife Debbie as well. So he gave me the invitation to meet 

him during the dinner. If I could make it there, I could show 

him my new invention.  

I still remember how nervous I was. Running up to 
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the elevator in the hotel, I took a few breaths as the floor 

lights kept blinking on and off.  Once the door opened, there 

he was with Mike Burns along with their wives.  

“Ah, Alan,” he said, in the same voice I had been 

hearing on television for years. Even if I looked in a different 

direction and he would’ve called out from behind me, I 

would’ve known it was him. “Mike told me a lot about you.” 

“Only the good stuff, I hope,” I joked, shaking his 

hand. The man had quite a grip. I recalled that he started off 

as a football player before going into commentary, and his 

physique reflected that. Those broad shoulders were still 

holding strong.  

“Tell me a little bit about your laser line invention 

Alan,” Pat said, smiling. 

I spent some time wanting to know more about Pat’s 

journey. He had quite the tale, but sooner or later, my laser 

had to come up. After showing it to him and explaining its 

capabilities, the man was sold from the get-go. Even from 

his eyes, I could tell he was very interested. I explained how 

Floyd Rollefstad (a laser consultant), Alex Hay (our laser 

engineer and partner), and Tyler Ledent (our laser technician 
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and partner) helped me to design the safe system. Richard 

Grobman and Donald Gross were investor partners. 

“Would you be interested in helping us?” I asked.  

“I think it's great, Alan,” he said, patting me on the 

back. “I’m gonna talk with a couple of people, and we’re 

gonna make this thing big. Count me in.” 

Right there, at that moment, we had become partners. 

Even Cheri seemed pleased with the agreement. Instantly Pat 

went about arranging meetings for us. He stopped by while 

still in New York to meet the commissioner of the NFL, my 

other laser line partners, and him; the meeting went 

according to plan.  

The NFL was interested in looking into our first 

down laser line in greater detail. The NFL Head of New 

Projects Development, Roger Goodell, even suggested using 

our system in European National Football League games the 

following year.  

Up until his passing, Pat Sumerall stayed a dedicated 

partner with me in the first down laser line systems. I will 

always miss that man and his dynamic qualities. He wasn’t 

just the voice of The NFL; he was a leader. To see him have 
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faith in my invention still makes me smile even today.  

Pat Summerall was an example of one of the good 

people I met during my lifetime. There were some 

controversial people as well. At the young age of sixteen, I 

came across Donald himself, the Apprentice, who became 

the 45th President of the United States, Donald Trump. 

His father, Fred Trump, the man who had a major 

role in starting the foundation of the Trump fortune, came to 

meet my father in one of my dad’s meat stores in Brooklyn, 

Trump Village. They had to discuss the lease that my father 

had with Fred Trump. I was helping my dad in the store, but 

when Fred walked in, he looked at me. 

“How old are you, son?” he asked with a friendly 

smile. 

“Sixteen, Sir,” I replied. 

“Even better. My son Donald is seventeen. Why 

don’t you go on and meet him? He’s sitting in the car.” 

I looked at my father first, unsure how to react, but 

he seemed ok with that. 

“Go ahead, son,” he told me. “Mr. Trump and I need 

to talk business.” 
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So, I went outside and could not believe my eyes 

when I saw the big black limousine. There it stood, the 

definition of elite means of transport. Stretching long, its 

black plated skin gleamed under the sun. The rims were 

shining, and the windows were tinted. I could make out the 

shape of the driver who sat in front, and in the back was 

someone else.   

I knocked on the window, and it rolled down. There 

he sat, Donald Trump himself, except he was only seventeen 

years old. A grumpy and extremely miserable-looking kid.  

“What do you want?” he asked smugly. 

“Your dad is inside talking business to my dad,” I 

said. “Fred wanted us both to wait together in your car until 

they finished.” 

The door opened, and I sat inside. Your back didn’t 

just rest on the pads, and you could lay down there with 

comfort. The foot space was so much; you could move your 

legs around without worrying. I couldn’t hold back my 

fascination, which caught Donald's attention.  

“Never been in a limo before?” he asked. 

“Yes, I have,” I replied.  
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That’s pretty much all of the conversation. He was 

too busy reading some magazine while I just looked at the 

interior of the car. I noticed during our small talk that he was 

wearing a black business suit. We exchanged a few one-

word questions and answers, but no real conversation 

followed.  

The meeting was over in no time, and in a few 

moments, Fred returned.  

“It was nice meeting you,” I said to both politely. 

Fred smiled, but Donald didn’t.  

Forty years passed, and I would go on to cross paths 

with that grumpy rich kid again, who had now become a big 

millionaire himself with the help of a small loan from his 

father. When I started with the First Down Laser program, 

Pat suggested reaching out to Donald for an investment. He 

did own the New York Generals and loved football. The man 

was known to invest in new things, and our business stood 

to benefit from him. I called his secretary.  

“Hi,” I said. “My name is Alan Amron. I would like 

to speak with Mr. Trump regarding a Football Invention 

investment.” 
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“I’m sorry,” she replied. “Mr. Trump is busy 

currently and won’t be able to meet with you today.” 

I had to up my offer.  

I said with more insistence, “Pat Summerall, my 

partner is in New York with me, and we would like to meet 

with Mr. Trump today.”  

There was a moment of silence before the secretary 

spoke again. I assumed she was asking for guidance.  

“Well, I’ll let him know,” she said. “But I don’t think 

he would be interested, and I will call you back if he is.” 

Fifteen minutes later, my cell phone rings, and it’s Trump’s 

secretary.  

“I spoke to Mr. Trump,” she said. “He’d like to meet 

with you and Pat Summerall. Can you come up to the office 

right now?” 

I looked at Richard and Pat.  

“Great,” Pat said, and Richard nodded. “We’ll go 

right after our NFL League office meeting on Park Avenue.”  

I told the secretary that we could be there by three 

o’clock, after the NFL meeting.  
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“Great,” she said. “Just come to the Trump Tower on 

5th Avenue. The guards will let you in.” 

Once the NFL League meeting ended, we made our 

way to Trump Tower. Felt a bit strange how, when we were 

kids, I met the man in a limousine wearing a generic t-shirt 

and jeans while he sat in a limo. Now here I was going to see 

him wearing a suit and being driven in a limo. Life has a 

funny way of coming full circle.  

The elevator took us straight to the top floor. Every 

roomed gleamed with success and money.  Reaching the top 

floor, we waited for ten minutes before the devil himself  

came out to meet us. 

“Gentlemen,” he said, shaking mine and Richard’s 

hand. That guy had a strong grip and was considerably tall. 

“Pat, good to see you.” 

“You too, Donald, it’s been a while.” 

The meeting was much different from our first 

interaction. It was friendly, informative, and very 

cooperative. Donald took a keen interest in my laser line 

invention and praised my innovative thinking. It was clear 

that he was sold on the invention and wanted in. Once it was 
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over, I pulled out my digital camera. 

“Can I please take a photo?” I asked.  

“Always,” he said, smiling with his perfect teeth. 

One snap after the other, I asked him to wait while I 

took the last photo with the guy taking all our pictures.  

“He’s a very pushy guy,” Donald said to Pat. “I like 

that.” 

At the time, I didn’t know whether to be insulted or 

feel good, but later on, I would find out that Trump liked 

assertive people and got what they wanted. So the fact that I 

was able to tell everyone to stay still while the photographer 

joined us seemed to impress him. It was just a spur-of-the-

moment thing on my part, but Donald seemed impressed.  

Donald Trump was not the only controversial figure 

I met. There were others as well. One of my favorite 

personalities that I met was the Titan himself, heavyweight 

boxing champion Muhammad Ali. 

Say what you want about his big mouth. That guy 

was one hell of a man in his day. The tall fighter took down 

many tough boxers with strength, speed, and unique strategy 

in his prime. Everyone would line up to see his matches in 
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the ring and be charmed by his charisma and wit, outside it 

in interviews.  

Muhammad Ali was not only an icon in the ring, but 

his refusal to fight in Vietnam made him a legend. At the 

time, people were actively drafted to serve in the war with 

mandatory military duty. Avoiding the draft was considered 

a crime, often punishable with a fine, imprisonment, or both.  

Yet, during the Vietnam War, there was a major 

divide between the youth and the old guard. The youth 

wanted the war finished, while the older generation felt it 

was heroic and necessary and looked upon it as a matter of 

pride and patriotism.  

Those who refused to join the fight were jailed. 

Muhammad Ali’s refusal lost him his boxing license and the 

titles he had earned over the years through his hard work. He 

was sentenced to prison as well.  

Once America came to its senses, the man was let 

out, and he would go on to win back what he had lost. 

Muhammad Ali was a man of his time. So imagine my joy 

when I got to meet the most popular man on the planet.  

While we were in New York, Muhammad Ali was in 
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the city for a book promotion. Kristy McNichol, my client, 

also happened to be there, and I felt that it would be a good 

idea to get the two stars to meet.  

I called Ali in his hotel room and told him I was 

coming over with Kristy McNichol. Both were excited about 

it since they were stars in their own right, but having them in 

one room was overwhelming. The big star meeting the 

strongest man in the world. What a sight.  

Since then, Muhammad Ali and I became friends 

over time, and I felt honored to know the man who was more 

famous than the President of the United States. Once, he 

invited me to one of his fights at the Capital Centre Arena. 

While going there, I invited my cousin Michael, who was 

only a kid at the time but was infatuated with the boxer. I 

didn’t blame him as the man was quite popular among the 

youth; Muhammad Ali had a magnetism that appealed to 

people of all ages.  

“Come to Maryland,” I told him. “Muhammad Ali is 

fighting. I’ll get you backstage, and you can meet him in the 

locker room.” 

Just before the match began, I introduced my cousin, 
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and he had never been so happy. He could barely utter any 

sentences without gawking or stumbling on his words. 

Muhammad Ali didn’t mind. He took the kid under his arm 

and had a laugh. They took a couple of pictures, and 

Muhammad Ali taught him how to shadow box. It was a 

dream come true for my cousin, and his joy brought a smile 

to my face.  

Through Muhammad Ali, I met Don King. After the 

fight, I drove over to his house in a limo, where we chatted 

in his kitchen. The man had a knack for cooking, and he sure 

knew how to make a good meal. He made everything on the 

table. I had joined him thinking it would be a standard but 

fancy dinner. I told him about my wish to reunite the Beatles 

then he said something that made me almost choke on my 

drink. 

“Alan,” he said. “I think it's time we got the Beatles 

back together.” His help would have made the worldwide 

reunited Beatles concert work because Don King is the one 

who created those kinds of successful events, in theaters one-

night events for the Ali fights. 

 



ALAN AMRON 

189 

 

 



AN INVENTED LIFE 

190 

 

 

 



ALAN AMRON 

191 

 

 

 



AN INVENTED LIFE 

192 

 

 



ALAN AMRON 

193 

 

 

 



AN INVENTED LIFE 

194 

 

 

 

 

 

 



ALAN AMRON 

195 

 

 

 



AN INVENTED LIFE 

196 

 

Chapter 8 

Reuniting the Beatles 

 

The words that came out of my wife Eileen’s mouth 

left me dumbfounded for a while. But when I came to think 

about it, I realized it was not a bad idea. So I hired a publicist  

my wife recommended, and he did a hell of a job for my 

publicity. With his great work, the news traveled like 

wildfire, and many articles were written around the whole 

world asking everyone to donate a dollar to bring the Beatles 

back for one big world concert. 

I remembered reading somewhere in a newspaper 

that Muhammad Ali was a huge fan of the Beatles. So what 

I did next felt completely natural and plausible to me. I went 

to Miami, where I heard Muhammad Ali was training for his 

next fight, for the cause.  

I met him in a diner in South Miami and presented 

the idea to him. I said, "Listen, I'm starting a committee to 

reunite the Beatles, the International Committee to Reunite 
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the Beatles." I asked him if he would be interested in helping 

me with it.   

His answer lifted my spirits. "Absolutely." 

He told me that he would love to discuss this further 

and gave me his phone number.  

"Call me and come to Chicago, and I'll be glad to 

discuss this with you," he said. That was all I needed then. A 

couple of weeks later, I called the number he gave me. His 

housekeeper answered the call. She said, "Hold on."  

After a while, Muhammad Ali came to the phone; he 

still remembered why I was calling. Again, he invited me to 

Chicago and added that somebody would pick me up at the 

airport. 

I got on the next flight. I felt a bit lost in the airport. 

I was looking around. Ali had mentioned that I would find 

someone to pick me up. What I was not expecting was it 

would be a limousine. This big, long black limo was parked 

outside, and somehow I felt it was my ride. 

As I headed for the exit, a big African American 

bodyguard approached me. 

"You, Mr. Amron?" he questioned.  
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"Yeah," I replied.  

"Come with me," he said and led me to a shiny 

stretch limousine.  

Once inside, I noticed two other guys, big African 

Americans like the one I had just met. I sat at the back, scared 

senseless. I couldn't believe that I was seated inside the 

limousine and riding through the Chicago streets, and the 

fact that there were three bodyguards, huge ones, wasn't 

helping either.  

I knew they were taking me to Muhammad Ali's 

house, but mind you, I was only in my 20’s at that time, 

young and naïve. Nevertheless, the concerns I was facing 

seemed very real! I was hoping to meet Muhammad Ali at 

my destination, but who knew where they were taking me? 

At last, the limo stopped; I took a deep breath as the 

gates to his big house opened, and the limo slid inside. I 

mustered some courage and asked the guards, "Where are 

we?"  

"We're at Herbert Muhammad 's house,” he replied. 

Again, not the answer I was expecting. So I asked, "Who’s 

Herbert Muhammad?"  
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"Herbert Muhammad is the Black Muslim leader, 

and he's the business manager of Muhammad Ali,” he 

replied curtly. “He wants to meet with you before you go 

over to Ali's house to make sure about the Beatle Committee 

thing you're offering him; he wanted just to make sure that 

the deal was proper and that you are safe."   

Now that made sense, and I was sort of relieved to 

know I was safe. So we pulled inside the house, and I went 

inside. The home was very lavish and extraordinary, which 

made me realize that this guy is not ordinary. The house had 

everything – stuff built into the walls, expensive fabric, fine 

furniture. Everything was overwhelming. I passed through 

the entrance and walked inside the kitchen, and that's when 

I realized I was having lunch with Herbert. 

There was this large table with the four black guys, 

and me, one white guy, and the black Muslim leader, Herbert 

Muhammad, who was sitting at the head of the table. But, of 

course, as soon as we started eating, things began to get a 

little less intimidating. Hell, it felt normal after a while. 

The journey I took to his house was somewhat 

overwhelming, but meeting him turned out pretty cool. After 

lunch, we talked about what we would do and how Ali could 
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help in it all. Herbert was very nice and accommodating. I 

remember that as a youth, I was pretty much used to talking 

in a certain cocky way, using foul language here and there 

like "Holy shit" or "Fuck this" without even thinking or 

meaning it.  

One of the bodyguards noticed this and said, "Please, 

we don't talk like that in front of Mr. Muhammad."  

I got a little uncomfortable, but Herbert turned to his 

bodyguard and said, "That's okay. Next time we have a 

meeting with Alan, we'll have it in the garage."  

Everybody started to laugh at this, and it lightened 

the mood considerably. Herbert was a good guy, and from 

that point on, the meeting went pretty smoothly. 

Once we were done, Herbert said that it would be a 

pleasure to do business with me, and then I was taken to 

Muhammad Ali's house across town. So there's this picture 

of that particular day; Muhammad Ali and I are sitting on the 

steps, talking about the project of reuniting the Beatles.  

Ali was very interested in helping me out and putting 

the Beatles back together. He promised to do anything in his 

power to make that happen. While discussing the Beatles 
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project, Ali asked what other projects I was working on at 

the time.  

So I showed him my Post-it sticky notes invention 

and explained how it would work. He was fascinated by it 

and asked what my next steps would be. I explained that I 

had a mass mailing of samples and advertising materials sent 

to all the stationery industry manufacturers, stores, and end-

users in the United States. I was looking to license or sell my 

trade secret.   

Ali had just gotten back from a boxing match he was 

fighting in New York. Since he’d just finished working out, 

he seemed tired. We were sitting at the bottom of the steps 

going up to his bedroom. He wanted to show me some 

articles and stuff in his house. We were about to take the 

elevators inside the house to his bedroom.  

I was still young, so I told him, "Come on, let's walk 

up the stairs."  

I had a lot of energy at the time, so he agreed, and we 

took the stairs. I remember he was exhausted because of the 

fight and the workout; as we reached upstairs, he got to the 

top of the step and leaned on the railing, and he started to 
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breathe heavily. What I did next seemed really funny to me 

till this day; I turned to him and said, "Okay, mother fucker, 

let's go, I'll kick the shit out of you now."  

He looked at me and saw I was kidding around and 

started to laugh. I was trying to show him that, “Hey, I'm this 

little white kid from Brooklyn who could just punch him 

once and knock him out because he is exhausted.” But he 

thought that was very funny and it was an intimate moment 

I shared with him in his house.  

Despite all our mutual efforts and the support we got 

over the years, we all know how this story ended. Sadly John 

Lennon was shot and killed, putting to rest any chances of a 

Beatles reunion. 
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Chapter 9 

The Photo Wallet for the 

NIKON Camera 

 

Throughout my life, I’ve created all sorts of things, 

from toys and daily household or stationery items to even 

seemingly complex electrical equipment.  

One of my most advanced creations is my battery-

operated handheld digital images player that is still one of 

the most revolutionary inventions ever. Around 1999, I 

invented the first-ever handheld digital images player 

operated entirely by battery, and it had no moving parts. 

After I was satisfied with how it worked, I presented my 

Digital images player to Kodak camera through a friend 

named Kerry V. 

Kerry V. lived next door to The Eastman Kodak 

Company in Rochester, New York. He used to sell them 

parts for their cameras, so he was on relatively good terms 
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with them. When I got to him with my battery-operated 

digital images player, he was so impressed with the idea, he 

immediately set up a meeting for me with the Kodak 

company. I introduced my invention with literally a jaw-

dropping reaction to my presentation, which left them all 

over the moon impressed. They loved it so much that they 

were interested in its license and production the very same 

day. 

Henceforth, I signed an agreement with the Kodak 

company, and the development process started. However, 

things didn't go as planned with them. Kodak took a long 

time —much longer than I had anticipated — to build and 

implement the invention functionally. 

Meanwhile, after several months of waiting for the 

digital images player to be built by Kodak engineers, I was 

contacted by Bill G., product development VP at the Nikon 

camera company. He said they were interested in my 

invention and wanted to go ahead with the production plan 

quickly. 

Nikon was located in Huntington Long Island, New 

York, and I also lived on Long Island, just two miles away. 

So I made a significant business decision of my life at that 
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time, and after much consideration and thought, I took my 

agreement back from Kodak and moved my photo wallet 

invention to Nikon. 

At Nikon, they were on top of their game; with the 

cutting-edge technology and intelligent minds, they were at 

the brink (as was Kodak) of introducing revolutionary 

inventions to the world. However, Kodak and Nikon’s first-

ever digital cameras were not yet released to the world, and 

Nikon wanted my photo wallet to be presented with their 

first-ever Nikon digital camera. That was an honor since 

Nikon was the gold standard in the camera world then. 

The digital cameras from Kodak and Nikon came out 

and were a big success. However, every manufacturer of 

digital cameras that came had only a small 1” square 

thumbnail size on board screen to view the digital images, 

and those small screens were obviously not sufficient to see 

the pictures you just took to see them in some detail. 

The Photo Wallet I created was a 4" diagonal and was 

big enough to view all digitally taken images, which gave 

Nikon instant popularity among the digital camera audience. 

For instance, the first professional photographers who 

bought digital cameras also bought my photo wallet to view 
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the images they just took, as it allowed them to do their job 

with even more precision and perfection.  

Normally with film or digital cameras, the 

professional photographers need to take a polaroid after each 

shot. However, with my 4” digital images viewer, that need 

was eliminated. Plus, mine was like seeing a backlit 

transparency of the actual shot you just took. 

The professional photographers at the Academy 

Awards used it on air during their international worldwide 

broadcast. That was a moment of recognition for me as an 

inventor. Witnessing that people rely on my invention and 

appreciating it felt amazing. The photographers would take 

pictures digitally and display them on my photo wallet at the 

awards, and it was spectacular.  

Furthermore, when using the new digital camera for 

their model shoots, Playboy magazine photographers used 

my Photo Wallet to view the images they just shot and made 

them even more realistic by using my invention. 

But the best memory associated with this experience 

is Bill Gates and the number-three guy at Microsoft, Will 

Poole. They bought my Photo Wallet to display promotional 
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images in their Microsoft corporate offices lobby in a locked 

plastic showcase. Will Poole even wrote a particular 

operating program for me, at no cost, to share with the rest 

of my Photo Wallet and Nikon customers. That's how much 

he was impressed with my breakthrough Photo Wallet 

invention.  

            CNN was so impressed with my breakthrough Photo 

Wallet from Nikon Camera that, out of all the electronics 

shown at the 2000 CES Consumers Electronics Show in Las 

Vegas, they chose my invention to highlight on the nightly 

newscast. It was 4 am in Las Vegas, and CNN was ready to 

go live worldwide. The battery life for all electronics at that 

time was bad, and my Photo Wallet was no different. For 

CNN to go live with my invention, not knowing exactly 

when they would be ON, and to ensure my invention worked 

when they did go live, I had to place myself under the CNN 

on-camera display table, off-camera constantly changing the 

batteries every 15 minutes. Since then, the battery life and 

memory chips over the next few years have increased 

substantially. 

After the invention of my Photo Wallet, I moved on 

to make other things that would impact individuals. Another 
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notable invention I had back then was the video chip and its 

players and video pages, which aimed to enhance video 

testimonies in court documents at first. 

The flat battery operated, no moving parts video page 

was to be inserted into a legal brief that narrated the specific 

incident and visually showed you (for example) a car 

accident by actually showing an animation or real video 

from the flat legal brief.  

That was my first thought. To use it to help people, 

and then for entertainment as a video page for music videos, 

movies, and TV shows. Internet was still at the nascent stage 

then, and the fast streaming we so eloquently rely on now 

was still a decade away back then. My invention was 

revolutionary in 1999, and today it’s known to the world as 

the iPhone and iPad by Apple. 

Soon after that, following my invention of the 

battery-operated handheld digital images players, I moved 

on to create other things. Again, my inventions were mostly 

ahead of their time and inspired many of the inventions of 

the 21st century.  

I invented video players that were battery-operated, 
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handheld solid-state with no moving parts when there was 

no concept of such a device, or no possible use had come to 

anyone else. So not only did I invent the video chip player, 

but the video chip itself, which had digitally programmed 

content on them. The first person I demonstrated both the 

DVC (Digital Video Chip) on my handheld DVC player to 

was the rapper Puff Daddy. 

I was at breakfast in the Four Seasons hotel. There, I 

saw the famous rapper Sean Combs (P. Diddy), so I walked 

over and showed him his newly released music video 

playing in my handheld battery-operated, no wires, no 

moving parts Photo Wallet, and Video Page. The magic of it 

absolutely blew him away! He had never seen anything like 

it before. 

A week after I built the first Video Page, which I 

developed from parts purchased from the local electronics 

store, I was invited to demonstrate it to a group of 12 young 

investment bankers at Société Générale in New York City. 

This was a French derivative investment firm, so the meeting 

held great importance to me.  

It was in their big, beautiful conference room that I 

took out a thin 8 x 10 LCD flat-screen battery operated with 
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no wires no moving parts (BetaMax, VideoTapes, DVD, and 

Blu ray players all had moving parts drums and motors) with 

a slot for my DVC Digital Video Chip, that had a Puff Daddy 

music video and a Bill Clinton (then president) clip on the 

news saying, "I did not have sex with that woman." 

Witnessing the marvel presented before them, the 

investors were blown away. It seemed like sorcery, 

something beyond their grasp at that time to see moving 

video and audio playing on a ceramic chip. It was like 

something conjured up from the future itself. Before the 

chips, videos and movies were played with moving parts, 

drums, and motors. 

After witnessing a glimpse of the future that I had 

introduced to them, the investors offered to invest 3.1 

million dollars in my invention, as they were clearly 

impressed by its potential and were excited to see what it had 

for its future. 

I accepted the investment offer, but they had one 

simple condition. The condition was that they would pick 

and hire the right skilled team to efficiently manage the 

company and ensure that the amazing magical product was 

parallel to company management to get the best end result 
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possible. Today, in the year 2021, you can imagine what they 

must have thought in 1999 when they were looking at the 

future iPhone and iPad prototype. It’s no wonder they 

invested so quickly.  

I agreed to the generous offer they had made, but 

they hired the worst managers ever to my complete 

disappointment. This caused a series of unfortunate events 

for the production and supply of DVC Players and DVC 

chips.  

Also, they never paid for or bothered to file any of 

our patents. Moreover, they never paid for manufacturing 

parts, but instead (we later found out) they built a family 

home in California with most of the funds raised for the 

company. The rest of the big chunks of the funds were 

squandered on office rent in Silicon Valley and several 

brand-new computers they had never bothered to open or 

take out of the boxes. 

After this disastrous experience, I moved on to 

creating the Silly Willy water and bubbles sprinkler, Water 

Bender spiral water shooter and The Water Dome sprinkler 

for entertainment toys for kids, and a First Down Laser Line 

system in professional sports.  
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But I have learned some lessons from my unfortunate 

experiences. I was now looking to pair up with a company 

with no blind spots and a name for itself. When I was 

introduced to Fisher-Price, I was initially reluctant, but the 

more I worked with them, the more I appreciated their 

efforts. 

They were manufacturing high-quality toys and 

entertainment gadgets and had an excellent distribution 

network and reputation. The promotion of the new toys was 

also done widely and creatively through TV commercials 

which yielded positive large volume sales from their 

audience. They were also upfront with their payments and 

offered a substantial amount of $50,000 in advance, which 

was a big relief. In addition to this, they also provided 5% of 

all future royalties worldwide on my inventions and 

creations. With the success that came with Fisher-Price, 

soon, I was called by almost all of the bigger toy companies 

to share and present my new inventions to them. 
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Chapter 10 

The Interview at CNN 

 

Some events in my life had great outcomes which 

altered my entire future. One of such life-changing events 

was when I was called to CNN studios for an exclusive 

interview.  

This interview was recorded and broadcast in 

September 2016 when I sued 3M for the inventorship of my 

creation, sticky Press-on Memos. I had to sue them again 

because this affair continued to damage my reputation as an 

inventor every day. They claimed to have invented the Post-

it note.  

I shared a detailed account of my journey in the 

interview, starting from 1973 when I invented the Press-on 

Memo. I spared no details, telling them how I wanted to 

leave a message for my wife and couldn’t find anything to 

stick the memo on the refrigerator. 

Memories became vivid when I told how my idea 
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was shamelessly stolen by people I had placed my trust in. I 

had worked tirelessly to develop the right adhesive for my 

Press-οn Memos and made it perfect to easily be stuck on 

paper, windows, doors, or other such surfaces and easily 

taken off and back on again.  

My account was very detailed, and I was ready to 

answer every question. After all, this is my invention, the 

product I had worked so hard to present to a 10-by-10 booth 

at the Sheraton Hotel in New York City. As a young 

inventor, I wanted to get my products across to people, offer 

them for sale, or put them into commerce, as the United 

States Patent & Trademark office calls it.  

I remembered how the local news reporter covering 

the convention had ridiculed my battery-operated water gun 

but not my Press-on Memo. I guess it’s true that there’s no 

such thing as bad publicity because that reporter’s stunt drew 

over two men in suits from 3M with colorful business cards. 

That was the first time we interacted, and they asked 

me for samples of my spray-on adhesive and sticky notes. 

Naturally, since they were a big name, I was excited to share 

my product at the prospect it could offer.  
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I told the whole story in the interview of how I started 

receiving faxes from 3M counsel. They sent me different 

patents to look at. They claimed that such sticky memos or 

notepads were already invented in Switzerland by another 

guy in 1968 as they had a patent proving it.  

So when I saw that, it made me think that they didn’t 

invent it in '74, and I didn’t invent it in ’73. Then the guy in 

’68 must have invented it, and it was prior Art. So I said, 

“Yes, I’m willing to settle the case, now that I know that they 

didn’t invent it and I didn’t invent it because then I knew my 

case would have been futile.” So I asked them to pay for my 

legal fees plus expenses. And they said, “We’d give you the 

money for the legal fees plus expenses, and we settled the 

case in 1998.” 

Speaking for a news station like CNN helped me put 

things into perspective. They gave me the chance to tell my 

side of things, let the public know how things had really gone 

down and that I wasn’t just a random inventor suing a 

conglomerate like 3M to gain publicity.  

But this was only the first part of my interview. I had 

more interesting things to share with the world. So after the 

settlement, I assumed that I would no longer hear about this 
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in the future. But I was wrong.  

In 2011, I started hearing rumors that Art Fry and 

Spencer Silver, who worked for 3M and were executives by 

that time, had gotten together to invent the combination 

sticky note and notepad in 1974.  

You would understand how I felt hearing about it in 

the press and the news. They had admitted they didn’t invent 

that. Why were they coming out stating the exact opposite?  

Naturally, that was a breach of the 1998 settlement 

agreement we had or the understanding which led to the 

settlement agreement.  

So I called 3M again. I notified them in 2011 and 

reminded them what they told me in 1998 about the Swiss 

patent and the settlement we had. They said they didn’t know 

what it was and simply sent me the patent again, thinking it 

would make me go away. But it didn’t. It just made me very 

mad to actually see they were trying to deceive me for the 

second time.  

 The Swiss patent was presented by a man named 

Walter in Switzerland in 1968. It had expired by then, but 

the patent did not really call for the combination of the sticky 
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note. The patent called for a stay-put one-time-use adhesive 

with a note.  

If you put it on a refrigerator and pull it off, it’ll leave 

a residue and a mark. So it wasn’t the same successful sticky 

note that 3M and I claimed to have invented. It was 

something different. I never filed a patent on my Press-on 

sticky memos. I invented two things in 1973: the battery-

operated water gun, and the Press-on Memo sticky notes, 

commonly known as the Post-it Note.  

Since I didn’t know much about patents, I visited a 

patent lawyer, but he asked for a lot of money, something I 

couldn’t afford. So I didn’t file patents right away. With the 

Press-on Memo sticky notes, a year had gone by. I still had 

a little time with my water gun, so I filed a patent for it and 

made millions of dollars. But when it comes to inventorship, 

the thing is that you never lose inventorship. Any prior art, 

or being first to conceive an idea, whether you file a patent 

or not, gives you the inventorship right.  

Things have changed today. Now I want the 

inventorship. I want 3M to admit that I was the original 

inventor in 1973. They’ve already come out and said 

Spencer Silver and Art Fry invented it "in a church in 1974" 
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as a bookmark, not a notepad. It’s on public record all over 

the world that in 1974 Fry invented it in church for his hymn 

book. 

 I had already put it into commerce in 1973. I just 

wanted them to admit that I am the inventor and stop 

claiming otherwise. In litigation, you have to have a remedy, 

and the remedy in Court is usually financial. So I added 

money to the complaint, but if the Defendants were willing 

to give me inventorship with a little money, I would happily 

accept it. We had put in 400 million dollars in our Amended 

Complaint because that was a reasonable amount of money 

out of the 40 billion dollars the Defendants 3M really should 

give me. 

Over the past 40 plus years, the revenue from the 

Post-it Note line of products amounted to more than $40 

billion. According to US Patent rule 56a, if I prove 

inventorship, any revenue 3M made over the last 40 years by 

those ill-gotten gains, I will get all that revenue they have 

made over the past 40 plus years.  

Like everybody else, when I write a memo or leave a 

note for somebody or mark something, I use Post-it sticky 

Notes. It’s convenient, and it works. It’s all over the world. 
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It’s iconic. I don’t think there’s anybody in the whole world 

you can ask about Post-it Notes, and they wouldn’t know 

about it. Everyone knows it and has used it at some point. So 

3M insisting I had nothing to do with the success of the Post-

it Note is a blatant lie.  

The Post-it Note is a trademark. The utility invention 

is a reusable sticky note, no matter what you call it. The first 

thing they called it in 1977 when they first released the Post-

it Note, they called it Press N’ Peel. And it wasn’t until 1980 

that 3M started to call it Post-it Notes. So they kept claiming 

I had nothing to do with the success of the Post-it Notes. And 

they’re right, the Post-it Notes, trademark I had nothing to 

do with.  

Mine was called Press-on Memo. However, the name 

of the product is not the invention but its utility. What it does. 

To put a sticky note on a surface, reposition it, reuse it and 

not leave a residue is the invention. You’re allowed to do it. 

You’re allowed to manufacture it and sell it. The only 

difference is that if your chemical structure is the same as 

Spencer’s that 3M owns, then you can’t. Today you can, but 

years ago, you couldn’t because the patent was still in force. 

But that patent has expired since then, so if you 
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wanted to go out and even use Spencer’s chemical mixture 

for a sticky adhesive on a note paper, you could use it 

without being sued by 3M. In 1998 I went to Dennison, a 

stationery industry competitor of 3M. Dennison was 

interested in licensing my Press-on Memo sticky notes.  

Their lawyers wanted to see my agreement with 3M 

because they didn’t want to get sued by them. They wanted 

3M not to get involved, so I said they’re not going to get 

involved. According to the agreement, I could make my 

combination (as long as it wasn’t Spencer’s at the time) of 

the sticky glue on a note and call it Press-on or call it 

anything I wanted, and they’ll leave me/us alone.  

But 3M would not let me show that agreement to 

Dennison, and because of that, Dennison pulled out from a 

$50,000 advance and a one and a half percent royalty which 

could make me a millionaire from today. 

Most people don’t understand that I don’t own the 

sticky note invention. Nobody owns the sticky note. The 

sticky note belongs to the world. Because I invented it in 

1973 and never filed for a patent, after a year, it became prior 

art, and so it’s in the public domain.  
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What I own are the inventorship rights. I am the 

inventor of the Press-on Memo sticky notes, today known as 

the Post-it Note by 3M. That’s a big part of my book. Now 

the people I’ve been telling that I’m the inventor for the past 

few years won’t doubt me. Because you tell people that you 

invented something, and they go, “Yeah, yeah, sure you did. 

I thought Art Fry...”  

I mean, it’s a myth.  

I say it’s a myth, but most people say Art Fry 

invented it in church. And the truth of the matter is he did 

invent a sticky bookmark in a church in 1974. It doesn’t 

change the fact that I already invented the sticky notes in 

1973.  

By 1974 I had put it into commerce, and this makes 

me the prior inventor. The facts are the facts. In 1973, it was 

all over the world and publicized that I invented my Press-

on sticky notes in 1973, a year before 3M. So I just want 3M 

to admit that I am the inventor of not the Post-it Note 

trademark but the Post-it Note utility invention products.  

All the products made under the Post-it Notes name, 

as far as the little colorful tabs that they sell and the big 
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posters they sell, all of the sticky notes, whether it’s large, 

small, yellow, white, pink, whatever is the same product, the 

same utility invention that I invented in 1973 and put into 

commerce in 1974.  

I don’t show it publicly because nobody cares to see 

how you hurt over things usually. Still, privately, it’s 

affected me immensely because all my partners already 

know me and know that I have made a lot of inventions over 

the years. I’ve got 40 United States Patents in the Patent 

Office. I have a lot of successful Patents. In fact, 99% of the 

patents worldwide don’t make any money at all. I’m in the 

one percent, and I made a lot of money from my patents. But 

they always seem to see that little sore in the corner. And the 

sore is, did I really invent the Post-it sticky Notes? 

The bottom line is, why isn’t 3M admitting to it? 

Something’s wrong there. And 3M’s a powerful company. 

The emotional effect this had on me is that I go to sleep every 

night thinking about the 3M case. I wake up in the morning 

every day thinking about the 3M case. And it has taken an 

emotional toll on me. Physically, mentally, and financially.  

Since I understand the patent law very well, I do the 

legal work myself, but I have legal advisers that I pay a fee 
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to tell me that whatever I’m filing is either crazy or it works. 

If it doesn’t work, they suggest how to make the changes, 

but if it works, they say, ok, that’s great, let’s do it. So the 

financial and emotional stress of this has been immense. 

The invention is not the product's name or trademark 

(Press N' Peel in 1977 and Post-it note in 1980). It's the 

product's utility and use (Sticky repositionable, reusable 

combination, and Note). The inventor was the first to use it 

and offered it for sale in commerce (Amron in 1973, then 

3M Fry in 1977).   

The interview prompted these questions even further 

and led me to the next major event when I was once again 

face-to-face with the Goliath 3M.   
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Chapter 11 

The Smoking Gun 

 

I now have everything I wished for at some point in 

my life. However, the journey to get it all was a very difficult 

one. I am an inventor, have always been one, and I’m 

overcome with pride when people recognize me for my 

inventions. 

My most prized invention was my Press-on Memo 

sticky-backed notes I invented in 1973. For decades, I was 

disputed and couldn't own my success until a few years back.  

By now, you know how my most famous invention 

was ripped off and how I got the ownership back. It has been 

a long journey, but it taught me many lessons of resilience 

and persistence I want to share with you.  

I’ve already recounted how things came to a head in 

1998, and I reached a settlement with 3M. They wanted me 

to keep my claim of ownership to myself. In return, they 

would stop advertising the product as theirs, as long as I 
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didn't go public with the information. So, I agreed to the 

settlement, and the details have been discussed already in the 

past chapters. 

One important thing that came out of this settlement 

offer was that I established my point. I challenged their claim 

in court and proved myself to be the rightful creator of sticky 

notes. Back then, I thought it was all over, and the victory 

was mine forever. However, nearly two decades later, I 

found out that 3M had violated our agreement and used their 

name as the creators of the Sticky Post-it Notes. 

I thought suing them again would work, but what I 

didn’t know was that in 1997 I had been played by 3M. The 

agreement we had signed back then prevented me from suing 

them for the same thing again, which ended up getting my 

new claim ruled out by the judge. 

But that’s not the end of my story. I intended to fight 

and claim my lawful status as the creator of the Sticky Notes, 

and I was prepared to take extreme measures for that. I was 

at a point in my life where nothing and no one could dissuade 

me. I had to make things right and settle this score once and 

for all. 
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My mistake was not arguing about the violation of 

that agreement, and my subsequent filing was with a large 

New York City contractual expert legal firm. As a result, I 

sued 3M for their breach of the 1997 settlement agreement, 

which in 2016 was confirmed and upheld by a US Federal 

Court judge. 

I finally filed a lawsuit against them, which I won 

after a dramatic turn of events. When I decided to file it for 

the third time, the whole news network went berserk over 

my decision. So many articles were published, and everyone 

gave their opinions on the matter freely. 

My first lawsuit was filed in the Eastern District of 

New York Federal court in 1997. As a result, 3M paid me, 

and I was listed as the first true inventor of the Sticky Note 

Pads and other combinations of the invention, as the US 

Constitution dictated. My second suit was filed in the 

Southern District of Palm Beach Federal Court in 2016, 

which was dismissed, and the previous agreement from 1997 

was upheld in court. 

But the most significant turn of events was the third 

lawsuit I filed in the Eastern District of New York Federal 

Court. The complaint was filed in 2020 by Marcus, Bloom, 
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Stratum, and Bloomberg, accusing 3M corporation of a 

lifetime of misrepresentations and false claims of 

inventorship at the United States Patent and trademark 

office.  

My lawsuit was filed through a big law firm that 

presented its case in a very well-structured manner. They 

cited several successful prosecuted federal cases against 3M 

for the exact actions they did to me. In addition, the material 

breach of Amron vs. 3M 1997 settlement agreement, false 

claims, and fraudulent misrepresentations were addressed in 

the court.  

My lawyers were seeking 1.5 billion dollars in back 

royalty and punitive damages. This amount included unpaid 

royalties for the past 40 years and 500k in punitive damages 

that occurred to me over decades, in addition to the 

defamation they put me through. 

This was a major setback for 3M. They weren't 

expecting me to go to such lengths and weren't prepared for 

this. So, finally, the hearings started at the court after the jury 

selection, which began on June 15th, 2020, in NY Long 

Island Federal court.  
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It was June 18th, 2020. One of the most important 

days of my life. I was sleepless and restless, wondering how 

things would turn out.  

The hearing started at 9 am with the Jury taking their 

seats and the Judge reading the Jury's directions. After 45 

minutes, the Plaintiff's counsel (my attorneys) opened the 

arguments, which lasted for a few hours till lunch 

break. When lunch was over, the defendant’s counsel (3M 

attorneys) opened the response, which lasted for another two 

hours. Finally, the Judge called a recess until the next day 

when the trial began. 

On June 19th, at 9:15 am, my representative counsel, 

which included Eric Adams, John Bloomberg, Elizabeth 

Lynch, and Barry Stratum, called on witnesses in the court. 

The first witness for the Amron vs. 3M trial was Daniel 

Darrow.  

My lawyers questioned him about my case, and he 

stated, “I'm a 3M former employee in the marketing and 

research department for 28 years, from 1968-1996 retired. 

In 1974, I was a 3M employee when Christopher Turner, and 

Max Walsh, both senior VPs in the new products 

development department, brought in several Press-on Memo 
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Sticky Notes and adhesive samples for our marketing and 

research department to evaluate and report back to them. So 

we did just that and absolutely loved them and recommended 

we make Press-οn Sticky Notes at 3M.” 

Ah! How good it felt to hear someone say this. 

Daniel's testimony suggested that 3M knew what they were 

doing all along. But it was not enough; we needed more 

witnesses and more accounts to address what really 

happened.  

The hearing continued with my lawyers calling in our 

second witness. This one I knew very well. My lawyers 

asked him to introduce himself and say what he had to say.  

"I'm Jeffrey Brown,” he said. “I partnered and 

invested with Alan Amron in 1973 on his Press-οn Memo 

Post-it Sticky Notes and adhesive invention. I invested in 

this with Alan because it looked like it would be a great new 

stationery item, and it certainly is!" 

More proof to support my claim, I was starting to get 

a little relaxed now. That was when the third witness entered 

the chambers. 

"I'm Michael Solomon, Esq. a sitting New York 
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Judge on Long Island, in 1973. I did all the legal work for 

Alan Amron of his Press-on Memo Post-it Sticky Notes 

company and corporate books. I wrote the description of the 

company's business, filed with the State of New York. The 

company invented, created, sold, offered for sale, and/or 

licenses a Sticky Note and a Sticky Note Adhesive as a new, 

novel, and unique stationery item."  

It was my turn now. Taking a deep breath, I stood. 

That was my chance to tell my story again. My lawyer went 

on. "Mr. Amron, for the court's record, tell us your name and 

share why you are here today." 

“I'm Alan Amron, an inventor. In 1973, I invented 

the Press-οn Memo Post-it Sticky Notes and its special 

adhesive and did a mass mailing to all manufacturers and 

stationery industry companies in the US.” 

I stopped to take in a deep breath and gather my 

thoughts before continuing. 

“Then in 1974, I paid for a 10-foot by 10-foot 

presenters booth at an invention trade show at the New York 

Manhattan Sheridan hotel ballroom, where my partner Jeff 

Brown and I met two individuals, Chris Turner and Max 
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Walsh, who, after trying my sticky notes samples, 

introduced themselves to us as 3M executives.”  

“Then they asked me, in confidence, for my trade 

secrets and the adhesive I developed especially for it. Then 

they asked for several samples to take back to the 3M 

marketing department for a possible license agreement.”   

It was all I had to say at that point. So I got down 

from the witness stand, and my lawyer called in another man 

and asked him the same questions. 

The man replied, "I'm Nathan Wilcox, an inventor 

who won $280 million settlement in a court-ordered trial 

from my Wilcox vs. 3M Federal Court case in 2010. I am 

here today as an example. 3M has, clearly, over the last 40 

years, been falsely claiming to have invented things they did 

not invent." 

That would have been the last nail in the coffin; I was 

satisfied by those testimonies. However, my lawyers were 

seasoned; they knew the more legit witnesses they would 

present, the more legit my case would get. So they got 

another witness. 

He happened to be the one witness who turned the 
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tables in my favor. My lawyers called in a man I didn't 

recognize at first, but as he started to speak, my heart started 

to thump in my ears. I couldn't believe what I was hearing. 

"My name is Christopher Turner,” the man said. 

“I'm a former 3M corporate senior Vice President of new 

product development, from 1964 to 1990, when I retired." 

He continued for the court in front of the Jury, "I 

along with my 3M coworker, Max Walsh, (may he rest in 

peace) met with a very young inventor, Alan Amron, in 

1974, at an invention show in the New York City Sheridan 

hotel ballroom. At the time, we were working for 3M in our 

capacity as Senior VPs of new product development, 

specifically looking for innovative new products for 3M."  

I wasn’t aware that my lawyers had lined him up as 

a witness. I was ready for surprises that day, but looking at 

the man behind all this now speaking in my defense, was 

utterly unexpected in a good way. The flame of my hope, 

which was fluttering, fighting to stay alive before, started to 

shine ever so brightly in my eyes. I knew in my heart that 

things were about to go in my favor. My time to shine with 

pride in all my creations had come at last.  
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While I was rejuvenating my spirits, Christopher 

continued to enlighten the Judge and the Jury. He gave a 

detailed account of how he and Max had felt after witnessing 

my invention and how they both prompted me to disclose 

my trade secrets. 

He said, "Both Max and I were extremely impressed. 

So, we asked Alan to disclose his trade secrets in confidence. 

He gave us several samples of his Post-it Press-οn Sticky 

Memo Notes and the adhesive he developed for it. We took 

it back to Daniel Darrow in our 3M corporate marketing and 

research department for further intense evaluation and 

possible licensing. I knew first hand for the past 40 years that 

Alan Amron invented the Post-it Sticky Notes for 3M, but 

the 3M management threatened me with loss of my pension 

if I ever came forward.” 

Finally! He said it. I was elated, but he had more to 

add in his statement, sealing 3M's fate. 

 "The only reason I'm coming forward now is that 

those people who threatened my pension are now gone. 

Unfortunately, this is not the only case where 3M took ideas 

from other inventors and claimed them as their own. As the 

senior VP of new product development at 3M for 26 years, I 
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have been personally and reluctantly involved with several 

of them." 

That was it! His testimony made things evident and 

set the course clear for everyone to see what kind of people 

they truly were. 

After the eye-opening hearings and testimonies, it 

was another five days of the constant bombardment of facts 

and witnesses by my legal team. The 3M defendants' 

counsel's arguments were all in vain. It seemed like 3M had 

lost. All that was left was for the Judge to announce it. 

The Jury was out for just 5 hours on the day after the 

plaintiff and defendants rested on June 25th, 2020. Of 

course, no one expected the Goliath, 3M, to lose, so no 

attention was given to the verdict by the press.  

On 25th June 2020, at 2:08 pm, we were called back 

into the courtroom for the verdict. My heart was in my throat 

and pounding a mile a minute. This was my whole life's work 

to prove my inventorship all wrapped up in the next few 

minute's time.  

Not being able to breathe, I listened carefully to the 

juror foreman say, "We the jury find in favor of ..."  
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Then a sudden burst of heat took over my whole 

body. I couldn't hear the rest of what the Jury foreman was 

saying, so I turned to my legal team and asked, "What did he 

say?"  

All four of my counsel team stood up and had big 

smiles on their faces telling me, “You won!” 

Oh! I couldn't put in words the gratitude and serenity 

I felt at that moment. It was something otherworldly. I was 

finally recognized as the original inventor of the most iconic 

and revolutionary stationery item in the world. A sense of 

calmness consumed me, and for the first time since all this 

started, I felt free to breathe.  

The Jury awarded me $1.5 billion in back pay of 

unpaid royalties over the past 40 years and punitive damages 

of 500k. Plus 3M was instructed to make a worldwide press 

release within 24 hours announcing the true inventor of the 

Sticky Post-it Notes, which is and always was, Alan Amron.  

I sat down, and before I knew it, the courtroom was 

completely empty. I was all alone. My team gave me the 

space to digest what had just happened. It was surreal.  

The next day I heard the CNN Breaking 
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News segment on the radio while driving to meet my legal 

team at their offices in Manhattan,  

"As part of a 1.5-billion-dollar jury verdict, The 

Eastern District of New York Federal Court Judge, Robert 

Cummings, today, ordered the 3M Corporation to make the 

following worldwide press release, The Post-it Note Sticky 

Notes manufactured and sold worldwide by 3M for the last 

40 years were in fact invented in 1973 by a New York 

inventor, Alan Amron. We have in the past made statements 

that one of our employees, Arthur Fry and Spencer Silver, 

had invented it, but that was not true. Today, we plan to 

correct those years old false claims." 

Other news stations continued to publish my story, 

and the facts that have just turned up are now sealed.  

 "3M company recognizes that Alan Amron, in 1973, 

invented and disclosed to us in 1974, the first Press-on 

Memo Sticky Notes invention, that today we call the Post-it 

Notes." 

The news shows, newspapers, radio, TV, and social 

media platforms blew up with this news. The world now 

knows my whole truth, and I can finally breathe again. Every 
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news outlet in the world reported this Hollywood turn of 

events, and features were published around my true story.  

I started to appear on talk shows and news segments, 

discussing my fortune, flawed, to begin with, but changing 

for good at the end. 
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Chapter 12 

My New Life 

 

I decided to write down my life journey, from my 

early years to the whole fiasco with 3M. I wanted to tell 

people where I came from and how I accomplished  

everything I put my mind to. When I announced my 

intention to write a book about my life, people immediately 

embraced my new endeavor. So, my novel The Smoking Gun 

comes as a remembrance of what I went through in my life, 

how I found an outlet for my creativity, and how I kept on 

despite the obstacles life kept throwing my way.  

Many people contact me and tell me how my story 

has inspired them, given them hope, and taught them the 

significance of staying true to themselves and not 

compromising on anything below what they deserve. It gave 

them the strength to keep fighting for what is right and take 

their rightful place in the world. So many found my story 

relatable.  
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Finally, the facts about my sticky Post-it notes are 

out. I know many people are intrigued by this case, and they 

want to know more about it. I’m sure the testimonies and 

evidence presented here will allow people to see that perhaps 

I was right all along. I was the creator inventor of sticky Post-

it notes, and the world will finally know that. 

My story is no longer a man’s allegations against a 

big company. It’s the clear and indisputable truth of an affair 

that lasted more than four decades.  

Now I can openly say that I had invented the sticky 

notes, today known to the entire world as Post-it Notes by 

3M, and there’s no doubt in anyone's mind. 

These people at 3M cost me my name, my reputation, 

and even the royalties associated with my product. 

According to some rough calculations, I estimate that their 

theft has cost me billions of dollars in royalties for my own 

invention/creation. 

Part of me is still distressed over the fact that it 

happened too late in my life. At the age of 73, it’s 

disconcerting to think I only have a limited number of years 

to enjoy the benefits of my invention. 
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But the only thought which brings contentment and 

satisfaction to my heart is that I will be remembered now for 

my iconic stationery invention used by billions of people all 

over the world. In addition, people will know that I fought 

hard to get what was mine. 

I fought for almost 48 years, and that is a long time. 

I had many pits and many highs throughout my journey for 

over four decades, but one thing I never did was give up! I 

worked myself harder and harder, gained more and more 

recognition over time, and eventually, the time came when I 

no longer had to fight.  

This is my story of resilience and hard work. This 

book sheds light on all the major parts of my life. When I 

shared my story with the world, I never imagined I would 

get this level of exposure.  

The events in my book spoke for themselves; my 

story convinced people that I was right and was horribly 

wronged by the people I trusted. I didn’t bow my head 

against the big corporation and accept defeat. On the 

contrary, many people remark on how I was able to raise my 

voice against the injustice I was served.  
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What 3M did was wrong. No inventor should go 

through the pain I felt for years. It hits you hard when you 

are ripped off of the right to call your invention your own. 

Yet, here we are, decades later, cherishing the fact that I, 

Alan Amron, had invented the Post-it notes, and no one can 

deny or contest it now.   
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