
The life and times of Bob Davis… 

 

 

Well let’s begin…I was born at an early age.   I hope to die at a very late one… 

My parents grew up very poor in the deep south.  They ended up in San Francisco as a result of 

my Dad mustering out of the Navy in the City and immediately being hired by the Post Office.  

As a very young child we lived at various locations in the City but by the time I started school 

they settled on 4th Ave in the Richmond District. 

During my formative years my teachers constantly complained to my parents that I wasn’t trying 

in school.  They said that I had the ability to do well, but not the interest.  All I was interested in 

was sports and eventually girls.  By the time I arrived at George Washington High School I had 

learned the secrets to cutting classes without getting caught and eventually how to cut entire 

school days.  When cutting classes I hung out around the school with my friends smoking and 

drinking when we could get liquor – which was often because my parents had two liquor 

stores…I had zero interest in school and was heading to a blue collar life at best. 

In 1962 I met a girl from Lincoln HS.  They say that opposites attract, well that’s what happened.  

We started going steady immediately.  She was a straight A student, popular, extremely bright, 

from a well adjusted home.  I on the other hand was flunking everything, could care less, and 

was experiencing the aftermath of an ugly divorce between my parents.  

Just as there are two sides of the “park” in San Francisco, there were two sides to my life.  On 

one side of the park was where I lived.  I hung out with my buddies, cruised, drank, fought, and 

constantly got into trouble.  When I went to the other side of the “park” I was surrounded by kids 

and families that were more like those portrayed on TV…Those well adjusted kids.  Later in life I 

always wondered if it was a Richmond vs Sunset Districts thing, or just my imagination. 

When it was time to graduate I got the news that I wouldn’t be allowed on stage with the rest of 

the students.  I hadn’t bothered to show up for yearbook pictures, and only went to the Lincoln 

Prom, not my own school’s.  All of my buddies were pretty much in the same situation.  When I 



look through yearbooks I never see them pictured either.  Doubt that any of them went to the 

prom anywhere.   

I had lots of friends at George Washington High School.  I was in a “club” called the Tribunes – 

which would now be called a ‘gang’.  A lot of really good guys.  But other than one who became 

a cop and two that became lawyers, I really don’t have any idea how they turned out.  When I 

went to the small high school reunion at the Chinese restaurant on Clement St a couple years 

back, I recognized a couple of names, but nobody there knew me.  Obviously we had all run in 

different circles.  My circles might all be doing time somewhere.  Actually one of my buddies, Bill 

Thompson who was class of ’61 did alright for himself – he’s been the manager of the Jefferson 

Airplane/Starship since the 1960’s, and has discovered several other bands.  Can’t brag too 

much about anyone else. 

The Monday following last day of school I went searching for a job.  By lunchtime I had been 

hired by Walgreen Drugs at 135 Powell Street.  Pay was very good for a kid just out of high 

school, and within about six months I was promoted to assistant manager.  That meant that I got 

to work about 20 more hours per week for free, but I had a title… 

It didn’t take long to realize that retail wasn’t for me, so I enrolled at City College, taking 

Criminology classes.  I had a friend that was one of the toughest guys I knew, and also one of 

the best athletes, and he had joined the San Francisco Police Department.  Everyone was so 

impressed with him in his uniform, me included, that I got the bright idea that maybe this was 

what I wanted to do. 

In 1965 I joined the Novato Police Department as a cadet, working the night shift there while 

going to college during the day, with a weekend job at Bank of America in the mail department.   

In 1966, on my 21st birthday I was sworn in as a police officer in the City of San Anselmo.   

There wasn’t much police work to do, but I got to ride around on a motorcycle and was being 

paid to do so.  Life was pretty good.  Surprisingly, for the first time I found something that I liked 

to do that I was actually good at. 

In April of 1969 I make a big jump in careers to the San Francisco Police Department.  Very 

different from Novato and San Anselmo, but again, I was doing something I liked and was doing 

it pretty well.  Got shot at my first day on the job.  Nothing like working in Marin County.   In 

1970 I was selected to join the Tac Squad which meant an almost daily battle on the streets with 

kids my own age that didn’t like the war, didn’t like the establishment, and especially didn’t like 

us cops. 

If I went to a party someone always wanted to argue politics with me.  Or at least question why I 

would be a ‘pig’.  I was going to college part time and always had to conceal that I was a cop 

because the professors openly showed their disgust with police officers, and thus, so did most 

of the students.  Subsequently my personal life became very secretive.  I seemed to socialize 

only with cops, even though I had nothing in common with them other than work.  Eventually I 

completely separated my home life and my work life.   



After the Tac Squad I had various assignments within the Police Department; K-9, Undercover 

Narcotics and Vice.  Eventually I moved into investigative bureaus, and at some time or other 

worked just about every type of criminal investigation including Burglary, Robbery, Homicide, 

Gangs, and Child Exploitation.  Investigating child molesters was far and away the worst 

assignment I ever had.  I spent many hours interviewing guys that used children for economic 

profit (selling kids as young as 7-8 into prostitution and pornography rings) and found the only 

way to get them to talk with me was to be nice to them.  It became excruciatingly painful to sit in 

a small interview room with a guy that had just made porno movies with an 8 year old, and 

pretend that he and I were going to be buddies because I wanted him to tell me who else had 

been involved in the distribution of this stuff.  After a couple of years doing this, I was getting 

pretty burned out and started making plans to leave the police department and be a full time 

tennis instructor or just about anything that would get me away from guys like this. 

Fortunately I found a city that was incorporating (Paradise) and was hired by them as a Police 

Lt., directly under the Chief.  My new job was administrative, I did hiring processes, wrote a 

budget, created rules and procedures, and did just about everything but be a cop.  I learned that 

I was capable of being an administrator, but didn’t get any satisfaction from the job.  So after a 

couple of years, I threw up my hands and said “I’m going back to San Francisco where I 

belong”…and I did.  I stayed with the SFPD as an investigator and part time administrator until 

2001 when I finally retired with an offer to teach courses to Police Detectives part time.  It was a 

perfect way to transition into retirement life.  The first three or four years I worked about half a 

year, and then gradually reduced the time down to a few weeks per year.  Last year I only 

taught for a couple of weeks, and don’t have any plans at all for this year. 

A cop’s salary is adequate, but if you wanted any luxuries that meant either working as much 

overtime as allowed, or working “side jobs”, i.e. security or body guarding.   I did it all.  I liked 

living in a good neighborhood and driving a nice car.  So having gotten used to working 60 hour 

weeks at Walgreens, doing the same at a job that was fun became natural.  The plus is the 

extra money, the minus is that you’re not home much.  You have lots of fun stories to tell, but no 

time to socialize and tell them.   

Eventually, when full retirement  did come, I made a pretty natural transition…I learned to play 

golf, spend lots of time at the gym, and still accept ‘side jobs’ when I’m bored.  Last year I spent 

about four months working for ABC news, driving around in a news van, body guarding 

reporters.  That started becoming an actual job so I gave that up.  Body guarded a few very 

interesting folks the last couple of years, even Meg Whitman when she was running for 

governor.   And no, I didn’t like her.  I took a gentleman that I was guarding to meet with her a 

couple of months ago and she didn’t recognize me even though I had been around her 

throughout her campaign.  Maybe I just don’t make an impression…or maybe she doesn’t’ pay 

attention to the “little” people and that’s why she’s not our governor. 

As for my personal life, got married very young – stayed married, which might also be a reason 

that I’ve done better financially than lots of my peers – have two grown daughters and now three 

grown grandkids…We live in a gated golf community (Blackhawk, Ca) which gives me the 



opportunity to play golf as much as I want, and generally live a very quiet and peaceful 

existence… 

I was sick during the 50th reunion or I wouldn’t have missed it, even if I didn’t actually know 

anyone there.  I wanted to pretend for at least one weekend that I could be part of the student 

body that went to class, studied, and behaved themselves…I could have fooled you… 

 

 


