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 Graduated from Gonzaga School 
 of Law Cum Laude
 Experienced trial attorney both as a prosecutor 
 and defense attorney
 Rated  “Exceptioally Well Qualified” for 
 Superior Court  by the Washington State 
 Veterans Bar Assocation, the Cardozo 
 Society of Washignton State, the Joint 
 Asian Judicial Evaluation Committee of  
 Washington State, and the Latina/o Bar 
 Association Washington 
 Started the free Legal Aid Clinic for 
 low income residents 
 Committed to Community, Family and Service

Retain Donald Richter as 
Wahkiakum County Superior Court Judge
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creased as departments have come to provide 
more services, he explained.
 "On my part, I support these increases so that 
someone isn't butting up to you," he said.
 "My priority will always be the county," said 
Commissioner Mike Backman. "I love you all, 
but we haven't found a way to make more money, 
and our costs keep increasing. If income stays the 
same and your pay goes up, it won't be sustain-
able." 
 He suggested putting the issue of salary 
increases for department heads on an advisory 
ballot for voters.
 "What else can you do here and make that kind 
of money," he added.
 Bergseng responded that salaries for Wahkia-
kum County officials are low compared to those 
in other counties. For example, she said, elected 
official salaries in Cowlitz County are tied to a 
percentage of the Superior Court judge salary 
(which is set by the state) and are over $100,000.
 Local school administrator salaries have 
topped $100,000, Coons added.

 Backman didn't like the comparison.
 "Are you saying you're the same as a school 
superintendent," Backman asked. "He runs the 
whole school district."
 Peterson said the comment offended her, for 
department heads supervise programs that cover 
the whole county and total tens of millions of dol-
lars.
 "This entire county couldn't exist without the 
elected officials sitting here," she said.
 "You have to look beyond the office," Howie 
added. "We run offices for the entire county."
 Assessor Coons commented that it is difficult to 
find people with the training and temperament to 
run for elected office.
 "The fact is you have to be insane to run for 
public office in this era," he said. "You have to 
have someone who loves the county who will be 
willing to run for office."
 
 "We have always  stated in the past that we 
would try to get you (elected officials) up to where 
you need to be if the money is available," Cothren 
said. "I think there's room to do some things this 
year."
 "We're a small county but we have to do all the 
stuff big counties do," he added. " My biggest fear 
is if we don't get good people in office to do the 
job, where are we going to be in the future?"
 "Dan is right," said Commissioner Gene 
Strong. "You  go to another county and the elected 
officials wear one hat. Here you're in charge of 
several departments. What we have to do is look 
at what we can  do and make sure you're compen-
sated fairly."

 Commissioners moved to other department 
budgets but returned to the salary issues later in 
the day, agreeing to implement the salary com-
mittee's recommendations for union and non-
union employees but holding off on a decision on 
how to adjust department heads' salaries.
 "Philosophically, I think they should have to 
go before the salary committee (to advocate for a 
raise)," Backman said. "There's got to be a better 
way of doing it than what we're doing today."
 Strong suggested implementing the salary 
committee's recommendation to increase the 
salaries of elected officials and appointed officials 
in 2020, and further, the salary committee in 
2020 could compare those salaries with rates in 
similar size counties across the state to see how 
they should be adjusted, perhaps tying them to a 
percentage of the prosecuting attorney or a judge, 
which are set by the state salary commission.

Musician father created memorable memories
 Sinatra, Lugosi, mafiosi and more

Photo and Story by Diana Zimmerman
Some of the ladies who watched me grow up in 

church won’t be too pleased to read the story I’m 
about to share, so to them, I simply say, read the 
next few paragraphs with at least one eye closed. 
Two might be better. To others who are not so easily 
offended, read on.

Back in New Jersey, many, many years ago, Rich 
Casapulla’s father, Thomas, played the trumpet. He 
played it well enough for the likes of Vaughn Monroe, 
and in those days, that was saying something. I’d 
never heard of Monroe, but my 81 year old father 
perked up at the name, and Rich compared him to 
contemporaries like Artie Shaw and Glenn Miller, 
whose names I did know.

But that wasn’t all the time, and Rich Casapulla 
was a member of a musician’s union, as well as a band 
called the Dover Gutter Band. Their bandleader, 
Max Schroeder, kept time with a plunger.

The band had just finished a two day block party 
gig and were on their way home, when Schroeder 
asked Casapulla to pull over.

I need to throw up, he said. It probably came as no 
surprise to the band, as Schroeder had been enjoying 
himself immensely the last two days, refilling the 
head of his plunger with drink on a regular basis.

He did what he needed to do, alongside that road, 
and the band continued home.

The next day, Schroeder called Casapulla. 
Do you remember where we pulled over yesterday? 

Schroeder asked. 
Sure, I know exactly where, Casapulla told him. 

It was under a billboard.
We need to go back, Schroeder told him. 
Schroeder had sobered up, it seems. And he dis-

covered that he was missing his teeth.
So the pair made their way back to that spot on 

the road where Schroeder had earlier disgorged the 
contents of his belly, memorialized by a billboard.

He got out of the vehicle, walked over to the pile 
and fished out his teeth. 

Heaven help me, readers. As Rich says, it gets 
worse.

According to Casapulla, Schroeder further insult-
ed those teeth, rinsing them off with his own bodily 
fluids, and slipped them back into his mouth.

“My father was born in 1909,” Rich Casapulla 
said. “He worked his way through college, play-
ing his horn. He made a pretty good living at it. 
He worked a day job as an engineer, but then he 
worked in vaudeville and at night clubs. Before we 
kids were born, he played for Vaughn Monroe. He 
didn’t go on the road with Vaughn Monroe, because 
my mother gave him a choice. Have a family or go 
on the road.

“He made the wrong choice,” Rich laughed. “They 
had five kids.”

But kids and an engineering job couldn’t keep 
Casapulla senior from playing the horn. 

“It was his only enjoyment,” Rich said. “Not 
fishing or hunting or anything like that. He was in 
a union, Local 248 in Paterson, New Jersey. What 
they did, if someone was going to get married and 
wanted a live band, they would call him. He would 
ask if they wanted a two piece, three piece, four 
piece, whatever, and he would hire guys out of the 
hall. A lot of guys worked the same four piece band 
with the same four guys. Unless one had another 
job that night and then he would get someone else 
to come in. They played not only in night clubs, they 
marched in parades, and played in block dances and 
stuff like that.”

One time Casapulla and his bandmates were 

Sharon and Rich Casapulla shared stories about his father, fishing, and life in New Jersey.

playing at Atlantic City, on a steel pier off the 
boardwalk. During their break they were sitting 
under the pier, smoking a cigarette, unaware that 
they were sitting on a dead body.

Casapulla senior’s connection to music brought 
him and sometimes his kids into contact with a few 
familiar names. 

Playing in vaudeville shows meant that some-
times the kids got to come along. One time, Rich 
remembers seeing Bela Lugosi at the Rex Theater 
in Newark. 

“He scared the heck out of me,” Rich said. “I 
thought he was 10 feet tall. He said he wanted some 
blood and then all the lights went out.”

“My father was playing in a nightclub one night 
and the mafia came in,” Rich said. “They told them 
to put their singer on stage. Well, the nightclub had 
a gal that was singing. But the mafia insisted they 
put this guy on the stage. It was Frank Sinatra.”

“He had the talent, but he had the backing of the 
mafia back then,” Rich said. “I never met Sinatra, 
but I met Abbott and Costello. My dad used to play 
in a club with Lou Costello’s brother, Pat. They used 
to ride together.”

It’s another road story. You won’t have to cover 
your eyes this time, ladies who watched me grow 
up, but your hand might rise to your mouth, either 
in shock or to stifle a giggle. 

Thomas Casapulla and Pat Costello were going 
through the Lincoln Tunnel one time, with Costello 
behind the wheel. A cop pulled them over and said 
they were speeding. 

Costello handed the officer his driver’s license 
and a ten dollar bill. When it was clear that the 
exchange was acceptable to the policeman, Costello 
took advantage.

“I’ve got your badge number and I’m going to 
turn you in for taking a bribe,” he told the man. He 
drove off a minute later, no ticket and his ten dollar 
bill safely back in his wallet.

“There was a lot of graft back there,” Rich said.

Thomas Casapulla was the fourth of five children 
born to Rich’s grandparents in Paterson. As the only 
boy, he was practically carried around on a cushion, 
said Rich’s wife, Sharon, laughing.

“He learned music,” Sharon said. “A lot of people 
just listened to music and played by ear. But he 
learned how to read music and he taught it. When 
the opportunities for the big bands came along, he 
was able to do that too because of his knowledge.”

Casapulla started out as a violin player, but after 
he broke a glass and cut a 
tendon in his left hand, he 
took up the trumpet.

“He was a darn good 
trumpet player,” Rich 
said. “His first trumpet 
was gold plated with a 
lot of engraving on it. In 
later years he bought a 
better made trumpet. 
They are probably both 
worth a lot today.”

Oh, those Casapulla 
stories. May they keep 
coming. Next time, a city 
boy discovers fishing, 
hunting and a beautiful 
girl, finds out there are 
unions and there are 
unions, and a country 
girl has culture shock and 
learns that sometimes 
TVs accidentally fall off 
the backs of trucks.
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