
A RECKONING AT HAP'S LIQUORS

Hap Jr., JR, the owner's son, who hired me, was preoccupied with theft.

“You've got a lot to learn when it comes to people. Don't trust the kids. They're 

always trying to steal something. You can't trust anybody. We've had relatives steal from 

us.”

He told me about a cousin who had devised a unique scheme for shortchanging 

his father at the uptown store twenty years before.

“That's why we've got the cameras. You can't get away with anything. I'm 

watching.”

Hap Junior, JR, dressed like a guy who could afford conspicuous consumption. 

Silk shirts, a gold rolex, black pointy shoes with lifts, he had a look that women of all 



ages seemed to be drawn to. They came looking for Junior. Good looking, well dressed 

women looking for JR.

“He was an active listener, one woman told me. “He cared in his eyes, which 

wasn't true.”

 Before the incident that precipitated his fall, JR had a tape system, then during the 

doldrums year, while the case was brewing over at the DA's office, his tapes confiscated 

as evidence, both Hap's Liquors got new, color, digital systems with cameras 

everywhere, particularly focused on the cash register and the employees.

Me: “You're paying more for this equipment  than it would cost you to hire good 

employees and pay them a living wage.”

JR: “I've got you!”

Hap, his father, was the same way. They watched the money.   I didn't steal from 

them; that was  the loyalty they deserved.

They watched me anyway.

Hap and Hap Jr. screened their security tapes, particularly, JR.

JR: “You walk around a lot.”

“It's good exercise.”

JR: “ Movie nights, Sundays, you see a bunch of kids come in, you know they're 

here to steal from you! That's why we've got the cameras. You can't get away with 

anything. I'm watching.”



“Must keep you busy.”

JR: “You're book smart, I'm street smart.”

He once bet me a hundred dollars that I couldn't calculate the odds for the lotto 

games and paid me in twenties when I did so. He wrote me a note soon after I began 

working for him. His father wouldn't have hired me, nor his brother: Hay, tell Bud to 

pick up that Fuse soft drink in the back. I have no room. Tell all the beer saleman to go 

in back clean beer or get 6pk holder or give me creatc. Call me when every saleman 

come in.

My last day at Hap's Liquors, I took photos of some of the regular customers who 

showed up. My last check? The stores had been sold. That's where I had picked up my 

check. Payday,  Hap Senior had called, I'd met him out in front of my house.  He was in 

the white Mercedes that he'd bought a couple of years before, when his mother died. 

She'd died in her late nineties and had run the downtown store for years, before Hap Jr. 

took over.  

“Here's your check,” he said, opening the passenger door.

“Thanks, Hap. It's been a pleasure working for you.”

“Keep in touch,” he said. “Let me know how you're doing.”

Senior started Hap's when he was working on the wharf for Randy's Fishing Trips, 

for his wife's brother, Sammy. The uptown store was on Dolores or Lincoln then, then 

Hap moved the store to San Carlos. 

I have a letter to the editor of the Acorn, a local weekly, from before JR's fall: 



Let's have a toast! Forty years ago this month, Hap Happi opened Hap's Liquors on San 

Carlos Street, between Ocean and Seventh. He still opens the business every morning 

and still knows most of his local customers by name. Surely Hap's Liquors is one of the 

oldest, if not oldest, business in town still owned and operated by the same individual.

Prior to opening his store, Hap managed the now closed Ted's Liquors on Dolores 

Street for ten years and for two years before that, he worked at the long gone Cork and 

Bottle on Ocean Avenue. This year marks his fifty second year of working in town. I 

hope that everyone walking down San Carlos will stick their head in the door of the 

store and wish Hap a well deserved, “Happy Anniversary!”

Hap told me that he had opened the downtown store in 1968. Before that, it was a 

furniture store, which explained the cut crystal chandeliers.

“They're from L.A.,” said a designer from there, who had happened into the store. 

“Italian cut glass. Nice the way they glisten in the light.”

The downtown store, a neon bubble, along the inside walls beer signs, all lit when 

JR was working.

“It's a waste of electricity, “ I told him.

“You don't know anything,” he'd said.

“Hap Junior had hired me at the behest of Elvira, a mutual friend, who had been 

working there: “Dan quit, and I've got a job at the parking garage, so why don't you talk 

to Junior?”



Hap Junior ? Big hair, black, designer shirts, designer jeans, contact lenses, no 

rings, thick gold chains, a designer reality; at fifty, never married, one son, lives at home 

with Mom and Dad.

“I remember you,” Junior'd said.

We'd talked at the downtown store, the bigger store, the money maker, the cash 

cow.

“What sets us apart,” said Junior, “ is our customer service.

He'd remembered me from the uptown store.

JR: “Everybody gets paid a different amount. Don't talk to anybody about what I 

pay you. If you work out, I'll give you a raise. Can you start training this week?”

Big Rick trained me, Big Rick, a legend. Some fool had come into Hap's and 

proceeded to slap his pregnant girlfriend around at the back of the downtown store. Big 

Rick, at least a three hundred pounder, threw the guy around the back of the wine section 

like he was a bag of chips. The guy bounced , then stayed still until the cops arrived  

from the station two blocks away. There's a buzzer under the counter.

Rick told Hap Jr.: “He's not ready.”

So they trained me for a few more days, then turned me lose on Sunday, a slow 

day at the downtown store.



JR: “Remember, you can't get away with anything. I'm watching.”

I started at both stores. Uptown on Sundays,  Monday and Tuesday off, 

Wednesday, Thursday and Friday at the downtown store, all swing shift, til eleven on 

week days, twelve on Friday and Saturday nights.

Then he said: “I'll give you a raise of you'll change your schedule.”

 For another buck an hour, I'd be working Sundays during the day, off Mondays 

and Wednesdays. He'd hired Enrique, who had another job and was going to be working 

there and at Hap's, at least an eighty hour week with the two jobs. 

I got a call from Elvira after dinner: “Have you talked to JR?”

“What's up?”

“They served a warrant at the downtown store. There are cops all over the place.”

“Crime tape?”

“And a forensic team.”

“I wonder if I'll have work tomorrow?”

Junior's karma caught up with him with  a woman who had been his neighbor, 

then moved to Colorado, then came back into town and visited the downtown store,  a 

woman later designated as  one of six Jane Does.

The clerk working the night of JR's eventual undoing was Sheriff Steve. Steve had 



grown up in the same neighborhood as JR. A scratch golfer, a “sheriff of the greens”, a 

jeweler friend of his had made him a silver star shaped badge which he wore on every 

shift.  Steve was the only employee who testified at JR's  trials.

Steve's take on the episode, what he told me, was: “She came in drunk two nights. 

They went upstairs. That last night, they were all lovey dovey, and I went home.”

It was a Sunday night. I'd worked the 8 to 5 shift, and The Sheriff had relieved me 

at 5. He was usually ten or fifteen minutes early to check his lotto and other gambling 

tickets. Some people are lucky, and this little guy, who wore shorts rain or shine, and 

usually a tan leather vest with his badge on it, more times than not, he would have a 

couple of winners.

He'd left at eleven o'clock.

JR was upstairs  with the babe in the attic of the store. To get there, there was a 

rickety narrow wooden stairway without a railing that took a right turn up at a landing at 

the top of the stairs, crossed a rickety landing, the route to JR's lair, with a bed, a toilet, a 

tv, the venue poorly lit and outright dangerous.

She fell down the stairs. Wound up unconscious in her car.

JR called his nephew. When he arrived, they took the injured woman to the 

emergency room and left her there.

Once she was conscious, the woman told her side of the story. She didn't 

remember much. She had met JR at the store and wound up at the hospital.

THE WOMAN SAID THAT SHE HADN'T HAD SEX WITH JR. 



Monday morning, the police sent in a forensic team.

Jr's position, which he maintained throughout his trials, was and is that he is a 

Casanova, and that women can't resist him, a chick magnet, a sex machine.

Chick magnet, he was, Hap Happi Junior. They came, until his fall, they came in 

all ages, all sizes, looking for JR.

“Could you tell Raoul I was here?”

“Raoul?”

“The owner.  Raoul.”

“Raoul?” I ask him.

“The blonde from the valley. Nice looking. Good dresser. Around forty.”

 He made  a loud hoop, punctuating his joy.

“I tell you,” he says. “Who's got it? Who's got it! ”

And he bows at the waist, behind his cash register, his neon signs, on his spot, the 

downtown store.

During that curious period between the police raid and his first trial, I talked to 

Hap Jr. about his situation. The local cops had been trying to bust him for years. 

“Looks like you're between a rock and a hard place.”

“I'm innocent,” he tells me.

“I'd put my passport in my pocket  and head for Brazil. They haven't charged you 



with anything. Yet.” 

   So what does he do?

One afternoon, after the raid, we're in the wine room at the front of the downtown 

store. It's raining, about 4:15.

He has been chasing  a pretty young thing around the wine racks. Was at it when I 

got there at 3:45.

“Nice rain,” I'd said, walking through the door.

They were somewhere else, the lady and the chick magnet.

He got her phone number. He told me about it.

“Nice looking girl,” I said.

I talked to his attorney about JR before his first trial.

He had been coming and going, first with a photographer, then with a private eye.

“You have to have him testify. It's his only chance.”

The lawyer, grey suited, grey eyed, almost invisible in contrast with the  bright 

colors of the liquor store's displays. He stood in front of one of the racks of candies and 

gum and said: “ We can't because of his temper.”

“Too bad,” I said to the man.

At closing time, Tyrone, a regular patron, a cigarettes and diet cola guy,  came by 

and I told him the story.

“Fate is like that,” Tyrone had said. “You think about somebody that you wouldn't 



want your sister, your daughter to be with, you'd say, 'Man, what's she doing with JR?'”

 “I never liked JR anyway. He'll be going to the right place.”

Junior? For a while he still acted like a Teflon Don. Then the articles in the local 

media started to take their toll. He'd still shout in one of his voices, say, at certain border 

brothers, guys who'd bought beer and chips at the store for years: “Taco, taco taco. . .”

Quite the mimic,  in this instance, he'd duplicated the tones of a squalking parrot 

in his “taco”  presentation.

“You'll have to excuse JR,” I tell the guy. “He doesn't know any better.”

“It's ok, “ he says, “I know him a long time.”

JR: “You see, he's alright with it. Why not you?”

One Sunday afternoon, a contingent of young women picketed the store, carrying 

signs detailing that a rapist had trolled the store for too long, and it was an outrage

“How can you work here?”

“He's just been put under house arrest,” I told them. “He won't be back.”

Before the house arrest, before the first trial, JR still came in early and counted the 

money, until the DA wouldn't let him: as a registerred sex offender, it was decided, he  

wasn't allowed to check ID's.

Before his banishment, early, say six, with a bicycle light that he wore on his 

forehead pointed at the daily receipts, on the floor of the counter, safe open, running his 



adding machine, a little down because of the boycott and the rally, and the 

demonstrations by local women condemning JR.

It was a periodic circus. Every time something was printed in one of the local 

papers, usually front page stuff, it would be a contentious day at Hap's.

During his first trial, a piece came out in a local weekly, THE ACORN, and this 

was the crusher:

JANE DOES TESTIFY

Monday morning, in the County Courthouse,  the story grew darker,  as those 

assembled listened to a trim, sandy haired woman, designated by the court as Jane Doe 

1, took the witness stand and recollected a secret that she had kept for thirty years.

“I was 16 then, getting ready for school. Mom had left for work, I heard the door- 

bell.”

“I knew JR from him working at Happi's Liquors in uptown. All the kids from 

school would go there to buy cigarettes and alcohol because we knew JR would sell 

them to us.”

Jane Doe one said: “JR would flirt with  girls, at one point groaped me, and I 

laughed it off . I got the cigarettes.”

“Everybody knew he was a jerk.  He drove a silver Mercedes then with a license 

plane that said: GUCCI.”

“I opened the door to the house and there was JR with some guy I didn't know. 

How they knew where I lived I don't know.”



“The other man, JR called him Davey, held me down in the back seat of JR's  car.”

She went on to detail how she had been kidnapped and raped by Hapgood Happi 

Junior, also known as Junior, or JR.

“I was pretty much freaked out, asked them why they were doing this, telling 

them I wanted to go home and they just kept on laughing.”

After some horrifying minutes, they came to the end of a road, where the 

pavement ran out, the river steps away.

“ I was terrified at that point.”

“JR and Davey dragged me out of the car. I didn't have a chance to run. JR pushed 

me to the ground. While Davey held me, JR tore off my jeans.”

“I just kept saying,' I don't know why you're doing this to me.'”

 She then testified that Davy held he down, as Happi raped her, then told Davey 

that  it was his turn.

She ran. 

“I was barefoot, almost naked.”

She ran to the first house, where the door was slammed in her face. 

Fearing the return of her assailants, she hid in the bushes near the next home, and 

then made her way to the main road dressed only in a shirt.

The attendant, a boy that she knew, gave her a ride back home.

The Deputy D.A. Asked: “Did you tell your mother what had happened?”

She answererd: “No. The family has money. JR's been in trouble before and 



nothing happened. I was sixteen and didn't want a rep as being raped. I was young and 

dumb,” said Jane Doe Number  One.

Last year, while visiting friends here in town, she saw the series of media reports 

detailing the incident at Hap's downtown store and decided to come forward with her 

story.

On cross-examination, she was asked by the defense: “Was the light when you 

came to the crossroads of the highway and the high school?”

“Yes. I was begging them to let me go!”

“Did you yell or scream?”

“I tried. I was held down.”

The piece went on, detailing the incidents with two other women, Jane Does 3 and 

4.

Jane Doe 3 pressed charges twenty years ago. She said that he had raped her at her 

home after they had watched a movie. In that case, Happi pled no contest and he was 

placed on felony probation.

The judge then told the jury: “ There has been continuous coverage of this case. 

The last piece I read got some of the information backwards, and this may influence 

your determinations as to guilt or innocence.”

The defense argued that Jane Doe 3 should be forced to testify. “The story,” said 

the defense attorney, “that I made a request to have Jane Doe 3 arrested and forced to 

testify might prejudice the jury against my client, Mr. Happi Jr.”



Last Friday, Jane Doe 4 was on the witness stand, and tearfully recounted her 

lunch with Happi Jr. 

She stated that after a lunch at a well known eatery down the coast, Happi Jr. 

drove her to a secluded spot where a trailer was conveniently parked off the road, where 

she was raped.

The next day, she went to the downtown store and confronted Happi who  lured 

upstairs to his lair, where she was again raped.

The case has been adjourned until a week from next Tuesday because of the 

holidays.

After he was convicted of raping the woman who fell down the stairs, Happi 

copped a plea rather than go to trial in a second case. He had tried, unsuccessfully, to get 

a change of venue before trial number one.

The public defender in the second case said: “In a poll commissioned by the 

public defender's office, nine out of ten people polled had heard of Happi, and the same 

number believed that he was definitely or probably guilty.”

“Mr. Happi was afraid that he would be convicted because of the number of 

people against him, and face life in prison. In responding to all the allegations against 

him in both cases, Mr. Happi always insists that the sex was consensual. Mr. Happi 

doesn't think that he can get a fair trial in the county.”

Happi was accused in this new case by two women.  The prosecutor also planned 



to call seven other women to testify that he'd sexually assaulted them. Such witnesses, 

whose allegations need not have resulted in convictions, or even reported to authorities, 

are only allowed in trials involving sex crimes.

During his preliminary hearing for case number two, photographs were shown of  

one Jane Doe posing with her legs spread on Happi's red Porsche, and another of the 

same Jane Doe on a rock, pictures reportedly shot on a rape date.

  After the first conviction of Hapgood Happi Junior, the Happi family sold their 

uptown and downtown stores and settled the lawsuit brought by the victim in the first 

case, which claimed that they were negligent, for letting their son, who had been 

previously convicted of sex crimes, work in their liquor stores, for something less than a 

two million dollar figure.

The second civil case was settled out of court. 

  




