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FAMILY: "She used to say, `Mom, I think there is something wrong with me. I don't 
have a dad.'" Eighteen years later, she does.  
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For 18 years, Suzie White wanted atonement.  

Memories of a one-night stand in Tustin clung to her conscience.  

Her heart sank whenever she looked at the product of that passion: her only child.  

On all the official forms _ a library card, a driving permit, a college application _ there 
was nothing 17-year-old Stefani Tewes could write in the space marked "Father. " "She 
used to say, `Mom, I think there is something wrong with me. I don't have a dad,' " said 
White, 42, who now lives in Summerville, S.C. "She didn't want to be resentful about it, 
but I knew she was. It makes me want to cry. " Last week, still clinging to the one odd 
clue she had about Stefani's father, White bought a display ad in The Orange County 
Register: "LOOKING FOR A WHITE VIOLIN NAMED CASPER. ANYONE 
KNOWING THE WHEREABOUTS OF ITS OWNER PLEASE CONTACT: SUZIE 
WHITE. " She told her boss she wasn't coming to work for a week and waited for the 
phone to ring.  

She was convinced no one would call.  

After all, what did she know about her daughter's father?  

His first name _ Paul. He was a musician in a country bluegrass band. He played a white 
violin he called Casper. And the date they met at a Tustin bar, where he was performing, 
called Aspen Mine Co.: April 2 or 3, 1976.  

Her ad ran last Sunday. By Wednesday, she was talking on the telephone to Paul. Half a 
world away, the 38-year-old man heard the sobs of the teen-age daughter he never knew 
he had, a young woman in need of a father's love.  

You see, the clues were there. It took one day of a reporter's time to find them.  

The first lead: On page C11 of the April 9, 1976, edition of The Register was an ad 
promoting the country-rock sounds of Ukiah.  



The first names of the band members were in the ad. Steve, Ray, Dave, Bruce and Paul. 
They were playing at the Aspen Mine Co. on Newport Avenue in Tustin _ a bar long 
since replaced by a Chinese restaurant, a copying center and a hair salon.  

The second lead: In the Pacific Bell Yellow Pages under the heading "Musical 
Instruments, Repairing," is an ad for a guitar doctor, an old-timer from the Orange 
County music scene: Doc Pattillo of Coast Music in Costa Mesa.  

Sure, he remembered Ukiah. They disbanded years ago.  

Casper the white violin? Yeah, it was owned by a guy named Paul.  

Paul ... Paul ... Paul ...  

Paul McIntire.  

He lives and works in Orange County, Patillo said. He shares a home in Santa Ana with 
his mother and sister.  

At the McIntire home, his sister, Heather McIntire, answered the phone. Paul's in Taiwan, 
she said. He's got a three-month gig at a theme park. She had his phone number.  

In Room 302 of the Fong-Lin Hotel, Paul McIntire picked up on the second ring.  

Yes, he once had a violin named Casper. "He got stepped on about 1978. He's gone to the 
big fiddle store in the sky. " With a touch of buttons on a reporter's telephone in Santa 
Ana, the conference call was complete, linking Paul McIntire to a voice from his 
younger, wilder days. The words of White's confession trembled across 13 time zones 
and 18 years.  

The reporter got off the line.  

"He said he had a lot of love to give," White said the next morning. "This is a miracle. 
My whole family thinks it is. He could have been really negative. That's what I was 
expecting. Now I don't have to feel ashamed or guilty anymore. " If not for her daughter, 
White's memory of Orange County would be only the pain and horror she found here.  

Her last name also was Tewes then. She was a secretary, divorced and dating a man who 
refused to marry her.  

On Nov. 13, 1974, she was the victim of a random act of violence. Asleep on her couch, 
she was awakened by John G. Davenport, a stranger who plunged a knife into her neck 
and face 22 times. (Davidson was arrested and convicted for that assault and is currently 
on death row after his conviction of the murder of another woman.) It took a year to 
recover. By then, a six-year relationship with her boyfriend was crumbling. He moved to 
Northern California, but they continued to see each other.  



They fought. One night, White found herself drinking margaritas at the Aspen Mine Co., 
upset and lonely.  

The next morning, she woke up beside McIntire. She felt weird, but not guilty.  

"It wasn't the right thing to do, but it wasn't uncommon," White said. "It was like, God, 
what have I done? It was not like me to be sleeping around. " When she learned she was 
pregnant, she hoped it was her boyfriend's baby. He wanted her to get an abortion. He 
thought it was his child.  

Stefani was born in her mother's hometown, Delta, Colo. (Pop.  

4,000), on Dec. 28, 1976.  

"I agonized about whether to have that baby," White said, but now she feels having 
Stefani was the best thing she ever did. "A few years later, I was diagnosed with cervical 
cancer and I had to have a hysterectomy. I can't have children any more. " Before Stefani 
was 2, White got tangled in a paternity suit with her boyfriend. She wanted child support. 
When they took blood tests, the results shocked them both.  

"As she grew up, I never told anyone the truth," White said.  

"Then I tried to cover up the lie by making my boyfriend out to be this bad guy.  

"The guilt and shame I had from that is what drove me from Orange County. " White 
moved to Las Vegas in 1979.  

Stefani was 8 when her mother told her the truth.  

The next year, White married an advertising executive. The family _ which includes three 
teen-age step-daughters _ moved to South Carolina in 1989.  

But even in a house full of people, Stefani would tell her mother that she felt alone.  

She was growing up angry.  

"It wasn't like I thought about it all the time, but I would get jealous of my friends 
because they had fathers," Stefani said. "It would hurt. " That changed with the phone call 
Wednesday night.  

"At first I didn't want to accept it, you know, because I spent my whole life trying to get 
over it," she said. "But I have an opportunity now. And I know there is somebody there.  

"I didn't think that would ever happen. " Mostly, Stefani listened to McIntire, who told 
her about his life as a musician and his three-month job playing country music in a 



Taiwanese theme park. He told her about an ex-wife in Orange County and their 5-year-
old daughter.  

"It touched my heart and made me feel full," said McIntire. "I have no problem with 
taking this responsibility, with giving love to someone who needs it. " He asked Stefani 
to write. To ask any question she could think of. He told her to send him a photograph. 
Stefani said she would.  

They talked about meeting someday. It sounded nice. They set no date, but McIntire 
made a promise: "I said, if you ever need me, I will be there. " The phone call lasted just 
20 minutes. Later, as mother and daughter drove across town, they knew their lives were 
different: "In the car Stefani was really quiet and then she said, `Maybe I'll get a card now 
_ like a Christmas card _ that says Love, Dad. ' I started crying. " 
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