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Phantom Writer
Unmasked!
Nov. 1982, The Leader
by Ayam Yur Fader
(Hotternel News Bureau)
(CAIRO) -- For the past several years articles have
appeared in THE LEADER purportedly written by "The
Phantom Writer. " The articles have aroused the ire of
many of our readers and they have demanded that THE
LEADER staff address itself to the unmaskincro• or
defrocking, if you will, of he/she who goes behind the
scenes at GI Forum functions and sees all, and more
embarrassingly, TELLS ALL.

We recently sent our top investigative reporter to
the task and he did not return.

W

e then sent another reporter out to
find the P.W. and that one came back
not only with information but also with a
hastily executed pen and ink sketch which he was able
to get of the Phantom Writer as he ambled away from his
most recent local appearance at a Vida Nueva Big Mean
Ten baseball game (see Sept. issue of THE LEADER).
Because of all the controversy he is causing, the
Phantom Writer recently called us. He would not consent to an interview because as he put it, "You idiot! I
investigate, I am NOT the subject of investigations!
"If you had a brain , it would rattle around in your
head like a beebee in a boxcar!
"If your brains were gas, you wouldn't have enough
to start up a horse fly's moped!"
In just the last three months, Ismael Flores, Fred
Vazquez, and Billie and Fred Contreras, have told the
editor that they KNOW who the Phantom Writer is. We
have repeatedly asked them to come forward at a chapter
meeting and expose the dastardly raconteur so that ALL
of us can know who he is.

The Phantom Writer has said that no matter how
many motions are passed at the meetings, or how
many threats he gets he will r emain undercover and

THE PHANTOM WRITER still wearing his mask during a recent appearance in no11hern California.

will continue to cover our activities from "behind the
scenes" because that's the ONLY way the whole
truth and nothing but the truth is going to a ppear in
this rag. (Take that, Senator Helms!).
As he puts it, "the candy-donkey editor you got ain't
got no class, and wouldn't know a good story if he was
sittin' on it! "
He also said you're represented in the state assembly
by some clown who doesn't even live here, who comes
into town about once a month just to visit that big shot
lawyer's vault, who to ld you to go suck an egg two years
ago when one of your members asked a question about
carpet-bagging politicians, and your editor just sat there
and pulled on his beer.
"THAT'S WHY I'M AROUND! " he said as he gave
us the Rockefeller salute and took off in search of
another story.

(Con t. on Pg 392)
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Behind the Scenes at the '82
California Convention
Sept. 1982,
THE LEADER
by The Phantom Writer

(NOTAS DE BAJA CA - Special to THE
LEADER)-- Your friendly Phantom Writer took his
Smith-Corona portable typewriter, two jugs of Ripple,
proof of citizenship (a piece of paper we bought at La
Pulga stating" ADMIT ONE to the United States Any
Time, Any Place'' which was signed by the Mayor of
Union City); an $800 set of golf clubs; and a RandMcGarcia World Map; and headed for North Tijuas to
check out the recent Califas GI Forum State Convention.
he PW and his staff stayed in the near proxim
ity of the Sheraton Harbor Island Hotel (we
are not at liberty to divulge exactly where
because it would compromise our staffs future clandestine operations ... and enrage someone's mutt).

T

Our first positions were on three hillsides over-

PhantoiD Writer UniDasked
(Cont. from Pg 391)
.W.," we implored, "Leave us with an
other scoop for our next edition. We don't
have a lead story for the next issue of THE
LEADER."
"Well, have you heard about S and A?" he whispered, twirling the ends of his handlebar mustache and
winking his eye.
"NO! WHAT ABOUT IT?" weshoutedas he climbed
into his 1982 Cadillac.

P

"Please, P.W., tell us ••• what ABOUT S & A.
Personally, we're into PG&E pole climbers and near
beer! What isS & A?"
"Don't have time, bird-brain," he replied, "stand
aside! I'm off to find Lobo!"
And he roared off in a cloud of dust. • • • • •
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delegates as
Convention in
they
apSan Diego.
proached
the SanDiego area to make sure they cleared the U.S. Migra
checkpoint, were properly attired, properly rationed
for the long 4-day convention, wearing their Sunday
best ••• and shoes.
We are happy to report that no major problems were
experienced, except for D.S. who audibly gulped when
he was quoted $84 per nite for his room, acted very
casually at the front desk as the beautiful registration
clerk gave him directions to his lean-to on the third
floor, then strode off in the general direction of the
cocktail lounge, up the elevator, and down a long
corridor into the kitchen. He was escorted back to
civilization (the cocktail lounge) by a helpful maid who
noted that she had always wanted to meet someone from
San Jose." He FINALLY found his room, at 3:30PM.

The San Jose Chapter van was observed around
midnight approaching San Diego with a highly spirited group (Frank Caballero, Pete Gonzalez,
Armando Ochoa, Mike Caudillo, Joe Martinez,
Heriberto Villareal, and lsmael Flores) aboard.
They arrived at the hotel around 2 AM and asked to
check into their room. The desk clerk checked with the
San Diego Iron Hotel to make certain no one had
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escaped during the night, then made the observation that
in civilized societies most people check into a hotel
around noon and depart around noon.
"We're from San Jose!" they all chorused.
11
0h, .. the clerk replied, ..That explains THAT ...
.. What are you going to do until check-in time at
noon? .. the clerk asked.
.. Stand outside the hotel lobby and drink beer! .. they
replied.

The clerk woke up the Night Manager, who made
the sagacious decision that to preserve the good
name of the Sheratons it would probably be best if
they allowed the San Jo delegates to occupy their
penthouse suite at once.
Sid Haro got to the hotel around 6 PM on Wednesday
and promptly went up to Ike Hernandez's room on the
11th floor... I was riding around downtown San Diego
and heard all the commotion so I decided to come on up
and see what was going on, .. he explained.
David Rodriguez was observed at 4:36AM by one
of the PW's staff going down a stairwell with two golf
bags and a leaking ice chest.

S

omeone at the Registration Desk didn't
have their act together. They were try
ing to prevent Dan Campos (former San
Jo, California, National Chairman, and National
SER Board Chairman), Anita Campos (former San
Jose Auxiliary, State of California Women Chairman and President of the San Jose GI Forum Scholarship Fondation) and Alfonso Pelayo (former San
Jose Chapter Chairman, former 2nd State Vice
Chairman and attendee at MANY state and national
conventions) from being counted as part of the San
Jo delegation. Folks, these people have spent more
time in committee meetings than some of you folks
have spent as Members of this great organization.
The PHANTOM WRITER and his staff, by close

Money Talks
The Halliburton Corporation (Dick Cheney, Chief
Executive Officer) generated profits of $30 million
from business deals with Saddam Hussein's Iraq.
Estimated profits derived by Halliburton from Iraq
business interests since Saddam Hussein was
thrown out by U.S. Govemment (Dick Cheney, Vice
President)-- $63.5 million, according to San Jose
Mercury News, 1.2.05. MONEY TALKS.
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Fill 'em Up!
A fellow Chicano golfer at the Ghetto Country Club (better known as Thunderbird Golf &
Country Club) was regaling us with stories of
people he used to know when he was doing
farm work in eastern San Diego County .
He told us that there was a Filipino gentleman who was always maintaining that Filipinos
had more financial, political, and other kinds of
power than Chicanos.
Of course, they quarreled with him about
this, and often got him pretty hot under the
collar. When he would really get riled up, he
would smile broadly and say:
.. Mexicano go filling station ... '56 Chevy
.... 50 cents, 50 cents!
Filipino go filling station .... new Cadillac
.... FILL 'EM UP! ..
And follow his remarks with a Rockefeller
salute. Cracked 'em up every time!

observation and some very intensive undercover work
thus render this report on their observations about those
who attended it.
The San Jo Forumeers sadly shook their heads at
what seemed like total lack of planning by the San Diego
carnales.
S.N.A.F.U.: After waiting for almost ten minutes
while only one delegate was registering, D.S. gave up
and asked his wife to register for BOTH of them while
he walked off with Fred Coca in QUEST OF FIRE
water.
LAWN ORDER: Credentials Committee Chairman Pete Magana of Oceanside gave his report, but
disclaimed responsibility for registration taking place
outside ...That's not my responsibility or concern, .. he
said.
.. THE HELL IT ISN'T! .. was the roar from the San
Jo delegation.
LAS BORREGAS: Prior to the moonlight cruise,
why were people asked to leave the hotel and walk to the
dock and then wait 1-114 hours for the boat to arrive? ...
Why did we have to have Chotas running the cruise for
us, Meester Sheraton? ... We have seen chuntarosrounded
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up in the San Joaquin Valley by the Migra with more
dignity than that with which we were herded onto that
boat.
How come no S.D. member was at the hotel on
Wednesday afternoon to give us info on a golf tourney
scheduled at 6:30AM the next morning? (One of the San
Jo golfers asked, "Why 6:30 AM, are we going to
SNEAK into the country club?) ... Why were we asked
to be at the golf course at 6:30 AM when the "Golf
Committee" didn't show up until after 7:00AM and the
tourney didn't start until 8 AM?
CAYFAS: The happy smile on Abel Cota's face was
the result of wiping out Sid Sid by 20 strokes during the
State GolfToumament. The last time the PW's spies saw
Sid he was doing 85 MPH heading east for Ariza on U.S.

8.
At the Mexican border, after Cota told the Migra
lady that we had been south of the border to play golf, she
took one look at Sid and David R. and Ismael and said,
"If those guys are golfers, I'm Mrs. George Washington.
GET OUT and open the trunk!"
"Hello, Martha!"
Honey, those guys MAY not LOOK like golfers,
pero cuidado porque pican!"
BEN HUR WHO? Is a person who was a '72 shill
for Tricky "I am NOT a Crook" Dick, then merely "ran"
for President on the Republican ticket in 1980, the best
we can do for a convention banquet speaker, raza?
If you couldn't find someone to furnish background
music for the queen contest, why didn't you accept the
offer of San Jo's Mike Caudillo who volunteered to play
the piano? Also, a couple of our members volunteered to
whistle.
CHMART LADY: Outside the conven
tion center greeting all her friends from
San Jose was Anita Duarte, candidate for
Council Seat No. 5 in the November elections.

S

OH ••• ASI SI BAlLA MI HIJA CON TU HIJO:
Next year, the State Convention will be held in Visalia
again ... and it can only get better.
SANDY EGGO HAS 0-N-L-Y been organized for
20 YEARS: Among the friendly folks at the Sheraton
Harbor Island Hotel were a group of men from The Baja
Caper run by Hernandez & Associates of San Jo, who
played golf, partied and enjoyed the beautiful views of
San Diego from the 11th floor suite of Mr. and Mrs. Ike
Hernandez.

The group played at Bajamar, Singing Hills, Club
Campestre de Tijuana, and Torrey Pines. They, too,
were disappointed at the GI Forum golf tournament.
Sorry, S.D., but that is the way it is.
BREAKING THE SOUND BARRIER: To those
of you who did not go to San Diego ... the three loud roars
you heard on late Thursday afternoon, at midday were
( 1) a standing ovation for Ismael Flores who coughed up
a round of drinks in a T.J. saloon; (2) David Sierra on
being asked for $15 for 5 beers in the bar at the Sheraton
Hotel; and (3) the San Jo delegation thundering to its feet
when Gina Marie Shrum won the State Queen crown.
INBAD THE SOLDIER: On the Lunada
Cruise on Thursday evening, one
Forumeer from San Jo asked an L.A. carnal:
"What kind of boat is that out there?"
"That's a submarine," replied the other.
"It's a funny looking submarine, I don't see a conning
tower."
"It's got one, but they're probably putting out to sea
upside down and backwards to confuse the Russian
spies at Pt. Lorna!"
Then lots of conversation, many songs by the
mariachis, many straight shots of Tequila, then another
question: "How long were you in the Navy?"
The reply: "I wasn't. I was in the 1st Marines."
"Then, how come you know so much about boats?"
"I don't, butifidon'tgive you a quick reply to an easy
question, you're gonna ask me some hard ones."
"OH."
ALL CLEAR: This time Gil Jasso's civil rights
report did not ask for federal marshals to provide law
enforcement in San Jose "because our police have lost
control of the streets" as he has in the past. So it is
probably safe for all you San Jose Forumeers to walk the
streets again. Whew!
BLIND LEADING THE BLIND: Cato Sedillo of
San Diego has indicated that he will be here on Sunday,
Sept. 5th for the San Jose GI Forum Golf Tournament at
S.J. Muni. He has been invited to play with Sid, Abel,
and David. Bring a pencil and notebook, Cato.
BIG CIGAR DEPT.: The Honorable Antonio
Eismail Gallegos, Commissioner of the Equal Employment Opportunity Commission, Washington, D.C., was
in San Diego. Ditto his E.E.O.C. compatriot, Armando
Rodriguez. Better known as Tony, Gallegos met for a

S

(Cont. on Pg 395)
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Man in the Glass
Is the one staring back from the
glass,
Some people might think you're
a straight-shootin' chum
And call you a wonderful guy,
But the man in the glass says
you're only a bum,
If you can't look him straight in
the eye.

When you get what you want in your
struggle for self,
And the world makes you king for a
day,
Just go to the mirror and look at
yourself,
And see what THAT man has to say.
For it isn't your father or mother or
wife

whose judgment upon you must pass.

(This poem was written by a
24-year old man with a serious
drug habit. He died shortly after
the poem was written)

The fellow whose verdict counts most
in your life

PhantoiD Writer
(Cont. from Pg 394)
couple of hours with some of his constituents to discuss
problems facing E.E.O.C. Tony has retained our old
friend Frank Quevedo on his staff in D.C.
At the T.J. C.C., Gallegos was properly attired for
country club golf- white shoes, blue sweater, white shirt
with a little alligator over the right boobie; and a Diners
club credit card for the 19th hole.
I don't know about you, but the Phantom Writer has
problems accepting the fact that a half Pluma from
Montrose, Colorado is now wearing white shoes and
playing golf, working in D.C. for Ronnie, and still
purporting to be a friend of the poor.

D

ON'T KNOW IF HE CLEARED IT
WITH BERNIE PENA, BUT ... State

Chairman AI Hernandez has appointed
Jesus Cardenas of Union City as State Executive Secretary, and Carlos Velasquez of Santa Clara as State Civil
Rights Chairman. Now, you can come down on the
irresponsible chapters the way your hero Ike Hernandez
used to do it, Cardenas!
Que paso con Jose Ramirez and some of the other
old Sandy Eggo standbys?
Interesting question which was never asked of the
panelists on Economic Development ... "Are all of you

rich?"

EL COCOLISO: Someone we hadn't seen for a
loooong time ... Larry Montoya ... Fred, he STILL don't
have any hair!
EDITOR'S NOTE: Ismael Flores was parked on
his throne in the men's room of the Tijuana Golf and
Country Club. The Phantom Writer saw him enter the
room. The PW opened and closed the restroom door,
making sure that Mr. Flores heard it slam, and slipped
quietly back and dropped his warning card over the stall
on top of Ismael's head. Then he slipped away.
A few minutes later, Flores hurried into the cocktail
lounge, holding the card, saying, "Hey, LOOK, The
Phantom Writer is here!" He showed Abel Cota, Sid
Haro, David Rodriguez, and DavidSierra the card. It
read:

You Are Being Observed By

THE PHANTOM WRITER

so ...

Be Careful What You Do!
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Ronald
Reagan•s
Fiscal
Policies
For the eight Reagan years, the deficits, in billions, were: $128, $208, $185, $212, $221, $150, $155,
$153. The accumulated debt when Reagan left office
was $2.2 TRILLION, nearly three times as high as
when he was elected.

E

DITOR'S COMMENT: We have

never understood why some Ameri
cans insist on lionizing former president Ronald Reagan.
We thought he was a lousy president, unable
to think for himself.
Don't get me wrong. I would have loved to sit
down with him and have a couple of cold beers. He
probably tells a good joke and certainly has been
in Hollywood, Sacramento, and Washington D.C.
long enough to come up with some good stories.
An editorial entitled INDEBTED TO THE
GIPPER by Phil Yost, chief editorial writer, San
Jose Mercury News says it all. I don't reme mber
what year he wrote it because I neglected to write
it down when I tore it out of the local rag.

Quote: In fiscal year 1981, under
the last Jimmy Carter budget, the
federal deficit was $79 billion, the
highest in the history of the country.

Should we give Reagan credit for the Bush years,
since Bush ran on a program to keep the Reagan revolution rolling?
Bush's deficits were $22 1 billion, $270, $290, and
an estimated $327 this year.
The debt has risen to about $3.3 TRILLION. It
quadrupled under 12 years of Republic presidents.

When Reagan took office, the
debt was 26 percent of the total U.S.
economy. When he left office, it was
42 percent. When Big George Bush
left office, it was 53 percent.
During Reagan's presidency, unemploymnet
reached 10.8 %, the highest since the depression,
and the poverty rate grew faster than it had in
decades, according to TIME magazine.
His administration sold illegal arms to Iran,
then provided illegal arms to Nicaraguan rebels,
contrary to U.S . government policy. It cost this
country billions.

Where are the fiscal conservatives? • • •
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Onizuka Portrait shown
first at Vida Nueva
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Para Vida Nueva Residents & Staff
David T. Sierra y Luz Galindo
ConAfecto.
Manuel Jaramillo Rodriguez
2 July 1987
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Rodriguez shows
Onizuka portrait
at Vida Nueva
A bigger than life-size portrait of Lt. Col. Ellison
Oni zuka, U.S. Air Force astronaut, killed in the tragic
Challenger explosion two years ago, has been placed in
the lobby of the administration building of the newly
named Onizuka Air Force Base, Sunnyvale.
Painted by famed Los Angeles illustrator Manuel
Jaramillo Rodriguez, the portrait was first shown to
members of San Jose GI Forum and their friends on
Thursday morning, July 2, 1987 at Vida Nueva
alcohol recovery home, said Director Sid Haro.
Rodriguez was invited to the facility to show his
Onizuka portrait and other paintings and to talk to the
residents about his early life and how he overcame
numerous obstacles in the relentless pursuit of a career
in art.
"I made it because I never wanted to do anything
else," Mr. Rodriguez said. He explained the thinking
behind each of the pictures he brought to the gathering,
gave a short inspirational speech to the residents, and
answered questions about art and his career.
mong those present at the impromptu
"Art Show" were Phil Renteria, mem
ber of the San Jose GI Forum board of
directors; Rose Amador, Director of the Center for
Training & Careers; Mrs. Teresa Haro, a Vida Nueva
volunteer and wife of the VN director; Mrs. Gloria
Sierra of CTC; Vida Nueva staffpeople Luz Sanchez,
David Sierra, Joseph Granda, and staff accountant Joe
G. Lopez.
R ichard Diaz, el fotografo de las estrellas, who
has photographed most of the famous people who
have visited San Jose for the past 30 years, was on
hand to take photos of the event.
Arrangementsfor Manuel Rodriguez's visit to Vida
Nueva, and his presentation and showing to the San Jose
GJ Forum meeting on Friday evening, July 3rd, were
made by VN Office Manager I Court Liaison David
Sierra.
EDITOR'S NOTE: The showing ofOnizuka's portrait
at Vida Nueva on July 2, 1987, was the first public

Lt. Col. Ellison Onizuka
showing ofthe work commissioned by the U.S.
Air Force. It was unveiled at the Onizuka Air
Force Base, Sunnyvale, on Saturday morning,
July 4, 1987.

A

Manuel Jaramillo Rodriguez, left, shows portrait of
Lt. Colonel Ellison Onizuka, to Phil Renteria, member of San Jose GI Forum board member. (Richard
Diaz Foto).

CON SAFOS --A CHICANO'S JOURNEY THROUGH LIFE IN CALIFORN IA

399

Midwest America -- 1984
Colorado, Nebraska, Kansas, Missouri,
Illinois, Iowa, Wyoming, National Convention

T

he
Ame rican
GI Forum h ad
bee n b oyco ttin g
Coors Beer since a national convention at which a member from
the Denver GI Forum accused
the beer-maki ng giant of not hiring Hispanics commensurate to
their numbers in the metropolitan Denver population.
Over the years, other organizations joined the boycott, some
Hollywood personalities, gays
and lesbians, NAACP, organ ized
labor, the United Farmworkers Union, e tc.
I was Editor of the Am erican GI Forum's newspaper,
THE FORUMEER, whic h was distributed nationally to
the members and to friends of the GI Forum, and to
subscribers. Our readers were a very diverse group: a
ju nior high school in Massachusetts, a nun from the
Church of the Bowery in New York, the University of
Alabama library, a battalion of U.S. Marines in Vietnam, a Chicano studies group at Walla Walla federal
penitentiary all had subscriptions. I printed anti-Coors
items in nearly every edition of the paper.
Then, suddenly, the American GI Forum ended the
boycon. The national office of the American GI Forum
turned over its negotiating powers in the matter to the
National Council of La Raza, a huge mistake as we were
to find out very shortly.

Kansas City
St. Louis

Boone
Grave

their participation in the Fiestas Patrias celebration in
downtown San Jose.

Rodney Cortez, a sales representative for Coors
Beer in San Jose, asked me to go with him to make a
presentation to the Asian Law Alliance, a group of
professional people who were continuing to boycott.
He said that they needed assurance that the American GI Forum had ended the boycott, and they
wanted to hear it from an American GI Forum
member.

A

In San Jose, San Jose GI Forum had just taken
over sponsorship of the Fiestas Patrias celebrations.
Some of us had discussed the idea of making the local
Coors distributor pay us "retribution" for all the
harm they had done Hispanics over the years.

fter his brief presentation, Cortez intro
duced me to give a brief history of the
boycott and to explain why we had settled
it. I did my best. Rodney was pleased with my presentation. At the conclusion of the meeting, he commented,
"Vamos a echarnos una gordita!"
"Rodney! Por favor ! Aqu i hay chicanas!ll I said.
Then I remembered that in some barrios (and I had heard
the term in the distant past) a tortilla is affectionately
called a gordi ta so the term means simply, let's go eat.

Some of us thought a $50,000 grant to San Jose GI
Foru m would be about right. Then we could discuss

I am sure that I was not the only person in the
room who was shocked by Rodney's remark.

II

II,

The Asian Law Alli ance, I later learned, was not
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Calling a Spade
a Spade
Making a presentation at the San
Jose GI Forum meeting on Nov. 4,
1989, State Chairman Victor Garza
commented that Mr. Harold Ezell,
former Western Regional Commissioner of the U.S. Immigration and
Naturalization Service, was a "racist
S.O.B."
Right on, Mr. Chairman. Hey,
George, where do we FIND these turkeys?

influenced by my remarks. Their boycott continued.
A few days later, Abel Cota, our Veterans Outreach
Project Director, asked me at the GI Forum building
when I was going to be arriving in Denver for the
national convention. "Coors is gonna pay for your room,
sucker! You been kissing Rodney's ass?"
"I went with him to make a presentation to the Asian
Law Alliance, to try to get them to end the Coors
boycott. They want to rent my room at the Marriott
Hotel? Okay. We will be there on Sunday afternoon,
Aug. 4, and leaving the following Sunday," I said.

Abel made a brief telephone call, then said,
"You're all set, Mr. Sierra. Sunday, Aug. 4 to Sunday, Aug. 11. Que te vaya bien!"
So when we arrived at Stapleton Airport in Denver,
we rented a car, and headed for the Marriott. We stayed
there on Sunday night, and watched the opening ceremonies of the Olympic Games from our room up on the
14th floor. Most of the convention delegates had not
arrived yet. We went to bed fairly early because we had
no plans to attend much of the convention. We wanted
to take the opportunity to see the midwestern United
States.
We planned to drive through the heartland of America
most of the day, stopping to see what we wanted to see,
then finding a place to stay late in the afternoon, going
to dinner, and back to the motel to watch the 1984
Olympic Games on television.

The next morning, we were up early and headed
east. No particular destination, just getting to know the
American midwest. We drove through Colorado
Springs, Pueblo, La Junta, and east toward the Kansas
line. Near La Junta we heard an item on the car radio
that Private So and So was home visiting his parents
after finishing basic training and would soon embark
for Germany to serve there. "Only in a small town
would THAT be news," I told Gloria.

We stopped in Russell, Kansas. You know what
Russell is famous for? It's the home of former U.S.
Senator and Vice President Robert Dole.
We drove into town, stopped at their city park to eat
a sandwich and to drink deeply from an old fashioned
water pump in their city park, then moved on east.
Every city park in America should have one of those
water faucets. You pump a long handle, and wait. A few
moments later water starts to gush up through the faucet
and you drink cold, cold water, fresh out of God's earth,
brought up by your own efforts.

We stayed overnite in Salina, Kansas. I had
wanted to see that town since seeing "Picnic" the
movie that starred William Holden and Kim Novak.
Not much there. Grain elevators. Typical American
small town.
We drove into the park where some of the movie
was filmed and looked around. Of course, we did not
see William Holden, nor Kim Novak.
hen we checked into a Best Western
motel the lady behind the desk asked
if I wanted a club membership. "What is
that?" I asked.
"If you folks want to have a drink at the club next to
the motel, you have to belong to the club. It costs just
a dollar," she said.
"I don't think so," I said, pocketing my change.
Later in the early evening, I went to the motel office
to purchase a 'club membership' just so I can say that I
once belonged to a club in Salina, Kansas and I had a
snort there. Big deal.
The next morning we visited the Eisenhower Memorial and Library in Abilene, Kansas. "I wonder what
Abilene, Texas has done for Ike?" I asked Gloria as we
walked the grounds.
I knew that there was some kind of controversy
surrounding Ike and Abilene. As I understand it, Abilene
Texas claims him because he was born there and

W
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Abi lene, Kansas clai ms
him because that's where
he grew up. Or something
li ke that.
The place was still
closed and we didn't want
to wait, so we moved east
toward Manhattan, home
or the Kansas State Wildcats. We drove through
the Kansas State campus.
1 wanted to see it because
Bob Escobar had extolled
its beauty back home in
San Jose . He served at Ft.
Leavenworth
when
lefthanded QB Lynn
Dickey was playing for
the Wildcats
It is a beautiful college campus . We were
very impressed.
Then we dro ve
through Topeka, and on to
the Un iv. ofKansas, home
or the Jayhawkers. You
don't get much closer to
hoops heaven than
Lawrence, Kansas, but
U.S. Air Force Academy Chapel
Colorado Springs
this happened to be the
wrong time of year. Those
yokels still had to wait out another season of football
like a tu rn of the century prison. Depressing. "How can
before hoops ass-bcking time arrived.
anyone stand going to school here and looking at those
urther east we crossed the Missouri River
buildings every day?" I asked my loving wife, Gloria.
into Missouri, with the beautiful Arrow
"They come to study , not to look at the buildings,"
head Stadium, home of the Kansas City
she replied sagaciously.
Chiefs, to our right. A beautiful sight. That is one
Near Marthasvi lle, MO , we were driving down the
beautiful sports complex those folks have in K.C.
highway when I spotted a sign pointing toward the
The football and baseball stadiums are side by side.
original burial site of Daniel Boone. Damn , how could
We went to the Harry S. Truman Library in IndepenI pass up the opportunity to see "the original burial site
dence, Mo. I had never paid too much attention to Old
of Daniel Boone?"
H.airy Ass Truman but was very impressed by the
I asked Gloria, "I wonder how many times they've
monumental decisions he had to make a short while after
planted the guy? But .. . this is the ORIGINAL site so we
he assumed the presidency after Franklin Delano
better look at it," I reasoned very wisely.
Roosevelt passed away in Warm Springs, Georgia.
DANIEL BOONE'S GRAVE
In Columbia, Missouri, we drove through the
We drove off the highway onto a road which can best
Univer·sity of Missouri campus. Dr·ab. Ugly. Looks
be described as a country lane, one lane, very narrow,

F
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Peace
Peace cannot be kept by force.
It can only be achieved by understanding.
--Albert Einstein

bordered by tall trees. About the time we were starting
to think that we could leave this sight for our next trip,
there it was ... another arrow pointing to the right, to the
original burial site of Daniel Boone.
e turned off the lane onto a dirt road
which crossed a rickety old bridge. I said
a brief prayer that it would not collapse
under the weight of our rented Oldsmobile Cutlass.
What would I tell Hertz? ... "Your car is buried near
Daniel Boone near Marthasville, Missouri?"
It held and soon we were there. It's not that I have no
respect for my elders, or that I don't pay tribute to
American heroes, but I also have an excellent sense of
humor. This was my chance to go down in history.

W

How many people can say they pissed on the
grave of an American hero? I took the opportunity to
relieve myself on what is purported to be Daniel
Boone's first burial ground.
(If it is against any law and it may result in me being
brought into a court of law and possibly face time in the
federal slammer, execution, or worse, I am making all
this up, Rush Limbaugh, Pat Buchanan, Jerry Falwell,
Ronnie Reagan, J. Danforth Quayle, and all you other
super patriots).
If not, I hope to live long enough to piss on your
graves also.
On the way back to the main highway, I had planned
to go back the way I came in. I had not remembered to
drop pebbles. All I knew was one left turn, one right tum
and then straight to the highway. When we got to the
tree-shaded lane, I saw a bold black-lettered wooden
sign which read: ONE WAY.
"Religious fanatics! .. I scoffed, "Look at that sign.
Who in the hell ever heard of a one way street this far out
in the boonies?
When we got to the tree-shaded lane, I took a right

tum and was about 100 yards along, when I spotted a
black and white car behind some trees.
"Surprise!" said Gloria, "look at that car!"

As I've said before, my momma didn't raise no
dumb ones. The cop gave me a very short but loud
blast from his siren and I drove another hundred
bards before I found a place where I could pull off
the pavement.
"Kin ah see your driver's license, sir?" he said.
"Certainly officer! What did I do wrong?" I asked,
pulling out my wallet and handing him my license.
"How come you got a California license and your
car is registered in Texas?" he asked, apparently believing that everyone should stay in their own state.
''I'm on my way to a convention in El Paso, Texas,
officer, and I thought I'd see the state of Missouri on my
way there," I replied
.. You're a long way from El Paso, sir, you musta
missed a tum somewhere ... ha ha! .. he chortled, then
added, "Didja see thet sign that sez ONE WAY back
there?" he asked.

"Yessir! I did. I thought that was some Christian
person's way of reminding sinners that God's Way
is the Only Way, officer! And it is! There's only one
God, and he knows the right way!" I enthused.
aw! The sign SHOULD read ONE WAY
STREET, but Lem Hurlburt's son took
out a piece of the sign about ten, twelve
years ago, with his truck. Haulin' hay!" he said, immediately becoming in my mind a Marthasville historian.
"Are you gonna give me a ticket for driving this way
if the sign is not clear on what its intent is?," I asked.
"Mr. See Era ... that's your name, isn't it? Are you
Spanish?" he asked.
"No Sir. I am Mexican," I said, giving him my best
shit-eatin' grin and hoping to escape a ticket.

N
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"That's where California gets all those chili peppers
and hot tamales, right?"
"Yes Sir!" I replied.
was going to ask him what nationality he
was, but decided not to because it might
overtax his brain and I didn't want to have a law
enforcement officer having a heart attack on my hands.
"Ah have to do muh duty," he proclaimed, as if the
fate of the entire western world depended on him lying
in ambush to bushwhack unsuspecting motorists from
more civilized places.
I asked him if he knew any police officers in California. I was going to tell him that some of my best friends
are peace officers.
"Naw," he said, starting to write on a small yellow
pad, "I never been out there!"
"Officer," I said, "What is your name? When I get
into town to pay this ticket, I'm gonna tell the judge that
I messed up. I understand that you are only doing your
duty. But I AM gonna tell him that I shouldn't be blamed
because Hurlburt's son's truck took out a part of the sign.
How am I supposed to know?"
"I know old Judge McReady," he said, "He's second
cousin to my aunt Minnie's sister Beulah. Mah name is
Officer Jeremiah Wilson. (Name changed to protect
dumb peace officers). Ah work for the Jefferson County
Sheriffs Office," he said, proudly hitching up his tan
trousers and drawing himself up to his full5'7 height and
sucking in his ample gut.
I think if you took a tape measure to officer Jeremiah
Wilson you'd find him rounder than he is tall. And if you
gave him an intelligence test, you'd have to sign the sheet
for him, because I don't think he could manage it.
I noticed that the officer was wearing a 3x5 inch
American flag patch on the left breast of his uniform.

I

M

ay I ask you a question, officer Wil
son? Why do you wear that big Ameri
can flag on your uniform. His badge
was on the other breast.
He gave me a look like you would give a snail if you
turned over a rock and it came crawling out. But he didn't
bother to answer my question. Maybe nobody ever
asked him that before and he hadn't had time to research
the question and come up with an intelligent answer.
I half expected 'him to reach into his pocket and pull
out a scratch pad and search for the right answer to my
question.
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My Son, The
Public Speaker
It was 1972. We had organized the San
Jose GI Forum Scholarship Foundation, Inc.
to grant scholarships to needy Chicano graduates of Santa Clara Valley high schools.

Guess who was the featured speaker at
the first-ever scholarship awards dinner?
Yep, Mrs. Abigail Sierra's son, Eliseo.
There were more scholarship recipients
than San Jose GI Forum members at the
Acapulco Restaurant on White Road on a
warm Saturday evening in June.
Abel Martinez was President of the Foundation and by Tuesday the week of the dinner
he had not found a speaker, so he prevailed
upon yours truly to do the honors.

My momma's boy, Eliseo, always had
a sense of history. Being first at anything,
is somethine that no one can ever take
away from you. So I did it.
So if you ever get on Who Wants To Be
A Millionaire? with Regis Philbin and the
question comes up, Who was the speaker at
the first-ever San Jose GI Forum Scholarship
Foundation Dinner?, just reply, "Eliseo T.
Sierra ... that's my Final Answer!" and go on
to the next question.

~

1--1

"Officer Wilson, you done your duty and now I gotta
go into Marthasville and do mine," I told him.
He was nodding his head up and down and had a
huge smile on his mug as I watched him getting smaller
and smaller through the rear view mirror. I hightailed it
out of Jefferson County.

About that ticket, Officer Wilson ••. catch 'ole
judge McReady next time around, ya hear?"
We continued on to St. Louis, drove around the
downtown area. Not very much fun. Lots of construction going on. The weather was scorching hot! We went
to see the Busch Memorial Stadium, then went to the
Jefferson Memorial Arch alongside the Mississippi River.
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Bumper sticker seen on a van driver by a senior citizen, Eastside Center, San Jose:

..Just Don't Vote for the
Son of a Bushl
Gateway to the West, it says in the brochures. We went
inside to visit the souvenir stands, and get a respite from
the scorching hot weather. I wanted to ride to the top but
Gloria didn't, so we didn't.
he wanted to keep on driving and see
more of the midwest. We drove along the
Mississippi River. I didn't realize before then
how big a river can get. Some friends from Nebraska had
told me once that it is a mile wide at Carter Lake, Iowa,
but I thought they must be kidding me. It must be at least
a half mile wide in some places, and surrounded by
greenery all over. Lots of park space and picknicking
areas along the shores. We saw some tug boats pushing
huge river boats loaded with commodities.
Still can't figure out how they push those huge loads
up the river and guide them so they don't run into things,
but somehow or other they do.
Lots of parks, highway rest areas, and farms, farms,
and more farms. We marveled at places where the river
was above the height of the farmland which stretched for
miles and miles.
Then we drove into Hannibal, Missouri, of Tom
Sawyer fame. The town that Mark Twain made famous.
That little city was crowded, very crowded, jammed
with tourists of all sizes and colors, so we decided not to
stay. We wanted some country quiet. We gassed up the
chariot and headed north, toward Quincy, Illinois.
We crossed the river into Quincy just so the Sierras
can tell their friends back in San Jose that we've been to
Illinois. We also began thinking that it was time to find
a motel. We didn't see any motel in Quincy that we liked.
Quincy has seen better days, I hope. It was a very
depressing city, as was Alton, home ofJeanie Kirkpatrick,
the right winger who used to represent the U.S. in the
United Nations.

S

You can have it, Jeanie. No wonder you spend so
much time on the road. HI had to go back to Alton,
Illinois, I'd be gone often too.

Getting hungry, we decided to find a hamburger
joint and have lunch. We soon came upon a big two story
farmhouse with majestic oak trees reaching for the skies,
and a big lawn area, spotted with picnic tables. A huge
sign BURGERS and a tiny hamburger shack was on the
corner of the property. We eyed the picnic tables, the
huge trees, the welcoming shade, and screeched to a
halt.

DALE ROBERTSON WAS HERE
A little old lady hurried out to the burger shack. "Can
I help you folks?" she asked.
"We want two of your large cheeseburgers, two fries
and two large ice cold cokes," I ordered.
"Where are you folks from?" she said, throwing two
patties on the grille.
"California!" I answered.

"CALIFORNIA? Do you folks live anywhere
near Hollywood?'' she said excitedly.
"Not anymore," I replied, "I used too. Ididn'tlike the
smog so I moved to San Jose near San Francisco. That's
where we live."
o you know who was just here?'' she said in
a stage whisper. "DALE ROBERTSON,
the movie star! He and a whole bunch of
people pulled up in their vans, large trucks, and cars.
They all had hamburgers, fries, and cokes, just like you
folks!"
"How is Dale?" I asked. "I haven't seen him since I
moved from Hollywood to San Jose."
"You KNOW Dale?," she asked, amazed.
"Sure do. Yup," I replied.
"Just before he made it big in the movies we used to
work for the same truckin' company," I said.
Hell, doesn't everyone in California know lots of
movie stars?
Instantly, she was at the telephone, dialing the ranch
house to let her husband know that some friends of Dale
Robertson were there. He hurried out of the house with

D
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a large pitcher of iced tea and
a handful of polaroid photos
of Dale Robertson and his
friends.
"Ah, yes, look at him ! A
few more wrinkles, but he
hasn't changed much. A very
Likeable fellow . Those dimples
sure go over well w ith the ladies!" I gushed.
he man motioned for us to sit down at one of
the picnic tables in the shade of a very large
oak tree. We sat down and he said he had
more pictures inside and would get them so we could see
them all.
"We called all our friends
when Dale got here," the lady
hollered from inside the burger
shack, "some of the m came from
25 miles away. Everybody took
their picture with Dale. There
was some other Hollywood
people. And some stunnnen. And
lots of pretty girls! "

T

"I bet there was, " I
mumbled to myself. Gloria just
gave me a dirty look.

W

IOWA Corn Fed Hogs
Brooklyn, Iowa
WE FEED AMERICA BEST

We showered , called room service for sandwiches.
watched some Los Angeles Olympics coverage and
both of us fell fast asleep with the TV set blaring on and
on about America's medal count. We were dead tired .

Adrian, Iowa
The site of
Jesse James'
first bank
robbery,
is cause for an
annual
celebration.
Believe it or not!

The man came back with another handful of photographs.
They must've blown 200 doll ars
on polaroid photos. Everybody
in eastern Iowa must've got next
to Dale Robertson that day.
We promised to send them
photos of us and Dale the next time we saw him in
Hollywood.
e finally bedded down that night at the
Holiday Inn in Keokuk, Iowa. Shortly
after we arrived the wind started to whip
up. It got very windy, and dark clouds appeared on the
horizon. I didn't even want to mention tornado to Gloria
so she wouldn't get alarmed. I said I was going to buy a
newspaper and we nt down to the lobby.
At tl1e front desk I asked what we were supposed to
do in case of a tornado. "Stay away from the windows,
close the drapes completely, go in the closet, or the
bathroom, lock the door, and pray," the desk clerk said ,
smiling.
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The next morning we had a
delicious country ham and eggs
breakfast in a little diner down
by the Mississippi River. I can
taste it yet, partner! It's near the
bridge spanning the Mississippi
right on the Keokuk side in case
you're ever in that neck of the
woods.
Tell the beautiful , hu sky
blonde waitress that's built like a
49ers tackle that David sent you.
We drove across Iowa. Early
in the morning we stopped in the
little town of Mt. Pl easant and I
walked into a tiny grocery store on
the southern outskirts of town. As
I entered the store to buy some ice,
I heard a female voice coming
from a back room, "Is that you,

David?"
"Yes," I replied, "I want some ice."
"Just leave your dollar on top of the counter, honey! "
the lady yelled.

Man, these Iowa folks are friendly, I thought.
I left the dollar bill and went outside to our car,
opened the trunk and was putting ice in the ice
chest when I saw a lady come to the door of the
grocery store. She took one look at me, put her
hand over her mouth, and screamed "YOU'RE
NOT DAVID!", and scurried back into the
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store.
"I damn sure am!" I replied, laughing.
I walked into the store, found the embarrassed lady
and told her, "M'am, believe it or not, MY name is
David!"
ho the hell does she think I am, Jesus
Christ?" I asked Gloria as I climbed back
into the car and drove into Mt. Pleasant,
to the city park to use their public restroom. Then we
roared out of Mt. Pleasant.
We bet you don't believe that a small town like Mt.
Pleasant would not only have public restrooms in their
city park, but they actually have signs welcoming visitors driving through to stop and
use them. How's that for
midwestern hospitality?
Iowa City was next, home of
Iowa State University. We breezed
through it and turned west along
U.S. 80.
Drove into Grinnell to see the
University. "These people used to
play the Fighting Irish of Notre
Dame," I exclaimed to Gloria,
"back in the 20's. They not only
played Notre Dame, they beat
'em!" Quaint little community. As
we left town, I wondered how in
hell Notre Dame ever found
Grinnell, Iowa.
Iowa is flat, flat, flat. They
grow corn there. A lot of it. And
they raise pigs. Pigs smell bad.
You can't even get away from the
smell by climbing in your car and
doing 80 on U.S. 80 because right alongside you on the
interstate are very large semi trucks hauling pigs to
market. And they STINK!

W

there.
She added, "We have a big celebration every summer to mark the occasion. Everybody for miles around
comes into town on that day. It's a BIG celebration, we
get almost 1,000 people here that day!" she gushed.

We asked her to make us reservations for Omaha,
Nebraska. But I just had to, just had to, drive on up
the road to see the site where Jesse James stuck up his
first choo choo. The monument was a large wagon
wheel embedded in a rectangular piece of concrete.
We stopped and got out of the car to read the
inscription on the monument.
"Doesn't it give you goose bumps?" I asked Gloria.
"Let's get out of here. That's nothing!" she replied
firmly. And she was right. Again.
As usual. Why is it that I am so
easily impressed?
So we roared off in a cloud
of dust. Destination: Omaha. We
stayed in Omaha at a Best Western Motel on the north side of
town. Believe it or, the only sight
I wanted to see in Omaha was
Rosenblatt Stadium, home of the
annual College Baseball World
Series. Nice place. I hope some
day to return to Omaha and see
some games.

Like pigs.
Like cows.
Like com.
But as I always tell
my wife Gloria, you
don't mind the stink
so much if you own
them.

But like I always tell Gloria, the cows and pigs
don't stink so bad if you own them.
We considered staying in Adrian, Iowa for the night
and pulled up at the Jesse James Motel (as God is my
witness!) and inquired about a room. After the lady at the
counter started telling us that that area was famous
because Jesse James and his gang of desperadoes robbed
their first train 'just about a mile from where we're
standing right now' and there's a historicallandmarker

The next morning we
drove to Lincoln to see the
University of Nebraska, home
of the Cornhuskers. It is said
that on Saturdays when the
Huskers are playing at home,
Lincoln becomes the most
populous city in the state.
e drove around the downtown area, went
to see the Capitol, and then continued on
west on Highway 80. I also showed
Gloria the American GI Forum building at 30th & N
Street, where I remembered attending a reception during
a midyear conference we held in Lincoln in the middle
of the winter. Who in hell planned that one, the Russian
Army?

W

In some little town west of there (Kearney?), we
were privileged to drive on the Coach Tom Osborne
Expressway. You remember the for~er Nebraska
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football coach, don't you? Hey, fame is where you
find it!
I had al ways wanted to see Scottsbluff, Nebraska, so
we headed north along the Platte River, past some
beautiful mountain monuments into Scottsbluff. We
went to see Scottsbluff J.C. That's where Dick "Night
Train" Lane went to school. I used to see him play
defensive back for the L.A. Ram s whe n I lived in Los
Angeles.
I don't know how you ever found Scottsbluff JC and
how the pro scouts ever found you in Scottsbluff, Night
Train, but it was a nice ride.
e told Gloria the j oke about the Ne
braska politici an who was once told
by an "ad mirer" that the politician reminded him of the Platte River back home.
"How so?" the politician asked, fa lling for the gag,
hook, line and sinker.
"You're very shallow and about a mile wide at the
mouth!" the admirer said.
I also told her the j oke about the city slicker running
for office in Nebraska. He spoke one afternoon at the
Jones ranch. There were about six people sitting on
bales of hay to Hsten to what he had to say. He went on
and on. The fa1mers kept looking at their watches
because they were anxious to get back to their plowing
on the Back 40.
With his speech finally concluded, the politico
asked Farmer Jones, "How did it go? Did you like my
speech?"
"A bit long," Fanner Jones replied tersely.
"Too long?" the politico asked.
"Yep," Jones replied, "Let me put it this way. If I
took a truckload of hay out to feed my herd of horses and
only four horses showed up, I wouldn't leave the who le
truckload!"
Yuk, yuk, yuk!

W

The next day we drove through Cheyenne, Wyoming. We went to the American GI Forum building
but it was closed. Took some photos to show the
Forum members back home what can be done if you
want to do it.
We used to talk about a building but no one would
do anything about it.
I told Gloria about the part Indian guy named
Kelley that used to be chairman of Cheyenne GI Forum,
and Henry Sanchez, and Sol Trujillo. They had a rad io
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No Slavery
The re is no s lavery but ignorance.
Liberty is the child
of intelligence.
--Robert G. Ingersoll

station inside the building, and a restaurant, and a
barbecue area out back. Very conveniently located too,
just off U.S. 30, the main east-west highway through the
Queen City of the Plains.

We had lunch at the Great America Hotel, then
headed south to Greeley and drove through the
beautiful University of Colorado campus at Boulder.
Is there a more beautiful college campus in America?
Then back to Denver to the Marriott Hotel, where
our Coors-paid room waited.
Then it was a couple of days of hard drinking with all
my GI Forum friends. It went like this: Get up early in
the morning. Find our car, take a trip into Denver, find
a "Momma's place" type restaurant, eat a hearty breakfast, take a drive around the metropolitan Denver area.
sometimes about fifty miles into the Rocky Mountains,
then back to the hotel in the late afternoon for boozing.
Dinner from room service. Then watch the Olympic
Games on television.

I

even passed up a n opportunity to join
Abel Cota, Sid Haro, Bea Robinson and
other San Jose friends to see the 49ers play
the Denver Broncos ... too far from the bars in the
Marriott Hotel.
I did not know it then, of course, but that would
be as c lose as I ever got to seeing John Elway play
professional football in person. In my opinion, the
best quarterback ever to p lay profess io na l football.
You can have your Joe Montana, John Unitas, Dan
Marino, Bob Waterfield, Troy Aikman, etc., I think
Big John was the bes t.
No, I didn't drink any Coors Beer on that trip. Some
seventeen years later it still bothers me when I see
Chicanos drinking Coors Beer.
A beauti fu l convention and trip through America's
heartland. • • • • •
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First Chairman
San Jose
Gl Forum
Ernie
Vasquez
Ernie Vasquez, the first Chicano in the
San Jose Police Department, was also the
first Chairman of San Jose GI Forum when
it was organized in 1959.
At Exeter High School in Tulare County,
Calif. , he was a four sports star.
As good as he was, the group began an
instant tradition of never re-electing its
leader.
He was followed into the chairmanship
by Ike Hernandez and Dan Campos, also
SJPD officers; and Ed Camunez. They
were not re-elected either. Not until WilliamLopez, an IBM employee, became chairman , did San Jose GI Forum re-elect its
Chairman for another term, and Mr. Lopez
resigned in the middle of his second term.

Ernie Vasquez

Protection of Liberty
You can only protect your liberties in this world by protecting
the other men's freedom. You can only bejree if! amjree.
--Clarence S. Darrow, 1920
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DEDICATION
Mexican Heritage Plaza
1700 Alum Rock Avenue San Jose, Calif.
September 9, 1999

T

he Mexican Heritage Plaza
at Alum Rock Avenue & King
Road, San Jose, was dedicated on Sept. 9, 1999. During the ceremonies, Fernando R. Zazueta, president of the Mexican Heritage Corporation, delivered an address that impressed
me very much. I typed up a copy and
presented it to him in a bound folder.
--E.T. Sierra
Well, we survived the first Y2K problem presented by today's 9-9-99 date. We'll
see what happens on New Year's Eve. Last
ni ght we were given a precursor of what the
ancients knew about the world's four principal elements: Fi re, Wind, Earth, and
Water. The surprise lightning storm which
swept through San Jose was a fitting introduction to our new Mexican Heritage Plaza.
Today is the 149th anniversary of

Our Congresswoman Zoe Lofgren is in Washington,
D.C. and also cannot be with us.
That may not be so bad since there will be fewer
politicians giving speeches. Fortunately, we have more
than enough here today to take their place.
I hope you read that wonderful 50-page special
edition of the San Jose Mercury News lastSunday,Sept.
5, in English and Spanish. It was a superlative product
and effort by many reporters, photographers and editors.

Thank you, Jay Harris and Mercury News staff
on behalf of our board of directors, the MHC staff,
and our community.
You honor us with this homage in
which our Hispanic residents are recognized for the integral and inseparable
part we have been, are, and always will
be, in the cultural life and heritage of our
beloved San Jose.
First, a brief historical overview and
then some thoughts and emotions about
my participation in thi s marvelous Mexican Heritage Pl aza.

Fernando
Zazueta

when California joined the union on
Sept. 9, 1850.
As a result, our state legislators will not be with us as
they are in Sacramento to make certain their pet bills and
projects are approved or to block ones they don't want.

IDSTORICAL OVERVIE W

Although the Portuguese explorer
Juan Rodrigues Cabrilho was the first to
see California in the service of Spain in 1542, Spain was
an active colonizer of this area for only about 40 years
from 1769 when Gaspar de Portola established a military presidio or fort in San Diego to about 18 10 when
Mexico declared its independence.
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The missions were not secularized until 1821
when many of the towns which had grown up around
the missions were formally dedicated as towns.
There was a period of political turmoil in Mexico
and complete independence was not achieved until
1821. Mexico's actual official tenure in California was
relatively short, just 27 years. Weakened by struggles,
with no money, no manufacturing base, and out-of-date
weapons from 1810, Mexico was no match for the
superior military force of the United States.
In the Mexican American War of 1846-1848, Mexico
lost California, Nevada, Utah, Arizona, New Mexico,
Texas and parts of Wyoming, Colorado, Kansas, and
Oklahoma.
Just 9 days after the two countries signed the
Treaty of Peace in the town of Guadalupe Hidalgo
near Mexico City, gold was discovered in California.
This discovery accelerated the admission of our
state into the Union on today's date in 1850. Although
the treaty guaranteed those who were formerly Mexican
and Spanish subjects all of the rights and opportunities
as the American newcomers, there ensued a period in
which many Califomios lost their land. Fires of suspicious origins destroyed many records in the Juzgados
(City Halls). Some would say the state became distinctly
non-Hispanic.
Indeed, Lt. Governor Cruz Bustamante is the
first Hispanic to be elected to a statewide office, and
our own Ron Gonzales is the first Hispanic mayor in
San Jose since we joined the Union. It was not so long
ago such elected positions were unthinkable as well
as impossible.
ut look around you. Are we living in
Saint Joseph? Is this the County of Sainte
Claire? Is that the Hawk Range behind me
or the Holy Cross Mountains to the west? It is amazing
to contemplate that people who named all of this could
now be considered foreigners or aliens.
To carry the question further, who does not know
that a corral is a fence, or that a farm is a rancho, or that
an arroyo is a stream, or that a plaza is a public square?
Who needs a translation for rodeo, or salsa picante?
Who hasn't eaten a tortilla and where else but in California can a Harvard-educated journalist dedicate precious
print space in a major newspaper to locate the perfect
taco?
When the Spaniards and Mexicans were officially

B

replaced, they left an entire functioning society with
religion, laws, and culture which the new American
settlers absorbed as their own. That is why we have
community property laws in this state where a married
couple has equal ownership in the property acquired
during the marriage, a concept inherited from the
Visigoths who invaded Spain in the fourth century and
which the Spanish brought to California along with the
Roman Civil Law. Community property is quite a different legal concept than that of the common law of
England which existed on the east coast at that time.
There, wives were considered as just another form of a
husband's property.
To make its governance easier the Congress of
Mexico in 1836 provided that California be divided
into districts and these into precincts governed by
persons elected by popular vote. This became the
foundation of our present County system of government.
The codification of our laws was patterned after the
Spanish and Mexican civil codes while we began to
incorporate common law concepts.
Remember the "pieces of eight" from pirate stories?
These were actually Spanish coins- the "Real de Ocho"
- which weighed (hence the name "peso") one ounce of
silver and represented eight "reales" or smaller Spanish
coins.
These pieces of eight were struck in Mexico City at
the first mint in the Americas. Because of its universal
usage and commercial acceptance in the new world,
Thomas Jefferson, in 1782, recommended the Spanish
dollar or peso be adopted as the primary U.S. currency.
The U.S. Mint was not established until 1792. In 1792
the New York Stock Exchange was formed using the
Spanish dollar as collateral for stock transactions. That
is why the rise and fall of the price of a stock on that
exchange is measured today in eighths of a dollar. That
is also why we say in English: Two bits for 25 cents, four
bits for 50 cents, six bits for 7 5 cents and eight bits for
the dollar. Spanish pieces of eight were accepted as legal
tender in this country until1857 and were the models for
our slightly smaller U.S. silver dollars.
The language of the cowboy is part of American
lore. The west wouldn't be the same without the liberal
infusion and inclusion of Mexican and Spanish words
into English. Everyone wants to learn English and it has
not hurt us to learn a little Spanish along the way. Other
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words borrowed from the Spanish are actually borrowed
from the Arabic. Algebra, Almaden, Alcatraz, Alcohol,
and even Guadalupe are all Arabic as is 25% of the
Spanish language after the Moors of North Africa ruled
Spain for over 800 years.

W

e us e Arabic numerals not Ro
man. Spanish has borrowed from
other languages just as we have with
English. Hispanics are a great mixture of all races,
religions, and ethnicities bound by language, culture, traditions, and customs.
Our ancestors are Spaniards, Arabs, Jews, Africans,
and other Europeans. From the east, the Spaniards
colonized the Phillipine Islands and traded with China
and Japan, bringing the trade and people of Asia to
Mexico and the Americas.
In joining with the indigenous population, there
arose a new racial identity. In the 16th century, a Spanish
author wrote of the union of the white, yellow , red, and
black tribes of the world, where they would come
together in the new world to produce a race having all of
the positive attributes of each and none of the negative,
La Raza Cosmica, the Cosmic Race.

F

rom the Mexican border to Tierra Del
Fu~go at the tip of Argentina, October
12 IS not known as Columbus Day. It is
celebrated as El Dia De La Raza.
If you were with us for the groundbreaking ceremonies here on December 13, 1997, you saw persons
representing Spain, Africa, Viet Nam, and Native
America celebrating with chants, songs, and incense,
blessing the grounds in symbolic union.
What has all this to do with the Mexican Heritaae
0
Plaza? To answer that question, I need to give you my
personal perspective.

WE DID IT! -- Fernando Zazueta. left, is congratulated by Blanca Alvarado, Chairperson of
th e Board of Supervisors prior to the
groundbreaking ceremonies. (Richard Oiaz
Foto).

PERSONAL PERSPECTIVE
Although born in Mexico, I was two when we came
to California where I grew up in a migrant farmworker
fami ly side by side with the braceros who came here
during the Second World War and the Korean War.
Because we followed the crops, my mother and my
aunts counted 16 different schools I attended before
graduating from San Jose High. After my degree from
San Jose State I visited Mexico for the first time as a
young adult in 1963. I was 23 years old.
As a migrant child I had no knowledge nor any
exposure to what you might call culture of any kind.

While watching the Ballet Folklorico in the Palace of
Fine Arts in Mexico City, Ifeltan unfamiliar lump in my
throat upon hearing those lovely old Mexican songs of
my childhood and seeing the beautiful choreography of
the dancers and all the colorful costumes.

I had never given it much thought but I never
knew I had a culture outside of my experience growing up in California. I was never made to feel proud
of my ethnicity in school. Quite the opposite. And I
was not allowed to speak any Spanish on the
school grounds upon pain of physical punishment.
I knew about English, French, Italian, German ,
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Greek and generally European history. And I knew
something about Spanish history but never knew I was
heir to the Meso American civilizations of the Aztec, the
Toltec, the Teotihuacan, and the Maya.
I did not know they mastered the mathematical
concept of zero, something which the Romans were
never able to do. That M eso American astronomical
calc ulations predicted the movements of the planets and
the stars with amazing precision.

hat their calendar was far more accu
rate than anything known in Europe
at the time of the conquest. That they
calculated time in the past and into the future in units
from one day to as long as 5,128 years. That the
pyramids of the new world rivalled those of Egypt in
size and sophistication of construction and were
precisely oriented to the heavens.

T

Pete Schabarum,
L.A. Co. Supervisor
I was invited by the GI Forum brothers in Los
Angeles to speak at a scholarship awards dinner at
the Saddleback Inn, Anaheim. I shared the main
speaker's podium and sat next to former California
Bears running back Pete Schabarum, who was
then a Los Angeles County Supervisor.
I told Pete that when he played for Cal with
Jackie Jensen, Jack Swaner, Rod Franz and those
guys, he was one of my sister Mary's favorite
players.
When I was going to high school, Mary used to
follow the college football games. So did I. When
I would come home from work on those Saturdays, the first thing she would say was,
"Lindy Berry and TCU upset SMU!"
"The Huskies beat USC!"
"Northwestern beat Minnesota!"
She liked Jackie Jensen, the California All
American fullback, too.
My favorite tailback was Doak Walker of
SMU. I always favored the teams that used the
single wing formation, like coach Carl Elder's
Woodlake Tigers .... Princeton, Tennessee, SMU,
Michigan, UCLA, Oregon State, LSU, Penn State,
Ohio State.
I knew that Walker and Bobby Layne, the
Texas quarterback, had gone to Highland Park
High School in Dallas together. That added more
fl avor to an already fervid rivalry.
Pete Schabarum promised to send me an
autographed photo so I could give it to my sister
Mary, but he never did . Do any politicians keep
their promises?
Pete, you cheapskate!

l was never taught that San Jose is California's oldest
city, founded 222 years ago on November29, 1777, four
years before Los Angeles. We used to celebrate its
founding but as Thanksgiving became a national holiday we stopped acknowledging our city's historical
prominence because of the conflict in dates. It wasn't
until 1993 that a group of citizens revived the celebration of our founding since City Hall had not done so for
many, many years.
There has been some support for this event from City
Hall and it is my hope our City will continue to celebrate
its founding in honor of the intrepid pioneers who
created El Pueblo de San Jose de Guadalupe.
To do so is more than merely having a "birthday
party. " It is recognition of those who built this city, who
worked the land and who contributed to making San
Jose what it is today. W e should take pride in being
"California's First City." Mayors and city councils now
and in the future would do well to undertake this noble
civic responsibility.
If we were taught history as it happened we would
see that all of us truly are created equal and that our
ethnic and cultural identities are worth preserving and
worthy of respect. We are the fabric of America and we
should not, and do not, have to forget our ancestors, our
history, and our roots in order to be good Americans.
The Mexican Heritage Plaza will open our eyes and
hearts as we open the doors to that wonderful Hispanic
universe which parallels our English-speaking world.

themes from the Moors, Aztecs and Mayas. Our
plaza is universal in its design which we can use for
public gatherings such as today's or for arts and
crafts fairs.

Performers from all races and ethnicities will
share their cultures with us. The Gardens borrow

Our pavilion is like no other room I know of in
California. With its glass walls which can collapse on
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tracks into the comers of the building
it feels as if you are inside a pyramid
and yet feel you are outside in the
gardens and plaza.
And wait until we start getting
exhibits from the Smi thsonian Institution , and from our collaborations
with the Spanish, Mexican, and other
consulates. As you can see by the
bu ilt-in receptacles, the plaza is set up
to accommodate the flags of all the
Spanish-speaking countries as a show
of solidarity shared by our common
language. We will work with them in
bringing you their cultural offerings
and invite the diplomatic corps to
contact us for making such arrangeMUSICAl --Adrian Vargas, El Trobador Colorado, second from left;
ments.
and Johnny Gi-Tar (at the mike) provide some good ~exican n:usic
It has been 12 years since former
during the groundbreaking ceremonies for the MeXIcan Hen~ge
Center. Waiting to tum the first spades of earth are Manny ~Iaz,
Mayor Tom McEnery in his state of
Mayor
Susan Ha mmer , Supervisor Blanca Alvarado, ~HC President
the city address in 1987 mentioned
Fernando Zazueta, and Eastside High School Supenntendent Joe
the concept of cultural gardens as a
Coto. (Richard Diaz Foto).
way to focus on the wonderful diversity of our city by suggesting such
aardens for the Mexican and Vietnamese communities,
1:>
I estimate well in excess of 1000 hours (closer to
rhe oldest and most recent in our city.
2,000) have been dedicated by me to the Mexican
hen City Councilwoman and now County
Heritage Corporation and its many activities. At my
Supervisor Blanca Alvarado invited me
current $200 hourly rate, that's over $200,000 in billable
and a group of people from the east side to
time. Even at one tenth of that, there is no question that
di scuss the idea of building some cultural gardens along
the MHC has taken a big bite out of my time, away from
the lines of the Japanese Friendship Gardens on Senter
my law practice, and away from my family.
Road or the Chinese Cultural G ardens on McKee Road
I am not sure Cecily would have approved that
wh ich already existed at that time .
much of a contribution had she known what was in

T

Most of those present embraced the idea and I
was invited to chai r the meeting but I was very
reluctant todoso because I felt serving as chair might
take too much of my time.

Well, I have served as founding Chairman for 12
years and Jet me tell you, it is a long time. Twenty
percent of my life, to be exact. Our youngest son, Daniel,
was a little boy of ten when I started. He is now a
strapping 22 year old senior at UC Berkeley. My other
chi ldren, Tom and Tonia, and my beautiful wife, Cecily,
have been so understanding in allowing me to give
whatever time it took to do the job because they knew of
my love for and the seriousness of my commitment to
this project.

store. Thank you, sweetheart. Our community thanks
you.
My friends, I can tell you this: I am proud beyond
words. What has been accomplished, what has been
achieved, far exceeds anything we ever imagined when
we began. It has taken the collaboration of countless
people, countless meetings, overcoming countless obstacles. But in the e nd, it has been worth every minute,
and every penny and I would do it again without hesitation. Few people are given the opportunity I was given
to reach a personal summit. Few are given the chance to
contribute to the building of something so meaningful,
so sy mbolic, so full of hope and potential and so exciting
in all its prospects as I was given in this Mexican
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Heritage Plaza.
It is more than a place for music, art, dance, and
theatre. It is all that. But it is also the realization of a
dream and the realization of the aspirations of an entire
people. It is the validation of our culture and of the
contributions our predecessors, our ancestors, and we,
have made and will continue to make in forming, shaping, defining, and becoming America's identity.
hank you to our political leaders, to our ci vii
servants, to our consultants, and profession
als, to our foundations and corporations, to
our faithful volunteers (without them we could not
function), to our past and present board members (over
30 since we began). Thank you for our suppmt: financial, political, spiritual, and personal. And a heartfelt
thanks to our wonderful and competent MHC staff.
Their love for this project inspires us all.
But most of all, I want to publicly thank my aunt
Aurora who is with us today along with my sister Lillian
and my brother Robert. Aunt Aurora turned 80 this year
and we had a marvelous Rochin family reunion in her
honor.
In keeping with the extended family concept of
many Mexican families, she raised me as her own son to
help her sister, my mother Antonieta, because I was the
youngest. We lived at 62 Basch A venue, just four blocks
from here, and used to come here to shop when there was
a Safeway grocery store on this site. She and my mother
and my other aunts and uncles imbued in me the love and
respect of family. They never placed any limits on what
I could aspire to become.
T hey taught me to maintain my Spanish and to be
proud of who I am. Today, I dedicate my involvement in this Mexican Heritage Plaza to their memory
and to the memory of all who have gone before us,
some of whom are shown in the niches along the
southern wall of the gardens which are made of terra
cotta tiles created by the community, together with
silk-screened photographs preserved in ceramic
which we have lovingly brought to this plaza. We
preserve them in our hearts and now in this most

T

Vote!
When you are in a minority, Talk.
When you are in a majority, Vote!
--Roger Sherman

GROUNDBREAKING -- Fernando Zazueta. left, visits
with Blanca Alvarado, Santa Clara County Supervisor,
and San Jose GI Forum members Marcie Mora and
Margie Gaeta. Zazuet and Gaeta are members of the
Mexican Heritage Center board of directors. (Richard
Diaz Foto).

beautiful and spiritual monument to them.
in ally, I hope my children and your children
and children born long after you and I are
gone will come here to learn about their
ancestors and their ways. I hope they will know and
understand that what we have built here was done with
love and respect for them, for the past, the present, and
the future. We leave them America's Mexican cultural
heritage and this plaza as their inheritance.
Never again will I participate in anything so
important. I am deeply moved and honored to have
been called to serve.
Muchas Gracias.
Thank You.

F

--Fernando Rochin Zazueta
Sept. 9, 1999 • • • • •

Art of Life
The art of life lies in a constant
readjustment
to our surroundings
--Kakuzo Okakura

CON SAFOS --A CHICANO'S JOURNEY THROUGH LIFE IN CALIFORNIA

We found these pictures in a book titled MEXICO. I felt a deep sense of pride
seeing them. I believe they accurately reflect our people, Hispanics, Latinos,
Chicanos, Mexicans, Mayans, Aztecas, Incas, whatever we choose to call
ourselves.
--E. David Sierra March 30, 2004.
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Esta
es
Mi
Gente
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Teddy
Ballgan~e
Ted Willia111s
Theodore Samuel Williams, Boston Red Sox left
fielder, said he wanted to be remembered as "The
Best Hitter Who Ever Lived.

You are. No. 9. You are.
Williams played for Boston , 1939 to 1960.
Batted .406 in 1941. Led American League in
batting 6 times, slugging percentage 9 times, total
bases 6 times, runs scored 6 times, based on balls
8 times, total hits 2654, including 521 career home
runs.
First major league game, April20, 1939 in Yankee
Stadium, went 1 for 4 , a double off the right center
field wall vs. Yankee ace Red Ruffiong. NY 2, Boston
0. Hit homer in last at b at, Sept. 28, 1960 vs.
Baltimore Orioles.
Retired with a lifetime batting average of .344,
slugging average of .634.
Voted Most Valuable American League Player ,
1946 and 1949. Played in 18 All Star Games. Named
Baseball's Player of the Decade, 1951-1960.
Mfectionately called Teddy Ballgame.
Missed part of 5 seasons while serving as MaIine fighter pilot.
Born on August 21 , 1918 in San Diego, Calif..
to MayVenzor, of Mexican-French extraction; and
SamuelS. Williams, a professional photographer.
The Williams lived at 933 13th St. , and later at4121
Utah St., San Diego.
Batted .586inJunioryear, San Diego Hoover
H.S., .402 in senior year. Also pitched a nohitter, striking out 23 batters and hit home
run vs. Santa Monica HS.
1936 - Pitched 3-hitter in 6-1 victory for
Hoover Cardina ls vs. rival San Diego High in
finals of Pomona Invitational Tournament,
struck out 13.
He was 6'3", 150 lbs. in senior year.
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Relapse and the Hispanic
Editor's Note: In August, 1996,Michae1Roybal, Vida
Nueva Director, was asked to make a presentation on
RELAPSE AND THE HISPANIC to a group of Santa
Clara County Probation Officers. This is what I prepared
for him.
--by E. David Sierra

irst, most Hispanics do not think
of drinking as a problem. They
are born into a ''drinking environment" and see family members and friends
drinking all the time. Some believe that it is
expected of them to drink as they approach
adulthood.

F

They hear praise for those who overindulge and
manage to discharge life's responsibilities because they
are "hombres que nose rajan! ... (Men who don't quit!).
They are drunker than a skunk the night before and show
up for work at 6 AM the next morning. These men
become their .. role models... They want to emulate
them.

Hispanics begin drinking at a very early
age because alcohol is everywhere. There are
always family gatherings, holidays, birthdays, quinceneras, baptisms, confirmations,
weddings, anniversaries where alcohol is part
of the festivities.
It starts out as harmless fun. Lots of laughs. They
enjoy telling stories about the stupid things that happened while they were drunk. They are reluctant to
admit that drinking has become a problem even when
they start to miss work because of it. They make excuses.
It is not excess drinking that causes them to miss work,
it is other reasons, minor ailments, colds, whatever. That
is what we in the recovery community know as DENIAL.
Hispanics find reasons to drink every day. It is
Friday, T.G.I.F. day; it is Saturday, don't have to work
the next day; it is Monday, my compadre's birthday; it is
Tuesday, me and my wife's anniversary; its Wednesday,

my daughter's birthday; it is Thursday, the week is
nearly over, I can do Friday's work standing on my head
and half-crocked because I am a man; and on and on and
on.
A man in a recovery home once told his counselor
about serious problems he was having with his wife. She
did not understand why he was staying out late with the
boys and not coming home after work like most men do.
He told her that that is what "men .. do, they enjoy the
company of other men in the local cantina and he was
going to continue to do that. She threatened to leave him
and take the children. He told her, .. Vete. yo busco otra
mujer y hago mas hijos! .. (Go! I will find another woman
and make more children!).

His attitude was that his wife was a piece of
property, his, and that he would enjoy life while she
took care of the family. ''Her sons and daughters'' as
he put it.
hen an Hispanic meets a new person,
he first attempts to establish a rap
port because you have common friends,
or you come from the same hometown, or you attended
the same schools or you try to "connect.. because you
have likes and dislikes. The "anglo" will meet you for
the first time and ask you, "What do you do? .. wanting
to find out what you do for a living.

W

An attorney, for instance, will not spend time
visiting with a garbage man, because he is perceived
to be below his status.
An Hispanic, however, wants to find out if you know
the same people he knows, if you have had the same
experiences, if you went to the same schools, etc. In
most cases, it calls for a drink at the nearest bar.

RELAPSE
Relapse is almost assured for Hispanics unless they
have been convinced that "one drink is too many and one
thousand is not enough ... Remember, most of them do
not perceive drinking to be a "problem" because they
have lived with it all their life.
You tell an Hispanic person to "change his playpen
and/or change his playmates" to maintain his sobriety
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but don't hold your breath waiting for him to do it. You
are not going to convince him to move to another state,
or to find a new group of friends so he does not drink
and take drugs with his old friends. His family means
a lot to him. He doesn't want to change.
To assist him, you must convince him that there is
an alternative to the way he has lived his life in the past.
Remember. family. If he continues going to jail, his
family is denied the earnings he would have made.

is kids cannot have the things that
other kids have because he cannot
afford to give it to them. They must do
without. He can forget about extended vacations
with his family, he can forget about owning their
own home, and he can forget about college for his
children as long as he continues using and abusing
alcohol and/or drugs.

H

Also, remind him that his kids look to him as an
example about how they should lead their lives. If he
smokes and drinks and inflicts violence on their mother,
they grow up believing it is O.K. to do this. And they
lose respect for the mother. They know, they learn in
school about personal rights, about sexual harrassment,
and about equality. They know that dad is wrong, but
they respect him, and will not tell him he is wrong.
When he is continually arrested, a Hispanic who
was born in Mexico or another foreign country will
begin to think about going back. Some of them believe
that if they go back home for three or four years, then
they can return later and law enforcement authorities
have forgotten all about them. Some of them tend to
take warrants as frivolous inconveniences. They believe that if they ignore them, they will go away.
They must be convinced that in the U.S., they will
be held accountable for their actions forever.

All alcoholic and drug abusing men who
go to programs and relapse should be encouraged to attend parenting classes, to
change their beliefs about man/woman relationships.
It should be stressed that the husband and wife are
working as a team to raise the children they parented,
that they have an obligation to be role models to their
children so that the child wants to do what's right
because he wants mom and dad's approval.
In many cases it is almost inconceivable to think
that a man is never, ever going to drink again. Step One
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Ripples of Hope
"Each time a man stands up for an
ideal or acts to improve the lot of
others or strikes out against injustice, he sends forth a tiny ripple of
hope, and crossing each other from
a million different centers of energy
and daring, those ripples build a
current which can sweep down the
mightiest walls of oppression and
resistance. "
--Robert Kennedy
U.S. Attorney General, 1961

must be to convince him to think about the consequences
of taking that first drink. The time to think about the
police car pulling you over is BEFORE you take the first
drink, not after you are leaving the local tavern.
Step Two should be a reminder of what it has cost
already in loss of job and earnings, attorney costs, court
costs, fines, impoundment of vehicles, etc.

Finally, it is important to remember that continued drink will only make the man's predicament
worse. Eventually, it leads to prison. It cannot get
better until he commits to not drinking ever, again.

T

hen, a new life begins . . . longer days,
longer nights, more enjoyment of life
with the family, and attainable dreams for a
brighter future.
In short, to put off relapse or to avoid it altogether,
become personal friends with your client, gain his trust,
let him know that you want to help him, use yourself as
a role model. If you gave it up, he can too! Be positive!
Talk about all the good things that can happen when you
are clean and sober. Remind him of how his children will
now perceive him ... as a person who HAD bad habits
and gave them up ... because he is an intelligent man. He
has a brain and he is using it to make a better life for
himself ... and for them. • • • •
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The Red Stripe on
U.S. Marines Dress Uniform
August 1971
THEFORUMEER
Have you ever seen a United States Marine Corps
dress uniform, with the pretty blue trousers and the red
stripe going down the outside of the legs? Have you ever
wondered about the significance of the red stripe?
Well, friends, let us go back in time a few years to
the war between the United States and Mexico. It was
during this war that a battle took place at Chapultepec
Castle on the outskirts of Mexico City, where a military
academy for Mexican boys 13 to 17 years of age was
situated.
As the U.S. Marines were advancing toward Mexico
City, they ran into stiff opposition at Chapultepec. In
that famous battle was heard for the first time, .. El Grito
de Los Nifios .. as courageous Mexican youngsters fought

an overwhelming force of U.S. Marines and KILLED
ALL OF THEIR COMMISSIONED OFFICERS, the
only time in the history of the U.S. Marine Corps that
this has happened.
Of course, the United States Marines won the battle
as they overwhelmed the outnumbered and ill-equipped
children. Rather than surrender to the hated Yankees,
many of the youngsters wrapped themselves in Mexican
flags and plunged to their death from the walls of the
castle.
The Batalla de Chapultepec is also rememered in the
first few words of the Marines Hymn ... .,From the halls
of Montezuma ..... This, too is in reference to that battle.
Incidentally, don't bother to look for references to
Chapultepec and what happened there in your local high
school history books, because you won't find these facts
there. • • • • •

Journalist's Credo #1
J.F. TerHorst
Syndicated Columnist,
Detroit NEWS
"Under the First Amendment, the press has been
institutionalized by the Constitution as a part of the
private sector that has a .. governmental .. role to play.
"It has a duty to inform the citizenry of governmental
actions and thinkin& on public issues.
That duty carries with it the corollary responsibility
to examine the decision-making process and the motivations of men and women who set public policy.
"If a free press ignores this duty, it not only fails to
inform but it MISINFORMS. In the dissemination of

information, it is really beyond the reportorial function
of the press to consider whether such information is
intrinsically .. &ood .. or .. bad" news ...

EDITOR'S NOTES: (True to his beliefs,
Mr. TerHorst resigned as President Ford's press
secretary after Ford pardoned Richard Nixon
for Watergate crimes).
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This is San Jose ...

U.C.C. League Action at Columbus Park, 1959
San Joaquin vs. Ge nies -- Bob Garcia, CSJ fullback on a power sweep around left end . Carlos Mexicano,
Genies halfback, grabs for flag. Phil Delgado runs up to assist. At far left, CSJ's Freddie Morales, center
FredAcebes, Dan Vasquez (on ground) and Paul Reynoso, 3 1. CSJwon 39-33. Officials are Lou Cedillo,
facing camera, at right, and John Zamora, back to camera, near sideline. (EL EXCENTRICO photo).

EDITOR'S NOTE: This article first appeared in the
pages of EL EXCENTRICO magazine, sometime in
Lhe early 60's.

E

very town, city, and metropolis in our
country has a distinctive personality, a
spirit, a way of life all its own. Cities are
very much like people, each behaving different, dressing in a different manner, and thinking unlike any
other We'll elucidate:
San Franciso is a we!J dressed, intelligent, and cultured business executive
Los Angeles is a sun-tanned, casually attired vacationer who goes big for football, and baseball, and other
outdoor sports.

New York City is a blase, sophisticated man of the
world who winters in Miami Beach.
Chjcago is a cold, hell-raising hoodlum, possessed of
every vice in the books, and then some.

San Diego is a carefree, money-spending and beer
drinking sailor.

Stockton is a rancher with big time ambitions who
will probably never realize them.
Oakland is a teenager wearing his big brother's clothing, trying hard to grow into them.

Palo Alto is a rich youngster in a small town, and
he likes a small town.
Berkeley is a college freshman. His pet peeve is rich
youngsters in small towns.
Hollywood is a loan shark, a fast talking speculator in
phone enterprises, with a complete lack of understanding of the word Truth.
Sacramento is a tin-horn politician A big phony smile
is perpetual with him He is insecure, especially in the
even-numbered years.
La Jolla is rich, cultured, and intelligent beyond his
years. He plays tennis, goes to the theater, and lives in an
oceanside cabana the year around.
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Fresno is a rancher's son going to college. He is a
pretty fair baseball player but knows nothing about
music or the arts.

South San Francisco is the factory worker. He
would very much like to be like his big brother San
Francisco but he just doesn't have the opera houses,
the theaters, nor the clothes.
In the following article we have tried to capture a bit
of the charm, the spirit, and the personality of the Queen
of the Santa Clara Valley ...

San Jose is •••
The bells of St. Joseph's Catholic Church tolling in
the early dawn, heralding the arrival of a newly born day,
bringing with it the hopes. the expectations, and the
promise ...
Alum Rock Avenue, an appendage slashing across
the Eastside which points at Mt. Hamilton, sticking out
of the City Improvement Plans like a sore thumb.

The contemporaneous magnificence that is City
Hall, almost out of place in a village steeped in early
Mexicana •••
arket Street, the forgotten madam of
yesteryear, wrinkled and greying at
the temples, and..... Self appointed doctors
of rehabilitation seeking vainly to recapture her youth
and esteem with concrete, paint, and lights ...

M

First Street, where ANYONE can see EVERYBODY and buy ANYTIDNG on Monday and Thursday. After nightfall.
The Alameda & Stockton A venue, cokes, cops,
dragpipes, and chicks. Headquarters for the Heat Generation ...
The Tico Tico, once THE place to go in San Jose ....
The Bums in the railroad jungle, no dignity perhaps,
but they got closer to Nikita K than many pillars in the
community ...

Thanksgiving Morning, a Bulldog and a Lion
battling for a bone which is SO important, and
knowing adults seated in the stadium KNOWING
that the bone that is REALLY important is at home,
in the oven •.••

old and the new ....
Our Town, aging overnite the day El Toro traded its
cocktail glass for a deck of cards .. self-appointed
doctors of rehabilitation seeking vainly to recapture her
youth and esteem with concrete, pain, and lights.

First Street, where ANYONE can see EVERYBODY and buy ANYTHING on Monday and Thursday. After nightfall
Carlos Graham, asi se habla el espafiol, amigos ..
Twelfth & San Fernando, the Greeks love and learn.
Culture on the march ....
Lincoln High, where Don Bowden began a run to
track immortality ..
The County Jail, escape-proof they said, until an
unconned con proved otherwise ...
he building at First & San Fernando, a plaque
imbedded in its ribs, constant reminder that
radio broadcasting was born here and has
remained in its infancy to this day ....

T

The crowds at Columbus Park on Sunday afternoon. Interclub football and softball battles waged as
if the combatants' very lives depended on the outcome •••
Salsipuedes, translated .. Get Out If You Can, .. a one
word sentence ....
The Guadalupe River, Big Name for nada ....
The School at Julian & Terraine, Longfellow School
at the top and Edison High School at the bottom, a
smattering of indecision ....
Reverend Jose A Pefia, EL PADRE ...

Alum Rock Avenue, Santa Clara Street, The
Alameda, Grant Street, El Camino Real-- Confusion
or firm convictions? •••
Julian Street, off the freeway direct to the Falstaff
Brewery ....
Rosa Street, the big, beautiful and the broad. The
loveliest way to leave town if ABSOLUTELY you must
go ....
Bobby Zamora, a musical traditional weathering the
best competition there is, TIME ...
The United Food Drive, those who can helping those
that can't. Or WON'T ....

Fourth & Jackson, a bit of Okayama, The Sister City

The Ford Plant, where T'Bird means Fine, not
wine •••

The Freeway at Almaden Road, for those hurrying
from somewhere to nowhere ....
Story Road, two dumps and Tropicana Village. The

The Rainbow Ballroom, Tito Puente, Lalo Guerrero,
Perez Prado, Arturo Marcus, Luis Arcaraz, the greats
and the near greats before crowds that appreciate ...
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James Lick High, a country school for city kids ....
Club Flamingo, the bawdy lady of the past, changing
her dress, her manners, morals, and her name, emerging
as the dignified and respected Latin Quarter .. .
The Egyptian Museum, lost in a village that speaks
English, Spanish, Italian, and Japanese. But then, Jose
Loves Cleopatra, that sounds alright ...
San Jose Tech High School, gone but not forgotten .
Fountain Alley, three bars and THE Bank .. the bad
and the good ...
Post Street, bars, restaurants, poker parlors, and a
parking lot ....
Spartan Stadium, burial ground for the U niversity of
Mexico gridiron hopes ....
The Underpass at Julian Street and Stockton A venue,
written history of who's doing what to whom Doesn't say
where or how or why ....

T

he 1st & 3r·d Saturday of each month,
the Big Question: "Did you see what
Esther said in the EXCENTRICO this

week?" ...
The Cop at First & Santa Clara, sarcastic compared to
Francis Tanner the negro who once spread his own
special brand of sunshine with a cheery , sincere greeting
to all ...

Tabby Perez, still Mr. Basketball no matter who
the current high school hotshot may be ....
The Tower Bar, now defunct; w here illegal used to
mean A Sick Bird ..
The budding hostelries at First & Bayshore, soon to
beckon the passerby to stay & await the dawn in The
Garden City ...

Bellarmine Prep, two words in the mind of every
proud father experiencing his young son's first steps,
his first words ...
Municipal Stadium, where the shadows of Ernie
Fu ll apino yet roam the outer gardens ...

S

an Jose State College, a Spartan in dia
pers, making threatening noises now
and then only to receive a firm spanking
from a furious Indian who is quick to thwart any
efforts challenging his supremecy in the Santa Clara
Valley ....
Attorney Eugene L. Hudson , a rising star in the legal
ranks ....
The View from Mt. Hamilton, a slee ping village with
one eye open always, a city that speaks three tongues
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commanding an entire valley, its ramparts watched by
row upon row of lush greenery on three sides and the
water of a dingy bay on the other ...

This is San Jose. The Garden City, State,
Canneries. A growing optimistic child, full of
confidence, aware that the future holds for it
a bigger and better tomorrow. • • •

Vayanse
ala
Revolucion!
This editorial ran in the June 20, 1964 edition of EL
EXCENTRICO magazine.

Marco
Dia zlnfante had been exposed by the American GI Forum as a
charlatan in San Diego, in Indiana, and
San Jose. He claimed
to be a lawyer, and
that he had graduated from The
Sorbonne in France.
He had done time
for some illicit activities. It seemed that he
always had a scam going whereby he wound
up with the money, and othe r people wound up getting
screwed. That is why we encouraged hi s migration south
to his beloved Mexico.

Vayanse a la Revolucion!
The last issue of PALADIN, a poor excuse for a
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newspaper to begin with, had the headline VAMONOS
ALAREVOLUCION!! MUERAMIGUELALEMAN
!!

Does this mean, Publisher Mark Diaz, that you and
your staff are going to Mexico for the big revolution
which your paper says is brewing down south of the Rio
Grande?
Does this mean that the publication of Latin American periodicals will be left once again in the hands of
more responsible & competent journalists?
Does this mean that sensationalism, prestige by
association articles, and articles condemning our San
Jose Police Department (one of the top police departments in the nation in the eyes of experts) are a thing of
the past?
oes this mean that we Americans can go
back to thinking about Abraham Lin
coin, George Washington, Davy Crockett,
Junipero Serra, Jacques Cartier, David Starr King,
Ulysses Grant, George Patton, Ike Eisenhower, and
Sandy Koufax?
If so, I say amen. Vayanse! PRONTO!

D

Somehow or other I can't get too excited about
something happening in Mexico, or something which
an irresponsible publication tells us is happening in
Mexico.
Let me give your newspaper a scoop, Mister Diaz. (I
hesitate to address you as Attorney Mark Diaz because
I have not yet seen your Law Degree and to my knowledge you are not a member of the Santa Clara County
Bar Association).

On the weekend of June 25th a group of approximately 25 men are coming north from the southern
portion of our state to wage a civil war in the bay
area. They will be met by a strong band of defenders
from this area.
The southern force, as well as the northern group,
will be manned with hickory clubs and leather covered
pellets which are very hard and painful if hurled against
a human face. The leader of the southern band is a man
known only as Smokey. It is know that he is intensely
hated in many areas of our nation, particularly in New
York.
he bay area force is led by a man known
simply as Big AI. Los dos son gavachos,
but that doesn't make any difference to their
men which are loyal to the leaders and are pledged to

T

Merced McDonald's
In the summer of 1997, my wife Gloria and
I were driving through the upper San Joaquin
Valley and had stopped for a glass of orange
juice at the McDonald's store in Merced.
We were in line behind a family from Ohio
who were motoring through California on their
first trip to the west coast. Father, mother, and
two teenaged kids were in line in front of us
when the father turned around to talk to me.
He asked me, "How do you pronounce the
name of this town? .... What is it famous for?"
"It is pronounced Myrrh-CEO," I replied, "it
means grace in Spanish."
When he got to the head of the line he placed
an order for himself, his wife, and two teenaged
kids.
Then he asked the cute Black young lady
taking his order, "What is this town of MerCED
famous for?"
"WE KICK ASS IN FOOTBALL," she
replied, then added,
"BIG TIME!"

fight to the bitter end.
El grupo de Ia bahia tiene muchos Latinos and it is
known that they are among the better fighters in either
group.

If you will contact me before June 22, I can
arrange for you and couple of photographers and
reporters to be eye witnesses to this battle. War is
occuring right here in your own backyard. Cover it!
Mexico will take care of itself. It always has.
BUT, if you insist on going south to the revolution,
may I suggest routes and methods of arriving at your
destination? If you are driving, perhaps the fastest route
is Highway 101 south to Gilroy, then to Route 152 over
Pacheco Pass, through Los Bafios, and to highway 99
just north of Madera. The town 22 miles south of Madera
is Fresno. Just wave as you whiz by.
Highway 99 takes you over the hot San Joaquin
Valley, through Bakersfield, and over the Grapevine to
Los Angeles. Just as you enter Los Angeles you will see
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a sign which reads SAN DIEGO FREEWAY. Take that.
It is a six-lane high speed expressway which should have
you through San Diego and at the Mexican border within
12 hours after you leave our beloved city of San Jose.

By AIR, Mexicana Airlines flies non-stop to
Mexico City fro~qLos Angeles twice daily, and Western Airlines flies non-stop to Mexico City from San
Francisco for soritething like $85.00.
For a long jo~rney like this loneliness is a thing
which most overcomes travelers. I can even suggest two
excellent traveling companions. They are Luis Miguel
Valdez and Roberto Rubalcava, two brilliant MexicanAmerican scholars. These men are interested in the
politics of Mexico and I understand they are planning a
southern journey to begin with. Maybe they could be
persuaded to exchange their political views for your
legal ones as yoti merrily make your way out of
AMERICA, the L~d of the Free and the Home of the
Brave.
aturally, we of the publishing fraternity
will r~gret to see your departure. Com
petition stimulates us to even greater heights
of accomplishment. It makes us strive even harder to
maintain our high standards of journalism and make us
more aware of the dbpths to which a publication can sink
when allowed to f~l int~ th~ hands ~f people who know
nothing about the ~publishing business and who care
little about the whims of is readers.
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Court Letter,
Vida Nueva
EDITOR'S NOTE: I had been employed at
Vida Nueva, San Jose GI Forum's county-funded
alcohoVdrugs recovery home for about six months
when I wrote the following progress report for one
of our residents who was appearing in court. Note:
Name blocked out to protect confidentiality per
state and federal regulations.

1

I

N

We would miJ seeing our ads being pilfered and
used in your publifation without our permission but
then, WHAT THE HELL, imitation is the sincerest
form of flattery. j
In closing, I say only that I pledge allegiance to the
Stars and Stripes. ?vtY president is Lyndon B. Johnson. I
am proud of the way America aquitted itself at San Juan
Hill ' Veracruz, ThdI Alamo, Verdun, Chateau Thierry,
Tarawa, Guadalcanal,
Pearl Harbor, and Utah Beach.
I

1

Respect

If you want to be respected by others the great
thing is to respe4t yourself. Only by that, only by
self-respect wil~ you compel others to respect
you.
--Fyodo~ Dostoevsky

Sept. 11, 1987
Judge of the California Superior Court
Santa Clara County Judicial District
200 W. Hedding St.
San Jose, CA 95110
Your Honor:
This is formal notification to the Court that Mr.
Xxxxx Xxxxxxx, social security number XXX-XXXXXX, has been a resident of the Vida Nueva alcoholic
recovery home since XXXX XX, 1987.
Mr. Xxxxxxx is here with the consent of his parole
officer, Mr. Sxxxxxx Xaaaaaaaaaaa. visits him occasionally to monitor his progress in our live-in program.
r. Xxxxxxx has been elected to our
Resident Council who is their liaison
to Vida Nueva management and who
assist us now and then with whatever task we assign
them.
He has been an exemplary resident of this facility
and cooperative with every staff member and resident.
He is, at the moment, leading a discussion among the
residents concerning the dangers posed to society by
those who over-indulge and then get behind the wheel of
a motor vehicle. (Our facilitators are away to a training
session in Fresno).
We are impressed with this young man and happy to
be assisting in his rehabilitation.
He has agreed to enroll at Evergreen Valley College
in the fall and will enter the PUENTE Project, where he
will meet outstanding Hispanic community leaders who

M
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will serve as his role models to demonstrate to him that
after he leaves this program he need not return to his
former life of mind-altering substance abuse and irresponsible societal behavior.
He has impressed us with his willingness to accept more than his share of responsibility and we see
him as a young man who, unfortunately, has channeled his vast energies in the wrong direction in the
past.
We hope to continue to assist the Court in his
rehabilitation by his continuing in our project.
We cannot guarantee success, of course, because
ultimately everyting depends on Mr. Xxxxxxx. He understands that.
If he leaves our program and reverts to his former
contra-societal behavior, at least he will know that
someone gave him a chance to see that his early transgressions can be forgiven by his fellow citizens if he
acopts an attitude of being the productive citizen we feel
he can be.
Enrollees in the Puente Project at Evergreen College
have demonstrated that even though they were not
among the top achievers in high school, they do very
well in the community college environment because
their .. Mentor.. assists them with counseling, introduction to community leaders who show them the rewards
of doing quality college work, and who take a personal
interest in their progress.
We feel that Mr. Xxxxx Xxxxxxx can join their
ranks upon completion of his formal education.
If you have any questions about this letter, the Vida
Nueva program, or the progress of Mr. Xxxxx Xxxxxxx
here, please contact my office at (408) 238-1820.
Respectfully,
--David Sierra
Office Manager/Court Liaison
Vida Nueva
EDITOR'S NOTE: The judge was so impressed
with this progress letter that he read the letter aloud in
court.
Then he asked for an ovation from the people in the
courtroom for this outstanding resident.
Two weeks later, he finished our program, went
home to his wife and two young children to their new
home in Contra Costa County.

A few weeks later he called, wanting to borrow $200
dollars. Of course I did not loan it to him. Neither did
Director Sid Haro loan him the $600 he wanted from
him.

Later, through the grapevine, we heard
that he had beaten up the wife and kids, and
set fire to their new home. It is our understanding that he received a long-term prison
sentence.
Man, what an education I got from THAT experience!
**Name of resident withheld to comply with California and U.S. confidentiality laws. • • •

Wedding at
Vida Nueva
Article, Feb. 1984,
THE LEADER
(SAN JO) -- Edward R proved that Vida
Nueva•s program does work, and to prove it, he
married the now Mrs. R in ceremonies held
recently at the house on Quimby Road.
It is a first for the project.
The fiesta held after the wedding was attended by relatives, friends, and Vida Nueva
residents. Many persons, especially the wives,
commented favorably on a very enjoyable
Chicano wedding with no alcoholic beverages.
The Vida Nueva staff, members of San
Jose GI Forum, and all Vida Nueva residents
wish Ed Rand his new bride the very best in the
future.

Trust
Trust your hopes, not your fears.
--David Mahoney
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I

Eulogy - EHodoro (Ted) Sierra
I

My brother, Eliodoro T.' Sierra, passed away on
Thursday, Dec.l 2, 2004 at a hospital in Simi
Valley, Calif. He' had been vecy sick for a number
of months. I recall writing a letter to him a few
months prior a.fld never received a reply. Very
unusual for hiin,
because in the past he had
I
always answerec;l my letters with letters.
A few montlis later his son Eddie talked to
Gloria on the phone, saying that Ted was in bad
shape, medically. He was in intensive care. Nothingwe could do ~bout it, just pray for his recovery.
But it never happened.
We awaited funeral arrangement plans so we
could drive to Simi Valley for the services. Over the
weekend we received an E-mail from our niece,
Rebecca, saying( that Ted's son, Eddie, had cremated the body. In keeping with his father's
wishes, he wants to have his ashes scattered
around Woodlake, or flushed down the toilet and
his ashes can mkke it out to the ocean that way.
We waited rot word from Eddie regarding memorial services for his father, but he never contacted us. We understand that other members of
the family were given the same information, with
the same results:. No memorial services were ever
held, as far as we lm.ow.
The evening that we found out Ted had
passed away, I Pfepared some random thoughts
to make at his memorial services:
1. Eliodoro ~ierra was born on June 28, 1926
at Rancho~ La Lagunita, Jalisco, Mexico, the
son ofMr. ~d Mrs. Juan Sierra. He died on
Thursday~ Dec. 2, 2004 in Simi Valley,
Calif.
2. The Sierra family emigrated to U.S. on
March 29J 1927, crossing the border at El
Paso, Texas. Eliodoro was 8 months old.
3. The Sie~ family settled in Ontario, Calif.,
where he began his formal education and
where hi~ sisters Maria and Trinidad,
brother Ellseo, and sister Frances were
born.
'
4. After moving from farm to farm and ranch
to ranch hi the central San Joaquin Valley,
including ~ne day at the infamous Tagus
Ranch ofJphn Steinbeck's Grapes ofWrath
fame, the Sierras settled in Woodlake, Calif. Eliodoxp, by now known as Theodore ...
or Ted, wa.S enrolled in Woodlake Elemen-

5.

6.

7.

I

8.

I

I

9.

I

I

I

1

10.
11.

12.

tary School, and later in Woodlake High
School.
Young Ted Sierra loved airplanes. He built
many models of World War II planes, such
as the B-17 Flying Fortress and the P-41
fighter plane, and hung them with thread
from the ceiling of his bedroom.
He was attending Woodlake High School
when he was drafted into the military service during the early days of World War II.
He did his basic training at Camp Wolters,
Texas. When I told him one time that I could
never find that place on the map he said,
"They probably tore it down after we left.
Nobody should live in a place like that."
Before going overseas, he and two of his
Army buddies decided to enjoy their last
days in the States and overdid it, reporting
to Camp Stoneman a day late. ''What can
they do to us?" he said later, while relating
the incident to some friends. What the U.S.
Army did was put he and his friends in the
brig while the ship slowly sailed across the
Pacific Ocean, so he never saw Hawaii.
He served with the 1st Cavahy Division on
Mindanao and Luzon in the Phillippine
Islands. Once when he was asked if he had
seen any combat, he replied, 'Well, if you
can call it that. One night we heard some
shots fired and evecybody dove for their
foxholes. It was some drunk GI firing his
rifle at a palm tree."
After the Japanese surrendered, his unit
was transferred to Japan, where they installed communications systems for the
U.S. Army. Ted's hobby was photography
and he enjoyed traveling around Japan,
taking many photographs of that beautiful
country.
He was discharged from the Army after his
father Juan Sierra died in August 1945.
Ted returned to Woodlake and lived a carefree life, enjoying the meager veterans 5220 benefits that were given to all World War
II veterans, and doing farm work in the
Tulare County area.
One of his experiences about that time was
being a guest of the Tijuana Police Department after an evening of carousing in TJ
with some friends from Woodlake who decided to find out what this 'TJ" thing was all
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14.

15.

16.
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about. 'You don't have any American rights
down there," he recalled. I remembered
that years later when it became my time to
"experience" Tijuana.
On days when it rained and there was no
work to do on the farms and ranches, he
frequented El Rancho Grande, a poolroom,
where he gained a reputation as one of the
better card sharks and pool hustlers in
Woodlake.
One summer he and two friends decided
to go north to seek work in the lumber
mills in northem Califomia and southem Oregon. He described It as lots of
hard work in the day time and lots of
hard boozing in the evenings. "But we
came back to Woodlake with more money
than we took up there so it was worth it,"
he said.
One summer he was playing baseball with
the Woodlake town team against a team of
Chicanos from Parlier. While batting, he
got conked on the head with a pitch. We all
ran to the plate to see how he was. The
amateur "doctors" in the crowd, of course,
cautioned everyone to stand back and give
him some room. When he opened his eyes,
he asked, "Did anyone get the license number of that truck?"
One year he bought me a bicycle. I became
a very popular kid in the barrio in Woodlake
because I would lend my bike to anyone
who asked to ride it. One day he asked me
why I wasn't riding my bike and I told him
I didn't know how. When my friend Bobby
came back with my bike, Ted put me on the
bike, held onto the seat so it would not tip
over and asked me to peddle like hell. I was
afraid to fall, but he insisted on me staying
on the bike. That was how I learned how to
ride a bicycle. That experience broadened

Eternal Vigilance
Eternal vigilance is the condition,
not only of liberty,
but of everything which
as civUized men we hold dear.
--August Heckscher

A Fork in the Road
When you come to a fork in the
road, travelbothwaysinyourimagination until you know which one
belongs to you.
--Anon.

17.

18.

19.

20.

21.

22.

my horizons. Now I could go anywhere
around Woodlake, along with the other
kids who owned bikes. I loved him for that.
Sometime about that time he decided to
leave Woodlake, go to Los Angeles and
enroll at National Schools to study electronics.
I remember some weekends when he would
come home to Woodlake and he and our
older brother Jess would stay up all night
long, playing monopoly and solving the
problems of the world.
In 1952, Ted was insistent that man
would walk on the moon within twenty
years. It seemed inconceivable then, but
he was right.
One Christmas Eve he was in Woodlake, I
arrived bearing two quart bottles of
Seagram's VO and six bottles of 7 -Up. The
first time he saw me pouringVO and 7-Up
into a large glass, he winced. A few minutes
later he walked out the door and came back
about twenty minutes later. "Here," he said,
handing me two bottles of rotgut cheap
whiskey, "ifyou'regoingtomixitwith 7-Up,
drink it with this stuff ... and leave the VO
to those who appreciate good booze."
After graduating from National Schools he
worked for a number of electronics companies in southern California, moving from
Los Angeles to Fontana, to Port Hueneme,
to Van Nuys, and finally to Simi Valley.
While employed by ITI Gilfillan in 1967 he
was honored by that company's president
E.S. Phillips for being the employee who
suggested the most effective cost-reduction
programs. As I understand it, when the
President asked him, ''Where do you go
from here, Mr. Sierra?" he replied, "Some
day, to the chair in your office!"

THAT WAS TED SIERRA. • • • • •

CON SAFOS --

A CHICANO'S JOURNEY THROUGH LIFE IN CALIFORNIA

429

Epitaphs from Vida Nueva
In 1984 I was employed at Vida Nueva AlcohoV
Drugs Recovery Home. On Thursday nights, we had an
8 PM class wherd we invited speakers to come in and
talk to our residents.
One night our ·speaker did not show up and I had to
.Improvise
. a c1ass~.. F -a-s-t.
I
I decided to talk about death, about our days on earth,
how each of us perceived his existence, and how we
wanted to be remembered after our demise.

Eliseo T. Sierra

I

"Left it
the way he
found it,
BROKE"

I showed thdm my epitaph on a hastily drawn
stone and then asked them to make out their own
epitaphs.

1934-

1

I reminded them that they did not have to participate
if they did not want to, and some of them didn't. Here are
some of the epitaphs they submitted:

One drew a fale on the s:one, with the inscription,
"I'm still here, woof, woof.
II

Underneath was a Bud beer can and the instructions,
"pour some on me.
II

•
I

The Three Dogs
A Chicano~ a Black, and a White guy had
agreed to match their dogs in a fight to
determine otice and for all who had the
meanest dog.·
They flipp~d coins and it was decided
that the B1a~k guy's dog would fight the
White guy's dog, with the winner taking on
the Chicano's dog.
The Black; guy's dog tore up the white
guy's dog in J. bloody fight. The black guy
came storntin!g into the bar, ''Where's your
dog, Pedro? Let's get it on ... my dog's still
hungry."
Pedro unleashed his funny looking dog
and it took 't:vtro steps forward, opened his
mouth and swallowed the black dog whole!
"Jesus H. Christ! Where did you get that
mean sumbit~h?ll asked the black guy.
"Well, before I cut off the tail and painted
it yellow, it 'fas an alligator!" said the
Chicano.
'

Here lies Alberto. Lived his life to the fullest.
R.I.P.
1972-

•
Here lies a good man. God bless my soul. R.I.P. (He
also included a beautiful picture of a rose).

•
If I shall live
and time comes to pass,
all you mother fuckers
can kiss my ass.
Cut my dick off and
lay it upon my chest,
tell all these long cock-hoes
I am gone to rest.
A BlackMan
from Chittlings Switch
A Bad Son of a Bitch .

•
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Earl
GoodMan
Honest.Here lies a man, beloved father of 4,
husband, trying to do the best he can. Living for his
kids and wife and trying to make everything all right.
Vatos yelling from cell to cell
swearing this must be hell
One vato saying he wants to die
Another asking him why
He says he lost his family and wife
all for living the gangster life.

•
MEL
a clean and decent
man with high integrity.
R.I.P.

•
Until We Meet Again
In beloved
memory of my son
Rupert D. Descansando
Born Aug. 23-59 till ??
Rest in Peace. He will always be
remembered for the good times we shared together on this earth.
May he be happy in the
Kingdom of Heaven.

•
A freeman thinks the least
of death and his wisdom
is a concentration of
life, not death.

•
That they may get my
life insurance.
They may think good
things about me,
not the bad.
And that they live happy life,
thC\t the Lord takes care of them.

•••••

Da-Nang to David
In 1970 I was editing THE FORUMEER, the American
GI Forum newspaper. One day in I received this letter,
quite unexpectedly, from a U.S. Marine serving in
Vietnam:
March 17, 1970
Da-Nang, Vietnam
Dear Forumeer:
I am writing this letter to you from a good distance
away (Vietnam). I first heard of your paper from a friend
I've been writing to by the name of Joe Mesa from San
Jose!
He wrote me a little bit about your paper and I am
very interested in it and would like to know more about
it.
I am also heoping that you'll be interested to know
that there are a large majority of the Chicano population
just here in my company alone, so you can imagine
really how many Chicanos there are here in Vietnam!

o I'd like to tell you a little bit about
myself. I'm Chicano, my name is Louis
John Gallegos, 20 yrs. of age, from San
Jose, Calif. My parents live at 14161 Vernice Ave.
I've been in the Marine Corps now for about 15
months and have seen a lot of good and a lot of bad
in all races.

S

It seems that we look forward to a lot happening but
what the Chicano looks forward to the most is the
Chicano programs that they play on the radio on Sunday
morning. We try to get the guys together around the
radio and try to enjoy ourselves even if its for a couple
of hours. But there's also time for work too!
And we all seem to try our best to get along with
everyone and work together!

I am sending a picture of some of us building on
a bunker. You may be interested to know there are
Marines from Alaska, Guam, Texas, and etc. What
my main point is that I am one of the proudest
Chicanos there is, but it also a big world so it takes a
little giving from everyone!
I am sorry that this is all I can add but if there is any

(Cont. on Pg 431)
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Gilroy Gl Forum
Installation Address
May 27, 1967
EDITOR'S COMMENT-- While I was Chairman of San Jose GI Forum, I was asked to deliver
the Installation of Officers address of the new
Gilroy GI Fomm. I accepted, of course. On May
27, 1967, at the Longhouse Restaurant, I delivered the following remarks.

Ladies and Gentlemen:
It is a pleasure to be with you this evening on the
occasion of the 2nd annual insta!Jation of the Gilroy
Chapter of the American GI Forum.
few weeks ago, Mr. Frank Perez, the
Giil·oy Chairman , was in San Jose at the
state office. About 1:30 in the morning,just
as I was launching into my dedication and responsibility
speech, and shaking my finger in his face:
"Frank, someone has to do the dirty work .. . someone
has to accept the challenges ... someone has to shoulder
the responsibilities ... "
He interrupted me with, "Why don't you stand up
and say that?"
And so I jumped to my feet and said, "I WILL," and
before you can say Jackie Robinson, I was committed,

A

Da-Nang to David
(Cont. from Pg 430)
information that I can give you from here, I'd be glad to.
And also if you are interested in publishing any of this,
you are welcome to. And if so, I'd like a copy.
Yours sincerely,
P.F.C. Louis Juan Gallegos
Vietnam -70P.S. I'd appreciate an answer.
Viva La Raza ! • • • • •

signed, sealed, locked, shanghaied, and delivered here
to address you this evening!"
If you get the impression that Mr. Perez is an
active, motivated chairman of an active, motivated
group, you are 100% RIGHT!
Just four weeks ago this group hosted the Region IV
meeting of the American GI Forum, in this very room,
and the largest crowd ever to attend a regional function
in the history of the Forum in California was here. All of
us are very proud of the Gilroy Chapter.
Becoming active, participating members of a service organization like the GI Forum is hard work. It
entails many hou rs of attendi ng meetings, being away
from your family, and always ... always ... looking for
new members.
I bring you greetings from State Chairman Daniel
Campos and State Auxiliary Chairman Anita Campos who could not be here this evening because of a
commitment to attend the installation of the Sacramento Chapter.
Mr. Campos was in East Lansing, Michigan this
morning and right about now should be in somewhere in
Sacramento .. . looking for the Holiday Inn.
ou ha ve two very capable leaders to
head the GI Forum i.n Gilroy. Mr. Frank
Perez heads the Semor Forum and Mrs.
Jennie Hernandez is Chair of the Ladies Auxili ary.
There should be no doubt that with these dedicated and
responsible Forumeers at the helm of their respective
groups, the GI Forum will continue to grow and become
more involved in the civic life of this community.
Atthis point! would like to tell you a bit about our
organization. The American GI Forum was founded
by Dr. Hector P. Garcia, in Corpus Christi, Texas, in
1948.
As a turning point comes for all new nations and
organizations, so did the American GI Forum have its.
In 1948, in the small Texas town of Three Rivers, a
Mexican American veteran, Felix Longoria, was re-

Y
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turned to his hometown for burial. The chapel in Three
Rivers refused to handle the body because it was their
policy not to do business with Mexican Americans. The
Longoria family authorized a newly formed American
GI Forum chapter to protest this action to the highest
levels of the American government.

U.S. Senator Lyndon B. Johnson heard the protest and made immediate arrangements to bury the
body at Arlington National Cemetery.
FELIX LONGORIA DID NOT DIE IN VAIN, for
though his body could not find peace under six feet of
dusty Texas soil, it did provide thousands of Mexican
American citizens with the inspiration to band together,
and in so doing, more effectively combat the prejudices
and wrongs to which they had been subjected for so
many years.
The organization grew rapidly after that. Today ...
the American GI Forum has chapters in fifteen states,
and the District of Columbia.
e do not endorse political candidates
or parties but WE DO encourage the
members to participate as individuals.
We are a non-partisan and a non-profit organization, and
if you don't believe THAT, just ask Chairman Pertez or
the Gilroy Chapter treasurer!

W

As the Gilroy chapter grows, so will its responsibilities. It will develop leaders, create self-confidence
in its membership, and become more active in the
civic affairs of the City of Gilroy.
You are citizens of this community with obligations,
responsibilities, and rights. You pay taxes. Your children attend city schools. YOU are PAYING for the
operation of the local government. And it is YOUR
RESPONSffiiLITY to demand a share of the action!
You cannot afford to rest while there are people in
need. You cannot allow yourself to be stereotyped as
apathetic, unproductive citizens. You must show your
city that you are proud of our country, your state, and
your community, and that you want to become involved
in building its future.
By joining the American GI Forum you have already
indicated that you are willing to roll up your sleeves and
get to work to solve your local problems .. and NOT all
of them concern only Mexican Americans.

Your job is to fight for better housing, for better
employment opportunities, for NEW opportunities,
for better schools, and for the preservation of our

American way of life. Many people who are less
educated, less financially capable than yourselves,
depend on you to institute and carry through programs for the benefit of ALL the citizens of this area.
IN the American GI Forum, we defme dedication
like this .. A man who got off his job at 3 AM and drove
ALONE to Santa Barbara last summer to cast his vote at
the state convention is DEDICATED.
A man who drove from Richmond to San Diego,
alone, non-stop, to participate in the national convention, is dedicated.
The people who have spent the past 15 years vacationing in whatever city was hosting the American GI
Forum national convention are dedicated.

And you, too, must be dedicated if your chapter
is to prosper and grow, and earn the respect of the
people of GILROY!
UNDERSTANDING is one of the basic necessities
for fmding solutions to the problems of our people. Let
me cite an example of how lack of understanding can
instill hatred, suspicions, and doubt.
Many years ago, attending school in a city much
smaller than Gilroy, the fourth grade teacher would ask
us to put our hands, fingers outstretched, on the desk for
her inspection. Then, she would ask:
"How many of you took a bath this morning?"
Man, I sure loved those Mondays! Not because I
enjoyed school, but because I KNEW I had taken a bath
on Saturday and I could proudly hold my hand up. The
rest of the week I would glare at my Anglo friends and
think to myself: "You liar, you didn't take a bath this
morning! Why don't you tell the truth like I do?"
few years later, my father passed away
and we left our humble little house in
the Mexican barrio and went to live with a
brother, who lived on the Anglo side of town, across the
street from the Police Chief.

A

THEN, I realized that ALL Anglos aren't born
liars ••• they COULD have taken a bath every morning ••• they probably had showers!!
A bath to me, when we lived in the barrio, meant
filling a tub with water, and putting some wood under it
and waiting for the water to get hot. And I wasn't about
to do that on a winter morning when there's frost on the
ground and your teeth are chattering with the cold!
A similar lack of understanding exists today in the
(Cont. on Pg 433)
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Journalist's Credo #1
DAVID BRINKLEY
in a speech at the
University of Southern California

"To politicians on an ego trip, which
is most of them most of the time, any
piece of Journalism not filled with overwhelming and obsequious flattery is biased.
1

i

11

lfl went on the air tomorrow and said Spiro
Agnew wks the greatest American statesman
since Washington, Jefferson, Madison, Adams,
and Hamilton, the audience might think I was
biased ... BUT HE WOULDN'T.
.. When politicians and the press are quarreling with each other, that is their natural state.
That is what they OUGHT to do. AND IT IS IN
I

Gilroy In~tallation
(Qont. from Pg 432)
War on Poverty program. And we are all aware that one
of the biggest critics of the program in this area is
Charles Gubser, 9ur Congressman.
To him and all other critics of the War on Poverty
program, let me ~ay this: People in this country have
spent many milliJns ofdollars and made half-hearted
efforts to solve sJcial welfare problems for over one
hundred years, ~nd the consensus of opinion is that
the present welfare programs are an abject failure.
Generations of people have been born and died on
welfare.
NOW, a Poverty Program has been instituted involving the poor people themselves, giving THEM a
chance to arrive at solutions to their own problems. And
WHO ARE THEICRITICS? Chiefly, the very people
who themselves have failed to solve the problems!
It is this maJ·s humble opinion that a man can
generally help hitrlselfbetter than can others. Granted ...
I

I

THE BEST INTERESTS OF THE AMERICAN PEOPLE.
.. If over the last generation, the politicians
and the bureaucrats in Washington have made
such a mess of things with the press keeping
watch over them, WHAT WOULD THEY
HAVEDONEWITHNOBODYWATCHING?
.. There are numerous countries in the world
where politicians have seized absolute power
and muzzled the press. THERE IS NO COUNTRY IN THE WORLD WHERE THE PRESS
HAS SEIZED ABSOLUTE POWER AND
MUZZLED THE POLITICIANS!
.. SO .... if people are concerned about danger
to their rights and freedoms, they should be
aware of WHERE the danger comes from ...
AND IT DOES NOT COME FROM THE
PRESS!
II

•••••

you aren't going to get anywhere with a man who has a
mental problem by asking him to treat himself ... but
don't you have a better chance by forgetting about
dementia praecox, paranoids, ambivertic personalities,
etc. and talk to him about EVERYDAY problems and
possible solutions??? .... Look, man, your problem is
that you just don't want to grow up!
s a chapter who has shown the desire to
become active in the affairs of your
community, you don't have to look very far
for problems which you can work on. Ask your city
fathers what the problems are locally, and take steps to
rectify them, if you can. If you cannot, point out the
problems to the proper agency and demand that THEY
take action!
Remember, politicians understand one thing:
VOTES! That man at City Hall doesn't have to know one
damned word of Spanish to realize that when 200 people
are picketing to demand that the city repair the streets, he
has GOT to do something. If he DOESN'T ... there is a
very simple solution ... REMEMBER his name at the

A
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next municipal election, and make sure everyone else
does too!
Latin Americans are traditionally known as a highly
emotional, and easily excited race, and yet we have not
rioted on the streets of America. We have not burned
buildings, killed wantonly, or destroyed public property. We have been patient ... BUT
Let NO MAN say that we have not done our share.
We have a heritage and a culture that we want to
preserve and add to the vast melting pot that is America.
Some of our forefathers, too, came here with a dream,
just as did the English, the Irish, and the Scandinavians.

The blood of Mexican American fighting men
was spilled at Pearl Harbor, on the beaches ofSalemo,
Normandy, Guadalcanal, Tarawa; on the heights of
Pork Chop Hill, and in the steaming jungles of
Vietnam.
e are proud of the record of our
fighting men in ALL of our country's
wars. SEVENTEEN medals of honor in
World War IT and Korea attest to the fortitude and
dedication of the Mexican American soldier.
We have always been and always will be Ameri-

W

cans first and foremost, but we want to retain that
part of our heritage that is Mexican or Spanish or
Indian.
We, the American GI Forum, are, in essence, telling
America that we are proud of our ancestry. We do not
believe in changing our names from Greenberg to Green,
from Davidian to Davis, from Gonzalez to Gaines to
conform to the prejudicial thinking of those who believe
that if your ancestors didn't come over on the Mayflower, you don't belong in America.

We believe that America has room for peoples of
all races, nationalities, and religious beliefs. We believe in the great American dream of a land in which
"ALL MEN ARE CREATED EQUAL."
From Washington DC to Gallup, New Mexico; from
Detroit, Michigan to Cheyenne, Wyoming; and from
Hutchinson, Kansas to Gilroy, California; American GI
Forum groups are in action and local chapter leaders are
dedicated to doing their share to contribute to our
country's growth and future.
WEBELffiVETHATWEHAVEDEANITECONTRffiUTIONS TO MAKE, AND WE INTEND TO
MAKE THEM .... !
Thank You. • • • • •

Letter to
the S.J. P.D.
EDITOR'S NOTE: In late September of
1969, Officer Dan Martin of the San Jose Police
Department had written, asking if I would host a
small gathering in my home so that police officers could come explain their role in the community. It was the first attempt at "community relations" by the new San Jose Police Department's
public relations unit. I responded thus:

Officer Martin:
In regard to our recent telephone conversations
concerning the possibility of having officers from the
San Jose Police into my home to explain to us and other
interested citizens about the role of the police in our
community.

Frankly. we are not interested.
he recent remarks made by Judge
Gerald S. Chargin, a racist son-of-abitch if there ever was one, lead me to
conclude that no meaningful use could be made of an
evening conversing with police officers in my residence.

T

Recognizing the competence of your department
and the extremely hard job that law enforcement has
become in these days when people are trying to make all
of America live by the constitution written by the
founding fathers I know that some officers and law
enforcement officials really believe that they are doing
the right thing.
However, when a racist bastard like Chargin makes
remarks as he did on the Superior court Bench recently
and we don't hear a peep out of the Police-Community
Relations Unit, I wonder just what in hell the policecommunity relations unit is supposed to be doing.

If your job is propaganda to make believe that
you are interested in the minorities, or if it is merely
to look more deeply into "potential trouble-makers", then I cannot help you.
When your department comes out against racism,

(Cont. on Pg 435)
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ATTAWAY, ATTAWAY!

eroy Attaway was the big
gest and toughest guy in the
the Limonera barrio of
Woodlake where I grew up. No one
questioned anything he did. We didn't
dare. He was easily the biggest kid in
the neighborhood, and always seemed
eager for confrontations.

L

THE TRADER
The Chicano kids (Alfred Marquez, Bobby Marquez,
Mike Marquez, Raul Torres, Phillip Lopez, Henry Rubio,
Tommy Perez, and I) would get together to exchange
comic books and Leroy would show up with some
beaten up Captain Marvel comic books he wanted to
trade us for some brand new Superman or Plastic Man
comic books. We hesitated, of course, because it was not
an even trade. Even at that age we realized that. Leroy

p ro posed
t he
trade
again ,
looked you right
in the eye, and we,
of course sai d ,
"Sure, Leroy, we
can trade."
And we did.
If you were
too hesitant, he
put his big meaty
hand at the nape
of your neck and
squeezed gently,
and proposed the
trade again. Usually it didn't take a
second squeeze
before the transaction was consummated.

T

H

E

"STE E LI E "
SHOOTER

Letter to S .J.P.D.
(Cont. fr om Pg 4 3 4)
Nazism, and Hate, in whatever form it may come to the
surface, even wearing the black cloth of j uri sprudence,
then maybe we can have a meaningful discussion on
police-community relations.

Until we rid our community of that racist son-ofa-bitch we cannot waste our time discussing the local
officer on the beat.
Very sincerely,
David Sierra
990 Elm Street San Jose, Calif.
cc: Ike Hernandez,
SJ Police Department
Ray Blackmore,
Chief, San Jose Police Dept.
•••••

LEROY ATTAWAY
16 Years Old
Sophomore Defensive
E nd on some of the best
football
teams
in
Woodlake High School
history.

We used to
pl ay m ar bl es.
Leroy was not a
very good player.
When he showed
up, he made his own rules and we followed them.
One of the games we played was "ring." Each of us
put ten marbles into a ring about 6 feet in diameter. We
drew straws to decide in w hich order we were going to
shoot. The idea was to hit one of the marbles in the ring
and knock it out, leaving your "shooter" inside the ring.
If your shooter went outside the ring, your turn was over.
Leroy would wai t until we had drawn straws, then
put his marbles into the ring, and said, "You don't mind
ifl shoot first, do you?" to whomever had won the right
to shoot fi rst. Of course not!
"No .... go ahead, Leroy !"

One day Attaway showed up with a half inch
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steel ball bearing and said that that was his ''shooter.''
We wanted to argue that it was not a "shooter"
because he couldn't possibly shoot it at another
marble from between his large rmger and his thumb.
Those were La Limonera Barrio Rules. Unwritten but understood. The steel ball was too heavy. But,
if Leroy said that was his shooter and he wanted to
roll the shooter through the large mass of marbles in
the ring, knocking out five or six at a time, we were
not going to question it.
If one of us spotted him shoving marbles in his
pocket while he thought no one was looking, we did not
say anything either. Nobody wanted to question him. He
was too damned big, and too damned tough, so we
swallowed our pride and watched our marble collections diminish as he basically took what he wanted.

THE FOOTBALL PLAYER
Leroy entered high school and became a freshman
end on some of Woodlake High's best-ever football
teams. Nobody, but nobody was going to run his end. He
took on blockers with a vicious forearm, pushed them
aside and delivered punishing tackles on the ballcarriers.
He was a ferocious tackler on defense, a surehanded and speedy tight end on offense during his first
three years, and a runaway horse at fullback as asenior.By
then, the Tigers' glory days were over. The 23-game
winning streak was broken by a Ron Nordstrom field
goal in the Dos Palos game which opened the 1949
season. Attaway also ran the 440 on the track team and
anchored the half mile relay team.
During basketball season of his senior year, one of
the boys challenged Attaway to smoke a cigarette, let the
coach see him and find out what they were going to do
about it. Probably nothing, they assumed, because he
was a big athletic star. Coach T.C. Duncan saw him and
immediately asked him to report to the principal's office
for discipline.

EXPELLED FROM WUHS
Attaway was expelled from Woodlake High School.
He immediately enrolled at Visalia High, 14 miles down
the road, and a much larger school than Woodlake. He
became one of the stars of the Pioneers track team,
competing against much bigger and faster kids than had
opposed him at Woodlake. He proved that he was not
only a big fish in a little pond, but a big fish in a big pond.

PRO FOOTBALL PROSPECT
As the story goes, the San Francisco 49ers, having

had some success with Art Powell of San Diego High
School going directly to the professional ranks out of
high school, wanted to give Attaway a tryout. The story
goes that he did not even bother going to the Forty
Niners training camp in Redwood City.

He played one season of football at College of
Sequoias and was a devastating runner, bowling
over tacklers from his fullback position. Former
COS linebacker Bobby Garcia, who played with
Attaway, once said that he was the best college
fullback he had ever seen.
ventually Attaway joined the Navy. As
the story goes, he was given a dishonor
able discharge, "not suitable for military
service" or something like that.
In the middle 50's I was walking down Main Street
in Visalia, hitchhiking home to Woodlake from Los
Angeles. I spotted him standing on Main Street outside
the Wunder Bar, a popular cocktail lounge at the time.
Leroy was unshaven, his hair unkempt and his clothes
rumpled.
"SIERRA!" he shouted, as I approached him.
"Leroy Attaway!"
"Sierra! .... what are you doing here?''
"Not much, Leroy ... how are you doing?"
"Hey ... gimme a dollar. I need a drink," he said,
knowing that his request would not be turned down. It
had never been before and it wouldn't be now.
I fished in my pocket for a dollar bill, handed it to
him, and he walked off down the street, not even
bothering to thank me. That was the last time I ever saw
him. I always wondered what happened tohim but no
one seemed to know where he went.

E

THE BOYS RANCH BOYS
In 1957, I was working at the Tulare County Boys
Ranch near Three Rivers. One evening we received a
new group of "fish", among them some young kids from
Visalia. When they found out that I lived in Woodlake,
they asked me if I knew Leroy Attaway.
"Sure! He lived en La Limonera ... in the same
neighborhood I used to live in!" I replied.
"You know why we're here?'' one of them asked,
puffing out his chest, "We fucked up Leroy Attaway!
"Fucked him up bad!
"That big, bad Okie from Woodlake?
"The guy who used to play football for Sequoias?
"Everybody was afraid of him, man!
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THE SCENE OF THE CRIME, which
is what my guru and I used to call our
favorite bar. Actually better known as San
Jose Kaiser Santa Teresa Hospital.

n Thurs. , March 14,
2002, Dr. Ronald
GrantofSanJoseKaiser Permanente Santa Teresa Hospital removed some large gall
stones from my body and took out
my worthless gall bladder.
For about two years I had been having some very

"He was running around The Oval acting big and
bad, man! We fucked him up! Bad!
"We beat him up bad ! Five of us! We kicked his
ass!"

A very talented athlete who never quite
figured out how to play the game of life. A
grown man with prodigious athletic skills
which could have provided him fame and a
comfortable living, in his mid-20's, still hanging around drive-ins trying to impress adolescent kids. A shame.
Bobby Garcia had it right ... a tremendous football
player. I cannot conceive of Attaway backi ng away from
any football player, at any level, at any time . But we will
never know. He never gave himself the chance to prove
how good he really was.
•••••

serious stomach pains. On those days when I felt a lot of
pai n I thought they were just bad stomach aches. I would
take someMotrin, take a nap, and getup a few hours later
feeling like a million dollars. I thought the pains were
brought on by the hot chili I used to eat regularly with
Mexican food. I ate lots of chile j apones (the hot little red
ones) and jalapenos. I mean I pi led the chile on, amigo!

Many years ago, during my drinking days, one
morning Gloria showed me eight jalapeno peppers
that I had eaten with scrambled eggs and fried
potatoes at three o'clock in the morning!
One night in 2002 the stomach pain got so bad that
Gloria called George, a friend of ours here in the senior
citizens complex where we live and asked if he would
please drive me to Emergency at Kaiser Hospital. I was
dying ! It seemed to me like he was driving about fifteen
miles per hour. I wouldn't have cared if he had driven 90
MPH. I wanted to see a doctor, F-A-S-T!

eorge turned off US 101 onto Blossom
Hill Road and kept driving west. I kept
looking for the tall building which would
be Kaiser Hospital. After we drove past Oak Grove
High School, I realized that he was lost. "George, I
think it's the other way," I said. Gloria agreed.

G

The Emergency Waiting Room was wall-to-wall
people, some kids were crying, and many elderly people
were in the room. It was jammed with people. We asked
for medication to ease the horrible pains I was feeling.
We waited for about 45 minutes before I was able to see
a doctor and get some pain-killing medicine. I was
bitching out loud. I was hurtin', amigo!
"We have no beds available," they kept telling us in
the Waiting Room.
"Sir, you are going to have to wait until there is a bed
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available for you."
I begged for some medicine to kill the pain but they
said they would not give me any medication until I had
been examined by a doctor.
"Give me a gun so I can shoot myself!" I pleaded. It
hurt THAT much.! don't need a damned doctor to tell me
that I am in very, very bad pain! Now it makes sense, but
it didn't then.
The doctor will prescribe the proper medication

depending on your condition, they said. I was finally
taken out of the waiting room and shown to a bed. I
could have kissed that person's ass, I was so happy.
They hooked up a clear plastic line running from an
intravenous machine into my right arm. A few minutes
later, they gave me some painkiller.
I later found out it was morphine. Painkiller is the
right word. After they gave me a shot of morphine
nothing hurt. And I mean nada. amigo. The pain went
away, so they "Kaisered me out," lots of tender loving
care and a pharmaceutical prescription. Go to the pharmacy, pick up some pills, take them as prescribed and
get some rest.
eorge had gone home hours ago. He had
things to do the next day so we urged
him to gohome, and we would take the
shuttle, lite rail and the 64 bus home. Which we did.
I was released at about 6 AM. We had to wait until
7 am for the pharmacy to open. We picked up the
doctor's prescribed medication and went out to wait for
the shuttle to Lite Rail a few blocks away. I slept all day.
And woke up that evening feeling no pain at all. Hallelujah!

G

A few days later, another awful pain in the middle
of the stomach. This time Gloria called for an ambulance from Santa Clara County Emergency Services.
They were at our apartment almost instantly.
I barely managed to stand up, was assisted getting
into the gurney, and wheeled out to the ambulance. By
the time I got into the Emergency Room the pain was
gone. Eventually they found a bed for me.
Dr. Ronald Grant was the physician on emergency
duty that night at Santa Teresa Kaiser Hospital. He told
me that they were going to hospitalize me and run some
tests to determine what it was that was making me
sporadically ill.
After a series of tests, fingers up my poo poo chute,
CAT scans, and every other test you can imagine. He

said that I had gall stones and they should be removed as
soon as possible. The pains will keep recurring until the
stones are removed, he said.
He explained that no surgery is required. The doctors just insert tiny tubes into your stomach at three
different places, run instruments through there, break up
the stones, and somehow remove your gall stones. No
fuss, no muss.
"Also, we should remove your gall bladder. You
don't need the gall bladder," he said, then explained its
function in the human body. Basically, if you have no
gall bladder there can be no gall stones. Hell, you don't
have to be a high school graduate to figure that out. Not
now that it has been done. Right, Monday morning
quarterbacks?

Dr. Grant scheduled me for a gall stones and gall
bladder removal procedure sometime in May.
I'm not a doctor but let me see if I can explain it. Gall
stones are created in your gall bladder. Most of the time
they pass from the bladder into the large intestine and are
discharged from your body when you sit on your throne
and huff and puff. Sometimes they get too big and will
not pass easily from the gall bladder into the intestine.
THAT is when you get pains that I can best describe by
saying simply that there were occasions in the past two
years when I would have shot myself if I had had access
to a handgun.
When the stones have passed, then nothing hurts. I
felt fine. At work one day I had just finished telling Jose
Huerta, one of my fellow employees, how good I felt. A
few minutes later I began sweating very profusely, and
feeling an intense pain in my stomach. It made me cry,
not so much the pain, but the frustration of not knowing
what was going wrong with me. Why was I getting sick
one day and feeling great the next?
I went to Sid Haro's office and told him that I had to
leave work and go take care of this problem. I was
crying, it hurt that bad. I can't take this pain anymore, I
said. My friends Jose Huerta and Howard Ransom
assisted me. Robert Croft, another employee, drove
Jose's truck so the guys could ride home.

I took some medication and went to bed. At about
ten o'clock that night the very intense pain returned.
Again Gloria called for an ambulance. When the
medics arrived I was sitting in my armchair, too
pained even to change into street clothes.
I was wearing swim trunks and an oversized T -shirt
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IF YOU DON'T KNOW ...

•
w ere.you
are
,
. going, ANYONE

tan SteerYOu i:g..,the"wrong direction!
-··
--E. David Sierra

J use as a lounging upper. It hurt too muc h for me to make
any ki nd of effort so two of the E me rgency personnel
picked me up and deposited me on the stretcher, wheeled
me out of our apartment, into the ambulance, and they
hurried me to Kaiser ST Emergency, 11 miles away.

Dr. Grant came in and said that we would have to
move up the date of the gall stones and gall bladder
removal procedure. It was scheduled for Thursday,
Ma rch 14, 2002.
I had wanted to delay the procedure until after Vida
Nueva's annual Barrio Alcohol/Drugs Conference that
we have at Elmwood Correctional Facility every year.
A the medical Gods would have it, the procedure was
scheduled for the precise day and time of the Barrio
Conference !
"To hell with the B arrio Conference," was how
Gloria put it, "Your health is more important."
"Second the motion," I said.
On the idea of removing my gall bladder, someof
my" amateur" medical consultants opined that if the
Good Lord gave it to you, you shouldn't let an earthly
homo sapien take it out, doctor degree or no doctor
degree. But then they probably have never experienced

the pain caused by a gallstone tryi ng to slip out of the gall
bladder, down to the lowest orifice and into fresh air.

At that point in time the people at Kaiser could
have stuck a telephone pole (including the cross
arms) up my ass (and wiggled it) as far as I was
concerned. I just wanted to get rid of that pain ...
forever! Pronto!
I worked on T uesday, March 12, two days before the
Gall Bladder Removal. I fe lt great. Especially remembering that Dr. Grant said the operation would take
about an hour and that I could go home the same day.
T hat sounded like a win ner to me! Let's go get them
impassable stones, and that blasted bladder too while
we're at it.
Out!
Afuera !
All the tests I took and blood samples I gave discovered an infection so I had to stay in the hospital for fi ve
days after they did the gall bladder procedure. Ulrrasound. X-rays. CAT scan. MRI. Blood tests. You name
it. Five days going through an experience that was
educational and very, very interesting.

Five days without food or water. Not even a sip of
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wawa! Lots of antibiotics. Just about every hour on
the hour. And lots of blood being taken from my
arms, day and night. I didn't give a damn, the gall
stones were gone.
If I happened to be reading something interesting
and the lab people came in to draw blood, I just threw out
my arm and let 'em poke it. Sometimes I didn't know
who had drawn the precious blood. It could have been
Jack the Ripper. I didn't care. I just knew that there was
no more gallstones and no more pain.
But no showers because they thought I'd guzzle
water from the shower. They warned me not to use the
drinking faucets at either end of the hall when I took my
daily walks up and down the hall on the 3rd floor.
The nurses and orderlies reminded me that after I
had a bowel movement not to flush the toilet. It is
instinctive to push down the handle after you rise from
your throne, isn't it? So I kept forgetting and they kept
reminding me.
They wanted to see what was coming out my poo
poo chute and my pee pee tube.
Also they left a plastic bottle with my name and
room number on it, Sierra 331-1, in the bathroom and
asked me to urinate in it and just leave it in the bathroom
or next to my bed. And sometimes I forgot to leave that
one also.
The guy sharing the hospital room with me was into
watching all the junk TV that I abhor. One night he had
eight visitors, including two small boys who kept running in and out of the room, or coming over to stand by
my bed and ask me who I was. Get lost, house apes!
Folks, control your children! Give me a break!
I spent a lot of time out of the room, sitting in the
visiting room, meeting and visiting with other people,
working on my crossword puzzles, and/or reading.
One night I was in the waiting room just killing time
when I saw an old friend, Ray Madrid, walking by
wearing his hospital gown. We exchanged hospital bed
numbers and a few hours later I went to pay him a visit.
He was in bed, watching TV. I had been visiting with
him for about twenty minutes when my right hand,
which had an IV line running into it, suddenly started
swelling!
My hand was about two inches thick! I walked as fast
as I could back to my room and hit the Panic button. A
nurse came in, saw what was happening and said, "Just
water, Mr. Sierra. We'll take care of it."

She pulled the IV line out of my right hand, placed
a new one on my left arm, and left. When I went to see
him the next day, Ray was gone. Home.
About the third day of my doctor-ordered fast, five
Filipino kids came into the visiting room to have dinner
with their mother who worked in the hospital.
ow nice of the kids to come in and have
dinner with mom every day at her work
place. They had two large bags of burritos
and huge cheeseburgers and milkshakes. I must have
looked too hard and too long at their food, and must have
been salivating. One of the young ladies brought a
cheeseburger and huge bag of fries and offered it to me.

H

"Thank you very much," I gushed, "I appreciate
it, but they're not allowing me to eat or drink anything for a few days."
"Nothing?" she asked incredulously.
"Nothing, Nada!" I repeated.
Believe it or not, I did not miss the food. I missed the
water. When you are over 100 pounds overweight, your
body feeds off its own fat. I was a long way from
starvation. I lost 15 pounds in a week!
One afternoon the pretty female doctor came in and
said that it appeared like I was ready for some "solid"
food.
I said, "solid, schmolid, I don't care what kind of
food it is ... just bring it on!

For some stupid reason I was thinking cheeseburger and fries as my first meal after being starved
by the hard-hearted hannahs in the Kaiser Santa
Teresa dietary department. Misplaced blame? Yes.
It's the doctor's orders, stupid.
I was hooked up to an intravenous feeding mechanism, a wheeled device which had "water" bags hanging
from it and attached to my lower arm by a thin tube. It
was hooked up to an electric outlet and recorded how
much liquid, whatever it was, was being injected into my

arm.
hey instructed me to press the call button
by my bed if the light turned red, or went
out completely. Also, if I wanted to get up in
the middle of the night, they would unhook the machine
and help me get to the restroom.
A couple of times they were a bit late responding to
my call button and I emptied my bladder on their
squeeky clean floor. I went to the restroom, cleaned
myself, and waited while one orderly brought me a clean
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and dry hospital gown. By the time I emerged from the
bathroom, the orderly had already wiped the floor clean.
And they would make up the bed with fresh sheets and
a fresh pillow. I felt like E. David Rockefeller being
served by his personal valets.
My juvenilisti~ mind took a crack at this logic also.
Every time I want fresh bedding, all I have to do is pee
on the floor. Isn't that the Pavlovian principle?
Every so often a nurse would come in and pull out
the needle, place a bandage over the hole in my arm, and
insert the intravenous needle in the other arm. I always
tried to get them to puncture my left arm because my
right hand is my "windshield wiper" arm. Some of the
personnel heeded my suggestion and some did not. For
those who didn't, Iihope you have needles placed in each
arm at the same tithe the next time you are hospitalized.
fter five days in the hospital, with noth
ing tb eat or drink, one of the nurses
walkJd in and said the doctor said I could
eat something. A few minutes later one of the orderlies
came in with my lunch. One of the biggest surprises I
have ever received in my long life ... a styrofoam cup full
of ice chips. Ice chips!
I've got one of the world's best senses of humor, but
ice chips, Kaiser.!.. ice chips?
The pretty female doctor came in while I was slowly
partaking of my frrst "food" in five days.
I

A

I

I

"Can you give me the recipe for this excellent
meal?" I asked. "I like it so much, I want my wife
Gloria to learn hqw to make it so I can eat it regularly
when I go home.r•
It seemed to •me that every day I was seeing a
different doctor for a different reason. Dr. Grant, of
course, checking hp on his patient's infection. Another
doctor who was going to remove a tube they were going
to insert into my body to help pass whatever stones were
left, probably m~ng sure I didn't croak and deprive him
of a patient. And the very nice female doctor who took
the time to explaip to me exactly what was going on. I
was very impressed with her concern, and so was Gloria.
Then there were the dieticians advising me on what
to eat and what not to eat after I was sprung and went
home.
j

Everything ~at you and I like to eat is a no no.
Eat riSh and chicken instead of pork or beef. Forget
about Mexican food, chorizo, bacon, ham, french
fries, country fried potatoes, pizza, avocados, Coca
I

I

The Child
Molester
For awhile my friend Jimmie Garcia had his
barber shop on South 4th Street, next door to
Hillis Printing Co, where I worked. I would
often go there after work, to suck beer with Jim
and whomever of his customer friends wanted
to talk.
One day, he angered me, because as I was
leaving he said, "Well, see you later, tortilla!"

All of his Anglo customers got a big laugh
out of that one. I did not reply, pretending
that I did not hear him.
The next day I walked into his barbershop
and asked him, in front of all his customers, of
course: "Jim, somebody told me that your mom
and dad only talked to each other once. Is that
true?"
He didn't answer the question. I walked into
the back room, pulled a bottle of ice cold beer
out of his refrigerator and went back into the
large room.
Then I noticed that there was a San Jose
Police Officer in his chair, and asked: "JB, did
did you ever beat that child-molesting rap you
went to court on a few days ago?"
You could have heard an ant's fart.

Cola, chocolate, etc. No spicy foods.
at all the fruits and vegetables you want.
Stuff yourself with them, was the advice,
but be prepared for reactions. Drink lots of
water, always good advice. Remember you don't have a
gall bladder anymore.
"Stay close to a bathroom after you eat," one dietician sagely advised.
There were other doctors, nurses, lab people who

E

442

CON SAFOS --A CHICANO'S JOURNEY THROUGH LIFE IN CALIFORNIA

visited me, but most of the time I was more than
adequately sedated by the painkillers I was being given
and cannot recall who I talked to, or what they said. I
always hoped that Gloria would be there when those
people came in giving me instructions on how to restructure my life so she could hear what they were saying and
explain it to me later.
Every time I got up to go walking down the hallway
I would return to my room and the bed would be made
up again, with fresh sheets and another pillowcase.
Bless those Kaiser orderlies for making this old man
comfortable. I really appreciated that TLC.
One orderly, Corpuz, was especially kind. He seemed
genuinely concerned about my wellbeing. I asked him
about his ancestry, about his lifetime ambitions, and
how he liked his work. After I left the hospital I wrote a
Thank You note to the personnel on the 3rd Floor,
mentioning Corpuz by name. He deserved the accolade.
The next time I was hospitalized I noticed that my note
had been posted on the 3rd floor Bulletin Board.
One evening he answered my buzzer calling for
assistance. "Quick," I said, "unhook this damned machine. I gotta go ... bad ...
"Pee pee or poo poo? .. he asked, and hurried to
assistme but he was a little too late.
"Too late, .. I moaned, as the urine ran down my leg,
through the hospital gown and onto the floor. He just
smiled and disappeared from the room. He brought me
another gown, cleaned the floor, made up the bed with
clean sheets, and asked if there was anything else I
needed.
"A Burger King Double Whooper with Cheese.
Hold the fries, .. I said.
He just gaveme a broad smile, turned out the lights,
and walked out into the hallway.
Other staff members were equally helpful. Nurses
who had to change the bags on my IV machine knew that
if I was not in my room, I could be found in the Visiting
Room working on my puzzles, reading, or chatting with
visitors who wanted to talk.
One day I had a very interesting conversation with a
former Ohio high school basketball coach who shared
my views about the violence in all sports and how
basketball had become a .. power" game instead of a
grace and finesse game. Thanks a lot, Shaq!
My hearing took anther downward tum during that
period. It had always been bad, but now it got worse. It

felt like someone turned down the volume on your
radio and there is nothing you can do to tum it back up.
It is gone! Was it related to the gall bladder problem?
I don't think so. I don't know. All I know is that it
became harder for me to understand what people were
saying to me.
The simple task of using a telephone became a
major project. I could call Gloria at home, she would
answer and we would have a brief conversation, mostly
me telling her how much I loved her and how much I
missed not being with her. And to remind her not to
forget to bring my magazines so I would have something to read and while away the long days.
hen she wanted to talk to me, she had
to call the Nurses Station, talk to
them and have them tell me to call her,
because I could not hear the phone ring even though it
was lying about one foot from my ear. I realized then
that my hearing was deteriorating badly. Very badly.
I had a lot of time to think while I was lying on
that hospital bed. One day I woke up wondering if
this was the way people die. Do you get to the point
where it doesn't make any difference anymore, that
you just want to end all the pain, let go, and go to
wherever elderly, poor and overweight Chicanos
go?
I told Gloria about it and she brought me back to
reality ... How about me?" she asked. "Didn't you consider how it would affect me? ..
Well, frankly no, I had not. Absolutely not. Does
that prove how sick I was?
The first four days in the hospital I was waking up
at about 7:30 to 8 AM which is very, very late for this
old man. I normally wake up and rise at 5:00 to 5:30,
rarely after 7 AM. I realized I was getting well when I
began rising at 5:00AM and taking my first walk up and
down the hallways. Nobody up but me so no traffic in
the hallways. The visiting room was empty empty.
I read a lot while I was laid up, whatever I could get
my hands on. I bugged the desk about the free San Jose
Mercury the volunteers bring you if you ask for it. My
first call was at 6:30 in the morning. I wanted to make
sure I got a paper before they ran out. I read the Mere
from cover to cover,even the large display ads, and
then worked the daily puzzle, and then about 11:30 am,
Gloria would come in with the SF Chronicle and USA
Today, or the new issues of Readers Digest, Newsweek,
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What in the Hell does this Idiot Want?
In 1976, while serving as Vice Chairman of the
Department of California, Al Hernandez, (not one
of my favorite people), wrote a letter to California
Governor Edmund Brown.
The first two paragraphs we re (quote):
Governor Brown:
"Basing ourselves on the structure of an emergency derived from the given social and economic
reality of the community environmental forces
which create the pattern of behavior in our young
population it is my conclusion that the identification of its' energy is highly justified.
"Summer time has been consistently identified as an epicenter of known directed utilization
of time forming the processes of normal growth,
development and character building consistent

Sports Illustrated , and other mags I subscribe to ..
One afternoon, my boss Sid Haro came to visit
me. I really appreciated his visit. He is always so
positive about everything. A skeptic like me needs an
optimist like him to keep me focused and motivated.
We talked for a long while. He raised my spirits. His
message was, get well. Don't worry about work. Just
concentrate on getting your health back. Let us know
if there's anything we can help you with.
ur niece Doreen brought me some puzzle
books and other magazines to read.
Man, if you ever get sick, pray to God that
Doreen Filingeri is your friend. She gives you a lot of
TLC. You couldn't ask God for a better friend. I owe her
many, many favors. I promi sed to take her to Tony
Roma's for a bunch of lunch of ribs when I get down to
200 pounds. I weighed 212 when I left the hospital.
I worked on T uesday, March 12, two days before
the gall bladder removal. I was an outpatient, that's
what led me to believe that I would go in, run through
the operating room, they would throw darts at me
while I trotted through the operating room, and I
would run out the back door of the hospital and go

0

with established norms of contemporary society."

EDITOR'S NOTE: I remember the Chairman
mentioning that the Governor's office had not
replied to Vice Chairman Hernandez's letter.
"They're probably sti ll trying to figure out what
you wanted," I said from my chair in the San Jose
delegation.
Twenty-Seven Years Later, I am still trying
to figure out what in the hell Al Hernandez
meant in that mess. Surely he wasn't trying to
impress a Santa Clara University honors graduate with his "big" words. The Governor must
have thought he received a letter from some nut
who escaped from an insane asylum. But, who
knows?

home and relax. It's a bit of an exaggeration of how I
really felt, but not much.
here are always risks involved when you
have any kind of medical procedure and
they anesthetize you. It's possible you will
not wake up. Possible. But not probable. I have a lot of
faith in medical personnel, now that I have been through
a few medical procedures in my life.
My skeptical mind concluded, what a beautiful way
to die! You go to sleep and just don't wake up. Painless.
Sayonara!
Later, alligator!
Caio!
Arrivederci!
Aufweidersehn!
Hasta las otras piscas!
When they did the gall bladder removal, they also
inserted a tube into my system so that some large
stones Dr. Grant did not remove would pass more
gently from my gall bladder, into the large intestine
and out the poo poo chute. (Well, that's what orderly
Corpuz on the 3rd floor called it).
And, here's the fun part ... Dr. Grant said that a few
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weeks later the doctors would go in and remove the tube!
How can a sick person possibly be allowed to have
so much fun?
I was an outpatient on Wednesday, May 8, 2002
when tube removal time came around. I checked into the
hospital early in the morning, signed some papers authorizing the procedure, they wheeled me into the operating
room and had me lie down on my side, with the upper leg
halfbent straddling the lower leg. I was sure the tube was
going to come out thru my rear end. Surprise!
''Open wide," the doctor instructed me.
Shock!
''Open WHAT wide?"
Dr. Grant tapped me gently on the side of my face.
I hesitated, not really sure what I was hearing and
what I was supposed to do. I had kept my watch on. I was
going to keep track of time, so I could write about the
experience later.
Then the doctor gently touched my cheek again. I
opened my yapper wide and he sprayed a solution into
my mouth. I watched as he and another doctor discussed
the procedure they were going to perform. They were
holding a clear plastic tube (it looked like a clear plastic
garden hose from my perspective) with little buttons on
the end like the bartenders use to put coke, 7-up, or
something else when they are mixing cocktails.
A few minutes later he began inserting the tube into
my mouth. I began gagging on it. Quickly he pulled the
tube out and again tapped the side of my face and asked
me to open wide. He gave me another shot of whatever
it is. A few minutes later he inserted the tube again and

everything went very nicely.
I wasn't asleep. I could hear the doctors talking to
each other. I could feel the nurse touching my ankles
while the doctors worked on the other end. I had my
watch on. I wanted to keep track of the procedure. The
nurse would ask me if I felt pain on my ankles.
"No," I replied, and wondered why I would feel
pain on my ankles if they were working at the other
end of my carcass. My curious mind at work again!
There were no complications. I don't know how
long I was in the recovery room. I slept through it. I don't
have any problems falling asleep when I am relaxed.
And relaxed I was. Totally.
hen I recovered, Gloria was there, of
course. There is no way to explain
how I feel when I look at her smiling
face. She's an optimist too, just like Sid. And I need that.
All the time. Then our niece Doreen Filingeri came in
with a Get-Well-Soon balloon and some books. She had
visited the gift shop downstairs. I hope I have the
opportunity some day to show her my appreciation. I
just about cried.
Healing is about having confidence in those who
are taking care of you, feeling loved, and not worrying about anything else for the moment. Dr. Grant
and the hospital staff took care of the first part,
Gloria and Doreen had the second one covered, and
I worked on the third.
Remember: As any doctor will tell you: Doctors
operate. God heals. • • • • •
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CoDI.Dlon Sense
1. READ MORE BOOKS, and watch less

TV.

Truth
There is no God higher
than truth.
--Mohandas Gandhi

2. Remember that silence is sometimes the
best answer.
3. Smile when you pick up the phone. The
caller will hear it in your voice.
4. If you lie when someone asks you questions, jot them down on a piece of paper
because the questions will be asked again.
Be sure you give the same answers every
time, or your credibility suffers.
5, Don't judge people by their relatives. All of
us have relatives who are not candidates for
sainthood.

