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Scholarshi]J Awards Dinner, Saddle back Inn

Anaheim Dinner Address
Thurs., Aug. 9, 1979

(The brothers in southern California were
having their annual Scholarship A wards Dinner
at the Saddleback Inn, Anaheim. State Chairman Jerry Jaramillo called and asked me if I
would come down there and address the banquet, to tell the audience about the American GI
Forum. They provided air fare, lodging, and the
bar tab and I accepted the opportunity.)

This is what I said:

G

o~d e~ening!

A sagacious person once
srud, When you stand up and speak in
a public place ... KNOW your audience ...
and KNOW your subject. The quote is by a person
whose name escapes me at the moment.
A more sagacious person said very recently, .. Who
in hell ever told YOU that you were a public speaker? ..
That was my wife just after I told her last night that I was
flying to Anaheim this morning to speak to this gathering!
I was asked by our California GI Forum State
Chairman, Jerry Jaramillo, to tell this audience about the
American GI Forum. Ben Rodriguez wouldn't tell me
ANYTHING ... He figures that I know too much already!
And so we are going to tell you about the nation's
largest MEXICAN AMERICAN VETERANS FAMILY ORGANIZATION ... how it began ... some of the
is~ues in which we have been involved during the past
thirty years .... and some of the people who have contributed to its growth.
While we are sure that what we are going to say is
something that American GI Forum members have
heard over and over and over again ....
We think it bears repeating because it is in our
mutual interest that the general public be aware of the

aims and objectives, and early history of the American
GIForum.
We often have to go to the general public for support
on issues ... thus it is very important they ... at least the
politically astute ... the activists ... the more concerned
members of our society ... be aware of our intentions.
For instance ... the motto of our organization is ...
'EDUCATION IS OUR FREEDOM AND FREEDOM
SHOULD BE EVERYBODY'S BUSINESS ...
That says it all ... We believe that greater opportunities for our people begin with more and better education
... and we believe that ALL AMERICANS should be
concerned about more and better education, for everyone.
Knowing that ... people in the community often refer
problems in the educational system to us ... and
Knowing that ... American GI Forum Chapters involve themselves in granting scholarships to needy and
deserving young men and women.
But ... we are getting ahead of our story.

The American GI Forum was begun in Corpus
Christi, Texas, in 1948 by a group of people headed
by Dr. Hector P. Garcia. These people banded together to combat injustices against Mexican Americans in employment, housing, social services, and
various other unmet social needs.

T

he first big cause taken on by these
people was the case of a Mexican Ameri
can soldier whose body was brought back
for re-burial in the small town of Three Rivers, Texas.
The GI had been killed in action in the Philippines
during the latter stages of World War II.
The mortuary in that small Texas town refused to
handle the body only because he was a Mexican American.

A young man who had given his life for his
country ••. in a far-off and foreign land ... was subjected to racial bigotry EVEN after his death!
After dying in a war waged to combat bigotry ... and
hate .. and greed ... and tyranny ... He was denied the
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privilege of finding his final resting place in the community in which he lived before entering military service ...
and dying in the service of his country!
As a young grammar school student in Cotulla,
Texas, the aforementioned Dr. Hector P. Garcia had
been taught at one point by a young schoolteacher fresh
out of West Texas State College named Lyndon B.
Johnson.
By 1948, Johnson was serving in the Congress of the
United States as a representative from Texas.
And so it was to Representative Johnson ... that Dr.
Hector P. Garcia took his argument that PVT. FELIX
LONGORIA deserved to be buried, in his homeland, in
his hometown, with full military honors.
Representative Johnson DID NOT SUCCEED in
having Pvt. Longoria buried in Three Rivers, Texas ..
but he DID arrange to have him interred ... with full
military honors ... at Arlington National Cemetery,just
across the Potomoc River from the nation·s capital.

exican Americans throughout the
southwest heard about the ener
getic young doctor and his new American GI Forum veterans organization, and many
telephone calls and letters urged him to visit their
communities and organize chapters.

M

The American GI Forum soon spread across Texas
... into New Mexico .. into the Rocky Mountains of
Colorado .. and across the plains of Kansas and Nebraska.
By 1958, it was established in California and the first
State Convention was held in Los Angeles.
Since then ... we are extremely proud to have been a
positive force in championing the rights of veterans of
all races, creeds, and national origins.
The American GI Forum has been actively involved
in many of the decisions which have moved forward the
cause of civil rights for all Americans.
(If you are of a conservative persuasion, you may
well argue ... WHY ALL TillS FUSS ABOUT CIVIL
RIGHTS? ... A person gets what he deserves ... You can
get whatever you want in America ... if you work hard
enough for it!)
Amigos and Amigas .. if you still believe THAT ...
in this day and age ... then I submit that you have your
head stuck fmnly in the sands of ignorance!
Do you believe it is mere happenstance that ...

Into the late SIXTIES ••• There were more Mexi-

can Americans in Prison than there were enrolled in
the State University School System?
Why .. was it that many of us went to high schools in
towns which have populations of over 50% Spanish
speaking and NEVER had ... or KNEW ... a Spanish
speaking Latino school teacher?
Why is it that a high school in the east side of Los
Angeles with an enrollment of over 2300 students can
only seat 48 students in its library?
Why was it that ... the City of San Jose, founded 100
years ago by Spanish speaking immigrants .. waited
over 80 YEARS before it got its next Spanish speaking
councilman?
Why is it ... that Los Angeles County, with over
1,000,000 Spanish speaking people in the population,
has NEVER had a Chicano member of the Board of
Supervisors?
(We KNOW that it is more than just a simple fact
that Governor Jerry Wonderful has his mind on Linda
Ronstadt and his eyes on the job now held by

(Cont. on Pg 103)

Ike, Check the Course!
Aug. 1987

The Leader

GI FORUM GOLF TOURNEY
A SUCCESS!
Tournament chairman Ike Hernandez has submitted
his final report to the San Jose GI Forum board of
directors. The tourney made a nice profit of over $1,500.

Taking top honors were Low Gross champion
Roy Aldana, Low Net Champion Gabe DeLaTorre,
and Women's Champion Louise Dyer. They won
large trophies and will also be eligible to play FREE
in 1988.
Paul Lopez, T•bird manager, won the First Handicap
Flight in a playoff with Jimmie Dominguez; with Raul
Alatorre capturing the Second Flight.
The Calloway Flight was won by Hans Mooyman.
The closest to the pin award went to Tony Wooden.
Congratulations to all the winners.
Ike, before you make the report final, please check
the golf course. We think that David Sierra and Vic
Zavala are still out there ... somewhere.
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Jimmie The Peanut Vendor).
And ...

Why is it ••• that California ••• with a population of
over 20,000,000 •.• ONE out of FIVE of whom is
Spanish speaking •.• has but ONE Chicano congressman?
It was to address these circumstances that the American GI Forum was founded.
I would like to tell you a bit about a person who was
very instrumental in the growth of this organization. He
provided much of the early impetus which moved forward the cause of civil rights for Mexican Americans ...
and yet many members of the American GI Forum and
the general public have never heard of him.

Of the people who founded, organized and have
led the American GI Forum .• I am PERSONALLY

Fallout Shelters?
This article first appeared in the pages ofEL
EXCENTRICO magazine about the time of the
Cuban Missile Crisis in the early 60's. Make
sense to you?
If you are one of hundreds of people who have been
panicked into building a fallout shelter in your backyard
for protection against a possible Russian hydrogen bomb
that might be dropped in the Bay area, let me caution you
also to get the following accessories, which will suffice
for any emergency which may arise during the course of
your lifetime.
ABBIT POISON-- Do you realize how
fast rabbits multiply? And that if they
continue to multiply at that rate eventually
they will outnumber humans? Can you picture Bugs
Bunny in the White House?
ARMORED SUIT -- There are many Americans
around who are potential nuts who can go berserk and go
on a killing spree for no reason at all. Wouldn't you feel
silly if you had a fallout shelter to protect you from an
atomic device and your neighbor flipped his cookie and
ventilated your rear end with a shotgun?

R
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most proud of GUS GARCIA, attorney •.. San Antonio, Texas.
We believe that it is safe to say that ... Gus Garcia
was a legend in his own time.
He was the first Valedictorian of the first graduating
class of Thomas Jefferson High School in San Antonio.

In school he gained fame as a debater •.. once
delivering ••• extemporaneously ••• a three-minute
dissertation on the subject: HOW LONG IS A
STRING?
He is gone now ... Gus Garcia died ... alone ... on a
park bench in San Antonio.
But ... he has not been forgotten.
A concerned school board in the Edgewood Independent School District built the Gus Garcia Junior
High School ... at the comer ofRuiz and No. San Felipe
Streets, San Antonio.
(Cont. on Pg 104)

STEEL HELMET -- If you like sports, this is a
necessity Every foul ball hit at a baseball game endangers someone's life A conk on the head, in the right
place, can kill. Just think how this epitaph would look on
your stone: "Here lies Smedley, Joe's his name; got
konked on the head, at a Giants game."
STINK BOMBS -- Hang one from each bumper of
the family chariot. Guaranteed to keep all cars at least
100 feet away, even on crowded freeways. If you do not
bathe periodically, it will also serve to keep bill collectors away!
HROW AWAY YOUR TELEVISION
SET -- If you see too many Westerns,
you'll wind up loving horses instead of the
far more desirable feminine gender of the species human a
livus on earthus but gotta have a man.
YOUGETTHEIDEA?--Ifyouhadafalloutshelter
and your neighbor didn't, would you allow him to share
it when a bomb fell? Not even if he paid well for the
privilege? If he threatened to blow your brains out with
a gun? If he threatened to throw a stink bomb down the
air vent? If he turned a water hose on and turned it down
the air vent to drown you slowly, slowly, slowly? What
are the chances of a bomb ever dropping? Wouldn't your
money be better invested in a cabin high up in the
mountains? THINK AND HAVE FUN.

T
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The school was dedicated on Sunday, Oct. 8,
1972, with Dr. Hector P. Garcia, our Founder, delivering the dedicatory address.

A

bout now ... you may well ask ... WHO
WAS GUS GARCIA? Among other
contributions to the welfare of his people ...
Gus Garcia .. on May 3, 1964, argued before the august
United States Supreme Court that Mexican Americans
are a distinct and identifiable class of people.

In the case of State of Texas vs. Hernandez, in
which Pete Hernandez of Edna, Texas was convicted
of murder by an all-white jury ••• Attorney Gus
Garcia successfully argued that Pete Hernandez had
NOT been tried by a jury of his peers ••• a right
FUNDAMENTALLY GUARANTEED by the Constitution of the United States.
A three-man team composed of Garcia, John Herrera,
and Carlos Cadena argued the case so eloquently that
Garcia was granted an additional 16 minutes by Chief
Justice Earl Warren during Garcia's summation of the
case.
Tried again by a jury of his peers, Hernandez did not
walk merely because he was being tried by a jury of his
peers. They too, in in their wisdom, heard the evidence
and found him guilty as charged.
Later ... American GI Forum attorneys argued successfully that Mexican Americans should ... by law ... be
considered Caucasians ... White Folks ... entitled to all
rights and privileges accruing thereto.

When the public schools in some Texas communities attempted to integrate their public schools
systems by putting Blacks and Chicanos into one
school ••• and whites into another ••• the American GI
Forum went back before the bench of jurisprudence
... to argue ••• again... successfully ••• that Mexican
Americans should be considered White people ••. but
NOT for the purposes of (quote) integrating (quote)
the RACIST PUBLIC SCHOOLS of that time.
Gus Garcia became a folk hero to the people in his
time ... whenever he appeared in public places in and
around San Antonio ... people would rise from their
chairs ... and begin clapping their hands ... in appreciation for what they KNEW he had accomplished in their
behalf.
Another person who was very instrumental in build-

ing our organization was the late Raul Morin, a gentleman with whom we are sure some of you were acquainted.

A combat infantryman in World War II, Raul
Morin authored a book, AMONG THE VALIANT,
a chronicle about Mexican American medal ofhonor
winners in World War II and Korea.
In 1964, the book was adopted by the American GI
Forum as a national project and chapters were encouraged to purchase copies.
Morin was a member of the Los Angeles Chapter,
and held local chapter and state offices in the Dept. of
California.
Morin's book has earned for itself a place in the
libraries of many of our public institutions from coast
to coast.
One of the reasons we feel compelled to tell you
about AMONG THE VALIANT is probably best illustrated by this story:

In 1951, a Mexican American mother, on being
handed an American flag after the military funeral
of her son, said:
"At home we now have an American flag from
the Spanish-American War ••• from World War I •..
from World War II ••• and this one! But we are still
considered Mexicans •••
"WHAT DO WE HAVE TO DO TO BECOME
AMERICANS?'
In the early 1970's ... a primary issue with us was the
undercounting of Hispanic Americans by the U.S.
Census Bureau during the 1970 Census. We argued that
there were substantially larger numbers of Hispanics in
our communities across the country than the U.S.
Census had enumerated.
After a successful lawsuit, in which members of the
American GI forum played an important role ... a
special count was commissioned for selected precincts
in the east side of San Jose.

The amateur ••• barrio-trained ••• unschooled ...
andMOREIMPORTANTLY,UNAFRAID .•.. Enumerators ••• found over 1,500 people ••• NOT IN THE
ENTIRE CITY OF SAN JOSE •••• but in a very few
selected precincts •.• that the U.S. Census DID NOT
FIND!
When we were making accusations against the U.S.
Census, personally and in print ... we were accused of

(Cont. on Pg 105)
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being Communist agitators ... radicals ... troublemakers
... and much worse. Eventually, we were to demon-strate
that the U.S. Census missed at least 270,000 Hispanics
during the 1970 U.S. Census!!
Why is it so IMPORTANT to have an accurate
census count?
Because for every man, woman, and child residing
in your community, your city gets X number of dollars
from TAXES which you have already PAID to the
federal government.
The more money you get back into your community,
the less the federal government has to spend FRIVOLOUSLY.
Additionally ... your congressional representation ...
and your representation in the California State Assembly ... is directly commensurate to the population of your
community.

You can more effectively petition your lawmakers for public health facilities ••• schools ••• peace
officers ..• firemen ••• libraries ••• and recreational
facilities ••. if you can demonstrate ••• BASED ON
POPULATION ••• that the NEED IS THERE!
Please do not assume that your city fathers want an
accurate count. Some do ... and some do not ... but an
accurate count is in YOUR best interests!
And ... REMEMBER ... that once the census is
taken ... there won't be another one for ten years ... so
mistakes made in 1970 are costing you and I dearly
today ... and will continue to plague us into the 1980's.
So ... encourage people to be counted! It is very vital
to the community in which you live.
Of course, the American GI Forum has been involved in more than this during the past 30 years ...
We have conducted a boycott of Coors Beer because
of their discriminatory hiring practices since 1968 and
have seen their west coast sales drop dramatically.
The boycott is also being conducted by some labor
unions and civil liberties organizations.
The American GI Forum has programs to award
scholarships to needy and deserving young men and
wome, so that they can go on to college ... and come back
into their communities and make their contribution to
our society.
In San Jose recently, we awarded $35,475 in scholarships to 45 young men and women. We had the
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Little Guys Win One!
Aug. 1987 The Leader
The Little Guys Win One! -- Henry Brooks, owner
of the We R Nuts store on the eastside, sued Santa Clara
County and won!

He contended that all veterans in the state are
exempt from local business license fees. He filed suit
in 1984.
"I sued because they were just taking veterans'
money. Many of them did not know about the existence
of the law, and the County wasn't telling them."
Brooks' business is at 32 S. White Road, and one of
his many customers is San Jo mayor Tom McEnery.
Local agencies in the state of California that have
charged veterans business license fees must refund
them, according to the ruling won by Mr. Brooks.
The County also had to pay Brooks'lawyer$13,375.
Brooks is a member of the Alum Rock Business
Association, to which the San Jose GI Forum also
belongs.
So ... if you are keeping score ... chalk one up for the
little guys.
THANX, HENRY!

President of San Jose State University as our main
speaker.
But, we could not get the San Jose MERCURY
NEWS to print one word about the awards ceremony
prior to the event.
We made it a point shortly thereafter ... to meet with
the Editor ... and asked him to get his head out of the sand
... to begin to publish POSITIVE news about Chicanos.

For instance, on the day that we expected to see
photos of the scholarship winners and an announcement of the awards ceremony coming up ... they
chose to print a photo covering 3/4th of a page of a
Chicano youth who spray paints on walls of public
buildings and calls it "ART".
(Please understand that we are not condemning
Chicano murals. THAT IS ART. What we are talking about here is defacing of public property. Vandalism. GRAFFITI!
We told the Editor that we could understand why he
would print the photo of a youth who calls vandalism art
... after all, he is entitled to HIS viewpoint also ... even
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if it differs from ours.
However ... we demanded from the Editor ... WHY
DIDN'T YOU EDITORIALIZE AGAINST THAT
KIND OF VANDALISM?
He had no answer!
The major issue of the 1980's ... in my opinion ... is
going to be how the United States is going to interact
with its neighbors in Central and South America.
This country waged a world war against Germany
and the Empire of Japan, and then contributed hundreds
of millions of dollars to rebuild those war-ravaged
countries.

Today, Japan and West Germany have very
healthy economies while the United States ••• suffers
from increasing inflation ••• rapidly-rising fuel prices
.. a deterioration of the people's faith in their government .. and the worsening of their relations with their
Latin American neighbors.
Mexico has substantial resources of oil ... a muchneeded commodity in the United States ... and yet our
country appears reluctant to do business with them ...
unless it is conducted on our terms and to our advantage.
he U.S. appears ... at least to this observer
... to reward those who wage war against
us ... and those who threaten to do business
with the Soviet Union.
The American GI Forum is concerned about this
nation's callous attitude toward Mexicans who come
across our borders year after year searching for a new
way of life.
Why are we so eager to help the so-called boat
people of southeast Asia .. and so reluctant to extend a
helping hand to our Spanish-speaking neighbors who
share the Western Hemisphere?

T

Chicanos in the United States are caught between
being loyal to their government, and voicing their
concern that their HERMANOS and HERMANAS
to the south are treated by our government as less
than equals.
Our government insults the intelligence of Chicanos
by the caliber of bureaucrat it sends as its ambassadors
to the nations of central and south America.
Surely ... our Latino neighbors must ask themselves
... IS THIS THE BEST REPRESENTATIVE THE U.S.
HAS TO OFFER? ... Aren't there Spanish speaking and
Spanish cultured people in the United States who could
more adequately represent their country in ours?

We submit that there are.
espite all the promises of the past ...
American political leaders have tradi
tionally .. and systematically ... and methodically ... andiNTENTIONALLY ... excluded Latinos
from the decision-making process in the highest echelons of our government.
Particularly .. in the decade we are about to conclude
... while scores of our Law and Order types were found
wanting and were sent to Prison ... competent Chicanos
continued to wonder ... WHEN ... IF EVER .. they would
be JUDGED ... QUALIFIED ... to SERVE THEIR
COUNTRY IN PEACE TIME?
Muchas Gracias!
Thank You!

D

IF
THIS COUNTRY
PICKED
ITS PRESIDENT
THE WAY
STREET GANGS
PICK
THEIR LEADER,
MIKE TYSON
WOULD BE
PRESIDENT
OF THE UNITED
STATES .
--E. David Sierra
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''Indios
Como Este!"

P

ablo Gurro la, a 5'8" and 155 lb. Mexican
American, had played some high school
football in a small town in south Texas. After
graduating from high school, he hung around his hometown wondering what he was going to do with his life.
He didn't want to go in the military service, he had not
prepared himself to go to college, and he had no particular career path to follow.

At that time, 1500 miles south, a Mexican military academy had decided to start playing American
football with the intent of someday becoming a collegiate football power and playing games against the
much-heralded Yankee elevens north of the Rio
Grande.
To that end, they hired a former South Texas high
school football coach to lead them to gridi ron glory.
And, of course, his first recruiting foray was into the
player-ric h state of Texas.
Every newspaper in Mexico City headlined the
news. The colegio militar student newspaper trumpeted
the news. An Americana coach had been hired. El
colegio militar is getting some Americana football players ! Tejanos ! And of course, visions of 6'5 and 250 lb.
tackle and fleet 6'2 and 2 10 halfbacks danced in their
heads.
By happenstance, Gu rrola ran into his former high
chool coach, who asked him if he had any immediate
plans fo r the future. Whe n Pablo said, no, as a matter of
fact he didn't, the coach asked if he would consider going
to Mexico to play American football fo r the military
academy.
Pablo mulled it over for a few days and then decided
that it would be an interesting adventure, and decided ..
why not?

A few days later he was in San Antonio, along
with a small group of other American football players, eager to embark on a college football career with
a Spanish slant. No blue chippers in the group, but
young boys who knew the difference between a Split

T and a single wing offense.
A military transport plane had been sent by the
military school to take its newly recruited players to
Mexico City.

Upon arrival at Benito Juarez International Airport in the Aztec capital, the plane was met by the
military school marching band, a large contingent of
students, school officials, and the new football coach.
There was lots of excitement in the air! The
Tejanos were coming! And one of them even spoke
Spanish! El Te jano Mexicano! He was one of them!
As the players fi led off the plane, they were greeted
on the tarmac by the president of the co legio milit ar.
introduced to the football coach and to the fans, and
some military officers. With every player that exited the
plane, anticipation grew. El Tejano Mexicano! Where is
he?
inally , it was Pablo Gurrola's turn to ex it the
plane, walk triumphantly down the ramp.
and stand before the microphones for his
introduction to his new li fe as a football player for el
coleg io militar.
He was last out of the ai rplane becau e the coach
wanted him to say a few words of encouragement. in
Spanish to the Mexican football fans and school officials who had come to see Los Te janos coming to help
the ir military institute avenge the Battle of Chapultepec.
San Jacinto, and all the other indignities visited upon
their beloved raza by the Gringos. For now , the Mexicans were even willing to oversee the fact that most or
the players were themselves Gringos.

F
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LBJ and the J alapeiio Peppers
A Filipino-American friend of mine told me this
story one day while we were sharing the swimming pool
at Boxer's Mayfair Village where we live. He said that
he had been a cook for President Lyndon Johnson in the
White House.
"Sounds interesting," I said.
"It was a lot of worry ... and a lot of problems,"
he answered, with a smile.
He told me about the time LBJ was on an American
warship cruising off the coast of Okinawa. LBJ was
ready for lunch (pork and beans, cold, straight out of the
can!) and decided that he wanted some jalapeno peppers. The cook had none in his pantry. They sent to the
ship's mess hall to find some. None.

"Indios Como Este!"
(Cont. from Pg 107)
When Gurrola exited the plane he was greeted by a
huge sigh of disappointment. Almost absolute quiet
foll owed his exit from the airplane, his slow walk down
the ramp, and his introduction to the college officials
and the fans. As Gurrola was introduced to the president
of the colegio militar , he very distinctly heard one of the
officers mutter to the president at his side, "Noooo.
Indios como este cabron aqui los podemos bajar del
cerro a tamborazos. "*

EDITOR'S NOTES: When my friend and
compadre, Raymond Garcia, told me this story
in his Anne Darling Drive home in San Jose one
warm summer afternoon, I found it hard to
believe, so he called his friend a few doors
down, and soon Pablo Gurrola was standing at
the front door. Gurrola verified that the story
was true. We drank a few beers, and laughed
uproariously as he recounted the tale of how he
became a football player in Mexico. For one
season.

*Translation: "Nooo, Indians like this
one here, we can drum out of the hills.''

However, one of the cooks in the mess hall remembered that a Mexican-American seaman always
seemed to have a plentiful supply of
jalapeno peppers to
enjoy with his meals.
The young man, at the
moment, was locked
up in the ship's brig
for an infraction of
ship regulations.
A seaman was dispatched to ask him if
he would make his
jalapeno pepper jar
available to the President of the United
States, who was aboard
LBJ
their ship. He agreed,
and LBJ got to enjoy jalapeno peppers with his pork and
beans. After lunch, the President was made aware that
they were going to transfer him to another ship. He
wanted to take the jalapeno peppers with him, so the
seaman was dispatched to ask the man in the brig if his
president could have the whole jar of jalapenos.
"Yes," the Chicano seaman replied, "If he will
pardon me from serving time in this brig."
Dicho y hecho. And that is how a Chicano seaman
won his freedom simply by having jalapeno peppers
available when the yen for them struck Lyndon Baines
Johnson, President of the United States.

Presidential Power
An American President has

as much power as he wants
and as much as the American people are willing to
give him. No more. No less.
--E. David Sierra
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Local Boy Makes
Good
THE LEADER

JUNE 1985

The San Felipe Exes of San Jose had decided
to honor Robert V. Rodriguez, a Commissioner in
Val Verde County, Texas as the Guest of Honor at
their annual reunion on the 4th of July weekend. I
had some information, a couple of photos, and
made a few phones call s, got some more information and decided to have a little fun with the former
Editor of THE FORUMEER.

LA HUERA
This is what they sent us. Bob
Rodriguez as he appeared while
being questioned by La Migra
near Bakersfield in the early
50's. (Official INS Photo).

Thi s is what I wrote:
by E. David Sierra
(Special to The Leader)

wasn't into cotton pickjn' much, he decided to go on to
San Felipe High School where he went through the
motions. And sat out World War II.

FOR GOD AND COUNTRY
(FALFURRIAS)-- The San Jose Chapter of the San
Felipe Exes has chosen Val Verde County Commissioner Robert V. R odriguez, S.F.H.S. class of 1945, as
the Guest of Honor for their 22nd annual re uni on.
he 2nd an nual Ben ny Garza Memorial
Golf Tournament at Thunderbird wi ll
kjck off reunion activities on Friday morning, July 5th. Thecostisonly $20andinc ludegreen fees,
re freshments, snacks, cash prizes, and golf favors.

T

After the shootin' stopped, he decided that his tale nts
were needed in occupied Europe. He asked the Prez'dent
to invite him over to Germany to see the castles on the
Rhine, indulge his hobby at some of the world's largest
rathskellers, and practice his movidas on the frauleins.

P

The Reunion Ball will be at Letterman Hall, 425
North 4th St., San Jose, on Sat., July 6th, beginning
at 8 P.M.

artly due to the fact that he spoke
English like an Okie sharecropper,
looked like a German schoolboy, and
drank like a Mexican bracero, and because of a series
of mysteriously inexplainable typing errors, he rose
rapidly through the ranks and was discharged as a
P.F.C.

(Hoss, there's gonna be so many Texans in town that
weekend, you're gonna think Libby's just opened up a
new cannery).

The last time we asked him what he did in the
service, he was still thinkjng about it when the bar closed
and the barkeep tlu·ew us out bodily.

COMING HOME
LIFE HISTORY OF OUR HERO:
HUMBLE BEGINNINGS
Bob Rodriguez was born in a humble log cabin in the
dusty, dry Brown Plaza neighborhood of Del Rio in a
state just south of Oklahoma.
He attended a li ttle yellow one-room schoolhouse,
and after 14 years of readin', ritin', and 'rithmetic, they
moved him out cause they needed the desk. Since he

After his discharge, he said, "Hey, after seei ng
London, Paris and Berlin no way am I goin' back to Del
Rio! It's not big enough! T oo many Meskins! ot
enough c ulture! I'm moving to San Jose where all the
action is!
Robert came west to leam the Cal ifornia natives
how to treat Gringos. He said he knew how to treat 'em ,
because he knew some in Texas.
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DEVELOPMENT BEGINS
While here he attended San Jose State University but
didn't gradu ate because the teacher whose pet he was at
San Felipe H.S. did not come west with him to SJSU. He
also discovered that there were a lot of words that he and
his camaradas used in Del Rio that were not English at
all.

To this day, the SJSU Language Arts Department is researching the etymological derivatives of
some of the words that he used in his exams. Bottom
line? ... they recommended he transfer to Cisco J.C.
instead , he moved his act up the street to Heald
College, a girls school, from whence j ust about ever'body
grad uates. There were lots of pretty girls at Heald but
si nce they weren't into draft beer, billiards, or Chicano
politics, Robert spent lots of lonely nights at home
study ing.

SUCCESS AT LAST!
"It helps to have blue eyes and blond hair. They
needed a House Mexican ," be said, as he accepted his
diploma a few years later. It was already 1948 by then,
hos., and he was ready to settle down from his wild life.

CUPID STRIKES
On a visit to Del Rio in Dec. 1949, Bob met Elsa
Delgado, a very bashful local beauty who had heard

about the magic land of California. Bob told her be was
a big shot in San Jose, that he knew ever'body, and hell,
there's even a bar where I get credit.
e s howed he r w here hi s picture had
come out in El Excentrico sayin' he was
witty. He promised to take her through
Hollywood on their way north and introduce her to
Harry Von Zell. That did it! She got so excited she about
left town barefooted. I mean, hoss, that old smoothie
done swept her off her feet!

H

GETTIN' READY
After their marriage, they stayed around Del Rio for
a few years trying up their business affairs. They sold off
the family mule, bought new tires for the Foringo.
learned bow to speak real English, and filled the canteens with fresh water. By May 1952, he figured they
was ready for the big city so Bob brought Elsa to San
Jose.

PASSING
While driving north on U.S. 101 , he told her, "When
wegettoSanJose,justre memberthat we're white. We' ll
buy a little house over on LaJolla A venue and no one'l l
ever know.

We'll even have a Mexican come by and mow
(Cont on Pg 111)

THE JUDGE
DICK MARDEN, right,
was a judge for the 1968
Miss San Jose G I Forum
Queen Contest . He and
his lovely wife, Lila, wer e
our special gu ests that
evening. If my m emory
serves m e, Linda De Los
Angeles won the con test.
She stayed with San Jose GI Forum after
re linquis hing h er crown the following year,
join ed the La dies Auxiliary and b ecam e its

Chairperson. We don't know where she is
now, but we hope she attained success in h er
a dult life. (Rich ard Diaz Foto)
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The
Long Shot
Ticket
1972
Bud and Ralph Ogden and Dennis Awtrey were
playing for Santa Clara University. The Broncos had a
biggie coming up with USF at San Jose Civic Auditorium.
I had purchased two tickets for Gloria and I to go to
the game. In those days we followed the Broncos to San
Francisco University, to Oakland to watch St. Mary's
and of course, saw most of the games at SJ Civic
Auditorium.

Local Boy Makes Good
(Cont. from Pg 110)
our lawn. I'll stop at Ozuna's once a week and buy
some tortillas and sneak' em in the house through the
back door. Just remember when you hear una buena
cancion ranchera, bite your lip!
After I make my first million, we'll sell our '56
Chevy, buy a Volvo, and move to Los Gatos."
PLOTTING THE FUTURE
any years before while meditating on
a park bench overlooking the Rhine
River, Bob had decided that if he ever got
married when he got back to the lights and they had kids
he didn't want them going to San Felipe H.S.
"That's not fair, doing that to your kids," he reasoned, "Hell, they deserve better than that. When I get
back home I'm gonna recommend that they tear that
place down. No one will remember it anyway."
COLD, CRUEL WORLD
He took his Heald's diploma practically door to

M
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On the day of the big game, Gloria decided she did
not want to go, so I asked my compadre Ray Garcia if he
wanted to go. Bobby, his brother and my good buddy,
happened to be there when I called and he got on the line
and asked if I could get another ticket so he could go with
us.
"I'll pick you up in an hour and we'll go early and
see if we can find another ticket," I said.
As we approached the SJ Civic Auditorium ticket
window, I did not have high hopes of finding another
ticket because the Broncos were on their way to a 27-2
record, their best ever, and everyone wanted to see them
play, especially against the hated USF Dons of Pete
Pelletta.
We finally got to the ticket window and before I said
anything, the lady told me, "I only have ONE ticket left.
It's on the main floor, under the basket, on the aisle."
"THAT'S the one I'm lookin' for!, I yelled.

The ticket number was Section 102, Seat 6, row 4.
The two tickets I was already holding were numbered Section 102, Seats 5 and 4, row 4!
How is THAT for a long shot?

door, seeking gainful employment. The U.S. Government offered him a job groundpounding and pulling
triggers over in Korea.

Mel Cotton wanted him to stand outside their
store on San Carlos St. in a clown suit, waving at the
kids and givin' 'em balloons.
And Chevron said he could be their Car Wash
weekend night manager, but bring in the Heald's diploma and hang it on the wall. It'll impress our Meskins.
But don't speak Texan!"
FOUNDS R&G
He went to work for a little paving materials company named Reed & Graham, and before you know it,
they were one of the biggest companies around. Bob
started out at a very meager salary, but he got all the
gravel and asphalt he could put in his lunch pail. He
learned a lot of his administrative skills on the golf
course with high company officials, and learned how to
drink scotch.
REAL EDUCATION
He also learned a lot at the San Jose GI Forum
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meetings after 3 AM when the world's real problems
were being solved at 26th & Santa Clara Streets. He
cultivated his pool game in some local pool halls, and
bowled some just to make Mario Vazquez happy.

of us in San Jose, his name never came up during the
Watergate hearings. According to the Del Rio Postmaster, Bob's picture ain't on the wall.

e tried starting up a number of
pseudo-political organizations, but
all of them failed. The guys he wanted to
hear his message waited in the bar so they could go
have a beer with him afterward.

Success has not gone to his head, either. He didn't
quit Del Rio for the Highland Park section of Dallas
after he got on the gravy train. He stayed right there
with the common folks, in a quaint little hut at 314 East
Frijole Street in the Mexican barrio.

The ones who went in wouldn't give you the price of
a double shot of VO much less money to run a political
campaign, and most were illegal aliens to boot, so those
efforts went straight to hell.

BOY DOES ALRIGHT

H

MORE PROGRESS
For years he manipulated the San Jose GI Forum's
politics. However, he never could manipulate them to
elect him Chairman. The members were too smart.
To keep him in his place, they conspired to foist him
off on the Dept. of California. He ran for State Chairman
in 1964, and won! He served with distinction, endearing
himself to the Union City Chapter for life.
"A born politician," his friends said, "that boy is
gonna be somebody!"
He was named National Editor of the American GI
Forum in 1963 at a time when Bozo the Clown could
have had the job. And he did it until 1968 when the GI
Forum wised up and gave the job to someone else.

BOTTOM DROPS OUT
eart-broken, Robert moped around town
waiting for San Jo Chicanos to erect a
monument to him, but they didn't. For
eleven years he tried to figure out what went wrong, and
then he returned to Del Rio in 1979 to figure out his next
move. Would you believe politics? Well, yes.

H

FALLIN' FO'WARD!
In May 1982 he ran successfully for Val Verde
County Commissioner in the 2nd Precinct, saying
that the 2nd Precinct should be No. 1, they would
convince the Cowboys to move to Del Rio; and that
the Ciudad Acuna "fun zone" would be enlarged by
2000%, and the border guards be retired.
Furthermore, he was experienced. If he had run the
California GI Forum, Val Verde County would be a
snap.

LOCAL BOY MAKES IT
He's been a successful politician, I guess. Never
been indicted by the Grand Jury. To the surprise of some

GRASS ROOTS BOY

Folks hereabouts say that if it wasn't for that blond
hair and those blue eyes, this boy might not've gotten
anywhere. Others say that even without it, he'd at least
been a cinch for President of the San Felipe Little
League (southern division).
He's a good one, they say around here. State GI
Forum Chairman. Founder of the San Felipe Exes (with
the proviso that they make him Guest of Honor someday), Excentrico writer, Forumeer editor, Val Verde
County Commish, freelance writer and photographer,
and avowed friend of the poor.

NOT PERFECT
But the boy went wrong somewhere. A few years
ago the rumor got around that he had quit drinkin'.
Doesn't stay out late anymore. Hardly makes sense. But
what the hell, none of us ain't perfect.

DONE US PROUD
odriguez got a lot of smarts according to
the good 'ol boys who hang around the
bar at San Jose GI Forum functions.
"Learned most of it here," one said.
"He's gotten smart enough not to drink now. Learned
that in Texas," said the other.
"How about book learnin ?" one asked.
"Not much," said the other, "The Army's basic
infantry course, SJSU, Heald's, a War on Poverty
Seminar in Tulare, GI Forum B.S. Sessions 'til4 AM,
and San Felipe High School."

R

"MUSTANGS! ••• AJUAAA!"screamed the
smart one. • • • • •

No Person
No person who is enthusiastic about his
work has anything to fear from life.
--Samuel Goldwyn
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Hubert Huntphrey: ''Hello, David''
ubert Hu m phrey, the Vice Pres ident,
runn ing hard for Preside nt of the United
States, was corning to San Jose to speak at
Frontier Village, an a musement park which no longer
ex ists.

H

HUMPHREY IS COMING
1 got a call from Richard Diaz asking if I wanted
PRESS credentials to attend the event. At that time I was
Edi tor ofTHEFORUMEER, a publication of the American Gl Forum which was distributed nationally. Member of the press would be allowed to get clo e to the
Vice President, ask him questions, and take photo , he
said.
Though I was an ad mirer of Humphrey, I was also
devoted to beer drinking. I knew from previous experiences that you are not allowed to drink while talking to
high government offici als at a press confe rence, so I
dec!ined the press credentials.

The great day arrived. At the last minute, on the
day of the vice presidential visit, I decided to go to
Frontier Village. I was at one of the bars on the
grounds, talking to Secundino, a new friend who was
a Mexican national and did not have the slightest
interest in anything political, especially Yankee politics.
om~time afte r ~e Vice Pres ident arrived I

S

noticed an old fn end from the A merican GI
Forum in his entourage and I dec ided that I
wanted to be a part of the small group of people being
allowed to cross over a small bridge and onto a little
island from where the Veep would address the c rowd of
Democratic admirers.

STOPPED IN MY TRACKS
I walked up to the bridge and was stopped abruptly
by a very serious man in a grey suit. "Do you have press
credentials?"
"No," I re plied, "But I know a lot of those people
over there," pointing at the island where a small group of
people were awaiting the vice president's arri val.
"I don't care who you know . If you don't have press
credentials, you cannot go onto this island !" he said
adamantly.
"See that guy over there?" I told him, pointing out
Ri chard Diaz, "that guy knows me. He can vouch for
who 1 am!"

Hubert H. Humphrey
"I am sorry, Sir. If you have no press credentials, I
cannot allow you onto the island. Please stand aside and
let these other people e nter."

A FEDERAL THREAT
I made another attempt, which only brought another
man in a grey suit into the conversation. "Sir, you can be
charged with disrupting a public assembly ! Do you
understand that?" he asked me.
"Do you want us to do that?" asked the first grey suit.

"Oh no!" I backed away. "I certainly don't want
to be charged with ANY federal offense," and I
reluctantly went back to the bar, where my Mexican
national friend Secundino was watching the commotion and motioning for me to come back and drink
the beer he had bought me.
oo n the speec hm ak ing was over. T he
crowd surged back away from the island
and toward the fun part of Frontier Village. I
suddenly realized that the bar at which we were standino
"'
was on the route that the Vice President's party wa ·
going to take to get out of Frontier Village.

S

REMEMBER DAVID?
As the vice presidential entourage approached
(Cont. on Pg 114)
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Chon Gallegos,
A Sandlot Ovation
y friend, Alex (Moose) Ramos had signed
on to pitch for the San Jose Merchants ,_a
semi-pro baseball team managed by hts
high school classmate, Marion (Bill) Villegas. I began
go ing to the games, because I knew it was beer-drinking
time right after the games. The manager said I could si t
in the dugout with the players if I would agree to keep
score for him.

M

There were some fairly good country players on
those teams, some of whom had seen better days, but
still competent baseball players. I r emember names
like Tony Canton, Naish Piazza, Earl Escalante, etc.
Former Lick High star Chon Gallegos joined the
team, fresh out of high school.
One Sunday, in San Bruno, California, the Mer-

HHH: "Hello, David"
(Cont. from Pg 113)
the bar where the Mexican national and I were drinking
beer, my GI Forum friend saw me, waved
at me, and took Humphrey's hand and steered him about
six feet toward us, saying , "Hubert, you remember
David Sierra, editor of the American GI Forum, don't
you ?"

The Vice President responded, "Of course I do!
Hello, David! It's good to see you again!"
e shook hands, I winked at the secret
service guy who had refused me ac
cess to the press conference, and the feels
escorted HH H through the crowd and to his Umousine.
And THAT, friends , is part of the reason why HHH
made a helluva politician. He blew enough hot air up my
ass that afternoon to last me a lifetime.
Needless to say, the people in the crowd following
I:·:Iumphrey to his car and my Mexican national friend
were very impressed that the Vice President of the
Un ited States knew David Sierra and that he had come
by our beer bar to say hello.
Did I tell Secunclino that the Veep and I had never
met? No. of course not. it's more fun thjs way.

W

chants were playing a local team. The game was close.
In the bottom of the eighth, w ith two runners on base, the
San Bruno batter hit a long fly ball to left center field
which had triple written all over it. But the flee t Gallegos
overtook the ball, grabbed it with one hand running
away from the field, and got backslaps all around from
his grateful teammates as he ran back to the dugout.
After the Merchants made their three outs, Gallegos
came on to pitch the bottom of the ninth. He struck out
three straight batters, and then a strange thing happened.

The people watching the game, p1·edominantly
San Bruno people of course, rose and gave him a
standing ovation!
They had just seen a remarkable performance by a
very good all around athlete and they let him know that
they appreciated his talents, even though he locked the
door on their team.

Years later while quarterbacking the San
Jose State Spartans, Gallegos won the Pop
Warner Award emblematic of the outstanding football player on the Pacific Coast in his
senior year.
few years later I joined the San Jose
Chapter of MAGA, t he Mexican
American Golfers Association. Gallegos
was a member. He was the varsity football and golf
coach at Santa Teresa High School. One day, at Pleasant
Hills Golf Course I asked him if he remembered that day
and the standing ovation he got in San Bruno.
"Yeah, I do .... You remember that?
"Yes," I replied, "I was the guy keeping score for the
Merchants."
"Hey, wait a minute," he exclaimed, "Tell my wife
Bobbie .... I told her about it and she doesn't believe it. "
So he went inside the clubhouse, found her and
brought her outside, so I could verify what he had been
telling her all these years.
"Tills guy was g-o-o-o-d, Mrs. Gallegos. Believe
mel I know ... I was there!" I said . • • • • •

A

True sportsmanship
wins fame.
--Woodlake Elementary School Motto
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LCPL Pat Vasquez, Jr.,
U.S.M.C., KIA
Khe Sanh, Vietnam
July 21, 1967
On a warm Saturday in July, 1967, San Jose GI
Forum was holding its annual Stag Barbeque at Senter
Park . Men only. W e used it as a means of bringing in
male guests and having lots of cold beer, delicious
barbecue steaks, and lots of conversation, mostly about
this organization known as the American GI Forum.
More specifically, the San Jose Chapter. Bottom line:
Why don't you come and j oin us and help us do our
community work.
at V asquez was informed at the pi cnic
that it was very, very urgent that he go
home. He left very suddenly , not even being
able to explain why he was leaving. He did not know.
But, his son was serving with the U.S. Marines in Viet
Nam and the conjecturing started immediately. The
mili tary veterans in the crowd guessed correctly that his
son had been killed. T hey send you a telegram when
your son is wounded . A death calls for a personal visit,
they said. And while driving home, Pat knew that he had
visitors waiting.
In the April 20, 1967 issue of EL EXCENTRICO
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magazine, Pat Vasquez, Sr. had written the following
article in his column:

VIETNAM
y deepest sympathy to the Larrson
and Gutierrez families on the loss of
their dear sons. On Easter Sunday and
April 6, 1967, two very young boys were KILLED in
Vietnam. I know both of the boys' families, Pfc Larry
Larrson was 20 years old and was killed on Easter
Sunday, he was AI Pelayo's nephew. Lance Cpl Ernest
Gutierrez was 19 years old and was killed April 6. Both
boys were in the Marine Corps.

M

I just wonder how long this stupid war is
going to continue. It is senseless to have our
boys KILLED over there, lets have PEACE
and bring our boys back home.
I'm not a traitor nor a communist, just ask any famil y
who have boys in the war zone and see if they support the
war in Vietnam. If we were in a war to defend ou r
country, than I say our boys have to fight, but this is not
a war to defend our country or stop communism, it is a
political war.
Why am I concerned? Well, Easter Sunday and
April 6, two San Jose boys were killed and on April I,
my son was slightly wounded, his buddy that was next
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to him got all the shrapnel. How long can one's luck hold
out? That is why I say, send our boys back home!
That is all. --Pat.

Lance Corporal Pat Vasquez, Jr. wrote his last
letter home on April 30, 1967: He wrote:
Pop:
Hi, how are you feeling? I hope you're
feeling fine and that you are in the best of
health. As for me, I'm feeling fine.
I'm sorry I took so long for me to write but
it seems that whenever I get down to writing
letters, they call us to saddle up.
We just got in yesterday so I'm writing all my
letters while I have the chance. Word was
passed that we're going back out tomorrow. they
said it was just 1st platoon that was going out. I
don't know where we're going or for how long
we'll be out.
This last time we went out we set up a CP at
the top of a hill. We were guarding the strip of
road that has always been mined. I'm glad to say
during the time we were out there there wasn't
one mine planted on the road. In fact, Charlie
never showed up.
I read your article in the EXCENTRICO. It's
nice to hear that San Jose will be the 4th largest
city in California and I do hope they clean the
toilets in Alum Rock Park.

I'm sorry about the two men who lost
their lives over here. I agree with you, it
is senseless to die over here and I want
peace probably more than you. Getting
shot at is not the way I want it but I
disagree it is more communists than a
political war. We're not only fighting
North Vietnam Regulars and Red Chinese, but on a few occasions we found
ourselves fighting Mongolians.
If we don't stop the Red Empire somewhere,
it'll never end. We have to stop it somewhere, so
it might as well be here.
Here in South Vietnam, they have the biggest
rice belt in the world. If the N. V.A. got ahold of
it they could feed their men and that would make

it tougher for us. As long as we can keep it away
from them, we have it a lot easier.
Maybe the parents who lost loved ones over
here don't support the war but all/ can say is
that if I ever hear about them carrying banners
like they do at Berkeley College, supporting the
V.C., or carrying 'Ban the Bombing' signs, I'll be
thinking that their sons had died for something
worthless.

Actually we were asked here by the
government of South Vietnam. The
United States is always willing to help
in any case of danger, especially when
the Free World is involved.
If the United States hadn't entered now
where would communism stop?
aybe you think I'm nuts or
something, but in a way, I'm
glad I was sent over here. I can
learn a lot of things over here and I've learned
a lot about life since I've been here.
I've learned to appreciate the things I've
had back home. If you saw how most of these
people live, you learn to appreciate even the
little things in life.
Being here has made me more mature in
my way of thinking and it really gives me a
chance to see what I can do for myself and
what I can do for my country.
My only concern is for you and mom. I wish
you wouldn't worry so much. God will lead me
to my destiny. If he sends me back, I'll have no
complaints, in fact I'll be grateful for the rest of
my life. If he feels my time has come, I will not
fight it. No one can expect to stay alive forever
and if I should die over here, I'll be proud,
knowing that I died for my country and I hope
that you'll be proud of me too, for I'm a Marine.
Well, I guess I'll close for now. I hope
what I said didn't make you angry, but it's just
the way I feel. Write soon.
Till I hear from you, love always
--PAT J., U.S.M.C.

M

Pat Jr. appeared to be convinced that he was fighting
to protect the Vietnamese from the scourge of commu-

.
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nism. That is what he had been taught. He was one wellindoctrinated United States Marine.
When he arrived at his home on the east side of San
Jose, Pat Sr. got the news about his son having been
killed at Khe Sanh. The family immediately began
making plans to bring his only son's body home.

final rites for our fallen brother.
We will contact you shortly with more information.
Sincerely,
David Sierra, Chairman
San Jose GI Forum

On Monday morning, the San Jose MERCURY
NEWS ran the following article:

I was asked by the family to deliver the
eulogy on behalf of the American GI Forum
and accepted the responsibility, of course.
This is what I said on the final night of the
five-nights of memorial services:

S.J. Marine Killed
In Vietnam
Lance Cpl. Pat J. Vasquez, Jr., 19, was killed
in action in Vietnam, Friday ,just five days short of
observing his first anniversary with the Marine
Corps.
Vasquez, a 1966 graduate of James Lick High
School, was the son ofMr. and Mrs. Pat J. Vasquez
of 2957 Bell Ave.

The telegram received by his parents said
he was killed in action in the vicinity of Khe
Sanh in Vietnam.
He had been in Vietnam six months.
He was a member of the American GI Forum,
San Jose Chapter.
Besides his parents, he leaves two sisters, Mrs.
Nancy Gomez and Mrs. Rose Marie Martinez,
both of San Jose; and his grandfather, Marcelino
Vasquez, of Los Angeles.
Funeral arrangements and burial from Darling-Fischer Garden Chapel are pending.

On July 24, 1967, the following letter was mailed
to all American GI Forum Chapters in Region IX:
Dear Mr. Chairman:
On Friday, July 21, PFC Pat Vasquez, Jr., United
States Marine Corps, and a member of the San Jose
Chapter, American GI Forum, was killed in action in the
Republic of Vietnam.
We are presently awaiting final burial information
from the boy's parents, Mr. and Mrs. Pat Vasquez, of
2957 Bell Avenue, San Jose, California.
We wish to request the presence of as many
Forumeers as humanly possible from your chapter at the

EULOGY
Ladies and gentlemen, family, and friends of the
deceased: We are gathered here this evening to mourn
the departure from this life of a son, a brother, a grandson, a cherished friend, a Forumeer.
at Vasquez, Jr., United States Marines,
was nineteen years of age when God
willed the end of his days on earth. Lance
Corporal Pat Vasquez, Jr. died on Friday, July 21,
upholding that noble adage which says, "Man knows no
greater honor than that he lay down his life for his
country."
Pat Vasquez, Jr., was graduated from James
Lick High School in this city with the class of nineteen
hundred and sixty six. Shortly thereafter he enlisted
in the Marines and took his basic training at Camp
Pendleton, California.
Before departing on overseas assignment he spent a
few days at the home of his parents. The Marines had
changed him. A shy, unassuming young boy of 18 years
of age had become a quietly confident young man in the
noblest tradition of the American serviceman.
at still didn't say very much. But then, he
never had. But we had the feeling that if
the defense of our ideals and our democratic
philosophies depended on young men such as he, they
were entrusted to capable and confident hands.
Shortly after he was sent to Vietnam, Pat communicated to his father that he was not content to be
doing his share halfway around the world. He wanted
to do something for less fortunate individuals in his
own country also.
He became a member of San Jose Chapter, American GI Forum, and we were proud to have him as a
brother Forumeer. Knowing that an American fighting

P
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man was not content to be risking his life for what we
believe but wanted to do more than his share, inspired
some of us to work even harder here.
His inspiration became a constant reminder that if
someone was being called upon to risk his life, defending a country he knew little about, we could do no less
for a country in which we were born and which we love.
A few weeks before he was mortally wounded by the
enemy, he wrote to his father. In his last letter home he
said, "God will lead me to my destiny. If he sends me
back, I'll have no complaints, in fact I'll be grateful for
the rest of my life. If he feels my time has come, I will
not fight it. No one can expect to stay alive forever and
if I should die over here, I'll be proud, knowing that I died
for my country and I hope that you'll be proud of me too,
for I'm a Marine." He signed his letter, Pat J., USMC.
riends, as we assemble here to bid fare
well to Lance Corporal Pat Vasquez, Jr.,
United States Marine Corps, it is well to
remember that our destiny is not entirely ours. Almighty
God, in His celestial realm, influences the lives of all of
us. For that reason it behooves us to live our lives
meaningfully, knowing not how long God will allow us
to exist on His earth. When our time comes we want to
be assured that we are prepared both spiritually and
mentally, as was Lance Corporal Pat Vasquez, Jr. Thank
You.

F

***

During the eulogy, I told the congregation about the
last time I had seen the young Marine. Pat Sr. appeared
to be very proud of him.
For some reason, Pat brought his Marine Corps son
to our house on Goodyear Street for a short visit just
before he left for Vietnam. We never saw him alive
again.
he Vasquez family wanted Patrick Jr.
memorialized for five days. So for five
days members of the San Jose GI Forum
who knew Pat Vasquez Sr. trooped to the DarlingFischer Mortuary on East Santa Clara Street to pay
their respects to a young man who had given his life
for his country.
The young Marine who had been delegated to escort
Pat Jr. horne became a friend of ours. After the evening
services, he wanted to go out and have a few cold beers
and talk about his friend, Pat Jr. He also told us that for
him it was a very difficult ordeal because the Vasquez

T

family insisted on him staying in their home, in the room
where Pat Jr. used to live, for the five days he was in San
Jose for the services.
EL EXCENTRICO ·Magazine ran this article in
its August 5, 1967 edition:

PATRICK J. VASQUEZ

L

ance Corporal MCO, 3rd Battalion, 26th
Marines, 1st Platoon, of the 3rd Marine
Division, was mortally wounded on July 21,
1967 in the vicinity ofKhe Sanh, Republic of VietNam.
Pat had been previously wounded on April 1,
1967 and again on June 9, 1967. A rifle shot in his
right chest caused his life.
He was born in San Jose, June 2, 1948. Attended
James Lick High School and graduated in the Class of
'66. On July 28, 1966 he enlisted in the Marines for 4
years. He was sent to San Diego, Calif. for basic training
and was shipped overseas on January 8, 1967.
Pat leaves his parents, Mr. and Mrs. Pat Vasquez,
Sr., and Bessie Vasquez; 2 sisters, Nancy Jean Gomez
and Rose Marie Martinez.
Funeral arrangements are slated for burial on Monday, July 31, 1967 at 9:00 AM. Rosary for the deceased
was held Sunday, July 30, 1967 at 8:15PM.
Corporal Jerry N. Graham escorted the deceased wo
received full military honors at Oak Hill Memorial Park.
THANK YOU
On August 7, 1967, Pat Vasquez penned this letter to
the members of San Jose GI Forum:
Mr, Chairman & fellow Forumeers:
There are no words to express our gratitude for the
honor that the American GI Forum, San Jose Chapter,
has given my son, Lance Corporal Pat J. Vasquez.
The sacrifice that some of our F orumeers made to
attend the wake and funeral will always be remembered
by my family. It is always rewarding to know that in our
darkest hours the San Jose Chapter ofthe American GI
Forum was there, standing by our side, so in behalf of
myself, my wife, and my two daughters, we thank you
very much.
Sincerely yours,
--PAT VASQUEZ
EDITOR'S NOTE: The death of his only son in the
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Always Take Business Cards
"Thank you for
flying Braniff!''

_..... ""' .,

Rudy Galiana and his Veterans Outreach
ProjectstafffromDenver, C.F. Mendez, and
I were in the Dallas airport, looking at a
three-hour layover. We were flying to Corpus Christi for a meeting of the American GI
Forum national board of directors.
We were at the Braniff ticket counter
verifying our flight times from Dallas to Corpus Christi.
After our flight numbers and departure times were
confirmed, Galiana asked the lady behind the counter,
"Pardon me, miss, can you direct us to the V .I.P.lounge?"

The lady looked askance at Galiana, C.F. Mendez,
and I. Galiana was appropriately attired in business
suit and necktie, of course, because he was Director
of the American GI Forum's Veterans Outreach
Project office in Denver. The rest of us were wearing
our usual K-Mart clothes.
"Let me see," he continued, "Yes .... here it is! Your
vice president, Mr. Throckmorton Lee, invited us to use
your lounge."
He handed her Vice President Lee's very impressive
Braniff Airlines card, and turned it over so she could

LCPL Pat Vasquez, Jr.
(Cont. from Pg 118)
service of his country embittered Pat Vasquez, himself
aU .S .Navy veteran. After his son's death he would come
to meetings of San Jose GI Forum and refuse to stand to
salute the flag as is our tradition to start all GI Forum
meetings. We respected his right to remain seated while
the rest of us pledged allegiance to the American flag.
He seemed to have had the energy and the will to help
others sucked out of him by his son's death in the service
of his country . Eventually he faded away from the San
Jose GI Forum and joined other groups. including a new
Milpitas GI Forum.
No. I don't even begin to understand it.
--E. David Sierra • • • • •

.....

---- .. -- ..

read the back side: "Rudy. Use our V .I.P. lounge again
the next time you fly Braniff."
ffusively, she smiled, and insisted on
walking us to the lounge, using her key to
open the door. We walked in and were
greeted by a gorgeous blonde in a short, short black skirt
and a white blouse which tried vainly to hide her very
impressive assets.
She oriented us to all the amenities the lounge
offered, and urged us to let her know if there was
ANYTHING she could do to make our stay more
comfortable.
"I can think of a few things" I stage-whispered to
C.F.
"So can I," he replied.
Miss Gorgeous led us to some very cushy armchairs
in a room which included a television set, telephones, a
desk, etc. She asked our preference of drinks, took our
order, and off she went to fetch them.

E

***

A few minutes after finishing our first drink, and the
greeter had not come back to ask us if we wanted

First College GaiDe
The first American intercollegiate baseball game was played between Williams
and Amherst colleges in Pittsfield, Massachusetts in June 1859. The Pittsfield
EAGLE reported that Amherst won 7332 in the 26th inning. Believe it or not!

.....
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seconds, we decided to go to the bar. Hell, if it's free, we
might as well tank up here!
Another gorgeous blonde was behind the bar. We
bellied up. She took our order, brought us our drinks and
leaned over toward us and asked, "Where ya'all goin'?"
"Caracas!" I replied , before anyone else had a chance
to answer the question . Might as well have some fu n I
reasoned.
"Business or pleasure?" she asked.
"Pleasure," Galiana replied, going along with the
gag, "Hit us again," he ordered another round, "We're
not gonna find good bourbon like this in Venezuela! "
Gorgeous brought us another round.
Ga liana availed himself of the free telephone and
called Lhe airline counter, saying that there were four
other people traveling with us, some of his staff from
Denver, and to please direct them to the V.I.P. Lounge
to join us.
oon they we re being ushered into the room by
the gorgeous greeter. One of the young men,
probably a very competent accountant but
not one whose company we needed at that moment,
stopped at the bar, got his drink from the gorgeous
barkeep, and asked the young lady he was with, "What
time do you think we'll get to Corpus Christi for the
board meeting?"
THUD.
If looks could kill , Galiana would have assassinated
his accountant in the Braniff V.I.P. lounge at Dallas-Ft.
Wonh International.
With our tails pushed firmly between our legs, and
not feeling very muc h like big shots anymore, we
retreated to the sitting room and our cushy chairs, and
while settled back I asked Galiana, "Rudy, how long
have you known Mr. Lee?"
"He gave me the card at a SER conference in Los
Angeles a year ago," he replied.

S

"And fr·om one brief meeting, he invited you to
use the V.I.P. lounge, and wrote you a personal note

on the back?" I inquired.
"Youdumbsonofabitch! Don'tyou recognize my
handwriting?" he scolded me.
THE M ORAL OF TIDS STORY IS: If you want
to be treated like a person from a much higher station in
I ife than you really belong to, always take business cards
from important business people ... and write yourse lf a
note on the back! • • • • •

Politicians
Can Lie
Oct. 1985 THE LEADER
U.S. Supreme Court:

Politicians don't have to
tell truth
(WASHINGTON, D.C.- In a decision handed down
in April, l982, the United
States Supreme Court ruled
that politicians have the right
to make promises in the heat
of a political campaign even
if they can't (or won't) deliver
on their pledges.
That must have warmed
the hearts of politicians evPresident Clinton
erywhere. Tell the voters anything you want to during the
campaign, they cannot take you to court later and make
you deliver. That has already happened and the U.S.
Supreme Court ruled in favor of the politicos.
So, remember when YOUR local politicians start
telling you what they are going to do for you. Wait until
it happens before you applaud them.
For now ... just take off your jewelry and Jock it in a
safe ... and keep your hands somewhere near your
wallet. • • • • •

A Boat
"A boat that stays in the harbor
never encounters danger-but it also never gets anywhere"
--Richard Armstrong
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Rodolfo Hernandez,
Congressional
Medal of Honor
In September of 1951, I had gone w ith the Lupercio
family from Woodlake to pick grapes at the Hiyama
Ranch just outside Fowler. In the late afternoons ,
Domingo Santellan; Tony, Frankie and Enos Lupercio,
and I used to walk about a mile to the Fowler High
football field to watch their pre-season football drills.
The Redcats had a flashy and very talented halfback
named Joe Etheridge.
One evening after playing our own game of flag ball
on an adjacent field with some of the local guys, we
made friends with some young girls who had been
com ing to watch us play. Domingo took a liking to a
young lady named Eloisa, and apparently, she to him.
They began spending a lot of time talking to each other,
hold ing hands, and walking around to the shadows
around the school.

THE SOLDIER

0

ne evening Eloisa invited Domingo and
I to dinner at her home near the high
school and to meet her parents. We met the
parents and her brother Claude. While sitting in their
livi ng room, I noticed a large 8 x 10 framed photo of a
oldier on the fireplace. Of course, I asked who it was.
"Is that your son, Mr. Guerra?" I asked.
"No ... that is Rudy Hernandez. He's Eloisa's boyfriend. He's in the Airborne, in Korea," he replied.
She picked up the picture and brought it to me so I
cou ld examine it more closely.
I asked ills name again.
"Rudy Hernandez," she said.
"When is he coming back?" I asked.
"I don't know," she answered, "Soon I hope. I pray
for him every night."

Rodolfo Hernandez
Medal of Honor Recipient

"The Cheerleader? " Claude asked, smiling. El oisa
gave rum an If Looks Could Kill grin.
My ears perked up.
A few days before, while walking around downtown
Fowler, we had wandered into a variety store and seen
a very beautiful dark-haired girl. I bought a pack of gum
and when she rang up my purchase, I asked her name ..
"Maria," she replied.
"Maria, you should move to Woodlake and and be a
cheerleader for the Woodlake Tigers !" I enthused.
"I AM a cheerleader ... for Fowler High, " she replied ' 0e1ivino
0 me a smile that warmed my heart.
hat evening, walking back to the Hiyama
Ranch I kept thinking about the beautiful
variety store clerk, and my good fortune at
having met her good friend who was going to get me a
date with her. How lucky can you get?

T

THE FIESTAS PA TRIAS

We talked for awhile about the hazards of being
an 18-year old in those Korean War days. I would
turn 18 the following year. Claude was 18 and had no
inclination whatever to go into the armed forces.
THE CHEERLEADER

The Fiestas Patrias celebration was taking place in
Fresno the following weekend and Mr. Guerra invited
Domingo and I to go with the girls and he and Mrs.
GueiTa to the parade and the festivities that would
follow. He said he would come to the Hiyama Ranch and
pick us up. Okay, we agreed.

At some point in the conversation, Eloisa told the
group that she was going to get me a date with Maria
something -or-other.

Early Sunday morning, Mr. and Mrs. Guerra
and the girls arrived at the Hiyama Ranch. Domingo
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and I were waiting. Mr. and Mrs. Guerra were in the
front seat, and there were two girls in the back.
Domingo and I piled in, one from either side.

me to dig sewer pipe lines for those who did not relish
digging ditches in the 100 degrees San Joaquin Valley heat.

"David, this is Maria," Eloisa said.
I gave the girl seated beside me a very cursory glance
and started thinking about some adoring words with
which to enthrall her and make her fall madly in love
with me. I was deep in thought when she said, "Eloisa
said you are from Woodlake," she said. I turned to look
at her and damned near swallowed my teeth. It wasn't the
variety store clerk. I was instantly struck by Claude's
sense of humor, referring to Maria as 'The Cheerleader.'
She could have been the cheerleader .. . for the
Flintstones ... maybe.

He taught me the rudiments of attaching sewer pipes
to each other, making them slope eleven inches every 20
feet, or something like that, and I was in the ditch
digging and connecting pipes business.
In November I left Woodlake for Los Angeles to
attend Woodbury College. I did not see Domingo
Santellan again until45 years later, at my brother Jess's
50th wedding anniversary celebration. By then, we had
other things to talk about and Eloisa Guerra wasn't
mentioned. • • • • •

She was not a prospective Miss America. Not that
I considered myself a prize catch, but Mrs. Abigail
Sierra's son deserved something nicer looking than
that, I reasoned.

EDITOR'SNOTE: Forty-nineyearslater, while

o say I was disappointed is putting it very
mildly. But we had a nice day in Fresno,
watching the Fiestas Patrias Parade, then
walking into West Fresno, across the tracks to the Jardin
Canales where lots of Mexicanos gathered to eat, listen
to rousing Mariachi music, and celebrate Mexico's independence from Spain. A few days later, we went back to
Woodlake so I could start school and Mary and I did not
see each other again.

T

THE LETTERS TO ELOISA
A couple of weeks later, Eloisa wrote a letter to
Domingo.
Since he did not know how to read nor write
English, he asked me to read it and write her back
telling her how much he loved her and that he wanted
to see her again. There were at least three letters
exchanged between the two, if my memory serves
me.
I wrote a couple of letters to Maria, but there was no
fire in our relationship, no desire on my part to see her
again. I don't know if Domingo ever saw Eloisa in
person again. I didn't see Domingo too much because he
had dropped out of school to work, and we didn't run
around with the same crowd.
I graduated from high school in June 1952 and
spent the summer months digging ditches in the
barrio. Woodlake had passed an ordinance requiring that indoor plumbing be installed in every home
on the eastside, and my brother Jess had volunteered

perusing microfilmed copies of the Fresno BEE
at the Fresno City Library, I ran across a couple of
articles:

FRESNO BEE article April 8, 1952:

Fresnan Will Get Honor
Medal Friday
Corporal Rodolfo Hernandez of Fresno
will be awarded the Congressional Medal of
honor in ceremonies Friday at the White
House.
The medal will be presented by President Harry A.
Truman for the exploit by the former paratrooper last
May 31st when he killed six Reds and stopped an attack
in Korea even though he was seriously wounded.

Hernandez was notified in February he had won
the nation's highest bravery award.

G

ovemment transportation is being arranged
by Master Sergeant Alvin C. Thomas, the
sergeant major of the Fresno main recruiting station, for Hernandez's brother, Thomas, 15, to
accompany the hero. Thomas will fly to San Francisco
Wednesday to join the corporal on the flight to Washington.
At the same ceremony, two other Korean War veterans, Marine Master Sergeant Harold E. Wilson of Birmingham, Ala., and First Lieutenant Lloyd L. Burke of
Stuttgart, Ark., will be awarded medals by the president.
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Fresno BEE article

May 25, 1952

Former Fiancee
of War Hero Will Wed
Another Man
FOWLER -- Eloisa Velia Guerra, whose romance
with Corporal Rodolfo (Rudy) Hernandez, Congressional Medal of Honor winner, ended abruptly in a
quarrel on the eve of their planned wedding, will marry
another man.
Her parents, Mr. and Mrs. Joe Guerra, are announcing her engagement to Alfonso Bojorquez of Biola.
Miss Guerra attended the Fowler Schools and has
been employed in Fresno.
Bojorquez is the son of Mr. and Mrs. John Bojorquez
of Biola and is employed on a ranch near there.
The wedding will take place in the very near future.

Many Years Later, June 1968:

The Oakland
American GI Forum
State Convention
In June 1968, the Oakland GI Forum invited me to
be the master of ceremonies at the California State
Convention they hosted at the Leamington Hotel. Thet
dedicated the convention program to me. I was flatttered.
Of course, I accepted. The concept they had was that 16
people were invited to sit at the head table and were each
allowed to speak for five minutes. Among the speakers
was State Senator Nick Pettis, Mario Obledo, Director
of the Mexican American Legal Defense and Educational Fund; and Rodolfo Hernandez, Congressional
Medal of honor winner, then living in Los Angeles.

While having a drink at one of the portable bars
in the ballroom, Hernandez approached me and said
that he wanted to talk to me after the dinner.
I wondered what he wanted to talk about. We had
never visited before. We had been introduced at a
previous state convention in Los Angeles, but we had
not conversed much. Anyway, after the dinner ended, I
bought six beers and approached him at the bar where he
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was sitting alone and said, "Rudy, rm ready. Let's go
talk."
"What do you mean, let's go talk? About what?" he
replied, as if he had not invited me less than an hour
before to talk with him after the banquet. I decided not
to carry the conversation any further, and withdrew from
his presence.
n March 22, 2001, I was in Woodlake
for the funeral of Eufemia ~upercio
Sierra, my sister in law, and Domtngo was
there.l I approached him and asked if I could talk to him
privately. I wanted to know if he was aware that he had
been messing around with a war hero's girl friend.

0

Domingo knew, he said. Some friends had read
the article in the paper when Hernandez was presented the Medal of Honor by President Truman and
had shown it to him, although he could not read it.
I made him aware of what had transpired over the
years, that Eloisa had married another man and that
many years later I had met Rodolfo Hernandez at an
American GI Forum convention. Domingo seemed to
enjoy hearing the story, and we left it at that.
--E. David Sierra

READER'S DIGEST article
June 2001:
Be The Best You Can Be

CONGRESSIONAL
MEDAL OF HONOR
The READER'S DIGEST, JUNE 2001, related the
deeds which earned Cpl. Rodolfo Hernandez the Congressional Medal of Honor while serving with the U.S.
Army's 187thAirborneRegimental Combat Team in the
Republic of Korea on May 31, 1951, and how he stood
in the Rose Garden of the White House on April11, 1952
as the Medal of Honor was hung around his neck by
President Harry S. Truman.

RODOLFOP.HERNANDEZ
hen he was a boy, Rudy Hernandez
says he was "small in size but big in
pride." In 1948 America was at peace
when he joined the Army at 17. When volunteers were
sought for the paratroops, "I started jumping up and

W
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down, yelling, "Here! Here!"
but" at the time I didn't really understand what was going
on."
By May 31, 1951, U.S . troops were fighti ng in
Korea. And 20-year old Corporal Hernandez was far
He was thrilled to see President Harry S. Truman
from his Fowler, Calif., home, battle-hardened, and in
place around his neck the blue ribbon and the star and
deep trouble.
wreath of the Medal of Honor.
He and his buddies in Company G of ,..,...--:===-~~:;::==:':ii'l
Hernandez underwent five years of surgery and therapy. He regained limited use of
the Army's 187th Airborne Regimental
Combat Team were getting torn apart by
his right arm and learned to write with his left
hand. He went on to marry, have three chilenemy fire as they defended Hill420 near
dren and work for the Veterans AdministraWontong-ni, Korea. When Communist
tion. Now retired, he lives in Fayatteville,
troops surged up the hill, a close quarters
firefight broke out.
N.C.
Today, as men in VA hospitals learn to
Hernandez, one of eight children of a
deal with their own wounds to body, mind
fannworker, stood his ground, shooting
into the ranks of the enemy until his rifle
and spirit, they often receive gentle counjammed. He was grieviously wounded,
sel from Hernandez.
"I don't have any formula for talking to
the top of his skull laid open by a grenade,
them, but somehow they get the idea that ifl
but he wouldn't fall.
Charging with a fixed bayonet, he
could make it back to a happy, productive
Eloisa Guerra
killed six enemy soldiers before collapslife, they can at least try and hope for some
ing from bullet, bayonet and grenade
happy years ahead, " he says. Not one to
reflect much on his bravery, he says only that back then,
wounds. The fury of his defense slowed the enemy,
"I was young and gung ho."
enabling his unit to retake its position.
Hernandez's fight on Hill 420 was nothing com--READER'S DIGEST, June 2001.
pared with the one that lay ahead. The first medic who
got to him thought he was dead until he saw his fingers
move. Hernandez woke up a month later in a military
hospital, unable to move his arms or legs. He couldn't
talk. He'd lost part of his brain in the grenade explosion.
"I was like a newborn babe, completely helpless," he
says.
It took months to learn to eat and drink, months more
by E. David Sierra
to make his body work again.
In the 227-year history of the United States of
One day his mother, Guadalupe, visited. He manAmerica, millions of men and women have served in our
aged to walk jerkily toward her, and could see shock in
Army, Navy, Marines, Air Force and Coast Guard and
her face. But then they embraced, swaying, cring, and
many of them have distingui shed themselves in the
laughing. It was a watershed moment. "When I looked
service of their country.
in her face, it was so full of love. I knew everything was
Since the beginning of World War II until the U.S.
going to be all right."
military action in Somalia, only 839 of them have been
The next day in speech therapy, he started to sing,
awarded the Congressional Medal of Honor. Of those,
"Old McDonald had a farm. " Nursery rhymes learned at
513
died while doing the deeds which earned their
his mother's knee came flooding back, and slowly, so did
country's highest accolade. The medal is awarded for
his voice. "I sang before I could talk,: he says.
valor above and beyond the call of duty.
On April 11 , 1952, almost a year after he was
Conference of the medal is made only after thorough
wounded, Hernandez stood in the White House Rose
and precise documentation by an eyewitness to the deed
Garden, his bald head still healing beneath his Army
deemed
worthy of the honor.
cap. A citation was read recounting the fi ght on Hill420,

BRIEF HISTORY, THE
CONGRESSIONAL
MEDAL OF HONOR
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Culver City
Commando
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It had the following
notation after RONALD
REAGAN: Commandin~ Officer durin~ World
War ll. Vi~orously carried out the Cold War.
I damned near peed
my pants when I read
that.

ince many conservative talking heads (Hi,
Rush Limbaugh!) make a big deal out of
the fac t that President William Jefferson
Clinton is not a U.S. military service veteran, we decided to check all the presidents out, to find out who
served and who didn't.
The comments are mine. The source of my information is a newsletter of the American Legion that somehow fell into my hands.

Ronald Reagan was an
authentic Culver City
Commando who spent the
world war II years, rnakRonald W. Reagan
ing propaganda films for
Tampico, illinois
the U.S. Army in Culver
City, Calif., not far from
his Hollywood horne .
(Cont. on Pg 126)

Rodolfo Hernandez

heroic acts, which elevates them above their fellow men.
And sometimes they are honored by being presented a
Medal of Honor as a grateful nation pays tribute to their
valor in combat.
The United States national anthem appears to say it
all in its closing stanza,
"Does that star spangled banner yet wave,
o'er the land of the free and the home of the brave."
The answer is, of course, yes. Because of the exploits of men such as Cpl. Rodolfo P. Hernandez.
Yes.
YES.
HELL YES! • • • • •

S

(Cont. from Pg 124)

Independence
There are servicemen who see a need that has to be
met but do not do it. There are servicemen who are
ordered to do them, executing the order as haphazardly
as possible, doing just enough to get by. Then there are
those who do not have to be ordered to do exemplary
deeds. They see a need for things to be done and do more
than they have to. Much more. I tis this type of individual
who risks his life to spare the lives of others, performing

Those who won our independence
by revolution were not cowards.
They did not fear political change.
They did not exalt order at the
cost of liberty.
--Louis D. Brandeis, 1927
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Hail to the Lefties!
August 13 is International Left Handers Day.
Frankly, I didn't know there were left banders anywhere
outside the continental United States. I thought we
owned ALL the lefties, at least that's the impression Pat
Buchanan gave me.
We mention this only because recently we were
interviewed by the Left Handed Pages Editor of the New
York Times who asked the following questions:

left handed?"

"Mr. Sierra, we understand that you are left
handed. Is that correct?''

A: "You dumb sonofabitch! That is a stupid question! Both hands! Can't you tell just by looking at me?
You think I got to 250 lbs. by eating chorizo con huevos
with chopsticks? 11
Q: "So, who are other famous left banders?"
A: "Well ... Alexander the Great ... Julius Caesar ...
Napoleon ... Harry Truman ... Benjamin Franklin ...
Albert Einstein ... Michelangelo ... President Bill Clinton
... Leonardo Da Vinci ... Marilyn Monroe ... Babe Ruth
... Ty Cobb ... Sandy Koufax ... Paul McCartney ...
Charlie Chaplin ... Frankie Albert ... and Bob Dylan."
Q: You forget Billy the Kid; Albert DiSalvo, the

Me: "Well, sort of."
Q: "Do you write left handed, Sir?"
A: "Not too much. Mostly I type, because my
handwriting is atrocious! 11
Q: When you throw a baseball, right handed or

Culver City CoiDm.ando
(Cont. from Pg 125)
He saw as much combat as I did, and I was a U.S.
Selective Service certified 4-F.
He is remembered, here at least, as the Com-

mander who declared "I am a Contra," contrary to
U.S. foreign policy, and who sold arms to Iran while
they were holding U.S. hostages and used the money
to support the Contras in Nicaragua. (Hi, Ollie North!)
I was very proud of Stanford University officials
when they rejected building the Ronald Reagan Presidential Library on their campus. Ronald Reagan is from
Tampico, Illinois. He had no connection whatever to a
prestigious institution like Stanford University. He went
to tiny Dixon College. That's where his library belongs,
but it was built in Simi Valley, Calif., because I guess
he's trying hard to convince us that he's a native Californian. I wonder why he's so ashamed of being from
Illinois?
Ifyou think that Ronald Reagan was one of America's
great presidents, we refer you to the book, LANDSLIDE, The Unmaking of the President 1984-1988, by
Jane Mayer and Doyle McManus. Houghton Mifflin
Co., Boston, 1988; and to Kitty Kelley's book NANCY
REAGAN. • • • • •

A: "Right handed, and not very swiftly."
Q: "When you march, which foot do you step out

with?"
A: "Damifino! I just split. I'll have to look at the
tapes before I can answer that question. That's a tough
one!

Q: "Which hand do you eat with, Sir?"

Boston Strangler; and Jack the Ripper?''
DS: "Well, hell, you can't win 'em all. Even Jesus
Christ lost one. They nailed him to the cross! Remember
that one?
"And if this book ever gets published and makes

him famous, you can add to that list, Eliseo Talavera
Sierra, AKA "Pelon" from Woodlake, California,
U.S.A. CON SAFOS!"

I Have Fought
I have fought the goodfight
with all that was in me.
Now there is no strength
left. Other hands must take
up the burden. Remember,
the battle against injustice
is never won.
--George W. Norris
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Homenaje a Ia Patria
de Nuestros Padres
"Mexicanos, Viva Mexico!"
The Forumeer
Sept. 1972

W

hil e we realize th a t mo s t
Mexicanos nacidos en e l otro
lado don't need to be reminded
of the significance of the 16th of September in
Mexican history, what about the youngsters who
are taught only Washington, Lincoln , Columbu , and Sir Francis Drake in the public schools?

In the Mexican film VERANO EN GUADALAJARA, a Mexican professor tells a summer student at the Universidad de
Guadalajara, "You learn only about Lincoln
and do not know of the really great liberators of
America-- Miguel Hida lgo y Costilla, Simon Bolivar,
and Don Ignacio de Allende."
And so to bring historical light where shadows may
exist, this brief resume of what happened to make Sept.
16th significant in Mexican history:

EL GRITO DE DOLORES
In 1810 the Spaniards amounted to Jess than 1% of
the population of Mexico. Three-quarters of the people
were full-blooded Indios or M estizos. Along with
Mexico's one million criollos (Mexicans of pure Spanish blood), the lnclios and Mestizos bitterly resented the
Spaniards because they controlled the government, the
wealth and the land . These Spaniards were called
"Gachupines" by the Mexicanos.

Thus, the wars of Independence which ravaged
Mexico between 1810 and 1821 were primarily class
wa rs. Hatred of the Gachupines by the Mestizos,
Indios and Criollos fanned the flames of revolution.
A puppet, Pedro Garibay, was head of the Mexican government. A young Army captain in whose
head lived the thought of an independent Mexico,
Don Ignacio de Allende, was the head of a literary

society in Queretaro. This society also included among
its membership a 57-year old priest from Dolores
named Father Miguel Hidalgo y Costilla.
Hidalgo realized that the passivity of the Church had
forced him to accept conditions siding with the proindependence people, was able to get word of the leak to
Allende in San Miguel.

hen Allende a nd others hurried
into Hidalgo's home with the news
he said " Caballeros, somos perdidos.
No hay mas recurso que ir a cojer gachupines!"

W

The rebels rounded up all of the landed Spani ards in
Do lores and threw them in jail.
At daylight on September 16 the church bells of
Dolores rang insistently. People came from miles around,
curious because the bells rang on and on. Hidalgo had
been chosen to lead the revolt because he had a reputation for always telling the truth and because a priest
wou ld inspire more followers than would any of the
militarists connected with the revolt.

From the pulpit of his church Hidalgo
began "Mexicanos, Viva Mexico!"
(Cont. on Pg 128)
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Hornenaje a Ia Patria
(Cont. from Pg 127)
His address emphasized loyalty to Ferdinand VII
and death to "el mal gobiemo" de los gachupines who
were acting as agents of Napoleon.

idalgo's
Grito
de
Dolores,
"Mexicanos, viva Mexico!" has
since been recognized as the beginning
of the Mexican revolution and the proclamation of
independence from Spain.

H

Carrying the banner of Our Lady of
Guadalupe and with 300 volunteers following
him Hidalgo's people's army marched on San
Miguel and took the city. His army next marched
on Celaya. By now it numbered 6,000 volunteers. Guanajuato was next. By this time
Hidalgo's army included 20,000 Mestizo and
Indio volunteers, armed with knives, clubs,
machetes, and slings.
By the time Hidalgo's forces invaded the city of
Morelia his army had grown to 80,000 men.
At this point the Spaniards were able to rally their
forces and Hidalgo's ill-equipped and untrained army
suffered defeat after defeat. But the gachupines were
never able to regain power in Mexico as rebel and
guerrilla movements continued to harrass them long
after Allende and Hidalgo were captured and executed.

Mexican independence finally became a reality in 1821, eleven years
after Father Miguel Hidalgo y Costilla
bravely proclaimed from his church's
pulpit the inspiring cry of
"MEXICANOS, VIVA MEXICO!"

•••••

Shut Up!
At a San Jose community meeting when he was
told to shut up while addressing the assembly, E.
David Sierra replied: "YOU did not grant me
freedom of speech and YOU cannot take it away.
YOU shut up and let me finish!"

All Time Team BASEBALL
One Game to Win
--Selected by David Sierra
The most important game of your baseball career.
You've got to win it! There is no tomorrow. Whom
do you send out to do the job? Here's who I pick.
Catcher ............................... Johnny Bench, Reds
1st Base........................... Lou Gehrig, Yankees
2nd Base .... .. ... ..... .. .... Jack Robinson, Dodgers
3rd Base ........................ Mike Schmidt, Phillies
Shortstop ....................... Ozzie Smith, Cardinals
Left Field .. ... .. ... ......... .. .. .. .. .... . Ty Cobb, Tigers
Center Field ...... .. .. .. .. .. ... .. . Willie Mays, Giants
Right Field .. .. ... .. .. ... Roberto Clemente, Pirates
Pitcher............................. Nolan Ryan, Rangers

Batting Order: 1. Smith, 2. Mays,
3. Cobb, 4. Clemente, 5. Robinson,
6. Bench, 7. Gehrig, 8. Schmidt, 9. Pitcher.

MANAGER David Sierra
I would do it myself. Hell, anybody can win if
you've got these guys on your side.

BULLPEN
Tom Seaver.............................. New York Mets
Sandy Koufax .................. Los Angeles Dodgers
Bob Gibson ..... ..... .. .. .. .. ... .. .. St. Louis Cardinals
Dennis Eckersley .. .. ..... .. ... .... Oakland Athletics
Randy Johnson............. Arizona Diamondbacks
Warren Spahn ...................... Milwaukee Braves

RESERVES
Ted Williams .... ..... .. ......... .. .... Boston Red Sox
Mickey Mantle................... New York Yankees
Tony Gwynn ......................... San Diego Padres
Rod Carew ............................. Minnesota Twins
Mike Piazza ............................. New York Mets
Pete Rose ... ..... ...... .. .. .. ... ..... .. ... Cincinnati Reds
Hank Aaron ................................ Atlanta Braves
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Richard Milhous Nixon
This editorial appeared in the Sept. 1974 issue of
THE FORUMEER, one month after Tricky Dick
ixon left D.C. one step ahead of the U.S . Justice
Department.
--by E. David Sierra
For the first time in the history of our 198-year-old
republic, an American president has left office before
ex pi ration of his term.
ichard Milhous Nixon (alias Tricky Dick)
addressed the American people via ra
dio and television on Thursday eveni ng,
Aug. 8, 1974 and told us he no longer had a "political
base" in the Congress of the United States, and thus
realized that his only recourse was to resign the presidency. En otras palabrias, La malicio!
NO REGRETS HERE
We cannot say we are sorry to see Mr. N ixon depart
the W hite House. While holding the highest office in the
land he has deliberately lied to the American people. His
economic policies have broughton chaos, and his politi-

R

cal appointees might very well be described as "a bunch
of clowns."
In 1962 (after losing the California gubernatorial
race to Edmund G. B rown) Mr. Nixon told a press
conference, "You won't have Richard Nixon to kick
around any morel" Sadly we note, 12 years later, that he
did NOT keep THAT promise either!

FOUR MORE YEARS
Richard Nixon's preside ntial years were marked by
constant breast-beating, flauntin g his patriotism, and
incessant use of words such as "Law & Order," "the
national security" "peace with honor," and other now
inoperative terms.

The 1972 presidential election campaign was not
Nixon vs. McGovern or Democrats vs. Republicans.
Nay ... it was McGovern & the Democrats vs. The Ful l
Resources of T he Government of The United States of
America. In short, McGove rn took on the U.S. and
finished second.

CREEP
The now infamous Committee to Re-Elect The
President was a subtle title for a not-so-subtlety involved group of thugs who worked overtime to under-

130

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

mine the American political system.
Why was it not named The Committee to Re-Elect
Richard Nixon and Spiro Agnew? Perhaps because
Nixon and Agnew's political adversaries were calling
the Nixon administration "the most corrupt administration in American history."

ichard Nixon blinded the American
people with pious rhetoric, with
speeches assuring us that he would not
''abandon our boys over there'' and promises that we
would have "PEACE WITH HONOR."

R

The Law & Order Kids called Americans demonstrating in the streets for an end to the Vietnam War
"unpatriotic, unwashed, and Commie, Pinko, Radi-Libs."
And in the end, Mr. Nixon had to hurry to find the head
of the parade, since HE was the elected leader.

THE LAW AND ORDER KIDS
UNMASKED
Mr. Nixon and Vice President Agnew campaigned
in 1972onastrictLAW &ORDER platform. They were
tired of lawbreakers, campus rioters, demonstrators, and
having criminals apprehended by our local police and
turned loose by "liberal" judges. It was, to make it
perfectly clear, TIME FOR LAW AND ORDER!
The American voter was cautioned on the Law &
Order dictum and what it really represents by various
publications in this land, including this one ... (Nov.
1969).

LAW AND ORDER DEFINED
What Law & Order really meant was this: TRUST
US. WE KNOW WHAT IS GOOD FOR YOU. ANYONE THAT DOESN'T TRUST NIXON & AGNEW IS
NOT A GOOD AMERICAN.
Liberal publications who espouse freedom of speech,
freedom of assembly, etc. are poisoning the minds of our
young people, teaching them to be unpatriotic, and
threatening the overthrow of OUR AMERICAN WAY
OF LIFE. Blah Blah Blah!!
See these American flags we wear in our lapels?
That PROVES we are GOOD OLD BOYS. Anyone who
doesn't wear an American flag in his lapel COUW be
a Commie, Pinko, or WORSE!
The Vietnam War is being waged to keep the world
safe for democracy! Believe us! We need LAW &
ORDER! Jail to the Lawbreakers! We MUST keep
America strong and vigilant! We must safeguard our
American institutions! And on and on and on and on the

haranguing continued.

AGNEW vs. THE PRESS
Nixon sent his main flunky Spiro Agnew on the
campaign trail to discredit the American news media. To
destroy their credibility. They probably realized even
then that SOME DAY people were going to begin to
believe some of the articles about corruption in high
places.

The people were told over and over again that the
American news media was causing serious threats to
our 'national security' because it gave comfort to
Hanoi, and led the Commies to believe that our
nation was not solidly behind 'our boys in Vietnam.'
The Vice President concluded that this 'sniping'
must stop.
The American people should DEMAND that their
newspapers, magazines and radio and television newsmen stop their criticism of the President and Vice
President and let them go about their duties.

AND WHAT WERE
THEY UP TO?
Well, Agnew was out playing golf, and running
around the country further dividing a people whom the
administration was pledged to bring together.
And in the end, just before he resigned in disgrace,
the American people found out that their Vice President
was on 'the take.' That is, while sitting in the 2nd highest
office in the land, he was accepting bribes!

And Spiro appeared in court, pleaded nolo
contendere to tax evasion charges, and split the D.C.
scene. Grown men wept with joy. Others cried in the
realization that while preaching law and order in
every corner of America, Agnew was guilty of the
most petty and inexcusable crime which can be
committed by an elected official -- accepting money
for favors rendered, and misplacement of the public
trust.
gnew (we find it very hard to precede
his name by Mr.) was a fake and a
phony from the very beginning. His name,
of Greek origin, was originally something else. Possibly
because he wanted to appear to be something he was not,
he changed it. Agnew was a sham, a national disgrace,
and a political flunky foisted upon the American people
by PR flacks accustomed to marketing underarm deodorant, soap, and used cars.

A

JUSTICE FOR ALL?
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In the end, the American system ofj ustice prevailed,
because with all the soiled money he was accepting from
his cronies, with all the connections he had in high
places, and with the authority of his office and the
President's, Agnew could not silence the American
news media.
THE NIXON MENTALITY
UNRAVELS
President Nixon was destroyed, not by the American
news media, but by the platoons of power-hungry and
ruthless henchmen he appointed to work in his behalf.
These people owed no allegiance to the United States of
America. Some of them had NEVER worked on political campaigns EXCEPT THOSE FOR RICHARD
NIXON !!
Think about that ... Concerned A mericans? ... or
T unnel-visioned NIXONITES?
The day after Nixon decided to mine Haiphong
Harbor we were treated to photos of the Pres ident's desk
pi led hi gh with laudatory telegrams commending his
courage and praising his actions.
People employed in the news gathering and dissemination media told us privately that messages
being sent to Congressmen were running 10-1
AGAINST the President! Whom to believe?
Whi le the President kept reassuring the American
peopl e that "your Preside nt is NOT A CROOK! ", the

USS Dwight David
Eisenhower
The largest aircraft caiTier in the world at the
time she was completed, the USS Eisenhower
cruises in the Mediterranean Sea, on the lookout
for orne baddies who might want to hurt
America.
r once opined to a man who should know
about these things that it seemed to me that a ship
a large as The Ike would be mighty hard to
defend in case an enemy wanted to take her out.
"David ," he said, "The only enemy that ever
SEES the Eisenhower are the ones we WANT to
see he r."
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American news media wrote articles alleging wrongdoing in the highest seats of our government. Whom to
believe?
While the President's press secretary, and FIRST
MONDAY, the official organ of his party, were assuring
the American people that the Preside nt was being received around the country like a papal emissary, we
personally failed to uncover ANYONE who thought
Mr. Nixon completely innocent of all charges stemming
from W atergate. Whom to believe?
e firmly believe that had not the
Wate r ga te break-in been un cov
ered and the American news media
persisted in pursuit of the truth, the American people
would now be living in a Police State in every sense of
that word. We would be bowing to the demands of the
Haldemans, Mitchells, Erlichmanns, Col sons, Agnew ·.
Nixons, and Hunts.
THE FUEL SHORTAGE
Remember last winter's fuel shortage? Or what was
purported to be one? On January 10, while speaking to
members of San Jose GI Forum and their guests, Con<Yressman Don Edwards (D-Cal) told us that the "fuel
1:>
shortage" would begin to ease up about the 17th of
March and be completely forgotten by mid-summer.
Edwards also said that as the summer wore on.
Demoerates in the Congress would urge President Nixon

W
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to remain in office and let the impeachment process run
its course. AND, SURPRISE!-- REPUBLICAN CONGRESSMENWOULD BE CLAMORING FOR HIS RESIGNATION ... AND EVENTUALLY BRING IT ABOUT!!
Now, your Editor knows one thing: If a politician
can predict it and pinpoint the time element in which it
wi ll occur, the "problem" has a political solution. No?
l t is our firm belief that the so-called fuel shortage
was contrived and managed. For what purpose? Perhaps
to find out just how far your government could go in
getting the American people to forget some of their
freedo ms, and bend to its will.
They were asking, demanding and getting Americans to for-feit the comforts of warmth in winter, cool air
in summer, and gas for the family chariot ... in the
"national interest." ... AND TO MAKE SOME RICH
PEOPLE RICHER!
One brainwashed Jaw enforcement officer even went
on radi o to predic t that crime stati stics would drop as a
result of the fuel shortage. Why? Simple, because criminaL were being forced out of their cars and into public

transportation, and NOBODY TAKES A BUS TO A
BANK ROBBERY!!
Extensive reading about World War IT reveals one
basic fact: When an occupying army attempts to completely subjugate a people, one of the first steps is ro
drastically curtail movement of people, and to impose
curfews.
We could go on and on but by now you have the
picture. Richard Milhous Nixon's presidency was
very beneficial to big business, big bankers, big
industrialists, and those who seek to control the
minds of men.
We know it didn't do a damned thing for the socalledLittleMan ... EXCEPTpossibly enrichhi s knowledge of impeachment law and get him interested in his
American Constitution and Bill of Rights and what
those sacred documents mean.
Personally, Nixon's resignation.felt to your EditOr
like a massive gas pain which has just left the body.
Ahhhhhhh. --E . David Sierra • • • • •

Kapp is Mr. Cal Football
The 1998 ATH-LON COLLEGE FOOTBALL ANNUAL picked California quarterback JOE KAPPas the one
name that best represents the school's football tradition.
Their other picks were John Elway of Stanford, Marcus
Allen of Southern California, and Gary Beban of UCLA.
Kapp, the last quarter back to take the Golden Bears to
the Rose Bowl, in 1960, beat out such distinguished Old
Blues as Pappy W aldorf, Jackie Jensen, Les Richter, Brick
Mu ller, John Olszewski , Matt Hazeltine, Vic Bottari, Babe
Horreii ,John Ralston,BuckShaw, Andy Smith, Paul Larson,
Craig Morton, Jim Monachino , Rod Franz, Ed White, and
Chuck Muncie.
Cal football coach Joe Kapp watches his quarterback
dropping back, ready to heave a pass downfield. Kapp's
coaching career at Cal was highlighted by an upset of USC
in hi s first year, being named Pac 10 Coach of the Year; and
the famous five laterals final play that defeated John Elway's
Stanford eleven in Kapp's final year as coach of the Golden
Bears.
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Why We
behave
the way
we do ...
EDITOR'S NOTE: I wrote the following
article for the program of the Barrio Alcohol I Drugs Conference program that
Vida Nueva SLE produced for twelve years
at Ehnwood Correctional Facility, Milpitas,
Calif. Over 200 high school students come
to discuss contemporary problems and
seek solutions to the problems of alcohol
and drugs.

(A few years ago, we attended a workshop
dealing with adolescent behavior. The following thoughts are from notes taken at that
meeting).
en a child is born, it doesn't
KNOW anything. All knowl
dge must be acquired. Through
different stages of its young life, a baby learns
right from wrong, what he I she is permitted to
do and what is a "no no".
THE AGE OF MISTRUST
Between the time he is born and he becomes 2 years old, a baby goes through the age
of Mistrust. He is confused. He may be the son
of a 14 yr. old dad or a 45 yr. old dad. His
parents may be alcoholics and/ or drug addicts or they may be religious fanatics. He may
hear two or more languages spoken by those
around him. He may be the product of a mixed
marriage, orlivinginaforeigncountry. He has
to be kissed, picked up, patted tenderly, and
shown that he is loved ... by SOMEbody.
Between the ages of 2 and 4, he has the
problem of Autonomy vs. Doubt. He either
questions everything he sees (because it is all

W
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new) or he becomes a "loner" and doesn't care
about others.
At ages 4 to 5, he enters the Initiative vs.
Guilt stage. He eithers gets into everything
and does everything or begins to feel guilty
because he didn't get involved.
FEELING UNBONDED
Troubled youth feel "unbonded" to the
world. They feel unconnected to the world
around them and to those living on his planet.
They need love and affection and reassurance
from their parents and other adults to let them
know that they are all right and that they
"belong" in this new world they are discovering
day by day. They need to be told that they are
not being "scolded" for doing something
"wrong", they are being taught the difference
between right and wrong. Education is a positive and they should be encouraged to try to
learn as much as they can.
A psychologist once said that a newborn
baby left alone with just food and water in his
crib, would die. He would not know what to do.
An adult touching him, expressing love, and
treating him tenderly assures the newborn
baby that he is "wanted" and that there is a
place for him.
DATED PSYCHOWGY
In this country, the psychologist opined,
we are teaching psychology based on that
taught in a private school in 17th century
Europe.
"Making
life's important
decisions"

0

utmoded thinking leads to out
moded teaching and to out
moded learning. The world has
changed tremendously and our children need
to be taught what is relevant in the world in
which they are growing up.
At ages 6-11 is the Industry vs. Inferiority
stage at which a child either acquires a good
work ethic or he does not. If he feels that
constructive work is not essential for existence, he will grow up avoiding work and
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avoiding life's responsibilities. That can have
horrible repercussions later in life.
On the other hand, if he is industrious
society gains one more contributor and as a
people we are enriched by his contributions.
THE FORMATIVE YEARS

Ages 12-18 is the Identity vs. Role Confusion stage. These are the formative years. Our
feelings toward social behavior, occupational
goals, sex orientation, and decisions about
smoking or not smoking, or drinking and
taking drugs or abstinence are made now. We
begin to shape ourselves into the kind of adult
we will be.
From 19 to 40 years of age is the Intimacy
vs. Isolation stage. They should be the ..best
years of our life... They should be productive
years, working in a job we enjoy doing. We
should form friendships with people with whom

"Taking longer
to grow up"

crowded housing in a drugs-infested neighborhood as the reason he never became successful. A driven, upwardly mobile person, on
the other hand, can use that same reason for
struggling mightily to .. escape.. from his humble
beginnings and earn himself a share of the
good things in life.
sychologists believe that an irre
sponsible 20-year old can be re
prograrnr.ned into being a responsible person in two years with intensive managed health care by a team of people who know
what they are doing. But key, again, is that the
irresponsible person has to want to change.

P

COMMUNICATING

Young persons walking around in our
society with their ears wired to a portable
radio or CD player are communicating to
those around them that they wish to be left
alone. They don't want to converse, they don't
want to be asked their opinion about anything, they want an excuse for saying they did
not hear what they don't want to hear.
VIDEO GAMES

we have things in common, so we can
enjoy our adult life and retirement years in the
company of friends with mutual hobbies, likes
and dislikes. If we don't, we become recluses,
drifting through life being lonely and unattached to anything or anyone. This leads to
trouble. Everyone needs love.
ADOLESCENCE

e have learned recently that
psychologists used to consider
a person ..grown up .. when they
reached the age of 18. Now, because of the
proliferation of drugs and alcohol in our society, and because young people are taking
those drugs at a much earlier age, it is taking
them longer to mature into adulthood.

W

ENVIRONMENT

The environment a person is born into is
very important in determining how a person
will grow up and what attitudes and perspectives he will adopt. Included are trust, predictability, and consistency.
An irresponsible person may use the fact
that he was born of humble parents in over-

The ubiquitious video games teach young
people that there is NO adverse consequence
to destructive behavior. Oft times the winner
is the person who zaps the most people and
destroys the most property.
When young people grow up being destructive to public property (graffiti, for example) we
should not be surprised. It is normal for them
to believe that the more property they destroy
the more acceptance they will gain in their
community. The video games they are playing
and the movies they are watching teach them
that.
LOSING TOUCH WITH REALITY

Often the young person loses touch with
reality. They view movies in which the hyped
star of the film takes on some baddies wielding
automatic weapons and because he practices
some far eastern martial art, subdues them
and leaves them lying in the gutter. Or ... in
the last reel, he cuffs them and leads them off
to jail. That is not reality. If someone is holding
an automatic weapon on you and he asks that
you dance, you had probably best do your
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damndest imitation of Gene Kelly or you're
dust, amigo.
etting sprayed by bullets from
an automatic weapon brings on
death, quickly and finally. Unlike,
Chuck Norris or Bruce Lee, you won't be back
next week for another thrilling adventure.
You'll be planted, old folks will weep, the guy
in black will orate, and you're history.
SEXUAL ATTITUDES
Surveys tell us that 72°A> of the teenagers in
this country have had sex by the time they are
17 years old.
Psychologists say that sex has replaced
verbal interaction among some adolescents. If
they can't think of anything to say to that
young man or young lady friend, then they
grope at each other and see what "develops".
Then you have something to talk about the
next day at school.
Young people take drugs when they are 810 years old, have sex at 12, and get drivers
licenses, when they turn 16. What is the
chance of that teenager growing up with responsible attitudes toward a healthy life~~le,
respect for the opposite sex, and recogniZing
that driving is a privilege not a God-given
right? (And, remember what psychologists
say about adolescents maturing later now
because of extensive drug use). Do you feel
comfortable knowing that young people who
are 12 years old mentally are sharing the road
with you?

"Mom, I don't

G

THE PARENTS

In households that are totally dysfunctional, that is, the parents take drugs along
with their children, there is a very good chance
that the family dynamics are being shaped by
teens, some of whom become expert manipulators. They learn very early in life that since

Books Won't Burn
"Books won't stay burned. They
won't bum. Ideas won't go to jail."
-- Alfred W. Griswold
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feel good
today ... "
mom and dad are in a constant haze, they
don't much care what the youngsters do nor
whom they associate with. They learn to "use"
the parents to get what they want, when they
want it. Later come the threats of bodily harm
... or worse ... if the parents do not comply with
the requests.
Cocaine, crank, speed and other drugs
make a person "hyper". When they have it,
everything is right with the world. When they
don't have it, life gets very, very boring. Drugs,
then, become self-prescribed anti-depressants.
They are a chemical creation of self-esteem.
AFRAID OF LIFE
We recently heard a 24-year old man tell us
that he took drugs because he was afraid of
life. His mother constantly urged him to find
a job so he could contribute toward supporting their household. He knew that h.e had no
marketable job skills. He was afrrud to ask
anyone to hire him. So he took drugs. Every
day his excuse was the same, "Mom, I d~n't
feel good this morning. I'll look for a JOb
tomorrow." That became his vicious circle. If
he felt good, he was expected to go seek work.
His escape was to find drugs every night so he
would not have to seek work the next day.
THE VICIOUS CYCLE
ontinued use of alcohol and
drugs eventually leads to arrest
and incarceration ... jail. Your life
becomes a vicious cycle of drug use -jailfreedom- drug use- jail, etc. Your self-esteem
takes a tremendous hit. The conclusion is,
inevitably, permanent incarceration, or your
life ends .. . unexpectedly . . . prematurely ...
and forever.

C

David Sierra is a staff member,
Vida Nueva S.L.E., San Jose.
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San Jose GI Forum
Veterans Recognition
Night honors Trujillo,
Lostaunau, Rodriguez
Veterans Recognition Night
Nov. 14, 2003
The guests of honor were former Chairman Charles
Lostaunau, a veteran of the lOlst Airborne Division;
Charlie Trujillo, author of SOLD ADOS, a book about
the experiences of soldiers from his hometown in Vietnam; and GIForumNational Chairman David Rodriguez,
a decorated Vietnam War veteran.
fter SJ Forum Chairman AI Villalobos
gave a welcome address, the pledge of
allegiance was recited by Chapter Sergeant
at Arms Frank Caballero.
Luis Gonzales, Chaplain, asked for a moment of
si lence in tribute to three recently deceased GI Forum
members Monico Amador, Pedro "Pete" Gonzalez, and
Ray Renteria, Jr.
Presentation of the awards was done by Master of
Ceremonies Rigo Chacon and Chairman AI Villalobos.
That was followed by the attendees singing Stephen
Foster's The Star Spangled Banner, which goes:
Oh say; can you see, by the dawn's early light,
What so proudly we hailed at the twilight's last
gleaming.
Whose broad stripes and bright stars,

A

Thro'theperilousfight, O'erthe rampartswewatch'd,
were so gallantly streaming?
And the rockets' red glare, the bombs bursting in air,
Gave proof through the night that our flag was still
there.
0 say does that star-spangled banner yet wave,
O'er the Land ofthe Free and the Home ofthe Brave.
I love group singing, especially when they sing that
song. Particularly the last line.

POW /MIA
REMEMBRANCE
Gloria and I were very impressed with one of the
exhibits at the dinner. A small table set off to one side of
the room, covered with a white tablecloth, a single red
rose in a vase, a red ribbon on the vase, a slice of lemon
on a plate, salt sprinkled on the plate, an inverted glass,
an empty chair, a candle, and the American flag.
All attendees were given a sheet explaining the
significance of the display. This is what it read:
THOSE WHO HAVE SERVED, and those currently serving in the uniformed services of the United
States, are ever mindful that the sweetness of enduring
peace has always been tainted by the bitterness of
personal sacrifice. We are compelled to never forget that
while we enjoy our daily pleasures, there are others who
have endured and may still be enduring the agonies of
pain deprivation and imprisonment.
Before we begin our activities, we pause to recognize our POWS and MIAs. We call your attention to
this small table, which occupies a place of dignity and
honor. It is set for one, symbolizing the fact that
members of our armed forces are missing from our
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The Ritual of Wiggle
How Politicos Avoid Jail
THE FORUMEER
Nov-Dec 1976

This article was first published in The Forumeer,
official publication of the American GI Forum, when
I was its editor.
In recent years we have been astonished to learn
almost daily of scandal after scandal by people at the
highest levels of our government.
president who vowed that he was not
a crook was found to be just that and
left office in disgrace. A vice president was
accused by the U.S. Justice Department of being .. on
the take.. and was forced out of office. We have had
more attorneys general in the past few years than most
of us can keep track of.
Congressmen have been seen cavorting in the Tidal
Basin in D.C. in the early hours with exotic dancers,
one of them was found to have employed a brassy blonde
as his .. secretary .. for sexual purposes. Many of our

A

Vets Recognition
(Cont. from Pg 136)
ranks. They are referred to as POWs and MIAs.
We call them comrades. They are unable to be with
their loved ones and families, so we join together to pay
humble tribute to them, and to bear witness to their
continued absence.
THE TABLE IS SMALL, symbolizing the frailty of
one prisoner, alone against his or her suppressors.
THE TABLECLOTH IS WHITE, symbolic of purity of their intentions to respond to their country•s call
to arms.
THE SINGLE ROSE in the vase signifies the blood
they may have shed in sacrifice to ensure the freedom of
our beloved United States of America. This rose also

elected politicians have been accused of being on the
.. bribe .. list of foreign governments, large industrialists,
and companies eager to acquire government contracts.

The names Nixon, Agnew, Mitchell, Kliendienst,
Hays, Mills, Howe, Erlichmann, Haldeman,
Hinshaw, Colson, Hunt, Dean, Segretti, Chapin,
Kalmbach, Gurney, Connally and Butz have become
synonymous with "distrust" in our institutions.
Their skullduggery has cost Americans hundreds of
millions of dollars, and more seriously, has undermined
the confidence of our youth in their government and its
elected officials.
Their connivers and violators of the public trust have
gotten off relatively easy in comparison with common
citizens who overpark, run a red light, or solicit a Street
Princess for prostitution. Some of them have gone to
prison, if you can call those .. country clubs .. to which
they have been assigned, prisons. Others (Nixon,
Agnew) have merely resigned their office and escaped
prison by practicing the tried and tested (and success(Cont. on Pg 138)

reminds us of the family and friends of our missing
comrades who keep faith, while awaiting their return.
THE RED RIBBON on the vase represents the red
ribbons worn on the lapels of the thousands who demand, with unyielding determination, a proper account
of our comrades who are not among us.
A SLICE OF LEMON on the plate reminds us of
their bitter fate.
THE SALT sprinkled on the plate reminds us of the
countless fallen tears of families as they wait.
THE GLASS IS INVERTED, they cannot toast with
us at this time.
THE CHAIR IS EMPTY. They are NOT here.
THE CANDLE is reminiscent of the light of hope,
which lives in our hearts to illuminate their way home,
away from their captors, to open arms of a grateful
nation.
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Ritual of Wiggle
(Cont. from Pg 137)
ful) RITUAL OF WIGGLE.

W

hat is the Ritual of Wiggle? It is a

series of steps which a politician (or
high level bureaucrat) takes to save his
neck when he is caught with his hands in the public
money till, carrying on with taxpayer-subsidized prostitutes, or accepting bribes or illegal campaign contributions.
There are 13 basic rules the wayward legislator must
follow if he is to survive in office after his constituents,
the press, or his opponents expose his inadequacies, his
philandering, or his dipping his greedy claws into the
public money trough.
RULE 1- ADMIT NOTIDNG until you know the
worst. If it looks line a one-shot affair, hide until it blows
over.
RULE 2 - IF YOU MUST SPEAK OUT, confess
to what is known, evade what is unknown, and cry. CRY.
RULE 3- IF AT ALL POSSIBLE, give the money
back, or at least give it to someone.
RULE 4 - IF PARTIAL CONFESSION and restitution fail to stem the headlines, arrange a quickie exoneration from a semi-respected source.

RULE 5 - IF THE UNPLEASANTNESS PERSISTS, use the .. stranger in paradise .. routine. You can't

Vets Recognition Night
(Cont. from Pg 137)
THE AMERICAN FLAG reminds us that many of
them may never return ... and have paid the supreme
sacrifice to insure our freedom.
Let us pray to the Supreme Commander that all of
our comrades will soon be back within our ranks. Let us
remember ... and never forget their sacrifice.
May God forever watch over them and protect them
and their families.

EDITOR'S COMMENT: I tis events such
as this that makes one proud to be a member
of San Jose Chapter of the American GI
Forum.

help it if goodhearted friends have an urge to shower
you with gifts or if lucky fate strews your path with
roses.

RULE 6- INSIST THAT YOU WOULD HAVE
DONE THE SAME FAVOR for any of your constituents.

RULE 7 - AT THE MOMENT OF DEEPEST
PERSONAL DISGRACE, announce for reelection.
RULE 8 - SET UP A SERIES OF ENDORSEMENTS by prominent churchmen.
RULE 9- IT'S TIME TO PICKASCAPEGOAT.
RULE 10 - IF NEWSMEN PERSIST, bolder
moves are advisable: issue a statement requesting an
official investigation.

RULE 11 - THREATEN A MULTI-MILLION
DOLLAR LmEL SUIT against your accusers but
don't file it. If you must file for tactical reasons, withdraw it before it gets to trial.

RULE 12- WHEN JUDICIAL PROCEEDINGS
BECOME INEVITABLE, claim constitutional immunity.

RULE 13 - DURING TRIAL OR IMPEACHMENT PROCEEDINGS, observe all the traditional
formalities listed below:
A. From now on, NEVER APPEAR IN PUBLIC
WITHOUT YOUR WIFE. Be sure your entire family,
including pre-school children, attends every court session. The spectacle of your wife and children being subjected to all the evidence of your wrongdoing day after
day will distress the jury and incline them toward pity
for you.
B. FEIGN ll..LNESS, and a sort of stunned vacuity,
as if the indignity of it all is too much for your sensitive
nature. This is groundwork for a convincing loss of
memory when you take the stand. Loss of weight, a
sickly pallor, a cane, the general look of a man about to
break, are mandatory if one is to create the .. hasn't he
suffered enough .. atmosphere.
C. When questioned by the press, emphasize how
you WELCOME THE CHANCE TO CLEAR YOUR
NAME, how you are bothered by the suffering being
inflicted on your family. How glad you will be when
you can get back to your legislative duties.
D. EMPLOY THE ..PARTIAL EXPERT, .. the C.P.A.
to give a tidied statement of your net worth; the paid
handwriting expert to testify that it was NOT your signature. After all, the tax consultant (retired) who will

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

139

Santa Clara County
United Veterans
Council boots out
San Jose Gl Forum!
On May 28, 1970, the United Veterans Council of
Santa Clara County, Inc. wrote a letter to Dan Tellez,
Chairman, San Jose GI Forum, to wit:
Dear Sir:
A question of GI Forum eligibility to
membership to the United Veterans Counci l of Santa Clara County came to the
attention of our delegates at the last meeting of this Council on May 5th, 1970
A decision was rendered as fo llows:
(from the approved minutes)
"After a lengthy discussion concerning the eligibility of the GI Forum

Ritual of Wiggle
(Cont. from Pg 138)
swear he told you not to list those testimonial purses
can always say he isn't familiar with the latest laws.
F. IF CONVI CTED, abandon all dignity and BEG
FOR MERCY.
F. If despite this plea, you are se ntenced to prison
anyway, announce that you are getting the warden to
assign you to the V.I.P. HOSPITAL. You will be constantly attended by doctors and subsequently REMEMBERED NOT AS A JAILBIRD BUT AS A PATIENT.
G. DON'T DESPAIR. Remember that Congressman
Tom Lane was reelected after he was convicted. So were
Jim Curley and Adam Clayton Powell. Also, there is

as members in the United Veterans
Council of Santa Clara County, a motion was made, and properly seconded,
and passed unanimously to drop them
from the membership rolls."
This was a corrective action TAKEN
BY TillS COUNCIL inasmuch as the GI
Forum organization is not properly recognized by Congress of the United States.
Yours truly,
Ray E. Claudy, Sec'y,
United Veterans Council of Santa Clara
County.

the bottom line result-- YOU CAN GET A PRESIDENTIAL PARDON.
The entrie booklet, THE RITUAL OF WIGGLEFrom Ruin to Reelection by James Boyd, goes into great
detail to illustrate how legislators wiggle out of "tough"
situations.
It is available from:
THE WASHINGTON MONTHLY
1028 Connecticut Ave., NW
Washington, D.C. 20036
Get your copy of THE RITUAL OF WIGGLE so
that you can keep track of the shenanigans of YOUR
congressman as they occur, and so that you can understand what you are reading in your daily newspaper and
(Cont. on Pg. 140)
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Vets Council boots SJ Forum
(Cont. from Pg 139)
WHY DID TIDS HAPPEN?: A few weeks prior
to May 28, about 16-17 members of San Jose GI Forum
attended an Installation of Officers dinner at which our
member, Amadeo Chapa, was installed as an officer of
the United Veterans Council of Santa
(Cont. on Pg 140)
Clara County. As people were introduced, they rose
and snapped off a salute to the person chairing the
meeting.
The GI Forum members did not salute the chair,
probably because we do not do that at our meetings.
Secondly, speaking for myself, I am not a veteran and
don't feel I must salute anything other than the American
Flag.
After the meeting, in the bar, one of the American
Legion members asked me what branch of the service I
had been in since I had been introduced as Chairman of
San Jose GI Forum.
"None," I said, "I have never been in the mili-

tary."
"How can you be Chairman of the GI Forum if
you're not a veteran?" he asked.
"Because in our organization, 25% of the members of each chapter can be non-veterans," I said.
.. WHY IS THAT? .. he asked, raising his voice.
.. Perhaps because, .. I replied, reaching for another
beer, .. our organization is farsighted enough to see that
there may come a day when there will be no wars, and
maybe no Veterans of Foreign Wars, and we want to
continue to exist."
He turned away, and went to talk to some .. real
authentic veterans" and we were pretty much ignored by
them for the rest of the evening. Later came the letter.

Ritual of Wiggle
(Cont. from Pg 139)
what you are hearing on the 6 o'clock news
We guarantee it is more fun than reading the
Katzenjammer Kids!
--E. David Sierra, Editor

Some years later, Santa Clara County had an effort
under way, led by Congressional Medal ofHonorrecipient Carlos Ogden, to build a Veterans Memorial in
downtown San Jose.

One veterans organization was first to
donate $5,000 to kick off the effort. Can you
guess which organization it was? Well, if you
guessed San Jose GI Forum, the one that
allows 25% non-veterans to join, and the one
that elected E. David Sierra as its first nonveteran chairman in 1967, you'd be right on
the money!
Your mama didn't raise any dumb ones!

True virtue is life under
the direction of reason.
Benedict Spinoza, 1677

Rosie Pitman,
WUHS
Rosie Pitman, whom a number of people
consider to be the best athlete ever to attend
Woodlake High School, my alma mater, played
on some pretty good softball teams.
She was a member of the Fresno Rockets of
the ASA Women's Major Fast Pitch League
when they won the national championship:
Toronto, Canada ..... ................... 1953
Orange, Calif. .. .. ... .. .... ....... ..... ... 1954
Buena Park, Calif....................... 1957
She was also with the Rockets for the playoffs at Stratford, Connecticut in '58, '59, '60, '62,
'63, '65, '67, '68, and 1970.
I remember reading in the Los Angeles
TIMEs that she had hit a home run in Stratford
but when I wrote to her to ask about that, she
graciously replied, but wrote that she did not
remember the home run. That's Rosie Pitman.

141

CON SAFOS --A CHICANo•s JOURNEY THROUGH LIFE IN CALIFORNIA

An Amicus Curie Brief to the U.S. Supreme Court

The Bakke Decision
October 1977

This editorial ran in the October 1977 issue
of THE LEADER, official publication of San
Jose GI Forum. Later in the year, I submitted a
.. Friend of the Court .. (Amicus Curie) brief to
the United States Supreme Court.
My friend and editorial critic, Joaquin Brito,
somehow got a copy of my Amicus Curie sent to
the Court and called to congratulate me on my
arguments. I very much appreciated his congratulatory remarks.
--E.T. Sierra

THE BAKKE DECISION
In 1973-74, Alan Bakke, a white engineer in his mid30·s, applied to the UC Davis Medical School. After
being rejected twice, he filed a lawsuit against the
Special Admissions Program, charging that he was a
victim of .. reverse discrimination .. , rejected because he
was white and that other .. less qualified .. minority students were admitted through the Special Admissions
Program.

0

n Sept. 16, 1977 the California Su
preme Court upheld Bakke's charge
of reverse discrimination, and declared
that the Special Admissions Program at UC Davis
was unconstitutional.
The courts claimed that the program violated the
equal protection clause of the 14th amendment. On Oct.
12, 1977 the U.S. Supreme Court will begin to hear the
appeal filed by the Regents of the U. of California vs.
Allan Bakke (Case No. 76-811). The Bakke Case will
test whether affirmative action programs, designed to
improve educational and job opportunities for racial
minorities and women, are constitutional if they unfairly
penalize white men.

The case is both legally complex and politically
explosive because of its wide ranging discriminatory
implications to both whites and racial minorities. The
issue is so controversial that 148 special interest groups
have filed their own briefs with the court.

If reverse discrimination is accepted as a legal
argument, it would serve as justification to do away
with Special Admissions and Affirmative Action
type programs.
It would do away with BOP and Upward Bound and
various recruitment programs to attract minorities to the
universities.

On the job market it would eliminate affirmative
action and training programs for minorities and
women.
The University has contended and hopefully, it will
continue to exercise discretion in arguing that using race
as one criteria is in the interests of the people of Cali fornia.
By increasing minority students, it would improve
health care to the poor and minorities by expecting
minority students to return to their respective barrios,
etc.

The impact and implications of the Bakke Decision are far reaching for the American GI Forum
and other concerned minority organizations.
We urge you to call your friends and constituents to
join us in our opposition to the Bakke Decision.
We call upon the United States Supreme Court to
reverse the decision of the California Supreme Court on
Sept. 16, 1977.
--E. David Sierra.

Safety of People
The safety of the people
shall be the highest law
--Cicero
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bar and buy him a coke, QUICK! ..
He did not budge, intently eyeing the game.
I put my drink down, grabbed the kid up in both

Booze
at the

Bobby Garcia's kids, Kenny and Bobby
Jr. were playing baseball for Yerba Buena
H.S. After a very successful season, they
were involved in the playoffs at PAL stadium in East San Jose.
We had agreed to meet at the stadium and watch the
kids play .It had been years since I had seen a high school
baseball game.
I had taken two large bottles of Coca Cola and spiked
them with copious amounts ofSeagrams VO. I had them
in a paper bag and openly displayed them to the security
guard as I entered the stadium. I found my friends,
Bobby and his wife Socorro, Ray Garcia and his wife
Jane, Jess .. Montana.. Munoz, Kenny Saucedo, and Paul
Gary. All loyal Y.B. fans.
Just after the game started, Montana and I poured
ourselves and the other guys a drink from the large bottle
of coke. We were drinking practically under the nose of
a San Jose Police Officer who was standing about six
rows behind us, watching the game from the last row of
the bleachers.
Pretty soon, one of the kids, I don't remember whose
child it was, started pointing at the bottles of .. coke .. and
screaming bloody murder! He wanted a drink too!
That was a problem that we had not anticipated. I
whispered to Montana, .. Take that brat over to the snack

arms and walked off the bleachers and toward the
snack bar. The kid was still screaming like a banshee
at the top of his voice!
He finally quieted down when I told him to order
anything he wanted. He got a big candy bar, and the
biggest coke I had ever seen in my life ... It must've been
a half gallon, at least ... in a plastic container. I paid for
it, and walked the happy kid back to our seats in the
bleachers.
When I got back, the San Jose Chota was dumping
the bottles of coke behind the bleachers. When I had
taken the young brat to the snack bar, the Chota had put
two and two together and come up with four.

*El Gavilan Pedero
In the mid-50's, we were working in a vineyard near Exeter, Calif., picking table grapes at
the Dufflemeyer Ranch. There were men and
women in the crew.
One day as a small group of men and women
were having lunch one of the men, having fallen
asleep, laid a loud, raspy fart.
Apparently without thinking of where he
was, a Mexican national quickly exclaimed,

*..

No me los heches al aire,
que no soy tu gavilan,
Echamelos en la punta,
Que de ay no se me van!"

His remarks were followed by a stunned
silence. Then one woman started laughing, the
other ladies followed, and then we all did.

*
**

The Parting Sparrow Hawk.
No translation will be furnished. You
Hookies should have taken Spanish in
high school.
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A Murder in Woodlake
byE David Sierra

I was living in Woodlake. It was Thanksgiving
Day. We had eaten our fill of turkey and all the
trimmings. Early in the afternoon, Kenny Saucedo
in vited me to go with him and another guy , just
riding around drinking beer. We meandered all over
country roads, drinking beer, eventually driving into
Fresno. Just cruising.
Then the guy driving the car decided to go see his
fami ly livin g in a small cotton pickers camp just
outside of Coalinga. I remember it as a very cold,
dreary , overcast day. When we arrived at the camp,
the guy left Kenny and I in the car and went inside a
large tent to visit with his family.
bout two hours later, we began to
worry because it was getting dark
and we had seen no sign of our friend.
At about 8 PM, a man approached the car, said he
was our friend's brother and that our friend was
very drunk and had passed out. He was inside the
tent sleeping it off.
Meanwhile, their mother was very sick and he
had to take her to the hospital in Coalinga. Kenny
suggested that he and I stay at the camp and go find
his friend who had brought us there, and try to find
out when he intended driving us back to Woodlake.
"Kenny," I argued, "It will be warm in the
hospi tal. Not only that, we can get something to eat
in Coalinga. It'll be warm inside the hospital. We can
make phone calls from there. Your friend is passed
out. He's not gonna worry about us. We don't know
what's gonna happen out here, but we ought to stay

A

Society prepares
the crime; the criminal commits it.
--Henry Thomas Bu ckle

with the car, I think!"
A little while later the brother of our friend came

back and said he was taking his mother to the hospital, and we could go too if we wanted to. Of course, we
went.
We finally got back to the cotton camp at about 2
AM By now it was bitterly cold. The brother brought us
a couple of old blankets, told us to get as comfortable as
we could, and that he would drive us back to Woodlake
as soon as it got light the next morning.
Kenny was madder than hell
"Este cab ron me va a pagar esta pinehi movida !" he
said, angrily.
Ididn'tknow the guy at all, I had never seen him until
that afternoon when we decided to go riding with him.
But Kenny kept repeating his threat.
We froze our ass that night. I don't ever remember
being that cold in all my life, even going to football
games in November.
The next morning, at daybreak, our friend's brother
came out ofthe large tent with two small cups of coffee,
put them in our hands, and announced that he was
driving us back to Woodlake.

Kenny asked the guy about his brother. Wasn't
he going back to Woodlake? Didn't he want to talk to
us? No, replied the brother, he's still asleep.
Kenny and the guy made small talk all the 80-some
miles from Coalinga to Woodlake. I was so angry, I
pretended to be asleep. I didn't know the guy, and didn't
want to know him.
hen we got back home, my sister in
law Hema asked me, "Where have
you been all night?"
I told her the story about going riding, winding up in
Coalinga, about going to the hospital, and the guy's
brother finally bringing us home.
"Why didn't you call?" she asked.
"I never thought about it," I replied.
After a short while she blurted out, "Henry Rubi o
killed Joe Zavala! "

W
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"WHAT?" I asked.

"Henry Rubio killed Joe Zavala. Over by Castle
Rock!" she added.
We talked about it for awhile. I must have asked her
a million questions, but she had very little hard information. Then I went to my room to get some badly needed
sleep.
I would wait for the Fresno BEE, who I was sure
would have the story in that afternoon's edition. It did.
Here is what they wrote:

Woodlake Youth

Is Shot Fatally By
Friend Of Sister
VISALIA, Tulare Co. --A murder charge was to be
filed today against Henry Rubio, 22, of 332 Lemona
Street, Woodlake, the admitted slayer late yesterday of
Joseph Zavala, Jr., 19, of 492 North Palm Street,
Woodlake.
ubio, after turning himself in to Chief of
Police Gus West of Woodlake, said he
shot Zavala with a .30 caliber rifle because
he was afraid Zavala was going to assault him for going
with Zavala's 18 year old sister. Rubio is married
Sheriff Sandy Robinson said Zavala, his brother
Ralph, 17, and a friend, Frank Mejia, were riding in a
pickup truck driven by the victim when Rubio, in a car,
beckoned for them to follow him.

R

Vehicles Stop
When they reached Castle Rock Road, east of
Woodlake, Rubio stopped his car and the pickup stopped
behind, Robinson said.
Rubio then stepped from his car with the rifle and
fired two shots into the pickup cab. The first struck
Zavala in the head and the second hit the windshield but
not the men inside

Z

avala was taken by ambulance to the
Woodlake Hospital, where he died in a
little more than an hour.

Rubio then drove to the police station and told West
he had committed the shooting West turned him over to
sheriffs officers who held him on suspicion of murder.

Will File Charge
Chief Deputy District Attorney John P. Hyland said
he will file a murder charge today and expected Rubio to

be arraigned this afternoon in the Woodlake Justice
Court.
In a statement to Hyland, Rubio said he and the
Zavala brothers had had an argument Saturday about
whether he should continue to see their sister, who is
single Rubio added the brothers threatened to beat him
up if he did not stop.
Ralph Zavala told Hyland he and his brother had no
thought of attacking Rubio but said they objected to a
married man dating their sister.

EDITOR'S NOTES: As soon as Hema told
me about the killing, I understood why they had
been very concerned about why neither of us had
come home that night. Ralph Zavala was dating
Kenny's sister, Irene (or were they already married
to each other?).
Just a few days prior to the murder, I had been
working for Joe Zavala, Sr, doing farm work, so
Kenny and I both knew the Zavala brothers. We
also knew Henry Rubio very well.
hen they had the hearing in
Woodlake a few months later,
it was in the middle of winter and
there isn't much farm work to do. Many friends of
both the Rubio family and the Zavalas were able to
go to the hearings.
I remember Rubio testifying that he and a
bracero friend of his had been riding around town
the morning of the murder. Then they decided to
go outside of town and shoot at some beer cans.
He loaded the rifle, set up some beer cans on a
rock, and began shooting at them He also testified
that they were drinking beer
If my memory serves me, the bracero testified
at the hearing that he was asleep when the shooting
occured. He then disappeared, probably back to
Mexico, to avoid testifying at the trial.
Rubio was found guilty and served time in the
state penitentiary.

W

Many, many years later, 2001 to be exact, I
finally asked Kenny if he had caught up with
the guy who drove us to Coalinga and left us in
that cotton pickers camp, high and dry.
"I went after him with a tire iron," he said, and
smiled broad!y. • • • • •
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A Giant Has Fallen

ERNESTO
GALARZA
July 1984

The Leader

rnesto Galarza, known to
many of us for many years
as one of the most outspoken
Chicano activists in this country, passed
away on Friday, June 22, 1984 in San Jose,
where he lived for many years.

E

Best known, perhaps, for his book MERCHANTS
OF LABOR, and other literary works, Galarza was
an indefatigable fighter for his raza.
He graduated from Occidental College, Los Angeles, in 1927, the only Chicano in his class. He went on to
Stanford University and to a doctorate in the history of
public law from Colu mbia Un iversity,
New York City.
Galarza was a
The Mexican Bracero Story
good friend of the
American GI Forum.
We met him for the
first time at a San Jose
Chapter meeting in
1964, addressing the
issue of P.L. 78, the
Bracero Program, and
he inspired many of
us to take up the cause
•• G.-.lan..l
of
the
United
Farmworkers. Two
.....
days later, Chairman
Ernie Vasquez and I
were in San Francisco, at a federal hearing, testifying
against agribusiness and working to eliminate the bracero
program.
In those years it seemed that Dr. Galarza was present
fflh.'tlo

SIGNING -- Ernesto Galarza, left, author of
MERCHANTS OF LABOR, autographs a copy
for American GI Forum National Editor David
Sierra at a San Jose GI Forum meeting in
January of 1965.
at every Chicano happening. We heard him speak to
Chicano groups three times in one week. The last time
we saw him was a few years ago, at a Cinco de Mayo
celebration at Central Park in Santa Clara, again at the
podium, and again reminding us to struggle for our
rights, and to make this nation give us every bit of
opportunity to which Americans are entitled.
fter his address, Dr. Galarza's dignity and
stature did not preclude him from stepping
to the back of the room to share a jigger of
Tequila with friends, make some new friends, and
continue to urge those around him to support the struggles
of Cesar Chavez, Dr. Hector P. Garcia, Reies Lopez
Tijerina, et al.
A few months later he sent us copies of what he
called "mini-libros" that he had written and published.
They were books for children, a new area of involvement for Dr. Galarza perhaps, but not surprising, for he
was a very complex and talented individual, concerned
about everyone and involved in everything.
Dr. Galarza was truly a human being about
whom it can be said that we are better people for having
(Cont. on Pg 146)
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Al-Shamali's Letter,
New Years Day,

Jan.1,1988
1 January, 1988
The Leader
San Jose GI Forum
1680 Alum Rock Ave.
San Jose, Calif.
Atten: D. Sierra
Dear David:
Happy New Year! I know that you don't know me,
and that is not important.
I am writing to tell you that this morning was the
first time that I read THE LEADER. That in itself is
not "Big News", but after reading your newsletter I
have finally decided what direction my career will
take.
You see, for 15 years I worked in the electronics
industry as an inspector of multi-layer flex circuits. I
learned all phases of manufacturing and have progressed to the "title" of Quality Assurance Manager (in
name only).

I have peaked out in my industry, not only financially but every other way also. So having tired of my
type of work (several years ago) I have been mulling
over my options. Now I realize that I will do what I have
always wanted to do, and that is write.
Why am I telling you this, you ask yourself. Well,
only to say that I like your style of writing. I'm assuming
that you wrote the newsletter. And I want to say also that
I want to write and I need some direction.
You see I have always wanted to write a book; and
I don't know where to begin.
I will close this letter now. But before I stop writing
I will say "Thank You" for helping me to make an
important decision.
You may not realize how you effect people with
your writing. I wish I could express myself better in
writing to tell you how happy I feel right now. You
have no idea how difficult it is to go thru life with no
"direction."
The "lack of goals" is what makes people go into
depression. Now I have a great weight lifted off of me,
and I am finally free. What a way to begin the new year!
And it's all because of you!!!
P.S. This is not bullshit!!!
Thank you,
Joan Al-Shamali
678 So. 7th Street
San Jose, Calif. 95112

WE REPLIED:
January 15, 1988

A Giant has fallen
(Cont. from Pg 145)
known him. We extend our sympathy to his family and
his wife Mae.
EDITOR'S NOTES: When we knew Dr. Galarza,
and on one occasion when he invited us to his home for
an evening's discussion of the Chicanos and our problems, I had no idea that this man was esteemed in the
Chicano community as highly as he was. Only after his
passing away did I begin to realize how big a personality
he was on the national and international stage. Thus, my
apt title, A Giant Has Fallen. A Giant indeed.

Dear Ms. Al-Shamali:
Thank you for your kind letter of 1 January 1988.
You should begin writing that book you want to do
while you have the enthusiasm for it. I started to do one
once wh~n I was unemployed for a long period of time
and then dropped the project. I was going to tell about
my experiences in pledging a college fraternity, embellish it with a little bit of fiction, put in a heart-wrenching
love story, and make a million dollars. Maybe someone
was right when they said that hungry writers and hungry
artists turn out the most inspired works!
I have been doing the San Jose GI Forum newsletter
for over 20 years and that is MY avenue of expressing
(Cont. on Pg 147)
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Albertson's 'Changing' Bill
December 11, 2002
On Dec. 11, 2002 at 11:23 am, I was checking out
groceries at Albertson's Market on Monterey Highway
in south San Jose.
A few minutes earlier we had picked up some red
grapes, selling for 1. 99 per pound. On our way out of the
produce section, we noticed some Red Globe grapes
priced at .99 per pound, which appeared "healthier" than
the ones we had already put in our shopping cart. I
returned the 1.99 grapes and picked up two small bags
of .99 grapes.
At the checkout stand, this is what showed on the
sales slip:
4.83 lb. @ 1.99 /lb.
WT GRP RD GLOBE

9.61

The clerk was quick to point out that as a preferred customer we had saved $2.65, a savings of
11%.
I took a long look at the receipt and noticed that we
had been charged 1.99 per pound for the Globe grapes.
"Those Red Globe grapes are selling for .99 per
pound," I told the clerk. "You are cheating me. You have
two kinds of grapes back there and we picked up the
cheaper ones, and you are charging me for the more
expensive ones."

Al-Sh8.1llali's Letter
(Cont. from Pg 146)
myself. I took a few courses in journalism many, many
years ago but for the most part write because I enjoy it.
I am curious how it was that you came to be holding a
copy of our newsletter. Do we have mutual friends?
If you need encouragement to begin, here it is:
GET IT ON. JOAN!
Again, thank you for a most flattering letter. We are
still blushing.
Sincerely,
David Sierra

He called for help and an elderly lady came almost
immediately to see what was wrong. She went to the
produce section and my wife followed her to show her
the two different prices on the grapes.
She came back and said that there was a mistake.
"The labels are wrong," she said.
The grape bags had a small label with a large number
and some bar codes on it. Both grapes bags had the same
numbers, meaning that if you think you are paying .99
cents per pound for grapes, you aren't. You are paying
1.99 per pound no matter which package you pick up.
At 11:26 am, the clerk ran me off another sales slip.
This one showed the following:
4.47 lb. @ 1.99 /lb.
RF
GRP RD GLOBE

TAX

OOBAL

Cash
CHANGE

8.90-F
8.900.00
8.90

Then the clerk quickly handed me an 8.90 REFUND
and a second receipt, showing that no charge was made
for the grapes. I was supposed to sign it, adding my name
and telephone number to verify the refund. It is supposed to be signed by the manager. I stuck the refund
with the second receipt wrapped around it in my pocket
and left the store.
On arriving home, still steamed up about the second
"attempted cheating" at an Albertson's Market in three
weeks, I looked at the receipt again, then noticed that the
grapes had shrunk at the checkout stand by 36 ounces!
That crooked checkout clerk was not only overcharging me $1 per pound for the grapes but he was
cheating me by charging me for 4.83 pounds when
the grapes only weighed 4.47 pounds!
11:23 am
11:26 am

4.83 lb. @ 1.99 /lb.
4.47 lb. @ 1.99/lb.

Two weeks before a clerk at another Albertson's
store made a similar mistake and I called it to her
attention. She said it was a computer error.
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.. Lady, I have operated computers for 25 years.
Computers don't make errors, computer operators make
errors, and sometimes intentionally. You are trying to
cheat me! ..
I have to wonder if overcharging their customers is
something that Albertson's clerks do as a matter of
policy. It seems too pervasive to be a mistake.
I left that store and never went back.
BEWARE OF STORE CLERKS
Ever since I spent the better part of an evening many

years ago conversing with a man who had worked in
grocery stores and owned a couple of them, I have been
very careful to take note of what I am being charged at
the checkout counter. I am quick to point out to clerks
when their store doesn't make it easy for customers to
see what they are being charged for each item as it is
being rung up. I LIKE TO WATCH CAREFULLY.
The former groceryman said that when he made
mistakes on a customer he made it up by overcharging
someone else. Some stores make clerks pay out of their
pockets when they are short money at the end of their
shift, he said. So the clerks just charge the next guy!
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Basom and Subpena
After leaving Hillis Printing Company in September
1986, I was sending out resumes all over the place trying
to get a typesetting job somewhere. I applied and was
tested at some places where they wanted to hire me but
they wanted to pay me what was then about half of what
I thought I was worth.
One of the employers which agreed to give me an onthe-job trial period and pay me what I wanted to earn was
the Reproduction Department of Santa Clara County on
Berger Road.
I talked to a man named Lloyd and a lady named Ann
and they agreed to give me a chance to prove I could do
the job they wanted done.
he first problem was they had much
newer equipment than I had been work
ing on at Hillis and Ann gave me no time to
read the manuals and familiarize myself with the typesetter before giving me jobs to crank out.
It didn•t take long for me to realize that County of
Santa Clara employment and me were not long for each
other. I did not like the attitude that they had. Case in
point: One day I was handed a job to do, typeset some
forms for the Santa Clara County District Attorney•s
Office. It was a subpoena of some kind.

T

Right at the top of the page was a very obvious
spelling error. Subpoena was spelled SUBPENA. I
immediately pointed out the error to Ann and requested her permission to spell the word correctly
when I set the type.
She told me, .. That order came from the County
District Attorney's Office. They know what they want.
They know how to spell. You do it the way they ordered
it."
I frowned, but did it the way she wanted it.
But typesetting a job which was going to have
50,000 copies printed and which is a legal document
bothered me very much. I consider myself an excellent
speller, that is why it rankled me that much more to
knowingly typeset an error because a stubborn supervisor would not make a simple telephone call to the person
who had placed the order and asked if they REALLY
wanted it spelled that way. That is what we used to do at
Hillis Printing. We didn•t let errors go without checking

if we were certain it was an error.

A couple of days later another job came in with a
serious spelling error. An order for letterheads for
the Santa Clara County Health Department's address was misspelled BASOM Avenue instead of
Bascom.
Again I went to Ann and pointed out the error and
asked if I could correct it. She abruptly told me to quit
thinking, just do what you are told.
THUMP!
That really put a damper on my spirits and my desire
to work at that place.
I remembered when I first went to work for Hillis
Printing Co. I wanted to be a typesetter but they needed
a pressman so I learned how to run a small Davidson
press. When I had some spare time, during coffee
breaks, etc., I would read whatever I could get my hands
on.

One Monday morning I came to work and the
shop was literally filled with pallets of large four
color sheets of a job we were doing for the Santa
Clara County Library. BUT ••. Santa Clara County
was spelled Cunty. A major error!
I took one of the sheets and showed it to Dick
Marden who was our office manager. He immediately
realized the magnitude of the mistake. Stop the presses!
All those sheets had to be thrown away. More paper had
to be ordered. The County had to be called and notified
that we would not be delivering their job on time, etc.
n the printing business whenever an error
shows up in a job after it is done, the first
thing you do is determine whose fault it is. If it
is the printer•s fault, the job has to be done over again and
the printer sucks up the cost. There goes your profit on
that job. If it is the customer•s fault and you can prove it
by showing him the typeset copy you gave him to
proofread and OK, then the customer has to bear the cost
if he wants the job done over. That's the way it goes with
most spelling errors.

I

But the one on our hands was much more serious
than that. We could not, in good conscience, let that
error go, regardless of whose fault it was. So we
changed it. And took the hit!
Later that day I ran into Lloyd as I was returning
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TO SUCCEED, a young
man must overcome the
things he does not know;
the old man has to overcome the things he can no
longer do.
--Leigh Montville

Basom. and Subpena
(Cont. from Pg 149)
from lunch and when he asked me how I was doing, I told
him about the subpena and basom problems. He said
curtly, "You do it the way Ann tells you. She's in charge
in there."
"When I worked at Hillis Printing Company and we
caught an error, we would check it out to see if the
customer REALLY wanted it spelled that way," I said.
"You do it the way Ann tells you. She's in charge in
there," he repeated.
Yassuh! You got it, boss!
That afternoon I told Ann that I didn't think I was
going to be able to work there. She asked for no explanation and I offered none. At the end of the shift I just left
and never went back.
A few months later I was working for San Jose GI
Forum at their Vida Nueva Alcohol/Drugs Recovery
Home. We dealt with the courts frequently and sure
enough, one day one of our residents received a subpoena through the mail. He showed it to me, and the
word subpoena was misspelled. So I guess those stubborn idiots at County Reproduction went ahead and
printed their error ... knowin~ that it was an error. Is this
how ALL government agencies work? I hope not. • • •

Hey, Fatties!
Eating less is much cheaper than liposuction.
--E. David Sierra, 5-7,235

VIET NAM
PULLOUT
URGED
Forum Asks U.S.

Pull Out
of VietNam

I~------------------,
LAS VEGAS --A militantly worded ;
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anti-war resolution demanding withdrawal of all U.S. combat forces from
Viet Nam by December 31, 1971 was
passed unanimously, with no discussion
whatever, by delegates to the 23rd annual national convention of the American GI Forum.

Originating in the Vietnam-veteran-led Colton
Chapter of the California delegation, the resolution drew a resounding "Yea!" vote when read by
Resolutions Chairman Phil Soto on the convention floor.
The American GI Forum thus joined many
other Chicano organizations in the U.S. seeking
an end to the war, a withdrawal of American
forces from southeast Asia, and the return of all
our prisoners of war.
--E. David Sierra
Editor's Note: Phil Soto was later elected to
the California State Assembly, representing a
district in southern California.
Upon Assemblyman Soto's death, his wife
Nell was elected to the seat.
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