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Astrophysics --A lecture by Dr. Joseph Kaplan
Head, Physics & Meteorology Department
UCLA.

EDITOR'S NOTES: While writing a column for
EL EXCENTRICO Magazine during my early years in
San Jose, I went to a lecture on astrophysics by UCLA
professor Dr. Joseph Kaplan at San Jose State's Morris
Dailey Auditorium. Then I wrote an article about it for
EL EXCENTRICO.
Why did I attend the lecture? Well, in those days I
believed that an aspiring world-class journalist ought to
ample a bit of everything. Besides that, I had never seen,
with my own eyes, an authentic "rocket scientist".
Have you ever seen one?
My article i mpressed the hell out of EL
EXCENTRICO publisher Humberto Garcia. "You understand all that?" he asked me one night after we had put
the latest issue to bed,and were having a few cold beers.
"Of course," I replied, knowing that there would be
no further questions.
--E. David Sierra

Family Relations
in the Space Age
Dr. Kaplan spoke at Dailey Auditorium on the San Jose State
College campus on Sept. 25 as part of the lOth annual Family
Service Assocation conference before a crowd of 300.

Dr. Kaplan received his degree in Physics from Johns
Hopkins University where he studied under Dr. Sidney Ames,
for whom the Ames Aeronautical Laboratories are named.
In addition to being head of the Physics Dept. at UCLA he is
president of the International Geophysical Year, a worldwide
scientific project which was originally slated to last but one full
year but through the urging of nations all over the world, may be
ex tended for another year.
IGY preparations began in this country in 1953, two years after most nations had announced that they would
participate in the worldwide quest for scientific knowledge.
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Piseas
Grandes
Words of
Wisdom:

"Yo no me voy a las Piscas Grandes,
Yo me vine de las Piscas Grandes ... "
Or. Kaplan has just returned from a tour of Soviet
Rus ia, Western Germany, England, and Belgium. At
Brussells he had an opportunity to get a first-hand look
at the World's Fair.

A VERY POPULAR
PROFESSOR
The doctor pointed out that he is one of the most
popular professors on the UCLA campus because
"My students hardly ever see me!"
For example, the day before his lecture in San Jose,
Kaplan was in Washington. He arrived in Los Angeles
on Thursday morn ing and by five that afternoon he was
in San Jose. After taking a plane late the evening of his
speech, he was to be in L.A. early Friday morning and by
that night would be back in the national capital for a
meeting of the International Council of Scientific Union.

EXPLORER RATED
EQUAL OF SPUTNIK I
Kaplan is considered the world's foremost authority
on space travel. He explained that upper solar photography is a relatively new field to Science and yet scienti sts
have made remarkable strides in photographing the
heavenly bodies in the past two years.
That is the principal reason why rockets were developed , to further man's knowledge of the upper stratosphere, and not for war purposes as most people suppose.

U.S. NAVY FIRST TO

PHOTOGRAPH STARS
The United States Navy was first to use rockets to
photograph the stars as they really in which they are
engaged. They prefer to talk about science with sc ientists, thus the term 'eggheads'. "
These men, Dr. Kaplan, emphasized, are to be admired and encouraged and not ridiculed.
He made it quite clear that neither he nor Dr. Glenn
T. Seaberg of the University of California, the American
re presentati ves to the International Council of Scient ifie
Union, are eggheads. Both are interested in golf and
football , and Dr. Kaplan's hobby is ice-skating.

K

aplan is the UCLA faculty football
representative to the soon-to-be-de
funct Pacific Coast Conference. He is a n
avid football fan though seldom having time to watch
his beloved UCLA Bruins in action.
He is very proud that California and UCLA are the
only American universities represented at the ICS U
conclave at Washington, D.C. They are two of eight
persons from around the world who will gather to
exchange scientific data and report on geophysical and
meteorological progress and research in their respecti ve
countries.
Dr. Joseph Kaplan concluded his presentation with
the statement that the ultimate conquest of space would
serve to harvest the crop of technology. America's
Pioneer moon rocket is a step toward that goal. • • • • •
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Good Ti s for Life:

1. Give people more than they expect, and do so
cheerfully.
2. Don't believe all you hear, spend all you have, or
sleep all you'd like.
3. Don't say, "I love you," unless you really mean it.
4. When you say, "I'm sorry," look the person in the
eye.
5. See your fiancee mad before you agree to marry
her/him.
6. Love deeply and passionately. You might get
hurt, but it's the only way to live life completely.
7. In disagreements, fight fair . No name calling.
8. Don'l judge people by their relatives.
9. If you lie when someone asks y ou questions, jot
them down because the question will be asked
agai n. Be sure you give the same answer!
10. When someone asks you a question you don't
want to answer, smile and ask, "Why do you wan t
to know?"
I I . Call your mom.
12. If you agree to be at the corner of 5th & Main at
3 AM on a day two years hence, be there !
13. Don't let a little squabble damage a good friendship.
14. When you realize you've made a mistake, take
immediate steps to correct it.
15. Smile when picking up the phone. The caller will
hear it in your voice.

16. Marry someone you love to talk to. As you get
older, good conversation will be one of the
principal elements of an enduring relationship.
17. Don't ask for commitments from drinkers or drug
users, because they won't keep them.
18. Remember that silence is sometimes the best
answer.
19. Read more books, and watch less TV.
20. In disagreements with loved ones, deal with the
current sitution. Don't bring up the past.
21. Never interrupt when you are being flattered.
22. Mind your own business.
23. Trust in God, but lock your car. • • • • •

Letter to a Friend,
Raul Yzaguirre
Septe mbe r 25, 2002
Dear Rau l:
For a long time I have wanted to write you and expre
my appreciation fo r the work you do with NCLR. It is really
THE hispanic o rgani zation in Ame rica today.
As a long-time me mbe r of the Ame rican GI Forum, it
pains me to write that because I wish you had been listened
to and elected OUR national chairman.
Although we never talked too muc h, and did not share
with you as many cold ones as I d id with others at the national conventions of the GI Forum, I a lways fe lt that when
you spoke on the convention fl oor you we re echo ing my
thoughts precisely. I was re mi nded of that agai n recentl y when
I read your A Call to Unity and Fa irness article in the Septe mbe r issue of HISPANIC magazine.
My friend , you have two very desirable e le ments sorely
lacking in most of our civil rights leaders today .... tanates!
Siga peleando por nuestro gente, carnal, and a lways
know that you have two staunch supporters out here in the
wild west .. .. yo y mi ruca!

Muy sinceramente,
--David S ierra
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Arlington
National
Cemetery
Visiting Arlington National
Cemetery in Washington , D .C.
during a trip to the 1972 American GI Forum national convention, my wife and I watched the
changing of the guard at the tomb
of the unknown soldier. Man, if
that does n't make your skin
crawl, you're dead. They just
haven't planted you yet. The
Marine Corps Memorial, depicting the raising of the stars and
stripes on Mt. Suribachi on Iwo
Jima, was very impressive, as
were the graves of John F.
Kennedy and Bobby Kennedy.
We HAD to see those.
e found the grave
where Pvt. Felix
Lon goria
of
American GI Forum fame is
buried. The American GI Forum
bas ceremonies there every year
on the anniversary of his burial.
We asked for directions on how
to find it at the information center.
We went to the Lincoln Memorial also , and the Jefferson
Memorial . We drove by the
Washington Monument, but as
far as I am concerned it is just a
tall sheath of concrete. I don't
feel much affinity for the father

W

,
John F. Kennedy Memorial

of our country. And I never bought the story about the
cherry tree. The code in the barrio where I was raised was
don't rat on nobody, especially yourself. Sorry, Martha! '

The changing of the guard at the Tomb of the
Unknown Soldier was very impressive.
Very precise. It is not something I would want to do if
I were in the service, but I am very proud that there are
young men and women in this country willing to undergo
that training and the strict discipline that that task demands.
It makes you proud to be an American.
They schedule the changing of the guard for a precise
time, and it happens on time. You are asked to sit down and
wait. You must maintain absolute silence. A few moments
later you hear the measured staccato of military boots
pounding on concrete, precisely timed, and it keeps getting
louder and louder as the soldier approaches the precise spot
where he will relieve the tomb guard.
The ceremony is very impressive. And very precise.
The most impressive thing we saw in D.C. • • • • •
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Latino Recipients

Congressional Medals of Honor
country's highest accolade. The medal is awarded
for valor above and beyond the call of duty.

by E. David Sierra
THE GREATEST HONOR that can be conferred
upon an American, in my opinion, is being awarded a
Congressional Medal of Honor for gallantry in the
military service of the United States.
In the 227 -year history of the United States of
America, millions of men and women have served in our
Army, Navy, Marines, Air Force and Coast Guard and
many of them have distinguished themselves in the
service of their country.

S

ince the beginning of World War II
until the U.S. military action in Somalia, only 839 of them have been awarded
the Congressional Medal of Honor. Of those, 513
died while doing the deeds which earned their

Conference of the medal is made only after thorough
and precise documentation by an eyewitness to the deed
deemed worthy of the honor.

The exploits of some of these men are
excellently related in Raul Morin's book,
AMONG THE VALIANT, which became a
promotional project of the American GI Forum shortly after it was published by Borden
Publishing Co., Alhambra, Calif.
The book was placed in many libraries, both public
and schools, throughout the United States and is a source
of great pride to many Chicanos who have served their
country in time of war.

Medal of Honor Recipients, Latinos
U.S. CIVIL WAR

SVCE

DATE

BIRTPLACE

Philip Bazaar
John Ortega

Navy
Navy

June 15, 1865
Dec. 31, 1864

Chile
Spain

Marines

June 28, 1900

Hayward, CA

Army

Nov. 9, 1918

Laredo, TX

SVCE

DATE
Oct. 28, 1944
Nov. 27, 1944
April 15, 1945
April25, 1945
March 15, 1945
Dec. 17, 1944
May 26, 1943
Feb. 15, 1945
Feb.9, 1945
April 28, 1945
Jan.25, 1945
March 20, 1951

BIRTHPLACE
Port Arthur, TX
Villa de Castano, Mex.
Alameda, CA
Pacoima, CA
El Paso, TX
Mission, TX
Taos, NM
Oklahoma City, OK
San Marcos, TX
Loving,NM
Govemador, NM
San Bernardino, CA

BOXER REBELLION
France Silva

WORLD WAR I
David Barkley Cantu

WORLD WAR II
Luciano Adams
Macario Garcia
Harold Gonsalves
David M. Gonzalez
Silvestre S. Herrera
Jose M. Lopez
Joe P. Martinez
Manuel Perez, Jr.
Cleto Rodriguez
Alejandro R. Ruiz
Jose F. Valdez
Ysmael R. Villegas

Army
Army
Marines
Army
Army
Army
Army
Army
Army
Army
Army
Army
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KOREA
Reginald B. Desiderio
Fernando Luis Garcia
Edward Gomez
Ambrosio Guillen
Rodolfo Hernandez
Baldomero Lopez
Benito Martinez
Eugene Obregon
Joseph Rodriguez

SVCE
Army
Marines
Marines
Marines
Army
Marines
Army
Marines
Army

DATE
Nov. 27, 1950
Sept. 5, 1952
Sept. 14, 1951
July 25, 1953
May 31, 1951
Sept. 15, 1950
Sept. 6, 1952
Sept. 26, 1950
May 21, 1951

BIRTHPLACE
Clairton, PA
Utuado, Puerto Rico
Omaha,NE
La Junta, CO
Colton, CA
Tampa,FLA
Fort Hancock, TX
Los Angeles, CA
San Bernardino, CA

VIETNAM
Roy Benavidez
Emilio De La Garza
Ralph Dias
Daniel Fernandez
Alfredo Gonzales
Jose Jimenez
Miguel Keith
Carlos Lozada
Louis Rocco
Euripedes Rubio
Hector Santiago-Colon
M. Santos Vargas, Jr.
Maximo Yabes

SVCE
Army
Marines
Marines
Army
Marines
Marines
Marines
Army
Army
Army
Army
Marines
Army

DATE
May 2, 1968
April11, 1970
Nov. 12, 1969
Feb. 18, 1966
Feb.4, 1968
Aug.28, 1969
May 8, 1970
Nov. 20, 1967
May 24, 1970
Nov. 8, 1966
June 28, 1968
April 30, 1968
Feb.26, 1967

BIRTHPLACE
Laredo, TX
East Chicago, IN
Shelecta, PA
Albuquerque, NM
Edinburg, TX
Mexico City, Mexico
San Antonio, TX
Caguas, Puero Rico
Albuquerque, NM
Ponce, Puerto Rico
Salinas, Puerto Rico
Winslow, AZ
Lodi, CA

ITS A FACT:
Puerto Ricans earned 3 medals in Vietnam, more than any state in the United States.

One Happy Grandm.a
Lu Ryden Letter
Sept. 7, 1988
Lu Ryden, San Jose City Councilwoman, had
ridden in the Cinco de Mayo parade when I was
running it for San Jose GI Forum. Afterward she
came to the Hospitality Room and we held an
extended conversation.
I commented in the next issue of the THE
LEADER that she was probably the nicest looking
lady ever to sit on the city council, and added a

remark that because of my male chauvinistic remarks I would probably catch hell from the women's
libbers in the organization.
A few weeks later, she wrote:
Dear Dave:
I don't think you're a chauvinist at all! In fact, I'm
quite flattered by your kind comments in THE
LEADER. You've made this grandma very happy.
--LU RYDEN
Councilwoman, District I
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English as
Official Language
LOS ALTOS DECLARES
ENGLISH AS THEIR
OFFICIAL LANGUAGE

2. Replace all individuals with "foreign" names

on your city council so that you can "purify" that
body, making it English-only.
3. Remove all employees from the city payroll

In the April 1986 issue of THE LEADER, I
wrote an article giving my views on cities
declaring "English as their official language.
tl

(LOS ALTOS) --English has been designated as the
official language of this small Santa Clara County
community in a unanimous decision of the Los Altos
City Council. Honest.
he Vice Mayor, a Chinese-American,
whom it appears, has his head firmly
stuck in the sands of ignorance, said the
resolution is tO head off outside groups that might try to
force us to print agendas in other languages."
(We think 'outside groups' means Meskins or Okies.)

T

11

The measure was pushed by another
councilperson, a naturalized citizen from India, who,
it appears, also can't see the forest for the trees•.
As an old Pluma friend of mine used to say: "White
man stand back and use ignorant minority to do dirty
work. White man take credit for all good work. n
(Hi there, S.I. Hayakawa!)
THE LEADER suggests that perhaps the Los Altos
city fathers have few or no "big" problems in their
community and that they are now ready to tackle the
"minuten ones. For openers, they should begin by
reserching the word "racistn and then look up "bigotry."

Additionally, we recommend to the Los Altos
City Council that they immediately:
1. Change the city's name to "The Tall Ones" or

something which sounds more like all of you came over
on the Mayflower.

whose names do not sound as if their ancestors would
likely have come over on the Mayflower.
4. Forbid the speaking of languages other than
English on your city streets and in your public buildings.
hose who plead that they have colds, or
insist that they are speaking the King's
English should be confined to the Iron Hotel
Until they can make themselves perfectly clear. Make
more room, Sheriff!
5. Forbid all foreign airliners going into San Francisco Airport or San Jose from flying over your city.
Shoot 'em down if necessary! Make sure the guns and
ammunition are American made.
6. Ban Spanish and other language broadcasts into
your area, regardless of where they em:mat~ ..Jam 'e~.
7. Cut all Sister City programs with cities not tn

T

the English-speaking world. Suggest you begin sissy
programs with Tomball, Texas; Plains, Georgia; and
Helper, Utah.
8. Anyone whose skin color makes him/her appear
to be other than English should not be allowed on your
streets. They should be apprehended, tarred and feathered, and run out of town on a rail. But be careful, some
of those ~~brown skins" may be Santa Cruz suntans.

9. All foreign cars should be confiscated by the
City of Los Altos. Especially those driven by nonEnglish speaking people. The Mercedes, BMW's,
VW's should be shipped back to the Black Forest.
Dump all '56 Chevies on the eastside.
10. All television sets, stereo equipment, clothes,
carpets, and perfumes made in foreign countri~s should
be forbidden to Los Altos residents. Want mustc? Learn
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to whistle.
11. Demand that all your weathy people fire all
foreign-born butlers, maids, chauffeurs, cooks, etc. But,
remember to Do It In English! If they don't understand
that you are canning them, tear up their green cards and
call the Immigration Service.
12. Prohibit the whistling of other-than-English
sons by your citizenry. Even songs which were written
by Agustin Lara and other composers and later translated into English.
13. Forbid the teaching of Latin, German, French,
Russian or other "foreign" tongues in your schools.
our residents will never want to use
those tongues anyway. Petition the U.
of California and other institutions of higher
learning from requiring foreign languages as a prerequisite to enrollment.
14. Change the names of all streets, public buildings, parks and schools with foreign names. Keep it
simple, Los Altos. Just number 'em.
15. Petition Governor Deukmejian to change the
name of your County, Santa Clara, and the name of your
state, California, to something like St. Clare's and
Cali fruita.
And while you're at it, ask him to eliminate the
MEJIA from his name. The poor chap may be mistaken
for a Mexican one of these days. Echenlo para el otro
lado!
16. Throw out of your libraries all books which
contain words that are not strictly English (Good luck on
this one!). If the buildings are empty after you finish this
task, don't worry, use them as jails.
17. Demand that any citizen whose name is Rodriguez
change it to Rogers., those whose name is Villa to
change it to House, and Contreras to Contrarys. Or better
yet, ask them to get the hell out of town!
18. Build a wall around Los Altos. Make sure the
concrete is made in America. Get rid of aU foreigners. Before you throw them out, ask Mexican laborers to write down instructions on How to Build
Public Buildings That Survive Earthquakes.
19. Prohibit anyone from entering who can't prove
that they are red, white and blue Americans with roots
firmly established in England. (Start packing, Eng and
Desai).
20. Start a campaign to get San Jose, Santa Clara,
Los Altos Hills, Los Gatos, Cupertino, Palo Alto,

Y

Milpitas, and other local communities to bury their
heads in the sand and pass the same asinine resolutions.
21. Require that all Los Altans wanting to travel
to foreign countries to forget it unless they are going
to English-only countries. Upon their return, they
must be debriefed by the police to ascertain that they
have forgotten any foreign language phrases they
may have picked up.
22. For God and Country's sake, prohibit any marriages between people who speak only English and
those who speak another language. Your citizenry must
be kept pure!
rain all blood from Los Altos citizens,
check it out to make sure it is redbloodedAmerican, andre-insert it. lfblood
is not "pure blooded American" do not reinsert. Individual will expire. Throw over the wall and forget.
23. Forbid all babies from speaking until they have
mastered the King's English. Any mother overherd
using "babytalk" with her child will be forced to leave
the USA and her child taken hostage and become a ward
of the city until the parents pay a fine, sign a written
statement that they will never utter a word of any
language other than English, and ask forgiveness from
the cookie monster.
24. Prohibit the imbibing of foreign beers, wines, or
alcohol (yes, including Scotch), and close down all
Mexican and other ethnic restaurants.
e could go on and on and on. But
ponder this, Mr. Vice Mayor. You
are an elected public official and the San
Jose MERCURY still describes you as Chinese-American. Why isn't the nationality or race of other members
of the Council included when their names are used in
print? Have you ever wondered why?
Is it possible that even though you are an elected
official in your community, the community STILL
doesn't accept you as its equal, and quite probably never
will? You might just be the 'House Ethnic', partner.
You really think that an "English-only resolution" is
going to make you a red, white and blue American
citizen of Los Altos, Mr. Vice Mayor, and win you the
respect that you appear to crave? They're probably
laughing at you behind your back.
Perdonalos. Dios. porgue no saben lo que hacen!

D

W
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The Legend of Lobo

Lobo saves
Mexican Joe
By David Sierra
(SAN JOSE)-Lobo the WonderDog who gamed
fame and notoriety a few years
ago by saving some Vida
Nueva residents from a falling tree in the middle of the
night (1993 Barrio News}, has
proven time and time again
how valuable he is to mankind.
t seems that the
legendary
Mexican Joe, one of
Vida Nueva director Sid
Haro's good buddies, encountered some difficulties while
on a trip to Mexico.
SOUTH OF THE
BORDER
Some Mexican baddies
waylaid MJ, took his money
and credit cards, whomped
him up alongside the head,
and left him stranded in the
middle of the desert, shoeless
and lost. The buzzards were circling overhead, in
a holding pattern.
"It's a good thing I'm wearing cortos with no
holes in them. This looks like curtain time for me,"
MJ said to himself. He could already hear the
angels playing their harps.
AN APB GOES OUT
When MJ failed to return from the old country,
Mr. Haro contacted local law enforcement officials. (well, actually he talked to a San Jo chota who
was parked at Alum Rock Park hugging his teddy
bear).
A full description of Mexican Joe was given to

I
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the chatas but they were able to come up with
nothing. Nada. Zilch. Alviso. Nixon.
Lobo was called into action by the C.I.A.
(Chicano Intelligence Agency) when Sid gave up
on the chotas trying to find MJ.
All Lobo the Wonder Dog had going for him
was Sid's description of Mexican Joe's itinerary.
We cannot divulge at this time if Lobo headed
south, north, east, or west (or straight up!) when
his operatives en la movida finally got a few clues on
MJ's whereabouts from a trusted dedo in the Morgan Hill underworld.
LOBO TO THE RESCUE!
Nevertheless, Lobo
found MJ tied to a planta
de maguey, bound hand
and foot, and slowly
withering away in the
Chihuahua Desert sun.
You KNOW if it hadn't
been for Lobo it was
trumpets for MJ.
In the middle of the
day in which the temperature hits 124 degres
in the sun, and it is 1/2
degree cooler in the
shade (local people carry
a photo of shade in their
wallets so they will recognize it if they ever run
into any of it), Lobo hove
into view, riding a camel
loaned to him by a Kuwaiti oil magnate who has a
part-time jale at the McDonaldos in Durango.
Before you can say "dicho y hecho!", Lobo
sprung into action, untying MJ and leading him
away from the forbidding desert and to the safety
of a forest of Tequila trees.
R & R FOR MEXICAN JOE
Then he found a secluded village high up in
the mountains where his international connections
served him in good stead. A physician was flown
in from Switzerland to tend to MJ's injuries, and to
treat him for heat dehydration. Recuperation took
time. There were extravagant brunches, white glove
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tea parties, dancing girls, visits by high-ranking
Mexican government dignitaries, and calls from
internationally-connected bigwigs eager to make
Lobo's acquaintance.

"Me visitaron vatos que hechan mucho humo!''
said Mexican Joe, of the Big Cigars who came to see
him and Lobo.
SOME HAIRY EXPERIENCES
here were, predictably, some very
hairy encounters with thugs who live
on the wrong side of the law. In one
instance, Lobo, his French girl friend Chartreuse,
and Mexican Joe were walking along a street in a
northern Mexico city when a very sinister group
jumped out of the shadows and confronted the
trio.
"Sooo, Mr. Lobo" he hissed, "we meet again."
"Yes," Lobo replied, with his usual impeccable
English, "under rather extenuating circumstances,
wouldn't you say?"
THE PLOT THICKENS
The baddie did not reply. He went instantly for
his Funk & Wagnall's dictionary to find out what
extenuating means. Then he motioned for the other
baddies to back off so he could teach Lobo a lesson.
"And, Mr. Lobo,U the baddie continued, "are
you in our country on business or pleasureT'
Lobo smiled, tenderly squeezed Chartreuse's
trim waist, winked atMexicanJoe,andsaidslowly
.... "Well ... it's been all pleasure THUS far. Que
no, Chartreuse?"
"And where do you think you are going, Mr.
Lobo?" the baddie asked.
Lobo calmly took off the coat of his tuxedo, (he
always dresses formally when taking care of business) handed it to Chartreuse and said, "You've got
nose trouble,feo! Que le importa! Am I under arrest?
I hadn't been told that police officers are now
wearing clothes two sizes too big, that they are
ugly, they stink, and are sans manners. Let me
answer this way .... "
TO THE NITTY GRITTY
The baddie advanced on Lobo.
Quick as a flash, Lobo sprung into action. He
jumped high into the air, executed a double somersault with a half twist, kicked the baddy in the face,
landed on his feet, pushed his fingers in the baddy's

T

eyes, took his .357 magnum away, emptied the
chamber of bullets, stuck the weapon in his pocket,
and stomped on the baddie's foot. Then Lobo
smoothed over his shirt, put on his jacket, smiled,
and said to Chartreuse and MJ, "Shall we proceed,
friends?"
The other baddies, by now convinced that they
wanted no part of Lobo the WonderDog, crawled
back into the sewer and the trio continued on their
way.
BACK TO THE U.S. OF A.
Then it was time to move north. We cannot
divulge how Lobo and his party traversed the
Mexican desert, crossed the border into America,
and made their way back to San Jo.
We CAN tell you that for a time they were in
territory where every home seemed to have a
picture of Fernando Valenzuela on the wall.
They made it past La Migra at the border, but
that's not saying too much because Migra officers
ain't too smart to begin with, and when they are
dealing with Lobo, they are simply outnumbered
and overwhelmed.
eedless to say, before the sun set
on the third day of their journey,
Mexican Joe, Lobo, and Chartreuse
were walking the streets of San J o, acclimating
MJ back into the U.S.
"All I can tell you about the whole adventure
was what Lobo will permit me to tell the press,"
said Mexican Joe at a press conference in Coyote.
LOBO'S SKILLS TAXED TO THE MAX
"We had to speak French, nopal, calo and some
other tongues that only Lobo knows, before we got
into the United States. If Lobo hadn't had his San
JoseGI Forum membership card on him, and shown
La Migra that he is an honorary resident of Vida
Nueva, we might still be at the border. Those migra
officers son muy perros but they aren't too bright!"
he said.
At the border, if you had been there,
you would have thought I was Liz Taylor returning from Puerto Vallarta. The officers patted us
down thoroughly and seemed to be enjoying it,
until ... well, clumsy him! Was his face red!
I was disguised but Lobo wouldn't let me look
at myself in the mirror so in case I was captured I

N
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Life's Battles •••
"The manner in which man
wins life's battles
shows something of his character.
The manner in which he loses
shows all. "
--Artemus Calloway

Lobo Saves Mexican Joe
(Cont. from Pg 160)
would not put the finger on myself. Clever, eh!
The moral of this story is: when everything
looks hopeless ... LOOK TO LOBO. HE WILL GET
THE JOB DONE. He has done it time after time. Is
it any wonder that he is known around Vida Nueva
as Lobo the WonderDog?
When asked by our reporter over a secret communications network if he was ever coming back
to Vida Nueva to live, Lobo replied: "Of course not.
I've got it made where I am now. It is interesting
work. In the last three weeks I've been on a nuclear
submarine, parachuted into nations where NO
ONE speaks a word of English, had brunch with
the Sultan of Khartoum, traded Captain Marvel

comic books with a Russian spy in Algiers, and
seen the northern lights from an SR-71. This is
exciting, and I am serving my country. Nah ... Vida
Nueva is too tame. Not enough excitement!
"Say hello to all my San Jo friends," he said, "I
gotta go NOW!"
Then there was an ultraloud screeching sound,
followed by a tremendous blast. Then the line
went dead.
Was it curtain time for Lobo? Keep reading
the BARRIO NEWS.
David Sierra is a staff member at
Vida Nueva recovery home.
The BARRIO NEWS was a featured item in the
Barrio Alcohol/Drugs Conference program
sponsored by Vida Nueva.

The World Changes
Weep not that the world changes ... did it keep a stable,
changeless state, it were cause to weep.
--William Cullen Bryant
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Not always what
it seems to be:
Do you have a problem understanding what people are talking about ... or understanding what you
are reading. You shouldn't. It's easy. Just don't believe EVERYTHING you hear or everything you read.
Listen carefully. Read between the lines. Look for another interpretation. It can be a lot of fun, and it can
be educational. For instance:
WHEN THEY SAY:

THEY MAY MEAN:

He takes after his father . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . With a tire iron cause he won't loan him
the family car.
He likes warm weather......................... Knows he's a scoundrel and going
straight to hell. Getting ready.
He comes to play . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Pounds his glove incessantly.
Not talented. Never gets to play.
He's a mathematical genius ...................... Counting his fingers and toes, will
come up with ten if you let him take his
shoes off.
Does not drink or smoke . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Is in Isolation at the state prison.
She's got a beautiful personality.................. Has a face like Paula Jones.
He's a pharmaceutical products distributor . . . . . . . . . . Selling drugs on the street.
He went to Mexico for the summer ................ In the Tijuana Jail, doing 3 months.
He's traveling abroad . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . On the lam in Costa Rica. Not deportable.
He's going to night school ........................ Attending court-ordered DUI classes.
He's an oil and petroleum dealer .................. Cashier at Rotten Robbie.
He's smart. He's got three masters . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . Yeah, his boss, his wife, and probation
officer.
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First Train Trip,
Yellowstone Park,
Grand Tetons,
Victoria, B.C.
In the summer of 198 1, Gloria and I decided to take
our first-ever train ride. Some friends of ours were
plann ing a weekend trip to Reno. We planned to go up
and play golf, then board a train in Reno at 7:50PM on
Satu rday evening, bound for Ogden, Utah. There, we
planned to rent a car and drive through southern Idaho,
to Jackson, Wyoming, through the Grand Tetons, and to
Yellowstone Park.
irst, we found out that there is no way you
can rent a car in Ogden, Utah on Sunday.
They are CLOSED, period. The Mormons, I
guess, though I didn't bother to ask. Then we found out
we would have to leave the car SOMEWHERE on
Friday night, at 11 :50 PM , to board the train in Ogden for
the return trip to Re no. No way!
We were told you HAVE to leave it at the agency
where you rented it. At this point, we decided to steer
clear of the state of Utah. M aybe some other time, when

F
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both of us are around ninety years old and don't mind
spend ing one whole day in Ogden.
Switching plans, we decided to take the train from
San Jose to Portland, Oregon on Friday evening at 7:50
PM, arriving in Portland at 2:30PM on Saturday afternoon.

We had been advised by a veteran train-traveler
(actually he had taken one trip between San Jose and
L.A.!) to find the dining car immediately upon boarding and make reservations for dinner.
"The food is excellent. It's a different experience
and you'll really enjoy it," he enthused.
After a few drinks at Patty's Inn with Jack Ell wanger,
we boarded the train in San Jose and were shown to our
previously-reserved Roomette, actually an enclosed area
for two oversized love seats facing each
bia
0 enouah
0
other, with an overhead fold-down bed running Lhe
length of the compartment. Not roomy , but comfortable
enough for an 18-hour journey.
We were damned near late because Jack and I
insisted on having another one for the road, with Gl oria
insisting that it was getting late. Actually, I forgot thaL
you have to check your luggage, walk through the depot,
down those ramps which seem to go on forever when
you are in a hurry. Finally, you come out of the ground
and are at trackside with the conductor urging you LO
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hurry. The train started rolling about 13 seconds after we
climbed aboard.
Shortly after the train left the S.J. depot, we visited
the dining car to make reservations for dinner. We were
told that we were Reservation Number 111 and would be
paged when our tum came. So that we could ascertain
how long our wait would be, I asked "What number
reservation was the last one paged?"
"No 49," the head waiter replied.
"To the bar, I said to Gloria, holding her hand as we
wended our way through the teetering dining car and
into a smoke-filled lounge where people were enjoying
their favorite beverages and preparing to watch the sun
set toward the west. Ahh ... the Alviso swamps at sunset.
"This beats hell out of a Hawaiian sunset, doesn't
it?" I asked Gloria.
"No," was her terse reply.
"It's a wonder the train doesn't tip over," I said to
Gloria as we settled into a seat. Everyone wanted to
watch the sun set, so we had to be content with two chairs
facing east and the Alviso mudflats.
II

Shortly before the train reached Oakland the
public address system announced, "Your attention,
please, ladies and gentlemen, the dining car is now
closed. The dining car is now closed.
"We apologize if some of you have been inconvenienced. Our crew has been serving meals since 7 AM
this morning and they are very tired. The snack bar in the
downstairs level of the train has sandwiches, soft drinks,
and coffee The dining car will reopen at 7 AM tomorrow
morning. We will begin accepting reservations for breakfast at 6:45 AM. Again, we apologize for the inconvenience."
I looked at my watch. It was 9 PM.
astily, we joined the exodus of people
from the lounge car to the snack bar.
We arrived at the snack bar just as the train
stopped at the Oakland depot, our first stop.
"Two ham and cheese sandwiches, and two cups of
coffee," we ordered at the snack bar.

H

"Sorry, sir, the snack bar is closed It will reopen
when we depart Oakland."
We were learning about life on the train very quickly.
They cannot sell you anything while the train is standing
still. Something about having to pay sales tax to the city,
which they would rather not do ... and don't. So we sat,
listened to a small group of people who were having a
blast listening to punk rock music, smoking funny-

smelling cigarettes, and laughing.
fter purchasing two sandwiches out of
a machine, and fighting the crowds out
of the snack bar car, we made it back to the
sanctuary of our roomette; then we were interrupted in
our conversation about Amtrak and its services by the
porter who asked if we were familiar with how to make
up the berths for sleeping. If we were not, she asked that
we ring the buzzer and she would make them up when
we were ready for bed.
The wife decided that since I had had 4 cocktails and
she only had one that she had better try the upper berth,
and we undressed and went to bed.

A

The clackity-click of train wheels on metal rails
gets on your nerves at first, but then you adjust to the
monotony and ignore it.
I kept an Amtrak schedule handy so that I could try
to figure out during the night in which hamlet the train
happened to be stopping as we progressed north.
DAVIS, 10:55 PM
ORLAND, 12:30 AM
REDDING, 1:40AM
Then it was snooze city.
DUNSMUIR, 3:29AM
Zzzzzz Zzzzzz Zzzzzzz.
Awakening the next morning at about 5:45AM, the
sun was just peeking over the eastern horizon, and there
were mountains in the distance. Back to sleep until 6:30
AM.
I arose shortly before 7 AM, made my way to the
dining car and made reservations for two for breakfast.
Shortly afterward the porter arrived, tapped lightly
on the curtained door of our roomette, and chirped, "Free
coffee is available at the rear of the car."
"Thank you! I replied.
Shortly after 9 AM, the P A system summoned us to
the dining car.
"No. 22, reservations for two. Your table is ready!"
Something quaint about dining on trains, you never
know with whom you are going to be seated. It's not at
all like a restaurant where you have an individual table
for your party.
On the train you sit where there is room. We joined
a lady insurance adjuster from Glendale, and while we
were working on our second cup of coffee, were joined
by a young man from Portland who had just completed
police academy in northern California and was going
home to visit his parents before beginning work as a
11
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deputy sheriff in San Mateo County, Calif.
Outside, climbing high into the Cascade Mountains, it was snowing.
In June!
Beautiful !
After a delightfu l 75 (about 50 more
than normal) minutes having breakfast and
enjoyingtheconve rsation with three strangers, we departed the dining car.
e returned to our roomette,
threw everything into the
top berth, and relaxed in
the oversized seats, reading, conversing,
and watching the lovely Oregon m ountain
scenery sliding by outside our large w indow.

W

Amtrak arrived in Portland at 1:50
PM on Saturday afternoon, and we were
courteously helped off the train by a
delightful lady porter who had looked
after us all the way north.

Gloria at Yellowstone Falls. This is a very beautiful sight.

"The depot is to your left," she said,
pointing toward the rear of the train as she
helped us put our luggage into a metal hand cart.
We rolled the car through the Portland train depot,
and out toward the street, where the taxicabs waited.
After renting a car from A vis in downtown Port-

land, we headed east on U.S. 84 bound for our first
overnight stop at Biggs, some 100 miles east of the
Rose city, on the south bank of the mighty Columbia
River.
I had promised Gloria that I would make her breakfast on our first day on vacation. I had packed an electric
ski llet, some eggs, orange juice, instant coffee, a coffee
maker, six strips of bacon, and some bread. So at 6:00
AM, I was up making her and I bacon, scrambled eggs,
toast with butter and jelly, ice cold orange juice, and
piping hot coffee.
Then we hit the road, eastbound along the beautiful
Columbia River, to southeast W ashington, through Walla
Wall a, to Lewiston , Washington; Clarkston, Idaho;
Kamiah where we ate lunch in a tiny diner; and on over
the Continental Divide and into Missoul a, Montana,
arriving just as the sun was setting over the Rocky
Mountains.
A very strange thing happened at that little diner in
Kamiah where we ate lunch. The place was pretty

crowded and people were chattering a mile a minute. A
few minutes later, a huge Indian man, his wife, and two
small children, walked into the place. Instantly, the loud
talking stopped . People went from talking and laughing
to whispering. I wondered who the man was and why he
got that kind of respect, but I was afraid to ask, and
didn't.
The following day we drove through the beautiful
mountains, stopping to eat our picnic lunch in the Rocky
Mountains, listening to some taped music.They call
Montana the big sky country and it is easily understandable why. Sometimes you feel like you are driving at the
top of the world with everything below you.

When we resumed our journey, we were listening to the radio when they announced, "It's a beautiful30 degrees in Butte today!"
We drove through Butte, and stopped at Montana
State University to visit a museum devoted to cowboy
art by a man named Russell. Lots of beautiful western
motiff murals in the building. We ate lunch on the MSU
campus. Then it was on to Livingston and then south
toward Yellowstone Park, staying overnight in a cabin
at Mammoth Hot Springs, inside the park. Not very
luxurious, but comfortable.
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We ate dinner in a huge dining hall about a quarter
of a mile away from our cabin, staffed by college
students from all over the country. Our waitress was
going to Central Michigan University. We drove around
Mammoth for a while, then went back to our cabin to
read ourselves to sleep.
he following morning we ate in the din
ing hall again, then headed south and
easterly to see Yellowstone Falls. Man, what
a sight! (Photo on first page looks like waterfall is right
on top of you. It must be at least a mile to the water..
Beautiful!

T

Then we motored slowly through the park, seeing lots of animals, moose, deer, bears, and lots of
other wildlife. Yellowstone is a paradise. Those famous pools of swirling warm water are very colorful.
We stopped at Old Faithful (who doesn't?), visited
the gift shop, and had a cup of coffee waiting for Old
Faithful to spout forth its warm waters into the Wyoming sky. There's a clock besides the lodge which tells
you the schedule, and the geyser goes off on schedule.
Guaran-damn-teed, podnah!
We continued moving south, very slowly because
the roads are narrow and people want to step and take
pictures of the moose and the bears. They warn you not
to get too close, because these are Wll...D animals, but for
the most part, the tourists don't pay too much heed to the
warnings.
e drove through Jackson, Hoback
Junction, Swan Valley, Idaho Falls,
and stayed overnight in Pocatello, home
ofldahoState University. Some of those towns look like
they came right out of a western movie. Rip roaring good
fun being had by all the natives and thousands of
tourists. The following morning it was on to Twin Falls.
Just about there Gloria spotted a billboard. She remembered two words on it. CASINO. JACKPOT.
"Where is Jackpot?" she asked.
"In Nevada," I replied, hoping that she would think
it was two light years away and we probably wouldn't
want to go there.
"How far is it?" she asked.
"I don't know," I answered truthfully, "probably
about a hundred miles south of here."
"Why don't you stop and look at the map?" she kept
on.
I pulled over and looked at the map. Jackpot was just

W

a speck on the road, with nothing on the way there but
highway and sagebrush.
"It's about 50 miles south," I said, hoping she would
not want to go there. Ha!
"Let's go see it. We've never been to Jackpot," she
urged.
"It's going to be fifty miles that way, and then

fifty miles back ••• on the same highway ••• there's no
other way to go there and back," I said, hoping to
dissuade her.
"That's okay," she replied, "we don't have anything
else to do today, do we?"
"Nope," I said, heading south from Twin Falls to
Jackpot, Nevada.
Jackpot wasn't much. A shabby golf course about
the same quality as the old Thunderbird course in San
Jose; two or three casinos, and that was about it. I made
the mistake of drinking four bottles of ice cold beer
while she was trying to make her fortune playing the
nickel and dime slot machines.

After about forty-five minutes, I went to fmd
Gloria and said, if we don't leave right now before I
have another beer, we're gonna fmd a room and stay
here overnight. She picked up her change and we hitailed it for the parking lot, our car, and the highway
north to Twin Falls.
Those four beers made that trip back to Twin Falls
was made much, much longer by a trip back along a road
we had traversed 1.5 hours earlier. The four beers made
me sleepy in that very hot weather.
As I've said about a number of American cities in the
past (Albuquerque, El Paso, El Centro, Gila Bend) the
next time you see me in Jackpot I will be in shackles and
escorted by federal magistrates.
Jerome, Mountain Home, and Boise were next. We
spent a couple of hours driving around Boise. I liked that
place. Beautiful railroad depot with a spectacular view
of downtown Boise.

Then on thru Nampa, Caldwell, and into Ontario,
Oregon. I was born in Ontario, California and I just
couldn't resist staying overnite in Ontario, Oregon.
We checked into a motel and the lady behind the
counter was telling me that she had just spent two
weeks in San Jose.
"It seemed like a month," she said, "after the Winchester Mystery House, there's not much there" is the
way she summarized the Garden City, Queen of the
Silicon Valley we call home.
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.. We spent most of the two weeks in San Francisco
and the Napa Valley,~~ she said.
he following day we drove through
Baker, La Grande, Pendleton (where do
you Chicanos think your Pendleton shirts
are made? You're right, carnal!). Then, Hermiston, and
into Paterson, Washington.
As you leave the tiny hamlet of Paterson, there
is a small dog house on the right side of the street,
with a cardboard cutout of a police dog holding a
billy club upright. The sign reads:
SPEED CHECKED BY RADAR. PATERSON
POLICE DEPT.
Does it slow traffic down? Well, we came back to
take a picture of the cutout. After that, it is miles and
miles and miles of golden Washington wheat fields as
far as the eye can see.
How many times have you heard Keith Jackson on
ABC's college football broadcasts talk about the Palouse
country of eastern Washington? Many, many times.
There is wheat, wheat, and more wheat, but not much
else.
We motored through Prosser, Richland, Sunnyside,
Yakima (lots of Mexican radio stations, with good
ranchera music!), Ellensburg, Renton, and into Seattle.
e visited an air museum near the
Boeing plant at Renton. I cannot
resist visiting air museums. I love airplanes, especially the World War II fighter planes and
the heavy bombers. Boeing built the B-17, my favorite
bomber, in its Renton plant during WW II.
We continued north through Everett, and into
Anacortes where we stayed ovemite.lt is a quaint little
village and we really liked the motel we stayed in.
Anacortes reminded me of some quaint English fishing
ports we have seen in countlesss movies.
The next morning it was on to Bellingham, and
across the border into Vancouver, Canada. The next
day we took the ferry boat to N anaimo on Victoria
Island, and found a motel in Victoria.
It is a very beautiful city. We went to the famous
Butchart Gardens to see all the lovely flowers. Hotter than hell! Lots of tourists! But worth seeing,
especially if you like flowers.
We drove around the area for most of the day, until
we were just too tired to go any longer. Then it was back
to our motel very early in the evening because we were
leaving very early the next morning.

T
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The following morning we got up at 4:00am to line
up at the ferry boat dock to take the first boat to Port
Angeles, Washington.
It is party time in Victoria all night long, folks!
People line up in campers, vans, cars, etc., to wait for the
first ferry boat. Nothing to do but wait, so what do the
tourists do? Stock up on booze and good food, and party
hardy! The parking lot must be the world's largest
tailgate party! We had breakfast on the boat and enjoyed
the leisurely trip.
Lots of shipping on Puget Sound, and lots of small
boats on the water. We spent some of the time walking
around the deck looking out over the water and then
went down to the seating areas to drink coffee, talk,a nd
read the morning paper.
When we docked and got off the boat, we drove
south along Puget Sound through Forks, Queets, Aberdeen, Raymond, Seaside, Forest Grove, and into Portland, Oregon. We went to the Lloyd's Shopping Center
for dinner. Spent some time watching the ice skaters,
then went off to find a good book store, bought a couple
of magazines, and headed off to bed. We stayed ovemite
in Portland, drove around the city all day looking at
things, and at 3:30 in the afternoon boarded the train for
San Jose.
tiALL ABOARD!n
By now, more experienced we had packed a
picnic lunch and some other goodies, and of course,
liquid refreshments. At the Portland depot you can
buy a plastic bucket, some ice, and whatever turns
you on, and take it aboard Amtrak. We had a small
styrofoam ice chest inside our tote bag and that
worked very nicely. Cheers, Amtrak!
I guess the name of the game, when traveling by
train, is to assume that you are going to have to fend for
yourself for the entire duration of the trip. That way, if
the dining car closes before it is your tum to dine, you do
not go hungry. Be forewarned, come prepared.
We watched the Oregon scenery slide by our roomette window through Salem, Albany, and Eugene. If you
had to live somewhere out of state, Eugene might not be
a bad place to go. It is always green, a college town, and
small enough to enjoy a leisurely life. Then the train
slowly wended its way up into the green Cascade Mountains. We read and talked, discussing our next train trip,
until about 9:30PM when the sun went down. Then the
lady porter came by our roomette, asked if we needed
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any help, and brought us some coffee
and a few cookies for a snack, and we
were off to dreamland.
he return trip was much
easier because by then
you have adjusted mentally and physically to the rocking to
and fro, to the incessant clicking of
the train wheels, and to the idea that if
space is what you're after, train travel
may not be for you.
The Coast Starlight rolled into
Davis, Calif. at 6:17 in the morning,
exactly as advertised. Then on to
Martinez (7:04AM), Richmond , and
Oak land, our last stop before home.
The train ride was very enjoyable,
and we talked about taking another
trip (perhaps to Los Angeles) even
before we left the train in San Jose.
Trains allow you to see the backside of cities all up and down the
route. They do not pass through the
best parts of town, and you often get
views that you cannot get by driving
through a city.
But once the train hits the wide open countryside, or the mountains in particular, it will open up
new vistas for you because trains roll through some
spectacularly beautiful and unspoiled countryside.
So, in conclusion, we would take another trip. But
we would go prepared to provide our own food and drink
(cocktai ls are $ 1.25 each), and take along a couple of
good books, a portable TV set, or some paperwork to do,
puzzle books, and plenty of reading material.
The lights in the roomettes could be brighter for
reading purposes Amtrak. Got that? On the plus side,
there is air conditioning and the seats are comfortable
You ride on the top level in a roomette so you are above
the city traffic and up high enough to get excellent views
of the scenery. Take some comfortable lounging clothes
to relax in your roomette. But, put on street clothes for
the dining car.
In San Jose, don't count on a taxicab arriving
just because you called it 40 minutes ago. Plan to
have a friend pick you up, or take the bus home.
We used many different modes of transportation
while on our Amtrak Adventure. A friend took us to the

T

"America, America,
God shed his grace on thee

"

Amtrak depot in San Jose by car. Then we WALKED to
the train. Then Amtrak. Then a cab ride to the car rental
agency in Portland. Then we drove ourselves. Then a
ferry boat across Puget Sound from Keystone to Port
Townsend.
n San Jose upon arrival, we took a bus to the
corner of Alum Rock and Jackson Avenue.
Someone conveniently left a Lucky Stores shopping cart on the sidewalk at the bus stop where we
alighted, so we piled our luggage in the cart and pushed
it home.
HELPFUL HOUSEHOLD HINT: If you have
ANY friends, have one of them pick you up at the train
depot ... or ... Leave the luggage at the train depot. Go
home and get your car, then go back and get your
luggage.
I came to this sagacious conclusion AFfER waiting
25 minutes for a bus at the Train Depot on a Sunday
afternoon, then pushing a shopping cart for three blocks
to our apartment on a very warm California afternoon.
My son, the very inexperienced world traveler.

I
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Villegas'
Lesson

E

ligio Villegas was one of my best
friends from my early childhood in
Woodlake, California. Before my dad
died when I was ten, we used to live on Lemona
Alley, across from a small farm the Villegas
family ran. They planted tomatoes, corn, squash,
watermelons; and had some pigs, cows, and
chickens.
After my dad died the Sierra kids went to live
with my brother Jess and my sister-in-law Hema in
the "white" side of town, near the cemetery. I never
felt comfortable there. Though we were no longer
neighbors, Eligio and I remained good friends.
In elementary school, Eligio was the catcher on the
Woodlake Elementary School Eagles baseball team.
Sometimes he pitched. He could play any position.
Sometimes the coach allowed me to play right field.

BACK TO THE BARRIO
Very soon my brother bought a home on Pomegranate Street, near a neighborhood called La Rana and we
went to live there. Now I felt more at home because we
lived among other Chicanos. The language we heard
was Spanish, and the food smells were tortillas, baking
beans, chorizo, etc.

Bull Frog Stadium
is built
ur backyard was about two hundred
yards long , slanted dow nhill , with a
swamp consisting of waste water at the
lowest point. It was in that area that I planned and
constructed the Bull Frog Stadium.

0

I was going to start a "training camp" to teach the
young kids in the neighborhood to play baseball and
other sports. My star pupil was Kenny Saucedo, who
lived next door. We spent hours honing his skills in
football, baseball, and particularly basketball which
he seemed to like best of all. I had dreams of becom-

ELIGIO VILLEGAS

ing a coach when I grew up.
By the time we were freshmen in high school, Eligio
had developed into a very good athlete. I marveled at
how easy everything came to him. It seemed to me that
others had to struggle to excel in sports and he seemed
to take everything gracefully, almost like he had been
born to excel in atWetics. All sports. Hi s father, with an
old country mentality , insisted on his sons working on
the farm all the time, discouraging them from playing
"meaningless" games.

LA RANA VS. THE LIMONERA
We had decided to play a series of games to decide
the "city championship" between La Rana and La
Limonera, Eligio's barrio.
enny and I made a very crude backstop
o u t of som e ol d lumbe r and so me
chicken wire. The swamp started just behind second base. The outfielders actually stood on
ground much higher than second base and the pitcher's
rubber was much lower than home plate, a discarded
garbage can cover. It was not a regulation diamond, j ust
whatever we could fit into the land available.

K

A long home run, which only Eligio was capable
of hitting, landed among the tarpaper shacks of a
farm labor camp peopled by Okies and Braceros
directly abutting the backyard of my brother's property.
We played the first game at Bull Frog Stadium and
the team of Kenny Saucedo, Willie Chavez, Steven
Chavez, Felix Galaviz, and Richard "El Estropajo"
Ramirez and I prevailed.
The Limonera team consisted of Ray Villegas, Bobby
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Marquez, Art Arroyo, Mike Marquez, Raul "Bully"
Torres, and Phillip "El Dindi" Lopez.
The return game was played at their field. It was a
relatively smooth field which had been burned of its
weeds. Just behind second base was a barbed wire fence,
which came into play on nearly every ball hit in the
game. No warning track! Every ball hit on the ground
was instantly transformed into a black mass. It was
difficult to field it without closing your eyes to avoid the
ashes. The Limoneros stomped us.

THE SERIES DECIDER
e negotiated on where to play the
third game of the series, for the city
championship. Eligio took the tack that
he didn't care where we played. I sensed that he knew
they had better athletes, and that he, in particular, was a
much better athlete than I, and they would win no matter
where the game was played, and under which ground
rules.
We (I) opted for theW oodlake High School baseball
diamond, the whole field. They stomped us again, proving that talent will out in the long run.

W

THE LESSON LEARNED
I learned a very valuable lesson from those games.
Eligio Villegas was a much better athlete than Eliseo
Sierra. When I realized that ... from that point on, I
became his most ardent fan, vicariously living my dreams
through his exploits.

No one was more pleased than I when he was
named the Most Valuable Baseball Player at WUHS
in his sophomore year, playing center field.
His older brother Marion played third base and
Alex Ramoz, another tine athlete, pitched and caught,
but in the minds of his teammates Eligio Villegas
contributed more than either of the upper classmen
to whatever success Woodlake High enjoyed in 1950.
Two years later, I talked to Rosy Gilhousen, a
Pittsburgh Pirates scout, who was a good friend of Jack
Mann, our baseball coach, at a baseball tournament in
Delano.

A very good
baseball player
He said that among the major league prospects in the
tourney were Johnny Callison, an outfielder for East
Bakersfield High; Eligio Villegas, a shortstop from
Woodlake; and Jack Hannah, pitcher, from Visalia.
Callison, of course, went on to a long major league

career with the Philadelphia Phillies, and Hannah made
it to the big show with the Milwaukee Brewers.
Eligio and I graduated from high school in 1952. I
went to live in Los Angeles, and he moved to San Jose.
We wrote back and forth to each other. It got competitive
again. A ten page letter was followed by a twenty pager,
etc. I mailed him an 82-page missive and he ceded the
long-letter writing title to me.

TOGETHER AGAIN
In 1959 we were reunited again in San Jose when I
moved here from Los Angeles. We started Club San
Joaquin, composed of former central valley residents to
play games against some of the local clubs in the area
like Riviera, Genies, San Felipe, and El Dorado. Eligio,
now known as Ray, and I now known as David, were
among the first members to join the club.
While he excelled in softball and basketball, I was
content to sit on the bench, keep score, and holler
encouragement to our team.

0

ne year, probably because the members
voted while in a drunken stupor, they
elected me basketball coach. Villegas
was one of my players. He never criticized my decisions, God bless him. He just went out and played as
hard as he always did.

The lesson I learned from Eligio
Villegas was this: Findyournichein
life, and fill it. Obviously, playing
ball was not mine. But I realized
that writing about it came very easy,
so that is what I did, for EL
EXCENTRICO magazine and
other publications. • • • • •

First Night Series
The first World Series game
played at night
was on October 13, 1971,
game four, in Pittsburgh.
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The Politicians
Dec. 1973
by E. David Sierra
Editor, THE FORUMEER
In the recent past we have heard many citizens complain that no matter how YOU vote the
politicians always do what THEY want to do
anyway. That may well be true. But, politicians
behave that way only because we let them. We let
them because we are apathetic.
emember, all politicians are
PUBLIC
SERVANTS,
and
many of them have to be reminded of
that simple fact over and over and over again. It THE POLITICIANS-- E. David Sierra, the author, fl anked
is easy, we imagine, that once they are privileged by Mayor Janet Gray Hayes of San Jose, left, and Virginia
to walk the marbled halls of congress, sit in the Mae Mays, Director, California Veterans Affairs Dept.
state legislature, or maintain a plush office in city
hall , to forget that they do NOT have a lifetime ....___ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ _ __!

R

appointment.
It is up to YOU, AVERAGE CITIZEN U.S.A., to
remind the politician constantly that he represents THE
PEOPLE.
You can best influence the thinking of your elected
officials by getting to know them and understand what
makes them tick. Remember, above all else, that a
politician's primary obj ective, his ultimate goal , his
fondest dreams, center on his BEING REELECTED.
Period.
The thought that the electorate may someday turn
himout of office makes the politician roll over in his
sleep and break out in a cold sweat.
oliticians resp.ond to numbers. They like
to know what the polls show, what orga
nized groups favor, and how many people
have signed petitions for or against a given issue.
Remember, also, that ALL POLITICIANS RESPOND TO PUBLICITY. When your elected official
does something right, send him a letter praising him for
his honest and conscientious efforts. When he does
something "wrong," issue a release to the press oppos-

P

ing his stand. Speculate on what made him take the stand
that he took.
Every time an issue comes before him, let him know
how YOU stand before he votes. You may very well
change his mind. Or make him use his.
Remember ... just as automobiles run on gas,
water and oil, the politician runs on campaign contributions, votes, self-esteem and PUBLICITY.
Following are a number of things that you can do to
influence your elected officials to reflect YOUR views
when they vote on a given issue.
GET TO KNOW YOUR REPRESENTATIVES
AND OFFICIALS. They are neither angels nor ogres.
They react to events the same way everyone else does.
Believe it or not. Find out what pressures they react to.
Is it the labor unions? Campaign contributions? Their
economic interests? Personal friends and family? Inform yourself about his voting record and find out what
committees he serves on.
Check on which districts voted for him and which
ones didn't. Find out who his political supporters are.
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Who bankrolls his election campaigns? Who are his
political advisors? To which groups does he belong?
Who are his political enemies? What skeletons are in
his "personal.. closet? What are theymost proud of?
What are they ashamed of? In short, find out all you
possibly can about them!

W

RITE, CALL AND VISIT YOUR
REPRESENTATIVE, with your
views on matters of mutual concern.
Short, concise and well reasoned letters from constituents are read by his staff and given consideration. Believe it.
If your elected official is going to be in your area,
call his local office and make an appointment to see
him. Get acquainted with the people on his local staff.
If you have thoroughly researched point No. 1 of this
treatise, you will be able to impress him with your
know ledge of HIM. If you are attempting to see a
member of Congress (U.S. Representative or U.S.
Senators) be prepared to talk only with a member of his
staff, who will relay your message to your elected
official. Hopefully.

RESEARCH YOUR SUBJECT. You'll be faced
with many questions. The staff member or the
politician will want to ascertain whether you KNOW
anything about the subject you are discussing with
them. (Some people go to see their elected officials
just to SAY they were there).
KNOW what you are going to discuss and he will
probably be impressed enough to react favorably to
whatever you want.

ORGANIZE PEOPLE. If you are interested
in conservation of the environment, beautifying city hall (the ousting of an unresponsive
legislator), or whatever, find others who are
interested in the same thing and WORK AS A
GROUP. There is strength in numbers. Make
your group the recognized experts on that particular subject. Issue periodic press releases to
make EVERYONE aware of your concerns.
EEP YOUR INFORMATION CUR
RENT. Know the very latest informa
tion on the particular issue of your concern. Subscribe to publications dealing with subjects in
which you are interested. Ask your congressman to
send you one of the free subscriptions of the Congres-

K

sional Record. Write to different groups interested in the
same thing and keep files on what you have learned.
LOBBY BEFORE THE BILL IS VOTED ON. Make
public statements on your viewpoint BEFORE voting
takes place.
PARTICIPATE IN PUBLIC HEARINGS. Most
issues of great public interest are discussed in depth at
public hearings. Find out where the hearings will be held
and try to participate. Find out who is going to chair the
hearings and offer to render testimony. If you cannot be
present, at least submit a written statement for the
record. Forget emotional appeals. STICK TO THE
FACTS, and DOCUMENT THEM. Remember that
politicians respond to numbers, so have the facts and
figures ready.

LET YOUR ELECTED OFFICIALS KNOW
YOU APPRECIATE IT WHEN THEY VOTE
"RIGHT", and let the public know also. Politicians
love publicity. They can never get enough of it. It is
beyond the capabilities of man to overpublicize a
politician. Put out press releases letting the public
know when you concur with the way "your" politician casts his vote.
hen he votes contrary to your wishes,
issue a press release also, letting every
one know your viewpoints and speculate
on what prompted your elected official to go against the
wishes of your special interest group. The next time
around he may consult YOU before he votes on a given
issue.
BE REALISTIC. No politician is ever going to solve
ALL your problems. He must work through committees, personal friendships, persuasion, etc., all with AN
EYE TOWARD IDS RE-ELECTION. Remember that!
Remindf him (if you are not satisfied with his performance) that he has not been innoculated against political defeat.

W

Be sure to make the point that the law specifies
that your district MUST have a representative, but
remind him that IT DOESN'T SAY IT HAS TO
BE HIM/HER!

Democracy CAN work, but it can
only work if concerned citizens make
their elected politicians respond to
THEIR wishes. • • • • •
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When the Yanks

Every time I see this Joe Rosenthal photograph
of American soldiers raising the fl ag atop Mt.
Suribachi on Iwo Jima during W orld War II, I am
reminded of my classmates Dolores Kent and
Doris Swafford, in the 6th grade at Woodlake
Elementary School.
One cold, rainy day when it was too dismal to
play outside, we were having "amateur hour" and
they sang a beautiful song which included the
lines,
"When the Yanks raised the stars and
stripes on Iwo lima isle,
There were tears in their eyes though they
smiled."

•••

After that they were asked to sing the song on
numerous occasions. But I have never heard it
anywhere else. I have asked people of my generation if they remember it. No one does. And none of
the servicemen who served in those years whom I
have asked ever heard of it.
Many years later while pemsing a book
about country and western music I found out
that the song was written by Bob Wills and Cliff
(Cactus Jack) Johnson.
If you get the opportunity, find the words
and learn the song.
--E.T. Sierra
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I fulfilled a lifelong dream back in
the early 70's about standing up in a
crowd and singing my favorite song.
I got up and sang "La Tracionera"
with the Bobby Zamora Orchestra at
El Toro Club on 13th and Taylor in
San Jose, Calif.

I struggled because when I am sober I can
remember the words to the songs but do not have
the courage to sing in public. When I am plastered I have the courage to make an ass of myself
in public, but I forget the words.

I remember Rudy Olivas was playing the
piano that night, and I asked him if he would
play while I sang my favorite cancion ranchera.
"Sure, we'll use the whole band" he said, "I'll
tell Bobby. When we're ready for you, he'll
introduce you and you come to the stage!"
he Club San Joaquin guys
were a t it again. I don 't
remember if we were celebrating another victory by one of our sports teams, or we
were just commemorating another Saturday
evening by pursuing our hobby, which was
getting royally plastered on beer.
I had been telling Ray Garcia (El Lefty), that
I wanted to sing with the band someday when
they could squeeze me in between singers like
Conrado Barrientos, Bobby Zamora, and others.

Anyway, when the crowd came to its feet at
the conclusion of my "gig", Bobby and his
pianist were laughing, "I'll be a sonofabitch!
You're getting a standing ovation!" he exclain1ed.
I bowed deeply. Again and again. My
thoughts were, "Move over Miguel Aceves
Mejia!"
I finally quit bowing, and straightened out,
looking across the room form y Club San Joaquin
buddies. All my f1iends were on their feet,
applauding loudly, whistling, and yelling. Paul
Gary was laughing like hell , and pointing at his
wrist watch.
"VAMONOS, David .. it's 2 o'clock!"
THUD.

T

Finally the moment came, Bobby Zamora
told me at the bar during an intermission,
when I wave at you, come on up on the stage
and you can sing. He knew the song I wanted
to sing, and one of his musicians knew the
song also.

Is that the Lord's way of saving
the world from my less than impressive voice? Qui en sabe?

Green Grass!
Two young boys in the men's bathroom at a football game between
Valley Christian High School of San
Jose and McClymonds of Oakland:
"Man, I didn't know grass was
THAT color!"
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Basketball
Fundamentals
by E. David Sierra
At a Club San Joaquin meeting in San Jose in the
early 60's, with most of the members in a drunken
stupor, I was elected basketball coach. We were member of the United Club Council League in San Jose, and
they very soon found out that I didn't know a low post
from a hitching post. Some of the team members were
Bobby Garcia, Bonie Villegas, Ray Villegas, Jim Belong, Ron Gonzales, Bob Ochoa, Manuel Velasco, and
Kenny Saucedo.
itting on the bench, at a game against El
Dorado which started Tabby Perez, Leo
Carrillo, Ruben Garcia, Dan Ortiz and Greg
Biuel and with CSJ getting further and further behind,
Manuel Velasco leaned over and said, "Sierra, let's go
to the low post. We can get 'em!"
I didn't have the faintest idea what in hell he meant
by 'low post' but then I didn't know how to keep a team
that has you helplessly outmanned from rolling up the
core, either.
"Manuel," I said, "those guys out there could give
City College a good game. W e couldn't beat the m
sumbitches if we had Wilt Chamberlain and Jerry West
now. There's no way in hell we're gonna beat 'em with
the guys we got!"
He insisted that we should try the low post and that
we could beat El Dorado.
"Go in for Bonie Villegas," I said, trying to
sound authorita tively like a coach. Velasco r a n onto
the court and told the other players what to do to go
to the 'low post'. V illegas came to the bench and
asked, "Why a re you taking me out?"
"We're going to the low post," I answered.
"You don't take out your tallest player to go to the
low post! " he said, shaking his head from side to side.
I didn't know why he was upset. Hell, Manuel
Velasco just came up with the formula for beating these
guys and one of our best players is complaining. It didn't
make much sense to me. I motioned for him to sit down
while 1cupped my hands around my eyes so I could zero

S

in on how the low post was doing. (I'd seen coaches do
that on television for years). After a few minutes, 1
motioned for Villegas to go back in, and he hustled onto
the court.

BASKETBALL ADVICE:
When you're getting your ass kicked, make changes
constantly. It g ives the people watching the idea that you
are trying to get the 'right combination' of player: in
there so you can prevail. Unfortunately for us, playing a
team with Tabby Perez, Dan Ortiz, Leo Carrillo and
those other guys on it, we had about as much chance a,
Liberace in a gang fight.
elasco came back, took a seat next
to me, a nd put hi s arm arou nd my
shoulder, "Maliciala, Sierra", he said philosophically, "Valemos una pura ch ingada!" (Realize it,
David, we're not worth a damn).
So ... here's my advice to aspiring basketball coaches.
Never mind about low post, high post, double post, or
hitching post. Get some seven footers, some really tall
silos, and at least one quick guard who can beat the full
court press and bring the ball up the court and give it to
those silos.
Teach the silos NEVER to bounce t he baH. Give
'em the ba ll up high. Tell 'em to take it to the hole.
Then run back upcourt, r em embering not to t1ap
their arm s too much because they'll slap someone
and then you get t he hell beat out of you at the fre:y

V
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Walla Walla Pinto's Letter
May 1970
David Sierra, Editor
THE FORUMEER
990 Elm St.
San Jose, CA
Dear Sir:
I open this letter to you expressing that we are
Mexicanos (Hermanos) and that I am hurt because I can
not talk to you and look into your eyes at the same tie,
and this is one of the main reasons for this letter. Each of
us Chicanos here in Washington are concerned about
our raza, Los Mexicanos.
The main reason for this correspondence is to ask

Basketball FundaiDentals
(Cont. from Pg 175)
throw line.
Then, sit back and enjoy the great game of basketball.
Oh, yes, every so often, jump up off the bench as
your team is bringing the ball downcourt, point at the
opponents basket, and holler ... something .... anything.
se your fingers to show your players
numbers . . . any numbers. When your
guards are bringing the ball up the floor,
point at the opponents• basket, and yell something,
anything ... the guards aren•t listening anyway, they•re
concentrating on keeping the other team from stealing
the ball away.
Cover your mouth with one hand while talking to
your assistant coach. The crowd will think you•re discussing strategy you don•t wish to share with the lip
readers in the gym. Actually you are just saying, .. We
couldn•t beat these sonsabitches if they were in wheelchairs with square tires! ..
Or, shake your head vigorously after an official calls
a foul against your team. The fans will think it•s the
officials beating you, not the other team. Get off your
keester, talk to the official. Finish with a smile. It will
give those on the sidelines the impression that you know
something the officials don•t know. It will mightily
impress those who don•t know basketball from bowling.

U

for help and information. We Chicanos here at Walla
Walla are all interesting in bettering our conditions,
both as individuals as well as Chicanos. We are eager
to learn about our culture and history as well as
American history.
herefore, we respectfully request your assis
tance in helping us establish a meaningful
communication with .. our people.. outside,
and with groups who could further facilitate our cultural
and social needs.
With the cooperation of the Superintendent, Mr. B .J.
Rhay, the Chicanos of this institution have formed an
ethnic group, UNITED CHICANOS. Officers have
been elected and we are now in the process of getting
organized. Our goals and aims are self improvement,
consisting of education, vocational training, and parole
planning so that we can become responsible members
when we return to society.
Is it possible to have THE FORUMEER send us
a journal so that we may keep up with La Raza in
California?
Your cooperation and personal attention to our request will be deeply appreciated. We would enjoy having you voice your ideas concerning this matter.
Very truly yours,
--GIL PARRA,
Corresponding Secretary
UNITED CHICANOS,
Walla Wall a, Washington.

T

EDITOR'S NOTE: I sent Mr. Parra a complimentary copy of THE FORUMEER and added his name to
our mailing list. Later that year the camales made me an
honorary member of their pinto group and sent me an
appropriate membership certificate, with a cardboard
frame. Fame is where you find it. Para que la vayan
viendo. camales!

Man's Opinion
To obtain a man·s opinion of you, make him
mad.
--Oliver Wendell Holmes
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Chicanos in the
Deep South
•

J__

Air Force Academy, Oklahoma City, LBJ Library,
Dallas, Houston, New Orleans, Montgomery,
Atlanta, Nashville, Little Rock
Ioria and I never went anywhere in a
straight line. We were going to the
American GI Forum national convention in
El Pa o, Texas, but decided not to go in a straight line.
We seldom went anywhere in a straight line. Gloria and
l flew into Denver via United Airlines. We were met at
Stapleton Field by a member of the Denver GI Forum,
bur damned if I remember who it was. Jim Maestas,
probably. Anyway , he suggested a Mexican restaurant
and we went there for a late lunch. After that we talked
for a few hours over some cold beer, and then he left us.
We want to get a good night's sleep, because early the
next morning, we were off to see the country.
AIR FORCE ACADEMY
We rolled out of bed at 6 AM, anxious to get on the
road. But, first a brief stop at Denny's, off U.S . 25 for
breakfast. Then a leisurely drive south to Colorado
Springs to visit the Air Force Academy. The Chapel is
the most impressive sight on the campus. It is even more
impressive inside. We were allowed to go inside because there were no services taking place at the moment.
Those cadets marching on the parade ground is a

G

very impressive sight also. I kept thinking about how
much this country invests in their education, and then
some of them are sent into military action and lose their
lives. What a waste! And what a disappointment for
their family.
We rolled through Limon and Lamar, Colorado. On
local radio, they mentioned something about some soldier boy that was home on leave. Can you imagine a big
city radio station doing that? No. Neither can I, but the
local yokels appreciate it.
TillS LOOKS LIKE KANSAS
bout mid-day we drove into Dodge
City, Kansas, home of Boot Hill , the
heralded old western cemetery where some
of the west's wildest outlaws are buried. It's not very big.
and not very impressive, but it i history, Agne .
An image that sticks in my mind is the little ga
station we saw outside the small vi llage of Goodland,
Kansas. A building about the size of two telephone
booths, with the attendant sitting outside on a plain
chair, reading. Two gas pumps. Graveled driveway.
And nothing else for miles arou nd . "I bet that guy freezes

A
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ers, where Bud Wilkinson coached his team to 47
hi s ass in the winter time," was my remark to Gloria. Not
quite believing what we had seen, we doubled back to
straight victories back in the rruddle fifties. We stopped
take a second look. Yep. A gas station. Two pumps.
at a variety store to buy a travel iron, and then headed
Period.
south into Texas.
We motored thru Pratt, Kansas and stayed overnight
NINFA'S
R o II e d
tn
Wi c hita.
throu g h
There is a huge
Ardmore,OK;
U.S. Air Force
Gaine
sv ill e,
bomber mounted
and Denton,
on a pylon right
and into Ft.
olllside of town.
Worth. We
That is all I redrove around
member about
town fo r a
Wichita. Did you
w h i I e .
know
that
through the
Wi c hita proChrisTexas
duces more pritian Univerva te a irp la nes
sity campus,
than any other
and
then
city in the world?
found a motel
Yep. That's all I
near the camknow
about
Lyndon B. Johnson Library, Austin, TX
pus
and
Wichita. Oh yes,
s tayed
in
also, it is home
"Foht Wuth" for the night. We ate an early dinner at
of the Wichita University Wheatshockers.
Ninfa's, a Mexican restaurant, to see if it was as good as
OKLAHOMA, WHERE THE ...
their ads say it is. Yum. Yum. Yep, hoss, it is!
arly the next morrung, we hit the Kansas
turnpike southbound to Oklahoma. In
DALLAS .... BAD MEMORIES
The next morning we went into Dallas. I used to
Oklahoma City, we saw the downtown area,
think
very highly of Dallas, but not anymore. After the
and the state capitol with oil derricks on the front lawn.
assassination of President John F. Kennedy , I have ill
Yes! You Okies ain't that desperate for a few bucks, are
thoughts about this city. I know you can't blame the
you?
citizens for what one crazy nut did , but I am not sure one
We also visited the Cowboy Hall of Fame. Gloria
person did it.
was admiring a statue called "The End of the Trail"
After having gone to the scene, I suspect that the
which I had pointed out to her. She asked,"How do you
shots that killed the President came out of the buildknow what it is?"
ing directly behind him, and that is the home of a law
"Because the original is in Mooney Grove Park,
enforcement agency.
between Visalia and Tulare," I said, pointing at my head,
There was a lot of animosity toward the President in
"I'll show it to you the next time we're down there. "
that
area, in those days and there are things about the
We also went to the National Softball Hall of Fame.
investigation that just didn't make sense to me.
In Norman, just south of OKC, we visited Okie U, the
We went through the building, saw the window from
Uni versity of Oklahoma. Small world department. I
which Lee Harvey Oswald alledgedly fired an ancient
thought I had seen a member of the Texas Jr. GI Forum
Italian rifle at a target moving down , away, and at an
and some friends getting out of a van, and when we saw
angle from him. I confess I have never fired a gun bigger
the young lady in El Paso, we asked her if she had been
than a BB gun in my life. I don't know exactly how good
at OU on a certain day, and yes, it was her!
those U.S. Marines sharpshooters are, but I doubt very
We saw Owen Field , home of the Oklahoma Soonmuch that Lee Harvey Oswald, ACTING ALONE,

E

CON SAFOS --A CH ICANO'S JOURNEY THROUGH LIFE IN CALIFORNIA

murdered our President. I just don't buy it.
We visited the John F. Kennedy Memorial. Very
simple. I kept cussing Texas under my breath all the time
I was in Dallas.

SJSU SPOILS A DREAM
Then we kept moving south, to Waco, home of
Baylor University. We visited the campus. I just wanted
ro see it, particularly the "scene of the crime" as I
described the stadium to Gloria. Back in 1980 they
al most had an undefeated football team .

an Jose State did it to them on Nov. 1,
1980. A Spartan team led by QB Steve

S
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THE ALAMO
Then we rolled through San M arcos and into San
Antonio. We went to The Alamo. Saw a video presentation. When it ended, a young Chicano about fifteen years
old , sitting in front of us, turned around and said, "Just
a bunch of bullshit, huh?"
"You got THAT right! " I said.
Want to know my true impression of The Alamo? I
believe that it serves very little purpose other than to
keep reminding Texans that at one point in their history,
some Mexicans led by General Santa Anna kicked their
ass and killed some of their heroes. I guess it gives the m

Clarkson,bac~Gerald ~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~~

Willhite and Kenny Thomas, ends
Mark Nichols and Stacey Bailey,
bested a Baylor Bears team which
featured Walt Abercrombie, their
all-time leading rusher ; Mike
Singletary, a three time all southwest conference linebacker; and
free safety Vann McElroy.

United States Air Force Academy
Colorado Springs, Colo.

Later in the season, Baylor lost to
Alabama in the Cotton Bowl, but
when SJSU got em, they were undefeated. Look it up. hoss!
We stopped at a Holiday Inn to
use their bathrooms and grab a bite to
ea t .Aft~ u~~ theb~hroomswe L_ _~~=~~~~~~~===~~~~~~~~~~~~
decided to go eat somewhere else.
The Texas Rangers were having a big meeting there.
a reason to keep hating Meskins.
Lots of tall white men with cannons on the ir belts. Catch
We drove around the city, near the River Walk all
you later, heah?
afternoon. In the early evening I took G loria for dinner
Going south through Temple, I mentioned to Gloria
at the Pan American restaurant, where CF Mendez and
that that is where Little Joe & La Familia are headquarIgnacio Balli had taken me on a previous visit to San
tered now. She remembers them as Little Joe & The
Antonio.
LaLineers when the GI Forum hired them back in San
CORPUS CHRISTI
Jo e many, many years ago.
e stayed overnight in San Antonio.
THE LBJ LIBRARY
the n headed so uth to the Gulf of
In Austin we went to the LBJ Library. It is BIG, just
Mexico, and Corpus Christi. We went to
like the man was in real life. W e had an excelle nt
lunch at the Ship Ahoy Restaurant, an excellent sea food
Mexican lunch in a small restaurant just off the campus.
place where a bunc h of Californianos had gone to eat in
Delicious ! While we were waiting to be served, I browsed
I 968 when Dan Campos was e lected national chai rman
through the Austin telephone book, to see if some
here.
friends I had known in Los Angeles had stayed in Austin
I told Gloria the story about how eight of us had
lunch there, and then drank beer after beer after beer, for
after graduating from UTexas. No Sammy Idrogo, no
Raul Lozano, no Denman Vodrie Smith III. I knew
about 2 hours. When we left, with a bill of over $ 11 0
about Jesus Chavarria. He was in Santa Barbara, Calidollars, we left a tip of about $ 11 . As we were getti ng in
fo rnia, teaching at UC Santa Barbara.
our car in the parking lot, the waitress who had served us

W
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came out and told me that we had forgotten to pick up our
change at the cash register.
"No, senorita, we didn't forget! That is your tip! We
appreciate your excellent service. Quedese con ello!" I
said.

THE NATIONAL OFFICE

Tiger Stadium, LSU, Baton Rouge, LA
In the early evening, I called Bernie Sandoval, our
GI Forum national executive secretary, and arranged to
go visit him in Beeville, some thirty miles north of CC.
He showed us the GI Forum national office and some of
the work he was doing. I happened to glance at a letter
on top of his desk in which some chapter in Texas had
sent him only half of the dues money . They were
thanking him for sending the membership cards, and
pledg ing to send the rest of the money later.
When I checked with Fred Vazquez, FORUMEER
subscription manager in San Jose, I told him not to send
newspapers to anyone who had not paid the full fees.
It is not fair to h ave some people paying only half
the dues just because they are in the same state as the
National Executive Secretary.
After that, any report I heard about membership
count had to be taken with a grain of salt. Que se Ia
cuenten a mis nalgas!
We got back to Corpus very late at night, and went
directly to bed. The next day we were headed to New
Orleans.

WALKING TALL
But first you gotta drive through Victoria, and into
Houston. We stayed overnight in Houston. Late in the

afternoon, the skies suddenly turned very dark and it
started raining like we had never seen it rain before.
e had just returned from visiting the
Astrodome. In the parking lot of our
hotel, the water must have been an inch
deep all over We had to wade into our room.
I got restless again in about two hours,
and looked in the newspaper for a good
movie. "Walking Tall ," the true story of
Sheriff Buford Pusser of McNair County,
Tennessee was showing at La Galleria, a
huge mall on the other side of Houston so
we took the beltway around town and went
to see it. One of the best movies I have ever
seen. I still watch it, or parts of it, any time
it shows on television.
The following day while driving rhru
Beaumont, it rained harder than I have ever
seen it rain ... EVER! I mean, it came down.
It did not rain cats and dogs. It rained
elephants and rhinos ! I mean ... the sky was
pissin', podnah!

W

CROSSING THE MISSISSIPPI
We cross over the state line into Louisiana and headed east for Baton Rouge. We were looking
anxiously ahead. It would be Gloria's first look at the
Mississippi River, the grand-daddy of ali American
rivers.
We wanted to see the Loui siana state capitol, visit
the statue of Huey Long, and then motor south to New
Orleans.
Ioria and I took the elevator to the 46th
floor of the state capital building. A
marvelous view of the Mississippi and the
Baton Rouge area. On the descent, the elevator operator,
eager to engage us in conversation, asked if this was the
tallest building we had ever been in.
"No," I replied, "last year we visited the Empire
State Building in New York. It's 102 stories. More than
twice as high as this one."
End of conversation.
Gloria and I were perusing the large paintings on the
ground floor when a state trooper asked if we had signed
the guest book.
"No, we haven't," I replied.
He Jed us to a marble counter, turned around a
massive book mounted on a pivoting stand and handed
me a pen. I signed, Mr. and Mrs. David Sierra, San Jose,

G
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Gloria was up and dressed in no time.
Calif. He was looking at my handwriting upside down
We
drove into town and all over, just seeing things
and then commented, "Where is San Jose?"
we had never seen before ... Tulane University ... Lake
"Just south of San Francisco," I answered.
Ponchartrain,
the Sugar Bowl ... the Mississippi River,
He looked me square in the eye and commented,
Bourbon Street ... the beautiful plantations on the out"Nuthin' but Long Hairs and Queers out there!"
skirts of town.
We decided that we could do without seeing the
It was getting dark, and soon we found a Mexican
Huey B. Long statue out on the manicured grounds of
restaurant, had dinner, got directions on how to find our
the building. Sayonara, Baton Rouge!
motel, and headed for bed.
TRAVELERS CHECKS
THE
GULF COAST
needed to cash some travelers checks before we
The next morning we were going east toward Modrove into The Big Easy. I drove into the park
bile, Gulfport, Mississippi and Atlanta!
ing lot of a small bank in Denham Springs,
We drove thorugh
Louisiana. I was driving a new Olds . . . . . - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - ,
Cutlass Supreme with Texas plates,
Slidell, Gulfport, Biloxi, had
and had a California drivers license.
breakfast in Pascagoula, and
As I pulled up to a small enclosure
motored into Mobile. I knew
which was the drive-up window, I
they had some Navy warships docked there and
noticed a gorgeous daughter ofLouisiana working as a teller. Behind her
wanted to see them, but it
was unbearably hot and I did
stood an old codger pulling down
minimum wages as a Rent-A-Cop.
not want to climb out of an
I handed her the travelers check,
air-conditioned car. Some
my Cal ifornia drivers license, and
other time.
In the early afternoon we
waited. She was very courteous and
came to Montgomery, the
promptly gave me the $500 that I
wanted.
Cradle of the Confederacy.
We found a room at the local
"There you are, sir," she said,
counting out ten $50 dollar bills.
Days Inn. The place was so
Wishing to make conversation, I
Bourbon Street Building
new that the air conditioners
asked "Is that guard there to guard
New Orleans
were not even installed. The
you or the money?"
guy atthe desk said he would
knock ten bucks off the rent if we would stay in one of
Gorgeous Louisianan just smiled, making my day .
"Go on, now ," the guard said, "Clara Lou is very
those rooms. The hole was already cut on the wall, at
busy. "
floor level. All we had to do was push the AC unit
Some fifty miles down the road, I asked Gloria if she
through the hole, plug it in, and hello cold air! Got it!
knew what Denham Springs, Louisiana was famous for.
THE LAUNDROMAT
"No, what is it famous for?" she asked.
Gloria and I found a laundromat so we could wash
"It is the Louisiana home of the Klu Klux Klan," I
our clothes before we continued our trip. In a little strip
said.
mall in Montgomery, we found one and stopped. While
THE BIG EASY
Gloria was putting our laundry in the machines, a very
black lady, about 35 years old, with two small kids in
Getting tireder and tireder by the minute as we
tow, asked her if she had some quarters for her to do her
neared the city of New Orleans, we decided to find a
motel room on the outskirts of town, get a few hours rest,
laundry. We had plenty of them, so Gloria gave her
and then make it to the lights.
some change. Then we went to a small cafe next door to
the laundromat to catch a bite to eat while our clothes
Too impatient, after a few minutes of lying down, I
popped out of bed and said, "Let's go see the wild, wild
were washing.
city of Naw Or'lans. "
A few minutes later we noticed that the dark lady had
left the laundromat and was standing by our car parked

I

182

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

in front of the cafe. She kept looking around, as if
expecting someone, then she would look toward the
lau ndromat. "Why don't you go ask her, maybe she
needs more quarters," I suggested to Gloria. We had
finished eating, so she went outside and approached the
black lady. Sure enough, she needed more quarters.

...

Tennessee State Capital, Nashville
Gloria asked her why she didn't didn't come inside and
ask us. "Ah cain't do that," she replied tersely. Gloria
came inside and asked if I had more quarters. We had
some in the trunk of the car, fetched them, and gave her
more change. Later, as we were driving away from the
laundromat, I asked Gloria, "Did you notice that we
were the only white people in the laundromat?"
She had not noticed.

"Officer, I just want to drop these post cards in the
mail box right there," I said, pointing at the mail box
which was not even thirty feet away.
"I'm sorry sir, we are closed. You are going to have
to leave the building," he said, still adamant.
"Officer ..... Okay ... I understand .... Can you please
drop these cards in the mail box for me?" [
begged him.
"Sir .... Just leave the building. We are
closed," he said again. Maybe they don't
teach him any other words to say.
I turned around and started to walk out,
muttering "Man, these rent-a-cops are sure
efficient. Wonder what they make, 50 cents
a day?"
"DID YOU SAY SOMETHING?" he
questioned me, walking menacingly toward
me, as I retreated hastily down the hall.
"No, Sir. I was just saying, Have a Nice
Day!"
The n, I hustled my bones out of their
sacred building. As we were leaving we
noticed the Stars and Stripes and the rebel
flag flying side by side from flagpoles atop
the building. A cold chill ran up my spine seeing the
rebel flag flying over a United States Government
bui lding. "They got it half right," I mentioned to Gloria
as we drove off.

GRITS FOR BREAKFAST

Later we went to the Montgomery Post Office. We
had filled out some post cards for the natives back home
and wanted to mail them. I parked in front of the
building, and ran up to the door, because it was very
near closing time. As I walked into the building, a
security guard was walking down the hall, toward me .
I was about fifty feet from the mail box, where I
inte nded to deposit the post cards. But he wouldn't have
it.
"We're closed, Sir!" he said in his best authoritative

The following morning we stopped at a small diner
to eat breakfast, and I decided to go "southern ." I ordered
grits with my breakfast, and asked the waitress to tell me
how to eat them.
I tried, but they can have their damned grits. I'll stick
to good old country-fried potatoes, California style.
After we left, motoring toward Auburn, Gloria asked
me ifl had heard the comments the four men in the table
next to us were making as we paid at the cash register and
left. No, I said, I didn't hear them.
"It wasn't very nice," she said.
We stopped for gas at a Chevron station on the
outskirts of Auburn. I wanted to gas up and then go see
Auburn U. , home of the Auburn Tigers.

VOICe.

BREAK THE WINDOW!

THE POST OFFICE

"I know, I just want to mail these postcards. I want
to drop them in that mail box," I replied, smiling.
"Sir, WEARE CLOSED," he repeated,as hewalked
up to me.

We gassed up, and I drove away from the pumps and
under a huge magnolia tree in the station's parking lot.
Gloria and I got out to stretch our legs for awhi le. When
we were ready to resume our journey, I discovered that
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I had left the keys in the ignition.
After thinking about the situation for awhile and
searching the nearby ground for a clothes hanger, I
went to the station and asked the guy running the place
if he had a tool to help me get into my car.
"I locked my keys inside," I said, apologetically.
"Naw ... I don't got nuthin' here," he said.
"Break the quarter window!" he suggested.
Gloria and I discussed the situation some more. I
had an auto club card, but I didn't want to go to all that
hassle. A short while later, a young man drove up to the
station in a souped up Talladega Raceway Special, and
the guy I had been talking to drove off in a pickup ~rue~.
I decided to try again. "Have you got anything tn
here to help me get into my car?" I asked, "I locked
myself out."
,
.
"Sure, buddy ... just a moment, and well get In
there!" he said cheerfully.
A few minutes later he came out of the garage and
inserted his "jimmy bar" down into the door panel and
the inside lock popped out. I thanked him, offered to
pay him for his trouble, which he shook off, and we left.
"How can some people be perfect asses, and some
people be so kind?" was my question to Gloria. Of
course, she didn't have the answer.

THE MOONSIDNE STILLS

W

e arrived in Atlanta about noon, mo
tored past the Fulton County Sta
dium, Home of the Atlanta Braves, and
drove into the downtown area, down Peachtree Street,
looked at all the tall buildings, and out the north end of
town toward Marietta and Dalton. Apple country. There
were places with "stills" for sale. Those are boozemaking machines. I wonder how they get past the law
selling them openly? We stopped to look at one, and I
asked.
"It's not against the law to make them and it's not
against the law to sell them, and it's not against the law
to own one," the store owner said, "It IS against the law
to BUY one and make your own booze. They'll GET
you for THAT!"
"Who checks?" I asked him.
"Not me .... " he said, walking away to wait on a
customer.

TENNESSEE
Chattanooga, Tennesse was the next big city I
wanted to see. We went to the top of Lookout Mountain, getting a beautiful view of the area. I found out
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later that Gloria doesn't appreciate heights, but she didn't
say anything when I led her to the tramway that goes up
the mountain. Way up there!
Then we continued on, we were driving west now,
through Shelbyville, Murfreesboro, which I knew only
as the hometown of General Douglas (Dugout Doug)
MacArthur's wife Jean, and on into Nashville.

HOME OF COUNTRY MUSIC!
If you're into old buildings, Nashville has one of the
most beautifully restored railroad stations anywhere.
Plus, the Country Music Hall of Fame, where we spe~t
about two hours reminiscing about all the great musicians from the past ... Patsy Cline ... Jean Shepherd ...
Kitty Wells .... Hank Snow ... Buck Owens ... Tex Ritter
... Lefty Frizzell ... The Collins Kids ... Johnn~ Cash .. .
Grandpa Jones ... Chet Atkins ... Sons of the Ptoneers .. .
Gene Autry ... Ted Wills .... and many, many others.
They show you a 20-minute video as your introduction to the hall, before you start walking around and
seeing the exhibits. The video is about a boy who is
leaving the farm, with only his guitar and a cardboard
box suitcase, bound for Nashville, to make his fortune in
the country music business. It shows him walking the
streets, showing folks he can pick, offering to play for
free, sitting in at small clubs, doing everything he can to
break into the Big Time. His life becomes a series of
animated conversations, with the other person shaking
their head in rejection. His goal is the Grand Ole Opry on
Saturday night before a live national television audience. But he doesn't make it. Not quite good enough.
As the video ends, he has gotten off the bus and goes
walking down the unpaved road, toward the family
farmhouse. Way off in the distance, his dad is following
a mule pulling a plow, discing up the 'back 40.' The
young man is spotted by his kid sister, playing in the
yard, and she hollers for her mom, "Maw! .... Maw! ...
.
J.W.iscomin'! ... J.W.Ishome!
.... M aw, JW'
. .Is Horne.I"
A closeup view shows them hugging him, and then
asking him the big question. He looks at the ground, and
shrugs his shoulders, shaking his head from side to side.
They walk slowly back to the farmhouse.

There were tears in this old country boy's eyes
when that video ended.
We drove around Nashville, saw the Grand Ole
Opry house, the old one, and marveled at all the small
clubs, doors wide open, where country music singers,
live, were performing. Apparently it goes on, day and
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night, in this hotbed of country music.

CASEY AT THE THROTTLE ••
:ter leaving Nashville, the next morn
tng, we drove through Jackson, Ten
nessee. We had to get off the road and go
see Casey Jones' locomotive. Remember the old song,
.. Casey at the throttle? .. No? Anyway, the story is for
real, apparently. There is the old locomotive, with appropriate plaques telling the story of the heroic Casey
Jones.
We looked at their public schools too. Neat as a
whistle, as I remember. I've always contended that you
can pretty well judge a small community by the looks of
their public buildings and their school houses. If it's
there, the pride is obvious!
Further west, Memphis and Beale Street, but we did
not get off the freeway.

A

LAND OF OPPORTUNITY
Back across the Mississippi and into Arkansas, the
Land of Opportunity. At least that's what the highway
signs proclaim. I had met a lot of Arkies in my life, and
had never been to Arkansas.

If it is the Land of Opportunity, why did so
many Arkies go west to California?
We stayed overnite in Little Rock. Surprised to find
Mexican restaurants. Drove around town, seeing the
sights. Went to Little Rock Central High School where
all those civil rights battles were fought, where Governor Orval Faubus swore that no blacks would ever go to

First Pitch
on West Coast
The frrst pitch ever thrown in major
league baseball on the west coast was at
San Francisco's Seals Stadium when
Ruben Gomez of the Giants pitched to
Gino Cimoli of the Los Angeles Dodgers
on April 15, 1958.
Giants were managed by Bill Rigney
and the Dodgers by Walter Alston.

school in that state while he was Governor. Wrong.
If you're keeping score, boss ... It was Federal
Marshals 1, Faubus 0.

We drove through Hope and Texarkana,
headed for Dallas. On the way, we got off the
freeway to drive the main drag of Mt. Vernon,
Texas, home of Dallas Cowboys legend Don
Meredith. (Looks like any other small hick town
in America, Dandy!)
Late in the afternoon, we were back in Dallas.
Stayed overnite, then flew to El Paso for the American
GI Forum national convention the next morning. • • • •

Congratulations,
San Jose Chotas!
June 1989

THE LEADER

CONGRATULATIONS to the men and women of
the San Jose Police Department for the excellent and
professional manner in which they discharged their
duties on Sat., May 7th during the Cinco de Mayo
celebration.
Out of a crowd estimated at upwards of 60,000,
about a dozen of our locals decided to challenge the
authority of the police. They were dealt with in a manner
which protected the safety of the other thousands who
had come to enjoy a day of free entertainment in the
downtown area and who comported themselves with
dignity. Eight people were arrested, two of them at least
eight blocks from the Fiesta area.
Our local media monopolies (Hi, San Jose MERCURY and KNTV, Channelll) chose to label it a

RIOT!
City officials, police officials, the crowd, and members of San Jose GI Forum and their volunteers looked
at it as a very calm crowd, everything considered.
Chairman-elect Humberto Garza, your editor,
Lupe Valdez, C.F. Mendez, Phil Renteria, Gloria Sierra,
and other members of San Jose GI Forum who were at
the Police de-briefing after the Fiesta heard the police
(Cont. on Pg 185)
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Congrats S.J. Chotas!
(Cont. from Pg 184)
say that none of them were injured, though bottles were
thrown at them. They did not think it EVER became a
major problem.
few days after the Fiesta we met with the
Police and with city officials to discuss .the
situation and how we can arrange the Fiestas in the future to make the different sections more
easily accessible by emergency vehicles.

A

A RIOT, folks, we suggest you do not know the
meaning of the word. And probably not qualified to
cover a real one.
Editor's Notes: The San Jose Police officers said in
the debriefing immediately after the event that NO
MAJOR PROBLEMS OCCURRED.
Arrests were made later, completely out of the
"Fiestas area" and the City of San Jose and the Police
used that as an excuse to raise the cost of city services to
us.
Our GI Forum leaders made the mistake of admitting that a riot had occurred. We were put on the
defensive and the costs of doing the Fiestas Patrias
escalated.
Our representatives continued to cite the so-called
"riots" as reasons that the Fiestas Patrias were not
making as much profit, and thus we could not afford the
rapidly escalating police costs.

Contrast this attitude with the City of San
Francisco, where we understand, the city
picks up the costs of all city services involved in their
Fiestas Patrias celebrations!
In the past I had urged our Fiestas Patrias Director to
point out to the City of San Jose all the financial
advantages of having the fiesta downtown and why they
should pick up ALL the policing costs.
It irked me that once they fully funded a man to put
on an .. America Festival" on the 4th of July. The festival
lost a lot of money. And they came back the next year
and give him another grant to do it again. But, then, he
was not a Chicano. Prejudice? I think so. • • • • •

Politics is the conduct of public
affairs for private advantage.
--Ambrose Bierce
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Ramirez of
La Rana
June 9, 1999
A Mass of the Resurrection for Leonard Ramirez,
73, was held at St. John Vianney Catholic Church, San
Jose, on Wednesday, June 9, 1999, with Father Jose
Rubio presiding. The church is very near to the Ramirez
home on San Jose's east side where he lived most of his
adult life with his wife, Erma.
The Leonard Ramirez services ended with the playing and singing of De Colores by El Mariachi Jalisco.
Apropos,of course. Music was Leonard's life.
he KNTV Channel 11 cameras were
there. Former State assemblyman
Dominic Cortese; KGO-TV newsman Rigo
Chacon; retired probation officers Henry Mercado and
Louis Zarate; his compadre and comadre Pete and Grace
Gonzalez; former Woodlake residents Rudy Mendez,
Willie Chavez, and Steve Chavez; his brother in law
Daniel Vasquez; and his sons, daughters, and grandchildren were among the mourners.
Ramirez was interred at Oak Hill Cemetery, San
Jose, Calif.
Leonard is remembered here because we grew up
on the same street in Woodlake, Tulare County, Calif.
The Ramirez lived at the end of Pomegranate Street, just
across the street from Bravo Lake, where his father
owned the El Rancho cocktail lounge. All the vatos
locos called it "La Mota," which used to infuriate don
Leonardo.

T

He and I are not of the same generation, I was
closer friends with his younger brother Raymond.
Leonard was out of high school before I entered in
1948, but I knew who he was. He was the "smart"
Ramirez.
He was always known as an ambitious young man.
In the U.S. Army he parlayed his musical skills into
stateside service providing music for army bases and
ceremonial occasions.

Upon leaving the service, he enrolled at Visalia
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weeks later we carried a feature article in the magazine.
College, now known as College of the Sequoias, and
I learned of his involvement with CSO, the Comorganized his band, Nardv Ramirez & his Orchestra to support himself and pay his way through
munity Service Organization, from other people,
school.
Lou Hevia, Louis Zarate, Juan Marcoida, and others
hen we were growing up in Woodlake,
who were the civil rights pioneers in the pre-60's
dance music meantNru·dy's band. About
Santa Clara County chicano community.
that time, Ramirez married Erma
His accomplishments in organizing CSO and all the
work that he did for a variety of organizations is well
Vasquez, at one time recognized as "The prettiest girl
at Woodlake High School." She went to work while
documented and will not be reiterated here.
encouraging him to stay in school and get his college
I met two of his offspring, Sylvia and Len Jr. They
degree.
ru·e both television newspersons. One day, Len came to
When I carne to
Vida Nueva, the rehab facility
SanJosein 1957,Ihad
where I work, to do an interview
not seen him for many
for Channel 5 news. He was suryears. One day he
prised that I knew his father. He
came
to
EL
admitted that he had never done
EXCENTRICO
farm work.
magazine's office
"You didn't miss anything,"
when I was working
I said, "Ask your father."
part-time there, and
Leonard Ramirez, Sr., lived
we began talking.
a life that all of us should emuHe never lost his
late. He was born in poverty, but
sense of humor about
did not accept it as a lifetime
having escaped being
situation. He always strove to
born in the Boyle
make life better for himself and
Heights section of Los
others, from Boyle Heights, to
Angeles ( Feb. I 2,
t\
~
La Rana, to the U.S. military,
1926), then enduring
Jo" I -"
junior college, to the university,
life in L a Ran a,
JAMES BOYS RANCH -- Working on an
and to the juvenile probation deWoodlake's ghetto (if it
partment where he became Chief
article about the Boys Ranch are writer
David Sierra. Ass istant Camp Director
can correctly be termed
Leonard Ramirez. and EL EXCENTRlCO
Deputy Probation Officer.
that).
publisher Humberto Garcia. June 6, 1960.
I'm proud that he's from
He laughed about
my hometown. I'm proud that
it, "Te acuerdas de La
he graduated from Woodlake
Rana?" he asked me.
High School. I'm proud that he graduated from San
"Of course," I replied, "How could anyone ever
Jose State University. I'm proud that he did the
forget La Rana?"
things that he did. And I'm very, very proud that he
asked what he had been up to and he told me.
never forgot where he came from.
Graduated from San Jose State University in
Leonard Ramirez, Sr. continued doing
1953, and went to work for the Santa Clara
volunteer work for a variety of causes
County Juvenile Probation Department.
He said he was working at the James Boys Ranch,
until the very end. Truly, a LIFETIME of
an institution for troubled boys, and invited Humberto
commitment to the downtrodden the unGarcia, EL EXCENTRICO publisher, and I to visit the
derprivileged, and the underserved. And
ranch in Morgan Hill.
On June 6, 1960 we visited the ranch. Humberto
truly deserving of the title Don Leonardo.
took a bunch of pictures and I made some notes. A few
•••••

W

I

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

187

Giving Up The Chair
Final Installation Dinner Address
Aug. 10, 1979
I had completed what I knew was the last term I
would ever serve as San Jose GI Forum Chairman. I told
my wife Gloria that if, in the future, I ever got any ideas
about running for Chairman again, to run me to the
nearest shrink, for I would surely have taken leave of my
senses.
Maybe I'm not the smartest person in the world,
but I don't believe that any person should seek ANY
office unless they have clear-cut ideas on what they
want to accomplish AND are SUFFICIENTLY MOTIVATED to strive to accomplish those goals. Si no
for what reasons are you running?
As I turned the gavel over to Pete Gonzalez, I was
satisfied, fulfilled. Pete and I were on the same page
insofar as our thinking about San Jose GI Forum, its
aims and objectives, and I felt very comfortable turning
over the reins to him. This is what I said during my
remarks at the Installation of Officers Dinner at Lou's
Village Restaurant:

your friends, both men and women, to join us in
making this the largest American GI Forum Chapter on the west coast.
The role of the Chairman ... as I perceive it ... is to
conduct the business of the organization in a manner that
NEW members will be glad they joined .. and old
members will want to stay in.
At the recent state convention, we demonstrated the
strength of San Jose GI Forum with our organization ...
when our candidate for 2nd Vice Chairman won his
election campaign ... without a challenge!
And if there HAD been a challenge ... we had 30
members present in Visalia to conduct one helluva
campaign for Bob Escobar!

000

THANK YOU!
ur remarks will be very brief ... Most of
you have been listening to me while I
have been Chairman of this chapter for the
past two years ... and you must be tired.
Also, I do not want you to compare my forensic
skills with those of our featured speaker from Washington ... nor those of our distinguished Master of Ceremonies.
Nevertheless, we want to take this opportunity to
briefly recap the past two years ... and to give credit to
some of those who helped make it ... a very successful
period of growth for San Jose GI Forum.
This chapter had 63 members when we assumed
the Chairmanship in August of 1977 ••• Today, we
have over 200 members. Not because of any great
effort on MY part, but because many of you urged

0

***
Perhaps the best way to illustrate
what San Jose GI Forum has become in
this valley is with this simple fact ... One
year ago ••. when some fifty people applied for the job of Director of C.E. T.A.
for Santa Clara County ..• there were
SIX finalists ... and FIVE of them were
Chicanos ••• and all FIVE belonged to
SanJoseGIForum •.. andONEofthose
GOT THE JOB!
In the area of community services, we have tremendously enlarged the scope of our involvement in the past
two years.
We have undertaken a HIRE IT- On-The-Job-Training Project ... a Voter Education Project ... a Spanish
speaking Alcohol Recovery Home ... and will shortly
commence our Census Awareness Project.
This is .. . in addition to .. . services that we were
already providing two years ago.
At present ... we are in the discussion stages of
putting together a proposal to build a Senior Citizens
Housing Project on the eastside .. . the possibility of

188

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

starting a Consumer Credit Union ... and expanding
those programs we already have.
But ... the most important things we are doing ... in
my opinion ... is our chapter has continued to meet on
the first Friday of every month for the past 20 years ...
and for the past 20 years we have put a chapter newsletter into the hands of each paid-up member once a
month.
Two years ago, we met with representatives of the
United States Census bureau and offered to subcontract
with the U.S. Government to accurately count the
people on the eastside of San Jose during the 1980
census. Instead of getting involved in a serious discussion with us on how we can do the job better than the
U.S. Government, we got line, verse, and paragraph on
why THEY CANNOT DO IT!
Our San Jose GI Forum Scholarship Foundation granted $19,000 worth of scholarships in 1976
... This year, just a few weeks ago •• we gave out
$35,475 in grants to 45 deserving high school seniors.
We are still sponsoring the San Jose GI Forum
Phillies of the Eastridge Senior League ... as our contribution to the prevention of juvenile delinquency.
Our Voter Education Project last year, headed by
Darlene Marquez ... registered over 4,000 NEW voters
in selected precincts of San Jose ... in just FIVE weeks!
Quite frankly, our intent was to impress the U.S.
Census Bureau enough to have them grant us a contract
to conduct the 1980 U.S. Census on the eastside ... but
as I mentioned earlier, they have a closed mind on that
matter.

***
We think it is safe to say .•• that the Miss
SanJoseGIForumBeautyPageant&Queen
Coronation Ball has become the most lookedforward-to social event of the year in the
Chicano community. Last year we welcomed
more than 1,000 guests to the event and more
than 80 of our members were involved in the
planning and implementation of the function •.• Planning for the March 15, 1980 event
is already underway •• and we will shortly
begin having monthly meetings of our Ways
& Means Committee.
***

This chapter has been criticized throughout the State
of California and throughout the nation for being one of
the first chapters to admit NON-VETERAN WOMEN
and ELECT THEM TO OFFICE in the chapter.
ven though I was one of the Male Chau
vinist Pigs who most heatedly argued
against this action .. I am probably also one
of the most outspoken advocates for it . because I have
seen our women become active, involved members who
are respected and listened-to, not because they are
different, but because they have contributions to make.
(For the record ••• we DRINK to the difference
between MEN and WOMEN!)
Last March, Mrs. Lupe Rodriguez, member of this
chapter, became the FIRST non-male Regional Chairperson in the history of the Dept. of California.
In May, we elected Miss Darlene Marquez to the
office of Sgt. at Arms of this chapter .... NO ... she is
NOT the first woman elected to our board ... she is the
THIRD in the past four years.
Just last week, the Alameda County Board of Supervisors voted 5-0 to admit the American GI Forum to the
Commission which runs the Veterans Memorial Buildings in that county.
In Santa Clara County ••• we were KICKED 0 UT
of the United Veterans Council ••• Ten Years Ago •..
and resolved to work harder to champion the rights
of veterans!
In 1979 .. . we dare say that we do as much for
veterans as any other organization in this valley ! ! !

E

***
And SO ••• I have no doubt at all that one of these
days ••• in our statewide organization ••• the sun will
burst through the clouds of ignorance •• and a woman
will be elected State Chairperson ••• and I am willing
to bet that THATWOMAN will be a member of SAN
JOSE GI FORUM!

***
In the past two years .. we have continued our
program of having prominent speakers address our
monthly membership meeting .. In the past year we
listened to Supervisors McCorquodale, Wilson, and
Cortese ... to former Sheriff James Geary, and his
successor, Robert Winter ... to San Jose Chief of Police
Robert MeNamara ... to candidate for mayor, AI Garza
... to judicial candidates Richard Cotta and Fred Lucero
... Assemblyman Peter Chacon of San Diego County ...
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State Senator Jerry Smith ... and U.S. Congressman
Norman Mineta.

***

W

e sincerely want to thank all of
you who have supported San Jose
GI Forum during the past two years,
and urge you to continue to support the new administration of PEDRO GONZALEZ.
We especially want to thank Frank Caballero &
Pedro Gonzalez for their support ... and Fred Vazquez
(even though he griped all the time!) ... We thank
Richard Gomez for the excellent job he has done as
President of the Scholarship Foundation ... Augie
Martinez for looking after the Bad News Bears ... and
Humberto Garza for the job he is doing with the Vida
Nueva alcohol recovery home.
We cannot forget Anita Campos who has headed the
Beauty Pageant Committee the past few years ... and
Mary Caballero who takes charge of decorating the huge
Marie Campbell Pavilion. Both of those women do an
excellent job ... for which your Chairman takes the
credit! (of course).
We have a Special Vote of Thanks to Abel Cota, our
hard working Community Services Director. We believe that we have the very best project director, not only
in the Santa Clara County ... but anywhere in this state.

Abel Cota has been EVERYTHING a Chairman
could EVER want in a community services director
... capable administrator ••. involved San Jose GI
Forum member ... and good drinking buddy.
We thank Darlene Marquez for successfully implementing our Voter Education Project in 1978 ... (I'll say
ONE thing ... If I were a politician ... I'd damned sure
want to have HER on my side!)
We appreciate too ... Pete Carrillo ... who will be
heading our newest program ... The Census Awareness
Project.

***
But ..• most of all ... I want to thank my good wife,
Gloria •.• who let me out of the house for the hundreds
of meetings a GI Forum Chairman must attend •••
and who somehow has learned to understand that a
half hour meeting can sometimes go into extra innings ... and sometimes concludes ONLY when the
bars close!

***
There are many, many .. unsung GI Forum members
who provide aid and assistance to us in many, many
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ways ... Dan Campos ... Frank Escobar ... Jack Ellwanger
... Gil Rodriguez ... Ike Hernandez ... Paul Chairez, who
is always there when you need a helping hand.
Frank Carbajal ... Jose Martinez ... Bob Escobar ...
Joe G. Lopez ... John Torres ... Chris Vasquez ... Richard
Cotta ... Ernie Salazar .. and J .B. Garcia.

(J.B. Garcia, for example ••• often calls us when he
has a prominent politician, or community leader, or
a member of the news media ••• in his barber chair.
While J .B. holds a sharp razor within millimeters of
that person's face ..• that politician, leader or newsman ••• and I get into a telephone discussion on what
he can do for San Jose GI Forum !!)
We thank these people for their support ... and urge
them to similarly assist Pedro Gonzalez, our new Chairman.

Just four weeks ago ... continuing our goal of
involving San Jose GI Forum more and more in
the total community ... your Chairman and five
other members ... met with Mr. Larry Jinks,
Editor of the San Jose MERCURY NEWS . to
voice our opinion on how that newspaper can
become a more responsible press.
We also asked that .... once in a while ... they run
articles and print photographs ... of CONSTRUCTIVE
things happening in the Chicano community.
We are sure that these discussions will continue as
we go into a new administration.
I believe that the best way all of us can insure that our
organization will continue to be one of the most respected community organizations in this valley., is for
those of you who are NOT members ... to join us!

And those of you who ARE members ... to approach Mr. Gonzalez at the conclusion of this program ••• Congratulate him on his election ... and
further ••• to pledge YOUR wholehearted support in
helping him discharge the responsibilities he has
assumed as our leader.
IN CLOSING ... as you look back on the years 19771978 and 1978-1979 ... our HOPE is that ... in evaluating
our performance as your Chairman ... you can conclude
that ... given the limitations of our mentality .. . WE
WORKEDHARDTOREPRESENTYOUINAMANNER BEFITTING THIS FINE ORGANIZATION.
Frankly ... it has NOT always been a pleasure.

But we thank you for the opportunity you gave
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Peace Through People
OnNov.13, 1973,IwrotetoMonsignorErwinJuraschek,
the American GIForum's National Chaplain as follows:
Monsignor:
Greetings! In a moment of doing absolutely nothing
here at work, I happened to come upon the brilliant idea
of asking you to write an inspirational-type message for
inclusion in the DECEMBER ISSUE OF THE
FORUMEER.
You know, something to inspire members to work
harder for La Causa, for the organization, for the love of
their fellow man, along the lines of what you said at the
breakfast on Sunday morning at the national convention
in El Paso. POR QUE NO?

Giving up the Chair
(Cont. from Pg 189)
me to serve you ••• San Jose Chapter, of the American
GI Forum.
MUCHAS GRACIAS!
EDITOR'S NOTE: The Installation of Officers
Dinner was held at Lou's Village, with U.S. Senator
Alan Cranston as the Main Speaker. A few days before
the dinner I received a call from the office of the
Commander of the Naval Air Station, Moffett Field,
asking if it were indeed true that Senator Cranston was
speaking at the San Jose GI Forum's dinner.
es, I replied. The man on the line said that
they wanted to speak to Senator Cranston
and could it be arranged. Yes, I said. We are
having a dinner. The cost is $25 per person. Before the
dinner we are having a press conference at the restaurant.
Senator Cranston will answer questions from the
press and then a selected group of individuals will be
asking him questions. You are invited to attend, if you
wish, I said. The person on the phone could not believe
that a Chicano organization could possibly be bringing
a United States Senator to speak at a small dinner. I am
not aware that they bought tickets, nor do I know if they
attended the dinner. • • • • •

Y

Hopefully,
David Sierra
On Jan. 13, 1974, I received the following letter from
Monsignor Juraschek:
David:
Feel like a "reprobate" in taking so long to reply-May the enclosed NEW YEAR'S "Peace Message"
serve as a substitute? Hope to have a gem for you at the
MidYear Conference if the dear Lord permits that I
make it.
Part with this happy thought:
"Any man can see further than he can reach, but that
doesn't mean he should quit reaching."
--EAJ
Still waiting for that 7-3/8 size American GI

Forum cap promised by the California delegation.
Sorry I missed Tony in Beeville.
"Lord make me an instrument of Thy peace ... " Thus
begins the inspired prayer of the American GI Forum.
Peace can be achieved only THROUGH PEOPLE!
World-wide peace and peace in our little worlds of
home, family, office, industry, community ... depend
upon each one of us putting into action the art of peace.
Peace is God on both sides of the table
in conference. It is putting the power
of good will to work. It is sanity, maturity and common
sense in human relationships. It is open-mindedness. It
is willingness to listen as well as to speak. It is looking
at both sides of a situation objectively.
It is patience. It means keeping our tempers and
rising above petty irritations. It is counting to ten and
avoiding hasty and impulsive decisions.
It is having the courage and humility to admit
mistakes and to take the blame when we are wrong.

It is tact. Tact has been defined as the ability to
pull the stinger off a bee without getting stung.
It is a vision. It is taking the long look ... It is being
willing to give up the individual advantages for the
common good.
It is straight thinking. It is recognizing that iron
curtains ARE NOT METAL, BUT MENTAL ... and

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

191

Bing Crosby Golf
Tournament Solution
Proposed by Spark
by Tyrone Jr.
THE LEADER

Sept. 1985

(SAN JOSE) -- Spark the WonderDog, who is the
official security guard at Thunderbird Golf & Country
Club, San Jose, recently announced at a press conference that he had come up with a solution to the Crosby
Golf Tournament dilemma.

magnitude, my advisors and I have concluded that we
could quite adequately host that tournament right here at
Thunderbird," Spark said to those gathered to hear the
latest of his Muscatel-induced movidas. Six guys at the
bar burped.
"We propose to have the tournament in August when
weather conditions are much more favorable for golf.

"Have that sucker here!" he said, briefly, and
then outlined the plans to a group of moneyed
investors who are pledged to throw money at any of
Spark's financial schemes.
In case you've been out to sea lately, or someone
threw a sack over your head, the problem arose when
Kathy Grandstaff Crosby of Hillsborough, Calif. said
that she didn't want the Crosby name identified with that
little golf tournament which used to take place on the
Monterey Peninsula in mid-winter.
"No mas," she said.
"That's easy, Kath," Spark said when he read about
it in the local rag (not this one). "Just change your name
to something else. Remember:
"You weren't BORN a Crosby, honey,
You just married the Crosby money!"
"After perusing all the details and considering every
significant factor before embarking on a project of this

Spark the WonderMutt

Peace through People
(Cont. from Pg 190)
that they are woven of fear, prejudice, and mistrust.
It is a quality of the heart as well as the head. It is a
warmth, and enthusiasm, a magnetism that reaches out
and draws people together in understanding and love.
It is a mighty faith in the goodness of God and the
potential greatness of man.
--Monsignor Erwin Juraschek

August beats hell out of February. Additionally,
since the pros are always griping about the toughness of
Spyglass Hill Golf Course, we can assure them that
Thunderbird will provide a true test of their golfing
skills and at the same time allow them to post the
ridiculously low scores to which they have become
accustomed on some of those oversized pastures they
like to play on.
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"We can alter the course somewhat. We have
management's permission, .. he said, trying to encourage
the sponsors to move their tournament to the barrio of
East San Jose.
''We are prepared to water the course with Perrier
water if need be. We'll allow them to bump six feet in

any direction,- including the greens. We can cut the
grass north to south, east to west, or checkerboard
the sucker! We can add or take away sand to/from
the traps, water to the lake, and graffiti to the greens
if that is their wish. Our greenskeepers are standing
by.
.. We'll even order new flags for all18 holes.
"We have very close proximity to San Jose International Airport. We're not talking about a farmer's cropdusting landing strip like they have in Monterey. I mean,
we're talking modem international airport, indoor plumbing, cocktail lounges, rental cars, taxicab service, bank,
shuttle buses, an information booth, shoeshine stands,
and all that. We also have many fine Mexican restaurants in the area of the course, .. he exclaimed.
y assistant, L.K. Sakalamota has been
contacted in the Middle East and has
agreed to come back and take Mrs.
Crosby's part. He would kiss Phil Harris' candy apple red
honker, grant Richard Nixon another shot off the tee
until he is satisfied with his lie (no pun intended), crawl
under the table and have a drink with Dean Martin,
apologize for President Ford's drives, and become the
official .. invitor.. of the tournament. In other words, if
you want to play in this sucker, contact L.K. and see if
you qualify by his very strict standards.
"Mr. Sakalamota has already begun preparing a list
of invitees and has told THE LEADER that only the very
top of the upper crust of American and international
society will be invited ... plus he will be adding a new
dimension ... international guests.
"For one pairing, for instance, he is matching Billy
Carter with Moummar Khadaffy, Phyllis Schlafly, and
Yasser U-arefat.
"President Ford will play with Jimmie Carter, Richard Nixon, and Lobo The WonderDog. Lights have been
mounted on his golf cart.
"One foursome will include film stars Sylvester
Stallone, John Holmes, Clint Eastwood, and pianist
Liberace. (Let someone else pick up the ball after you
hole out, Libby!).

M

All our Drea.Dls
All our dreams can come true if we
have the courage to pursue them.
--Walt Disney

Henry Kissinger will team up with Le Due Tho to
oppose Dan Rather and General William W astemoreland.
"Cesar Chavez will play with Timoteo Gumersindo
Vagabundo against Jim DiGeorgio and Bruce Church.
"David Sierra will play with a foursome of Tattoo,
Tiny Tim, and Koko the Chimp. "If Koko can't putt,
David oughta win that mother," Spark said.
After the tournament the annual Clambake dinner
will be held on the veranda of the Thunderbird Country
Club at sundown with live bagpipe music imported from
Scotland, crabs from San Francisco, J alisco cheese from
Los Angeles, and California watermelons from the
Imperial Valley.
The tournament will be dedicated to San Jose Councilwoman Blanca Alvarado, a really dedicated golf
aficionada.
"Take THAT, Kathy!" he concluded.

EDITOR'S NOTE: Kathy Crosby decided,
for some reason, that she no longer wanted her late
husband's name attached to the annual golf tournament at Pebble Beach which drew the PGA's best
players and celebrities from all walks of life to play
in it.
Spark was the official watchdog at Thunderbird
Golf and Country Club on King Road in San Jose.
Chicanos used to call it The Ghetto because the
course was in very sad shape. One time there was
a family having a beach party in one of the sand
traps. Believe it! When the ball rolled into the sand
trap, they just kicked it out and went about their
business.
Blanca Alvarado was a San Jose City Councilwoman who battled to close down The Ghetto and
tum it into housing. We fought her tooth and nail on
that one. She won. Another more expensive course
replaced the old one. • • • • •
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El Amigo Del Pobre
January 26, 1973

EDITOR'S NOTE: Vicente Ximenes
was the first appointee of President Lyndon
Johnson as Director of the Cabinet Committee
on Mexican American Affairs. Occasionally he
would drop me notes about his experiences. We
were not particularly good friends, but he knew
I was editor of the American GI Forum's newspaper, THE FORUMEER.
--E. David Sierra

Years later, he wrote me his recollections about
LBJ:
Dear Dave:
I was with LBJ at the Civil Rights Symposium in
Austin only last month. He invited me to be a panelist
along with Congressman Gonzales, Clarence Mitchell,
Julian Bond, and Burke Marshall, former Assistant
Attorney General
When I went to greet him he said, "Vicente, I won't
get up because I'm not feeling well."

Apathy
Where apathy is
the master,
all men are slaves.
(Anonymous)
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He remained with us for the two days even
though his doctor had told him not to attend and
certainly not to make any speeches.
The attached is the statement I made at the Symposium and the letter of congratulations from the President. As you can see, it is a personal note and probably
one of the last notes he wrote before his death When I
was thru with my statement at the Symposium the
President shook hands and smiled, winked an eye as if
to say, "Right on!"
As you know, Johnson paid us the highest honor he
could bestow on a group of people by creating the
Cabinet Committee on Mexican American Affairs
This committee was his idea I was never so
surprised as when he said, "Vicente, I want you to be
the Chairman of the Committee.''
My first reaction was, "Mr. President, how am I
going to get cabinet members (some of them are Little
Kings) to attend the meetings?"
President Johnson replied, "Hold your meetings in
the Fish Room next to my office and tell the Cabinet
members that the President will want to look in now and
then to see how we're doing. They'll be there"
When the Model Cities Program was about to be
announced for the frrst 60 cities, we found that our barrio
cities were not among them. We went to the President
and lo and behold, a new list was drawn up and instead
of the HUD cabinet member making the announcement,
it was the President and this time the cities of San
Antonio, San Jose, Albuquerque, Santa Fe, San Diego,
Laredo, Denver, Trinidad, El Paso, Sacramento, Austin,
and many other small Raza areas were included.
When SER was about to be phased out by OEO
and the Department of Labor was playing games
with us, it was President Johnson who came thru
finally and said, "Fund it!"
SER would not be in existence today had it not been
for our intervention with the President and his favorable
response.
One time I was in his office and his staff was
preparing a list of invitees for a White House function.
I asked if there were any Mexican Americans included
in the dinner in honor of a middle eastern Premier
The staff member replied there were non and
President Johnson said, "From now on, I want Mexican Americans at every function that I have anything
to do with and I don't care who the honored guest is!"
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San Joaquin Valley
Scholastic Press Association
Escaping to the sessions
In April of 1952, Mr. Brent Hamlin, our journalism
class instructor at Woodlake Union High School had
assigned Norman Ropes and myself to attend the San
Joaquin Valley Scholastic Press Association conference at Fresno State College.
orman was the son of the owner/editor/
publisher of the Woodlake ECHO, our
town newspaper. His title on our school
paper was Sports Editor. He knew as much about sports
as I knew about nuclear medicine.
Getting to the conference was not going to be
easy. My brother Jess always wanted me to work on
Saturdays so it wasn't just a matter of saying that I
was going to the conference, I literally had to
"escape" to go to it.
We were scheduled to leave the Ropes home at
about 8 AM for the 50 miles drive north to Fresno. I got
up at 6 AM, careful not to make too much noise as I
bathed and got ready to leave.
No one was stirring in the Sierra house. I went out
the back door at about 7 AM and began my walk to the

N

LBJ, Alnigo del Pobre
(Cont. from Pg 193)
That was the beginning of the hundreds of invitations that went out to many Mexican Americans to
attend White House functions.
I wish I had the time to relate the many other
experiences I had while serving under PresidentJohnson.
Suffice it to say that I was always loyal to him, and
always knew he was the best friend the Mexican American has ever had in the White House.
Sincerely yours,
--VICENTE T XIMENES
304 Monroe St NE
Albuquerque, NM 87108

Ropes home,
only about four
blocks away.
When I arrived
a few minutes
later, I knocked
on the door.
Dick Ropes,
Norman's father, was already
up, preparing for
another day at the ECHO.
"Good morning, Eliseo, what are you doing here so
early? I thought you and Norm were leaving at 8 AM?"
"Is THAT all it is?" I said, feigning surprise at
the time.
I knew exactly what time it was but I couldn't tell
him that I had snuck out of the house early so that my
brother would not ask me about going to work that
morning. I WANTED to go to that conference.
r. Ropes went to tell Norman that I
was there early, and for him to hurry
up because his mother was already preparing breakfast.
Norman got ready, then came into the kitchen where
Mrs. Ropes had just offered me a cup of steaming hot
coffee.
"Have you had your breakfast, Eliseo? she asked
sweetly.
"NO •••• you know WHAT? I was so anxious to get
to Fresno that I forgot to eat breakfast!" I lied.
She made each of us a big plate of fried potatoes,
bacon, and eggs, and we dove in.
A few minutes later, we were on our way to Fresno.
Norman and I did a lot of talking on the way up. He was
the Sports Editor of THE TATLER, our school paper,
and I was the Assistant Sports Editor. I also wrote
feature stories, but what I really liked doing was sports.

M
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e informed me that at the competition that
afternoon, I was entered in the Feature
Story writing competition and he would
participate in the Sports Story contest.
"Why are we doing THAT?" I questioned, because I knew that we had agreed between Mr. Hamlin,
Norman, and I that we would both enter the sports
article competition.
"I changed my mind. I think I have a better chance
to win in the sports story contest and you have a better
chance in the feature story contest," he said, obviously
thinking only of himself. I knew that he was not even the
best sports writer on OUR paper, much less the best in
the San Joaquin Valley.
The conference had a number of speakers who told
us about their experiences as working journalists, encouraging us to go on to college, and become writers,
because writers contribute to the betterment of the
community, and the country.

H

One of the speakers urged, "H you see a
community need, write about it. Make the
information public. Spur the city fathers to
action. Get it fiXed!" he said.
When we broke for lunch, I told Norman that I was
going to skip lunch, because I wasn't hungry after the
huge breakfast we had devoured that morning, and
besides that was the first time I had been on the Fresno
State campus and I was going to walk around and see the
place.
If he believed that little white lie, then I should
have approached him about buying some acreage in
the Florida Everglades.
hat afternoon, I competed in the Feature
Story writing contest. The instructor passed
out a sheet of paper with some details of a
prominent foreigner coming to the city of Fresno. Acting as a press secretary, he asked if we had any questions. Of course we did.
"What is he going to be doing here?''
"Is here on business or pleasure?"
"If it is business, what is it?"
"With whom is he going to meet?"
"Does our distinguished visitor speak English?"
"Is his wife coming with him?'
"Who are other members of his entourage?"
"How long will he be in Fresno?"
"Where else in the United States is he going to visit?"

T

Why no Hair?
My guru, Humberto Garza, used to challenge
me to say something original. How's this -- Why
do human beings grow hair all over their face, but
not on their forehead?

"Can we get a copy of his itinerary?"
"Whose guest is he going to be?"
"Where will he be staying?"
"Will he be available to answer questions from the
press when he arrives?"
"Will he be available to answer questions just before
he leaves Fresno?"
"Is this his first visit to Fresno?"
"Which sights in the area will he be shown?"
"Is he going to have an opportunity to meet some
local people?"
fter our questions were answered, we were
told that we had 1/2 hour to write a story.
The presses were waiting. When we were
finished, we should deposit our paper in a small basket
on the instructor's desk, and leave the room.
My heart just wasn't in it. I was physically in Feature
Story and mentally in the Sports Story competition.
I got my usual reward .. Nada, Zilch!
EDITOR'S NOTE: I frrmly believe to this day that
Norman Ropes could not have handled the idea of me
finishing ahead of him in that contest and didn't want to
chance it. After all, he was the son of the publisher of the
Woodlake ECHO. So he used his authority as Sports
Editor to channel me into the Feature Story competition.
Maybe I am wrong. Maybe.
I am not saying that it still bugs me, but why else
would I have taken the small Press Association card
shown at the top of the previous page with me to Los
Angeles when I moved there in November 1952, then
kept it with me all those years, until recently when I
decided to write these memoirs? I don't know. I really
don't know.
--Eliseo T. Sierra • • • • •

A

The foolish and the dead
alone never change their opinions.
--James Russell Lowell
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End The Violence?

I

:
I
I

1
I

i
I

The old Barrio custom of not reporting crimes perpetrated against us :
and "taking care of business" ourselves, assures that criminal activity I
I
will not end because we do not have the power nor the authority to end 1
·

I
I
I

I
I

It.

:
;
1

By not reporting criminal activity, we yield to the threat of terrorism :
and thus assure more terrorism because the perpetrators believe ;
themselves impervious to punishment.
1

I
I

I
I

;

No? Just cite one example of a barrio orinter-gang feud which was ever ;
peacefully resolved by bringing in family members and friends. Just 1

1
I
I
I
I
1

I
I
I
I
1

o~.

;

Until crimes are reported to the proper authorities and the victims are
willing to assist in bringing street thugs to justice, our sentiments of ;

I
I
1
I

I
I
1
I

;
I
I
I

"End the Violence"
are just that ... sentiments ...
hollow, meaningless sentiments.

;
I
I
I

I

--E. David Sierra

I

:
I

April 2, 2003

:
I

•••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••
Part of Solution

If you are not part of the solution, You are part of the problem.
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Nicknames zn
the Barrio
All Chicanos know that our raza is notorious for
giving people a name other than that chosen for them at
birth by their parents. In W oodlak:e where I grew up, for
example, no one ever called me Eliseo. I was known as
"Pelon" or "Sierra". Other barrio nicknames I know:

Nickname
El Borrego
LaLumbris
LaChiva
El Churris
El Crime

El Cuervo
Big Foot
El Pajarito
La Daniela
El Elvis
El Estropajo

El Caveman
El Tony Curtis
Gregory Peck
LaLarga
Montana
Cachanillas
Chuyito
ElDownhill

El Radio
El Mil Amores

El Western Auto

Young man who never had
anything to say. Very quiet.
Young. self-named Lothario.
Considered himself God's gift
to women. Never had a girl.
Car belonging to El
MilAmores'family.
Carried every automotive
add-on sold by the popular
auto supply store.

Why?
About 5'4, wore a goatee.
The worm. Given to
small, quiet boy.
Female Goat. An ugly girl.
Unknown origin. Young man.
Boy from southern California
who had spent considerable
time in jail.

Shotgun. Tall man.
El Escopeta
La Espiga de Oro His sister. Very tall young
lady.
El Six Sixteen

Loudmouthed C class
basketball player who
asked the bus driver if he
wasn't aware that he was
talking to a starter on the
basketball team. Bus
driver answered, "Look
Frankie, to me you are
the 6: 16 AM stop on my
way to school, and that's
all you are!" So, hence
forth, El Six Sixteen.

Hetas de Burro

Burro Lips. Young man
who had very large lips.
The Brush. Given to
young man who had a
crew haircut.
Another guy with a crew
cut.
The Saw.

The Crow. Dark-faced man.
Young man with huge feet.
Little Bird. Old man who
loved to sing.
Female Daniel. Dan's sister.
Had an Elvis Presley haircut.
Ugly boy. Looked like some
one had rubbed his face with
steel wool.
Ugly young man.
Another name for the
Caveman.
A tall man with a large nose.
A very tall man.
Slow moving, deliberate man.
Have no idea what this means
in Spanish.
Little Jesse, son of
Cachanillas.
Elderly man, walked leaning
forward, looked like he was
about to fall down.

El Cepillo

Rughead
El Serucho
La Serucha
ElGI

Cara de Hacha

Female Saw. Serucho's
sister.
Always wore combat
fatigues. Bracero. Was
never in the military.
Literally, Axe-Face. Ugly
woman.
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Nicknam.es in the Barrio
(Cont. from Pg 197)
La Lagartija

La Planeta

El Macarron

DonCaca

El Ciego

ElGorro
de Fierro
El Caballo

ElJudeo

ElPerico

LaBallena
El Camote
LaChanga
El Frijole
LaFrijola
El Frijolito

A small lizard. Female
bartender in a barrio
beer joint.
The Female Planet.
Short, chubby bar
maid in a barrio bar.
Pock-marked face.
Means macaroni in
Spanish.
Mr. Shit. Short for
cacariso, man with
pockmarked face.
Blind man. Man who
had only one eye.
Iron Hat. Labor contractor
who wore a hard hat on
the job.
The Horse. Man whose
horse laugh could be
heard a block away.
The Jew. Labor contractor
who charged braceros to
take them to worl but not
"citizen" workers in the
same crew.
The Parrot. Tall Peruvian
native who talked and
talked and talked.
The Whale. Short, rotund
young man.
The Yam. Given for
unknown reasons.
The Female Monkey.
Ugly young man.
The Bean. For what
ever reasons.
Female Bean. His
sister.
Little Bean. His
younger brother.

LaMocosa

El Habrilatas
Conrado
El Cucuy
El Monstro

Female. The snotty
one. Became a very
attractive teenager.
The can opener. Man
who had buck teeth.
The Beer can opener.
Real name of El Habrilatas.
Ugly man.
The Monster. Young
man about 6 feet, 350
lbs., 16 years old.

El Pirata

The Pirate. Man who lost his
left arm when his car was
sideswiped by a bus.

ElMocho

The Cut One. Second
nickname for El
Pirata.
Young man with goatee
whose eyes appeared to be
barely open.
The Female Bracero.
Given to mannish lady.

FuManChu

LaBracera

El Bulldozer

El Jet Pilot

Bully
El Chivo

El Ministro

Young man who parked his
car by bumping it off the car
in front and the car behind his.
Young man who came home
from Army basic training and
said he was considering
becoming a jet pilot.
Raul, mexicanized.
The Goat. Young man with
goatee.

Minister. Young man who
helped serve mass at the
Catholic Church.
El Esquadron 201 Lady who had five kids and
always walked everywhere
she went.
Penjamo
City in Mexico. A young
man from that city.
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Nicknam.es in the Barrio
(Cont. from Pg 198)
El Joto
Cachetes
de Gato

El Diablo

The Queer. Given to a very
effeminate young man.
Cat Cheeks. Given to old
man who had a very round
face and a cat whiskers
mustache.
The Devil. Given to very
ugly man.

La Apagadora

The Fire Engine. Given to
young lady named Dora
who wore very loud
clothes, often red.

La Rata

The Rat. Man named
Rudy.
Slang for Feets. Young
man with huge feet.

Patas

El Abanico

The Fan. Man from
Mexico, not used to heat,
fanned himself all day long
while picking peaches.

El Gorgojo
Cayitas

Weevil. Elderly man.
Origin unknown. Given to
young man who liked to
run around with an older
crowd.
Origin unknown. Given to
lackadaisical young man.
A plodder.
The Indian. Given to
young man for no known
reason.
The White Man. Mexican
elderly man with white
skin.
The Professor. Mexican man
professing to be a former
schoolteacher.

Vacatete

El Indio

El Guero

El Profe

El Cabezon

Man with bigger than
average head.

Favorite
Writers
I read a lot. On all subjects. One of my
favorite sayings is, 'Til read anything, anything,
once. Even Rolling Stone Magazine, New Wave,
The Smithsonian, The Wall Street Journal,
Women's Day. As I said, anything, at least once.
But my favorite writers are:
William Manchester
Goodbye, Darkness
James Michener
Space, Centennial, Alaska, Texas
Norman Mailer
The Executioner's Song
Larry Colton
Goat Brothers
Bud Geraci
San Jose Mercury News columnist
Herb Caen
San Francisco Chronicle columnist
Irma Bombeck
Newspaper articles
Dave Barry
Miami Herald columnist
Kitty Kelley
Frank Sinatra, Nancy Reagan
Rick Telander
Sports articles

(Cont. on Pg 200)

•••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••
•
••
: Civilized people
:•
••
:
can talk about
•
•
•
:
anything.
••
••
For them no
•••
••
••
subject is taboo .
••
•
••
••
--Clive Bell
••
•
••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••
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Favorite Writers
(Cont. from Pg 199)
Frank Deford
Sports articles
Betty Smith
A Tree Grows in Brooklyn
Jim Murray
Los Angeles Times columnist
Leon Uris
Battle Cry
David Halberstam
The Best and The Brightest,
Summer of '49
Ann Rule
True Crime Stories
Ken Follett
On Wings of Eagles
C.D.B. Bryan
Friendly Fire
Bob Woodward & Carl Bernstein
The Final Days
Ernie Pyle
Here is Your War
Lawrence Schiller
An American Tragedy
Rick Reilly
Sports Illustrated columnist

Roger Who?
Roger Maris, who is best known for breaking
Babe Ruth's home run record, achieved what
is probably a longer lasting record in 1951
when he set a national high school record by
returning four kickoffs for touchdowns in one
game for Fargo High School in North Dakota.

Calculator
Fixer-Upper
My trusty old sun-powered calculator, received free in the mail for subscribing to some
now-forgotten magazine, had gone belly up.
I bought another $4.95 cheapie model, with
very large numbers, from W al-Mart in Milpitas.
Trying to get it to work, it kept coming up
with very large but jumbled up numbers. Nothing would work, it simply would not calculate
accurately. No matter which number keys I hit it
kept coming up with the same numbers on the
screen, large but jumbled up, same-o, same-o,
same-o.
I took it back, intent on chewing

somebody's ass for selling an oldman a simple
electronic gadget that just did not work.
I went to Customer Service and started to
complain about the problem. As I pulled the
calculator and the receipt out of my W al-Mart
plastic bag, the young lady behind the counter
gave me an understanding and patronizing smile,
pulled the transparent plastic with very large
numbers from off the front of the calculator
screen, punched 2 x 2 and got 4 on the screen,
and handed back the calculator!

"Anything else I can do for you today,
sir?'' she asked, a very warm sunshine smile
on her face.
"Does W al-Mart do brain implants?" I asked,
as I put my tail between my legs, pulled an
imaginary light cord off, and slunk out of the
store and back to my car.

Fools
Fools never open their mouths without subtracting from the sum of
human knowledge.
--Thomas B. Reed

Hard to Open
The hardest thing to open
is a closed mind.

