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College Football All Time Team
Of all the players who have ever played college football, I wanted to select a team, offense and defense, to play
one game for all the marbles. Remember, that this is a college team. We don't care what they did in the pros, or if
they even played pro football. We picked a team to play one game when they were in their prime collegiate years.

OFFENSE

DEFENSE

End................................... Randy Moss, Marshall
End ................................. Leon Hart, Notre Dame
Tackle .............................. Jim Parker, Ohio State
Tackle ..... ... ............... .... ... Anthony Munoz, USC
Guard .............................. John Hannah, Alabama
Guard ........................... Bill Fischer, Notre Dame
Center .................. Chuck Bednarik, Pennsylvania
Quarterback ....................... John Elway, Stanford
Halfback......................... Marion Motley, Nevada
Halfback............................... Doak Walker, SMU
Fullback .. ... .... .. ... .. .. .. .. .. .. ... Jim Brown, Syracuse

End ......................... Bubba Smith, Michigan State
End ...................... Lawrence Taylor, No. Carolina
Tackle ..................... Bronko Nagurski, Minnesota
Tackle ...................... Buck Buchanan, Grambling
Mid Guard........................ Les Richter, California
Linebacker ........................... Dick Butkus, Illinois
Linebacker .................................. Burl Toler, USF
Linebacker .... ........ ........ ....... Jim Thorpe, Carlisle
Back ................................. Jack Tatum, Ohio State
Back ........................ Deion Sanders, Florida State
Safety ..................................... Ken Easley, UCLA

Punt Returns ............... Johnny Rogers, Nebraska,
OJ. Simpson, USC,
Tony Dorsett, Pittsburgh
Punter ................... Ray Guy, Southern Mississippi
Field Goals.................. Tony Franklin, Tex A&M

RESERVES:

RESERVES
Mike Ditka, TE ...................................... Pittsburgh
Lance Alworh, E ... ...... .. ..... .. .. .. ... .. .. ....... Arkansas
Herschel Walker, RB .. ..... .. .. .. .. .. ..... .. .. .. .. . Georgia
Sammy Baugh, QB .. .................... Texas Christian
George Connor, T .............................. Notre Dame
Ron Yary, T .................................................. USC
Dave Rimington, C ................................ Nebraska
Ted Kwalick, TE ................................... Penn State
Joe Namath, QB ...................................... Alabama
Gale Sayers, RB .. ..... .. .. .. .. .. ..... ...... .. .. .. .. .. ... Kansas
Ernie Nevers, RB ..................................... Stanford
Donn Moomaw, LB ................................... UCLA
Billy Cannon, RB .......................................... LSU
Ollie Matson, RB ...... .. .... ................. .............. USF
Billy Sims, HB ...................................... Oklahoma
Hugh McElhenney, RB .. .. ............. .. ... Washington
Earl Campbell, FB ....................................... Texas
Red Grange, RB . .. .. .. .... .. .. .. .. ... .... .. .. ... ... .. .. . Illinois
Tom Harmon, RB .................................. Michigan

Mike Singletary, LB ................................... Baylor
Randy Gradishar, LB ........................... Ohio State
Ted Hendricks ............................................. Miami
Tommy Casanova, DB .................................. LSU
Jerry Robinson, LB ..................................... UCLA
Merlin Olson, T ................................... Utah State
Ronnie Lott, DB ........................ ..... .... .......... USC

COACHES
Head Coach ......................... Frank Leahy, N.D.
Eddie Robinson.................................... Grambling
Robert Neyland ..................................... Tennessee
AA Stagg .......................... ... University of Pacific
Every time I review this list, I change names because
there have been so many excellent college players.
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Fatty from McCiymonds
AT THE BALLGAME
When I frrst came to San Jose in 1957, I spent about
a year without working. Don't ask me how I survived,
but I did.
For a time I was drawing $30 a week from the
Employment Office on El Camino Real near Lenzen
Avenue. Coincidentally, the Snug Harbor bar was
about two blocks away, and that is where we
spent most of our time ... and our money.
Jess (Montana) Munoz and I would
go to the city library at Market & San
Fernando every weekday morning
to read the daily papers (avoiding the want ads, of course).
Once in a while he would
find an especially appealing
photo of food in a magazine
advertisement and he would find
me somewhere in the library and show
it to me, capping his brief visit with a
funny grin that was uniquely Montana.
One time we were standing outside the
front window of a small cafe on Post Street, ogling
the food, and talking about what we would eat if we
had the money. The cook saw us and motioned for us
to come inside. We walked in and he asked if we were
hungry.
"Is the pope a Catholic?" I asked.
He smiled, and before we knew it there were two
cups of steaming hot coffee parked in front of our
bodies at the counter. They were followed very, very
shortly by a plate of scrambled eggs, bits of sausage,
some bacon strips, lots of hash browns, and a plateful
of toast.
We wolfed it down while the cook watched us
ravenously partake of his food.

We thanked him and walked out. I never forgot
that place, and when I began working a few months
later I would go there often for breakfast and late
night after-boozing meals.
Sometimes while walking around the downtown
area we would run into old friends from Woodlake,

like Alex "Moose" Ramoz, whose first question was
always, "Ya comieron?"
"Chale!" we would reply, more often than not.
"Venganse," he would say, motioning for us to
climb into his car and off we went to his home where he
would prepare breakfast for us, or he would take us to
a local restaurant to get something to eat.
Other friends we ran into would do the
same thing.

Sometimes Moose would take us
to a high school baseball game. One
time we went to Bellarmine to
watch
them
play
McClymonds of Oakland.
Moose always seemed to
know who the baseball
scouts were and sought them
out to talk to them.
"Who are you scouting today?" he
would ask. And as often as not the scout
would tell us.
Bellarmine had a big pitcher named Leo
Ruth (if my memory serves me) that we thought
was very good. But the scout told that he was there to
see the big frrst baseman for McClymonds.
"THAT big tub of lard?" Moose asked, "Why that
guy?, That fat slob's not a ballplayer. If he hit the ball
he'd never make it to first base. You could throw him out
at first from center field! He doesn't even look like a
ballplayer."
The scout continued making notes in his little notebook, then a moment later looked up and said, "Baby fat,
my friend. The kid's only fourteen years old. He's gonna
be over 6 feet tall and weight around 220 lbs. He can hit!
We can get him in shape, and we can teach him to field
better."

Need I mention that the kid's name was Pointer
and that he later made it to the major leagues with
the Houston Astros?
Also, I understand that he was related to some
young women who received some acclaim· in the
music business. • • • • •
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Gettin' a Column
in El Excentrico
March 1958

I had been in San Jose for about six
months and had made a lot of new friends,
mostly guys who hung out at Ernie
Murray's Snug Harbor bar on Stockton
Ave. , across the street from the Richmond-Chase cannery; some who frequented Maria's 289 Club on Jackson
Street in Japantown ; and some who
avoided the sun at Ray Garcia's El Toro
Bar on Taylor St. near 13th.
Among them were high school kids
who belonged to Club Riviera, and Friday Aguilera and Phil Hernandez who
were going to San Jose City College;
Rudy Moya and Al "Sugar" Zamora of
Casa Manana Club; and Alvin Valadez,
Joe Rodriguez, Henry Castro , Eppie
Gallego, and Rudy Ramirez of the Genies, a weightlifting club . Rudy Moya
was an old acquaintance. We first met in
1949 at the Locey Ranch near Mountain
View when I had come up with my brother
Ted to pick apricots the summer before I
freshman year in high school.

WOODLAKE INFLUENCE -- The first elected board members of
Club San Joaquin gather around the ir new banner. Clockwise, from
1 PM, are Eugene Ramoz, Dan Vasquez. E. David Sierra, Eligio
"Ray" Villegas, Sal Padilla, and Bonie Villegas, all Woodlake High
School graduates. (EL EXCE NTRICO Photo)

started my

MY LffiRARY DAYS

J

ess Munoz (better known as Montana) and
I would walk to the Snug Harbor every day
from the room in which we were staying on
North 2nd St. Actually, M ando Orti z, Eddie Leon, and
Bobby Garcia were renting the room. They were working. Montana and I were just "crashing " there.
We ate only because Mando worked in a restaurant
in Mountain View and every night, after midnight, he
would walk in with steak sandwiches and french fries for
us. Man, forty years later, I can still taste those delicious

steak sandwiches !

Montana and I would go to the city library at
Market & San Fernando every weekday morning to
read the daily papers (avoiding the want ads, of
course). If he found an especially appealing picture
of" food 11 , he would find me in the newspape1· section
and show it to me. All we could do was smile, lick our
lips, and go back to our reading.
I picked up a lot of interesting information in those
days. Do you know that you cannot enter West Point or
the U.S. Naval Academy if you are considered 'extremely ugly' by their standards? No? Well, have you
ever seen an extremely ugly general or an admiral?
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Sometimes, walking around town we would run into
guys that we knew and they would treat us to a hamburger at the Burger Bar , or breakfast. There were, of
course, to be perfectly candid, days on which we ran into
no one we knew. Then we just toughed it out until late
in the afternoon when it was time to head for the Snug
Harbor or Maria's 289 Club and wait for our camaradas
getting off work to buy us a beer.
e used to hang out at the Snug Harbor
in the day time, then move to the 289
Club, a small bar on Jackson Street in
Japan town which was owned by Maria and Dan Aguirre.
Sometimes we would go to Maria's on North 13th
Street ortoEl Toro at 13th and Taylor, which was owned
by Ray Garcia, the lefthanded softball pitcher. I liked El
Tore best, but went to the other clubs because my friends
wanted to go there, or better yet ...
because they were buying.

W

GETTIN' A COLUMN
Somewhere I met Paul Gary , the
5'2" dynamo who was a modern day
carn ival barker. He was very positive
about everything. Paul's favorite saying was, "David, you know what's better than an ice cold beer on a hot day
like this?"

What's better than
an ice cold Bud?
Two ice cold Buds!

"Bert," said Paul, as we entered the door at El
Excentrico, "I want you to meet David Sierra, who's
the best writer in San Jose. He wants to do a column
for the 'CENTRIC! ''
Mr. Garcia very fotmally extended his right hand,
said "Humberto Garcia, a sus orde nes."
I was immediately impressed with this gen tleman.
Thus began a beautiful relationship.

EL EXCENTRICO had a beautiful formula. A
Spanish-English magazine, devoted mostly to community gossip (Comadre, usted sa be que aMI no me
i!USta el chisme ... Pero) by volunteer writers.
In exchange for the bi-monthly column in which

clubs could advertise their fund-raising activities, introduce their new members, or praise their friend s for any
minute accomplishment, the clubs were
obligated to go to El Excentrico on "publishing day" and help collate and staple the
COLUMNIST
magazines, 5000 of them, which were
El Excentrico
distributed throughout Santa Clara County
to the businesses that advertised in the magazine.
Afte r discussing my journalistic background for a few minutes, he told us we
could write a column twice per month and
in exchange our club would have to assist
him in gathering and stapling the magazine
whenever our turn came. We agreed to the
conditions.

[ always fell for it. "What's better,
Paul?"
"Two cold beers," he would exclaim, taking a long
swig from his Millers long necker.
After he found out that I had written for my high
sc hoo l new s paper, he made m e awa re of EL
EXCENTRICO, a S panish-English magazine published
in San Jose by Humberto Garcia.
"We'll go talk to my friend Humberto, so you can get
a column. You can write better than any of those people
he's got right now!" he said, e nthusiastically, and
uninformedly because he had never read anything I had
ever written.
So, a few days later, after sharing a few beers at
Maria's 289 C lub, we walked from Jackson Street & 7th
in J apantown to EL EXCENTRICO's offices at Almaden
Ave. & Oak Street, just south of Virginia. We passed a
few bars along the way, and stopped to refuel of course.

DROPPING DEL MAR
Our column wou ld replace Club Del
Mar. Paul Gary gave me a secreti ve OK sign, apparently
he knew who DelMar Club was. I did not.
He said he would be dropping Club Del Mar because
they had not been showing up to do the gathering and
stitching.
pparently their club was falling apart, but
they were too proud to admit it. OR, they
were spending too much time at the Rainbow Ballroom trying to impress Esther Medina and get
mentioned in her EXCENTRICO column. We assured
Mr. Garcia that Club San Joaquin was composed of
"hombres que cumplen con su palabra."
Humberto, Paul and I walked up the street to The
Jackal bar at Virginia and Almaden to discuss our future
working relationship. After a few beers, Humberto
asked us which club we represented.

A
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"Club San Joaquin !" Paul s immediately blurted out, before I had the chance to
say that, well , actually, we didn't belong to
ANY club. After another beer Humberto
left because he said he had work to do. I
agreed to bringhim somecopy in fom·days.
While walking back to the 289 Club,
Paul and I began formulating plans to organize a Club San Joaquin.

MY NEW CAREER
My friends were pleased to learn that I
now had a publication in w hich to use my
li mited writing skill s. At least some of
them were. One, w ho shall remain unnamed because we harbor no animosities
toward him, questioned if we were organizing a club and obligating ourselves to
working four hours on occasional Friday
nights just to make David Sierra happy.

eah, I guess you could
put it that way, but a
year later Club San Joaquin
(E. David Sierra, president) was honored by Clifford Rodriguez Post of the
American Legion for being the Outstandin~;: Club in San Jose, so we must have
been doing something right.
INSTANT ENEMIES

Y

CHARTER MEMBERS
The original members of Club San Joaquin, San Jose, Calif. are
L to R front row, Paul Gary, Alex Flores. Second row, John
Ochoa, Roy Lozada, Rudy Sandoval, Ralph Alley, VaJ Garcia.
Standing, Rudy Romero, John Chapa, George Wil son, Larry
Valadez, Frank Palacio, and Bob Garcia. (EL EXCENTRICO
Photo)

The members of Club Del Mar and
Zanzaree and Cuauhtemoc and other established clubs were very angry at Mr. Garcia
for replacing Del Mar with a club they had
never heard of. All Mr.Garcia knew was
that he had met two guys who had promised him plenty
of help in gathering and stapling his magazine, and
anyone who had written for the Fresno BEE and who had
studied journalism in college probably could write entertaining copy for his publication.
Garcia had bigger plans than that for me, personally,
but I did not know it then.
I made it a point to be very cordial toward members
of Club Del Mar whenever I met them around town. I
knew that they knew that it was I who was responsible
for them losing their column in EL EXCENTRICO, but
I wanted them to like what I was writing, and maybe ...
j ust maybe ... we could be friends.
One day, in the early evening, Mr. Garcia and I were

in The Jackal when in walked Bennie Romero, one of the
so-called "dashing men about town" that Esther Medina
often mentioned in her columns. Garcia introduced us.
Bennie was a very cordial guy, a salesman for Great
Western Furniture Co., as I understood it. We met other
members of Club Del Mar later. They didn't have horn .
They were nice people, just like the San Joaquin Club
members.

SAN JOAQUIN ORGANIZED
o, we set about making ourselves known.
First, we c hallenged the guys who hung out at
the Snug Harbor to a football game. Some
guys representing Riviera took us up. We played at
Columbus Park, at about one in the afternoon. After we

S
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had downed a few beers at the Snug Harbor. We were lit.
We wiped 'em out about 42-6, or something like that,
and the San Joaquin legend was born.

W

e started feeling a big froggy
after winning a few football
and softball games. Henry
Plata, who owned Plata's Market at King &
San Antonio Streets, became our sponsor and
bought us some beautiful white jerseys with a
script San Joaquin across the chest and navy
blue numerals front and back.
About that time I received a letter in the mail inviting
Club San Joaquin to a basketball tournament sponsored
by the Sacramento Union. We looked into it, the club
voted to participate and we were off to battle Company
.. A .. in the first round at Sacramento City College.
I reckoned it was some fire station team from
Sacramento and that is what I told the players. I

dido 't have too much information about Company
''A'' so our players went in blind, and it was a good
thing they did, or we might have turned right around
and come back to San Jose.
MEETING FORT ORD
We were frrst on the floor at 7 PM. Soon we heard a
noise like distant thunder and the doors at the far end of
the gym swung open and player after player decked out
in gold satin uniforms streamed onto the floor.

"We are in deep,
deep sh--t, "
I told Bobby Garcia!
I went across the floor to greet the other team's coach
and noticed the lettering across our opponents' chests:
FORT ORD WARRIORS. I knew right then that we
were in deep, deep shit. The coach told me that all his
players were 6 feet or over, and all had at least junior
college basketball experience. One had played at
Stanford, and another at some college in Minnesota. A
short while later he handed me his scorebook so I could
see whom they had played.

T

hey had defeated Stewart
Chevrolet of Oakland, a top semi
pro club; the Mid-Valley Sports
Center of Fresno by forty six points, etc., etc.
They got us by about 56 by being very kind to

us.
A few weeks later, visiting at my compadre Ray
Garcia's home, his brother Rudy was there. At the time
Rudy was doing his U.S. Army hitch at Ft. Ord and he
mentioned that he had read in the post paper that the Ft.
Ord Warriors were playing Club San Joaquin of San
Jose in a Sacramento tournament.
"I KNEW you guys were in deep shit and I knew you
weren't aware of how deep it was. Fort Ord had a GOOD
team," he laughed.

DEEPER INTO EL EX
But I am getting ahead of myself. Through my
involvement with EL EXCENTRICO I met a lot of
people, and learned a lot about the publishing business
from Humberto Garcia. It wasn't very long after I started
writing for him that he asked me to join his staff. I would
be the typesetter for the publication.

That was in the old days, remember, no desktop
publishing then. An old electric typewriter. Type the
column on the left side of the sheet, figure out how
many spaces you had to add to make it justify, then
retype it on the right side of the sheet, adding spaces
to make it look right.
e paid me a flat rate of $30 for each
issue. I thought I was coining money,
until later I realized that I was now helping
him in the darkroom, I was helping him "shoot" the
camera-ready copy, and doing a lot of other things.
It was educational, to say the least. And at the end of
most work sessions, of course, was a visit to his refrigerator for an ice cold beer, or a short trek to El Uruapan
or Lopez Place or The Piedmont Hotel bars for some
cold beer.
Humberto would get upset with me when we went to
the Uruapan bar on Bassett Street, especially when
mariachis would come by and I would drop three dollars
per each of my song requests.
"Why don't you just play the song on the juke box?,
he would say. "You get better musicians, you get the
whole song, and it's better music!"
"I am a patron of the arts, Garcia," I would reply.
Actually I was a patron of the imbibing arts, but that is
another story.
I would laugh it off and ask for another cancion
ranchera, "Toguen 'El Potro Lobo Gateado. maestro!"

H

GARCIA'S LESSONS
It amazed me to learn how willingly women shed
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their threads if a guy had a camera and they had confidence that
he was using it in a "professional " manner.
f some of you women
readers were among
those whose photographs Humberto took and it
has been a secret to this point,
let me reassure you that it will
continue to be a secret. But,
hey, some of you really ... rea lly ... have nothing to be
asha med . You are, as they say
at the corner bar ... built like a
brick shithouse. Some of you
should have been wearing
tighter and shorter skirts to
show off what God gave you.
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CLUB SAN JOAQUIN,
1958 UCC League Football Champions

Garcia also tried to talk
to me about saving money, Back row, left to right, Bobby Garcia, Dan Vasquez, Ed Baltierra, Richard
buying a home, and getting Cortez, Bonie Villegas, Fred Morales, Eugene Ramoz, Bob Ochoa. Fronr row.
more serious about life, but left to right, Kenny Saucedo, Paul Gary , John Zamora, Frank Serrano, Arnold
I was having too much fun F imbrez, and athletic director E. David Sierra. Missing are many players who
being irresponsible and pok- did not attend the awards dinner at Leon's Gardens. (EL EXCENTRI CO
photo).
ing fun at the so-called
"crema de la crema" of San
Jose's Hispanic society.
Oneofmy colleagueson ELEXCENTRICO, Marty
There were people that I met who imSanchez, once wrote that her good friend, Esther Medina.
pressed me very much, one of them was Louis worked as a hairdresser full time, wrote a column for EL
Hevia who owned the Tico 's Tacos taqueria at EX, attended all the top presentations at the Rainbow
4th & St. James. He was a candidate for city Ballroom in San Jose, the Sands Ballroom in Oakland,
council one year,a nd it is too bad that he did and various ballrooms in San Francisco.
Yet, she still had time to read four or five books
not get elected. I think he would have reprea week and listen to her favorite music which is by
sented Hispanics well on that body.
Another person we met in those days was Blanca
Alvarado. Her husband was running for a seat on the San
J o e city council. I remember telling her that she should
be running, not her husband . I illdn't think that he would
ever get elected because he would not appeal to the
general population. He had a radio program, broadcasting in Spanish, and as it comes out, he didn't even appeal
to the Spanish speaking.
FOUR BOOKS & TSCHAIKOVSKY?

Tschaikovsky, or so Marty wrote.
I was roosting on my favorite bar stool at Maria's 289
Club when I read that one. I nearly fell off my perch.
"BULLSIDT!" I said to my friends, since I am a
voracious reader, I know how much time it takes to
read four· or five books a week.
"Comic books, maybe," I remember saying, "but not
novels or autobiographies, or any major work by a major
author. Que se Ia cuenten a mi chorizo que no tiene
ore jas !"
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I guess this is as good a place as any to thank those
people who believed in my writing abilities enough to
push dollar bWs into my pockets to "buy paper and
typewriter ribbons," while I was trying to make myself
famou s. Barney Acosta, I have not forgotten. Never
will. Grashus, buena genre.

S

orne of my colleagues on EL EX
were Richard Diaz, Johnny
Hernandez, Luis "El Machete"
Valdez, Andy " Legendary" Diaz, Joel
Aguilera, Ed Camunez, Ike Hernandez,
Esther Medina, Luis Juarez, Candy Veliz,
Daniel Campos, Bob Rodriguez, Alvin
Valadez (one of my favorite people), Simon
Villa, Daniel Saldana, and Maria De La Luz
Sanchez.
In August 1960 I went to work for Hillis Printing
Company and I told Humberto G arcia that I didn't like
the idea of working a full time j ob and a part time j ob.
But I hung on at EL EX because I liked working with
Garcia, I fe lt that I had abilities to contribute to making
EL EX what it became.
Garcia promoted me to Assistant Editor. I enjoyed being associated with Humberto Garcia, his sons
Bert Jr. and Cesar, and being recognized in public as the
As istant Edi tor of EL EXCENTRICO.
END OF A RELATIONSIDP
The association e nded a few years later when my
sister Trini died. We received a telephone call that she
was near death. That evening I had to go to El Excentrico
and do the typesetting for the next edition.

I worked from 7 PM unti112:30 AM, when I told
Garcia that I had had it, and that was all I could help
him with on this edition.

We left for Pomona at 4 AM after I took a
short nap. By the time we arrived, my sister had
passed away and we attended her services. On
the way back to San Jose, Gloria and I talked
about it and I decided that it was time for me to
leave EL EXCENTRICO magazine.
I gaveH umberto Garcia notice that ! would help him
fo r two more months, and then it was "Adios.A mi go.
Que Te Vaya Bien!" It was time for E. David to move on
to orher endeavors in spite of how much I enjoyed
working for Mr. Humberto Garcia. • • • • •

Bargain
Hunter
EDITOR'S NOTE: OnSaturday, May 10, 2003, Gloria
and I were in the Salvation Army store on Taylor &
Stockton, looking at used books, something we like we
do when we can't think of anything better.
Just for the hell of it, I decided to look at the men's
clothing to get
an idea of what
they sell and
what they sell
it for. I doubted
that they had
a nything my
size, double
XX .
On the rack
w as a dark
gr een s ports
coat, like one I
used to have
m a ny man y
years
ago,
w hich I outgrew a nd we
donated to the
S a l va ti on
Army.
Dej a Vu ? I tried it on and it fit like a glove. I couldn't
believe an item of clothing hanging on anybody's rack
that fit me without having to cut the sleeves!
After looking at the price tag and deciding that $6.20
was a fair price for a Palm Beach sport coat that looked
like it had never bee n worn, I went to the cashier. She
started to ring up my purchase when I asked for a Seni or
Citizens Discount. She knocked .93 cents off, and I was
outa there for $5.27 and ready to go dancing!
As we were leaving the store I asked Gloria, "Is it
deja vu, could that possibly be the same coat we donated
to the Sallies a few years ago?"
"You're crazy !" she said.
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tanford
University
has
touted
its Sunken Diamond as the most
beautiful college baseball facility in the
country. I had lived in Santa Clara County for 46 years
and had never been inside the place. On Saturday, May
17, 2003 we decided to go see a game, UCLA vs.
Stanford.
The baseball facility is very impressive, everything
from the $4 per senior citizen charge, the stadium
seating (not benches) and small grassy areas in left and
right field where the young at heart can sprawl out on the
grass and watch the Cardinal. The fences are 360 left
field , 350 in right, 400 in center. The lights were first
turned on in 2.2.96 for a game in which No. 2 Stanford
bested No. 1 Cal State Fullerton, 5-0.
The facility was remodeled in 2001 and Stanford
celebrated with a 6-2 win over nationally ranked Florida
State on 2.9.2001. Coach Mark Marquess gained his

Bargain Hunter
(Cont. from Pg 208)
"Maybe. Maybe not. Why not?"
Oh ... about those "books" ... a 1995 Stanford University footbal l media guide for $2.00. And a chili bowl
for75 cents, agiftforourfriend Sylvia Austin who loves
salsas, any kind! • • • • •
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lOOOth career college coaching victory. I'm old enough
to remember when Marquess came to Stanford to play
football (quarterback) and baseball from Stagg High in
Stockton.

I'm a UCLA fan, but Stanford is a classy place.
First of all, no charge for parking. On this day we
parked about 100 yards from the front gate, in the
Handicapped Parking slots, of which there are many.
Their stadium personnel are very courteous even
though I was wearing my UCLA cap, but of course you
would expect that from Stanford, huh?

On May 17, 2003, UCLA third baseman Brett
McMillan (6-5, 210) hit a grand slam homer off Matt
Manship in the 12th inning to give the Bruins a 9-5
victory.
On Sunday, May 18, 2003, Stanford won a share of
the PA C-1 0 title by beating UCLA 9-8 in 10 innings at
Sunken Diamond.
WHAT ARE THE ODDS DEPT.: On May 8,
2004, we saw the UCLA women vs. Stanford women in
a softball game won by the Bruins on a grand slam
homer by Claire Sua, What are the odds? Two games,
two grand slam homers! • • • • •

Birthdate on Uniform
The only player in major league history to
wear his birthdate on his uniform: Carlos
May, ChiSox, 68-76, MAY 17
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Favorite
Editorial
One of my favorite editorials I wrote when I was
editing the THE LEADER, official newspaper of San
Jose GI Forum was this one I did for the July 1985
edition.
(CUYAMA VALLEY)-- A few months ago the San

An Editorial

enough to attend a National Convention without adding
the burden of renting formal wear for one function.
(Does someone on the convention planning committee
own a tux rental shop in San Anto?)

Some of us can enjoy life without ever again
attending a National Convention Queen Coronation
Ball if someone in the San Anto Ivory Tower has
decided that it would 'look better' without us common folks. After all, many of our San Jose Chapter
members don't even bother to go across town to our
own local Queen Coronation Ball.
We always thought the intent of a national convention was to encourage members to
come together once a year, participate fully in ALL events of the convention, and return home with renewed enthusiasm for the American
GIForum.
That's hard for the common folks
to swallow if they think the 'White
Shoe Boys' are tryin' to keep 'em out.
Also, we fail to understand how those policies will
contribute to unity by limiting admission to the biggest
social event the organization has by insisting that everyone come attired like they all borrow clothes from the
same color-blind tailor.
(You mean I have to leave my Cowboy boots at
home? You kiddin', hoss? In Texas?)

Proposed •Elitist• Coro Ball
Rapped by San Jose Gl Forum
Jo GI Forum Bd. of Directors heard a report by Calif.
2nd Vice Chm. Frank Caballero on the 1985 National
Convention at San Anto, TX.

M

r.
Caballero
told
the
Board of a report heard
at the February board meeting in
Visalia, and the apparent efforts of some of our
national leaders to turn the 1985 Miss American GI
Forum Beauty Pageant into a Black & White Only
function, with admission limited to those willing to
dress like Penguins.
Also mentioned was the proposed suggestion that
only the top three qualifiers in the Miss American GI
Forum Pageant appear onstage on Saturday night during
the finals. The other young women would be screened
out earlier and not allowed to take part in the Saturday
evening public event.
Subsequent conversations with State Chairman Eli
Sandoval have confirmed the aforementioned.

The Board ofDirectors went on record as strongly
opposed to these changes.
At a time when fewer and fewer members are
attending these functions at the national level because of
the prohibitively costly admission price of $25, the
aforementioned policies appear to us to be 'elitist thinking' and a serious error in judgment. It is already costly

However, a more serious matter in our humble
opinion, is the idea of a state organization entering a
young lady in a competition hundreds of miles from
home and having her screened out and eliminated by
"local" judges before she has had a chance to demonstrate publicly why she should be the American GI
Forum's National Queen.
In the interest of a shorter program, perhaps the
speeches of the respective candidates could be judged
by competent speech teachers, professional people, etc.
in an afternoon session, and then have ALL the contestants introduced to the crowd during the competition. If
the speech competition is held in the afternoon it should
be open to American GI Forum members and the public
to listen to the presentations. For some folks, the highlight of the competition is listening to what the young
ladies have to say. But perhaps the convention hosting
chapter does not see it that way.
Remember that the national contest judges are all
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GI Forum Celebrates
25th Anniversary
EDITOR'S NOTE: On the occasion marking
the American GI Forum's 25th anniversary I
prepared the longest article ever to appear in
THE FORUMEER while I was editor. The
remarks were expanded from a 1971 national
convention program dedication that I had written on a request from National Chairman Tony
Gallegos. This article, with many photos, appeared in the March 1973 issue:

RIGHTS PROGRESS
On March 26, 1973 the American GI Forum will be
celebrating its 25th birthday. Organized at Corpus Christi,
Texas by Dr. Hector P. Garcia in 1948, it is now a
nationwide organization established in 28 states and the
District of Columbia.
With a motto of "Education is our Freedom and
Freedom Should be Everybody's Business," the American GI forum has continually fought to better conditions
for our raza. (Cont. on Pg 212)

25 YEARS OF CIVIL

Elitist Coronation Ball
(Cont. from Pg 210)
"local" people sekected by the hosting chapter. The
manner in which the competition is now conducted
already favors the participant from the hosting state.
And more so, if the proposed changes in format take
place.

But! ••• What would happen if the local
participant were not selected by the judges as
one of the three finalists? Can you imagine
the uproar?
Another point: it is far more expensive per capita for
the smaller state organizations to send a candidate to the
national fmals, and thus, this proposed manner of running the contest appears to us, to be discriminative
against the smaller states. Very soon the smaller states
may decide to forsake the national competition altogether, leaving it to Texas, California and a few other
states, and making the competition meaningless. Is that
what the convention hosts are after? We think not.

Is that what the rank-and-file members of the American GI Forum believe? We think not. They ought not.
We urge members of the organization, if they

care about these matters, to urge your state chairman to vote negatively on those proposed changes.
Ask them to support the concept that one candidate
from each state should appear on Saturday evening
in the national finals, as they have in the past, and not
justahand-pickedthreechosenbyagroupof"local"
judges.
Also, ask them to cast a vote for the participation of
the financially strapped rank-and-file members who
support the American GI Forum all year long by their
hard work; instead of catering to the elitist few who don't
lift a finger all ye4ar long but can afford to attend the
national convention queen competition nomas a pararse
el cuello.
Editor's Note: Members of the American GI Forum
having a different opinion are encouraged to write us
your comments. They will be published. Si Dios quiere.
--E. David Sierra
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Forum.'s 25th Anniversary
(Cont. from Pg 211)
Many of the now-taken-for-granted breakthroughs
in attainment of equal opportunities for Mexican American in education, housing, and employment came as a
result of fights led by the American GI Forum. Many of
these early struggles were financed at the local chapter
level by groups sponsoring dances, tamaladas, cake
sales, rummage sales, etc. Progress came very slowly
because in many instances there were those as determined to stifle our progress as we were to advance it.
On many occasions the tenacity of the American GI
Forum was tested to try our patience. The American GI
Forum proved itself equal to the task.

Our founder, Dr. Hector P. Garcia, was
there at the beginning of the struggle for
equal rights, some of these battles beginning
to take shape about the time that most of us
were still nibbling on a pacifier.
There have been other dedicated Forumeers, of
course, who have made their contributions to the growth
of our organization. Those who have served the American GI Forum as National Chairman and as National
Executive Secretary have certainly done their share to
advance the cause of equal rights and to perpetuate the
American GI Forum.
Names like Larry Ramirez, Teen Flores, Louis Tellez,
Daniel Campos, Dr. Hector P. Garcia, Joseph Juarez,
and Tony Gallegos, to name just the recent GI Forum
national chairmen, left their mark on the GI Forum log.
Dedicated national executive secretaries such as Vicente
T. Ximenes, Ed ldar, Louis Tellez, and Zeke Duran also
gave countless hours of their time to help the organization exist.

The many men and women who have served the
American GI Forum as state chairmen of their respective groups, and the young men and women who
have led the Youth (Junior GI Forum) number in the
hundreds. All of them, by their willingness to accept
the responsibility of leadership, uncompensated, and
many times unappreciated, have demonstrated their
concern for the American GI Forum and for the
Mexican American people of the United States.
So on this 25th anniversary of our great organization, it can be a time to reflect back on the progress made
by the American GI Forum and re-dedicate ourselves to

the struggle which continues to this day.
Since our founding by Mr. HectorP. Garcia in 1948
we have come a long way. But it is not yet time to rest
on our laurels. Too much remains to be accomplished,
too many problems cry for rectification.

TOO MANY CIDCANOS are still dying
in the steaming jungles of southeast Asia,
waging an undeclared war.
Too many Chicanitos are still going to school hungry, badly clothed and ill-prepared.
Too many Chicanos are still deprived of a relevant
educational experience by those who deliberately intend
to deny them rights granted by congressional edict.
Too many Chicanos are yet mistreated by arrogant
officers of the law who define justice as ..just us ...
Too many Chicanos live in abject poverty in barrios
with no political representation and little hope of getting
any.
Too many Chicanos still strugle sunup to sundown
to provide fruits and vegetables for the American dinner
table, commodities which they often cannot afford to
buy.
Too many Chicanos live in sub-standard housing
because they are financially unable to afford the exorbitant rentals and purchase prices of housing which could
be adequate.
Too many Chicanos are yet denied promotional
opportunities in employment because theya re stereotyped as .. non-achievers .. and .. non-goal-oriented ...
Too many Chicanitos and Chicanitas are denied the
opportunities of higher education, not for lack of intellect but lack of money, in a country which pours mil ions
into the destruction of southeast Asia and now seems
bent on pouring more millions into reconstruction.
Too many Chicanos still seek their place in the
American Dream because those who overran our continent seem determined that Chicanos and Native Americans are a blight on .. their .. land!
It is to the eradiction of these conditions that the
American GI Forum addresses itself.

WE ARE OPPOSED to thousands of our
young men, los mas machos, los mas
inteligentes, y los mas dedicados, waging war
in southeast Asia when their courage, their
intelligence and their dedication could be
utilized in building the barrios of America,
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and to help solve the problems which make us
second class citizens.
We do not like our youngsters in school on an empty
stomach, pretending to be listening to the teacher while
their "tripas" are growling, crying for sustenance.
We do not like funds intended for improvement of
educational facilities being used to carpet the offices of
incompetent adminstrators who twiddle their thumbs
while they contemplate their next sojourn to Sun Valley.
We do not like counselors in the elementary schools
who do nothing to motivate our children to higher
education, who deny them information about available
scholarships, and who channel them into vocational
study courses.
We do not appreciate living in barrios with no
sidewalks, inadequate street lighting, no recreational
facilities, and streets which were last paved with horsedrawn equipment when Herbert Hoover lived at 1700
Pennsylvania Ave.
We do not appreciate tinhorn politicians who come
around at election time with their disgusting "Some of
MY best friends are Mexicans" song and dance act, and
then disappear as if swallowed by mother earth immediately afterward.

We do not appreciate the disregard of
middle class America for the plight of the
farmworker who struggles along on meager
wages while farmers (we are using the word
facetiously) suck off milions in federal subsidies NOT to grow crops on land which CAN'T
grow crops, even if the "farmer" knew how to
plant them.
We do not like military recruiters on the fringes of
our barrios painting pretty pictures of military life to our
young men, while college recruiters hustler "other"
young men into American colleges whether or not they
have any semblance of intelligence.
We do not appreciate sharing our humble apartments and homes in the barrios with rats, roaches,
spiders and the elements.
We do not appreciate being undercounted by a
Bureau of Census who does not do the job for which they
are very well compensated by tax monies paid by ALL
Americans.
We do not appreciate being passed over for promotions in employment while less competentsstruggle
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to discharge responsibilities which offer bilingual,
bicultured persons no challenge.
We do not appreciate government hacks cutting
back Educational Opportunity Program funds just as our
Chicano students are beginning to assert themselves
academically.
In the past decade we have seen the emergence of
many organizations intent on changing the society in
which we live. Many times our own organization has
been challenged to change and become more responsive
to "today's" needs. Again, the American GI Forum has
not been found wanting. We have proven ourselves a
vibrant, responsible for in the civil rights struggle, as
eager for change as the most militant organization, as
capable of bringing it about, and as determined to do it
legally, to make it lasting.

UR YOUTH HAVE BEEN
ENCOURAGED TO GET
INVOLVED, and we have supported other youth and student organizations with their particular struggles. Our
youth are tomorrow's leaders, an often overused cliche, but true.

0

It is with YOUTH that our hopes ride for a better
tomorrow. While those of us who are involved in the
American GI Forum and other organizations have certainly made our contributions, we must look to our
young men and women, for it is they who will lead
tomorrow's attack against racism, bigotry, and poverty.
They will provide us with the leadership for our organizations. They will seek the elective political offices
which will finally give us representation from our own
people.
Changes are already evident, if you will take the
time to look. These students now attend schools which
offer brown-faced, bilingual counselors, teachers, and
principals. They play "JALISCO!" at the football games,
and eat tacos, enchiladas and tortillas in the school
cafeteria. They open textbooks which are beginning
(very slowly and reluctantly) to reflect the contributions
of their ancestors to the treasured history of this land.
They have begun to identify the problems which
contributed toward keeping their parents and grandparents in "their" places.
They have researched the methods and tactics used
by" others" to wrest their land from them, to change their
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official language, and names of areas, cities, parks,
roads, etc.
Oftentimes they have not liked what they were
reading nor what they have observed. And sometimes
they have not been content merely to draft resolutions
or issue press releases or write letters.

WHAT WOULD YOU DO if your
community high school in a major west
coast city, with an enrollment of 3,500
students had a library which seats only
48 students, and the board of education seemed reluctant to enlarge it?
Write letters or demonstrate?
What would you do if a "peace" officer struck your
mother across the mouth with a nightstick, or three of
them manhandled your teenaged sister? Issue a press
release, or demonstrate for dismissal of that officer
from the force?
For some of us, the realization that we are not
thought of as equals by the dominant culture, comes as
quite a shock. But all is not lost. Just think.
First must come the admittance (in your own
chompeta) that you were born of Mexican parents You
cannot change that.

Next comes the realization that your skin is
brown and is NEVER going to get any lighter (and
since Gavachos buy sun tan oil by the barrel,
BROWN MUST BE BEAUTIFUL, right? Right.

F

ace the fact that your eyes are never going
to tum blue Your hair is never going to
tum blonde (unless the Greedy Drugstore in
your area cons you into some peroxide). Your Mexicano
accent (beautiful!) will probably never go away. Pero.
ay se va. It automatically stamps you as a carnal, so
learn to live with it.
You cannot change the fact that you feel orgullo en
el cora when you enjoy Mariachi music.
You do not join Chicano organizations because "it's
good for your business." If you have already made
THAT mistake, you may be in for a rude awakening.
You are going to find, as have some other opportunists
before you, that it is hard to focus on the civil rights
struggle when there are green dollar signs in your eyes.

Today's young men and women, aided by
well established organizations such as the

Most Unusual Boast
On the front of aT -shirt wom
by a scroungy-looking, overweight, ugly, middle-aged
woman with four kids in tow at
Alexian Brothers Hospital, San
Jose: I HAVE A PUSSY, SO I
CALL THE SHOTS.

American GI Forum, will bring about meaningful changes in our society. They have already realized, as has our organization, that
whereas all men may be created equal, we are
not thought of as equal, nor are we treated as
equal by the dominant society.
The problems are many. And the American GI
Forum area of concern is vast. The Chicano community
encompasses all that area between the sun-kissed shores
of Califas to the rock-bound coast of Maine, from the
forested mountains of Washington to the placid (and
polluted) waters of the Florida everglades. The problems are there. And the American GI Forum has begun
to help solve them.
BUT WE HAVE ONLY BEGUN.
Happy Birthday,
American GI Forum!

EDITOR'S NOTES: BELIEVE IT OR
NOT, there were those who criticized my remarks because I implied that it was not only us
concerned about the problems of Chicanos. There
were those who said I left out many deserving
people who should have been mentioned. ~d
there were those who didn't think ANY subJect
merited 70 column inches in their newspaper. To
the first two critics I said, I did the best I could.
To the latter, very simply: Kiss My Ass.
--E. David Sierra
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Al Garza's Pardon Letter
EDITOR'S NOTE: Al Garza, former
San Jose councilman, called me in early
October 2003. Because of rapidly deteriorating hearing I was unable to hear him over
the phone. I handed the phone to Rosie
Chavez, our Vida Nueva Office Manager,
and asked her to take a message. Al told her
that he would come over to my office later
that day. He showed up in the early afternoon, we visited for a while and then he
asked if I would write a letter in his behalf.
He was seeking a Gubernatorial pardon. Of
course, I readily agreed to do it.

October 2, 2003
To whom it may concern:
It is with a sense of gratitude that we write you on
behalf of our long-time friend Mr. Alfredo Garza, seeking a pardon by the Governor of the State of California,
grateful that we can assist a long-time friend in atoning
for his past indiscretions and hopefully, being allowed to
resume his teaching career.

W

e have known Alfredo s in ce
the ea rl y
19 6 0' s w he n he
played sandlot softball and football in
the U.C. C. League in San Jose while I was the Commissioner. Later we becam e better acquainted w hen we
worked on political campaigns in Santa Clara County. In
August 197 1 he was appointed to the San Jose city
Council , and was elected in the April 1973 primary. He
ran unopposed for re-election in April 1976 and served
unti I August 1980. While a councilman, in our opinion,
he was the staunchest voice on that body for the underprivileged and underrepresented.
He has been married to Ca rol Joyce for the past
26 years and is the father of three sons and two
daughters. His youngest son is a United States Navy
officer.

Alfredo Garza
While attending San Jose City College, Mr. Garza
was elected Freshman Class President, and Commissioner of Social Affairs. He graduated from San Jose
State University and qualified for his Secondary Teaching Credential.
Mr. Garza was employed as a teacher and athletic
coach at William C. Overfelt High School from 1968 to
1970. Early on , his vision, ideas and commitment resulted in the implementation of a Home-School Liaison
Program, the first in northern California.
In 1978 he ran forMayorofSanJose. Becausehewas
poor and had lofty political ambitions which are fed by
money he did not have, Mr. Garza's aspirations led to hi s
making some very serious judgmental errors, resulti ng
in a criminal indictment. He eventually plea bargained to
five felonies and one nolo contendre charge.
While serving 13 months at the Vacaville, California
Medical Facility, he received no negative citations nor
adverse write-ups. He got continual positive comments
from his Unit Counselor, finishing his imprisonment
with a clean comportmental record.
On May 1, 1984, he was paroled, returning to San
Jose to reside at Casa Libre until August 29, 1984. A
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period of unsupervised parole ended on Sept. 27,
1985.
After satisfying all the mandates of his parole, Mr.
Garza returned to work at California Home Capital as a
mortgage loan agent, becoming Branch Manager in
1985.
In September 1988 he was granted a restricted
California Real Estate Salesman's License, and it has
been renewed very four years since then.
From 1988 to 1996 he was employed in the real
estate business. Since 2002, he has been associated with
Century 21 Real Estate in San Jose.
Since his release from prison, his interest in his
community has not waned. He has worked at the grassroots level, walking precincts for local candidates for
public office, making financial contributions (by checks)
to individuals espousing philosophies he supports, or
health-related social issues, and assisting school bond
issues.
I am proud to number myself as one of Alfredo
Garza's many friends. In spite of the adversities he has
faced, he maintains a positive disposition toward life in
general and our American institutions in particular.
While disappointed at the direction his life took in 1978,
I remain firmly convinced that Mr. Alfredo Garza can
continue to be a positive influence in our community.

He seeks a gubernatorial pardon because he
wants to return to the classroom to guide young men
and women in the right direction, speaking from
experience on the importance of seeking the honorable path in life to avoid the repercussions of life
outside the law.
An entire community's chest swelled with pride
when he ran for Mayor of San Jose in a city that was
founded by our forefathers. He made some very serious
mistakes for which he was punished by the State of
California. He wants to return to the classroom to
demonstrate to today's youth that they should not give
up hope for a fruitful future just because of a few
mistakes in their early life. Alfredo took his punishment
without rancor for those who arrested him, brought him
to justice, found him guilty in a court of law, punished
him with encarceration, and then allowed him to parole
and return to his community. The commitment that he
made pledging allegiance to his country during his U.S.
military service remains firm and unhesitant.
In the Latino culture, dignity is important. We are a
familial culture, placing great importance on the love of

our friends and neighbors and the respect that comes to
those worthy of our respect. As we grow older some of
us are called Don Jesus or Don Armando or Don Jose, as
a sign of respect. Mr. Garza, we are certain, will someday be addressed as Don Alfredo because of his contributions to our educational community and to the many
young men and women he counseled to become upstanding, law-abiding persons.

I

n the sunset of his life, the fires still
burn in Mr. Garza's heart to be of
service to his community. He realizes that he
disappointed many thousands of people when he was
judged, found guilty, and went to prison for his crimes.
A pardon from the Governor of California would allow
him to someday, somehow, atone for his indiscretions in
the mind of the youngsters he taught and coached, the
adults who supported his political aspirations, and all
those he disappointed.

Because of his education and experiences (both
positive and negative) Mr. Garza's perspectives would
be a very valuable tool in convincing students to
overcome life's obstacles, to dream, to have faith in
the future, and to aspire to a better tomorrow.

S

peaking to Mr. Garza shortly
after he was paroled, he said that
one of the biggest disappointments of his
life was when he was asked by an inmate at Vacaville if
he was the Mr. Garza who had taught him at Overfelt
H.S. He dejectedly responded, "Yes." That thought
lingered in Alfredo's memory long after it happend, and
we are certain, remains to this day.

We sincerely believe that the remaining years of
Mr. Garza's life can best serve society ifhe is granted
a gubernatorial pardon and becomes eligible to return to his first love ••• teaching.
We respectfully beg the Governor of California to
grant a pardon to Mr. Alfredo Garza, allowing ~ to
begin reclaiming his dignity, resume a career for which
he trained for five years, and to rejoin the ranks of those
entrusted to mold our future leaders.
Sincerely,
E. David Sierra • • • • •

First Rookie in MLB All Star Game
Joe DiMaggio, Yankees, 1936, Braves
Field, Boston. NL 4, AL 3.
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Anger Management
You Manage It~ Don't Let it Manage You!
by E. David Sierra
This article first appeared in the 1999 Barrio Alcohol/
Drugs Conference program:

ANGER IS NORMAL
veryone should know that. Human beings
would not be human beings if they did not
show emotion depending on their feelings of
joy or anger. Even the nicest person you know gets angry
at some time or other. The difference between .. thinkers ..
and "reactors .. is how they react to their anger.
A "thinker.. instantly analyzes why he is angry. Has
someone hurled invectives at him because of a perceived wrongdoing? If so, an apology is in order, and
sometimes that is all that it takes to diffuse an angry
situation.
Has someone wronged you? Are you becoming
angry? Consider taking the time to talk quietly with the
person and ask them why they did what they did or said
what they said about you. Maybe there is a very good
reason. Or ... maybe ... the person didn't say it or do it at
all. Did you hear it from a third party? Does that third
party have a vested· interest is creating disharmony
between you and your friend? Why?
Many people consider an apology as being weak.
You shouldn't. An apology is proof positive that your
parents raised a well mannered child and you have
grown into a responsible adult who doesn't mind being
held accountable for his actions.
reactor.. would strike back at whomever
he perceives has wronged him, by foul
language or by physically hurting the other
person. What if ... later ... he finds out that the accusations were wrong, that the friend did not say what he was
supposed to have said? The friendship is gone. Because
of an impulsive action. Do not be too eager to strike
back. Think about it. Find out if there is a peaceful

E

A

.

solution. It is always the better alternative. An expression of anger taken to its physical limits is not a solution,
it is an escalation of a relationship to another level.
Sometimes it leads to frightening conclusions. Like
death.
ANGER IS DANGEROUS
If you get angry at other people or things happening
around you and hold it all inside you, it can be very
dangerous. Heart problems, ulcers, depression, anxiety,
and substance abuse can result. Your bottled-up anger
does not hurt anyone other than yourself. It is not
healthy. Learn to talk to others about what bothers you.
Find someone in whom you can confide, and tell them
about things that are bothering you.

HOW ANGER IS EXPRESSED
IS LEARNED
he young people around you learn about
anger by watching adults. If they see their
parents hugging and kissing each other and
putting their arms around each other, they grow up
expressing themselves the same way. They become
loving adults. It is contagious.
On the other hand, if they hear their parents
swearing at each other using very vulgar language,
they grow up thinking that that language is an appropriate way to address their friends and others around
them.

T

PEOPLE CAN ONLY MAKE YOU
ANGRY IF YOU LET THEM
Be choosey in whom you allow to make you angry.
You don't have to get angry just because someone calls
you 'stupid'.Ask questions. Dilute the situation with
humor. Ask if the person has any scientific evidence to
support that accusation. If not, what is that assumption
based on? What do the polls show? You may think the
above is silly, but does expressing anger with violence
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make more sense? Does it?
A few years ago, a gentleman was driving behind me
on Capitol Expressway. I had just come from a sensitivity training session in which we had discussed the
advantages of loving rather than hating others. When I
pulled to a stop at Capitol A venue and Alum Rock
Avenue, he got out of his pickup truck, rushed up to my
car and said, "You dumb#$!"%@, why don't you drive
faster?"
I looked directly at him and said, very softly, "I love
you, brother. Merry Christmas!"

A

ngrily, he stomped back to
his pickup and shouted at
his wife, "Luwanda, that ignorant !@#%$#isnotonlystupid,he'sadamned
fag too!"
Guess who laughed the loudest and the longest?
On another occasion a friend and I were engaged in
a discussion which was getting very heated. My friend's
brother got up from his chair and said, "Shut up. I don't
want to hear this anymore!"

I looked at him and said ''Sir, you did
not give me freedom of speech, the
United States Constitution did. And if
you did not give it to me, you cannot
take it away!''
I continued to express my opinions and soon he just
walked away, out of range of our conversation.
On another occasion my little sister and I got into an
extended conversation on the configurations of a football field. She argued that the end zone was 20 yards
deep and she should know because she was in her high
school marching band and they used to line up in the end
zone.
My credentials were that I once aspired to be a
sportswriter and had seen many games at the high
school, junior college, university, and professional level
and that the end zone was ten yards deep, but that the
goal posts were situated differently at the college and
pro levels (at that time).
After a solid hour of heated argument, another
person in the room offered to arbitrate the disagreement.
Did we allow him to do that? Of course not!
"Why don't you talk about something that you know
something about?" was his question, over and over

again.

HIS credentials were that he had refereed football games in southern California at the high school,
junior college and university level, and AT THAT
TIME was an active Pacific 10 Conference football
official!
My little sister said southern California is different
than northern California. I said, "That's right. YOU stay
out of it!"
Obviously, we wanted to be angry, and we were not
going to let facts get in the way!

ANGER MISUSED
Many, many years ago, on Christmas eve, I had just
left San Jose Hospital after learning that my wife and I's
first child had died at birth. A few minutes later, at a gas
station, I was greeted at the gas pump by a jolly redsuited individual saying "Ho, ho, ho, Merry Christmas,
Sir .... Ho, ho, ho ... Merry Christmas!"
He tried to hand me something and I walked by him,
slapping it out of his hand onto the wet pavement. When
I returned to pump gas into my car, he was still there, hoho-hoing other customers. When I returned to my car
after getting my change, he again enthusiastically said,
"Ho, ho, ho, Sir, Merry Christmas ... Merry Christmas!"

"%!#@&*@ you, Santa Claus," I replied, angrily,jumping inside the car and slamming the door.
I gave him a one-fmgered salute as I drove ofT.
A few days later, I thought about it. The Santa Claus
could not have known why I was angry. It was not his
fault. Why was I taking it out on him? I couldn't answer
those questions, of course, but I felt very bad about what
I had done. And it has bothered me to this day.
I could have taken a few seconds to explain to the
individual about the tragedy that had occurred, and
maybe received some kind words of condolence in
return. I probably would have felt a little bit better.

THE ABC'S OF ANGER

T

here are three ways to deal with anger: 1.
A VOID it by edging away from a
confrontaton. 2. BLOW UP by cursing and
getting physical with the one who makes you angry; and
3.COMMUNICATION by talking sincerely with others
to let them know how their actions affect your feelings.

Don't let just anyone MAKE YOU ANGRY. You be in control. You decide whom ..•
and what ... is going to make you angry. • • •
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Albertson's Auburn Hustle
On October 24, 2003, Gloria and I were returning
to San Jose from Reno. We decided to stop in Auburn
and buy some fruit to help quell a mild case of the
munchies.
We stopped at the Albertson's market off Elm
Street in Auburn.
In the produce department I spotted a pile of bags of
oranges between bags of grapefruit and bags with
apples and pears.

99 cents per bag was the sign just below the
oranges. We dido 't particularly want oranges, but
for 99 cents per bag, I'm gonna take the chance that
maybe 1/4 of them will be overripe and inedible. I
think I know a bargain when I see it, so I picked it up,
cautioning Gloria to watch when the clerk rung up
the items to make sure that 99 cents was all we were
being charged for the oranges.
Just in front of us in line at the checkout stand was
a middle-aged man who had three grocery carts full of
groceries. I noticed that he had picked up two or three
bags of oranges. I also noticed that the clerk was talking
a mile a minute while she rang up the man's groceries.
He didn't pay the slightest attention to what he was
being charged for each item and I pointed this out to
Gloria, again urging her to watch carefully.
Since we only had a bunch of grapes (2. 77 lbs @
$2.49/lb, discounted to .99/lb = $2.74), some bananas
( 1.41 lbs at .79/lb = $1.11 ), and the bag of oranges, it
wasn't long before I got the bill from the clerk. I noticed

that she had charged me $5.99 for the bag of oranges.
"The oranges are 99 cents per bag, miss," I told the
clerk, "that's what the price tag on the bin says."
She asked the bagger to go check the price of
oranges. I went with her. She said, "This is a mistake.
Oranges cost more than that!"
"I don't see any sign saying that the oranges are
$5.99 per bag, do you? Why don't you take this sign
down if it is wrong?" I asked. No reply from the

and pears? And if the sign doesn't apply to either of the
items, why don't you take it down?
According to the receipt we bought 2.77 lbs of
Grapes Green Seedless @ 2.49 per lb., a total of $6.90,
but with their generous Albertson's discount we got the
grapes for .99 per lb., a total of 2.74.
We also purchased 1.41lbs of bananas at .79 per lb.
for a total of $1.11.

According to their receipt, we saved $4.16,
a total savings of 51% by shopping
Albertson's, buying just two items!!! How
lucky can you get?
No more Albertson's for us. This was the third time
an Albertson's clerk had grossly tried to overcharge us
for produce. No more.
An item appeared in the San Jose Mercury News
recentlywarningpeopleaboutoverchargesatAlbertson's.
Not news to us.
So ... be careful when you shop at Albertson's, if you
still trade there.

HELPFUL HINTS:
1. Insist on being able to see what they are ringing up
at the time they are ringing it up.
2. Always weigh produce so you have some idea
what it is going to cost you.
3. Be wary of checkout clerks making lots of conversation. It may be costing you money.
4. If any items are marked 2 for $5, take two. If you
take only 1, it may be charged at the regular price
of$3.69.
5. If you bought oatmeal cookies last week at $2 per
package, the next time you go in, don'tjust pick up
the oatmeal cookies. Look at the price. They may
now be costing you $4.50 each!
6. If any item is spoiled (watermelon), take it back
and complain to the manager. They HAVE to
make it right. If you give them good money you
should get good merchandise. • • • • •

bagger.
I told the clerk, quite loudly, "Oranges don't cost
$5.99 per bag in the middle of the orange season, much
less in October! You're misleading people, intentionally. Are the grapefruit 99 cents per bag? Or the apples

Always SmUe
Always smUe. Your enemies wUl wonder
what you've been up to.

I

220

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

Great Mural Debate
in Woodlake
This article appeared in the
May 1973 issue of
THE FORUMEER.
by E . D avid Sierra
WOODLAKE, CALIF. -- The other day, in this
quiet San Joaquin Valley fanning community of some
2,600 persons, the City Council took note that Chicanos
live there. They also noted that they sometimes express
them e lves in ways which the city councilmen may not
under tand. No reflection on the intellect of the council,
there are MAN Y things in this world (and in Woodlake)
that they do not begin to understand . Nor could.

The latest controversy began when members of
EL GRITO, a Chicano organization, asked owner
Zeke Espinoza if they could paint over the obscenities and graffiti on the outside walls of his El Venadito
poolroom at Pomegranate and Antelope St. in the
Chicano barrio.
Some of these obscenities were quite explic it and
insulting to me n, wome n and c hildre n pass ing El
Venadito every day . But no one had ever done anything
about them. Not the W oodlake City Council. Not the
Woodlake Planning Commission. Not the Woodlake
Police Force. And for damned sure, not Mayor Peter
Legakes who probably never goes over to "that" part of
town anyway.

A

fte r me mbe r s of EL GRITO
had
cove re d
ove r
the
ob
scenities with paint, they continued to
express themselves on the walls ofEl Venadito (the little
deer) with symbols c haracters, and drawings, some of
which probably only they c an understand. At this point
in our little drama, e nter the Woodlake City Council (a
roll of drums here, maestro! ) awakened from their deep

slumber with the realization that "thinking" Chicanos
were at large in their community, and expressing themselves with paint brushes.
They concluded that the painted-over wall is now a
mural and that it is illegal because murals are not
aJJowed in a residential zone. Having noted during our
last vi sit there that the closest thing to art in Woodlake
was the white line down the middle of Highways 65 and
63 we wonder just where in hell murals are legal in
Woodlake?

***

IRST QUESTION: Why weren't the ob
scenities painted on the wall prior to the
"mural" iUegal? El Venadito has been
there for at least 25 years and it is safe to conclude
that obscenities and graffiti have been on those walls
since about 24 hours after the building was erected.

F

Robert Moock, city attorney has upheld the City
Council ruling, saying that in his opinion, a mural is not
allowed in a residential zone.
City attorney Moock should then answer the questions:
WHY ARE POOL HALLS ALLOWED IN A RESIDENTIAL ZONE? WHY ARE BARS ALLOWED fN
A RESIDENTIAL ZONE, BUT ONLY ON THE
"CHICANO" SIDE OF TOWN?
Also, Mr. Moock (when he is not busy being an an
critic) should stipulate precisely where mural s ARE
allowed in Woodlake.
For instance: murals painted by Chicanos will be
allowed to be displayed at the bottom of Bravo Lake,
only if secured to a 100 lb. lead weight, and not lighted ,
etc.

Poolroom owner Espinoza has told the establishment press that he doesn't care one way or the other.
He just wants to do what is right. City attorney
Moock has said it is up to Espinoza to initiate any
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action before the planning commission
can rule on the fate of the "mural."
Recently , two art instructors from
Fresno State University and 70 other persons attended a city council meeting to
argue the merits of the "mural." The art
instructors contend that the mural has aesthetic value (Note to Woodlake City Councilmen: aesthetic means beauty) and that by
demanding that it be removed the city council men are censoring the rights of the people.
Art Dolarian, associate professor of art,
FSU, told councilmen: "You are abusing
the rights of the citizens of your community
and are doing a great disservice if you tell
human beings to clear off the wall."
Dolarian continued, "As I see it there
has been an honest effort by these people. If
thi s Council is so concerned about the aesthetics of the community, why have you
allowed your main street to look the way it
does?"

Zeke Espinoza, owner of El Venadito, and the mural
painted by members ofELGRITO to cover up obscenities on the walls. The mural drew complaints from
Woodlake City Council.

(WELL, COUNCILMEN?)
e concluded with, "Your Woodlake will
look much more beautiful if you quit
coming up with all this legalistic jargon
(Note to Woodlake City Councilmen: legalistic jargon
means B.S.) to abuse the privileges of your citizens.
What you are doing is very destructive and what they
(EL GRITO) are doing is very constructive!"
Peter Legakes , Mayor, (and uncredentialed art connoisseur) replied, "What we are doing is trying to keep
a community from looking like a midway at the county
fair and that is exactly what this things has done."

H

(PETE, IF THEY HAD ART WORK LIKE
THE WALL OF EL VENADITO AT THE
COUNTY FAIR, THEPAVILIONPROBABLY
WOULDN'T BE BIG ENOUGH TO HOUSE
THE PEOPLE THAT WOULD FLOCK TO
SEE IT!!).
"I've spent 13 years on the city council," he
continued, "and some decisions come easy and some
come hard. I think this is one oft he easy ones. I would
vote to uphold the ordinance."
(YOU MAY BE SUGGESTING THAT YOU
HAVE BEEN ON THE CITY COUNCIL TOO LONG
'

PETE. IT MAY BE TIME FOR A YOUNGER MA
SOMEONE NOT SO GOD-DAMNED IGNORANT
OF CONTEMPORARY CHICANO ART, AND
SOMEONE MORE RESPECTFUL OF THE CULTURE OF 50% OF THE CITIZENS OF HIS COMMUNITY).
From here in the verdant Santa Clara Valley , it
appears to THE FORUMEER that the Woodlake City
Council is intent on keeping its Mexican American
citizens ignorant of Chicano art, ignorant of the needs of
today's youth to express themselves, and ignorant of the
Chicano movement.
In a community where a large percentage (probably
more than 50%) of the population are Mexican Americans, they are grossly underrepresented on the city
council, on the planning commission, as employees or
the city, on the board of trustees of the local schools, and
just about any other category you can think of EXCEPT
in the neru·by fields, toiling sunup to sundown.
he re , they con s titute prob ably
95% of the work force. And
bent over and working at menial labor is
probably where the city Council wants to keep its
Chicano citizenry.
IT HAS ALREADY PROVEN IT DOESN'T

T

WANT THEM TO TIDNK. • • • • •
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If You Believe these statements
are true, you have a problem.

T

DO YOU BELIEVE •••
That there are very few "qualified" Chicano politicians?
Do you believe that most Chicanos don't want a
college education?

o you who object to the word
CHICANO,
ask
yourself,
did
you also voice your objections when you
were called Spic, Mexican Greaser, Chili Pepper, Pancho,
and all the other derogatory words used against La Raza
de Bronce?
You who object to students demonstrating at high
schools and colleges across America for a more relevant
educational experience, did you also object to an educational system which has downgraded your people's
contributions to the building of America and has dropped
your children out of its educational process by the
hundreds of thousands for over 150 years?

Do you believe that Mexicanos are happy
just to lean against a cactus, shading their eyes
with their sombrero, and daydream about their
next parranda?

Are you concerned that you have been
literally and figuratively raped of your culture and left you unable to speak correctly the
beautiful native language of your ancestors?

Do you believe that most of the people in the United
States on welfare are Chicanos or Spanish speaking?
Do you believe that Mexicans are lazier, and less
motivated to succeed than others?

You who object to your sons and brothers refusing
induction into the armed forces, ask yourself ... in spite
of the huge numbers of Chicanos who willingly went to
war in the early forties and early fifties, how many of
your communities honored our Chicano Medal of Honor
winners with a permananet and lasting memorial? What
are the parks, public buildings, and schools in your city
named? Why?
You who dislike the efforts of the Farmworkers and
Cesar Chavez ... how much did you earn when you were
doing farmwork? How much do the farmers get paid for
their products at the marketplace? Why are avocados
selling for 60 cents each? How long does it take to pick
one? How much does that farmworker get paid to pick
them? Are avocadoes an absolute necessity of life? And
lastly, why are you not working on the farm if the wages
are just?
You who complain that there are "too many
Chicanos" on welfare, are you also concerned that a few
years ago your government gave E.G. Boswell of California, $4 million three hundred thousand dollars in
taxpayers money as a subsidy? Do you realize that at one
time the Vietnam War was costing the United States

EDITOR'S COMMENT: This editorial was originally published in THE FORUMEER, date unremembered, when I was editor of the American GI
Forum's nationally distributed newspaper. It was
reprinted in EL CHICANO, a San Bernardino,
Calif. community newspaper on August 2, 1972.

Do you believe that Mexicans are too short
to make good athletes, good policemen, or
good salesmen?
Do you believe that Chicanos can play the guitar and
no other musical instrument?
Do you believe that Chicanos are good dancers but
poor dance instructors?
Do you believe that Chicanos cannot learn complex
subjects and consequently are not qualified to teach
them?
Do you believe that it is beyond the comprehension
of Chicanos to understand astronomy, astrophysics and
nuclear science?
Do you believe that quality construction projects
can only be designed by non-Chicano architects and
erected by non-Chicano builders?

If you believe the aforementioned statements are
correct, you have a problem.
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$483 dollars EVERY HOUR?
ou who sit in front of a television set and
gripe about bumbling politicians wantonly
spending your money and enjoying life at
your expense, have you ever considered shutting the
damned thing off and joining some kind of community
effort aimed at replacing these incompetents with better
qualified individuals who will represent YOU?
You who are
ashamed to listen to
mariachi music in
the company of
.. others", are you
also ashamed that
your father's father
probably went barefooted, that you
don't speak Spanish
well, and that you
have no political
representation even
though the Constitution guarantees it?
Are you also
ashamed that your
hair is black, that
your skin is tanned by nature, and that you feel an urge
to "echarte un grito" cuando estas contento y alegre?
You whose skin is fair, are you concerned that the
privileges you may enjoy at certain places are not as
readily granted to your cam ales and cam alas with darker
skin?
Every time you hear the words, "Some of MY best
friends are Mexicans!" does your mind tell you, "Oh, oh,
here it comes again ... " or does it tell you, "Yes .. some
of MINE too! ..
xamine your conscience. And ACT! Do one
of two things -- Change your name to Jones.
Move farther out into suburbia. Join the
right .. organizations. Try to get into the Country Club
(and good luck here, pata rajada!). Steer clear of the
Fiestas Patrias and Cinco de Mayo celebrations, arrange
to be out of town so you don't have to listen to and see
all those Mexicans celebrating their holidays. Pierdele
el amor a los nopales y al chile. Call 'em pigskins,

Y

instead of chicharrones or chotas. Tell everybody you're
"Spanish" or "French ...
Hang a coat of arms on your living room wall so your
.. other" friends will think you came over on the Mayflower. Discourage your relatives from visiting you,
especially si estan prietitos, because that is a sure
giveaway que eres raza.
OR -- if you are
stirred to constructive
actionportugente, start
calling
yourself
Maclovio instead of
Maxie, bum your fraternity paddle and make
yourself a Civil Rights
Now! picket sign and
carry it in your car, get
involved with some
Chicano-oriented
group seeking redress
of grievances for our
people, promote the celebrations of our Cinco
de Mayo and Fiestas
Patrias, tell youngsters
about Benito Juarez,
Pancho Villa, Emiliano
Zapata,
Benjamin
Argumedo, Arnulfo Gonzales, Gabino Barrera, Nacho
Bernal, Lucio Vasquez, Rosita Alvirez, La Adelita, etc.
And as you go down the long trail of life, remember
what Uncle Dave once said (lleno de tequila y escuchando
mariachis) "If it is something that you cannot change,
don't let ANYONE make you ashamed of it! ..

If you cannot
change it,
don't
let anyone
make you
ashamed of it!

II

E

ANCESTORS
Whoever serves his
country well
has no need of
ancestors.
--Voltaire
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Chief Hernandez Mac' d Out
San Jose Police Department Deputy Chief
of Police Ike Hernandez took an early retirement. He was recognized as one of the best
administrators in the department. There were
a lot of Chicanos upset at San Jose Police
Chief J oseph McNamara for forcing out an
individual held in high esteem by lots of people
in this city.
It was in December, butldon'trecall what
year, that I wrote the following editorial for
THE LEADER, San Jose GI Forum's newsletter,

CHIEF McNAMARA,
CITY MANAGER, MAYOR
COLLABORATE TO
HUMILIATE SAN JO'S
BEST COP
(SAN JOSE) -- On Tuesday, Dec. 22, in a move
termed by Chicanos in thi s area as a direct attempt to
focus taxpayers' attenLion away from major problems in
the City of San Jose administration, San Jose Police
Chief Joseph McNamara abruptly transferred the city's
top-ranking Chicano police officer, Deputy Chief Ike
Hern andez, out of the Bureau of Investigation and back
to the Bureau of Admi nistration .
"Men, we gotta get rid of all the Meskins in this
department. They don't KNOW how to be good cops.
Hell, they don't even worship John Wayne!"
ernandez will be replaced b y Deputy
Chief T orn Frazier, 42, wo has been
appointed by Chief McNamara to do an
"investigation" of the Ski-Mask Rapist investigation
which the C hief says Hernandez messed up.

H

Chief "ShootFirstand Check Later" McNamara
has thus completely trampled on the old American
~thic of Innocent Until Proven Guilty. He says

Hernandez did something wrong, has r emoved him
from his job, causing him much public embarrassment, and how now assigned the person who stands
to gain most by Hernandez's investigation to do the
"investigation!"
You serious, Joe?
"Dammit, men, we got a trouble maker here. Get rid
of him, PRONTO! ... EnT, I mean RIGHT D'RECTL Y!,
you hear?"

he move is seen as an effort to cover up
major problems which have been un
covered by the Police Department's Bureau of Investigation (headed by Chief Hernandez)
and which the Police chief, City Manager, and Mayor
apparently thinking should best be hidden from the
city's taxpayers.

T

Hernandez, a 31-year veteran of the SJPD, is the
force's most respected cop.
"Ike Hernandez does not do sloppy work," commented one former police officer who left the department shortly after Big Mac rode into town.

"ChiefMcNamara is v-e-r-y concerned about his
public image and nobody is going to mess with that! "
said a city employee who didn't want to comment
publicly for fear of McNamara's reprisal.
San Jose GI Forum Chairman Victor Garza said
recently that McNamara had told him that what he did to
C hief Hernandez was ord ered by City Manager
Newfarmer and Mayor Tom McEnery. That is commonly called a cop-out. Who's running the department,
Joe?
Chief Hernandez's Bureau of Investigation was in
charge of the City Hall-Transit Mall payoffs scandal
which recently disclosed that city building inspectors
were taking computers, sports tickets and other goodies
until the payoffs were made public and the city officials
scurried about returning the gifts.
"Hell , Mayor, I didn't know I wasn't supposed to be
on the take!"
Some of them were reprimanded but city hall insiders (who cannot comment publicly fo r fear of
McNamara's reprisals) said the investigation may have
revealed other very serious crimes which have not been
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reported in the news media.
The aforementioned Deputy Chief Frazier was also,
we understand, in charge of "investigating" the case of
former SJPD officer Larry Steufloten who also resigned
from the department two years ago after he fell from
McNamara's favor.
ISN'T IT ABOUT TIME the "other" newspaper in
this town did a major investigation of the old boy
network of Mayor Tom, his flunky City Manager, and
the Chief of Police who appear to be conspiring to keep
major problems from the eyes and ears of the taxpayers?
You may be wondering just exactly what Chief
Hernandez did wrong that would motivate the Chief of
Police to embarrass a 31-year veteran who has been
termed "San Jose's Best Cop"? So are we.

Hernandez said at a press conference announcing the capture of the notorious Ski-Mask Rapist
that the SJPD had received information key to the
rapist's apprehension in the month of August. (The
exact date was May). Now, folks, that is a very serious
crime. Big Mac ain't gonna put up with NO officer on
his force who can't tell time. Or read a calendar! But
stay tuned.
Hernandez also disclosed that the SJPD had withdrawn its 24-hour surveillance of the suspected rapist
because of manpower shortages over the Thanksgiving
weekend. ThatisamajorcrimeinJoeMcNamara'sbook
too, folks. What if the guy had raped a turkey?
t a recent gathering of Chicano activists
to discuss what to do about this public
embarrassmentofthe Chicano community's
best role model, opinions were voiced that perhaps
MeN amara has too many outside interests, has overstayed his welcome in this community, is totally insensitive to the concerns of the minority community, has
become too political, and is nothing but a City Hall
Asskisser Deluxe.
Maybe the Chief is writing a book about the SkiMask Rapist and was already working on the final
chapter ... and dammit, Ike ... it's NOT supposed to end
this way. The Chief is supposed to ride into town in his
brand new Mercedes fresh from an appearance on yet
another talk show, run into City Hall, arrest the City
Employee (read Ski-Mask Rapist), put a McNamara
bracelet on him and march him off to the Iron Hotel!
Meanwhile, you gotta give Newfarmer and McEnery
time to run downstairs and shred the incriminating
evidence on the transit mall fiasco, etc.

A
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Some people are
too damned dumb
to be Criminals
Some people are just too damned stupid to be
criminals. They should find themselves another
line of "work" or get a paying job.
The Nov. 22, 2003 issue of the Modesto BEE
ran a short article about a bank robber who put
a cloth mask over his head while robbing a bank.
Little problem: He forget to cut holes for his eyes
so he could see what he was doing.
Guess what happened as soon as he put the
mask over his face. Yep.

One question, Chief: Is it proper police administrative procedure to take action against a policeman
and THEN conduct an investigation? Or is this
particular action proper only because YOU say it is?
The connection between McNamara and Tom Frazier
and other seemingly underhanded manipulations of
police department personnel seem to go on and on when
you talk to city hall insiders who know how the department functions.
We understand that an officer who (to cite another
case) wanted to become a member of the department's
prestigous M.E.R.G.E. was also passed over for that
assignment by (you guessed it!) .. Tom Frazier. With the
strings being yanked firmly by Chief McNamara, Tom?
Another case in point: a Chicano Sergeant was
passed over for a promotion and was accused of having
an alcoholism problem by (you guessed it!) Tom Frazier.
And he took the city to court. See a pattern there?
"Ah don't CARE how many times we HAVE to go
to COURT! Court appearances are GOOD! It gets my
name in the papers! It gets me on television! And,
dammit it, it SELLS BOOKS!"
About fifteen years ago the Cit;y of San Jose Police
and Fire Departments were challenged in court by the
American GI Forum for underemployment and
underpromotion of Chicanos.
Their racist Police chief ain't doing the job YET,
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folks!

We believe it is time for the United
States Equal Employment Opportunity
Commission to come into this area and
conduct a thorough investigation of the
City's personnel hiring policies.
Is the City in compliance with the law which mandates that Chicanos must be represented in the Police
and Fire departments (and in all other departments)
commensurate with their numbers in the general population?
as the demotion of Chief Hernandez
motivated by McNamara's and
McEnery's and Newfarmer's fears that
his Bureau of Investigation had uncovered much more
serious transgressions of the law than has been reported
in the local press?
Is McNamara contemplating retirement, or moving
his talents into more lucrative areas elsewhere (Washington, D.C.? NBC?) and positioning the lily white
Rapid Tom Frazier to become the next Chief of Police?
Damn, it sure looks like that, Big Mac.
Are Mayor McEnery and City Manager Newfarmer
backing off from commitments made to the Chicano
community in public pronouncements made just a few
short months ago?

W

Has McNamara grown so big in this
valley that he can disobey the city's
personnel hiring and promotion policies because the City Council is afraid
to take on the valley's best known media star in an open confrontation? Well,
councilpeople?
In announcing the transfer of Chief Hernandez, Big
Mac also said (to the news media of course because he
rarely talks to mere mortals these days) that he enjoys an
excellent rapport with the minority community. I suppose you can find some House Mexicans in San Jo (Hi,
Jack!) willing to say that they like Big Mac even after he
kicked us all in the teeth, but we'll wager that MOST
Chicanos who know what is going on, now recognize
MeN amara for what he is .... a bigoted Big City Chota.
Period.
Adolph Hitler would have been proud of you. Joe.

Has the fear of Big Mac terrorized
the citizenry into accepting whatever
McNamara thinks is good for us because he wears jackboots and carries a
cannon on his hip and we don't?
ONE FINAL QUESTION: If Chief Hernandez is
not good enough for McNamara. what chances do other
Hispanic officers stand for promotion?

EDITOR'S NOTE: MacMoMedia and the city
covered their ass beautifully on this one. After Ike
Hernandez left the department, McNamara promoted Luis Hernandez (Ike's younger brother) and
Louis Cobarruviaz to Deputy Chiefs of Police. At
a reception in the East Side Center to honor Luis
and Louis, most Chicanos ignored Chief
MeN amara when he arrived.

Some San Jose GI Forum members were
thoroughly disgusted when our Chairman Victor Garza greeted the Chief, and hugged him, as
he entered the hall.
Ugh!

Just Asking ...
Why are some

Americans so proud
that their ancestors
came over on the Mayflower, and so eager to
deport those who merely
crossed the Rio Grande
River to get here?
--E. David Sierra
Feb. 1977,
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"Oh, Oh! Look at that!"

Bank Robbery Witnesses
On Monday, May 5,
2003, sometime about 10
am, Gloria and I witnessed
a bank robbery.
Well, sort of.
We were parked in one of the Handicapped Parking
slots just outside the door of the Bank of America branch
on South First Street & Phelan, San Jose. I was counting
some money which I had received from cashing a check.
Seated in my car, I had the money between my legs
and was getting ready to count it. I locked the driver's
side door and took a quick look through the rear view
mliTOl'S.

The door of the bank suddenly opened and I saw
two men, about 5'7" and 150 pounds, wearing ski
caps, and each holding a canvas money bag, walking
briskly out the door.
The first thing I noticed was that each of them was
holding a canvas money bag. One money bag , OK. A
small businessman getting some cash for his business.
Two money bags spells trouble, fo lks !
Oh, oh!
he
b a nk
r obbers
hurri ed ly
pulled off their masks as they
exited the door, then made a mad dash
across the parking lot. A momen later an old white car
wheeled out of the parking lot, turned east on Phelan and
roared off.

T

"Look! Look!" I said to Gloria, pointing at the
car wheeling away down the street. "A bank robbery! Those guys just robbed the bank!"
A few seconds later, two women came to the glass
door of the bank. Two men who were approaching the
front door pointed in the direction the car had gone. T hey
were not being allowed inside the bank. It appeared to

me that the bankwoman was asking the two men to stay
there until the police arrived.
Another woman brought out a set of keys, ushered
the Bank of America employees inside and the two
witnesses inside, and locked the door.
We didn't get the license number of the car. It
happened very quickly . The car left so suddenly that
there must have been a getaway driver inside, with the
engine running.
fte r I f ini s he d countin g my
money ,
c uriou s ity
got
the
best of me. I drove out of the parking lot,
east on Phelan, and south on 7th Street, looking at the
cars parked on the street and in the parking lots of several
businesses, trying to spot the getaway car.
"Someti mes these people leave the scene in one car,
then jump into another one," I told Gloria, who was
asking me just what in the hell I thought I was doing.
"I'm curious! Nosey! If I see that car, we'll ca ll

A

the cops. You got your cell phone with you, don't
you?"
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Eulogy

Jesus T. Sierra,
IllY oldest brother
EDITOR'S COMMENT -- My brother Jesus T.
Sierra passed away on Sept. 6, 2003 in Visalia, Calif.
He was 81 years old. The rosary was recited at St.
Francis Cabrini Catholic Church in Woodlake, Calif. ,
on Tuesday, Sept. 9, 2003, at 7 pm.
he mass of Christian Burial was celebrated
at St. Francis Cabrini Church on Wednes
day, Sept. 10,2003, at 10 am. , with the Reverend Simon Orosco presiding.
Interment was at Woodlake Cemetery. Pallbearers
we re Eddie Leon, Jr. , George Leon, Jesse Leon, Robert
Christopher Topping, Don Nicholson, and Chris Streeter.
His daughter, my niece Rebecca Sierra, called us to
inform us of the death and told Gloria to ask me if I
would deliver the eulogy. Yes. And this is what I said:

T

Jesus T. Sierra
Dec. 25, 1921- Sept. 6, 2003

Jesus Sierra was born on Dec. 25, 1921 in Mezquitic,
in the state of Jalisco, in Mejico.
He was 5 years and 3 months old when my mother

brought him and my brother Heliodoro into the U.S. at
El Paso, Texas on M arch 29, 1927. In case La Migra
wants to know, she was issued Alien Head Tax receipt

Bank Robbery Witnesses

ever held the door open as I exited the bank.
Which brought up the interesting discussion between Gloria and I: What if the robbers had been there
a few minutes earher and asked for the money I had
withdrawn? Would it be the bank's responsibility to
reimburse me for my loss inside their building, or would
I have been --it out of luck ?
Lawyer! Lawyer! • • • • •

(Cont. from Pg 227)
"Yes," she said tersely, apparently not too excited
about old E.David Sierra playing detective.
e did not find a car matchin g the
getaway car, so we drove back up 7th
street, and west on Phelan by the Bank.
By now, there were three police cars near the bank and
people milling about the parking lot, apparently not
being allowed to go inside.
End of my first bank robbery experience. And,
hopefully the last.
A thought crossed my mind as we were driving
down Monterey Highway: Were the robbers inside
the bank when I was making my withdrawal? Or
were they the guys walking in the door as I was
leaving?
Was one of them the guy that held the door open for
me when I exited the bank? I didn't know for sure. I didn't
look at the m too close, just said "Thank you" to whom-

W

Science Lesson ...
Every time an incompetent,
bumbling, lying, cheating, greedy, selfserving local tinhom politician s eeks
and gets elected to higher office proves
Sierra's Law that Hot Air Rises.
--E. David Sierra
The Forumeer, Nov. 1976
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Jesus T. Sierra
(Cont. from Pg 228)
No. 20198 at Ciudad Juarez.
The Sierra family settled in Ontario, Calif, where
his sisters (Maria, Trinidad, and Francisca) and one
brother (Eliseo) were born. In 1938 they moved to
Woodlake because someone told my father that there
was lots of work here. His youngest brother, Leopolda
was born on May 10, 1939 in Woodlake.
His mother Maria Abigail died, at age 39, on Dec.
10, 1941, in Fresno.

On March 18, 1944, Jesus married Eufemia
Lupercio, daughter of Estefana and Andres
Lupercio in St. Frances Cabrini Church in
Woodlake.
On Sept. 18, 1945, his father died. Jesus and
Eufemia adopted Maria, Trinidad, Eliseo, Francisca,
Leopolda and their cousin Eleanor. Jesus was 24 and
Hema was 21 years old.
Jesus and Eufemia had three children, daughters
Rosie and Rebecca, and son Daniel.

Eufemia, better known as Bema, died on March
18, 2001, on the 57th anniversary of her wedding to
Jesus Sierra.
y brother did not have much formal edu
cation. He was pulled out of school to
work and help support the family. He
did farm work in his youth, but realized that there were
better things in life if you had any ambition.
He worked for a time at Buttitta Olive Oil Company in Woodlake. One time he told me, .. I got the job
because the boss was impressed that he saw me every
day, early in the morning, going to work...
Later, he worked for the Woodlake Hardware &
Furniture Company and for Ivanhoe Hardware.
He was an accomplished .. Handyman .. , adept at
doing all kinds of work: carpentry, cabinetmaking, carpet laying, wallpapering, tilesetting, painting, electrical, plumbing, whatever it took to keep his household
working. He collected junk and made things out of it.
He enjoyed tinkering in his garage and in his garden.

M

As I got older, I realized how smart my
brother was. Not book smart necessarily,
just practical smart!
Early in life he told me that his household budget

Valuable Result
Perhaps the most valuable result
of all education is the ability to
make yourself do the things you
have to do, when it ought to be
done, whether you like or not.
--Harry K. Wong

did not include .. bail money .. so if I was going to GET
INTO trouble, I had better figure out how to get 0 UT
of it ... on my own. I believed him!
He didn't spank us when we misbehaved. His punishment was confinement to the premises. You leave
for school fifteen minutes before the first bell, and he
expected you home fifteen minutes after the last class
ended. Period. No ifs and no buts!
He had a good rule for teaching us kids to get along
with each other. My chore was mopping the kitchen floor
every morning. The inspector was my sister Frances. If
she was not satisfied, I had to do it over again. If she
ironed a shirt for me, if I was not satisfied, she had to
do it over again. Does that lead to good family relationships, or what?
I guess the maddest I ever saw him was when I
brought home a high school report card showing that I
had flunked a semester of Spanish ... and Physical Education. It wasn't easy! You HAVE GOT TO WORK AT
IT. The punishment was two weeks confinement to the
premises.

One day he gave me a long list of chores to do by
that afternoon. It included mowing our very large
back yard lawn, reaming out a pipe running out of
our kitchen sink to a cesspool in the back yard, clearing Bermuda grass from around 18 olive trees we
had planted in the back yard, etc., etc.
When he came home that afternoon, I was not home.
I was at the Kaweah River with Ed Leon, Martin Lara,
and Moses Moreno, who had helped me do the chores
so we could ALL go swimming. The next day's list got
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longer! I finally got the message: Don't Go Swimmin!!.
Now that I am older I guess he was trying to
teach me to adopt a strong work ethic. In recent years
he seemed especially proud when I would tell him
that in San Jose I worked for a print shop for 26
years and have worked at an alcohol recovery home
for 16 years. I say, thank you, brother!
For some now-forgotten transgression of his
rules, none of the Sierra kids were allowed to go to
the Woodlake-Shafter football game in 1947 when
th e Tigers won their first Valley Small Schools
Championship. Lord, forgive me, but I have NOT
YET forgiven him for that one.
Jess enjoyed helping neighborhood kids fix their
broken bicycles and other toys. He was very handy
with tools. One Christmas, at precisely Midnight,
the front door opened and a whole gang of kids came
in Lo wish him a Happy Birthday and a Merry Christmas ... and a Happy New Year. They had not forgotten "Uncle Jess" and the many favors he did for
them.
AT HOME -- Left to right, Jesus and David Sierra
In the mid-Fifties, one time I wrecked his car .. . andJesus'sson, Dan, atJess'shomeinWoodlake,
ran it off the highway and into a vineyard near summer of 2003. He was ill. In three months he
Redbanks. When I awoke Jesus to tell him about it, was gone.
he inquired about my condition. "I'm OK," I said.
"Well , go to bed. We'll go look at it in the morning." I
was expecting him to go ballistic!!
not grow was because every chance I got I poured gas
The Olive Trees did not survive. My brother taught
and turpentine around the trunk of those trees !
me that paint, gas, linseed oil, and turpentine are toxics
Jesus Sierra served two terms as a City
and to be careful how I disposed of them. Brother Jess,
Councilman in Woodlake, following in the
I never had the nerve to tell you this because I didn't
community activist footsteps of his father
want to hurt your feelings .. . but the reason the trees did

who served on the board of directors of
La Comision Honorifica Mexicana in
Ontario in 1935.

CONVICTIONS
If there is one thing we love more
than another in the United
States, it is that
every man should have the privilege, unmolested and
uncriticized, to utter the real convictions of his mind.
--Woodrow Wilson, 1949.
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He was a dedicated member of the Woodlake Volunteer Fire Department for a number of years, dropping whatever he was doing and rushing off to fig ht
fires when he heard the sirens go off!
My brother and I got into a serious argument in
1957. "I am the King of this Castle, and I make the
rules," he said. "If you don't like my rules, go live in
your own castle and make your own rules."
So I left home, slept in the Woodlake City Park for
four nights and then left for San Jose. That was one of
his lessons too: You are wasting your time here. You
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Capitol and McKee
Chevron Ripoff
0

n Feb. 17, 1999, the fan belt busted on my
1993 Ford Taurus. I had my car towed to
Capitol & McKee Chevron, 2701 McKee
Road, San Jose. Man looked under the hood. Said that
repair was going to be very expensive.
I signed document #962279, showing ESTIMATE
OF REPAIRS of $75.00. I got the yellow copy, not the
original. Later, when I refused to get the work done by
them, they gave me the blue copy, showing that an
inspection had been made and showing that I owed them
$75.00 for LABOR.

Jesus T. Sierra
(Cont. from Pg 228)
are a farmworker, and a very poor farmworker. Find
something else to do. Thank God you were the way you
were, brother Jess.
We did not talk to each other for over ten years. I
did not punish him. I punished myself. I did not see my
two nieces and a nephew grow up. I did not see my
three sisters get married. The lesson? Preserve your familial relationships. They are precious. When all else is
said and done, the most valuable asset you have is your
family and your friends
. Jesus Sierra was a very good person. Not intellectually blessed, but very practical. He took care of business. He provided for his family. He raised nine of us,
his own kids and his brothers and sisters and one cousin.

How many of us were prepared to
shoulder that much responsibility at the
age of24?
As you evaluate the life of this friend, this brother,
this parent, this neighbor, this community volunteer ...

He said he would have to inspect the auto before
giving me an estimated cost figure. He offered my
wife and I a ride home, then they would make
repairs, and bring us back. We refused offer, saying
that we would wait. He said it might be a couple of
hours.
We waited. About 2.5 hours later, while we were
still waiting for their "inspection", he approached my
car and showed me an Estimate Work Sheet (EXHIBIT
"A").

The work would cost me $1,889.63. I told him that

consider if he did the best that he knew how with what
he had to work with. His children ... successes or failures? His brothers and sisters ... successes or failures?
His community activism ... success or failure?
We believe it is safe to conclude that Jesus Sierra,
born Dec. 25, 1921 left this world a better place than he
found it when he left us on Sept. 6, 2003.

EDITOR'S NOTE: For a number of years my
brother Jess had urged me to come to Woodlake and
take home as many books as I wanted from a vast collection that he had piled up in his garage. On May 29, I
took him up on it. He was preparing to move to
Monrovia to be closer to his daughter Rosie and to medical facilities. He had had a stroke and there is no hospital in Woodlake, so it made sense. I selected what I
wanted, asked him to send me a bill, and drove back to
San Jose with the car trunk and back seat full of books
and magazines. I saw him again about eight weeks later.
Then he was gone.

•••••

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

232

Capitol-McKee Ripoff
(Cont. from Pg 231)
I would call a tow truck and get it done somewhere else.
Then he asked me to step into the office to "take care of
my bill."
"A bill? What for?" I questioned him.
He said it was for the inspection. A total of $75.00.
I paid him in cash. (EXHIBIT "B ")
I asked him what the inspection showed.
e wrote it down for me (EXHffiiT "C"). -INSPECTION revealed that the Alternator
Bearings are bad. Recommend replacement of Alternator. The Air Conditioning Compressor
has a frozen clutch. Recommend replacement of Compressor, Receiver-Drier, AC Service, Freon Belt is
broken, needs replacement.
I feel that they intentionally ripped me off. First,
they could have told me when I first got there what it was
going to cost, because they did not do a further inspection after the first one. We were in the car all this time.
It was a simple matter to see that the fan belt was
missing. One of the men touched a part of the engine and
said that "it was frozen" and would need to be replaced.
That was it.
Two and a half hours later they showed me the
estimated cost of repairs.
Question: Is it proper for a mechanic to charge

H

me $75 for making a very cursory inspection of my
problem? It seems to me that they can make a lot of
money by asking customers to leave their cars and
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giving them a very inflated "estimated cost of repairs." The customer refuses to do the work. They
charge him for the ''inspection'' and make money for
doing nothing!

The mechanic where I took my car next said
that they do not charge customers for estimates
on what repairs are going to cost.
Sincerely,
E. David Sierra
44 N. Jackson Ave. F-23
San Jose, CA 95116

EDITOR'S NOTE: This is the exact letter that I
wrote to:
State of California
Automotive Repair Bureau
Dept. of Consumer Affairs,
1361 S. Winchester Blvd., Suite 206,
San Jose, CA
guess they did an investigation. Later someone
called from the Dept. of Consumer Affairs.
They asked if I would meet him at the Capitol &
McKee Chevron station so we could discuss the matter
personally with the manager. At this point I chose not to.

I

Mistake. I should have followed up on it. I wonder
how many other people they rip off every day with
the same scheme?
--E. David Sierra • • • • •

WHY

AREW£

IN JAIL?

.\

YOU· .JVST. DON'r

PR£SS .TH£ WART
ON HIS
F'ACE AND
1

GO 8E£P- BEEP:
0.1(.
We invited unpublished
J
Chicano artists to submit work and we would
publish it. We knew there
were many talented
people out there and we
wanted to give them an
opportunity to see their L_.=:...:__ _:~~_J_...!..__::!!:::...._~~~~...L~!!!!L__~~~
work in print.
Gilbert Sierraz contributed this TITO Y from him again. We always wonder if he ever
CHATO cartoon, and then we did not hear found success in the art field. • • • • •

I
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I was about 20 years old. I had finished high school
in Woodlake, gone away to Los Angeles to attend
Woodbury College, then returned to Woodlake, trying
to find myself. You know what that means, don't you?
It's when a young person cannot decide how he or she
wants to spend the rest of their life, in academia or in the
blue collar working world.
y padrino Jesus Hernandez, a labor
contractor, somehow got the idea
that I had a driver's license and he trusted
me to drive one of his trucks hauling fruit around Tulare
County. His regular truck driver was Frankie Maxiola.
There was the very infrequent occasion when Frankie
was not up to working, so I would man the wheel of Mr.
Hernandez's truck, getting up very early in the morning
to deliver boxes to the orange grove, peach or plum
orchard where the crew was scheduled to pick that day.

M

It never entered my mind that the California
Highway Patrol or the police officers of any of the
various cities we rolled through might pull me over
and demand to see a driver's license. I enjoyed
driving the truck. For 75 cents per hour it sure beat
the hell out of earning 65 cents per hour picking
peaches, grapes, oranges, etc.
A LESSON LEARNED
Early in my truck driving career, I took a load of
oranges to a packing house in Lindsay. I parked behind
a long row of trucks that were waiting to be unloaded. I
watched as the young men clambered over the trucks,
untying the ropes holding the load together, then used a
large handtruck to pick up one row of boxes at a time and
park them in the vicinity of a rubber conveyor belt.
Two young men picked up the boxes individually
and placed them on the conveyor belt, which moved the
boxes down one floor to the storage area.

A young Chicano approached my truck and asked
me ifl wanted them to move my truck for $1 or would
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I move it myself. I said that I would move it myself.
A short while later I noticed that most of the truck
drivers were leaving their trucks and going to a small
beer bar on the corner of the packing house property.
It was getting very cold sitting in the truck with the
engine off. I left my truck and went to check out the bar.
The cantina was full of truck drivers, but I didn't know
a soul. I bellied up to the bar. Soon I was conversing with
other truck drivers, answering the standard questions,
who you drive for, where you are working, and where
you live.
Every few minutes, the young Chicano who had
approached my truck in the parking lot would come into
the bar, hand a setofkeys to one of the drivers, and leave
the cantina.
A few hours later I noticed that most of the truck
drivers had disappeared from the bar. I decided to go see
if my truck had been unloaded by the packing house
personnel. Surprise!
here it sat exactly where I had left it.
The parking lot was empty! It was
dark outside, I was more than slightly intoxicated, and concerned about what I was going to do with
a truckload of oranges!
I drove the truck up to the unloading ramp. An
elderly man was slowly sweeping the ramp. I jumped
out of the truck, and asked him, "How do I get my truck
unloaded?"
"Where in hell have you been all night long?" he
asked.

T

"I was in the cafe having a beer. I thought the
swampers would unload my truck and then bring me
the keys the way they did with the other drivers,'' I
replied.
"They will if you pay them for it," he said, and
kept on sweeping.
"I didn't understand what he wanted when he asked
me for one dollar," I replied, "What do I do now?" I
asked desperately.
"Well ... I'm not supposed to do it but I will help you
unload your truck. You're lucky the belt's still running."
He untied the load for me and began trucking the
oranges to the belt. I would pull down the boxes and put
them on the belt and they disappeared down to the floor
below where I presumed there were other men stacking
the boxes somewhere.
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''You gonna want empties?'' the maintenance man
asked as he delivered the last truckload of oranges to the
belt.
"Yeah," I replied, "We're gonna work tomorrow too.
Christmas Day!"
I backed the truck up to the loading ramp where the
empties were and he handcarted them onto my truck. I
kicked and pushed them into alignment, knowing full
well the importance of a well stacked load.
fter we finished loading the
empties,
the
maintenance
guy jumped up on the truck and tied the
load down for me. I guess he sensed that I had had too
much to drink and he didn't want an accident happening
on his watch.
"That'll do it," he said.
I reached in my pocket and handed him one dollar.
He didn't even look at it. He just held the dollar bill there
and stared intently into my eyes. I dropped another
dollar bill in his palm. The stare continued. Then I
dropped two more dollars into his hand, turned around
and jumped into my truck for the 20 mile drive back to
Woodlake, in the dark, over roads that I had never seen
before.
To make a long story shorter, I reached home at
about 11:30 at night, as tired as a human being can get.
I peeked into the living room of the house. My brother
Ted had come up from Los Angeles for the holidays and
he and my older brother Jess were playing monopoly. I
said hello and said that I would be right back. I jumped
into the shower. As I was putting my shoes on, I decided
to lean back for awhile and take a short nap. The next
thing I knew it was 6:00 AM and my sister Frances was
waking me up to go to work. Another truck drivin' day
had begun.

A

T

he only thing I thought about all the next
day ••• Christmas Day ••• was $1, $1, $1 •••
Man, that was an expensive lesson. I saved
one dollar at 6 PM, paid $4 at 10:30 PM, froze my ass
in the parking lot, unloaded full boxes, loaded empty
boxes, and worked until midnight on Christmas Eve
..• to save $1.

*****

An interesting incident took place about seven months

later. My padrino told me the night before that I was
going to drive ·the truck. Frankie had business some-

where else, he was sick, or for whatever reason, he was
unavailable to work.
The crew was picking grapes at some ranch near
Orosi. I took the last load of the day into the packing
house on Race Street in Visalia.
hen
Frankie
was
driving we would take our load
to the packing house and then stop at
one of two bars we frequented in Visalia. One or the
other. When we both drove he would unload first and
then he would wait for me at the designated bar, La
Hacienda, or the other one whose name I cannot recall.
On this beautiful day in July I had decided not to stop
at the Hacienda, but drive directly back to Woodlake and
do my drinking at Gomez Place near home.

W

I was nearing Cutler Park on the highway to
Woodlake when I spotted a big black Buick behind
me, with the driver honking his horn. I moved over
to the right side of the lane, giving him room to pass
if that was what he wanted to do. But he did not pass.
Then I thought, maybe the boxes are coming loose
and this guy is warning me. I better stop and check out
the load. I gave a right tum signal and pulled well off the
road, stopped the truck and turned off the ignition. As I
alighted from the truck the driver of the Buick had gotten
out of his car and was approaching my truck.
"Que pasa?" I asked.
"Where's Frankie?" he asked.
"He's not working today. He was very sick, or he
had some business to take care of,'' I replied.
"I think your boxes are getting loose," he said,
pointing to the load but they seemed to be all right to me.
Two other guys had come out of the car and they climbed
up on the platform, kicking at the boxes, straightening
them up for me.
The driver of the Buick went around to the front end
of the truck. After a few moments he came back and told
the other guys, "It's alright, they're not gonna fall!"
"Thanks for your help," I said as they got back into
the Buick. As I pulled onto the highway, driving toward
Woodlake, I saw the Buick flip an abrupt U turn and
head back toward Visalia .
The next day when I saw Frankie he asked me if I had
stopped at La Hacienda for a beer the day before. I said
no and he left it at that. It took me a few years to figure
this movida out, but then no one ever used intellect and
my name in the same sentence. • • • • •
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GI Forum Politics:

The Larry Stone Letter
THE REDEVELOPMENT AGENCY
FINDS US
San Jose Councilwoman Blanca Alvarado, her aide
Pete Carrillo and some people from the City of San Jose
Redevelopment Agency were meeting with San Jose GI
Forum Chairman Victor Garza and other members in the
Forum building on Alum Rock A venue. I was in the
building for another purpose but plopped down to sit in
on the meeting.
hat
the
Redevelopment
Agency had in mind was
that they wanted the 1680 Alum Rock
Avenue property owned by San Jose GI Forum and
wanted to discuss with the Chairman how they might
acquire it. They came up with three proposals:
No. 1. They build us a comparable building somewhere else and we trade properties with no
money involved.
No. 2, They buy the building and property from us,
giving us fair market value, and we go find
another building ourselves.
No.3: They just wait. At some point in time, they
come in, condemn our building under
eminent domain and move us out whether
we like it or not. For the common good

W

I asked, "If there is going to be any development
on this corner next to the Mexican Heritage Museum, why can't we remain in this area and WE
become entrepreneurs?''
Humberto Garza, Victor's brother, thought it was a
good idea. Later his brother appointed him Chairman of
a building committee and we began to explore ideas on
how we might build a building for ourselves and somehow tie in a business enterprise so we could support our
investment.

Humberto picked me, Art Lomas, Rose Flores,
David Sierra, and I don't remember whom else to
work on this project. We decided to kick around a lot
of ideas at first, without considering feasibility.
We just wanted ideas on what we MIGHT be able to

build, and what the chapter would CONSIDER building.
At one of the meetings, I offered the idea that our
building ought to be a Veterans Memorial Building and
that the architecture should be such that people would
want to see it because it was unique. "If we give ideas to
an architect, I am sure they can come up with something
appropriate," I said.
Victor Garza happened to be at that meeting and
offered, "No, that's not a good idea. I know of at least
three veterans buildings going up in this county right
now. We don't need another one!"

''Victor,'' I said,'' I know that you know everything that's going on in this county, and we mere
mortals do not. But we aren't in the building stages
yet. All we're doing is throwing up ideas."
Pete Gonzalez gave me a knowing smile. La Flecha
Derecha was ALWAYS on top of everything, and the
rest of us collectively did not know diddly squat about
anything. Or, at least, that's what Victor thinks.

It seemed to me that he had the idea that the
only thing that we knew about politics and Santa
Clara County was the information that he was
willing to spoon-feed us.
A PAIN IN THE ASS
fter the meeting, Humberto and I retired to
the Culture Center, which is what we called
the Boots & Saddle cocktail lounge, to keep
our discussion going.
"Your brother is going to be a royal pain in the ass on
this project," I said.
"Why do you say that?" he asked.
"Because he is on the board of the Mexican Heritage
Corporation and THEY are building a project much
bigger than what we have in mind. Every idea we give
him, he's gonna take it to the MHC and if we are going
to be competing with them for Redevelopment Agency
dollars, we're screwed!" I opined.

A

ENTER LARRY STONE
Some weeks later, Jack Ellwanger entered the pic-
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ture He had returned to San Jose after going through a
divorce, and spending about ten years in La Paz, Mexico,
writing a book, getting drunk, and editin~ a travel
magazine about Baja California. He was excited about
the project because it was something he and I had
discussed over a cold beer many many times many many
years ago. We had ideas on what the building sh~uld
contain, and how it could be utilized in the community's
best interests.
ack contacted his friend, Larry Stone, former
Mayor of Sunnyvale, an old friend of some
of us, and got him interested in our project.
Stone came to the GI Forum building on a Sunday
morn-ing and Jack, Gloria, Art Lomas, and I met him
there. He looked over the area, and we discussed some
ideas that we had and he thought the project was "doable."
Stone would do all the politicking, hustle the government dollars, do a marketing study for us, and give us
a completed building. Of course, we had to pay him.
Unlike San Jose GI Forum, Larry Stone & Associates is
NOT a non-profit organization. We pay him for his
services. Fair is fair.

J

In February of 19---, Stone wrote a letter to
Victor Garza, Chairman of San Jose GI Forum,
asking him for a down payment of $10,000 so that he
could begin working to bring our building to fruition.
He asked for $30,000 in three installments so that we
could demonstrate that we were serious about the project.
Jack Ellwanger thought that we could get those monies
from the City of San Jose Redevelopment Agency.
Stone had a meeting scheduled with HUD Secretary
Henry Cisneros in Washington, D.C. later in the month
and wrote the letter, to get a commitment from Victor
Garza so he could represent us and try to find some
federal dollars for our building project.
Prior to the February meeting of San Jose GI Forum,
Jack and I met at the Boots & Saddle so he could show
me the letter Stone had written to Victor. I read it and
Jack asked me if I wanted a copy. I said no, and he kept
the copy. I did not take a copy because I was confident
that the letter would be read at the meeting and the
building project would get underway.
Jack hand-carried the original letter to Victor and we
ex-pected it to be read at the meeting, but it wasn't. Not
under Correspondence. Not under Old Business. And
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Withoutfreedom of thought
there can be
no such thing as wisdom,
and no such thing
as public liberty, without freedom
of speech; which is the rig ht
of every man, as far as by it
he does not hurt
and control the right
of another;
and this is the only check it ought
to suffer, and the only bound
it ought to know.
--Benjamin Franklin, 1722
(at the age of 16)
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not under New business.
uring the meeting, David Rodriguez
asked the chairman to comment on ru
mors he had heard that we were going to
build a new building, and that the members should know
what is going on.
Victor replied, "I don't know where you get your
information, but there is nothing going on. If you find
out something, bring it to me in writing."

D

At the March meeting, again we expected the
letter to be read, but it wasn't. This time it was AI
Castellano asking the questions. He got the same
replies. Nothing was going on, said the Chairman.
Jack and I discussed for what possible reasons
Victor was hesitating to read a letter addressed to him as
Chairman which was San Jose GI Forum business. (An
impeachable offense, by the way, according to Robert's
Rules of Order.) As I understand it, letters written to a
person in his capacity as Chairman of an organization
are part of the business of the organization and the
membership is entitled to know what letters are received, good or bad.

CONFRONTATION
At the April meeting, I was scheduled to run the
Nomination of Officers for the election scheduled in
May. While talking to Victor about that, I asked him,
''Victor, you have a letter from Larry Stone that was
given to you in February. Why haven't you read it to
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the membership? Do you intend to read it tonight?"
"I don't know what you are talking about," he replied, "I don't have any letter from Larry Stone."
"Victor, I know better. I KNOW he wrote you a letter
asking for $10,000 so he could begin representing us in
building a new building. He wrote you a letter which was
hand-carried to you. You don't remember it?" I said.
"DAVID, THERE IS NO LETTER!" he said authoritatively.

"Victor, there IS a letter," I insisted, "When are
you going to read it to the membership?"
"David ••• YO CIDNGO A MI MADRE IF I
EVER GOT ANY LETTER FROM LARRY
STONE!" he said very emphatically.
gave him a very stern look and walked away. I
pulled up a chair next to Sid Haro who was
talking to Ed Campos and Gus Lerma at a table
near the side door of the Eastside Community Center.
"David, what's wrong?" Sid asked me, sensing that
I was deeply troubled by something.
"I don't believe it .... Sid ... I DON'T BELIEVE IT ....
I just asked Victor if he was going to read a letter he got
from Larry Stone three months ago and he says he never
got any letter from Stone ... and YO CHINGO AMI
MADRE IF I EVER GOT ANY LETTER FROM
LARRY STONE!" I replied.
"Mira!" I said, handing him a copy of the letter
which I had obtained between the March and April
meetings.

I

When Sid, Campos and Lerma had read the
letter, Sid handed it back. I walked outside to where
Victor, Humberto Garza, Jose Carrasco, and some
other men were talking.
"Victor, toma!" I said loudly, "You never saw THIS

Vigilance
The best state
is that in which

bad men are not allowed
to hold office,
and good men are not
allowed to refuse office.
--Pitticus of Lesbos
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before?"
I pushed the letter close to his face. Humberto was
standing next to him, saw that it was from Larry Stone,
and grabbed the letter, "I'M THE CHAIRMAN OF THE
BUILDING COMMITTEE," he shouted, "That letter
should have come to me!"

ictor," I said very emotionally, "I
don't want to run your nominations,
I don't want to run your elections,
and I don't want anything further to do with your
administration. Ever!"

V

I walked to my car, put the nomination papers in the
trunk of my car, and went back inside the building,
seething with anger.
My wife Gloria could tell that I was angry when I
walked back inside the building. She approached me and
asked, "Honey, what's the matter?"
"I'll tell you about it later ...... I replied, and found a
chair. The meeting was starting.

San Jose State University professor Jose Carrasco,
Victor's compadre, ran the nominations and the
elections a month later.
The letter was never read to the membership.
So much for democracy in the Victor Garza administration. La Flecha Derecha. my ass!
Garza was re-elected. His opponent, Rose Flores,
got 37 votes, which surprised a lot of people. We had
floated a rumor that we were going to beat Victor and
beat him decisively. He enlisted Art Lomas, our Fiestas
Patrias Coordinator, to work the phones on GI Forum
time, to urge as many people as possible to come to the
May meeting and re-elect him.

eanwhile, he was signing up all his
brothers-in-law (some not even U.S.
citizens) and many people who had
been inactive for years. Victor Garza pulled out all
the stops. He wanted that chairmanship! He also
enlisted Lou Cobarruviaz, the San Jose Chief of
Police; and AI Rodriguez, owner and manager of
Radio KAZA, to speak for him on election night.

M

We'll never know what he told them about the threat
he was facing, but they must have been surprised when
he won so handily.
Garza won the election, but he lost the hearts of his
fellow Forumeers. He stopped giving us a monthly
report of his activities at each chapter meeting. Every-
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one seemed to be .. down .. on him. Those who supported
his re-election did not come to the meetings to offer their
support. He seemed like a man without a country.

fter board meetings at the GI Forum
building, he would walk out the front
door and down the driveway rather than
walk through the building. We sensed that he was
avoiding us.

A

Sid Haro had it right. .. I bet he doesn•t even come to
the meetings after he leaves office, .. he said. He was
right.
EDITOR'S NOTE: Why did Humberto Garza
grab the letter out of his brother•s hand? Perhaps because
he had been trying to pressure Larry Stone into hiring
him to do the feasibility and marketing study for a fee of
$50,000 on a GI Forum building. Stone had told
Humberto that he already had people on his staff to do
that type of work, people who were experienced.
here was a rumor that Humberto had told
Stone that if he did not give him the feasibil
ity and marketing study job that he could
stop the entire project. .. The Chairman is my brother and
I am the Vice Chairman of the chapter, .. Stone was told,
according to our sources.
There were rumors that Victor had mentioned that
he did not want gavachos involved in the project and
would not accept Stone•s involvement in our planning.
But why didn•t he say so?
If his reasoning was correct, how did he expect to
accomplish anything and NOT involve gavachos? You
don't have to be very smart to understand that in this
country we live by the golden rule ... Those that Have the
Gold Make up the Rules ... and right now, amigo, it ain•t
us. So why not be realistic about it?

T

II

II

P

ersonally, I came to the conclusion that
Victor Garza did not know what to do,
and did not want to ask for advice on a
complicated matter like building an office building
and social hall for the GI Forum.
There was also a rumor from an excellent source that
the San Jose Redevelopment Agency had offered us
$50,000 to do a feasibility and marketing study, but that
Victor Garza never got around to asking them for the
money.
When I use the word llrumor.. it is information that
I got from sources that I do not wish to divulge.

•••••

Duagry,
De•eless
aad tJgly
One beautiful Friday morning in July 2004, Gloria
and I were just riding around the east side of San Jose,
using up gasoline to make the oil companies richer,
when we spotted a man panhandling on Flickinger
Street & Berryessa.
He was holding up a sign reading:

HUNGRY,
HOMELESS
and UGLY
I don•t know about the first two descriptions he was
giving about himself, but he was absolutely right about
the third part of his description. We got a good laugh at
his honesty. On the spur of the moment I decided to flip
aU-tum, go back to his comer and make his day by
giving him a few bucks.
I made aU-tum and handed him a five dollar bill, just
for being honest with the world.
It would not surprise me to find out that his mother
left him abandoned on some church·s front steps just to
avoid looking at him. Amigo, that man was ugly ugly,
if you know what that means.
He had a face that only a mother could love. He
probably didn•t own a mirror, it would have just depressed him even more, maybe to the point of considering suicide. • • • • •

Let Us Dare
Let us dare to read, think,
speak and write.
--John Adams, 1765
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San Jose GI ForuiD
Scholarship Foundation
Dinner Speech
June 8, 1999
Back in 1986, while discussing the upcoming Scholarship Foundation Awards Dinner I
reminded Chairman Victor Garza that I had
been the dinner speaker at the first -ever one at
La Paloma Restaurant. We discussed my giving
an address at the 1986 dinner but it never happened. Somehow, Mr. Garza was not able to
work things out with the Foundation high
muckety mucks.

So ••• in 1999, with Fred Contreras as
President, I called him to request 10 minutes'
time on the 1999 program schedule to reiterate remarks I had made 27 years before. He
said he would pass on the request to the
board of directors and get back to me. They
said yes, so Mrs. Sierra's boy was on the
program on June 8, 1999. This is what I said:

Good evening!
27 years ago tonight, we had the pleasure of addressing the first -ever Awards Dinner of the San Jose
GI Forum Scholarship Foundation, Inc. Tonight, we
will tell you how this organization started and what it
has accomplished. We also want to heap praise on a few
people, give thanks where it is merited, and say something nice about the young people we are honoring this
evening.

Tonight you are attending the 27th annual San
Jose GIForum Scholarship Foundation, Inc. awards
dinner.
I'm going to say it again ... the 27th annual San Jose
GI Forum Scholarship Foundation, Inc. awards dinner.
That sounds very good to all of us who remember

when there WAS no scholarship foundation.
Discussions about organizing a foundation began
about the time that San Jose GI Forum was organized in
1959. I remember Bob Rodriguez, Leonard Ramirez,
Ernie Vasquez, Dan Campos, Bill Lopez, Ike Hernandez
and others dreaming out loud years before you young
men and women were born. (If that is atrocious English,
remember that nobody ever gave me a scholarship, I'm
here because I know somebody important).
e used to hear stories about many
deserving high school graduates who
couldn't go on to college because their
family could not afford it. Since ..Education is Our
Freedom .. is part of our GI Forum motto, that bothered
us very much.

W

We raised money to give scholarships by having
dances, tamaladas, car washes, etc. I remember one
year when we gave a young man a $500 CASH
award. He went out and bought himself a used car
and forgot about going to college! Believe it or not!
I also remember a young man we interviewed and
rejected. In one of his reference letters a teacher wrote
that he was a very bright student but that his extracurricular .. gang .. activities seemed to be more important
than higher education.
We asked him about this, and he said, uyeah, I spend
a lot of time with the guys on the street. I'm good in
algebra, trigonometry, and calculus. The guys want to
know about it, so I tell them. The cops think we're
putting grafitti on the sidewalks. What they find is
algebra problems!" he laughed ... A few months later, we
read his name in a Chicano barrio newspaper when he
was accepted at Harvard University.

We remember one evening in 1969
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when San Jose GI Forum held a dance at
the I.E.S. Hall and businessman Hank
Coca agreed to match every dollar we
raised, on the condition thatALL the money
go to scholarships. We took him up on it.
When I asked Pete Gonzalez how much
money we had taken in, he was mad ...
"About $175," he said. "Who wants to
know?"
"Hank Coca," I said, "He's gonna match it!"
Mr. Coca took the cash out of his pocket and gave it
to us, right then and there.
I am sure that every GI Forum member in this room
can think of a few spirited but failed attempts by their
own chapters to raise money for scholarships.

ome of you remember when San Jose
GI Forum raftled off a new 1969 Mus
tang, to raise money. As fate would have it,
that must have been the coldest winter in San Jose
history. Many of us froze our feet and other parts of
our anatomy standing in front of the Payless Drug
Store on Capitol Avenue, at the old White Front
store on Moorpark, and at the Berryessa Flea Market selling raftle tickets for $1 each.

S

You know who won the car? Some Mexican bracero
from Hollister! We had a heckuva time convincing him
to come to San Jose to pick up his car! He thought it was
a hoax. When he arrived the television cameras were
there, and we were eager to give him the keys, and see
him drive off. Well, first, he didn't speak English.
Secondly, he did not know how to drive!
We had to wonder if the Gods wanted us in the
scholarship business!
In 1971, San Jose Chapter voted to allocate $300 to
draft a constitution and bylaws for a San Jose GI Forum
Scholarship Foundation. We would be raising money
from corporations.
Shortly after the foundation was organized, a man
called from Lockheed, saying that they were impressed
with our criteria for selecting scholarship winners, and
that they wanted to make a contribution to the Foundation.
"We have a check for $5,000 here," he said, Can you
come by and pick it up?"

Believe it or not, it took us THREE MONTHS
before we got over to the building where the check was,
and picked it up. And the guy who picked it up WORKED
at Lockheed!
It was obvious to all of us that we needed some
advice in corporate fund raising.

The Lockheed man was the late Ray Schneyer, of
course. Ray joined our board of directors and gave
many years of service to this organization. It is safe
to say that without his efforts in those difficult,
formative years, we might not be here this evening.
A few months later, Santa Clara GI Forum, led by
Mario Rico, also a Lockheed employee, joined the board
with three members of his chapter. Later, other Santa
Clara County chapters were invited to join us in this
venture.
Ourfrrst scholarship winner was Miss Rachel Garcia,
who went to Syracuse University in New York state and
returned to the Santa Clara Valley five years later and
was elected President of this Foundation.

In the first four years of its existence through
1976, thisfoundationawardedover$85,000ingrants.
In the next four years, through 1980, an additional $166,000 was donated by business and industrial firms.
In 1980 the San Jose Mercury News made a major
contribution when they donated a full page in their May
30th edition so we could print the photos of all the
recipients, plus the names of the companies making
donations, and an announcement of our awards dinner.
Recipients, family, and members of the American GI
Forum jammed the Centennial Hall at the Fairgrounds

Rendezvous with Destiny
You and I have a
rendezvous with destiny.
We wUl preserve
for our children
this, the last best lwpe of
man on earth, or
we will sentence them to take
the first step into a tlwusand
years of darkness.
--Franklin D. Roosvelt
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Luis Valdez, El Machete
Luis Valdez was attending San Jose
State University, hanging around with a
bunch of radical hueros at the Cinnabar
lounge on San Fernando Street. I don't
remember exactly where it was that we
met, but I took a liking to him because h e
was saying a lot of things that I believed in,
but I didn't have the huevos to say them
out loud, nor to speak them in public.
r
I rem emb er one occasion when some
guy walked into the Cinnabar and told the
group we were drinking with that ther e
was a fundraising party at the home of L......='----~==~!!!!!!!!"'!!!!!!!!!!"'!!!!!!!!
John Castro who was running for the city
The photo above was shot by Humberto
council.
Garcia shortly after Luis Valdez began writing
"Free food!" he exclaimed, so we piled into an ELMACHETE column for ELEXCENTRICO.
our cars and went off to Royal Street. At one He was too far ahead of most of us intellectupoint in the evening, Valdez climbed on top of ally. We did not understand him, and som e of
the food table and launched into a speech. I us probably still don't. He was and is a briltold him to show some class, and get off. He liantmind. He proved it later with productions
was upset, to say the least, but I knew h e like LA BAMBA and other theatrical works.
knew better.

Scholarship Speech
(Cont. from Pg 240)
for that dinner. That REALLY kicked some life into the
Foundation.
By its thirteenth year in 1985, the Foundation had
awarded $440,000 in scholarships.
A year later, Westinghouse gave the Foundation a
major push f01ward when they made a corporate gift of
S I 0,000 per year for the next three years.
It has been a very fruitful27 years. Over $1,600,000
in academic grants have been awarded to over 1300
students.
I remember in 1972, being called by Fou ndation
President Abelardo Martinez on Tuesday night and
asked to be the speaker at the first Awards Dinner. I said
"YES" because I realized that the foundation needed all
the help it could get.
Besides that, WE WERE MAKING HISTORY.

Mrs. Sierra's boy, David, would be the first-ever speaker
at the Foundation A wards Dinner.
It was held at La Paloma Mexican Restaurant on

White Road. By the time it ended we were on a firstname friendship basis with everyone in the room,
because there were only 22 people there, and that
included the owners of the restaurant and their
waitresses!
Ever since I graduated from high school in 1952, I
had thought aboutwhati wou ld say ifl ever had a chance
to address a class of graduates. I knew what I wanted to
say. Here, at last, was the opportun ity. I said it then and
I am going to repeat it tonight:
TAKE YOUR SCHOLARSHIP ... STUDY HARD
.. . MAKE A SUCCESS OF YOURSELF ... AND RETURN TO YOUR COMMUNITY AND GIVE SOMETHING BACK ... JUST AS OTHERS HAVE GIVEN
TO YOU!
If you're looking for role models, look no further
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Scholarship Speech
(Cont. from Pg 241)
than Rigo Chacon, South Bay Bureau Chief of KGOTV; Jose Villarreal, Santa Clara County Public Defender; and countless other Chicanos in leadership roles
today.
Forthoseofyouwholikeagoodlovestory,<Where's
John Hammett?) Isaura Servin of Santa Clara and Ray
Gaeta of San Jose met at a scholarship awards luncheon.
They both went to Stanford. Today, she is engineer
Isaura Servin and you can call him Dr Raymond Gaeta.

T

o all the members of the San Jose GI
Forum Scholarship Foundation, we
have this to say: Your efforts over the
years have given impetus to the ambitions and dreams
of many deserving young men and women. We are
sure that they, and especially their parents, appreciate the work you do.
To the business and industrial firms who donate to
this organization ... GRACIAS! ... THANK YOU ... it
could not happen without you ... and we are deeply ...
deeply ... appreciative.
To the parents of these bright young men and women,
congratulations for raising ambitious, disciplined children. We invite you to come join the American GI
Forum and assist us in our efforts. There are many, many
more needy youngsters out there who need our help.
I remind YOU young men and women we honor this
evening, there are many family members, teachers,
counselors, schoolmates, administrators and American
GI Forum friends with great expectations for your
success.
The scholarship we are giving you tonight says:
YOU HAVE WHAT IT TAKES TO EXCEL. YOU
CAN BE ANYTHING YOU WANT TO BE IN YOUR
LIFE. THAT IS WHY WE ARE INVESTING IN
YOUR EDUCATION.
WORD OF CAUTION: Go to the univer
sity. Use your time wisely. Enjoy the extra
curricular activities. Network with your
fellow students. Enjoy college life to the fullest. But
remember .. ALWAYS keep focused on why you are
there.
AttheSanJoseGIForum's VIDANUEVArehabilitation home where I work, we have seen hundreds of
young men with unlimited potential whose lives were

A

ruined by alcohol and drugs. One young man in particular, we recall. He was named the outstanding player for
his school's varsity soccer team as a sophomore. Then
again as a Junior. Then he discovered drugs, alcohol,
and all night parties. He lost interest in the future.
His girlfriend got pregnant. He quit school at age

17. And the downward spiral began, leading him to
jails, prison, and into our program. Today, that man
could be playing professional soccer. The last time I
saw him he was working in a car wash. Don't let
alcohol or drugs take control of YOUR life.
N CONCLUSION, Always remember, that
wherever you are going, you are taking your
family with you. Your father and mother may
have been farmworkers or manual laborers, but your
brothers and sisters don't HAVE to be. You show them
the way to the university, and in the future your family
will think of themselves as college people, with unlimited potential.

I

ONE SMALL BIT OF ADVICE:
When you have gone to college and
graduated, you don't have to brag about
it. Don't tell anyone how many degrees
you have. Just comport yourself in a
manner that makes it obvious.
Sometime in the future, when you have graduated from college and are beginning to make your
mark in society, and you see some of us on the street,
in a supermarket, or at a social function, take the
time to talk.
Just say, "You probably don't remember me, but I
got a San Jose GI Forum Scholarship Foundation grant
in 1999. I graduated from UCLA in 2003 and I am now
practicing law, have my own architectural firm, or
whatever it is that you are doing".
THAT, young men and women, will make all of this
effort seem WORTHWHILE for us old folks.
Muchas gracias por la atencion
que me han prestado.
Thank you for your attention. • • • • •

Education is our Freedom
--Motto of the American Gl Forum
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WUHS Tigers 7, Fresno High 5
May 1952
I was writing sports for the Woodlake ECHO in
1952, my senior year at Woodlake High School, when
my alma mater turned in one of the biggest wins in its
illustrious baseball history, an upset of the highly touted
Fresno High Warriors in the Delano Easter Baseball
Tournament. That tournament is the biggest and most
prestigious baseball tournament in the central San
Joaquin Valley.
Other than the host Delano Tigers, Woodlake High
has been attending that event longer than any other team.
All of the top baseball powers were invited and some
very exciting baseball took place. Some very talented
baseball players honed their skills in the Delano tourney.
osey Gilhousen, Pittsburgh Pirates scout,
was in the area to look at some prospects. He
was a good friend of Woodlake coach Jack
Mann, and we rode from Woodlake to Delano with him.
It was an aspiring sportswriter's dream, talking baseball
to a real live baseball scout. I had read Gilhousen's name
in the paper many times, of course, because he signed
some of the players then starring in the major leagues.
I should have written an article about the conversation between he and Jack Mann and our questions to him
about life in major league baseball on the 60 mile trip to
Delano, but I didn't. Clumsy me!
One player he touted was John Callison, East Bakersfield HS outfielder, who made it to the major leagues,
and Jack Hannah who got to Triple A.
This is what I wrote about the WUHS-Fresno High
game for the Woodlake ECHO:

R

Woodlake Upsets
Fresno High Warriors, 7-5
In April 1952, at the ninth annual Delano Invitational Baseball tournament, Woodlake High's Tigers
won 1 game and lost 2.
On Thursday morning they were defeated by the
host Delano Tigers. Big Abe Morales opposed
Woodlake's Paul Kerns on the mound. Morales gave up
two hits while Delano got 7 off Kerns. The only Tiger
hits were by Moran in the 2nd inning and one by

Lupercio in the seventh.
PRIZE UPSET

Thursday afternoon, the Tigers pulled one of the
prize upsets of the tourney, turning back the Fresno
High Warriors, 7-5. Darrel Moody hurled 2-hit ball
while his teammates hammered out 8 safeties off
Chuck Wimer and Doug Thompson, the Warrior
pitchers.
he Tigers got one run in the initial frame,
and 5 in the second. Three of these came on
Darrel Moody's 3-run homer off southpaw
Chuck Wimer.
One more run in the fourth inning wound up the
Tigers scoring for the day.
Fresno got their runs in the fourth and seventh
innings.
On Saturday morning the heavy hitting Livingston
Wolves trounced Woodlake 18-4 on Hal Covert's three
hit pitching. Dale Mehrten opened on the hill for the
Tigers and was relieved by Kerns after pitching to 8
batters. Kerns fanned the first man to face him and
pitched until the fifth inning. Moody hurled the remaining innings. Woodlake got their four runs on three hits
while Livingston got 18 runs on 20 hits. • • • • •

T

Longevity
The major league baseball record for
most years served as manager of one team
is held by Connie Mack, and will probably
never be broken.
He managed the Philadelphia Athletics
(American League), a team he also owned,
for 50 years, finally retiring after the 1951
season.
Other major league skippers with many
years at the helm were National Leaguers
John McGraw of the New York Giants and
Walter Alston of the Los Angeles Dodgers.

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

244

California has the Highest
Teen Pregnancy Rate
in the Industrialized World
by E. David Sierra
The California Wellness Foundation in San Francisco is just one of many organizations currently addressing the problem of teenage pregnancies.
A large ad in an hispanic business magazine recently
urged dialogue between parents and their children. It
also enouraged people to seek more information about
the problem.
ur though ts: Young boys must be
taught th a t they s hou ld re spect
young ladies the way they want other boys
to respect their sisters. They need to know that they share
Lhe responsibility for a teenage girl becoming pregnant
and what the consequences are. They must know that
they are legally responsible for supporting that child for
the next 18 years.
In the rehab home where I am employed, I once
heard a young man say that his high school girlfriend
wanted to get pregnant when he was going with her. She
seemed undecided about what she was going to do with
her life. She did not intend to go to college. She did not
have a good work ethic because her parents al lowed her
to watch television until all hours of the night and did not
push her to go to school when "she didn't feel like it."
She saw getting pregnant as a way out. Her reasoning was that the County social services would give her
$250 per month if she had a child and did not know
whom the father was. Then it was a simple matter of
hav ing another child, then another, and another until she

0

would be getting over $ 1,000 per month from the county
for doing nothing. To her, $ 1,000 per month, and living
with mom and dad, sounded like an astronomical amount
of money.
he young man intended living with his par
ents and she with hers. They would date each
other just like they did in high school. There
would be no fami lial responsibilities because he was
living with his parents and she with hers. Very simple.
Except, they had not taken into account that, perhaps, his
parents and her parents did not intend to let them live off
them forever!
As all adults know, $ 1,000 per month may seem like
a lot of money, but it is not. You cannot rent a twobedroom apartment and feed five mouths on $1,000 per
month UNLESS you are living with your mom and dad.
And, what if they pass away suddenly ! Then what?
What if they suffer serious illnesses and need help
themselves? What if they decide that they no longer
want to be raising your children, while you continue to
act like a high school student with no worries in the
world?

T

What if you fall in love with another young
man who wants you for a wife but doesn't
want the burden of four children at the age of
22?
e knew of a case in San Jose many years
ago where a young man and woman
fathered a chi ld. The mother continued
living with her parents and the young man with his
parents. The father of her child did not want to marry her
because he said he was not working and could not afford
to support her and the child. Of course they continued
seeing each other and having sex. They had a second
child. After realizing that the father of her children was

W
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Me and 1 ,000 Others
ALL AMERICA
CITY AWARDS
In April1961 I received a letter from Dan Caputo,
General Chairman, of the All America City A wards
Dinner committee, inviting me to the All America City
Awards Dinner, Tuesday, April25, 1961 at Exposition
Hall, Santa Clara County Fairgrounds. "You are among
those who will receive a certificate ... " his letter stated.

Gosh, Mrs. Sierra's son, Eliseo, is going to be
honored by the City of San Jose?
I did not go to the dinner. Tickets were $5.00 each,
and that was a case of beer in those days, and I chose not

to attend.
A few days after the dinner I received a packet in the
mail enclosing my certificate and a booklet listing all the
other winners.

There must have been at least 1,000 names printed
in 4 point type. But, looking at it positively, it didn't
include all 600,000 residents of San Jose, so I WAS
part of an elite group.
Humberto Garcia, publisher of EL EXCENTRICO
wanted to make a big deal of it and splash it inside the
magazine ... until I showed him the list of the honorees
which included many of our friends in the Mexican
American community.

Among the Hispanics listed were: Isaias (Friday)

Teen Pregnancies

Moderation

(Cont. from Pg 244)
probably never going to marry her, she began dating
other men. Eventually she fell in love with a young man
who was willing to marry her, adopt her children, and
move her into their own home.
t that point the father of the children found
an attorney who was urging civil rights
organizations to raise money to fight the
case of the young man whose child was about to be
adopted by "someone else" without his consent!!

A

Common sense prevailed when the young
man was apprised that upon admitting that
the children were his, he would be required to
support the children until the age of 18, and
that he was already three years behind in
support payments. His love (and concern for
his babies) died instantly. The case was quietly dropped.
It is very important that the parents and teenagers
discuss their problems candidly. They must trust each
other.
There are few things more beautiful in life than to see
a mother whose daughters treat her like their best friend.

The golden rule is
moderation in all things.
--Terence

You can sense the love in their eyes when they talk to
each other. You just KNOW that they have trust in her
and that they can discuss anything with her. Young girls
must have confidence in their mothers to discuss very
intimate sexual matters.
oung men also must be aware that they
share equal responsibility with young ladies for teen pregnancies. Fathers need to
take the young men aside early in life and explain to
them about the biological differences between boys and
girls. They need to teach them how boys make girls
pregnant and about the responsibilities of fatherhood.
Many men probably don't talk to their sons about sex
because they are not sure themselves what they ought to
be telling them. That is understandable, but not acceptable. If kids do not know, they will make mistakes. And
those mistakes, particularly made early in life, can be
very, very costly.
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Teen Pregnancies
(Cont. from Pg 245)

T

hink of the dreams that were never realized
because a young lady got pregnant and her
boyfriend d id not want to marry her. Think
of the young men whose collegiate plans were cancelled
because their girlfriend got pregnant and he quit school
to go to work and support her and their child.

Adults, too, need to change their old concepts about sexuality. They need to discard
old ideas about not discussing personal problems with their children. They need to know
that if they do not tell their children about the
consequences of teen pregnancies, they will
get the information from others, and it will
probably be grandma and granddad who
wiH be rearing the children.
Most youngsters are incapable, or unwilling to
accept the burden of raising another human being at their
tender age. Many times they have not thought about the
responsibilities of being a parent. They considered only
the pleasure of having sex with a person they love.
It is important for parents to remember that youngsters now have access to more information they we did
when we were in our teens. Also, the world has changed
dramatically. Subjects such as pregnancy, abortion, etc.
are now openly discussed daily on television. Newspapers and magazine publish articles about subjects that

Me and 1000 Others
(Cont. from Pg 245)
Aguilera, Ray Davila, Frank Davila, John DeHeras,
Charles Esparza, Jimmie Garcia, Pompeyo Garcia,
Lou Hevia, Jess Medina, Hector Moreno, Sal Ruiz,
DAVE SIERRA, Alvin Valadez, and Louis Zarate.
Needless to say, I did not get invitations to appear on
the TONIGHT SHOW, nor on 60 MINUTES.
What did I do to earn this high honor? Well, according to someone who went to the dinner, Aguilera,
Valadez, Zarate and Sierra were honored for writing
articles in EL EXCENTRICO pushing a bond issue to
build a new police building for the City of San Jose. Or
something like that. • • • • •

were taboo fifty years ago.
The California Well ness Foundation says, "We must
help them understand that sex is an act of love that links
their grandparents to their parents to them."
They also encourage parents to talk to their children
when they go through body and emotional changes.
They need to know that it is a natural thing, that nothing
unnatural is happening to them. All young ladies know
how traumatic that experience can be.
arents need to understand that the level of
information they got from their parents is not
nearly adequate for children today. It is simply not enough. The modern parent needs to be realistic,
speaking honestly about their experiences and talking
freely to their youngsters.
The physical aspects of sex are easy to explain, say
the experts. The emotional part is where it gets complicated.
Youngsters must respect each other so they can
grow up as responsible adults.
Get more information on this subject by writing:
California Wellness Foundation
466 Green St. Suite 300
San Francisco, CA 94133
EDITOR'S NOTE: This article first appeared in
print in the official program of the Barrio Alcohol/Drugs
Conference in 1988. • • • • •
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