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Sports Illustrated muffs it!

Joe Batiste of Sacramento
Junior College
1n the early 1980's, on a weekday afternoon , a friend
and I were talking sports in the cocktail lounge of the
downtown Holiday Inn, San Jose, Calif.
The only other customer was a very large sun-tanned
fellow in a blue suit, who was drinking whiskey and
chasing it with beer like he wanted to drown himself.
y friend was telling me about Bruce
Jenner whom he had seen compete in
track and field some years earlier. He
was very impressed with Mr. Jenner. I was championing
the talents of Rafer Johnson.
About a half hour into our discussion, the barkeep
brought us a beer we had not ordered. Soon the suntanned fellow was standing behind us, his arms resting
on our shoulders, and drunkenly saying, "Neither one of
those guys could carry Joe Batiste's jockstrap."
"Who in the hell is Joe Batiste?" I asked , curious
because I have followed track and field from the time I
was in the eighth grade and Bob Mathias won the 1948
Olympic decathlon championship.
"Look at these guys, Hal!" he yelled at the barkeep,
obv iously another native Arizonan, "They never heard
of Joe Batiste, star of the Tucson High School Badgers! "
He began telling us about this fantastic track and
field athlete who had come out of Arizona back in the
late 30's and competed for Sacramento Junior College.
"He won the California Junior College state track
and field championship by himself," our new-found
friend boasted.
I thought about Joe Batiste for a long time after that,
wondering if that Holiday Inn drunk was just talking
through his hat, or if Joe Batiste actually existed, I
planned to go to Tucson some day and look up his
exploits in their local library.
In December 1999, SPORTS ILLUSTRATED
magazine printed a long article naming the top 50
athletes ever to come out of each state in the union.
As soon as I picked up the magazine, I turned to the
article's Arizona section to see if they had picked Joe

M

Joe Batiste
Sacramento Junior College's
One Man Track Team
Batiste as one of Arizona's 50 Best Athletes. They had
not. But, they HAD picked:
Curley Culp- star defensive lineman and w restler;
(these are Sl's descriptions of why the named athletes were selected);
Randall McDaniel, All America guard at ASU;
Jerry Colangelo, Suns, Diamondbacks owner;
Mike Pagel, NFL vet, played baseball at ASU too;
Rodney Peete, drafted by Lions and A's;
Mossy Cade, HS track and football All American;
Ron Hassey, 86 rbi's for 1974 Sun Devils;
Gilbert (Gib) Dawson, Star HS back in 1940's;
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Vance Johnson, one of Broncos' Three Amigos.
I had heard of some of those guys. Many years ago
I had met Curley Culp at the bar of the Omni International Hotel near the Los Angeles airport. He was on his
way to Kansas City to sign with the Chiefs. I had
followed Rodney Peete from the time he was a sophomore in high school in Tucson. It seemed to me that
Peete's father used his son's athletic talents to further his
career as an assistant coach at various colleges, USC,
and into the pros. I remembered Rodney Peete as a better
than average quarterback who was injury prone, but a
"survivor".

The Arizona Guys
Back in 1947 while picking grapes outside ofFowler
at the Hiyama Ranch, we had become friends with a
very large group of Arizona youngsters would get together in the evening to play 20-boys to a team touch
football.
They lived across the road from where we were
camped. I remembered a tall, strong quarterback named
David Valenzuela, a talkative Chicano youngster who
easily rifled the football60 to 65 yards in the air. "If you
think he's good," one of the older boys said, "you should
have seen Gib Dawson play for the Tucson Badgers."
If those guys were picked by SPORTS ILLUSTRATED, where was Joe Batiste? No mention of him at
all. So I decided to do some checking.
n a very warm day in June 2000, I went
directly to the source: Sacramento City
College. While wandering around the campus, trying to locate their trophy room, we walked into
a gymnasium and there sat a trophy gathering dust in a
glass case with the notation: Sacramento Junior College,
CaliforniaJC Track & Field Champions, April30, 1932.
I knew I was getting warmer. I stopped a man
walking on the campus and asked him where I might
find information about Joe Batiste. He said that the
expert on that type of information was Andrew
Jones, the men's basketball coach, and he directed
me to the coach's office.
Since it was the noon hour, there was no coach Jones
in sight. My wife and I watched a swimming class in
progress for a short while and then went off to the
Sacramento City Library to continue my search for Joe
Batiste.
No luck.
Later in the afternoon, we returned to City College

0

A Chain
If you put a chain around
the neck of a slave,
the other end fastens itself
around your own.
--Ralph Waldo Emerson

and this time coach Jones was there. An affable fellow,
and very cooperative with an elderly sports fan seeking
information about a former student athlete at his college.
alk about luck! Jones did his master's
thesis at Sacramento State College on
Sacramento Junior College athletic histozy.
1921 to 1977. Wetalkedforashortwhileandhe brought
out a copy of his thesis so I could get some quick info
from it. Dates of the national championship track meets
for one, anything ... just to get started.
Then he promised to send me copies of some info I
might find interesting. I couldn't thank him enough. He
sent the info. I reciprocated with a thank you card. Most
of the information on the following pages is extracted
from his work.
There was lots more work to be done. Now armed
with more precise information regarding dates, we went
to the library in Sacramento and read Andrew Jones'
thesis. We also went to the Sacramento City, Visalia
City, and Fresno County libraries to gather information
on the track meets in which Batiste competed there.

T

JOE BATISTE, TRACK LEGEND
In 1938, Joe Batiste, a sophomore student at
Tucson High School in Arizona, skipped over the 120
yard high hurdles in 14.5 seconds, establishing a new
American interscholastic record.
e continued to impress track and field fans
for two more years, running, jumping, and
throwing for the Tucson Badgers, establishing a reputation as one of the greatest high school
track and field athletes in American interscholastic
history.
In 1939 while a junior at Tucson High, Batiste
ran a 14.1 in the 110 meter high hurdles at the
national AAU meet, defeating Fred Wolcott, the
defending NCAA champion, becoming an American

H
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I lived in Tulare County, California most of my life
and did not know that there were prisoner of war camps
in our county until many years later.
hile reading a copy of DISCOVER, a
magazine which chronicles Life in the
Central Valley and High Sierras I ran
across an article telling about the camps which housed
German prisoners.

W

Over 350,000 German prisoners were brought to
the United States after the allies routed the German
Afrika Corps in 1943.
Tagus Ranch was the first POW camp in Tulare
County .It opened on July 29, 1944. The prisoners were
used to pick fruit and cotton on the huge agricultural
complex situated between Tulare and the Visalia Airport. The POW's were paid 80 cents per day. There were
about 250 to 500 prisoners at Tagus Ranch, the population fluctuating withe the different harvests. The camp
was closed on Feb. 13, 1945.
A POW camp went into operation at the Tulare

Joe Batiste of Sac JC
(Cont. from Pg 248)
national champion while still in high school!
After graduating from high school he chose Sacramento City College over USC, California, Arizona and
many other four year collegiate track powers who recruited him. Why? He said simply because he wanted to
benefit from the mentoring of L.D. Weldon, the Panthers· highly trumpeted track and field coach.
MAY 5,1941
At the PAA Amateur Athletic Union track meet on
May 5, 1941, he won the high and low hurdles races and
tied for second in the high jump. Sacramento JC finished
third behind the San Francisco Olympic Club and California but ahead of Stanford and USC.

MAY 12,1941
On May 12, 1941, at the NCJC Conference champi-

County Fairgrounds on December 11, 1944. When this
camp closed on January 24, 1946, some of the prisoners
were transferred to the Tagus Ranch and the others to
another POW compound near Tipton.
TiptonreceiveditsfirstPOWsonMay24, 1945. The
camp housed about 400 men. The camp closed on Feb. 4,
1946, with the prisoners moved to another POW facility
at the Lemoore Naval Air Station, which was then an
Army field.
There was another POW camp at Rankin Field in
Tulare County. Four hundred German prisoners arrived
onDec.1, 1945. ThecampwasdeactivatedonJan. 31,
1946.

The majority of the German prisoners
encarcerated in Tulare County were veterans of
Field Marshal Erwin Rommel's Afrika Corps.
The prisoners were encouraged by their American
captors to learn English. Some of the Germans were
reluctant to be returned to their home country after the
war, but most of them went back. • • • • •

onship meet at Sacramento Stadium, Batiste won the
220 low hurdles and placed second in the high jump and
the 100 yard dash.

MAY 19,1941
On May 19, 1941, representing the Sacramento JC
Panthers at the Fresno Relays, he won the high jump,
220 low hurdles and the 120 yard high hurdles. Sacramento finished second to Compton College.
At that time the Fresno Relays was recognized as the
California junior college state championship meet.

MAY 24,1941
On May 24, 1941, at the National Junior College
championships in Denver, Batiste won the high jump,
ran the 220 low hurdles in 23.4, setting a meet record;
placed third in the broad jump, fifth in the javelin, and
sixth in the shot put.
Sacramento Junior College defeated second
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Joe Batiste of Sac JC
(Cont. from Pg 249)
place
Compton
5 to 68-2/5 points.

Junior

College

90-2/

During the 1941 season, Joe Batiste set a new
national record of 23.0 in the 220 low hurdles.
JUNE 1,1942

On May 30, 1942 at Visalia, Calif., Batiste put on
a track clinic. In what is undoubtedly the best performance ever by any track and field athlete in Americanjunior college history, he scored 49 points to lead
his Sacramento Junior College team to the national
JC track and field championship, beating perrenial
track powerhouse Compton College.
atiste won the 120 high hurdles and 220 low
hurdles, finished second in the 100 yard
dash, tied for second in the broad jump,
placed third in the javelin, 3rd in the discus, and 5th in
the shot put.
That performance earned him a spot on an American
AAU team which toured the European continent. During the tour he high jumped 6'8", beating Les Steers of
Oregon University who was the reigning American
national collegiate champion at that time.

B

Shortly thereafter, Coach L.D. Weldon
resigned as Sacramento's track coach for
health reasons, leaving a record which may
never be equalled in the community college
ranks.
In 14 years at Sacramento City College Weldon's
track and field teams dominated the California junior
college track and field scene.

In 1942 at Madison Square Garden, New York
City, Batiste posted a time of 7.5 seconds for the 60
yard high hurdles, just 0.2 seconds off the world
record!
Joe Batiste led Sacramento to two consecutive national junior college track and field titles in 1941 and
1942.
Batiste was in Europe with an American track and
field team when Hitler's Wehnnacht rumbled across the
Polish border carpet-covered by a seemingly invincible
Luftwaffe which cleared the skies of enemy aircraft,
beginning World War IT. The team was stranded on the

continent for over a month until U.S. authorities finally
arranged transportation back to the U.S.
World War IT forced extreme curtailment of track
and field activities at Sacramento Junior College, ending an era of track and field dominance which never
returned.

oe Batiste joined the Army, serving in the
cavalry. After the war, he returned to his
native Arizona and enrolled at Arizona
State University in Tempe. He earned a degree and
returned to Tucson to teach.

J

He had many personal problems, among them alcoholism. Why? Perhaps he wondered why the Gods never
gave him a chance to represent his country in the
Olympic Games, the greatest spectacle in sports. Perhaps he questioned why he was given the talents but not
the opportunity to showcase them to the world in the
Olympic Games.
As Batiste's health worsened and his capability of
doing basic everyday tasks diminished, and as he got
weaker and weaker, he checked himself nto a Tucson
hospital.
Coach L.D. Weldon's health had improved by then
and he had taken a coaching job in Tucson also, and
went to see his former star.
"I walked right by him in the hallway of the hospital," coach Weldon recalled many years later, "I did not
recognize my former star athlete. He was much thinner,
had lost much of his hair, and looked fatigued and worn
out."
Coach Weldon approached Batiste, touched him,
introduced himself to his former star athlete and the
former Panthers star and his mentor broke down and
cried.lt was a very emotional moment for the athlete and
his distinguished mentor. That was the last time they
saw each other.

A

t age 38, Joe Batiste's body
could no longer sustain life.
His death certificate listed cause ofdeath
as cirrhosis of the liver.
Some will argue that Joe Batiste was not the best
runner, the best jumper, or the best thrower in track and
field history, but there is no doubt here that from the time
in 1938 when he shattered the American interscholastic
record in the 120 yard high hurdles as a high school
sophomore, to the day he beat Les Steers in the high
jump in Europe as war clouds drifted over the continent,
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Batiste scores 49, Sacramento JC
wins National JC Track Title
(Article and meet results from Fresno BEE, May 31,
1942 article by Ed Orman.)

lete, had 43 points, setting a new national J C record.
In 1941 at the Denver nationals, he tallied 29.
RESULTS:

(VISALIA, CA; May 30, 1942) -- With the pole
vault and discus yet to be contested, Sacramento J.C.
appeared to be on its way to its second consecutive
National Junior College Track and Field Championship.
The Panthers had 87 points. Compton trailed with 74,
and with two men entered in the pole vault, holding an
outside chance of overtaking Sacramento.

100 YARD DASH -- First, Williams of Reedley;
Batiste of Sacramento; third, O'Meara of Santa Rosa;
fourth, Bingham of Sacramento; fifth, Hunt of Compton;
sixth, Cholakian of Los Angeles City College. Time -10 seconds.
SHOT PUT -- First, Springer of Compton; second,
Steele of Santa Rosa; third, Schopp of Sacramento;
fourth, Greenwell of Santa Rosa; fifth, Batiste of Sacramento (44' 4 "); sixth, Irwin of Pasadena. Distance -48 feet.
120 HIGH HURDLES-- First, Batiste of Sacramento (15 seconds); second, Eshelman of Compton;
third, Porter of Santa Ana; fourth, Wright of Los Angeles CC; fifth, Thomas of Weber College, Ogden, Utah;
sixth, Loupe of Los Angeles CC. Time: 15.0.
880 YARD RUN -- First, Prather of Pasadena;
second, Billings of Santa Rosa; third, Stone of Compton;
fourth, Berry of Santa Ana; fifth, Castrellon of Los
Angeles CC; sixth, Littlefield of Sacramento. Time:
1.56.
JAVELIN-- First, Likens, Glendale; second, King
of Santa Ana; third, Batiste of Sacramento (174'2");
fourth, Ferrandson ofReedley; fifth, Barksdale ofMarin;
sixth, Steele of Santa Rosa. Distance -- 186' 4".
220 YARD DASH -- First, Kaiser of Sacramento;
second, O'Meara of Santa Rosa; third, Hom of Reedley;
fourth, Hunt of Compton; fifth, Saiz of Santa Rosa;
sixth, Couch of Sacramento. Time: 21.7.
HIGH JUMP-- Tie for first, Barksdale of Marin and
White of Los Angeles CC; third, McLean of Pasadena;
tie for fith, Basaki of Pasadena and Blake of Pasadena;
tie for sixth, Houston of Los Angeles CC and Starrett of
Visalia and Gill of Visalia. Height: 5'1 0-112".
TWO MILE RUN-- First, Pothoff of Compton;
second, Mendoza of Santa Ana; third, Wagner of Los
Angeles CC; fourth, Aguilera of Compton; fifth, Salmon
of Santa Ana; sixth, Lebrecht of Visalia. Time: 9:52.3.
220 LOW HURDLES-- First, Batiste of Sacra-

Joe Batiste, versatile Sacramento all around ath-

Cy Young Seaver
Tom Seaver of the New York Mets received
98.8% of the votes in the first year he was eligible
to be named to the Baseball Hall of Fame. That is
the largest percentage of votes ever by any player
in baseball history.
Seaver won the Cy Young Award three times.

Joe Batiste of Sac JC
(Cont. from Pg 250)
and his very impressive time of 7.5 in the 60 yard high
hurdles in 1942 (just 0.2 seconds off the world record)
Batiste was as good as any track and field competitor of
his time.

In 1968 L.D. Weldon recruited Bruce
Jenner to attend Graceland College in Iowa.
Jenner later moved to California to train for
the Olympic Games. He placed lOth in the
1972 Olympic Decathlon and in 1976 he won
it, setting an Olympic record. Weldon was

once quoted as saying that he considered
Joe Batiste a better athlete than Bruce
Jenner. • • • • •
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Batiste scores 49!
(Cont. from Pg 251)
mento (24.2); second, Holden of Compton; third, Triplett
of Los Angeles CC; fourth, Thomas of Weber College,
Utah; fifth, Porter of Santa Ana; sixth, O'Kelly of
Sacramento. Time: 24.2.
BROAD JUMP-- First, Barksdale of Marin; tie for
second, Batiste of Sacramento (22'4") and Fordham
of Los Angeles CC; tie for fourth, Blake of Santa Ana
and Birmingham of Sacramento; sixth, Houston of Los
Angeles CC. Distance: 23'-1/8".
DISCUS --First, Kerr of Stockton; second, Page of
Santa Ana; third, Batiste of Sacramento (130'8-V4 ");
fourth, Handley ofVisalia; fifth, Schopp of Sacramento;
sixth, Cerda of Los Angeles CC. Distance: 139'9-3/4".
MILE RUN-- First, Gorrell of Compton; second,
Littlefield of Sacramento; third, A. Salmon of Santa
Ana; fourth, Ribera of San Mateo; fifth, Madsen of
Reedley; sixth, Elias of Los Angeles CC. Time: 4.25.7.
440 YARD DASH -- First, Kaiser of Sacramento;
second, Gregg of Compton; third, Hom of Reedley;
fourth, Holden of Compton; fifth, Hallen of San Mateo;
sixth, Riddle of Pasadena. Time: 4 7.9. (New national JC
record. Old mark, 48.5 by John Wachter, Pasadena,
1941).
SUMMARY: Points awarded on 10-8-6-4-2-1 basis.
JOE BATISTE:
FIRST, 120 high hurdles, 220 low hurdles;
SECOND, 100 yard dash;
TIE FOR SECOND, Broad Jump;
THIRD, Discus, Javelin; FIFrH, Shot Put.
The amazing aspect of Joe Batiste's track and field
career was his versatility. He ran the sprints, hurdles,
and also threw the discus, shot, and javeling ... unheard
of other than those participating in a decathlon.
If Joe Batiste was not the most versatile, who
was? • • • • •

President Reigns
In America the president reigns for four years,
and journalism reigns for ever and ever.
--Oscar Wilde

Weldon, Sacramento JC
Coach, is Quitting
May, 29, 1942, on the eve of the national JC
track championships in Visalia, L.D. Weldon, coach
of the Sacramento JC team, announced that he was
retiring from coaching because of poor health. His
team recently won the jaysee division at the West
Coast Relays. Earlier they had won the Northern
California title and sectional honors.
In 14 years at Sacramento Junior College,
Weldon's track and field teams won nine Northern
California Junior College Conference titles, two
California JC state championships, and two National Junior College titles.
--Fresno BEE

My Last Meal
In one of my wildest dreams, in the far
distant future I have been convicted of
interrupting a public assembly by peeing on
the President's leg while he is delivering the
State of the Union message to Congress.
I choose to go by lethal injection. My
last meal would consist of:
Meal:
Mexican Chocolate,
La Abuelita brand
Chorizo and Eggs, fried Potatoes, onions
English Muffins, buttered
Cheese, Monterey Jack, 6 slices
Tortillas, flour, lightly toasted
Mole Poblano
Spanish Rice & Refried Beans
Com bread muffins
Avocados, sliced, salt & pepper
Dessert:
Lemon Pie
Vanilla Ice Cream
Milk, 2% low fat, one quart
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GI Forum Politics:

Jack Brito Letter
to MACSA
March 15, 1978

EDITOR'S NOTES: In Early 1978, San Jose
GI Forum members got the idea that MACSA had
gone to war with us. Their Assistant Director, Jack
Brito, had badmouthed some of our members (Dan
Campos, Jose Martinez, Anita Campos) to the San
Jose MERCURY. Dick Rubi, Abel Cota and myself
met at the Tower Saloon with Jose Villa, MACSA
Director, to try to ascertain what the problem was.
Jose seemed amused by our concerns. His fi nal
word, surprisingly, was "Why don't you kick his
ass?"
As much as I admired Jose Villa, I realized that
it was senseless discussing the matter with a person
with a closed mind. I decided to go over his head , to
the MACSA Chairman of the Board. No, we did not
get a reply. But, then, I didn't really expect one.
People seemed to be afraid of confrontations with
Jack Brito.

March 15, 1978
Dr. George Castro
Chairman of the Board
Mexican American Community
Services Agency (MACSA)
332 N. Second St.
San Jose, CA 95 L12
Dear Dr. Castro:
This is a very difficult message for us to write.
However, we feel it is in the best interests of the Mexican
American community of this valley that we convey it to
you.
The San Jose Chapter, American Gl Forum, has
supported the concepts and goals of MACSA since its

founding by Dr. Lino Lopez many years ago. Many of us
have served, at one time or other, as members of its
board of Directors. A few of us, Jose P. Martinez and
Daniel Campos, to name just two, have rendered service
to MACSA as Chairman of the Board.
Members of San Jose GI Forum were in the forefront
of the battles which won public fundinob for the aoency
0
,
and we have completely and unequivocally supported
the agency through some very difficult times.
A few months ago we received a Request fo r Proposal from Santa Clara County, inviting us to bid fo r
delivery of alcoholic recovery home services for the
Spanish speaking. MACSA also e ntered the bidding
process.
e vigorously worked to write a pro
posal, and to win approval for fund
ing, while often reminding ourselves that
after the contract was awarded, win or lose, we wanted
to maintain our friendly working and social relationships with other agencies and individuals involved.
Sadly, we note, that your representatives felt otherw ise.
During the bidding process, we were informed by
Jetter from Mr. David Hampton , alcoholic services
director, Santa Clara County, that the "selective committee" had picked MACSA to provide services to the
Spanish speaking.
We called Mr. Hampton and arranged to meet with
him. Our intent was to have a critique-type session
where we might endeavor to Jearn "where we had failed
and how we might have improved" in our first-ever
attempt at securing County of Santa Clara funding.
During that meeting, Mr. Hampton informed us that
your Assistant Director, Mr. Jack Brito, had been calling
him and verbally abusing him , and that he had threatened, "You better give MACSA that contract .... "
Mr. Hampton informed us, at that time, that he was

W
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going to report to the Alcoholic Advisory Commission,
Santa Clara County, that he was overriding the recommendation of the "selective committee" and recommending San Jose GI Forum for funding instead of
MACSA.
When the Santa Clara County Alcoholic Advisory
Commission met on Wednesday, Jan. 18th, and Mr.
Hampton told the board of directors of the threats and
verbal abuse by Mr. Brito, your agency director, Mr.
Jose Villa, followed Mr. Hampton's report with a stinging letter which was addressed to S.C. County Board of
Supervisors Chairman Rodney Diridon, lodging anumber of charges against Mr. Hampton and calling for
dismissal from his job.
ne of the board members said, during
discussion of the matter, that since the
letter was written to Supervisor Diridon,
and had probably not even been seen by Supervisor
Diridon at that point in time, Mr. Villa's letter merited no
comment from the Alcoholic Advisory Commission.
San Jose GI Forum's representative made a brief
report on our proposal, answered a few questions, and
concluded his report. By that time Mr. Brito's alleged
actions and Mr. Villa's letter had more than adequately
reinforced Mr. Hampton's opinion that the San Jose GI
Forum, given the contract, would be far easier people
with whom to effectuate an amiable working relationship than would MACSA and its representatives.
Shortly thereafter, we learned that Mr. Brito of
MACSA had called the office of California Health,
Education & Welfare Secretary, Mario Obledo, and told
them that Santa Clara County was about to award a
contract for alcoholic services to the Spanish speaking
to an organization totally incompetent to deliver those
services. Additionally, he asked that the State of California withhold State monies for those services, and called
for a complete investigation of the aforementioned
contract-granting process.
Upon hearing of Mr. Brito's underhanded action, we
called Sacramento to make Secretary Obledo and
undersecretary Dr. Javier Mena aware that it was our
group that Mr. Brito as verbally maligning. It has been
our belief for some time that our reputation and our
credibility compares very favorably with any other
organization and any other agency in the Chicano community, particularly MACSA and its Director and Assistant Director.
Mr. Brito did not attend either the Jan. 18th meeting

0

of the Alcoholic Advisory Commission nor the subsequent business sessions of Feb. 15th. After the second
meeting, at which the Commission voted to fund San
Jose GI Forum, Mr. Brito called Mr. Abel Cota, Director, San Jose GI Forum Veterans Outreach program, and
asked to meet with him and Chairman David Sierra to
advise us on how to negotiate the contract with Santa
Clara County. Our first instinct was to ignore Mr. Brito
since he had by that time amply demonstrated that he is
not an objective thinker. However, we agreed to meet
with him because we wanted to find out whether, in fact,
maligning San Jose GI Forum was part of his assigned
duties at MACSA.
Our meeting with Mr. Brito was scheduled for
Friday afternoon, Feb. 24th at 4 PM in the San Jose GI
Forum offices, 1680 E. Santa Clara St. Predictably, Mr.
Brito did not show up.
We were not aware that he had by now focused his
attention on another pressing issue ... the CETA Director's
job being sought by Mr. Daniel Campos, member of San
Jose GI Forum; and Mr. Dino Pecoraro, Acting Director
ofCETA.
In articles on Wednesday and Thursday, March I st
and 2nd, San Jose MERCURY columnist Harry Farrell,
quoting "his spies" in the Chicano community, and Mr.
Brito, Assistant Director of MACSA, wrote that Mr.
Brito of MACSA was lobbying for the appointment of
non-Chicano Pecoraro, and then cited various conflicts
of interest (as defined by the all-knowing Mr. Brito)
should the job go to Mr. Campos.
r. Brito cited as conflicts Mr. Cam
pos' affiliations in the past with SER
(an organization co-sponsored by the
American GI Forum and LULAC), and various other
people, Jose E. Martinez, Director of SER; even Campos' wife, Anita, also a member of San Jose GI Forum.
Of course, in his agency's own self interests, Mr.
Brito failed to tell Harry Farrell that Mr. Campos had
also, in the not-too-distant past, served as Chairman of
the Board of MACSA. Another conflict?
Mr. Brito also failed to remember that MACSA was
founded to look after the best interests of Mexican
Americans, that Mr. Campos has a record of 21 years of
exemplary service to the City of San Jose, most of it as
a police officer; and lastly, that Mr. Campos has a long
history of involvement with community organizations
such as MACSA, SER, ESO, San Jose GI Forum, etc.

M
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Eagle Menter of
Glendale Hoover High

R

obert Menter was a U.S. Navy
veteran who had come to live
in the boarding house in which I was living
at 4110 South Figueroa Street in Los Angeles. One day
the landlady asked me if I would mind having him as a
roommate. She mentioned that he was a U.S. Navy war
veteran, and that he had been in mental hospitals, and
had some mental problems.
uyou are going to have to be very patient with him,
she warned.
In those days I was an aspiring journalist, wanting to
experience anything and everything.. so I agreed to
share a room with him. We lived on the second floor of
a building which abutted a used car lot. The head
salesman at the lot was a big burly bullshitting Texan
named Les who had a story to match each story he heard
II

II

Brito Letter to MACSA
(Cont. from Pg 254)
We have begun to wonder, Dr. Castro, if Mr. Jack
Brito and Mr. Jose Villa, by their scathing attacks on the
San Jose GI Forum, on SER, on Jose E. Martinez, Anita
Campos, and Daniel Campos, to name just three of our
members he has mentioned recently in the press, have
declared war on our group, its affiliates, and its friends.

We have also begun to wonder if San Jose
GI Forum should continue to unequivocally
support MACSA.
We also wonder if our tax monies are being efficaciously utilized by your director, your assistant director,
and your agency if much of their time is spent fighting
us.
On Tuesday, Feb. 28th the San Jose GI Forum
Scholarship Foundation received a bill for $160 from
Mr. Jose Villa for stamps and other services rendered to

from someone else.

Les was the morning cook at the boarding house
and I considered him an excellent chef until I realized
that any damned idiot can fry eggs and bacon and
put hash brown potatoes out of a plastic bag onto a
hot stove and come up with a decent breakfast. But
we are getting ahead of our story.
Eagle Mentor•s real name was Bob. He claimed to
have graduated from Hoover High School in Glendale.
He was about six feet tall, weighed about 155 or 160
pounds, had straight brown hair, a devious look in his
eyes, and a morbid sense of humor. We got along very
well, especially after he found out that my hobby was
drinking cold beer.
Bob frequented the lowliest dives in central Los

(Cont. on Pg 256)

us. ($20 in stamps and $140 for reproducing copies of
the Foundation minutes, agendas, etc.).
When we began meeting at MACSA and utilizing
the services of Ms. Mercedes Herrera of your agency,
we were led to believe that MACSA provided those
services free of charge to the non-profit San Jose GI
Forum Scholarship Foundation.
Are your board members aware of the relationship
between MACSA and the Scholarship Foundation? Is it
your policy to charge community organizations for
services rendered to them? Can you clarify this matter?
In writing?
The San Jose GI Forum Scholarship Foundation has
since notified its board members that we will no longer
meet in your facilities since we do not want to be guests
of those who abuse us and our friends in the local press,
and at meetings of public agencies.
We would prefer, Dr. Castro, that your Director and
Assistant Director find positive things to say about San
Jose GI Forum. Failing that, we prefer to be totally
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Eagle Menter
(Cont. from Pg 255)
Angeles in the area around the Coliseum, exactly the
type of places where I went when I was out boozing.
Some of the guys started calling him Eagle because
he was often perched on the window sill of our second
story boarding house room, polishing his shoes, reading
the paper, or just watching cartoons on my television set
and laughing himself silly.

***

H

e was always telling us stories
which
seemed
implau
sible. He once told us about having been
a sprinter in high school. He said he had outrun some
high school hotshot named Howard Bugbee who had
gone on to the University of Southern California and
gained fame as one of America's best collegiate runners,
but I think that Menter and Bugbee were different
generation prepsters.
Eagle claimed that he won the race but he was
running on the outside lane and the judges were so intent
on watching the future USC sprinter that they missed
him crossing the finish line first!
"That bucktoothed sonofabitch didn't win that race,
I did," he said. We told him we would have to sleep on
that one. Get back to you tomorrow, Eagle?

***
Another favorite pastime of his was blurting out
statements that didn't make any sense. One day,
sitting in a beer bar on Santa Barbara A venue across

from the Los Angeles Coliseum he suddenly blurted
out, "There I was, 30,000 feet over Bonika, flying
upside down, when that fuckin' Zero jumped me!"
"Eagle, what the hell are you talking about?" I asked.
"David, they jumped us that day. OverBonika! The
Japs kicked our ass! Bad! Those Zeroes were good
planes, David, they were better than ours," he exclaimed
in a voice loud enough to be heard in the entire bar.
"Eagle, there's no such island as Bonika," I said.
I used to read a lot of world war ll history and I had
never heard of an island named Bonika, so I assumed he
was making it up.
He replied with a muted "Ho, ho, ho, the hell there
isn't. We got our ass kicked there,"

***
Eagle was a lot of fun. He was game for just about
anything, but his attention span was very short. One
afternoon when the guys at the boarding house were
getting up a football game, we invited him to play
with us on the grass at Exposition Park, just east of
the Coliseum.
Since he was over six feet tall, Alex Hess and I
figured on him going out for a pass and we would have
him catching passes in the end zone all afternoon. Hess
had played high school ball at Memphis Southside High
and was a great admirer of Gen. Robert Neyland, the
legendary coach of the Tennessee Volunteers.
We went at it, about eight men to a side. The first
pass we threw to Eagle went way over his head, no
chance at all for him to make a play. The next one was

(Cont. on Pg 257)

Brito Letter to MACSA
(Cont. from Pg 255)
ignored by them .. and we can reciprocate very easily by
totally ignoring the existence of MACSA.
If your people cannot work in the best interests of
ALL Chicano organizations and people, perhaps they
should just lock themselves in their offices, draw their
fancy salaries, raise their clenched fists to the mirror and
shout, "VIVA LA RAZA!", read the San Jose MERCURY to see if their name appears in it, and quietly
meditate on the past accomplishments of Dr. Lino Lopez
and all the other dedicated people who made MACSA
what it once was.

Then again, perhaps your Director and Assistant
Director and your agency ARE working in our best
interests.
We realize that there are many, many things in this
complex and ever-changing world that we, as mere
mortals, cannot readily comprehend. Perhaps MACSA
and its representatives ARE working to help us.
In view of its recent actions, can you educate us on
precisely HOW your Director, your Assistant Director,
and MACSA are working in our best interests?
Sincerely,
--E. David Sierra, Chairman
San Jose GI Forum • • • • •
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Mercury News Fiestas Letter
May 3, 2004
Susan Goldberg
Exec. Editor & Vice President
San Jose Mercury News
750 Ridder Park Dr.
San Jose, CA 95190
Re: Coverage of Cinco de Mayo. SJ Mere.
Monday. May 3. 2004
Dear Ms. Goldberg:
Your article THOUSANDS FLOCK TO SAN
JOSE by Aaron C. Davis on page lB begins with
intelligent coverage of a traditional Latino event.
It should have ended with the 13th paragraph.
Instead, it goes on to relate events that occurred
miles away, in another part of the city (including

Eagle Menter
(Cont. from Pg 256)
right at his head. He caught it and came back to the
huddle, smirking "Ho, ho, ho, Six, Alex!"
The next time we had the football Alex again threw
him a long pass. Eagle caught it and ran about fifteen
yards into the end zone. TD No.2!
When we went on defense, Eagle chose to rest his
weary bones on the grass, not too far from the case of
beer we had brought to the game.
After he caught a third touchdown pass, he ran into
the end zone, threw the ball back over hishead and kept
running across the grass, across Santa Barbara Avenue
and to the bar he frequented. It was there that we found
him about an hour later, deep into his cups, talking to a
beautiful blonde girl he introduced to us.
"Carolyn is my niece," he said, holding her around
the waist and nuzzling her cheek.
"Yeah, she's nice," I smirked.
"Niece, David ... he said, "niece," Eagle reparteed,

a photo of police officers walking down the
street at 11 PM, hours (hours!) after the fiesta
ended at 6 pm.
At that point it could have, were you interested
in unbiased and accurate reporting, begun
another small article focusing on criminal
activity elsewhere in the city, including an
incident which happened a year ago! It leaves
us with the idea that the Fiestas Patrias celebration was somehow related to those criminal
activities.
How long after the Cinco de Mayo Fiesta
concludes are its sponsors responsible for what
goes on in the city?
Sincerely,
E. David Sierra and 17 others • • • • •

precisely interpreting my remark.
"Niece, my ass," muttered Alex as we went to a
table, leaving Eagle to visit with his gorgeous blonde
"niece".
If they were niece and uncle they really admired
each other because very shortly they were practically
seducing each other in a small leather upholstered booth
in a dark comer of the bar.

***

A few weeks later I had agreed to take Eagle to
Glendale to pick up his government disability check. He
told me that his mother was holding up his check until
the middle of the month and he wanted it at the beginning of the month. He wanted to go intercept the postman and get the check before the postman got to his
mother's house.
When I woke him up, Eagle was cuddled up in bed
with the gorgeous blonde he had introduced as his niece
in the bar on Santa Barbara Ave. When he saw me he said
simply, "As MacArthur said, I shall return!"

(Cont. on Pg 258)
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Eagle Menter
(Cont. from Pg 257)
''Why do you say that, Eagle?'' I asked.
''Well, I came a few minutes ago, that's the same as
returning isn't it?" he said. It made sense to him.
I told him I was ready to go any time he was. A few
minutes later the blonde got up, used our bathroom and
wiggled her pretty tail out of our room.
Eagle said he was ready to go, so we drove off to
Glendale.

We found the neighborhood where his mother
lived, and parked a few doors down, in the direction
he said the postman would be coming. He regaled me
with stories about his mother and why he wasn't
living at home.
"My mother thinks she is a high muckety muck, a
pillar of society," he smirked, "She thinks her shit don't
stink. She plays cards with some high society bitches at
our house and she doesn't want me around. She doesn't
want them to see that her son Bob, the former star at
Hoover High didn't go on to become a star in professional basketball, looks like a bum and stinks like a redassed baboon."
uddenly he stopped talking, opened the
car door, and was running toward the
postman crossing across somebody's lawn
and heading toward his mother's house. Eagle was out of
the car like a fart out of a rhino's ass. He tackled the
astounded postman and as the mail from his knapsack
scattered all over the lawn, Menter hollered like a
madman, "Give me my check, you sonofabitch! You're
in cahoots with that goddamned bitch! Give me my
check!"
Eagle continued to pummel the postman until a
neighbor who was out watering his lawn came to the
rescue, getting to the postman and Eagle before I did. As
the neighbor helped the postman to his feet and they
began to gather up the mail, I pulled Eagle to my car and
we got the hell out of Glendale.
"You silly bastard, don't you know that attacking a
postman is a federal offe1_1se? He's a federal employee!
Let's get the hell out of here!"
As I said before, Eagle was unpredictable. As we
drove home down the Pasadena Freeway, he asked me,
"How did you like the tackle I put on that Flip? Just like
I used to do at Hoover High School!" he crowed.

S

"Eagle, did you play football in high school?" I
asked, amazed that a skinny man like him had been a
gridder.
"David, I did everything in high school," he answered, amazed that I was even asking the question. "I
was a B.M.O.C. on the Hoover campus," he continued.
"You were a Big Man on Campus, Eagle?" I asked.
"Ho, ho, ho!" was his reply.
"Did you get a lot of pretty ass?" I asked.
"I was getting more than the toilet seat, David!" he
said, "ho, ho, ho!"

***

One time we were having Thanksgiving dinner at
the boarding house where we lived.
The owner had relatives visiting from Iowa. She had
also invited some elderly friends to come have their
Thanksgiving dinner with the fellows. Everyone was
enjoying the delicious meal. The guests were seated at
each table with the boarding house residents. A very
distinguished looking gentleman had finished his meal,
excused himself from our table and was standing near
the fireplace when Eagle approached him, put his finger
on the man's chest and said loudly, "You TRAITOR,
you're not Christine!"

The gentleman took the accusation in stride,
"Who's Christine?" he asked smiling innocently.
"That's the guy who went abroad and came back a
broad," Eagle replied, echoing the joke circulating around
the country at the time.
The accused didn't get it.
Eagle turned around, winked at us and ambled out of
the room with a muted "Ho, ho, ho, I shall return."
We held our laughter because we did not want to
embarrass the landlady's guest.
ith Eagle the whole world was a joke.
Sometimes I wondered if he really
was shell-shocked as the landlord had
said or Eagle was just playing a huge joke on the world,
telling it to kiss his ass, and living his life the way he
wanted to live it.
Sometimes, when we were lying in our beds he
would ask questions or start conversations that were
very serious. Our beds were separated by a clothes
closet. One of us would get up and take a chair near the
other one's bed and we would continue the conversation.
During those times I had the feeling that Menter

W

(Cont. on Pg 259)

259

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

Stoopid
Students
In January 2003, two fraternities from San Jose State
University met at Flickinger Park to resolve differences
between the groups by "duking it out" manoa mano.
The incident resulted in the death of one of the
students. Another was charged with assault with a
deadly weapon but as of January 2004 has not been
apprehended by the local police. The man disappeared.
Long Duy Tran, the suspect, is described as a Vietnamese male, 20 years of age, 5'5" tall, about 175 lbs.,
with brown eyes and black hair. He is said todrivea 1988

green Mazda MX-6 with
California
plates
4EGK192, according to
the San Jose M ercury
News.
ONE MAN'S COMMENT: If college-level
students, particularly
fraternity members,
cannot think of ways to
resolve their differences
by means other than
fighting, it seems to me
TRAN
that they have not
learned a damned thing
in all the years they have spent getting an education.
If they were not ALL expelled from school, they
should have been.

Honesty
To make your children capable of honesty is the beginning of
education.
--John Ruskin

Eagle Menter
(Cont. from Pg 258)
wasn't sick. He was very intelligent and very comfortable with who he was. He was aware, for instance, that
his mother didn't want him around her house and he
knew exactly why.

T

hou g h we liv ed just a few miles
from Glendale he said he had
never made any effort to contact any of the
guys he had gone to school with.
"They can all kiss my ass," he said, brushing off old
acquaintances with that simple statement.
"How about the girls, Eagle?" I asked.
"The only one I really cared about married some
high muckety muck whose father owned a furniture
factory. The other ones can kiss my ass too! They owe
it to me, I screwed theirs!" he chortled.
Eagle never cared for Les, our car salesman/cook
who prepared our breakfast. Some guys were always

bitching about the breakfast. I would tell them to go out
and eat if they didn't like it. Why spoil it for everyone by
bitching about it. I happen to like eating breakfast. 1
would eat breakfast three times a day sometimes, that's
how much I liked potatoes and eggs.
One morning Eagle asked Les how tall he was. Les
stood up straight and said, "Ah'm six foot three and a
quarter inches, Bob."
Eagle looked at me and said, "I didn't know they
could stack shit that high,'' but he said it loud enough
for Les to hear it. Not original, but a put down
nonetheless. It went off Les's back like water off a
duck's ass.
Eagle once asked Les if he had ever considered
looking for a job as a cook somewhere other than the
boarding house. Les replied that he had not.
"You really think I'm that good?" the good natured
Texan asked, grinning from ear to ear.
"I didn't say you were good," Eagle replied, "l

(Cont. on Pg 260
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If The World
If the world consisted
of only 100 people,
70 of them would be unable to read,
and only one
would have a college education.
Over 50 would be suffering
from malnutrition,
and over 80 would live
in what we call
substandard housing.
Only 6 of those 100 residents
would be .Am.ericans.
These 6 would have 1/2 of the world's income,
and the other 94 would exist on the other half.
Is that the reason the world expects m.ore
of us than they do other nations in the world?
Think about it.

Eagle Menter
(Cont. from Pg 259)
thought maybe it would give us a chance to try
someone else's cooking. Also, it might save lives," he
said.
"Ho, ho, ho," he said as he gave us the middle finger
and ambled out the door.
The last time I saw Eagle Menter was on a rainy
Saturday afternoon. I invited him to go to the movies
with me, promising to go have a beer with him at the bar
on Santa Barbara Street later in the afternoon. We went
downtown to the United Artists theater on Broadway. In
the middle of the feature film, he tapped my arm slightly,
got up, whispered something about going to the bath-

room and carefully walked past me and up the aisle.

I never saw him again. He did not come
back to the house. Never picked up his clothes.
Did not contact the landlady. Just disappeared. His mother came by the house, asked
me some questions, but ofcourse I did nothave
the answers.
For a few weeks I looked for him at some of his old
haunts, the bars along Santa Barbara A venue, some
down on south Broadway, and along Main Street in the
downtown area around the Greyhound bus depot, but no
Eagle. I think of him occasionally and still wonder what
happened to him. • • • • • •
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Jose Martinez, Harry Delizonna and David
--Mercury News Photo by AI Magazu.

SER's Jose Ma tinez takes on
Mayor Janet Gray Hayes
July 27, 1978

I

Jose Martinez, Director of Project SER, had deo~ded
to back his good friend Al Garza in his campaign for
Mayor of San Jose against the incumbent Jane t Gray
Hayes.
Hayes retaliated by calling for an investi gati n of
the SER program for alleged financial mismanageJent.
Martinez answered by calling a press conferende on
Thursday, July 27, 1978 and accusing the mayor df attacki ng him to get at A1 Garza, her mayoral opponent.
My friend Jack Ellwanger asked me to participa e in
the event. The GI Forum and LULAC were co-sponsors of the local project.
Supervisor Rod Diridon and Santa Clara Councilwoman Auralee Street joined in the charges agai nst SER.
11

A person is allowed a few mistakes, 11 Jose told
the press conference, "and I made a mistake four
years ago when I supported her for Mayor.
"In her desperate zeal to get re-elected, she has permanently damaged the relationship between private industry and federally supported manpower programs."

"Four years ago I played an instrumental role in Mrs.
Hayes' election," he said, "Then she grew oblivious to
the needs of those who had expressed their hopes for a
better quality of life."

Martinez called Hayes' accusations a simple case
of political intimidation.
"I blame Mayor Hayes because I feel she was the
one who leaked the information to the press," he said
about an article wh ich had appeared in the San Jose
Mercury News.
Mrs. Hayes denied being the source of the leak to
the local rag.
Joining Martinez at the press conference were hi
attorney, Harry Delizonna; and David Sierra, Chairman
of San Jose GI Forum.
The Chairman read a prepared statement supporting Martinez and ended his remarks with an emphatic
"MARTINEZSI, HAYES NO !", and a vigorous thumbdown gesture.
EDITOR'S NOTES: A hard political lesson was
learned here. You Mexicans are alright, just stay out of
(Cont. on Pg 262)
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GI Forum Politics:

Broken Windows at Vida Nueva
July 18, 1998

T

wo Vida Nueva residents were out on a
weekend pass. They relapsed, meaning they
went to a cocktail lounge and had a few
drinks with some female acquaintances. After closing
time, for some reason, they decided to return to the house
instead of going to their respective homes.
One of the residents was driving his uncle's late
model Cadillac. He was very drunk so he allowed his
friend to drive the car back to the house. After the owner
of the Cadillac went to bed the other resident left the
house and drove out to meet the females at their home.
Then he came back to VN and left the car keys with our
staff member, a recent hire.
Later the drunk resident got up and demanded the
keys to his car. The Vida Nueva staff member refused to
give them to him. The angry resident picked up chairs

Martinez vs. Hayes
(Cont. from Pg 261)
the political arena, which is OUR realm.
If there were things wrong with SER's fiscal management, they were there also during most of Mayor
Hayes' administration. The lesson we learned is that as
long as you don't come after MY lunch, I don't care
what you do!

A few years later Jose ran for a seat in the California State Assembly, and the end of SER was in
sight. His wife took a seat on the SER board, apparently to babysit the situation for him. After failing
to win election, he came back to guide the agency
again. Mistake No. 1. Then he went into the restaurant business, while still directing the SER program.
Mistake No.2.
Eventually Jose served time in prison, as we understand it, then was released and returned to the community.

I admired Jose Martinez then, for what he did
for the Chicano community, and I admire him now•

•••••

and broke the large front windows. By the time the staff
member (inexperienced in dealing with these situations)
had reacted, the resident had taken out 12 windows.

The staff member called the police, who arrested
the resident and took him to jail.
The following morning, Sunday, I came to work and
saw all the broken windows. I read the Incident Reports.

A few minutes after 9 AM, the resident's uncle
showed up to claim the car. I told the man that he
would not get the keys to his car until he paid for the
windows his nephew had broken. He agreed, and
gave me $50 as a down payment, asked me to figure
out how much the damage would cost to repair, and
give him a call, and he would pay for all the damage
done by his nephew.
e gave him a receipt for the fifty dollars
and put the money and the Vida Nueva
copy of the receipt in our strong box.
Then the man asked me if he could have the name and
phone number of our Director. I gave him Abel Cota's
number. Mr. Cotacalled a half hour later and ordered me
to return the man's keys. I did. We have never seen the
man again.

W

QUESTION: Why did Mr. Cota get involved in a situation that we had under control?
We had a down payment on repairing the windows, and a promise to pay the rest when we
gave him an estimate of the cost of fixing the
windows. THEN, the man would get the keys to
his Cadillac.
If Mr. Cota had let us handle it, we could have
ascertained the cost of the broken windows plus labor to
replace them, and the man would have paid for the
damage.
Instead, San Jose GI Forum paid for all the damage.
WHY? I do not know.
Sometimes people exercise authority simply because they have it. Maybe that's what happened here, we
do not know and will probably never find out.

•••••
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A Night in Los Angeles
EDITOR'S NOTE: Hank Coca, San Jose businessman and an active supporter of many community
organizations, including the San Jose GI Forum, related
a story to me that I found very hard to believe. But it was
true. He had been arrested on June 23, 1970 by the Los
Angeles Police Department at L.A. Airport. Unjustifiably, he thought. So he did what most lawe abiding
Americans would do. He retained an attorney and decided to file a lawsuit against the City of Los Angeles
and its Police Department. I wrote about it for THE
FOR UMBER and for EL EXCENTRICO magazine.
Coca wanted people to know what had happened to
him and hopefully prevent it happening to someone else.
And I was happy to help him out.

I wrote the following in THE FORUMEER:
(SAN JOSE, CALIFORNIA)-- Businessman Hank
Coca, through his attorney, Bernard Allard, has filed a
$1,050,000 suit in Los Angeles County Superior Court
against the County of Los Angeles, the City of Los
Angeles, and Hertz Corporation.
He doesn't like the treatment he received from either
of these entities and intends to do something about it.

ARRIVAL IN LOS ANGELES

0

n Tuesday evening, June 23, 1970, at about
9:20PM Coca arrived at Los Angeles Inter
national Airport on a PSA flight from San
Jose, intending to take care of some business matters
that evening and then meet his wife and children and his
brother and sister-in-law for a day at Disneyland.
The next few hours, a series of occurrences left Coca
wondering just what kind of world he lives in.

A BUSINESSMAN
Hank Coca is a member of the American GI Forum,
the Lions Club, the California Retail Furniture Dealers
Association, and contributes very readily to many civic
organizations in Santa Clara County. He has received
certificates of appreciation from the county Juvenile

Probation Department, the American GI Forum, and
many other organizations thanking him for his involvement on behalf of the people of his community.
He owns Furniture Discount House, a thriving retail
furniture outlet in downtown San Jose, and branch stores
in Salinas and Fresno.

'FAULTY' LICENSE
oca's unhappy experiences began at the
Hertz Car rental counter at Los Angeles
Airport. Trying to rent a car for his stay in
southern California he was turned down because an
eagle-eyed clerk discovered that his California driver's
license did not show an expiration date. Probably just a
clerical error at the Dept. of Motor Vehicles in Sacramento, right? Take care of it as soon as possible, right?
WRONG.
"I never noticed it before," Coca said, "It must have
come that way from Sacramento."
Although Coca rents his delivery vans from Hertz
and does about $20,000 worth of business with Hertz
annually (and carries two Hertz credit cards) he was
denied rental of a Hertz car because of the 'incomplete'
driver's license. Coca asked the clerk to call the manager. The manager appeared and said, "I wouldn't rent a
car to you either."
Still patient and trying to act rationally, Coca then
went to a nearby telephone to contact Hertz's Fresno
office so that the manager could confmn his identity, he
could rent a car, and be on his way.

C

ENTER THE POLICE
While in the process of getting his call through, A
Los Angeles police officer walked up behind him,
rapped him vigorously on the shoulder with his nightstick (???) and in his best Jack Webb manner said
tersely, "Hang it up!"
Coca thought the officer was kidding.
"Wait a minute," he protested, "I'm paying for this
call, and I have my party already."
Coca thought maybe some friend of his was in the
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terminal and using the officer to play a joke on him.
Unfortunately, it was no joke.
A BLUE ARMY
Apparently Los Angeles police officers multiply
faster than rabbits because very shortly there were three
officers on hand to deal with the "dangerous" Mr. Coca.
At this point Hank showed the officers at least a dozen
credit cards he carries, trying to convince the officers
that he was not a hood. (Bank of America courtesy card,
BankAmericard, Pacific Telephone credit card, Hyatt
House, Air West, Hertz (2 cards), V alcar, Pacific Southwest Airlines, Carte Blanche, Diners Club, American
Express, Standard Oil, Sahara-Las Vegas, Harvey's
Lake Tahoe, Playboy Club).

MIAMI?
"When did you get in from Miami?" one of the
officers asked.
"Miami?" Coca was dumfounded.
e attempted to show the officers his
~irline . ticket clearly showing he had
JUSt arnved from San Jose via PSA. The
officers apparently weren't going to have their heads
mixed up with any facts at this stage, and refused his
kind offer.

H

HUMILIATION
At this point, after approximately 100 persons had
gathered to witness Los Angeles' finest making an arrest
and doing their level best (within the limits of their
intelligence and capabilities) to curb ALL crime in their
jurisdiction, a Police Sergeant arrived.
"Take him in," he commanded.
Coca was handcuffed (You'll have to believe this),
surrounded by six officers, and with the Sergeant leading the way, was marched the length of the terminal and
across the street to the Police Station at the airport.
(Police just don't take any chances with Mexicans in Los
Angeles these days. You understand).
Dum-de-dum-dum!!!
HANDCUFFED TOTABLE
At the police station Coca asked the officers to let
him contact his wife, who was waiting for his call.
Request refused.
Coca asked if he could contact his attorney. Request
refused. "You are not under arrest, you are merely being
detained," he was told.
He was handcuffed to a table for approximately 2-11
2 hours to prevent his escape. (Please believe this!!!).
One of the officers frantically looked through a

Behaviour
The sum of behaviour is to retain

a man's own dignity, without intruding upon the liberty ofothers.
--Francis Bacon

larger book and commented, "THERE MUST BE
SOMETHING WE CAN BOOK TillS GUY ON!"
"You stole these credit cards!"
Very clever. One of them even has Mr. Coca's
picture on it.
The officer got on the phone, then looked up and
asked Coca, "You a Mexican?"
"Yes," answered Hank.
"Yeah! Another dirty Mex!" the officer commented
to the person on the other end of the line.
The officer probably had the wrong idea all this
time. He probably should have been looking at himself
in the mirror and wondering out loud how in hell he
EVER became a police officer.
either of the officers took the time to tell
him what his rights are while under arrest
nor did they attempt to check the validity of
his driver's license with Sacramento. (Time 'em to see
how long it takes next time a patrolman pulls YOU
over!).
At about 12:30 AM one of the goons (well, how
would YOU more lucidly describe them?) told Coca,
"Okay, let's go. We're going to book you," and manipulated Coca's hands with his phallic symbol.
OH, OH, MAYBE •••
Outside the station an officer, by now probably
beginning to realize that he hadn't arrested just another
'dumb Mex', commented, "You Mexican son-of-a-bitch,
I wish you'd start running! Then I could kill you or beat
the shit out of you! I could book you for resisting arrest,
assaulting an officer, anything!"
Coca refused to panic.

N

HELP WANTED!
At this point, maybe deciding that a complicated
case like this one required far more intelligence than
they possessed, the officers decided to take Coca to a
police station in Venice.
On their way to Venice the police came upon an
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We've Lost Our Heart
With the passing of Pedro Gonzalez, one of the real
old timers in the San Jose Chapter, American GI Forum,
the organization lost its heart.
Not figuratively.
Literally.
Pete was the guy who used to send sympathy cards
to members whose relatives passed away.
He was the one who went around to see members
whom he knew were sick. He would find out through the
grapevine, and somehow, make time in his daily schedule, to go around and see those members. It made you
feel good to see his smiling face at your door, bringing
you the lastest gossip, and catching you up with all your
questions about other GI Forum members.
Now he is gone. And no one does that. We are sadder
because of it. It is as if a big chunk has been taken out of
our hear t. We are a less sympathetic and caring organization because of it.
Pete Gonzalez is very much missed by us. All of us.
We are heartless ... and it hurts. • • • • •

A Night in Los Angeles
(Cont. from Pg 264)
accident and stopped. The driver of the car got out to
help direct traffic around the accident. One of the accident victims was told to sit down and when he didn't
react instantly to the order, was struck viciously with the
point of his nightstick in the stomach. (Phallic fantasy?
Wi shful thinking? Sadistic? Sick?). The victim, apparently in shock, appeared to pass out from the force of the
blow. (S tandard LAPD procedure?).
"How come you hit him?" an officer asked the one
who had struck the accident victim.
"Because he wouldn't sit down, " replied the driver of
the police car.

A HUMANE OFFICER
When Coca and the patrolmen arrived at the Ven ice
substation he was confronted by yet another officer.
Displaying a bit more intelligence, understanding of
the rights of a citizen, and with a more humane approach
to his job as a servant of the taxpayers, this officer asked
Coca for his name and address.
"When did you get your last citation from the police?" he asked.
"A few months ago, speeding on the Bayshore
Freeway," Coca replied.
The officer then returned to a small windowless
office and bellowed, "YOU ASS HOLES! LET HIM
GO!"

(Cont. on Pg 266)
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A Night in Los Angeles
It was approximately 3:30 AM, Wednesday morning, June 24th, when Hank Coca was finally free to
proceed once again as a card-carrying Free American
Citizen. Bent but not beaten.
rown face, bilingual, successful in busi
ness, community leader, and harrassed
by Los Angeles police officers, but FREE
nonetheless.
At this point the driver of the car, the sadistic one,
said to Mr. Coca, "The Chief said I could book you or let
you go. I think you're a nice guy so I am going to let you
go.''
The other officer said, "Can we drop you off anywhere, Mr. Coca?"
Coca was taken back to the Airport Police Station
and the officers said they would have to retain his
driver's license. Coca asked for a receipt. Reluctantly
they gave him one.

wrong.
REASONABLE CAUSE TO BELIEVE HE WAS
DOING SOMETHING WRONG.
Why?Because he has been blessed by his maker
with brown eyes, black hair, and brown skin?
Because he communicates with his fellow man in
two languages.
Because he is, and acts like a successful businessman?
Because he flies in and out of Los Angeles several
times a month?
Because Judge GeraldS. Chargin once implied from
the Santa Clara County Superior Court bend that "Mexicans are animals" and Los Angeles police officers believe it?
Because they wanted to "have a little fun" on a slo\Y
night and didn't think the brown-faced man had the
courage to stand up for his rights and fight back?
Coca's legal counsel believes that the experience has
been "devastatingly harmful" to Hank Coca.
To this reporter he appeared to be unusually high
strung and deeply bothered by the incident.

REASONABLE CAUSE

ASK YOURSELF

"The only thing wrong with Hank Coca is the color
of his skin," says attorney Bernard Allard of San Jose.
The former Notre Dame track star said he has received
answers from all three parties being sued by Coca. All
their replies sing the same tune: We had reasonable
cause to believe that Mr. Coca was doing something

sk yourself the question. If Hank Coca,
respectable businessman and commu
nity leader is arrested, handcuffed and escorted from the Los Angeles Airport by SEVEN OFFICERS; is denied the right to call his wife or attorney;
is denied the privilege (and at this juncture, in Los
Angeles, it has to be deemed just that) of proving his
identity; is roughed up by officers while handcuffed; is
called a "Mexican son-of-a-bitch" and many other things'
is told to start running so the officer can have an excuse
to murder him OR "beat the shit out of him" (are you still
there, reader?), WHAT HAPPENS TO JUAN
GONZALEZ OR PEDRO RAMIREZ, Mexican Americans who don't have 15 credit cards, a successful business, and can't afford an attorney?
Ponder this question: IS THERE JUSTICE FOR
MEXICAN AMERICANS IN CALIFORNIA?

(Cont. from Pg 265)
FREE AT LAST!

B

Face the Facts
You must talk facts,
you must name names,
you must impute motives.
You must say
what is in your mind.
if you are not strong enough
to face the issue
in private life,
do not dream that you
can do anything
in public affairs.
--John Jay Chapman, 1900

A

***

As we write these words in September, 2004,
Mr. Coca continues running a very successful
business in downtown San Jose.
His attorney, Bernard Allard, has a law office
on Almaden Boulevard in downtown San Jose .

••••

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

Remember
The
Veterans
by
E. David Sierra

San Jose GI Forum
Veterans Day, 2004

Let's remember our country's veterans
on that special November day,
whose date is set aside
so we can gratefully say,

Thank you, brave veterans
for all you have done
for the battles you've fought
and those you have won.
You manned the ramparts
at Midway and Wake
and waited for the foe
aware what was at stake.
On eight, twelve, forty-two
You beached at Guadalcanal
to start the road back
from the Pearl Harbor hell
You braved the Kamikazes
on the decks of Lexington
and shook your blooded fists
at planes diving from the sun.

You stormed the Marianas
taking islands one by one,
remembering Pearl Harbor
and the March to Cabanatuan.
You took Guam and Okinawa
and bloody Tinian,
and braved the tides of Tarawa
and the carnage at Saipan.
They charged at you screaming
waving their sharpened swords
but you bravely stood your
ground
and repelled the banzaid hordes.
You assaulted Iwo Jima
leaving blood over the corals,
Twenty-one Medals of Honor
attest to your deserved laurels.
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You flew the massive twenty-nines
to the land of the rising sun,
eight hours in the air,
coming back, one by one.
You braved the angry seas
on the windswept Bay of Biscay
while the world knelt in prayer
on that date now known as D-Day.
You won admiration
for the Home of the Brave
when you landed at Normandy
with nations to save.

You flew the Liberators
from your base at Lakenheath
and mourned your fallen comrades
in their caskets topped with wreath.

You jumped out of transports
with a pack on your back,
Down out of the darkness,
spearheading the attack.

Your bombers went to Bremerhaven,
Essen, Schweinfurt and Berlin
and dropped hell from the heavens
the worst they'd ever seen.

With tankers you rode
to The Bulge's muddy fronts
to confront the ominous Panzers
and save our frozen Grunts.

From North Africa you flew
to the oil fields at Ploesti
braving fighters all the way
and flak aptly described as nasty.

You fought in the Tuscany forests,
through ferocious, freezing rains,
and took Monte Cassino
paying dearly for your gains.

You landed bravely at Inchon
near the 38th parallel
and will remember it forever
as the day you arrived in hell

You marched proudly into Paris
and paused to wine and dine,
Then slogged on to Remagen
and the breaching of the Rhine.

You heard the threatening bugles
intimidating in the night
And fixed your sharpened bayonets
for the next ferocious fight.
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Later, you answered the call
to a land the grunts called 'Nam
They knew they could depend
on a friendly Uncle Sam.

We think of the saddened mothers
dressed in funereal black,
mourning sons that went to war,
and are never coming back.

You walked through steaming
jungles,
forded swiftly flowing streams
Thinking always of back home
and that girl of your dreams.

We recall the saddened parents
who gave their country a son
and got back the stars and stripes
when the eulogies were done.

We have gone to The
Traveling Wall,
knelt and prayed and softly cried,
though we never knew the names
of most of those who died.
We remember Freddie Nufiez,
Pat Vasquez, and Pilar Cuellar too
whose names are on The Wall,
they're the only ones we knew.
We remember the captured fliers
harboring their rages,
deprived of their precious freedom,
locked in wire and concrete cages.
We remember the grieving parents
and their teenaged Marine son
who made the supreme sacrifice
when the foe besieged Khe Sanh.
We think of the lonely widows
and the children that they had,
who'll grow up never knowing
the love of their fallen dad.

We remember the many soldiers
who marched out to meet the foe
and thank our God in heaven
that we didn't have to go.
We salute our country's veterans
who served their nation well,
As they marched behind Old Glory
through the battlefields of hell.
So, thank you, brave veterans
each and every one
who answered your country's call
and got the job Well Done.

--E. David Sierra
(All rights reserved)
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Si o No?
E. David Sierra
Editorial, THE LEADER
August 1988

F

REE ADVICE -- Nobody asked me but

we are going to dispense some free
advice to our new SJ GI Forum board
members.
1. We do not expect you to be instant
experts on everything in which SJ GI Forum is
involved. But we do expect you to be interested. If you do not know, or understand
something, ask questions. Still don't understand it? Keep asking questions. Get answers.
Don't let anyone tell you that "by now, you
should KNOW that."
Just reply calmly, that you are a slow
learner, perhaps, but you still want to know
blah, blah, blah. You represent the general
membership on the board, not yourself or
anyone else. Your obligation is to the rank and
file members. Don't EVER forget that.
2. Learn how to say NO. Don't feel guilty
about not being able to help everyone who
comes to the board meeting seeking financial
aid for their latest pet project. Don't feel guilty.
Remember that they are asking for GI Froum
funds, not your personal money. If you have
guilt feelings, make them a personal donation.
Act sagely.
Elections are a popularity contest.
You will hear skeptics say that. It is
true. But remember whom you represent. Besides being one of our most popular
members, we think you are one of our most
intelligent, able to make decisions which will
move our organization fotward. For the moment, you are being entrusted to responsibly
cany on a 40-year legacy of responsibly sexving our community. Don't disappoint us.
4. Be yourself. If you are inquisitive, continue being that. If you are aggressive, don't
change. Your fellow board members reflect the
leadership that we wanted when we were

3

.

polled on May 1. Don't look back. Don't listen
to those who may tell you that "this is the way
we have always done it." DARE TO BE DIFFERENT. That is progress.
5. In the immediate future we are going to
need the best leadership we have ever had in
our history. There are going to be lots of tough
decisions to make. Remember, there are no
experts.

Do the best you can. Act so that 10,
20, 30 years from now, you won't have
to apologize for your decisions. • • • • •

Wrong Flag.
Get tile right one, viejal
A friend of mine lives in the northern part of San
Jose , next door to a Vietnamese family who proudly
display the flag of Vietnam from a flagpole on the roof
of their home.
AMexicano, not long arrived from his native Mexico,
who lived across the street complained to my friend,
"Who the hell does that Vietnamese think he is, flying
that Commie flag? If he likes it so much in Vietnam, why
doesn't he go back to where he came from?"
The Mexicano hadn't bother to peruse the U.S.
Constitution, of course, which gives any person the right
to fly any flag they damned well please on their property.
o, the Mexicano went out and got himself a
big American flag, bigger than the Vietnam
ese flag flying across the street. A few days
after he began flying his American flag, my friend asked
him why he was flying it like that, that it was not right
(upside down, but he didn't mention that to his neighbor).
About that time the Mexicano's wife was backing
her car out of the driveway, going out to do some
shopping, and the Mexicano hollered to her from across
the street, "Vieja, get another American flag! That one
is no good! Get the right one this time!"
As God is my witness. • • • • •

S
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ard knew he was classified 1-A and knew that a hitch in
the U.S. Army stood between him and the sedate life he
wanted to live with his beautiful girlfriend Vera.
"Vera was my neighbor," he said, "I liked her very
much and I did not want to lose her if I went in the
Army. I knew I was going to have to go in, so we eloped
to Yuma and got married," he smiles.
This tribute to one of San Jose GI Forum's Finest is
On Dec. 7, 1941 the Japanese attacked Pearl Harlono-0 overdue. It is time to let an outstanding member
bor and the world erupted in flames. Sure enough. Uncle
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El Fotografo de las Estrellas
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to work as a plumber in S tockton. He had done some
plumbing in Brawley before entering the service and
wanted to get away from farm work. He had also begun
pursuing a hobby he picked up in the army, taking photographs of his friends as they attended social events.
Shortly thereafter, an uncle persuaded him to join
his labor contracting company working the tomato fields
near Tracy.
"I worked like a dog, " he remembers. "It was very
hot. I was counting boxes of tomatoes day and night,
and making sure everyone was doing what they were
supposed to do. We went to work way before the sun
came up and got home very late at night. And then the
next day, it was more of the same. There was no rest
during the tomato season. All week, Saturdays, Sundays, holidays. It was work, work, work, and more work.
All we did was work, eat, sleep, and work some more,"
he remembers.
After one summer in the blistering heat of the
tomato fields, the plumbing business looked very
good, so he went back to cutting and joining pipes.
He enrolled in an apprenticeship program in Stockton. "I was the only Chicano," he recalls, "there were a
lot of prejudiced people in the trade. It was hard to get
promotions and get ahead."
ichard's mother moved to San Jose. He
and Vera used to vi~it her and liked the
area very much, so m 1952 he and Vera
moved here from Stockton.
Almost immediately he joined other fellow veteran in Memory Post 399 of the American Legion. The
post sponsored wrestling matches at the San Jose Civic
Auditorium and he began going to the matches and taking photographs, and interviewing the wrestlers. The
post commander urged him to find an Hispanic publication which wou ld print his pictures so they could
market the wrestling matches to Hispanic fans.
He went to see Humberto Garcia who was publishing a Spanish-English magazine aptly named EL
EXCENTRlCO.
Richard proposed to cover the wrestling matches every
two weeks and bring photos and copy to Garcia to publish in the magazine. El Excentrico also had social clubs
in San Jose who wrote columns about their club's acli vi ties in exchange for collating and stapling the magazine, a project which took about four to six hours. It
eemed like a fair exchange to the clubs and it certainly
provided Garcia with lots of free labor.

R

Mexican film star Antonio Aguilar, left, visits with Richard Diaz, San Jose photographer, during a visit to the Garden City in mid1970.

Soon thereafter, Garcia called Richard on a Saturday morning to ask him if he could go to a dance at the
Rainbow Ballroom which was featuring the famed
Maria Felix, a tempestous Mexican actress. Richard
jumped at the opportunity, took his pictures, submitted
them to El Excentrico M agazine, and as the story goes,
it was history.
Garcia dubbed him "El Fotografo de Las
Estrellas," printed him some business cards, and Richard Diaz was on his way.
We asked him which celebrity he had photographed
which interested him the most. "That's easy," he smiled,
"Selena."
"You met and photographed Selena?" we asked,
amazed.
"Yes. She was here. At the San Jose Arena. She was
a ve1y nice person. Very down to earth. You felt like
you had known her for a long time. Muy amable!" he
fondly remembers the late Tex-Mex singer.
"Which of the people you have photographed do
you know the best?" he was asked.
"Lucha Villa," he answered. "I started a fan club for
her. I was the President. She was very nice to all of the
members. She took a picture with each one of us. We
once held a barbeque for her at the Santa Clara County
Fairgrounds."
"What don't most people know about entertainers?"
we asked.
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Pledging a Fraternity
Sigma Phi Nu, Woodbury College, L.A., 1953

T

hirty young men had been
selected by the active members of Sigma Phi Nu Fraternity,
Woodbury College, to pledge the fraternity. That
meant that we had been culled from an initial
invitees list of over 100 men and chosen to try to
prove that we deserved to be brothers of Sigma
Phi Nu.On a warm Tuesday evening in March we
approached the door of Bancroft Hall, in the northern
part of Los Angeles, to attend our frrst pledge meeting.
We had no idea what we were getting into, but expectations were high. At the door we were greeted by the
fraternity pledgemaster, big, burly Barton Mulligan.

Richard Diaz
(Cont. from Pg 272)
Diaz replied, "The people don't remember that when
the entertainer arrives in town, most of the time, through
no fault of their own, they are running late. They have
to go rehearse, sometimes right up to the minute the
show is supposed to start. But they have to change into
their stage clothes and the show starts late, and everybody gets upset.
The public doesn't understand that it isn't the
entertainer's fault. Sometimes promoters bring an entertainer into the area and they also book them into
Fresno, Salinas, San Francisco, Sacramento, or Stockton and they have to shuttle back and forth between
shows. It can get hectic!" he said.
Mr. Diaz worked for many years for Purdy Plumbing before he retired.
Richard and his wife Vera celebrated 57 years of
wedded bliss on Sunday, Feb. 28. "How did you celebrate?" he was asked.
"Just me, Vera, and few friends. We went to dinner," he stated in his usual quiet manner.
Richard Diaz was among the very first members to

"Come on in!" he said, greeting each of us with a
used-car-dealer smile, and a hearty handshake. He
handed each of us a piece of paper and a pencil and
said, "Fill in every blank and then just sit there and
be quiet. If you're chewing gum, spit it out!"
We took the papers, found seats in the large room,
and began talking excitedly.
"Shut the damned hell UP, pledges! Don't you people
understand English? DO WHAT YOU WERE TOLD
TO DO ... and NOTHING ELSE!", he screamed.
Cliff Brooks looked at me and smiled. The rest of
the guys just sat there, bent over their papers, the
pencils moving to and fro as they hurried to do what

(Cont. on Pg 274)

join San Jose GI Forum. Since then he has been covering just about every social and business function we
have held. He has donated hundreds of photographs to
our chapter which chronicle our history from the day it
began to the present.
He has attended every American GI Forum state and
national convention that has taken place in SC County,
most of them as the designated Official Photographer.
He has been the official photographer of Vida Nueva's
Barrio Alcohol/Drugs Conference for the past eight
years.
It is hard to think of anyone whom he has NOT photographed. His has truly been a life of service to San
Jose GI Forum, and to the Santa Clara County community. No man ever gave so much to so many. • • • • •

Character
Reputation is what others perceive you to be. Character is what
you are.
--John Wooden
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Pledging a Frat
(Cont. from Pg 273
they had been told by Mr. Mulligan.
The paper was a questionnaire. The fraternity wanted
a lot of information about its new charges.
Name: E. David Hill
Age: 19
Born: Yes
Place of Birth: Hollywood, Calif.
Date: June 6, 1934
Education: Woodpile High School, 1952 graduate.
Any other college attended: No.
Major in this college: Journalism.
Play sports: No.
Play musical instrument: Harp. (This was my idea
of a joke!)

Why do you want to pledge Sigma Phi Nu: I like
the people in it. Believe that they aspire to be Number
One in everything, and that is what I want. Enjoy
sense of camaraderie in the group. Girls at the college mixers said that Sigma Phi Nu was the best
"Greek" group on campus.
After we fmished filling in the blanks, Brooks and I
exchanged papers, first making sure that Mulligan wasn't
looking at us. I got a charge out of the way he had
answered the last question on the sheet. It is the best,
period, is what the diplomatic Brooks wrote. Kiss ass, I
thought.

Mac's Cock ails

Equality
It is all one to me if a man comes from
Sing Sing or Harvard. We hire a man,
not his history.
--Henry Ford

After all the pledges had arrived, and fdled in
their questionnaires, the door was locked and we
were told to line up, in single file, and place one hand
on the right shoulder of the man immediately in front
of us.
"I am going to repeat again what we've been telling
you guys all along," Mulligan began, "Anyone that
doesn't want to pledge Sigma Phi Nu can leave right now
and no one will ever say anything about it. From here on,
you will do as you are told. You will not smile, grin, or
make faces. You will greet no one and smile at no one!
In short, you know no one and will not recognize anyone
you see no matter who they are. You will not speak
unless spoken to and only when you hear your own
name!"
Suddenly the lights went out and we heard a door
behind us open and then the shuffling of feet as some
persons walked up and stood behind us.
"OK.AY, put the Sig Phi blindfolds on!" Mulligan
said.
At his command the man behind each pledge slipped
a blindfold over our eyes and tied it securely behind our
heads. Then the column of pledges began to move
slowly forward. No one dared make a sound. We heard
a door open and a hand grabbed me around the elbow
and the man it belonged to said softly, "Just keep
walking. I'll tell you where to turn."
A few moments later we heard Mulligan say, 0K,
pledges, you can take the blindfolds off now."
I had to laugh! The so-called blindfolds were nothing more than women's sanitary napkins, henceforth to
be known as Sig Phi blindfolds.
"What's so goddam funny?" Mulligan growled, standing in front of the group with a large plywood paddle in
his meaty hand. All signs of mirth left our faces. The
active members stood at attention behind the pledges.
"The picnic is over, men!" Mulligan continued,
"Pledging has officially begun ... OH! ... you guys can
move up here," he addressed the active members who
11
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San Jose GI Forum
newsletter article:
March, 1989
In downtown San Jose, next to Sal
& Luigi's Restaurant -- the sign reads

MAC'S Cock ails. I dunno about you,
buddy, but if MY rooster was sick, I
damned sure wouldn't buy a neon
sign to advertise it!

(Cont. on Pg 275)
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If Any Channels Call ••••
Some San Jose GI Forum members were beginning to suspect that our Chairman, Victor Garza, had lost
touch with reality. Sometimes he sounded like he thought
the moon and stars revolved around his ass. An example:
On a Saturday morning, one day prior to the Fiestas
Patrias, Joe G. Lopez and I were in the GI Forum
building on Alum Rock A venue.
Chairman Victor Garza came in, picked up some
papers, and was going out the door when the everinquisitive Joe G. asked him where he was going.

viewing me about the Fiestas Patrias!"
Garza started to walk out the door, then came
back and said, "If any other channels want to talk to
me, tell them that I'll be at City Hall!"

EDITOR'S NOTE: After Victor walked
out the door I reminded Joe G. Lopez to follow
the chairman's orders explicitly, .... "Just

Channels, not individuals ••• just Channels!''

"To City Hall," he said, "Channel 11 is inter-

Intellectual Thinking
A man kills his neighbor. People of limited intelligence will discuss how it happened.
People of higher intelligence will ask why it happened. Intellectuals will discuss how
it might have been prevented.

Pledging a Frat
(Cont. from Pg 274)
were standing behind us. They moved quickly into
chairs set up auditorium-style in front of a small stage.
I took a quick count, there must have been at least one
hundred actives and alumni members, many of whom
we had not met.

The pledges took seats in the rear of the room.
Each of them had a very grim look on their face. Bad
news for us? We would f"md out soon enough.
"You men are here tonight," Mulligan intoned, "because we deemed you worthy to TRY and become one
of us. If that sounds like a challenge, let it. That is what
is intended. Getting into this fraternity involves a helluva
lot more than just meeting our members, telling us you
want to pledge and wearing a blue and gold beanie
around the school for eight weeks ... a LOT MORE! It's
going to be rough, men, I'm not going to make any bones
about it.
When I was elected Pledgemaster of Sigma Phi Nu

six months ago I promised the guys that we would have
the roughest pledge season in this fraternity's history and
goddamit, that's what it's going to be. I am not a liar! I
intend to keep my word. And there's over 100 brothers
here to see me get started on you!
"If you're good enough to take everything we are
going to dish out, then you're gonna find yourself
welcomed into this outfit with open arms. We'll be glad
to have you be one of us, wear our fraternity jacket, and
share our traditions.
Someone loudly interjected, "Andthatg-o-o-dSigma
pussy, too!"
The actives and alums roared with laughter!
"All of you remember that first rush party you went
to six or seven weeks ago? There were 108 of you there
that night. Remember that we took your picture? The
photo are not mounted at the Cucamonga Post Office.
We looked at them at the next meeting. Our members
were encouraged to give the fraternity their impressions
of you pledges. Some of you guys did nothing but drink
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beer that night. You are suspected of liking each other.
Some of you are still here and the others were not
invited to join us. After that rush, we decided to invite
only forty of you to the formal dinner. Remember the
dinner at the Riviera Country Club? We took note of
how you act in a nice place. We counted the silverware
when you got up from your place at the dinner table.
We know that at least two of you drank the water in the
fingerbowl!
ne of you farted during the second
course! But that is nature going out the
back door, and as powerful as we might
be as a fraternity, we have absolutely no power over
your bowels.
At the next frat meeting we took another vote and
the members decided to invite only 30 of you to pledge
Sigma Phi Nu.

0

"Bear that in mind: only 30 young men in the
Collier College student body meet our standards as
people that we want to associate with for the rest of
our lives.
"You are not here merely because you have warm
blood coursing through your bodies. We have plans
for you. You have been deemed to have talents that are
useful to this organization. Above all the talents you
may have, we hope you have the intestinal fortitude to
weather our eight weeks of pledging and that you can
become one of us.
All fraternities have a personality. Some frats
stress bookleaming and that's about all they do. Their
members appear on the Dean's List frequently, and
they're very proud of that. But some of those poor
bastards will not get laid all the time that they are at
Woodbury College.

Some frats stress the development of an all
around person ••• one who feels at home on the
athletic field, in the gymnasium, on the beach, at a
fancy dinner, and among young ladies with warm
bodies eager to share their charms with you. That's
us!
Sigma Phi Nu is the most popular fraternity on this
campus. We are good in sports, our members are
active in the student government, our Sweetheart Ball
in February is the biggest and best social function of
the year, and we actively participate in volunteer

efforts to help others less fortunate than ourselves.
Whatever you want to do in your spare time, we are
probably doing it. Thank you for being here, and congratulations for choosing Sigma Phi Nu.
Actives .... let's give our pledges aSIG PHI CHEER!"
Every man in the place rose as one and emitted a
huge roar that must have stirred the dead at Forest Hills
Cemetery, just over the hill from Bancroft Hall.
The pledgemaster continued, "There are three stages
of a fraternity man's life ... Number one is the pledge
stage, that's where you're at right now. Number two is
the Active Stage, that's what we are. And number three
is the Alumni stage, where these men are."
As he said that, all the Alumni members of Sigma
Phi Nu rose and waved to the pledges.
"At the moment we have 46 active members, over
600 alumni in the Los Angeles metropolitan area, and
during the pledging season you will be meeting many of
them at various functions. These are men who like to see
what the pledge group looks like. Ours is the only
fraternity anywhere that allows their alumni to paddle
the pledges' ass if he wants to.
"Sigma Phi Nu is at once like all other fraternities ...
and at the same time quite different. We are not affiliated
with any other Greek organization in the United States.
We are independent. We value that independence. That
means that the money we earn here is spent here. The
decisions which guide our organization are made here ...
by men you elected to lead you.

"We excell in sports, because that is one activity
in which we pit ourselves against the other fraternities. We are the defending Woodbury College Intramural League football and softball champs. Our
basketball team fmished second last year. But, we're
gonna change that this year, right, George Gagas?''
The big 6'4" former All New York City forward
from Erasmus Hall High School in Brooklyn, stood up
and gave us a big clenched-hands salute.
"Tonight," Mulligan continued, "You will be issued
a little black book. That book is going to be the most
important book in your life for eight weeks. You will not
go anywhere without it. You will sleep with it. You will
take it to the bathroom with you. You will even have it
with you when you go to the beach!

"When we say, have it on you at all times, that is
exactly what we mean! There's nothing in it at the
(Cont. on Pg 277)
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Little Joe
Hernandez

Little Joe and his band members
were wearing ny Ion or rayon or some
shiny material, one of them I remember was wearing a cape, somewhat like Superman. Finally, Pete
could wait no longer.
He approached Little Joe and
Little Joe and La Familia played for the
asked, "Porque se visten como putos,
Miss Californi a GI Forum Pageant at a
ustedes?"
convention in Visalia. I had invited my
I was not certain I heard what I
brother Jess and sister in law Hema from
thought I heard and did not ask.
Woodlake to be our guests at the dance.
Little Joe just laughed it off, probAfter the dance, we went to the San Jose
ably not the first time a person who'd
Gl Forum hospitality suite at the Holiday
been drinking commented on their
Joe Hernandez
Inn near the Visalia Airport for after-dance
business attire.
cocktails.
A few days later, back in San
S hortly after 2 a. m. Joe Hernandez and some of his
Jose, while having a few at the GI Forum building, Pete
dance band members w alked in.
repeated the statement in telling someone about the
Pete Gonzalez kept looking at the guys and
convention. Well-mannered, staid, always-in-control
wonderingout loud about their attire.
Pete Gonzalez said THAT?? Yep.
"I wonder why they dress that way?" he asked me
•••••
and a couple of other people we were conversing with.
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moment, but there very certainly will be things written in there ... and very soon."
As he said that, the active and alumni members
erupted in laughter. We would learn what was so funny
very shortly.
ulligan continued, "You will also re
ceive a s mall gold and blue beanie
which is going to look downri ght silly on
some of you me n. That beanie is to be worn every day to
school. You will not come anywhere within 8 blocks of
the school without that beanie on your dome ! You will
also purchase cigarettes, pipe tobacco, candy, gum, and
matches. Carry all these items with you at all times
around the school and be prepared to dispense them
when asked to by an active member of Sigma Phi Nu.
"After a while I am going to write down the pledge
rules on the blackboard. Please copy them precisely as
they are written, and MEMORIZE THEM immediately!
You will be issued a copy of the Greek alphabet. Memo-

M

rize that too ... forwards and backwards. You will be
asked to recite it ... and you damned well better know it!
The sooner the better!"
"NOW .. . for the pledge names .... For the next eight
weeks you will be known to the members of this fraternity ONLY by your pledge name. There is a very good
reason why we give you pledge names to go by for the
duration of the pledge season, but I am not going to tel l
you why just yet ... You pledges come to the podium as
I call your name:
"Clifford Brooks!" he called out, and Brooks rose,
very neat looking in a navy blue suit, white shirt, and
yellow tie, and strode rapidly onto the stage.
"Mr. Brooks," Mulligan said, "from here on you will
be known to us only as "Gladiator!"
The alums and active members laughed!

Mulligan handed Brooks a blue and gold beanie,
the notorious black book, a pencil, and his copy of the
Greek alphabet, written on a 3x5 card.
"Page Klein ," Barton called out ... "Your name wil l
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be Rubber Butt."
very time Mulligan assigned a name to a
pledge the actives would hoot and holler
and then quiet down, and await the next
pledge's name.
"Skeeter Season! ... your name will be Spider!"
"Tom Carnoustie! .... your name will be Mr. Completely!"
"David Hill! ... your name will be Juan Toomany!"
"Don Tryman! .... your name will be Man Maker!"
"Bennie Lozano! .... your name will be Your Honor!"
"Jerry Robins! ... your name will be Cutter!"
"AI Howton! ..... your name will be Buster Crabbe!"
"Kaz Y amato! .... your new name will be I. C. Boobs!"
On and on he went, calling us to the stage, giving
each man his pledge name and issuing the black book,
copy of the Greek alphabet, and the pencil. After every
pledge had been called onstage, Mulligan continued
with his speech, "Pledges, I want to warn you again that
you're going to catch all colors of hell from the actives
that you see gathered around you .... "
At the moment I happened to be looking at Dan
Kahoenahi, a sales major from Honolulu whom I'd met
at a rush party a few weeks before. His eyes were set
defiantly on Kaz Y amato.lt had only been 12 years since
Pearl Harbor and apparently for DK the war wasn't over
yet!

E

ulligan continued, "That guy who
introduced you to all those nice
Sigma girls in the cafeteria is going to
turn into a man whose sole objective will be to warm
your ass with a paddle every time he gets a chance.

M

"Make the best of it, and you'll find after it's all over
that you really enjoyed it, no matter how rough it got.
One thing to remember when you get depressed is that
it's only eight weeks and after its over, that's it. Then you
can look forward to doing a little pledge paddling
yourself, IF you get in!
"Remember, if you have disabilities, you don't have
to get paddled ... but then you can never ... ever ... paddle
anyone else either! For life!

''One very important fact for you to remember:
WE ARE NOT GOING TO DO ANYTIDNG TO
HARM YOU PHYSICALLY. KNOW THAT! One
more time .•• we are not going to do anything to harm

you physically.
"After ... and if ... you become a Sigma Phi Nu
Active, we have plans for you ... and those plans do not
include nursing care! REMEMBER THAT!
Then Mulligan began calling out names of fraternity
members who had been assigned as Big Brothers to the
pledges.
"These men will guide you as you prepare to become a Sig Phi! Trust them! They are on YOUR side!
They want to help you! They have volunteered to take
you under their wing, and turn you into a Brother that
we'll be happy to have in our fraternity. At the end of the
pledge season, the actives pick a pledge which they
believe best exemplifies the spirit of a Sigma Phi Nu
Fraternity pledge. Your big brother will want you to earn
that award, because some of the active members have
bets riding on this. Remember that!

"Juan Toomany •••• Your big brother is Dan
Kahoenahi of Honolulu, Hawaii!"
Dan rose from his chair, a massive Hawaiian, shook
my hand with what seemed like ten pounds of ham, then
put his arm around me and gave me a tight hug. I knew
that he was a tackle on the Sig Phi football team. All I
could think of was, man, I'm sure glad I'm not carrying
a football!
"Welcome to Sigma Phi Nu, Juan Toomany. Just
call me Mr. Kahoenahi for eight weeks. Be a good
pledge, then you can call me Dan!"
And Mulligan went on and on until he had assigned
big brothers to all the pledge class.
"There will be a party given by this fraternity at the
American Legion Hall on Westmont St. in about an
hour. It is traditional that Sigma Phi Nu host this party on
the first day of pledging. Pledges from all fraternities
and sororities are invited to attend and though we don't
normally do any pledging outside of school hours,
tonight you are asked to help run the thing. Remember,
we're the hosts!
He went on, "Everyone of you already has been
assigned something to do when you get there, so when
you get to the hall, contact Jerry Calhoun, the Fraternity
President, (Jerry stood up so we would know who he
was), and find out as soon as possible what your job is,
and then do it! Some of you will be assigned the cleanup detail in which case you can enjoy yourself dancing
with the girls and having a good time. Those of you who
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No to Newfarmer
Article, THE LEADER
Dec. 1988
San Jose GI Forum members voted unanimously
NOT to join with the Mexican American Community
Services Agency (MACSA) in giving public praise to
City Manager Ken Newfarmer for his "affirmative action" program.
"ARE YOU KIDDING, ESTHER?" was one of the
printable remarks heard as the issue was introduced at
the November meeting.
After messing over Deputy Chief Ike Hernandez,
and passing over numerous other Chicanos in the P.D.
for advancement, we see no reason for ANY Chicano
organization to be commending the City Manager for
ANYTHING.
Wonder if anyone at the Newfarmer banquet will
mention the $60 million bucks that disappeared? Or the

Pledging a Frat
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are told to pick up beer bottles, do it, because we don't
want anyone tripping on one out on the dance floor.
Keep the damned place clean ... spotless!
"Before we break up the meeting there's one more
thing I have to say, you'll all get the party before the other
frats do. When their delegations get there, all you
pledges get together and form two lines so that they have
to walk between you to get in.

"They will be shouting slogans, their fraternity
motto, or something else. Greet 'em with the frat
song when they arrive and make it good and loud!
Drown 'em out! You better sing louder than the other
pledge groups because if you don't ••• you 'II pay for it
next Tuesday at the pledge meeting. And, OH, YES
•.• pledges•••• give your souls to Jesus because your
asses belong to ME!"
And with those words, Mulligan retired from the

Transit Mall mess? Or the St. Claire Hotel fiasco? Or the
Fairmont Hotel gift? Or ... well, you get the idea ...
Newfarmer? Public praise? C'mon, Esther!

EDITOR'S NOTE: The Mexican American Community Services Agency had asked
San Jose GI Forum to join them in honoring San
Jose City Manager Kenneth Newfarmer at a
dinner in the Fairmont Hotel. We voted not to.
For a number of reasons.
Esther is, of course, Esther Medina, Director
ofMACSA, an otherwise rational thinker, and a
lady whom I admire very much for her years of
dedicated community service.

platform and the pledges were inundated by actives and
alumni showing them the way to write their pledge
names on their caps, how to copy the rules, making it
easier to memorize them, and how to greet active and
alumni members. Some of the active members brought
alumni up and introduced them, but that night people's
names didn't mean too much because you met so many
of them it was impossible to remember them all.
"Juan Toomany? .... John Lambert here. You got a
good big brother in Dan Kahoenahi. He volunteered to
be YOUR big brother. He's a good friend of mine. He
was my big brother a year ago. I'm gonna help him see
you through all of this. Let me show you how to put your
stuff together, so you get off to a good start."
e showed me, then added, "If you ever
have ANY questions about ANY
THING, call Dan .... If you can't reach him,
here's my home and work numbers. We'll work together
to get you into this fraternity. If you call me at home and
I am not there, leave a message with Nancy, my girl
friend, and I'll call you back PRONTO! OK? OK."

H
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Dan was waiting to talk to me. We shook hands
again, and he and I walked outside together. He offered
me a ride to the Veterans Hall for the party, but I said I
was riding with my friend Frank (Piddle Diddle), so we
went our separate ways. I felt good having a pureblooded Hawaiian for a big brother. I had always been
very curious about the south sea islands culture and I
decided to learn as much about it as possible ... from my
big brother.
When Frank and I arrived at the hall, some of the
other pledges were already there. They were being
taught the fraternity song by an alumnus member.
We were ready when the other fraternity and sorority members arrived, and we gave it to them:
"WE ARE THE GREAT BIG HAIRY-CHESTED
MEN,
HAIRY CHESTED MEN
'
HAIRY CHESTED MEN
'
WE ARE THE GREAT BIG HAIRY-CHESTED
MEN,
WE ARE THE SIG PHI NU!
WE DRINK WHISKEY WITH THE BEST OF
MEN,
WITH THE BEST OF MEN,
WITH THE BEST OF MEN,
WE DRINK WHISKEY WITH THE BEST OF
MEN,
WE ARE THE SIG PHI NU!
WE EXCELL IN ALL WE DO,
ALL WE DO,
ALL WE DO,
WE EXCELL IN ALL WE DO,
WE ARE THE SIG PHI NU!"
As the sun rose slowly in the east the next
morning_, many of us were still at the hall, going through
the motions. of cleaning up the place, familiarizing
ourselves With the other pledge names, singing the
~raternity song, reciting the Greek alphabet, and recalltog all the beautiful women we had met that night.

THE FIRST PLEDGE MEETING
This was the day that all Sigma Phi Nu actives and
pledges anxiously awaited, albeit for different reasons.
The first pledge meeting! This was the day that we'd
been warned about and told so much about. We'd heard
about meetings like this from the time we became

interested in fraternity life and here the day was, at last.

Frank and I weren't the happiest guys in the
world as we drove toward the Elks Hall where the
meeting was being held. Rule No.3 of the pledge rules
read: PLEDGES MUST WEAR OLD CLOTHES
TO ALL PLEDGE MEETINGS.
That was the rule that was bothering me at this
particular moment. I had already memorized my rules
and knew my Greek alphabet by heart.
"VERBATIM," as Rollins was fond of saying.
hy, I reasoned, should they want us to
w~ar old clothes? They're probably just
going to make us stand around and recite
the pledge rules and then find out if we know the
alphabet. Then I wondred why they'd asked us in the
questionnaire if we knew how to play a musical instrument. I wished to hell now that I hadn't mentioned the
harp. I'd never even seen one, much less learned how to
play it!
"I wonder what in hell is going to happen?" Frank
asked me, "I heard Rollins saying that he was going to
give us hell tonight. Do you think they'll paddle our ass
tonight, the first meeting?"
He sounded kinda skeptical about the whole thing. I
was scared.
. "Idon'tthinkso,Frank,"Ianswered, "Ithinkhe'sjust
trying to throw a scare into us."
That answer seemed to please him somewhat and he
started to whistle, "Que Sera, Sera," a popular tune of the
time. I ran over my pledge rules again mentally and then
recited the Greek alphabet out loud, "Alpha, Beta,
Gamma, Delta, Epsilon, Zeta, Eta, Theta, Iota, Kappa,
Lambda, Mu, Nu, Zi, Omicron, Pi, Rho, Sigma, Tau,
Upsilon, Phi, Chi, Psi, Omega!"
"You sound like you got those down pat!" Frank
enthused.
"Y?u're supposed to be able to say it in 10 seconds,
according to what Overman was telling us the other
day," I replied. "He said that Tunnell said it in 8 seconds
when he was pledging and that Rollins knows it both
forward and backward in 14 seconds! That's pretty
good, huh?"
"Damned good!" Frank exclaimed as he turned off
Kingsley Street onto busy Larchmont Blvd.
Always before today I'd thought it was a long way
from the apartment to the Elks Hall but today it seemed
like just a drive around the block. I knew that we couldn't

W
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get into the fraternity if we missed any pledge meetings
but I never wanted to get there. I wished that we would
have a flat tire in Frank's car or get stalled in traffic or
even get pulled over and have Frank given a traffic
ticket. Anything to delay our getting there. But, as fate
would have it, Frank made no driving errors and suffered no embarrassment like a flat tire. We were on time
... dammit!

"ON THE DOUBLE, PLEDGES!" Rollins yelled
as we turned the corner and I scanned the street
helping Frank look for a parking place. We no more
than got the car parked than Rollins was right there
yelling at us.
"Hit the deck, pledges! Hurry up and get out!"
We hurried out of the car, forgetting even to lock the
doors, a cardinal sin in Frank's book. We snapped to
attention on the sidewalk facing the street and discovered to our chagrin that we were the first pledges to
arrive.
"You pledges are fifteen seconds late! Do you know
that? ... Juan Toomany, do you know your pledge rules
and the alphabet?" he screamed at me.
ollins looked to me like a toy bulldog,
like you see in the cartoons. He was just
under six feet tall and weighed around 220,
all of it in the shoulders that tapered to a chunky beer
drinkers waist.

R

His large face was dominated by dark black
eyebrows that seemed to turn blacker every time he
turned his wrath on a poor unsuspecting pledge.
I was too scared to talk. It struck me as being very
funny that a married man like Rollins with two kids
would take the time to come out here on a Tuesday night
to raise hell with the pledges of a fraternity of which he
was a member. He reminded me of the kid back home
who used to play soldier with us. He was always wanting
to imitate a German soldier and always wanting to take
prisoners in "combat" so that he could scream at them
while he interrogated them. I had to laugh! That went
over like a fairy in a gang fight with Rollins.
"Juan Toomany!, didn't you hear me?"
"Yes, Sir, Mr. Rollins!" I replied solemnly, wanting
to please him so as not to incur his wrath anymore than
I had to.
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Spartans Whip 'Dogs
1986 -- Trailing Fresno State by 10
points with 42 seconds left in the game,
quarterback Mike Perez's two touchdown passes led San Jose State to a
45-41 victory at Spartan Stadium.

"SIR?" he asked, disgustedly .
"YES, MR. ROLLINS!"

"Juan Toomany! How many stairs are there
from the first floor to the 3rd floor of the Collier
College administration building?'' he screamed.
"I don't know, Mr. Rollins," I replied honestly. At
the moment I wished that I had taken the time to count
them, but who in the hell would have guessed that he
would ask that stupid question?
"You're stupid!" he ranted, "How many members of
Sigma Phi Nu are ineligible to compete in athletics right
now?"
"I don't know, Mr. Rollins," I answered.
"HOLY HELL, PLEDGE! .. Don't you know ANYTHING? How old is your fellow pledge, Piddle Diddle?"
he continued.
"Mr. Rollins ... Piddle Diddle was born in Vista,
California, some 22 years ago," I replied, sticking out
my chest, feeling very proud of myself. Now, you
sonofabitch, ask me some more questions like that one,
I thought.

"Fine, Juan •••• Now ••• How many members of
Sigma Phi Nu are in the Collier College Hall of
Fame?" he asked, smiling, confident that I wouldn't
know.
"There are 7 members of Sigma Phi Nu in the Collier
College Hall of Fame, Mr. Rollins!" I snapped.
"Name 'em, pledge!" he shot back.
ollins could not possibly know that I had
taken the time to read all the literature
that was disseminated to us at the rushes, not
only for our frat but for all the others. I was not an expert
on the subject, but I felt that I knew as much about it as
the next guy.
"The seven men of Sigma Phi Nu in the Hall of Fame
are ... Bill Tunnell, who holds the school 120 yard high

R
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hurdles record of 14.2 established in 1950; Mitch Preston
who won 24 consecutive games while pitching Sigma
Phi Nu to two league softball titles in 1949 and 1950;
Ronald Marble, who won the Pacific Coast heavyweight
wrestling championship in 1940; Omar Johnson, who
was named President of the National Association of
College Student Body Officers in 1936; .... and ..... "
At that moment Rollins spotted fresh prey, Brooks,
Skeet, Duke and Kaz strolling nonchalantly toward the
Elks Hall, and hollered Atease, Juan Toomany! Pledges,
get your asses over here!" and laughing like a mad man,
yelled, "I'm gonna have some fun tonight! Get your
asses over here. ON THE DOUBLE!"
The guys hurried up to where we were standing just
in front of the car and simultaneously hollered, "Good
evening, Mr. Rollins!", which was the accepted greeting
for all active members of Sigma Phi Nu. Pledges were to
sound off the moment they saw an active member, all of
them together. And Lord help you if you didn't know the
active's name!
he rest of the pledge group, _seven~een
strong, arrived at the same time, 1n a
large group. Rollins was quick to size up
what had happened and asked them, "Where in hell you
guys been hiding?fl
"Nowhere!" one of them replied instantly.
"May I ask you a question, Mr. Rollins?" Jerry
Robinson asked.
"What the hell's on your mind, Cutter?" Rollins
repied.
"Where is Mr. Ireland, my big brother?" he asked.
"Whattinell you want Ireland for? .... He's not gonna
save your ass from me, Cutter. Tonight, I'm gonna be the
meanest bastard you ever run across in your cherry life!
Ireland ain't gonna do you no good tonight, daddy-o!
Your ass is MINE!" he crowed.
Cutter just looked at Rollins with eyes that pleaded
for mercy but Rollins didn't even give him a second
glance.
"Are there any athletes in this crowd?" he asked.
Jerry, Skeets, Finger, Frank, Kaz, and Paul raised
their hands.
II

T

"What in the hell can you play, Juan Toomany?"
he asked, determined to pick on me, "besides squat
tag?"

All of the pledges burst into laughter and I could see
a slow anger rising within Rollins.
"Assume the position, EVERYbody!" All of you!
your ass is mine! Bend over and hold your left ankle
with your left hand and the family jewels with your
right!"
He walked down the line of upturned buttocks and
gave each a resounding whack with the 3/4 inch plywood paddle that he carried.
THWACK!
THWACK!
THWACK!
THWACK!
Rollins' ability with the paddle was known throughout the fraternity. He and Reynolds were considered two
of the best swatters in the frat and when they had contests
to see who hit the hardest, the unlucky pledge on whose
derriere they practiced, sometimes didn't show up for
school the next day. On at least one occasion, the pledge
had gone to Emergency at the nearest hospital, and ~f
course kept his mouth shut about how he had gotten hts
"red ~s". After he had swatted everyone, he said,
"OKAY, PLEDGES! Who wants to swat ME?"
There were no takers. We thought he was kidding. It
has to be some kind of a trap we reasoned, so no one
volunteered to blister his ass.
"How many of you guys know how to play tennis?"
he asked.
utter, Finger, Reason, and Kaz raised
their hands. Rollins knew that Cutter
was a tennis player because his younger
brother had played against Jerry's high school.
"OK, you three step out here. I'll show you the
Sigma Phi Nu way of playing tennis. Who wants to be
the net? Kaz volunteered, so he got to bend over and be
the net. Cutter was assigned to swat Reason on the ass,
Then he leaped over Kaz's back to the other side wh~re
Finger swatted him back across the net. Then, while
Rollins laughed hysterically, Cutter became the ball and
Reason and Brooks became the players.

C

The other pledges were instructed to cheer for
their favorite players, and cheer like hell or you
would become the "ball". We made a lot of noise,
believe me.
Rollins was laughing his head off when he spied
Mulligan approaching the group.

(Cont. on Pg 283)
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Pledging a Frat
(Cont. from Pg 282)
"TEN-SHUN!" he commanded, "Give a proper greeting to Pledgemaster Mulligan."
We said "Good evening Mr. Mulligan!"
Rollins roared, "SOUND OFF LIKE YOU GOT A
PAIR, DAMMIT, You sound like a bunch of Gamma
pledges!"
"GOODEVENING,MR.MULLIGAN!"weroared
in unison.
"Good evening, pledges," said Mulligan, then broke
out his huge shit-eating grin.
"THIS IS THE NIGHT we have all been waiting for!
This is the night that you all find out if you're ever going
to call yourself a Sig Phi! I'm going to give you ten
minutes to look over your pledge rules again, and to
recite the Greek alphabet, know the officers of the
fraternity, and be ready to answer a lot of questions. In
ten minutes they're gonna come down for you! Be ready
! ... Let's go upstairs, Rollins!" said Mulligan.

283

Pickin' Cotton
My friend Chendo Ronquillo grew
up in the southern San Joaquin Valley.
He had just finished telling me that he
grew up in Wasco. He was describing
how he used to get up very early in the
morning, go to a certain corner in town
and waitforthelaborcontractor's truck
to come take them out to pick cotton on
those long, long rows that seemed to
stretch for miles.
I interrupted him with, "Man, I've
been to Wasco, Chendo. In Wasco, you
can get out of bed, jump out the window, and you're IN a cotton patch!"

Rollins and Mulligan went upstairs and all of the
pledges gathered around Gary Meyer, our pledge captain.
"Is there anyone here who doesn't know the alphabet, and the rules?" he asked. No one admitted to that.
"Is there anyone that doesn't know the names of the
officers?" Duke Gente asked.
Piddle Diddle raised his hand and I turned to him and
said, "Why didn't you say so, Frank, we could have gone
over them while we were driving here!"
Cutter took him away from the crowd to go over the
officers with him.

Just as we were getting ourselves together, a
green station wagon pulled up to the curb and four
active members piled out.
"Good evening, Mr. Lynch!"
"Good evening, Mr. Reynolds!"
"Good evening, Mr. Antaky!"
"Good evening, Mr. Sullins!"
They didn't even look at us. Puffing on big black

(Cont. on Pg 284)
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Pledging a Frat
(Cont. from Pg 283)
cigars, acting like we had never met them, we might as
well have been a pile of rocks out in a meadow. They
stepped briskly from the car and into the building. A few
moments later, four other men came out of the building,
shouldered one case of beer each, and disappeared into
the building.
One of the young men approached our group, looked
at us with disgust, and hollered, "BOO, Pledges!"
We just giggled nervously.
"You know, pledgies, you're all really our good
friends, but .... unfortunately for you, there's nothing we
can do to prevent what is about to happen inside. You,
especially, Juan Toomany! You're on EVERYBODY'S
shit list! You're the guy who's been goosing Don Eyer
with a ruler in the hallways, ain't you?"
A smile briefly crossed my face. Then I wiped it off.
It wasn't funny at the moment. I knew my comeuppance
was coming. Judgment Day was upon me.
very time I saw Mr. Eyer walking down
the hall with his beautiful girl friend
Donna Clark, president of the Alpha Iota
sorority, I'd sneak up behind him and goose him softly
just to hear him yell and jump up about a foot off the
floor. Donna even laughed, though she knew better than
I that my ass would pay for that little joke on some
Tuesday night. One very hard swat on the ass would
come for every time I had violated Eyer's ass.
"Bring 'em up!" we heard someone yell from a third
floor window they'd opened on the street side of the
building. We entered the lobby and walked toward the
elevators.
"Line up in double file and stand at attention!" he
yelled at us.
We snapped to attention.
Theelevatordoorsopenedand Mulligan emerged,
the huge smile still on his mug as if he was anticipating a good time.
"They're waiting for you, pledges! I just wish I could
have gotten here sooner. Some of those guys are pretty
drunk! They aren't supposed to drink tonight, but some
of them got very carried away. We'll just do the best we
can. How about that, fellows?" he mimicked.
Standing before a huge active that wants to swat
your ass with a 3/4 in plywood paddle is bad enough, but
if he's drunk and his judgment is impaired, he may very

E

easily get carried away, and just start swatting asses
indiscriminately. Some of your closest friends among
the actives would give you a break when they had to swat
you. And some who weren't so friendly, would try to
break you in half!
We were blindfolded with Sigma Phi Nu blindfolds
and led into the elevators. We could feel it moving up
and soon we heard the door open and someone yelled. It
seemed to be right in front of me.
"HERE THEY ARE!"
Then we heard the sound of bottles and glass breaking, paddles being wielded and godawful screams and
painful cries for mercy!
WHAT IN THE HELL WAS GOING ON?, I wondered.
e were told to assemble in a large
circle and hold hands. They helped
us, because we were "blind" of course.
Often some pledge's name would be called loudly, and
he would step out of the circle and go somewhere, we
knew not where. Then we would hear the sound of
paddles hitting human behinds and a bunch of actives
hollering, "Lay it on the sonofabitch, Eyer! Hit that
stinkin' pledge! SLAM 'IM!"
This was followed by a nasty noise which sounded
like wood on leather, and then a very loud scream,
"OUCH! Goddamit, you hit my hand!" from the pledge
being paddled.
"MESS 'IM UP, EYER! IDT 'IM, AGAIN! Ask
that damned pledge if he still likes goosing actives,
the damned queer! IDT 'IM AGAIN •.•. HARDER!"
THWACK!
THWACK!
"JUAN TOOMANY! Front and center!"
My blood froze. I got a none too gentle shove from
behind.
"Get your ass in gear! MOVE, PLEDGE!"
"You know who this is don't you, pledge?'' a kindly
voice asked.
"No ..... no, I don't," I said timidly. It's bad enough
getting swatted on the ass when you can see who's doing
it and you can anticipate the paddle coming, but when
you are blindfolded you have no idea when the pa~dle
and your meaty ass are going to come together 1n a
vicious collision.
"I'm Hank Wheeler, your buddy!" the voice said.

W
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Pledging a Frat
(Cont. from Pg 284)
Fear invaded my mind. Hank was an ex-Marine, one
of the toughest guys in the fraternity. A bar room
brawler, former college football player, and reputedly
one of the hardest swatters in the fraternity.
"De donde son tus jefes?" He asked me, in Spanish.
"De Jalisco, Mejico!" I replied instantly.
He pushed gently on my lower back, the Sig Phi
signal to assume the position, meaning ass-warming
time. I trembled, knowing what was coming.
"VIVA MEJICO!" Hank hollered, just before a
viciously swung paddle made contact with my tender
ass. The force would have knocked me over on my face,
except just before the paddle connected, I felt two meaty
hands brace against my shoulders.
I shook with fear! I had never been so scared in my
life! I felt like I wanted to go take a huge crap, but this
was not the time for it, of course. I would have been
laughed out of the room if I had asked to go to the toilet.
Though, I found out later that it was not at all unusual for
pledges to ask to go to the toilet while they were being
beaten by unseen persons while blindfolded and scared
half to death.
"Son hombres los de Jalisco?" He asked (Are they
MEN in J alisco ?).
"Si," I said quietly.
"SI? .... Nomas SI?'' he yelled in my ear.
"VALE MADRE QUE SON HOMBRES!" I
hollered, as loud as I could. (Hell, YES, they're men!)
"QUEVIVANLOSHOMBRESDEJALISCO!"he
shouted, and another paddle arrived to warm my ass. It
didn't hurt as much the second time because my rear end
was still numb from the first swat. This went on for five
or six swats. Tears came to my eyes, but of course being
blindfolded, no one can see you crying. But they knew.

Then Hank told me to stand up and I was so
grateful I felt like saying, thanks. Thanks for quitting, for not pounding my ass anymore.
"Now, listen," he said softly, "pretty soon they're
going to take you into the next room. Mulligan is going
to be in there asking questions about the alphabet, the
pledge rules, and the officers' names. You better know
them because every time you miss one, you get swatted
on the ass. Got it?" he asked.
"Yeah, Mr. Wheeler," I said, "thanks."
I was grateful that he had told me. At least I wouldn't

No Black Classmates,
EVER!
In eight years at Woodlake Elementary School, four years at Woodlake
High School, 1 year at Woodbury College in Los Angeles, and 1 year at Los
Angeles Trade Tech (sheet metal apprenticeship), I never saw an Hispanic
or Black teacher, and never sat in a
classroom with a black student.
In California. In the 20th century.
Not bragging.
Not complaining.
Just stating a fact.

go into it stone cold. I felt good about having a friend
confiding in me. I felt like I was getting some "inside"
information, like I was being singled aside because I was
such a good guy and a desirable pledge of Sigma Phi Nu.
How wrong can a person be?
hen I heard Mulligan's voice again, "Juan
Toomany!" he said quietly. A hand came
to my elbow and gently steered me toward
Mulligan's voice.

T

"It's gonna be your ass, Pal!
"They're waiting for you!
"You've been goosing guys in the ass with your
ruler and with pencils, haven't you?
"It's payback time, pledge!
"You laughed, now we laugh!
"Eyer's been telling them guys what you've been
doing to him when he's walking with his girl friend.
"Your ass is mud, buddy!"
I heard a door open. I felt myself being pulled
through the door by an unseen active. As soon as we
entered the door, someone yelled, "THERE HE IS!
Mess him UP, Eyer! Give it to him!"
"Assume the position!" someone yelled from behind
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(Cont. from Pg 285)
me. I had no sooner bent over then I felt the first swat
sting my ass ..
THWACK!
Then another one, THWACK!
heard all kinds of strange noises ... horns,
drums, whistles, paddles hitting the floor,
water splashing, every kind of noise you can
imagine. It sounded like a New Year's Eve party at 12
o'clock high.
''Get your ass over here, pledge!" hollered Mulligan.
I was told that I was going to be taken for a boat ride
out into the middle of the lake. You will be dumped over
the side. Please do not remove your blindfold. Just start
swimming as fast as you can for the shore.
"Do you understand the instructions?"Mulligan
yelled in my ear.
"Yes," I answered lamely.
Some of the pledges had been told about the Sigma
Phi Nu rituals before. We had agreed that when the time
came to be dumped in the lake, we would grab for any
other human being in the boat, and drag him with us into
the cold lake waters.
I felt myself being helped into a wide rowboat. Then
I was asked to sit down. The boat began to move slowly,
out into the lake. Soon the noises disappeared. All I
could hear was paddles slowly being put into the water
and propelling the boat away from the shore.
"Stand up, pledge!" a voice said softly.

I

I grabbed at the person talking to me, put a bear
hug on him, and tumbled out of the side of the boat,
onto a hard leather mat! SURPRISE!
Instantly my blindfold was pulled off, and I discovered the hoax. We were in a room of the Elks Club. There
was a rowboat mounted on two large pieces of wood, so
it could be rocked. Large tubs of water surrounded it.
Actives sat around paddling the water, making it sound
like we were going out on the lake. The actives had
maintained absolute silence.
Someone put a cold bottle of beer in my hand, and I
guzzled it non-stop. God, it tasted great!
I was moved to another room, away from the pledges
who had not been "taken out on the lake" so we could not
tell them about it.
The blindfold went on and we sat on the floor, in a
room with other pledges but were told to maintain

absolute silence. No talking. No whispering. No communication at all. Nothing.
Very soon, I felt someone helping me to my feet. I
was walked some distance away, then told to stop.
"RECITE THE GREEK ALPHABET IN FOUR
SECONDS, JUAN TOOMANY!" a voice demanded.

"Alpha, Beta, Gamma, Delta •••. " I began, then
hesitated •••• Now what the hell was the Ufth letter?
Zeta, or Iota or what the hell? A paddle was being
tapped against someone's leg behind me, reminding
me what was in store if I did not know the Greek
alphabet. I had been warned, I was being reminded.
Then, suddenly it came to me .... "Epsilon, Zeta, Eta,
Theta, Iota, Kappa, Lambda, Mu, Nu, Zi, Omicron, Pi,
Rho, Sigma, Tau, Upsilon, Phi, Chi, Psi, OMEGA!" I
finished proudly.
I was just congratulating myself for surviving with
only one swat when I saw Si Rosenberg approach us and
whisper in Mulligan's ear. Mulligan nodded and Si
yelled, "Assume the position, Juan Toomany! I am one
of the fortunate few whom the Greeks honored by
inserting their names into their alphabet and you didn't
emphasize my name the way you should have. You can
whisper all the rest of the letters but I want you to YELL
.... SIGMA .... PHI .... NU .... AND PSI .... I'll just paddle
you one time. Maybe in the future you will remember!
You think you can do that, pledge?''
THWACK!
"What's Rule No. 3, pledge?'' Mulligan asked.

"Rule No.3 is Pledges Must Wear Old Clothes to
All Pledge Meetings!" I replied.
"What's Rule No. 7?"
"Rule No. 7 is Pledges Must Carry Cigarettes, Gum,
Candy, Tobacco, and Matches at All Times!" I said.
"What's Rule No.4?"
"Rule No. 4 is Pledges Must Salutethe Fraternity
Banner when Passing it on the Main Floor of the Administration Building!" I replied.
"What's Rule No. 1," I was asked.
"Rule No.I is Pledges Must Properly Greet All
Active Members and Alumni Every Time They See
Them."
"What's Rule No. 9?"
"Rule No. 9 is Pledges must greet Mrs. Randolph,
the Fraternity Sponsor, and tip their beanie to her. She is
the only Individual to whom the beanie is tipped."
"What's Rule No. 5?"

(Cont. on Pg 287)
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Lalo Guerrero
Chicano Legend
Chicano musical legend Lalo
Guerrero, who was here to do his
number at the Fiestas Patrias celebration sponsored by San Jose GI
Forum.

(Interview, published Oct. 1988
THE LEADER,

San Jose GI Forum n ewsletter)

On Sunday, Sept. 11th THE
LEADER was granted an interview by

Pledging a Frat
(Cont. from Pg 286)
"Pledges must Conduct Themselves at all Times in
a Manner which brings Credit to Sigma Phi Nu Fraternity?"

"Who's the President of Sigma Phi Nu F raternity?" was the next question.
"Jerry Calhoun of St. Louis, M izzou is President of
Sigma Phi Nu Fraternity!"
"MIZZU? What in the hell is MIZZU? Don't you
speak English, you damned wetback. You're not in
Mexico anymore. Speak American English! Where is
St. Louis?
"In the state of Missouri," I replied, hoping to get
him off my ass.

"Who is the Vice President?"
"William T. Allen ofManhattan Beach, California is
Vice President of Sigma Phi Nu!"
"When was Sigma Phi Nu Fraternity founded, and
where?"
"S igma Phi Nu Fraternity was founded in 1926, at

We h ad just listened to him enthrall a
crowd of Chicanos with musical parodies of
everyday problems. He approaches controversial s ubjects such as u se of condoms in a
manner which is quite inoffensive to most of
his listeners.
He sipped quietly from a paper cup while
we asked questions about his life and how h e
(Cont. on Pg 288)

Woodbury College, Los Angeles, California."
"Who's Pledgemasterr of Sigma Phi Nu?"

"Mr. Barton Mulligan is Pledgemaster of Sigma
Phi Nu Fraternity, Sir!" I r eplied.
"SIR?" he asked, disgustedly, "SIR?"
"EYER! ... We got a stupid pledge's ass to paddle.
Front and center!"
yer eagerly came to work. He loved
paddling asses, especially after he'd had
a couple of cold beers. He asked me to bend
over but not crouch down so much, so he could get better
leverage. I am not the praying kind but here would have
been an excelle nt time for a short one.
THWACK!

E

"We didn't do it right, Juan Toomany ... let's try
it again," he said.
THWACK!
"Your Honor!" Mulligan yelled, and I knew that my
buddy, little Bennie Lozano from Nicaraaua
was beino
1:>
1:>
brought in. I really felt sorry for him because the 5'3"
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Lalo Guerrero
(Cont. from Pg 287)
became a musical legend.
He was bom in Tucson, Arizona on Dec. 25,
1916 which (in case you flunked grammar
school arithmetic) makes him 72 years of age.
He graduated from Tucson High School (Yeah,
Badgers!) in 1934justaboutthetimeFDRwas
bringing America back to its senses after
Herbert Hoover's presidency.
"My mom taught me how to play the guitar
and encouraged me to sing," he says, smiling,
as he recalled the early days. He came from a
family of four brothers and three sisters.

Pledging a Frat
(Cont. from Pg 287)
foreign trade student was our smallest pledge. Guys like
Eyer, Mulligan, Wheeler, Lynch and others would literally lift him off the floor with their hard swats.
It always seemed like the smallest guys and the
biggest guys caught more swats than anyone else. I
caught more than my share because I could never learn
to keep my mouth shut, or could not remember to forget
about using the word SIR when referring to Sig Phi
actives. Sir was a word I had used out of respect for my
elders for years, and I had one helluva time trying to
remember NOT to use it around the Sigma Phi Nu
brothers.
ulligan had one more little game for
us to play before we were excused for
the night. We were told to pull our Tshirts over our head, to bare our armpits. Then we
assembled in a circle inside another circle and went
around smelling each other's armpits. If I can't tell you
anything else about my Sigma Phi Nu brothers fifty
years later, I CAN tell you that Klein The Syrian had the
smelliest armpits.
After Mulligan got through with Your Honor, Mr.
Period, and Cutter, the last three pledges to face the
interrogation, we were led back outside into another
room and told to take all our clothes off except our
underwear.
We did this, and then after about five minutes of

M

He organized a trio ofmusicians and played
in bars and for friends around Tucson. Three
years later he decided to head for the big city
of Los Angeles to make his mark in the world.
He played with a duo at the Cafe Caliente in
East L.A. for a couple ofyears, then went back
to Tucson to marry his childhood sweetheart
and bring her west.
In 1949 he was writing parodies of old
established songs, and some of them became
very popular on Mexican radio stations. Remember "La Mula Branca" from those days?
That's one of his. About that time El Trio
(Cont. on Pg 289)

standing around blindfolded, we were told to wait
five minutes, then to put on our clothes, and go home.
We waited. Soon somebody took off their blindfold
and said, "They're gone!"
The blindfolds came off. All our clothes were piled
up in a large mass in the middle of the room. We had to
get organized, help everyone find the right clothes, and
then we would leave together, said Gary Meyer, who
was president of our pledge class. We found out later on
that the actives leave a couple of guys parked outside in
a van to observe the pledges and see if they work
together, or if everyone just picks up some clothes and
bugs out.
Some of the clothes could not be found, so we had to
organize an extensive search through five rooms of the
Elks Lodge to find jackets, shoes, and other items of
clothing before anyone could leave. Piddle Diddle found
his high school lettermen's sweater behind the piano.
Cutter found his leather jacket in the clothes closet after
going through all the clothes on the rack.
Reamer found his pants stuffed into a large cellophane bag and placed inside the water closet in the
toilet. Somebody's Ike jacket had been placed over a
chair in a room exhibiting old Army uniforms and
artifacts.
I was very proud of my pledge brothers when this
long, long evening came to a close. And to be perfectly
honest, one of the pledges walked out of that building
with a newer and better jacket than he wore going in. We
became brothers that evening. • • • • •
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Lalo Guerrero
(Cont. from Pg 288)
Imperial of which he was a member, recorded
"La Mancornadora" which became so popular
some of us grew up thinking it was the Mexican national anthem. In those days Lalo and
his group had a steady job at the Bamba Club,
an L.A. nightspot catering to white folks.
"Lots of movie stars went there," he remembers.
In 1950 the group made a recording of
Agustin Lara's "Pecadora" and that was the
start of something very big. Lalo Guerrero
became an ovemight sensation, was offered a
solo recording contract, and said sayonara to
the trio. Then he decided to form an orchestra
to capitalize on his popularity. The Lalo
Guerrero Orchestra played in all the major
dance halls on the west coast.
"I remember the Rainbow Ballroom in
Fresno!" he says when asked to recall some of
the one night stands of the past. Some of the
other orchestras making the rounds in those
days were Beto Villa out of Falfurrias, TX and
Manuel Contreras of Fresno. Those were some
of the good bands from those days," he recalled.
One turkey of a one-night stand he recalls
from those days was a Thanksgiving night in
Bakersfield where a promoter booked him into
a dance hall and hardly anyone showed up. "I
think we had more band members than he
had audience!" That was a mistake!" he
laughed.
In 1957 he bought a nightclub in East Los
Angeles and operated it until 1972 when he
sold it and moved to Palm Springs. "I didn't
know anything about running a business. The
waitresses cheat you. The bartenders cheat
you. But somehow I survived. It made money.
We had lots of good times and made a good
living," he remembers.
Lalo Guerrero wrote hundreds of songs,
among them "Pancho Lopez," a parody on the
very popular Davy Crockett of the middle
fifties. Mr. Guerrero also wrote the music for
Luis Valdez's highly acclaimed stage and film

The White Hoops Guy
A few years after his Indiana State team
lost to Magic Johnson's Michigan State Spartans in the NCAA fmal and he was making a
name for himself in professional basketball,
I became very curious to see for myself if that
No. 33 for the Boston Celtics could REALLY play hoops or was he just getting a lot
of hot air blown up his ass by white media
folks anxious to find a Great White Hope
among the mostly black NBA players.
Gloria and I went to Los Angeles to see
the Boston Celtics and L.A. Clippers. The
Clippers are a sad sight. Maybe the worst
NBA team of all time. Yet, it was obvious
that Mr. Bird knew what to do with the round
ball.
Verdict: YES. My first impression was
that Larry Bird knows where everyone is on
the court at all times and he can play ball with
ANYBODY.
--E.T.S.

production of "La Bamba."
"I was probably the first musician ever to
take mariachis to such places as Kansas City,
Kansas and Omaha, Nebraska," he says.
"Have you ever gone back to Tucson since
you left for L.A. to become rich and famous?"
we asked.
"Of course! I attended the Class of 1934
Reunion of Tucson High School."
'Were you the richest person there?"
"I may not have been the richest . .. who
knows? ... but I think I was the most famous,"
he laughed.
We first heard of Lalo Guerrero when we
were growing up in the San Joaquin Valley.
His music seemed to be with you all the time.
We remember hearing "La Mancornadora"
more than we heard ''The Star Spangled Banner" or any other song, even ''White Christmas."
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Sig Phis Blow the Title
Because Dennis Green, our regular second baseman
had not arrived, I started at second base for Sigma Phi Nu
in the Woodbury College intramural softball league
championship game in 1953. We were the defending
champs.

Our shortstop, Jerry Cohoon, had played world
championship softball for a team in Somerton, Arizona while he was in the U.S. Navy. He gave me some
sound advice.
''Ifthey hit a double-play ball to me, I'll wave you off
if I can make the play myself. If I wave, just hit the deck,
'cause I'm gonna hit the bag and throw. Got it?"
"Got it, Jerry!" I said.

Lalo Guerrero
(Cont. from Pg 289)
Lalo remembers that "they used to play it a
lot, especially on the Spanish programs early
in the morning when people were getting up to
go work in the fields."
Not that we tired of listening to him relate
his life story, but a 72-year old man needs to
rest before going out in the hot sun to do
another gig 45 minutes later. As we took our
leave we asked, "What would Lalo Guerrero
like to be remembered for?"

"That I made people laugh," he
replied.
And ... you may be wondering, when does
a musical legend like Lalo Guerrero finally
hang up his guitar and say "No mas. That's it!
Ya estuvo! No more music!"
Don't hold your breath, carnal. Lalo
Guerrero says he is going to keep singing and
entertaining people "hasta que ya no pueda"
and he sounds like that's not going to be
anytime soon.
This was probably the easiest interview
your Editor has ever done because Lalo
Guerrero is as warm as the tropical sun .. .
because he enjoys talking about himself .. .
but mostly because he has something to say.

•••••

My good friend Frank Hatridge was our pitcher. Not
the world's best pitcher, but he could get the ball over the
plate consistently and had a decent curve ball.
Very early in the game, after the opponents had
taken a 5-0 lead, he called time out and called catcher
Paul Klein to the mound.
Klein had been catching the ball and throwing a
roundhouse lob back to the mound to Hatridge, making
it look like Frank couldn't handle a ball thrown at him
with any velocity. That made Frank hot under the collar.
He was a former Vista High school baseball player. He
could play ball.
"Throw the damned ball back, Rubber Butt! Dammit,
I can catch it! Don't lob the sonofabitch! Throw it!" he
said very loudly.
As it happened, I made two crucial errors, once
failing to catch a fly ball in very short right field, and
another time letting an easy ground ball roll between my
legs into center field. Of course, the bases were loaded
on both occasions.
"You were trying David, you were trying," Frank
said as we sat on the bench.
We lost 13-3.

After the game, Doug Twiford, a former Delano
High School football and baseball star, told me and
every other human being within hearing distance,
"Juan TooMany, your girl friend can play second
base better than that! MY grandmother can play
better than THAT!"
"You're right, Doug," I replied, "If you're so damned
smart, why didn't you put Marian in there and let me stay
by the beer cooler?"
Loved those Sig Phis. Vent it. Let it out. Then forget
it. Football was coming, and we were the defending
champions. • • • • •

The Best Use
The best use of a journal is to print the
largest practical amount of important
truth -- truth which tends to make mankind wiser, and thus happier.
--Horace Greeley

