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The Lumberjack
ear Three Rivers, Calif., two Chicano
boys were visiting a teenaged blonde
and her friend who were babysitting children belonging to a divorced truck driver. Me and the
babysitter knew that he was due home any minute. I was
concerned that the way things were developing between
my friend and the other girl the Lumberjack might catch
them en flagrante delicto.
Very quickly, my fears became reality.

N

We heard very loud steps on the porch, and a
giant lumberjack entered his living room, saw two
Chicano boys there with his baby sitter and her girl
friend and asked, "Judy, who are these boys?"
Henry and the other girl had been half lying on the
couch. He got up instantly and just looked at me.

I replied, "I'm Eliseo ••• this is Henry ... and we
were just leaving," and we were gone, out the back
door and up the road where Henry's car was parked.
There was only one way in and one way out of that
road, so we had to go back by the house on the way down
and were fearful that the Lumberjack would have picked
up a rifle and be waiting for us.
I suggested that Henry leave the lights off on his car,
I would walk on ahead and look to see if the Lumberjack
was waiting for us. If he was, we would backtrack
quietly, go back up the hill, and just wait him out. No
lumberjack in sight, so I jumped into Henry's car and we
hightailed it out of Three Rivers.
ZOOM!

Henry and I laughed all the way back to Woodlake.
"A famous man once said, "He who fights and runs
away, lives to fight another day" I laughed, "but I didn't
want to fight that big sonofabitch. I don't even want to
DISCUSS fighting with that bastard. Let the girls explain it to him!"
The girls were very cool to us the next time we saw
them, but when I touched my ass it was all there, in one
piece, and THAT'S what really counted!

T

HE LESSON: When you are parked
on a one way street, and may have to
make a hasty exit, always, always,
park with your car facing the direction you are
going to go when you leave; and always, always,
park downhill so you don't have to pass the
scene of the "crime" as you make your show
business exit! • • • • •

God's Criteria
God will not look you over for
medals, degrees or diplomas,
but for scars.
--Elbert Hubbard

The National Debt
The Leader, Sept. 1988
How come nobody wants to talk about theN ational Debt which has
increased a hundredfold since The Gypper took office? Lots of very
wealthy people got wealthier and we stomped the hell out of Grenada.

Is that progress?

292

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

Fall OUT of Love ... FAST .... Mother!
After I dropped out of Woodbury College, Los
Angeles, in the early '50's one of the first jobs I had was
working at Rupert Sewelson Carpet Co. on 18th &
Figueroa.
Then I worked for Peerless Dyers, (the largest
laundry and dyers in the world, the sign atop their
building on Slauson A venue proclaimed) in a crew
dyeing, cutting,and preparing carpets for shipment. I
was the only white boy in the crew.

The only white guys in the place were Ray
Fredericks, the boss, and I. All the other guys
were Black. It was the first time I had worked
with Blacks, and it was a lot of fun. Laughs all
day long. Hard work all day long, too.
Those were fun times, if you could forget about the
lousy working conditions. We were w-e-t all the time.
We wore rubber boots like I had worn when I was
irrigating cotton around Woodlake, and a long rubber
apron to keep our clothes dry.
e had a lot of fun too. I had never
interacted with Blacks before, nor
had I known any of them. At Peerless I
got to know the Jones brothers, Clarence and the other
one; Ben Snedecor, who was our foreman; and lots of
other great guys.
Clarence was the "lover boy" in the crew, and one of
the youngest. He had a beautiful young girlfriend who
dropped him off at work every morning and there was
always a 1-o-o-o-n-g drawn out goodbye kiss. We could
see them going through their goodbyes from the windows of the second floor dressing room where we
parked our lunches and our good clothes and put on our
old clothes. We all hooted and hollered for him to cut it
short and get his ass on inside the plant and get to work.
He would give us the finger, and keep squeezing his girl.
One time, Ben was talking to me and another one
of the workers but loud enough for the whole room to
hear. He cooed "Man, I done fell in love this morning.
I lookin' out the window and seen this beautiful
young gal in a yellow dress, yellow high heeled shoes,
her hair all done up nice and pretty ••• and ah done fell
in love, man! Fell hard!"
Clarence asked Ben very softly, "Ben did you see a
young handsome dude wearing a blue suit and a yellow
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necktie standing next to her? Wearing kicks that cost a
Ben and change?
"You did?"
"That was MY black ass, Ben!"
Clarence walked slowly around the room until he
was standing directly behind Ben who was going off a
mile a minute telling us what went through his mind
when he saw the beautiful lady. Suddenly Clarence
pulled a five-inch shiv out of his pocket, hit the button to
release the blade, and pressed it softly against Ben's
backside and said very fiercely, "Fall OUT of love
FAST, mother------! ••• That my squeeze you talkin'
'bout!"
I nearly wet my shorts laughing so hard. * * * * *

Ted Kennedy
and his Lies
I passed up an opportunity to listen to a speech by
U.S. Senator Ted Kennedy in Washington, D.C. during
the 1972 national convention of the American GI Forum
because I was still mad at him.
When he drowned Mary Joe Kopechne at
Chappaquidick Island, I did not believe his story of how
it happened.
irst I have to question what a bunch of
married men sans their wives are doing
out on an island with a bunch of single women.
I don't really question it, I know.
Those married men did not sneak onto the island.
They went there and the young ladies went there quite
openly. I believe that there are many people who know
who was at that party and what they were doing there. I
believe that the young ladies employed by the Kennedys
are told to do what they are told to do ... yes, even that ..
and they will be taken care of.
In general I admire the Kennedys, but I do not
like their crass, chauvinistic attitude toward women,
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especially their wives. T hey don't seem to have respect for them. They seem to treat them as objects, as
possessions, not as partners in the game of life.
I do not believe that Ted Kennedy's story that he
swam from Chappaqu idick to the mainland, at night,
with his reputed bad back. Noway , Jose ! I do not believe
that a U.S. Senator is going to risk his life doing that
when he doesn't have to.
[ believe that Ted Kennedy and Miss Kopechne left
the party and were going to be transported back to the
mainland in a boat. After the car went off the bridge and
Miss Kopechne was drowned, Kennedy took the prearranged boat back to the mainland and went to his hotel
and to bed.
omebodythat is a good friend and some
one they cou ld trust to keep his mouth
shut took him from Chappy to the mainland
that night.
I also believe that he talked for a long time with his
lawyer before he concocted his story of what occurred
that evening. Money talks, as the saying goes. And it
spoke loud and clear on this matter, I believe.
Kennedy acted very irresponsibly if he swam
back to the island, then went to bed, before telling
anyone the following morning that there was a young
lady in his car in Poucha Pond, who had drowned the
night before.
I hope he did not sleep soundly, knowing that he had
left a young lady who had been a devoted servant of the
Kennedys for many years in a watery grave.
And I hope he has not had a good night's sleep
since that night.
I don't feel sorry for him because he's still breathing,
she isn't. And won't ever again.
Otherwise, a fine United States Senator.
President of the United States? No, I don't think
so. We can do better. • • • • •

S

Irresponsibility
Irresponsible power is
inconsistent with liberty, and
must corrupt those who exercise. it.
--John C. Calhoun
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Legendary
Andy (Abe) Diaz
I first met Andy Diaz while he was doing time at the
James Boys Ranch in Morgan Hill, Calif. I went there on
my birthday in 1960 with Humberto Garcia, publisher of
EL EXCENTRICO Magazine to do an article about the
ranch.
We were invited by Leonard Ramirez who was the
Assistant Director of the ranch and an old friend from
Woodlake.
A few years later, when he had been released
from the ranch, Andy approached Mr. Garcia about
doing a column for EL EX entitled THE ANGRY
MEXICAN AMERICAN or something like that.
ndy wrote about a lot of things, but
mostly about himself. Andy was not
lacking in self esteem. He considered himself a more than adequate solution for many of America'
political problems and thought he could fill just about
any office in the land.
He ran for office a number of times. The San Jose
Mercury News referred to him as the Legendary
Andy Diaz because he ran for a number of offices and
got elected to none.
Diaz had run for mayor, city council, state assembly,
congress, and you name it ... thus legendary. A legend in
his own time, so to speak.
Andy got to putting Legendary on his campaign

A
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posters which he made himself, silk screening them in
his garage.
any years later, in 2000, he was to drop
the legendary baloney and start calling
himself Honest Andy on his political
posters. I clidn't know why until I ran into him on
Monday, April9 , 2001 at the Milpitas Wal-Mart. He had
grown a beard and started telling me about how much his
life paralleled that of another great American, Abraham
Lincoln. Same old Andy I told myself as he regaled me
with similarities between him and our 16th pres ident.
A few days later I received a letter from him
which included the photo at the head of this article.
His letter read:

M

Couldn't Sleep
for a Week!

April 11, 2001
Hi Dave,
How are you . Sorry I haven't wrote but I do work
allot. Then I continue my Bible reading and study my
Jaw books. I may go back to law school and take my bar
exam. Before I die, if I get bored.
My girlfriend says I should go to Universal Studios and became a n Abe Lincoln inpersonator (no
way).
Anyway, I want to run for office but there are deeply
rooted race issues that the city has been guilty of ...
Like appointing Norm Mineta because he was a
Japanese-- INSTEAD OF ME.
Or AI Garza because he was a Mexican ...
And lola Williams because she was black ...
nd appointing George Shirakawa be
cause being born of a dead man. It's
j ust not right. What happen to my turn,
it's been 40 yrs?
Racism seems to be my enemy like slavery to a
Black man. Only God knows the final journey of my Iife.
As we must never forget. He who made the universe still
governs.

A

Ok, Dave, I can do the actual persona of
Abe, his body habits, his walk, even his voice
and arm hand n1ovements. I will do this only
if elected. I swear it blows you away, its like
Abe is alive.
God bles you.
--Andy Diaz • • • • •

Victor Garza

The San Jose Mercury News had invited about forty
Chicano members of various organizations to a luncheon meeting in their executive dining room at 750
Ridder Park Drive.
San Jose GI Fomm was represented by Chairman
Victor Garza, Vida Nueva Director Sid Haro, and D avid
Sierra. Gina Olivarcs-Pagan had put the invitation list
together, inviting various groups in to meet newly appointed publisher Jay T. Harris and other top officials
from our local rag.
We were also invited to voice whatever concerns we
might have to the Mercury's publisher and top editorial
staff members.
After a delicious luncheon, everyone was asked to
rise, introduce themselves, and name the organization
with which they were affiliated.
Victor Garza asked why the Mercury News had
run a photo of an assassinated Mexican political
figure, in color, on the front page. He went on and on
about why it was insulting to Chicanos to see that
picture on the front page of their newspaper, and
why the Mercury News should have shown better
judgment.
One of the Mere staffers mentioned that the paper
ran in color on the covers of NEWSWEEK, TIME, and

(Cont. on Pg 296)
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East Coast, New York City, Niagara,
Toronto, Boston, Philadelphia,
Pittsburgh, Washington, D.C.
I decided early in 1972 that the next time I went to an
American GI Forum national convention I would take
my wife Gloria with me.lt was in Washington, D.C., and
who wouldn't want to go to the nation's capital?
It would be much more fun with both of us enjoying
the sights, rather than me going by myself and then
coming home to describe them for her.
or some long forgotten reason, we bought
our airline tickets to fly to the convention
from a travel agent in Oakland. Our flight
emanated from San Francisco, went to Los Angeles and
then on to Baltimore's Friendship Airport.
Before we even left for the convention, our travel
agent had scared the holy crap out of us. We didn't get
the tickets when we gave him our money, he said he
would deliver them to us at the SF airport. The flight was
scheduled to depart at 8 PM for Los Angeles, then on to
Baltimore. The passengers had been called to board the
flight, but we didn't have our tickets. We didn't know
what to do. No sense calling the guy in Oakland at that
hour, he's probably gone home by then. Mentally, I had
already cursed the guy with every choice word I knew.

F

Couldn't Sleep
(Cont. from Pg 295)
on the front pages of many newspapers all over the
United States and around the world.
Undaunted, Garza plowed on. "I don't know
about the rest of you," he said piously, "but I did not
sleep well for a couple of weeks after I saw that
picture."
The Mercury News staffperson sitting next to me
asked, "Is he for real?"
I replied, "You asked me that question at the Mexico
Lindo Restaurant about five weeks ago, didn't you?"
"No. It must have been someone else," she answered. • • • • •

And his ancestors too. They were all a bunch of no good
horse thieves. Then, miraculously the guy appeared
with our tickets. I snatched them from his hand and
Gloria and I hurried to the boarding gate. We left him in
the concourse of SFO trying to explain why he was late.
Just in time! Whew!
We planned to sleep on the plane, arrive early in the
morning, rent a car, spend the day sightseeing in D. C.,
and then see some of the east coast before attending the
convention. It didn't work out that way.
WASIDNGTON, D.C.
We arrived in Baltimore at 7 a.m., picked up an
American Motors rental car, the first time I had ever
driven an AMC, and drove south through Washington,
D.C.
Take away the federal buildings, museums, and
statues, and it's an ugly town. The black slums are
ugly, ugly, ugly.
The legislators who live in the area probably pull the
shades on their limos so they don't have to see the abject
poverty in which those people live. The Washington
monument is just a tall building, as far as I'm concerned.
I have never been too fond of our first President, because
I have never bought the story about the cherry tree. One
of the first things you learn in the barrio is, Don't rat on
no one, and especially on yourself. Sorry, George!
I remember going through Fredricksburg, Maryland. My friend Dick Sommers back in San Jose had said
that it was a pretty popular Civil War battleground.
We stopped at the visitor center for a few minutes,
but I couldn't stand still. I was too eager to see as much
of the country as we could in the limited time we had.
SHENANDOAH, 0 Shenandoah •••
We rolled through the Shenandoah National Forest,
one of the most beautiful places I have ever seen (a tip
of our GI Forum cap to Yellowstone Park, Yosemite
Park, and the Columbia River Valley). It was a very
pleasant, easy drive through the park. Immaculately
clean, is the way I remember it. You drive through it very
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AMERICA , and the words "America, America ... God
shed his grace on thee," I am instantly taken back to the
Shenandoah National Forest in Virginia. I wish we lived
clo er to it, so we could take the drive through the park
more often.

counter, near the cash register. No one approached me to
take my order. The restaurant was very busy, but I tried
unsuccessfully to flag down a waitress when they would
come to the register to take another customer's money.
Meanwhile, I was reading my book.

I heard a man say once that he never understood
why people from the west coast went back east in the
fall to take the "New England Foliage Tours." We
have trees on the west coast, too, he reasoned ... but
then he admits to never having seen the Shenandoah
Forest, or the White Mountains in Vermont.

After about 20 minutes, I stood in front of the
register and waited for a customer to approach. But
I did not move out of the way. When the waitress
came to the cash register, I asked ifshe could take my
order. "I have been waiting patiently for 20 minutes," I said. "Can you take my order? All I want is
two ham sandwiches and two glasses of milk ... to go."

After driving all day, we decided to stay overnite at
Breezewood, Pennsylvania on the Pennsylvania Turnpike.

NO SERVICE IN BREEZEWOOD
After checking into our motel room, I walked to a
nearby restaurant to pick up a couple of sandwiches. I
look a pocket book with me. I walked in and sat at the

Educated Man
A human b eing is not, in any proper
sense, a human b eing until h e is educated
--Horace Mann

"I'M NOT GOING TO SERVE YOU!" she said,
very emphatically , and turned around and walked into
the kitchen. I asked another waitress to let me talk to the
manager. An elderly lady approached and said she was
the manager. I complai ned that the other waitress had
refused to serve me.
"She's very busy, sir!" she said.
OK. I left the restaurant and told Gloria that we
would have to eat elsewhere. Reluctantly we drove out
of the parking lot and into Breezewood to find a place
not yet touched by prejudice. Hello, McDonald's!

PITTSBURGH, PA
The next morning we drove into Pittsburgh (ugly!),
and through some of the small towns and north to Erie.

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

ln Pittsburgh, they had roads which were in
terrible condition. Very large holes, badly paved,
etc. And and on an especially bad street a large
sign reading: THIS ROAD MAINTAINED BY
THE COUNTY OF ALLEGHENY, letting the
taxpayers know that it was not the City of Pittsburgh that was responsible. (A thought: It would
cost far less money and take less effort to put
asphalt in those holes and fix the damned road
than to make those signs and post them! But
maybe that makes too much sense for the folks in
Pittsburgh, PA).
e enjoyed the sight of Three Riv
ers Stadium, on the river bank, in
the middle of town . The Allegheny an d Ohio ri vers meet to form the
Monongahela River in downtown Pittsburgh. "I wouldn't
wan t to be here if the creeks started rising," I told Gloria.
We saw Pittsburgh University, a skyscaper. No
campus. Ugh! Pittsburgh is no utopia, but probably not
as ugly as Lon Simmons and Russ Hodges used to
describe it when they were broadcasting SF Giants
games on KSFO.
NIAGARA FALLS
After lunch we drove through some of the small
hamlets northwest ofPittsburgh, Beaver Falls (home
of Broadway Joe Namath), on to Erie, PA and then to
Buffalo (double ugly) and west to Niagara Falls.
Damn, those falls are loud! Very loud. I never
realized how much noise water can make! After
crossing into Canada, a huge thunderstorm began,
followed by a deluge. Rain like I had never seen in my
life. We parked under a highway underpass until the
rain stopped.
Did you ever stop to think that the falls are moving
away from the United States. Because of tremendous
erosion, the waterfalls keep moving farther and farther
north into Canada. I guess someday our Canuck friends
are going to be charging us admission to see the beautiful
fall s. Or worse yet, ifweeverpiss 'em off good, they will
deny us access to the fall s, so watch it, Mr. President!
There was another motorist under the highway just
ahead of us, and he was driving a motorbike. I felt sorry
for him. He was drenched!
TORONTO THE BEAUTIFUL
We rolled into Toronto, past the Ontario Science
Center, and stayed at the Holiday Inn downtown, next to
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their beautiful City Hall. The only time in our lives we
had stayed in a room with heated tiles on the bathroom
floor!
I remembered one time reading in a Herb Caen
column in the San Francisco CHRONICLE that if the
bathroom floor is heated, you are staying in a first class
hotel. If you are eating pancakes in a restaurant and the
syrup is heated, you are dini ng in style, friend. Why?
Because Herb said so, that's why.
here was a big Chinese street festival
taking place in the plaza below our 17th
story window. We went down to take a look
and met the Miss Toronto Chinatown. She was strolling
the grounds with a large entourage of official-looking
people. I invited her to come to San Jose and make our
city prettier just by being in it.
In the evening we went to the Yorkville section of
town to an open air fiesta. Lots of food and arts & crafts
booths, and thousands of people milling about having a
good time.
"We should have something like this in San
Jose," both of us kept saying all night long. It was
amazing!
The Canadians appear to be more civi lized than we
are. Those festivals go on long into the night, not 12 PM
to 5 PM like the city fathers have us do the Fiestas Patrias
in San Jose. Those people seem to real ize how many
tourist dollars are spent in Toronto and they seem to
appreciate your business.
I bought some anti-Vietnam war posters and postcards to give to our friends back horne in San Jose.

T
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0, CANADA!
T he next morning we
drove east across Canada to
Oshawa, Kingston, Cornwall
and Montreal. We had lunch
in Montreal. The restaurant
was staffed almostexclusively
by Cubans. We enjoyed finding someone with whom we
couldconverse inSpanish. Our
waiter brought some of the
other employees to meet us.
They seemed very curious
about California. None of them
had ever been to the Golden
State.
We final ly found our way
our of Montreal and south to
St. Jean. At a gas station, I
asked the attendant, "How far
is it to the U.S. border?"
He looked at me, his face showing no reaction, and did not reply .
"How far is it to the U.S. border?" I repeated
my question.
Again, no answer.
Then I asked, "Cuantos kilometres a Ia
Frontera con los Estados Unidos?"
He pointed south and answered in some
language, probably French, waved us goodbye,

Boston, Massachusetts

and we left.
I had to wonder. Do those people hate the Limeys THAT
much?

BEAUTIFUL NEW ENGLAND

F

rom there we crossed back into the United States,
drove through Burlington and Montpelier, Vermont;
and Lebanon, Concord and Manchester, New Hamp-

shire.
In Burlington, Vermont they were having a fund raising
dinner for some youngster who had been inj ured in an auto
accident or something, so the downtown area was fairly deserted.
The waitress at the cafe where we had dinner said that
EVERYBODY was going to be at the fund raiser because the
youngster was very popular in town. I was tempted to go to the
fundraiser and get a taste of life in small town Vermont, but that
would mean staying overnite, and we had reservations at the

Blind Indians?
To those wh o insist that Columbus discovered
America, I ask, Were the Indians inhabiting the
North American continent running around blindfolded?
--E . David Sierra
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We tried to find Yale Uni versity, but got lost and wound up in
the slums. We saw many small
groups of Black men visiting on
the doorsteps of high rise apartments, with an extension cord
dropping down from the third
floor to power their television set
and mini re frig e rator (we ll
stocked with cold beer, I assumed).

Holiday Inn in Boston.

BOSTON, MASS
As the sun was setting, we
rolled into Massachusetts, the
cradle of the American revolution. Later that evening we finally arrived in Boston and found
our room in the Holiday Inn near
Har vard University. Don't ask me
to take you there now, because I
have no idea where Harvard is,
and have no idea where tbe hotel
is either. On Mass Avenue?
I went down to the bar to have
a drink before dinner. Hookers in
the bar? At the Holiday Inn? Yes.
Had two beers and went upstairs
to bed. I was pooped. How far is
it from Toronto to Boston? That
is as long as I have ever driven in
one day.

PLYMOUTH ROCK
The next day it was up early,
drive south to Plymouth Rock or go see Hahvahd University. The pilgrims won.
Hell, you're not going to go all the way across the
country and not see the place where all those horse
thieves, degenerates, and social outcasts from England
first touched terra firma in America, are you? Gloria
was not impressed at all. Sorry, Plymouth Mass tourist
bureau.
he tourist buses were just beginning to arrive
when we left. There is a large sailing ship
moored nearby but we never bothered to find
out what it was or why it is there. Could it be The
Mayflower? The U.S.S. Constitution? Don't know, and
at the time, we did not care.

T

Plymouth Rock ain't a pebble, but it isn't a
boulder either. You would probably be disappointed
too. I took a picture of Gloria with the rock in the
background.
We rolled through Quincy and Taunton, Massachusetts and down the eastern seaboard. Pawtucke t and
Providence, Rhode Island; through New London,
Connecticutt, home of the U.S . Atlantic Fleet submarine
base; and into New Haven.

LOST IN NEW HAVEN

When I see crowded conditions like this I begin to understand why people have rioted and burned their cities. It
wouldn't take me very long to
get sick and tired of looking at
those ugly buildings either, and
to get the feeling that no one in
this world gives a rat's ass if I
exist or not. Very depressing.
Now, Bridgeport, Stamford,
New Rochelle, CO and our first
view of The Big Apple, row upon row of ugly apartment
buildings as far as the eye can see, then across the East
River into The Bronx, New York.

THE BIG APPLE
We had reservations at the Holiday Inn on W. 58th
Street, so first we had to cross M anhattan Island. The
hotel is near the Lincoln Center for the Performing Art .
We arrived in the early afternoon, were instructed to
park our car in the THIRD Jane out from the curb, open
the trunk, and we were escorted to the sidewalk. One
bellhop took our bags from the car, and brought them to
the sidewalk. TIP. Another took over there and took
them inside the hote l and to a long line of people waiting
to check in. TIP. After we registered, another man
materialized who helped us to our room. TIP.
After lying down for an hour and taking a warm
shower, we were ready to attack the big city. First, a wi ld
cab ride down to a little Puerto Rican restaurant on the
northern e nd of Greenwich Vi llage that had been recommended to us back in San Jose.

THE SUBWAY AT RUSH HOUR
Trying to find our way back to our hotel from the
northern fringes of Greenwich Village was an adventrue.
The first four people we asked about how to find the

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

300

subway ignored us completely.
We saw people going down a stairway and figured it out for ourselves. But I was not prepared for
what I saw underground. Three tracks at three
different levels, each running in two different directions. When we tried to ask directions, people ignored us. They simply did not care to answer questions.
Finally a security guard came to our rescue . He
escorted us to the ticket window, waited while we
bought our tickets and then showed us precisely what
train to take (and in which direction) to get to the
Holiday Inn where we were staying. Whew!
THE ROCKETTES
A couple more hours of rest, then we were ready for
the Big Apple again. We cabbed to the Empire State
Building to take a look at Central Park from the 102nd
floor. Then to Radio City Music Hall for an excellent
movie about a blind guy and then a performance by the
Radio City Music Hall Rockettes.
Whiile standing outside the theater, we had a hot do
purchased from a street vendor. I counted 46 taxicabs
waiting at the red light! FORTY-SIX. Well , have you
ever seen that many cabs on the street at one time, not in
an entire community .... at one corner?
I'm not much into synchronized anything, especially
dancing, but the Rockettes is a very impressive show.
Ever seen a movie theater with 6,000 seats? Radio
City Music Hall is a beautiful house. Elegantly done.
Very, very impressive. I've been in high school and
junior college football stadiums smaller than that.
"You could put the entire population ofWoodlake in
here twice, do you realize that?" I asked Gloria.
While waiting for the show, we went across the

~ ~~
.r:, ~

~

~

--...

.........._

~

_.....=-~

~

'r

r

I

I

I

---

I

AAA AUTO CARE
I'd been having a nagging problem
with my car. It would start, then for
some reason, nothing. It failed on some
very inconvenient times. My auto mechanic messed with it for eighteen
months, on and off. When it failed to
start on me, if I let it sit for a half hour
or so, it would always start. Always. But
the idea is to have it start all the time.
Right? Right.
Finally I tired of going to different
a u to mechanics and asking their opinions. I took it to AAA who is my auto
insurance carrier. AAA took one look,
fixed it, and guaranteed it for two years.
Guess where I am taking my car the
next time I have a problem . Yep, AAA.

street to a Woolworth's, or was it a drug store? About
forty stools at the lunch counter and each one occupied
and each one with four to six people standing in line.
Crowded, that is what I remember about New York City.
We wanted to buy some postcards to send back
home and impress the natives but couldn't get near the
rack. About twenty people trying to do what we had in
mind.
MAMA LEONE'S -- After the movie and The
Rockettes, about 9 PM we went to Mama Leone's
restaurant where the mafiosos like to partake of their
pasta & meatballs. Very nice place.
Waiter: "Are you sure you want the spaghetti dinner? When did you eat last?"
DS: "About three o'clock, some Puerto Rican place
near Greenwich Village."
Waiter: "Maybe you should try it ala carte. You
ever eaten here before?"
DS : "No. But we are very hungry!"
Waiter: "Very well, sir. The spaghetti and meatballs
dinner, for two !"
He came back shortly with a very large glass bowl
with the most beautiful tomatoes, olives, celery sticks,
grapes, etc., that I had ever seen!
"This is where all the choice fruits and vegetables
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from California wind up," I told Gloria, "We
never see veggies like these back home."
And we dove in. Soon the spaghetti and
meatballs arrived. With a green salad. With a
whole loaf of Sour Dough French Bread, and
lathered with butter and garlic. We didn't even
eat half of what they brought to our table. About
an hour later, and $27 lighter, we went back to the
Holiday Inn by cab.

"Someday I'm gonna come back to that
place when I haven't eaten for at least 24
hours!" I told Gloria.
The following day we had breakfast in the
hotel ($17 for bacon and eggs for two), called for
our car, and left the city, bound for New
Brunswick, New Jersey, home of Rutgers University.
We drove south along the Hudson River. I
pointed outto the right and told Gloria, "She's out
there somewhere. Look to your right."
"What are you talking about?" She said,
looking at me like I had lost my mind.
"The big lady," I said.
"WHAT BIG LADY?" she asked, louder.

"Good God," I said, "Don't you realize where
you are at? What big lady? The Statue of Liberty!
POR FAVOR!"
Then she spotted Ellis Island and the Statue of
Liberty off to our right.
Soon we dove under the Hudson River through the
tube, emerging in Brooklyn. I felt elated. I was horne!
Since 1949 when I first became aware of major league
baseball and the Yankees had beaten up on the Brooklyn
Dodgers, I have been a Dodgers fan. More so, when they
signed Jackie Robinson and brought him up to the major
leagues to become the first black player in baseball. I had
always wanted to go to Brooklyn.

I also became enamored of the place after I read
Betty Smith's A TREE GROWS IN BROOK.L YN
when I was a young boy growing up in Woodlake,
California.
Brooklyn seemed to be a whole world away. And it
was. The place in the book where Francie and Neely's
father, a broken down drunk who played the piano in
beer parlors, dies and their mother tells them she is going
LO mruTy the neighborhood cop, who has been making
eyes at her for years, was especially sad.

T

he stepfather cop tells Neely that now
he can have anything he wants. Any
thing. Neely tells him that he wants to get
on the subway and ride all the way out to the end of
the Canarsie Line. That's it. The end of the Canarsie
Line was as far as he could envision the future. It was
sad. I shed a tear.
I think I read the book when I was about 14 years old.
I read it again a few years ago. It's still a very sad tale. r
still sympathize, and can identify with Neely and Francie.
I still have a copy of it somewhere in my collection of
books. It is a classic.
We drove around the former horne of the Dodgers
for a little while and then headed for the Verrazano
Narrows Bridge to Staten Island and on to New Jersey.

FOOTBALL HALL OF FAME
At Rutgers University, I wanted to see the college
football hall of fame. A beauti ful campus. They had a
huge sign on the campus COLLEGE FOOTBALL HALL
OF FAME TO BE BUILT HERE SOON.
The hall of fame was never built there. I understand
it was built at Notre Dame University many years later.
More apropos, college football fathers.

Rutgers is the site of the first ever American
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college football game. We looked at the stadium.
Rutgers U. played Princeton University, and lost.
And, I understand, they did not beat the Tigers for
another 60 years!
We left Rutgers U, bound for Philadelphia, our next
stop. We visited Independence Hall, saw the actual
room where the continental congress met to plan their
revolt against King George ill, the Liberty Bell (it really
is cracked!), looked at their ancient City Hall, and
bought our first-ever bagel from a vendor near the
Veterans Memorial Stadium, home of the pathetic Philadelphia Eagles.

BACK TO D.C.
Then we motored through Wilmington, Delaware;
Baltimore, Maryland, and back to the nation's capitol.
We found a room at a motel across the Potomoc River in
Alexandria, Virginia.
The convention had an interesting array of speakers,
including Senator Ted Kennedy of Massachusetts, easily the most popular speaker of the convention. When
they announced that you had to stay in your seat for 112
hour before and AFfER the Massachusetts senator
spoke, I bailed out. Whatever he had to say to the
American GI Forum would be in the Washington Post
the next day and I could read about it.

ecause I was the national editor of the
American GI Forum at the time, I
. was invited by National Chairman Tony
Gallegos to go up on Capitol Hill, to the White House,
for a visit with Vice President Spiro Agnew. I wasn't
a an admirer of our Vice President, so I passed.

B

I thought he belonged in prison, not living
a heartbeat away from the Presidency of the
United States.
Besides, I understand they don't serve alcohol while
you are talking to high government officials and I felt
that I needed a drink. so I opted for the California
hospitality room and beer with Cesar Mendez, Fred
Coca, and all the other California Forumeers.
The California Chairman had arranged for about 80
cases of beer to be delivered to the Califas hospitality
room, and we had four days to drink 'em up. I was
determined to do my part.
On our last day in D.C., Gloria and I got up early,
spent most of the morning driving around the city of
Washington, and drove through Arlington National
Cemetery. We went to visit the grave of PFC Felix

NATIONALISM
Poor nations are hungry and rich nations are
proud, and pride and hunger will ever be at
variance. For these reasons, the trade of a soldier
is held the most honourable of all others; because
a soldier is a Yahoo hired to kill in cold blood as
many of his own species, who have never offended him, as possibly he can.
--Jonathan Swift, 1726

Longoria, the GI who was denied funeral services in
Three Rivers, Texas, a case which the American GI
Forum took on as one of its first civil rights cases.
e stopped at the U.S. Marine Corps
Memorial depicting the raising of
the American Flag on Mt. Suribachi on
Iwo Jima isle during World War II. I felt it a responsibility to all those men I have known throughout my life who
have served in the U.S. Marines and to the hundreds of
thousands who stormed beaches in the Pacific during
that war. A chill went up my spine thinking about those
brave men and the hardships they endured taking those
islands away from a well entrenched enemy.
"The Marines always take out their wounded," I said
silently to Gloria as we walked away from the memorial.
I couldn't think of anything else to say.
We left Arlington and motored along the Potomoc
River for about an hour, then had lunch at a nice French
restaurant out. Then we headed for Dulles Airport from
which our flight would depart for San Francisco. Because of the different time zones, we left D.C. at 3 PM
and arrived in San Francisco at 4:30 PM.
A very enjoyable vacation, and a good American GI
Forum national convention. • • • • •

W

No. 1 and No. 2
Ted Williams, Boston Red Sox, is the oldest
player in major league his~ory to win a
batting title with a .328 average, age 40, in
1958. He is also the second oldest player to
win a batting title, .388 average, in 1957.
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VISIT YOUR MOM-- Inspired by our visit to New York City I decided to write a magazine
advertisement and send it to the Big Apple's Convention and Tourist Bureau in hopes (1) that
they would use it in a national advertising campaign and (2) make E. David Sierra world
famous. Results: (1) Nope. (2) Nope.

·.

seenewyorkcity.com

YISIT
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Guys from Michigan
In the early Sixties, we had secured a column in EL
EXCENTRICO magazine, and had organized Club San
Joaquin to compete in sports against other Chicano
clubs in San Jose.
Shortly thereafter we formed the United Club Council League. I was elected the frrst Commissioner. We got
the teams together and played flag football, basketball,
and softball. San Joaquin won the football and softball
titles. ElDorado won the basketball crown. Then the fun
and games started.

ecruiting got very intensive. Football and
softball were easy. What Paul Gary and
I lusted for was a basketball title. Just to
prove that we could win a league championship in
ALL sports.

R

Most of our players were too short and too round for
hoops, so we carried a tape measure (I'm not kidding!)
and every tall male we saw in a bar, we would strike up
a conversation, and ask him if they'd ever played basketball. Then we would ask him to stand up and we
measured him and ask if he wanted to play basketball for
Club San Joaquin. It was a fun way to meet people.
TWO TALL GUYS
FROM MICIDGAN
One night, at Carmen's Bar, on Julian Street, Paul
and I measured two guys who said they had just moved
here from Michigan, and that they were basketball
players. One was slightly over 6 feet tall and other went
6'4". Paul and I toasted our good fortune with another
beer. Then we bought one for our new players. We
bought them more than a few beers that night, they at
their table and we at ours.
Paul and I were discussing how we were going to
surprise the leage with these two lanky ex-Wolverines.
"They'll never believe it," I kept saying over and over
again, "San Joaquin Club accepting the UCC championship trophy! They'll never believe it!"
At closing time we reminded the guys to meet us at
Roosevelt Jr. High School, near Roosevelt Park off East
Santa Clara Street, at 7 PM in a couple of days for their

first practice with the CSJ All Stars.
We should have spent more time talking to them, but
we didn't. We were fiddling around with a piece of paper
putting our starting lineup together featuring two
skyscrapin' white guys from Michigan.
We were howling with laughter at how we would
roll up the score on those who had trashed our basketball
teams the season before.
A few days later we were practicing at Roosevelt Jr
High School on a Tuesday night when the guys walked
into the gymnasium. We had already told Bobby Garcia
and the other guys that we were going to get some huge
help at center.
"Go put your stuff on and hurry back!" I said,

pointing toward the locker room.
Bobby was laughing, "Hey, Sierra, your Michigan
All Stars didn't even bring a jockstrap! They didn't even
bring shoes!"

After a few minutes the guys emerged. Wearing
their boxer shorts and undershirts! No shoes. No
socks. Paul Gary and I just turned away from them,
so they wouldn't see us laughing.
Bobby Garcia sneered, "THOSE are the guys that
are gonna take MY position?"
"Hell, Bobby," I countered, "even John Wooden
recruits a dud now and then!"
It was a disaster. Very quickly we found out that the
Michigan guys were just looking for a free beer. We put
the 6'4" guy in at center and the first time we gave him
the ball, someone behind him shouted, "HEY!" and the
guy turned around and threw the ball at him. Unfortunately it was one of the opponents!

We put the other guy in to substitute for the taller
one and he found a place he liked in the middle of the
keyhole and parked there. He acted like he had
dropped anchor in the keyhole!
The ball was thrown to him and went right through
his hands and out of bounds. He just stood there, didn't
have enough sense to retreat and go guard his own

(Cont. on Pg 306)
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Gl Forum Memories:

Some interesting experiences
I joined the San Jose Chapter, American GI Forum,
in October 1964. For a few years I had been very
impressed with the men of the Forum who came to EL
EXCENTRICO magazine to gather it after they got a bimonthly column. They were men about my age, who
vigorously pursued their objectives, and who just as
vigorously drank beer.
Men like Ike Hernandez, Bob Rodriguez, Dan Campos, Ed Camunez, Bill Lopez, Pete Gonzalez, Ted
Casarez, Joe G. Lopez, Fred Vasquez, and Ernie Salazar

Two Tall Guys
(Cont. from Pg 305)
basket.
It was very obvious that they had never played
basketball in their lives. Putting a basketball in the hands
of either of those guys was like putting silk lingerie on
a rhinoceros. By the grace of God, they grew tall ... and
that was all.

*"Lo gue tienen de altos tienen de pendejos!"
Richard Gallardo, a San Joaquin Club member
sagaciously observed.
When the practice ended, the former Wolverines
didn't even take a shower. They just slipped their street
clothes back on over their sweaty underwear, put on
their shoes, and asked, "Where we goin' for a beer?"
I told them all of us had to work the next day, and as
difficult as it was, I kept a straight face w bile I said it. The
last we saw of those guys they were walking west on
Santa Clara Street toward town, sweating and freezing
their ass.
Bobby, Paul and I jumped into Bobby's car and
headed for Leon's Gardens, just past the 101 on East
Santa Clara St. All night long, Bobby ragged us about
our two centers from Michigan.
Deservedly so, my friend.

*TRANSLATION: What they have in height, they
have in stupidity! • • • • •

were people who impressed me very much, with whom
I could easily associate.

Prior to that I was a member of Club San Joaquin,
and I have always believed that I wanted to belong to
one organization only.
eople that join every organization in town
turn me off. They generally don't do a
lick of work for any of them. They flit from
meeting to meeting, knowing just enough to converse
with those who know nothing. They just belong. It looks
good on the old business resume.
Anyway, I finally decided that Club San Joaquin
was no longer filling my needs for what I wanted in a
community organization. I had tried to get them involved in things other than playing games and drinking
cold beer. I wanted a bit more action. I wanted to be
involved in meaningful community activities. Ed
Camunez had approached me at an EXCENTRICO
gathering session and told me, "Little buddy, any time
you want to join this man's organization, just let me
know. I'll sponsor you."
"Not now, Ed, thank you. I appreciate it. I like
belonging to just one group and right now its Club San
Joaquin. But, one of these days, if I change my mind, I'll
let you know," I said.

P

TIME HAS COME
One Saturday afternoon I realized that the time had
come. The San Joaquin meetings were drawing less and
less people. We seemed to have lost our togetherness.
For one thing, we were getting more mature, our life
objectives were changing ... and we were getting married. When we started San Joaquin Club in 1957 most of
us were single but by October 1964 most of us were
married, or had been married. It was time to call Ed
Camunez.
"Ed? Camunez? This is David Sierra. I'm ready to
join the San Jose GI Forum. What do I have to do?" I
asked eagerly.
"Hey, little buddy! Nice hearing from you! The next
meeting is at the Lena Manriquez Hall on the first Friday
of the month. I can pick you up if you want, or just meet
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UFW PICKETS-- Chicanos picketing outside the Driskell Hotel, Corpus Christi, Texas, during the
American GI Forum national convention in 1968. Vice President Hubert Humphrey was expected
shortly and there was spectulation that he would select John Connally of Texas as his running mate.
me over there. If you need a ride, let me know. If not,
we'll see you on the first Friday!" he said.
o on the first Friday of October 1964 I
attended a meeting of San Jose GI Forum,
was nominated for membership, and allowed
to join. I think I was one of the last GI Forum members
to go in by that route. After that it seemed like anyone
who wanted to join, just paid their dues and that was it.
Of course, they were probably military service veterans
and I was not.

S

I jumped in with both feet. Lino Lopez, an educator originally from Colorado was just organizing the
Mexican American Community Services Agency
(MACSA). He was the speaker at our meeting. I was
impressed with his presentation and very impressed
with the questions asked him by the San Jose GI
Forum members.

At the next meeting I remembered how I had very
quickly become acquainted wi th all the members of my
coll ege fraternity, by volunteering to bartend at the
membershi p meetings. Everyone comes to the bar sometime during the evening. And ... you get to know the beer
drinkers because they come much more often.
At the meeti ng, I was con versing with Ernie Vasquez,
who had been the first Chairman when the GIForum was
organ ized in 1959. He was originally from Exeter,
Tulare County, Calif. (In the 'it's a small world category:
Exeter was my high school's chief rival). I knew that he
had been a very good high school athlete and had played
prep ball with Fibber Hirayama of Fresno State and
Japanese profess ional baseball fame.

FARMWORKERS UNION HEARINGS
We got along famously. Three days later, I wa
taking off work to go with him to San Francisco to testify
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for Cesar Chavez and the United Farmworkers in hearings being held by the federal government.
The hearing room in the Federal Building in San
Francisco was jammed when we got there. After we
found seats near the front of the auditorium I went back
outside to watch the agribusiness corporate lawyers
arriving in their fancy limousines. Soon it was announced that the meeting was being moved to a junior
high school nearby because the federal courthouse was
too small. There was a mass exodus of farmworkers
supporters, egged on by leaders with bullhorns telling
people where to go and where to sit. The farmworkers
supporters quickly jammed into the first twenty rows of
the Jr. High School auditorium.

PAUL JACOBS STANDS UP!
ne scene stands out in my mind. The
farmworkers supporters had the first 10 to
15 rows. The grey-suited lawyers were
seated just above them. A number of UFW supporters
bearing signs were walking back and forth near the front
of the auditorium, when one of the lawyers bellowed
out, .. SIT DOWN! ..
Almost instantly, the farm workers scurried to find a
chair and sit down!
There was a man named Paul Jacobs, who was a first
class rabble rouser, on the stage. He was scheduled to
make a presentation on behalf of the UFW. When he saw
the farmworkers obeying the agribusiness lawyers, he
came running off the stage and exhorted the UFW
supporters, ..March back and forth! he shouted, W ave
those signs! Don•t let these goons tell you what to do!
They've been telling you what to do all your life! Don•t
listen to them! They•re not your friends! Screw ·em!
Keep on marching! March until you get tired! March
until the meeting starts! ..
he sign-waving farmworkers eagerly
jumped up from their seats, whooped it
up, and waved their signs until the meeting
started.
Many people testified on the plight of the
farmworkers, urging the United States Congress to step
in and make life livable for them as they struggled to
harvest the nation•s fruits and vegetables. Ernie made a
nice presentation on behalf of the American GI Forum.
I was very proud to be a member of the organization, and
that we were helping the downtrodden farmworkers.

0

11

II

T

THE TRAITOR!
What I remember most at that meeting was a person
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from one of the big lettuce growers in the Salinas Valley
(Either Church or Antle) who testified that they had
fought unionization of their farm workers for a long time
but had finally come to realize that if they paid a decent
wage, the workers would settle in the Salinas Valley,
spend their money in Salinas stores, their kids would be
educated in Salinas schools, and the community would
benefit in the long run.
He explained the procedure of trying to find lettuce
pickers every season versus knowing that the pickers are
already there and can be contacted at any time during the
year. The corporate lawyers, educated at some of
America•s best schools, greeted those words with such
disparaging remarks as:
..You fucking traitor! ..
.. Punk! ..
.. Goddamned communist! ..
.. Mex loving sonofabitch! ..
E. David Sierra was getting a fast education.

CHAIRMAN BILL LOPEZ
At one of the first meetings I went to, Chairman Bill
Lopez and I got into a long conversation, culminating
with him offering me a ride home because I was more
than three sheets to the wind. We left the GI Forum
meeting and wound up at a small bar on Fountain Alley
between 1st and Second Streets. When they chased us
out at 2 AM, we took two six packs with us. As the beer
was running out at about 5:30 we decided to go back to
the Fountain Alley bar and start the new day at the same
place we had ended the last one.
Bill mentioned that the GI Forum was going to be
passing out leaflets in selected neighborhoods in east
San Jose extolling the virtues of another of President
Johnson•s War on Poverty programs, The Job Corps.
I had not volunteered, so I told Bill that I would drink
beer with him until he had to go leaflet and then he could
drop me off at home. When he told me that they would
be drinking beer after the leafletting, I decided to go
leaflet. I was in no condition to stand up, much less go
walking through neighborhoods distributing leaflets.
Cooler heads insisted that I go lie down in Bill•s car and
sleep, which I did.

THEFORUMEER
In April1964, before I joined the San Jose GI Forum,
Bob Rodriguez approached me about another of his
..bright ideas ... Robert was always trying to think up
ways to make the world better. He was one of the
idealists in the GI Forum and one of its brightest mem-
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hers. Good sense of humor. He also enjoyed drinking
beer.
e became friends when the GI Forum
went to EL EXCENTRICO maga
zine to fulfill their collating and folding
obligations. One day we played golf at the now defunct
Cambrian Park Golf Course on Union A venue. Then we
got to the 19th hole to hoist a few and talk. It was obvious
that he did not want to talk about golf.
The American GI Forum had a nationally distributed newsletter, called The News Bulletin, published in
Chicago, which was not meeting its monthly deadlines
and which wasn't being reflective of the organization.

W

Bob proposed to bid for it at the next convention,
bring it to San Jose, and he would be the Editor, I
would be the Assistant Editor in charge of layout;
and Fred Vazquez, a U.S. Postal Service employee,
would become the Distribution Chairman.
Would I be interested? At that time I was working
full time for Hillis Printing Company as an electronic
typesetter, part-time at El Excentrico doing typesetting
and other things, but I did want to help the American GI
Forum, so I said, "Yeah. I'm interested! What does it
pay?"
"Thirty dollars a month, .. he replied without hesitation, "we'll get together to discuss the materials that we
have. Then you can lay it out, and we typeset it at Hillis
where you work."

BIDDING FOR THE PAPER
Bob went to the Chicago convention, listened to
Bobby Kennedy's address to the delegation, and came
back as the new Editor of The News Bulletin.

"The first thing that's gotta go is that name •••
how about THE FORUMEER?" he asked me.

GI Forum building which had been run into by a truck.
It showed the Omaha brothers fixing the damage. We
lightheartedly suggested that the Forumeers were building it, but had started from the top and were working
down.

Just as we thought, they took it in jest as we had
intended. A new day had arrived! We were going to
"humanize" the American GI Forum's newspaper.
Bob also wrote an editorial entitled, FALL FORWARD, about suffering defeats and stoutheartedly
moving forward to make a temporary obstacle just that,
temporary. When you fall, fall forward, move ahead.
Don't quit, was the essence of his editorial. It too was
favorably received.

ASSEMBLYING A STAFF
red Vazquez and Bennie Garza diligently
typed the new address stencils, inked
them, and put them in alphabetical order. The
paper met its deadlines, and things went great. Six
months later, I called Eddie Camunez and joined the
organization.
Robert lasted four years. In 1968, just as we were

F

preparing to go to Corpus Christi for the 20th anniversary of the American GI Forum, he told me that
he would be resigning as editor and that he would
recommend that I be named editor.
DAN CAMPOS WINS CHAIR
In 1968,DanCamposofSanJose,Mario Vasquez of
Santa Clara, and Larry Montoya of San Diego were
among a group of seven men vying for the office of
National Chairman. My contention has always been that
if you wanted to control the organization, you ought
seek the office of National Executive Secretary Treasurer. That's where the power (and the money) is.

"THE FORUMEER it is, Robert. We just change the
masthead, y vamos! ..
One of the first articles we did was about the Omaha

Dan Campos, assisted by a small brochure that I
prepared for him, DAN'S THE MAN, waged a tough
campaign and won the right to be the exclusive
California candidate.

Liberty Soldiers

It was a tough fight in the Califas caucus because the
southern California brothers, more of them than us
northern folks who had not yet gotten wise to the idea of
attending the national convention, stood solidly behind
Montoya.

Every man who expresses
an honest thought is
a soldier in the army of
intellectual liberty.
--Robert G. Ingersoll

The California caucus voted to go in as a block,
supporting whichever candidate got the most votes
in the state caucus. When a vote was taken in the
California delegation over whom to support, Dan
won, barely.
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At that point it was understood that the other candidates would drop out and support Dan in a show of
Golden State unity.
Larry Montoya played team ball, but we found out
that Mario Vazquez of Santa Clara was bad-mouthing
Dan to people asking him about Dan's qualifications.
For unexplained reasons, they also had problems supporting a person who worked as a policeman, believe it
or not!
I personally confronted Mr. Vazquez about his
chicken-shit, non-teamattitude. He's probably still wondering how we found out he was bad-mouthing Campos.
We had friends in the other delegations who told us
exactly what Mario was saying about Campos' candidacy. If he hadn't been Fred Vazquez's brother, I would
have quit talking to that man at that point and pretended
I didn't even know him. That is what I do with people
. whom I don't respect.
When we returned home he tried to put pressure on
me through some people in our chapter to resign my post
as San Jose Chapter Chairman because I was violating
the American GI Forum constitution by "wronging and
harming a fellow GI Forum member! Is that gall or is
that gall? Que huevos!
P.S. He lost THAT battle also. I offered to discuss
his charges against me at a chapter meeting on the
condition that Mario Vazquez be at our meeting, present
his charges in writing and give me an opportunity to
respond. Then, and only then, would I entertain a motion
for censure and possible impeachment of my chairmanship.

We are getting ahead of our story ••• Anyway,
Dan won ••• in Dr. Garcia's hometown •.•• without Dr.
Garcia's support. Some of us still believe that most
of the animosity shown by Doctor Garcia and the
Texas carnales toward California Forumeers stems
from that.
The Miss American GI Forum national queen pageant competition was won by a young lady from southem California. Her name escapes me at the moment. But
that didn't sit too well with the Tejanos either!
We added to it also. We rubbed salt in the wound by
asking Johnny Canales and is orchestra to play "California, Here I come!" throughout the evening.
We would pay for dancing on the grave in Corpus
Christi. Dearly, amigo!
They would get their revenge exactly 265 days later

... at Cheyenne. At the 1968 American GI Forum national convention. Not in a million years would anyone
have guessed how they planned to get their revenge.
(See GARCIA PLAN (Page 673) in these memoirs).

•••••

Prado Principle
Twenty percent of the people own
80 percent of the wealth.
Eighty percent of the people own
20 percent of the wealth.
--V ilfrado Prado, Italian Economist

They're Laughing at Me!
Jack Ellwanger, Abel Cota, Bob Escobar and David
Sierra were playing golf at The Flying Lady. On a very
short hole that could not have measured 115 yards, the
first three players cleared the short water hazard. Then
it was Jack's turn. He plopped a few balls into the water,
getting furiouser and furiouser by the moment.
bel and Bob walked ahead to watch if
and when Jack's ball came flying over a
short hill just in front of the green.

A

As Jack's anger grew with each ball plopped into
the pond, Abel and Bob could not keep from laughing as Jack tried to get it over the water.
At one point, between hits, Jack said, "They're
laughing at me, Tio. They're laughing at me!"
"Fuck 'em, Jack," I said giving him my most serious
look.
"Escobar is laughing at me," he said, "Look at him,
I can see his belly jumping up and down," he said.
"Keep your head down," was my solemn advice as
he nailed his 9th shot up and over the water and onto the
fairway.
It was difficult playing the next hole. We wanted to
talk but we dared not mention the hole we had just
played. Three of us parred it and Jack came in with a hard
earned twelve.
It was the last time we played that course. • • • • •
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Have We Disappointed Mr. Carter?
This was my final editorial,
printed in the May-June 1977 issue of
THE FORUMEER.
by E. David Sierra Editor.

This may very well be the last editorial we will do for this paper. National Chairman Tony
Morales and Executive Secretary Louis Tellez have apparently decided that this newspaper
can best be edited somewhere in Texas.
During the past three years Morales has convened meetings in El Paso, Lincoln, andAlbuqueruqe
to discuss who should edit THE FORUMEER and where. We have always championed the idea that
the decision ought to be left to the rank and file members of the American GI Forum ... at the national
convention.
CANCELLED MEETING?
In October 1976, Morales telephoned the editor to
ask if we were going to a national board of directors
meeting slated for Albuquerque on Oct. 17. We said
YES. He replied that the meeting had been cancelled.
n Oct. 22, we received a letter from
National Exec. Louis Tellez notifying
us that "The National Executive Committee met in Albuquerque on Oct. 17 and decided to
publish THE FORUMEER every two months."
A quite lengthy discussion about this newspaper
took place at the 1977 Mid-Year in Oklahoma City.
Editor David Sierra was not present. Question: Why
have we not had L-E-N-G-T-H-Y discussions at the
1973, 1974 and 1976 national conventions when both
the Editor and the Subscription Manager were present to
answer questions?
Editor David Sierra will never agree to submit what
we have written to the National Chairman for his approval, as was suggested at the Oklahoma Mid-Year in
February. ULTIMATELY, THE RESPONSffiiLITY
FOR WHAT APPEARS IN THIS NEWSPAPERMUST
COME DOWN TO 0-N-E PERSON. If you want that
person to be the National Chairman, then you should
vote him that responsibility. Right now it is vested in E.
David Sierra, su servidor.
We believe that any individual wanting to edit this

0

sheet should come before the membership and lay out
precisely how he/she intends to handle the project. IT IS
NO SIMPLE MATIER. We intend to present our bid at
Albuquerque on August. 10-14.

COME PREPARED
National Exec. Tellez has informed your Editor (by
phone) that American GI Forum chapters across the
country will be asked to submit bids for editing, publishing and distributing THE FORUMEER. We hope he
receives many bids.
ttempts to move THE FORUMEER
elsewhere in the past 12 years have
failed because those advocating change did
not present feasible alternatives to the present operation.

A

FINDING AN EDITOR IS EASY. There
are many individuals who delight in seeing their
name and photo in print. Deciding what is news
and what isn't, establishing priorities, seeking
information, working with a reliable printer,
getting information from GI Forum officers and
chapters, and filling up 4 pages with interesting
articles and photographs is NOT an easy task.
A dedicated and responsible Subscription Manager
is the backbone of the project. Without that, only the
Editor and the Printer will see the results. An address
stencil list must be kept by state, city, and by zip code.
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Subscription inquiries must be answered promptly. All
transmittal sheets from State and National must be filed
alphabetically and chronologically so they they can be
found when questions arise. The most difficult task is
keeping accurate records of ALL CHANGES to the
mailing list. In some months, there may be as many as
200 changes.
There is no money allocated for office space or
telephone. We point this out so others may present
REALISTIC proposals.
If you are interested in this project, please notify the
National Executive Secretary LOUIS TELLEZ, P.O.
Box 7515, Albuquerque, New Mexico 87104. Prepare a
written bid and attend the 1977 national convention.

IT IS AN EDUCATION
Being editor of THE FORUMEER has been an
education. We have met, talked with, listened to, and
corresponded with many of the prominent Chicano
leaders all over America.
We have done lots of reading (bathroom graffiti,
PLAYBOY, street signs, racing forms, etc.) because we
wanted to be well informed. We have written hundreds
of letters to educators, legislators, pintos, Forumeers,
students, and servicemen, seeking information and disseminating it.
e have delivered eulogies at memo
rial services for three deceased
Forumeers (including a U.S. Marine
Corps casualty of Vietnam). We addressed classes at
three senior high schools and two community colleges,
and were interviewed on radio and television about the
American GI Forum's newspaper.

W

In 1972 THE FORUMEER was the subject of a two-part newspaper article done by
one of the most prestigious political writers in
the U.S. commenting on our editorial, THE
DEMOCRATS HAD IT COMING.
Articles from our paper have been frequently reprinted in Ia raza publications all over the country, and
PLUNKETT GANA EL REISMAN ran in the Congressional Record of the 91st Congress.
We were privileged to receive awards at the 1972
Washington D.C. national convention, the Gold Key
Award at the 1973 El Paso convention, the Dedication of
the 1973 California convention program, a resolution
from the Santa Clara County Board of Supervisors, two
Honorary Memberships in cultural awareness groups at
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two California prisons, named San Jose Chapter's Outstanding Member in 1973 and elected Chapter Chairman on three separate occasions. TOOT! TOOT!

LA TUYA!
We have shared lots of cold beer and wine with
Forumeers and friends in various airports, clubhouses,
bars and homes all over the country.
We enjoyed the give-and-take of heated discussions
with numerous Forumeers who questioned their Editor's
intelligence, judgment, alcoholic beverage consumption, and ancestry.

e have been raked over the coals
so many times by the GI Forum
Women and Youth that we now accept it as a failing in our character. Dogs and cats
have wet on our shoes.

W

We have been criticized by pretty women and
hombres feos, defended by the clergy, insulted by governmental appointees who tried to use the newspaper as
a public relations tool for their agency, and pretty much
ignored by the GI Forum's 'White Shoes Set.' Ay se va.
We even enjoyed (after the fact) the unsuccessful
attempts to oust me as editor (by Dr. Hector P. Garcia at
Flint in 1970, and by Tony Morales at the Lincoln MidYear in 1975) because it gave the organization an
opportunity to hear from and decide between two divergent viewpoints. The scene now shifts to Albuquerque.

Since we cannot predict how the membership
will vote at the '77 national convention please permit
us a few paragraphs more.
We have enjoyed our involvement with THE
FORUMEER project, since April 1964. We were entrusted with the Editor's responsibilities at the 1968
Corpus Christi convention after Bob Rodriguez resigned. Since then the staffhas consisted ofFred Vazquez
as Sub. Mgr. and este viejito as Editor. Mr. Vazquez's
dedication in keeping the paper going out to the members and subscribers is well appreciated here. A Special
Award to this dedicated Forumeer is long overdue.

WE HAVE TRIED
We hope we have been fair in publishing articles
from American GI Forum chapters across America, and
that we somehow inspired :YOU to work harder for this
great organization. It is very difficult for an editor to be
as interested in YOUR chapter as he is in HIS, but we
tried.
We know that we did not gain the love of govern-
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Unloving
a Car
In late June of 1997 I arrived at the conclusion that
my '79 AMC Concord had outlived its usefulness. It had
become a drain on my meager funds, and was disposing
of most of my disposable income.
First, last November we played hell getting it to
pass the smog check required by California's very
strict standards. After seeing four different mechanics, and finally getting a certificate and sending it off
to Sacramento, I felt like someone had lifted a 500
pound rock off my back.
Then I began hearing strange noises emanating from
the bottom of the car. Again, I took it to a mechanic. He
asked me when I had last serviced the transmission.
"Serviced the transmission?" I asked.

He laughed, "Bring it in Friday and I'll take care of
it for you."
He did, but it cost me $237 dollars.
Then the battery died on me. After $75 dollars and
a five year warranty which I know is not worth the paper
its written on, I had a new battery.
Then one of the belts busted just as I arrived at work.
I called another of my mechanic "friends" and he installed all the belts, for $ 137.
Then it was the generator that was causing a problem. Zip! Rebuilt generator. Another $ 123.
Then the driver's side door could not be unlocked
because the key was not working. So I began entering

Have We Disappointed

We thank those who have made this experience
possible. We especially thank those tolerant of our
literary errors (Mr. Garcia in Michigan, for one) and
those forgiving of our personal idiosyncrasies.
Probably our most cherished me mories are meeting
and becoming acquainted with many DEDICATED
men, women and youth. We admire your courage, your
convictions, and your dedication. We value your friendship and will always remember Only The Good Times.

•••

(Cont. from Pg 312)
mental agencies or political and bureaucratic paper
shufflers that we chided for their incompetency. And we
realize that we antagonized some American GI Forum
members who found it difficult distributing a newspaper
which criticized their President during some very hard
ti mes for this republic. But that President, Vice President, Attorney General, and sundry other clowns have
since been proven "Crooks" so we feel good about our
share of the muckracking.
A FREE PRESS
One of the most precious institutions of our democratic society is a FREE PRESS. Those who have an
independent newspaper (THE AMERICAN GI FORUM) shouldzealouslyprotectitfromcontrol by elected
or appointed politicians because politicians will invariably seek to use the press as a public relations tool to
insure their perpetuity. REMEMBER THAT!
THANK YOU!

(Cont. on Pg 313)

MR. CARTER?
The sagacious Hedding Carter once said, referring
to his young son who at the time was the harrassed editor
of the University of Texas newspaper, "HELL, ANY
EDITOR WORTH HIS SALT WILL GET INTO
TROUBLE SOONER OR LATER!"
We pray that we have not disappointed Mr. Carter ...
nor ... more importantly, the rank and file members of
the American GI Forum.
--E. David Sierra • • • • •
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Unloving a Car
(Cont. from Pg 312)
my car from the right side of the car. Lean into it, stretch
way out, and unlock the driver•s side door while lying on
my back. That went on for three months. The window
would not roll down.

Howard, my co-worker at Vida Nueva, took the
side panel of the driver's side door out, oiled it, and
it was working fine. WD-40 is a miracle compound.
I was exhilarated!
A friend once told me that he sprayed WD-40 on his
wife•s arthritic knees and it took care of the problem, but
that subject belongs in an article in a medical journal.
Did I mention the steering column? My Concord
came with cruise control and I was having problems
with it wiggling back and forth. About two inches of
play in every direction is a conservative estimate! My
mechanic said he could fix it for about $180 dollars.
At another garage they said they could look at it for
$75 and fix it by just tightening a bolt. I went for the $75
bolt job and it worked. For about three weeks. Then it got
worse. I began to get a feeling that I should dump the car.
The previous January, still convinced that I was going to
keep it I had invested $700 in velour seat covers and a
complete upholstery job throughout the car. Front and
backseats, headliner, the floors, etc. A beautiful job. But
the problems were elsewhere.
As we moved into spring, I decided to check the air
conditioner. No cold air. I took it to a garage. They told
me they pumped freon into it, $31.00, but that I needed
a new condenser. About $300.

I spoke to another mechanic about the problem
and he advised me to get rid of the car while it was still
running. I asked him about the air conditioning
problem. He said it would probably cost me $600-700
to convert it to the new freon now being used because
of California's strict air pollution standards.
One of my friends showed me the front tires of my
car. You could see wires on the inside edge of the tires.
Two days later I put down $50 for two new tires. The tire
guy said I needed tires in the back also, but I said, .. later...
.. You also need a front end alignment, .. he said,
determined to get in the last word.

TRIPLE A TAKES A LOOK
I decided to take the car to the Califoria State
Automobile Association for a complete diagnostic and

to get their advice on keeping it or dumping it. After the
mechanic explained to me what I had to do to bring the
car up to snuff, I asked him for an honest opinion on
whether to keep the car or get rid of it.
"If it was mine, I would haul it to the nearest

dump," he said solemnly. "Don't drive it!" he cautioned, "you may not make it to the dump!"
Funny. Funny. Funny.
I took the report back to my latest mechanic, he
looked at it and said most of the rap airs recommended by
AAA he could take care of rather inexpensively, IF I
WANTED TO KEEP THE CAR. The engine, which
registered no compression in one cylinder, and the
transmission which was making a noise not unlike a
semi truck badly in need of a tune-up, sounded like it was
going to give up at any minute. He also recommended
that I dump it unless I really, really loved it, or was
saving it for historical purposes.
ne night I drove home to the senior
citizens complex where my wife and I
live. The car was making a lot of noise. A
lady mentioned to my wife the next morning that she had
heard me come home from work at about 12:26, precisely the time I arrived. She HEARD me.
The following night, going home from work, I heard
some new noises. When I got home I told my wife
Gloria, .. Call AVIS tomorrow morning. We gotta pick
up a car, and start looking for another one. Old Yeller has
had it! ..

0

Then began the process of falling out of love with
a car that had taken us to British Columbia, Colorado, Texas, Las Vegas, many trips to Reno, Los
Angeles, San Diego, and all over the backroads of
northern, central and southern California for 14
years.
In the last few years we had been renting cars
whenever we went out of town, even to Modesto, 82
miles away. Old Yeller left Santa Clara County only on
those rare occasions when we drove it to a little Mexican
restaurant in Pajaro where we occasionally went for
breakfast on Sunday mornings.

I made up a sign to post on the windshield:

1979 FiXeR UppR
Use this Beauty as a Loaner for your
MOTHER-IN-LAWI
(You will always hear her coming)

MAKE AN OFFER!
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(This 1979 AMC is owned by a
little old man
and a little old lady
who have not driven it out
of S.C. County for over 15 years).

(The mechanic always had it!)

T

he next morning we picked up a brand
new Dodge Intrepid at A vis and went
looking for another car. I had been reading
the Consumer Digest, trying to get some insight on what
were dependable used cars and which ones to avoid.
I told Gloria that I had heard a lot of good things
about the Ford Taurus, for instance, that it was the best
selling car in America, so that's where our search would
begin. I asked her to remind me not to close my mind to
another make if we found something that we liked.
Sometime in the two weeks, I found a newer car that
I liked and I bought it with a $10,000 loan from the bank.
Now I had to get rid of the old one. No one had made
inquiries about the AMC in the six days it was parked on
the lawn where I work. We made a few calls. One Pick
and Pull place offered us $40. Another said $35 if they
towed it in, $55 if I drive it in. I asked my friend Jack if
he would drive it about 6 miles to the $55 offer. He said,
"yes, of course," and we were off, me following in the
new Dodge. While driving to the Pick & Pull, I decided
that if AMC failed, I would just take the pink slip and put
it on the front seat and leave the car where ii died.
Old Yeller had one more trip in her. We made it to
the Pick & Pull. We were not able to culminate the deal
because my wife's name was on the pink slip and she had
to sign it too. We left it in the parking lot. The next
morning, bright and early, Gloria and I went to the Pick
& Pull, signed the pink slip and another document they
asked us to sign and it was over. The lady wanted to see
the car, so I showed her where it was parked.
"Look at the seat covers on this baby!" I said

enthusiastically.
he took a quick look, said nothing, and
took out a green marking pen and began
writing on the left rear fender: 79 AMC, and
some other numbers which meant nothing to me. After
receiving our $55 check, we went around the corner of
the building where we were handed $55 cash in American money, and the transaction was complete.
As we were walking to our new car, we saw a big

S

NOVA cars?
Those clever Japanese have now
designed a car especially for lawyers.
Seen the I SUZ U models?
There's also one for Chicanos who
ain't goin' nowhere: NO VA, by
Chevrolet, I believe.
Maybe that's why some people say
they wouldn't drive a Chevy if you paid
'em.
Seen the car with personalized
plates: EX-POW?
You PROUD that you were taken
prisoner, comrade? You're supposed
to WIN when you go to wart

yellow forklift, approach the AMC and hoist it unceremoniously up and off to the junk heap. I wanted to keep
talking about the car, all the places it had taken us, some
of the problems we had had with it, but Gloria ended it
all,

"Forget it! Ya estuvo! It's gone. That piece of
junk was 14 years old. You should have gotten rid of
it years ago! Enjoy your new car!"
I almost cried. • • • • •

Greatest Gifts
One of the greatest gifts a caring teacher can
contribute to children is to help them learn to
sit when they feel like running, to raise their
hand when they feel like talking, to be polite
to their neighbor, to stand in line without
pushing, and to do their homework when
they feel like playing. By introducing procedures in the classroom, you are also introducing procedures as a way of living a happy
and successful life.
--Rosemary T. Wong
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Last Days of Calero Hills
A cool 16 on the first hole!
One day a foursome consisting of Raul Calderon,
Jack Ellwanger, Julian Quesada and I were playing at
Calero Hills, a course south of the mM plant and up
against the mountains west of Highway 101.

istake No. One was when we
showed up two and a half hours
before our tee-off time. After breakfast, we had nothing to do but •••. drink beer, of
course. So when it was time to tee up and hit the ball,
I was more than three sheets to the wind.

M

After the other players teed off, I put my ball down
and took a mighty swing. Missed it by a foot! After the
laughter by my friends subsided, I took another swing.
The ball dribbled about ten feet off the tee and directly
west, leaving me still on the teeing off area but no longer
able to use a tee. I took another swing and hit the ball
about forty yards down the fairway, but into some tall
grass. By this time the other players in my foursome had
gone on ahead to the green to wait for me. (bad golf
manners, by the way). They knew I'd get there some day.
orne idiot had designed the course so that you
had to hit your first shot at least 100 yards to
be on the fairway and on short grass. I calmly
drove my golf cart to the ball, got out, and went for the
jug of wine which always accompanied me when I
played golf in those days.
One of the men in the foursome behind us exclaimed, "OH NO! NOW HE'S GONNA START
DRINKING WINE. WE'LL BE OUT HERE ALL
FRIGGIN' DAY!"
I took a healthy swig, capped the jug, pulled out my
3-iron again to give it another try. As I was addressing
the ball, I heard one of the men ask, "I wonder if he can
play any other game?''
I don't think he realized that I was still close enough
to hear him. I turned around and hollered, "basketball! ..

S

One of the guys gagged on his beer, spit it out, and
was laughing out loud. The other guy shouted, "Take
your time, buddy. Keep your head down. Easy does
it!"
I hit the ball about 100 yards and bravely rode down
the fairway to my next shot. I was lying 12 when I

reached the green. The others had long ago putted out
and were waiting to attack the second hole.
EDITOR'S NOTE-- We never played that course
again. Sometime after that round of golf, the course was
closed down, and the area went back to weeds. Sometimes I wonder if my golf game had anything to do with
their giving up on a golf course in that area. NAAH!

•••••

Elections Conting Up
--THE LEADER article
October 1986
Hope the Democrats take it easy on
J. Danforth Quayle III. Hell, he was only
doin' what all of us would have done if
we'd been filthy rich, scratch golfers,
and sunshine warriors.
omebody sent me a clipping
in the mail that says: J.
Danforth Quayle III opposed
granting veterans the right to challenge
the Veterans Administration in court,
opposed a $20 million job training bill
for veterans, opposed compensating
Vietnam vets for problems caused by
Agent Orange, and opposed putting the
Vietnam Veterans of America on an
equal footing with older vets groups.
J. Danforth, it sounds like you got a
lot of growing up to do, hossr

S

Legacy
No legacy is so rich as honesty.
--William Shakespeare
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At the Beach

•••

....

My favorite photo of my favorite lady.
It was a beautiful day in 1962. Mentally, I was still on
my honeymoon. We were both working and had not
taken a long honeymoon trip after we married because we couldn't afford it. But we wanted to do and
see things together, so we took weekend trips whenever we got a yen to go somewhere ... anywhere.
Sacramento to watch a 49ers-Dallas pro football
exhibition game, to Eureka just because we had never
been there, to San Luis Obispo just because it is there.
One morning we had breakfast at the Sheraton Hotel
near SF Airpor t because someone recommended it.
Another time we went to San Rafael for hamburgers
because the SF Chronicle said they were the best in
the north bay area. We visited Castle Air Force Base
because I like to look atWW II vintage airplanes. We
drove all the backroads through the Gold Country to
Placervme, to a 4th of July parade in Weavervi lle, to
Auberry to find an Indian casino, to Coalinga via
Hollister to see the results of a big earthquake; to
Cambria via Highway One to visit the Hearst Castle,
and through Yosemite Park. We went to Marysvi lle,

Clear Lake. Weedpatch, P e taluma, Ft. Ross,
Cloverdale, Rough and Ready, Portola, Au burn, l(jngs
Canyon Park, Sequoia Park, to Chico, Gridley,
Rosevi lle, Rockl in, Manzanar, Nevada City, Grass
Valley, Avenal, Santa Nell a, Buttonwillow, Taft,
Ridgecrest, Ch ina Lake, Bishop, Mono Lake, Lee
Vining, over Tioga Pass, Maricopa, Cuyama Valley,
Fillmore, Ojai, Santa Barbara, Solvang, Lompoc,
Guadalupe, Huron, Mendota, Alpaugh, Pismo Beach,
Redlands, Barstow, Baker, Las Vegas, Jackpot,
Laughlin, Needles, Flagstaff, Indio, Blythe, Palm
Springs, Redl ands, Julian , El Centro, Caruthers,
Patterson, Gustine, Weed, Lemon Cove, Lamont,
Tehachapi , Mojave, Lancaster, Palmdale, Lindsay,
Corcoran, Ivanhoe,Tuggleville, Yucaipa, Jackson,
Ft. Bragg, Mendocino, Boon vi lie, Orland, St. Helena,
Vista, San Di ego, Yuba City, Yettem, Oceans ide,
Escondido, Ri verside, Arlington, Anaheim , Upland,
Ontario, Westwood, Susanville, Elderwood, etc.
And Woodlake, of course.
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Gored by Fort Ord
San Joaquin Club, composed of men formerly residents of the San Joaquin Valley, had come together and
formed a club to play sports against other clubs in San
Jose.
e had a column in EL EXCENTRICO
magazine. Ray Villegas and I went to the
library to research a constitution. Neither of us had ever written one. We finally got a document together, showed it to the "members" of Club San
Joaquin, got it approved, and set about the business of
being a club.
First, we challenged the guys who hung out at the
Snug Harbor Bar on Stockton A venue to a football
game. We were sitting around chugging beer when
somebody suggested a friendly game of football.
Immediately Paul Gary issued a challenge, "When
you guys feel froggy, just jump! It's ass-kicking time,
que no Sierra?"
"Yeah," I replied, "but these guys aren't big enough.
They're too little."
"When do you
want to play ?" asked
one of the Riviera
members, apparently
feeling his oats also.
"How about right
no w? " Gary c hallenged.
So it was that
Riviera guys, Friday
Ag uil era,
Phi l
He rn a ndez , Jess
Aguilar, Bennie
Montes, Ray Bravo,
Gil Minjarez, Ruben
Jacobo and others acDAN VASQUEZ
cepted the challenge.
CSJ Guard
We leftthe Snug Harbor armed with a few
sick packs of beer and went to Columbus Park, about 1
pm on a beautiful Saturday afternoon .
Between sips of beer, making up plays as we went
along, we wiped 'em out something like 42-6, and the

W

Club San Joaqui n
legend was born.
We started feel ing a bit froggy after winning a few
football and softball
games. Henry Plata,
who owned the diminutive Plata's
Market at King &
San
Antonio
Streets, became our
sponsor and bought
us some beautiful
white jerseys with a
script San Joaquin
across the chest and
navy blue numerals
front and back.
Rightafterwegot
BONIE VI LLEGAS
our
beautiful
blue and
CSJ Center
white jerseys we issued a challenge in
EL EXCENTRICO magazine for games against whomever wanted to play us.
One of the local club members had a brother in
Morgan Hjll who had played high school ball at Live
Oak H.S. He knew a lot of former Live Oakers who were
willing to find out just how big and bad this upstart Club
San Joaquin team was.
On a Sunday afternoon we met at what is now
Britton Jr. High School on Monterey Road in Morgan
Hill.
aul Reynoso, who had found us and wanted
to play for us, was a friend of some San
Franc isco 49ers of that era and he picked up
a half dozen 49ers football jerseys, distributed them to
our guys before the game, and we arrived in Morgan Hil l
ready to tangle with the devil , if need be.
Our opponents were much younger than us. Some of
them looked like they were still playing high school ball,
not even old e nough to shave. When they asked me who
the guys were in the 49ers uniform I referred them to

P
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Paul Reynoso, as if I didn not know the guys. I don•t
know what he told them but I felt that they were beaten
even before the kickoff.

It was a long afternoon for them. Dan Bittel and
Kenny Saucedo ran them guys ragged. Bobby Garcia
pounded the middle. Reynoso, Dan Vasquez, Bonie
Villegas and the other guys played beautifully on
defens and we won something like 52-7.

W

e had played for a case of beer. When
the guy from Morgan Hill went after
the beer, the guys from San Joaquin
chipped in a few more bucks and he came back with
three cases, thereby establishing that we were allright
people and worthy of being friends. We drank it right
there, hanging over the back of an old pickup truck
belonging to Uncle John Vasquez.

In the years to come we were to meet Uncle John's
softball teams more than once. They held their own,
once even besting the heralded Ronnie Gonzalez in a
night game in Morgan Hill. They had a good pitcher
too, Nat Olivas, if my memory serves me.
THE SACRAMENTO CHALLENGE
About that time I received a letter in the mail inviting
Club San Joaquin to a basketball tournament sponsored
by the Sacramento Union. We responded, seeking more
information and sent along a group picture of the Club
San Joaquin team in their snazzy new uniforms.
When we got a reply and a schedule showing Club
San Joaquin playing Company .. A .. at Sacramento Junior College gymnasium at 7 PM, the club voted to
participate and we were off to battle Company .. A .. in the
first round.

I reckoned it was some fire station team from
Sacramento and that is what I told the players. I
didn't have too much information about Company
"A" so our players went in blind, and it was a good
thing they did, or we might have turned right around
and come back to San Jose.
MEETING FORT ORD

W

e were first on the floor at 6 PM. Soon we
heard a noise like distant thunder and the
doors at the far end of the gym swung
open and player after player decked out in gold satin
uniforms streamed onto the floor. I didn•t see any guys
my size. They all looked over six feet tall, for a very
simple reason. They were!
I went across the floor to greet the other team•s coach

and noticed the lettering across our opponents• chests:
WARRIORS. I knew right then that we were in deep,
deep shit.
The coach told me that all his Fort Ord players were
6 feet tall or over, and all had at least junior college
basketball experience. One had played at Stanford, and
another at some college in Minnesota. A short while
later he handed me his scorebook so I could see whom
they had played.
They had defeated Stewart Chevrolet of Oakland, a
top semipro club; the Mid-Valley Sports Center of
Fresno by forty six points, etc., etc. Stewart Chevrolet
had won the national AAU championship around that
time. As a sports fan, I knew that. I followed the four
major sports closely. I knew who Stewart Chevrolet
was. I knew about the Mid-Valley sports center composed of former Fresno State guys and some hotshot JC
players.
aving grown up in the San Joaquin
Valley, I was aware of how good the
Mid-Valley Sports Center team was. They
probably could have beaten most of the college basketball teams of that era.

H

"We are up shit creek," I told Bobby
Garcia when I walked back to the CSJ end of
the floor, "those are the Fort Ord Warriors,
Uncle Sam's finest."
.. Oh, shit, .. was all Bobby said. That was enough.
The Warriors showed remarkable restraint when
they kept from openly laughing when we sent big Bob
Ochoa, 5•11 .. and 270 pounds onto the floor. Bob could
not run the floor twice without stopping for R & R.
They got us by about 56 by being very kind to us.

THE TRUTH OUTS
A few weeks later, visiting at my compadre Ray
Garcia•s home, his brother Rudy was there. At the time
Rudy was doing his U.S. Army hitch at Ft. Ord and he
mentioned that he had read in the post paper that the Ft.
Ord Warriors were playing Club San Joaquin of San
Jose in a Sacramento tournament.
.. I KNEW you guys were in deep shit and I knew you
weren•t aware of how deep it was. Fort Ord had aVERY
GOOD team, .. he laughed
.. Good? Very good, .. I replied, .. They can probably
beat Stanford, California and a lot of other college and
semi-pro teams, .. I said.

•••••

319

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

Eli Sandoval
Roast
Visalia, Calif.
February 2, 1985
On Sat., Feb. 2, 1985, during dinner at a
California GI Forum state board meeting, the
entertainment was a "roast" ofEli Sandoval, the
state chairman. Master of Ceremonies Manuel
Lerma of the hosting Visalia Chapter asked me
to participate. Of course! With pleasure! Here
are the remarks I made:
"It is good to be here again, among friends, at the
West Woodlake Convention Center.
I am really impressed with this building. But I think
someone should tell the city ... that indoor plumbing
doesn't mean you bring in a two-holer from the back
yard and stick it in the lobby!
But it is progress none theless, and the City of Visalia
should be proud.

W

hen I was going to high school up
the road apiece in the early SO's,
gatherings of Chicanos wearing their
Sunday best took place at Cutler Park ... or Mooney
Grove ... or at the basketball courts at Crowley
School!
And always ended with spirited discussions between the guys from Tulare and the guys from Mitchell
St. , and the guys from Cutler and the guys from El Barrio
de La Ran a in Woodlake. And the cops in the middle
separating them.
In our part of the state they don't separate the guys ...
because they're probably ENGAGED!
HOWEVER, I understand that this is a roast of Eli
Sandoval and that all his friends are here.
If this is all the friends you have Eli, we shouldn't be
roasting you, we should be praying for you.
I've seen Chicano FAMILIES bigger than this.

Eli Sandoval
State Chairman

I've seen more people than this gathered around a
six-pak in the bleachers at Mineral King Bowl.
The San Jose GIForum Ways & Means Commit-

tee is bigger than this
IN this city .. there have been JAIL BREAKS
involving more people than this!
We have been talking to Tyrone and to Lobo The
WonderDog to get some inside information on our State
Chairman ... We don't care what ELi thinks of these
remarks .. it's not being done FOR him ... it's being done
TO him.
Or ... as Mr. T would say ... We gonna ROAST you
... not TOAST you , FOOL.
Who was it that said ... "what you see is what you
get? Well, that doesn't apply to Eli because he is a very
complex individual. For instance do you know that IN
his favorite Hollywood movie the star is NAKED
throughout the film? YES ! I mean STARKERS ! En
pelotas as they say in the barrio! ... YES! ... his favorite
movie is BAMBI!
Do you know why Eli decided not to run for NationaJ
Chairman last year at Denver? He couldn't prove he was
a U.S. citizen. And, he is NOT a U.S. Citizen. He was
born in Chihuahua.
A few years ago ... he tried to become one of US by
going into the military!

H

e was thrown out of the Navy
.. because he was in a subma
rine and heard a loud knock. Eli
opened the window to see if it was the mailman delivering his Green Card!
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He was thrown out of the Green Berets because he
insisted on posting a photo of Tiny Tim in his locker
instead of John Wayne.
He was thrown out of the Coast Guard because he
told the Admiral the only coast we was qualified to guard
was the Virgin Islands!
He was thrown out of the Marines because he said
he didn't mind amphibious landings on an enemyheld island, but why in hell does the Navy have to
SHELL the island and wake 'em up early?
He was thrown out of the Air Force because the pilot
told him to turn the cabin light off ... and Eli pulled a
cord, and ejected the pilot!
He was thrown out of the Airborne because he said
he didn't mind jumping out of a plane ... but they
wouldn't let him take along his Ghetto Blaster!
inally ... the Groundpounders took him.
When he was in Viet Nam, one time he
went running into the General's tent and
reported, "General, we found the enemy, sir!"
The general said, "Well, Private Sandoval, go out
and shoot at them sumbitches!"
"General," Sandoval replied, "Sir ... I think .... I think
I'm scared, SIR!"
"Private Sandoval," the general said, "War is
hell. No one wants to be shot at. But it's better THEM
than us. Believe ME! Out here we are ALL scared!"
Eli asked, "Are you CIDCKEN SHIT too, general?"
He was accused last summer by his opponent of
going to San Jose too often.
That creates many problems for members of the San
Jose GI Forum, you know. When he arrives at the San Jo
Airport we have to HURRY to pick him up ... we have
to race LA MIGRA to get to him first!
We notice in his Chairman's Report he never mentions playing GOLF in San Jose. Probably because he is
not a golfer. He is a walking drinker ... never beats
anyone ... and is playing with very expensive clubs
whose FIRST owner is still looking for them!
Eli has been accused of flying up to San Jose too
much.
You want him taking the Dog to Union City and then
swinging on a vine into San Jose?
You want him going into Oakland and coming out
calling everyone Mother?
You want him hitch-hiking into Gilroy and coming
out drunk on cheap wine and smelling like Garlic?
You want him taking the love boat to San Fran-

F

Which End?
Nature gives men two ends-- one to sit on
and one to think with. Ever since then
man's success or failure has been dependent upori the one he uses most.
--George R. Kirkpatrick

cisco and come off the ship engaged to a darling sixfoot tall blonde •• MAN?
You may think that the Chairman strikes a very
imposing figure with that big Texas hat on top of his
dome.
First, the hat is stuffed with newspapers so it doesn't
fall down over his ears!
Second, Eli is bald. His hairpiece was borrowed
from Tony Gallegos!
And, Third, under those immaculately pressed trousers, Eli wears BLACK 4" inch high heels by Frederick's
of Hollywood!
And, WE ARE TOLD ... designer undies!
Remember the Chula Vista board meeting when
he said that America is short of energy and thus we
must permit oil drilling in the Santa Barbara channel? Remember?
The first question was: "Who owns YOU ... J.R.
Ewing?"
We need oil wells off the Santa Barbara coast like
Afghanistan needs another Russian!
We need oil wells like Nixon needed another Cuban!
We need oil wells like the Redwood High School
Rangers need another Tulare Redskin!
If you married men did to your wife what Eli has
done to the American GI Forum in the past two years
••• she'd be with child!
It is a pleasure to have poked a little fun at a
tremendous individual, a respected leader, and a good
friend.
Eli, we want you to remember the GOOD things
that are said about you, and forget the REST!
I understand that very shortly ELI will put you to
sleep by speaking to you.
I don't need ELI to put ME to sleep, I am going to
take a Budweiser! Thank You, and good night!

•••••
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FAIR BOARD --Front row, left to right: Manny Goulart, TedMoniz, Doris Skow, Bob Couchman, Lionel Cross, Par
Loomis, Mike Fe lice, ??, Tak Yonemoto. Back row, Jack Rouleau, Emerson Street, E.David S ierra, Mel Estrada,
Robert Johnson , Ed Glaeser, Alvin Hodge, Francis Zingheim, Fred Gerdts. (Eddie Chong Photo).

Naming and Dedication of
The Marie Campbell Women's Pavilion
Have you ever been in the Marie Campbell
Pavilion at the Santa Clara County Fair?
(It's the second largest hall). I am very proud
of the role I played in naming that building
after a very deserving person.

T

wo years before that , San Jose
GI Forum had had a problem
with a Fair Board decision when we were
planning our annual Flores Mexicanas Pageant at the
fairgrounds . I asked Jack Ellwanger, an aide to Supervisor McCorquodale, "How are the fair board members
elected?"
He checked it out, then we met over a cold beer to
discuss the situation. He told me the boardmembers
come out of the Santa Clara County Fair Association, a group of community citizens who volunteer
their efforts to put on the fair. The Fair Assocation
meets annually and its members nominate other
people to be named to the association. Some of them

ascend to the Board of Directors by being elected at
the annual meeting.
Eventually our discussion led to a suggestion that
the Santa Clara County Board of Supervisors each
name a representative to the Fair Board. McCorquodale
named George Nelson, a teamsters union member, who
a few months later lost interest in being on the board and
was not attending the meetings. McCorquodale named
me to replace Nelson.
NO RESPECT FOR LADY
When I began serving on the S.C. County Fair
Board I was very disgusted by the attitude of the
members when people who headed departments got up
to give their reports after the Fair.
One very nice lady, Marie Campbell, had been
on the Fair Board since the Fair started in 1941. She
would bring written reports, and give lengthy and
complete reports about her Women's Pavilion exhibits. When she asked if there were any questions,
there were never any because the male members
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were impatient to get on to the next report.
Women didn't matter. She was the only female
member of the board. I thought some of the men were
being very disrespectful to a woman who deserved
better.
After Marie Campbell retired from the board, I
di cussed with Jack Ellwanger, about naming the
Women's Pavilion building after her. He asked me to
give him, in writing, some reasons for naming the
building after Mrs. Campbell. I did that. He took it from
there. The Board of Supervisors discussed it, motions
were made, seconded, and presto ... the Women's Pavilion Building became the Marie Campbell Pavilion.
hen the Fair Board members were
notified of the naming and the com
ing dedication, some of them were perturbed and royally pissed off. There was lots of speculauon on why the supervisors had named a building on
"their" fairgrounds.
One of the most biased of the board members, Alvin
Hodge, thought that the idea was instigated by Frankie
Darien Jr. , who was an aide to Supervisor Rod Diridon
and Mrs. Campbell's son-in-law.

Dedication Ceremonies

Marie Campbell Womens Pavilion is dedicated. Left to right, Gloria Sierra, Marie
Campbell, the honoree; and David Sierra.

W

THE DEDICATION
When Jack Ellwanger arranged for the San Jose GI
Forum women to host the dedication reception, the
members realized that Ole David was the culprit, if you
will, because they knew I belonged to the GI Forum.
Screw 'em.

Some of those old farts became very cold toward
me after that. I didn't care.
Because some of them had indicated that they
could not a ttend a date set for the dedication, we had
a little problem. Jack and I talked about it.
I suggested having the ceremony on a Wednesday
afternoon at 4 : 15 PM, because the monthly meeting of
the board was on Wednesday at 3:00 PM and usually
Ia ted about an hour.
They could hardly weasel out of going to the dedica-

Opinion:
Th e feeble tremble before opinion,
the foolis h defy it, the wise judge it,
the s killful direct it.
--Mme. J eanne Roland

tion if they were already on the grounds, so they went.
Most of them. And THAT, arnigos, is how you get a
public building named after a very deserving person.
Wherever you are, Mrs. Campbell. you worked very
hard during vour years on the board of directors. You
earned it, m'am!

Late Night
at the Co. Fair
was a member of the Santa Clara County
Fair Board of Directors. We had a little room
on the east side of the Exposition Hall which
they used as a hospitality room. NO POLITICS a sign on
the wall admonished. Each member paid $ 10 to buy
chips, crackers, cookies and libations. No beer, I was
told, when I atte nded my first fair and went to the
hospitality room.
I became well acquainted with Leslie, a United
States postal worker who would take a leave of absence
during the Fair to serve as the bartender. Leslie was a
very amiable black man. We got along very well. I used
to spend as much time talking to him as I did to the other
members of the board. I had the feeling that some of the
board members and guests thought it below their dignity
to converse with Leslie other than to tell him what they

I
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wanted him to serve them.
he first time I saw him I commented to
Gloria that some of the Fair Board members
had a "plantation mentality" because I felt
that many of them had no use for black people in their
personal lives, and certainly not on the SC County Fair
Board of Directors, but if you want to serve us our
cookies and liquor, we guess that's all right for you to
mingle with us. Gloria thought I was just being skeptical. True. True.

T

NO BEER POLICY CHANGES
Anyway, I asked Leslie why he didn't serve any beer.
"We never have," he replied, "They told me they
didn't want any beer. Mr. Hodge says no one drinks
beer. "
"I do," I said, handing Leslie a $10 bill, "Why don't
you buy some?"
"I don't need your money, Mr. David, I'll get it from
the hospitality fund," he said.
And so, a day later I was bringing my friends to
the hospitality room and they were enjoying ice cold
beer.
Mr. Hodge had to comment, I guess. He took a look
inside the refrigerator and asked, "Who brought this
beer in here?"
Leslie was out of the room temporarily so I said, "I
did."
"We don't drink beer here," he shot back.
"GOOD," I interjected, "That leaves more for me
and my friends. We LOVE beer!"
The room erupted in laughter. Hodge shot me a
dirty look. That remark earned me a spot very high
up on Hodge's shit list, and I never got off of it.
I was a member of the Hospitality Room Committee
also, though he did not relish having me on it. He never
asked me to do anything. He never advised me when the
committee was meeting, etc.
How petty was Alvin Hodge? Just as you entered the
hospitality room, directly in front of your eyes were
color photos of each member of the Santa Clara County
Fair Board of Directors.
County photographer Eddie Chong had taken
photos of all board members, wearing their Sundaybest clothes. He also took some photos of the board
members in "street" clothes.
Somehow, Hodge got hold of one of the informal
photos and that was the one mounted in the hospitality
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room. The only Director
not wearing a necktie,
that was me. Hodge 1,
Sierra 0. Hodge' s revenge.

LATE NIGHT AT
THE FAIR
I had been on the
board for about two years.
One night, I invited my
colleagues on the San
Jose GI Forum board of
directors to come to the
Fairgrounds with me and
enjoy our hospitality
room. We were having a
Jack Rouleau
board meeting so we
Chairman
didn't arrive at the hospiBoard of Directors
tality room until about
9:30PM.
Leslie usually went home at 10 PM, and after that if
you wanted to stay in the room, you cleaned up before
you left.
The guys riding with me were very impressed when
I drove up to the gate near the administration building,
flashed a gold badge with my name inscribed on the
back, and told the guard that the next two cars were with
me also. He waved us all in. We parked near the
hospitality room and went in.
Leslie offered to stay and serve drinks to my friends,
but I told him that it would not be necessary. I thanked
him for the kind offer, but realized that he had been in
that room catering to our guests since noon that day. We
would fend for ourselves, I told him and bade him
goodnight.
About fi ve minutes to 10 PM, Director Alvin Hodge,
walked into the room, and reminded me that it was 5
minutes to 10.
"OK, Hodge, thanks a lot! " I said, and asked Sam
Pefia to get me another beer from the refrigerator.
Fifteen minutes later, Hodge came back, put his
key in the door, cracked it open a bit, and stuck his
head in only long enough to see what was going on,
and said, "Director Sierra, it is after 10 PM."
"Thanks a lot, Hodge," I replied, "I have a note from
my mother saying I can stay out after 10 PM to go to the
fair," I replied.
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All the guys laughed.
Hodge closed the door and left.
A few minutes later he was back.

"Director Sierra, you and your friends have to
clean up this room before you leave," he admonished.
"Yessir, Mr. Hodge, .. I replied.
About 11 o'clock he came by again, just opened the
door, took a peek inside, said nothing, and closed the
door, and left.
The GI Forum members were getting drunker by the
minute. I also had more than my share.
The evening ended with Bob Escobar helping me up
a flight of stairs to my apartment at 127 Graham Avenue.

A SPECIAL MEETING

T

hree days later, the Fair Board met. During
the meeting there was reference to some
people using the hospitality room more than
others. But no names were mentioned. I knew Hodge
was referring to my GI Forum friends.
I asked if there was a limit on how many visits you
could make to the hospitality room. No, there was no
limit.
I asked if there were certain people that should not be
brought into the hospitality room. No, there weren't.
I asked what was meant by some people using the
room more than others. Was it being abused? No one
said anything.
Just before the meeting ended, I wrote a $25 check
and walked to his chair and presented it to AI Hodge,
saying, ..If that's not enough, let me know and I'll get you
another check! ..
After the meetings, the Fair Directors always enjoyed a few drinks in a small reception area adjacent to
the board meeting room.

I

talked quite openly about the check I had
written and handed to Hodge with some of
the other members of the board, who asked
me why I wrote him a check.
Pat Loomis, a reporter for the San Jose Mercury
News, and a person whom I very much respected and
considered a friend, said "David, you put that old fart in
his place. THAT'S what a hospitality room is for ... to
create friends for the Fair!"
You got THAT right, lady. • • • • •

Meeting the
Golf Champ
Sid Haro and I had been playing golf at San Jose
Municipal Golf Course. After the game I invited him to
be my guest at the Santa Clara County Fair Hospitality
Room.

He was amazed that all I had to do was flash my
Directors Gold Badge and I was ushered inside the
grounds. We parked a few steps from the hospitality
room which was located on the east side of the
Exposition HaD and went in.
Soon I was introducing my friend Sid to some of the
other directors and their guests.
One of the female guests was especially receptive to
our rehashing of the golf game we had played that
afternoon.

e regaled her with golf stories for a
long while, all the time sampling the
libations being served by Leslie, the
bartender. We told her about having played at Spyglass HiD, Tularcitos, Lincoln Park in San Francisco,
and some of the other places we had played. We
thought we were really impressing the lady.

W

After a while she said that she played golf too.
"Where do you play? .. Sid asked her.
"I play out of San Jose," she replied.
. .
We looked at each other quizically, wondenng tf she
ever played the same courses we had played.

"You mentioned playing San Jose today," she
said "Are you fellows members?"

'

.

"No, .. I replied, "We belong to MAGA, the MeXIcan
American Golfers Association. We play all over. We
never play the same course twice in the same year...
fter more golf talk, the lady excused
herself and left us to join another grou~
in the hospitality room. Another of the Farr
Board Directors, who played a lot of golf and belonged
to San Jose Country Club asked us if we'd enjoyed
chatting with the golf champion!
"Golf champion? Of what? .. , Sid asked.

A

"San Jose Country Club. This year. Last year.
More than once. Don't you know who she is?
Nope. Was our face red! • • • • •
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Uncle John's
CIRCUS
:s:;

I

E

rnie Gallego got San Jose
GI Forum into this one.
He was our Veterans Outreach Project director in the early seventies. A man approached him about
our organization sponsoring an 11 All
American Circus 11 •
We would lend our name to the effort, they would
push hundreds of tickets to local corporations and agencies, and we would make money by just standing around
on the day of the circus in our GI Forum caps and saying
hello to those corning to see the show.
The man who was heading the whole show was
named Fitzgerald, or something like that. The board of
directors met with him to iron out the details. It sounded
too good to be true, but he said we could check out his
credentials and gave us the names of people they had
done business with up and down the west coast.
YOP director Gallego was instructed to check out
their claims. He said they were legitimate, so we became
sponsors of "Uncle John's All American Circus" or
omething like that.

THE PHONE CALLS
Very soon the telephone calls started corning in from
veterans organizations and law enforcement agencies
ask ing if we had checked out the circus's credibility.
They were concerned that we not fall victims to a scam.
They said we should be wary of those whose office was
a trailer house parked in a shopping center, etc. , etc., etc.
On the day of the ci rcus, all we had to do was show
up at a large empty lot next to the Santa Clara City dump

on Lafayette Street, don our GI Forum caps, drink beer.
and say hello to those attending the circus. It was a kiddie
show, not much fun for adults, but the kids got a big kick
out of it.
ust before the show started, one of Uncle
John's representatives said that when I heard
the blare of trumpets I was to run into the big top
and go up to Uncle John who would introduce me as a
long-time friend of the circus, and of course a respected
civic leader.

J

"I don't think I can go along with that bullshit!"
I said to Tony Rosales, who was standing there
listening to the invitation.Besides that, I didn't want
to get too far from the van where we had two cases of
beer on ice.
"Tony, you go in there! Uncle John don't know you
from me and he probably don't give a rat's ass anyway !
Go in there and let him introduce you as David Sierra,
say something intelligent, and get the hell out of there.
Here ... Jet me hold your beer," I said.

UNCLE JOHN'S INTRO

T

a, ta, ta, ta, ta TAAAAH! , went th e
trumpets. Tony handed me his beer and
ran into the tent and out into the middle rino0
where Uncle John , a tall, grey-haired man wearing a
silly outfit that made him look like Uncle Sam was
bullshitting the crowd about how good it felt to be back
in San Jose among his many thousands of friends. Up ran
into
a breathless Rosales, and Uncle John swun 0o rioht
0
his line of B.S.
"And, now, LA YDEEZ AND GENTLEME
without any further ado, let me introduce an old, old
friend who is the President of the San Jose Chapter of the
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American GI Forum, an
organization which has
been putting on programs
like this one for as far
back as we can remember. Hello, David, lord
it's good to see you
again!" he exclaimed.

Tony just stood
there, dumfounded,
probably wondering just what in the
hell Uncle John had
been drinking before he stepped into
the middle ring of
the circus.
Uncle John didn't skip a beat, barging right into his
next line of bullshit.
"David, I want you to g ive this beautiful crowd a big
San .Jose GI Forum welcome!" and he handed Tony the
microphone.

"I just want to tell you that San Jose GI Forum is
happy to be presenting this show today. Uncle John
is an old, old friend of ours ... and he's a great friend
of many thousands of kids in Santa Clara County
..... '' Tony enthused.
Before Tony could launch into another sentence,
Uncle John grabbed the microphone back, swung his
arm wiftly behind his back, beckoning Rosales to get
the hell out of the way. The show was on!
rom a high wire spanning the big tent, a
clown swung down and landed right at
Uncle John's feet. In his back pocket he had
a black brassiere. The crowd howled with laughter. The
how was on! And that was as risque as it got.

F

Instead of huge elephants, there was one elephant
about 5 feet taU, which looked like it had been born
the night before and was still trying to find his
"circus legs".
There were not lions and tigers and panthe rs and
giraffes. There was A lion and A tiger and A panther and
A giraffe.
We were standing behind one of the refreshment stands
where young people in gayly colored clothes were
vending soft drinks, popcorn , cotton candy and all kinds

A Professional
A professional is defined not by the
business a person is in but by the way
that person does his or her business.
--Anon.
of goodies. As one act would e nd, the participants would
run out, don their "vending" clothes, and the vendors
would put on their "circus" outfits right in front of us,
and dash into the big tent to do their number!
It was great! We felt like we were participating in the
circus! No, we did not go to the side show to see the Man
Eating Chicken, nor the Strange Man from Borneo.

San Jose GI Forum picked up about $7,000 from
Uncle John's appearance, and for weeks afterward,
when we gathered to drink beer at the GI Forum
office, we wondered out loud where Uncle John
might be at that moment.
rnie GaJlego used to tell us, "When you
people go on vacation ... if you ever run
into Uncle John ... echenlo para aca ... tell
him we need the money!"
Many years later, on a trip to Oregon, Gloria and I
saw signs advertising Uncle John's Circus on Highway
101 near Ukiah, Healdsburg, up in there somewhere
where the circus was going to appear, but of course, we
did not go to the circus.
EDITOR'S NOTES: The phone calls that we received from some civic groups just before Uncle John
made his appearance? Well , a few months later, some
civic group, the firemen , or the policemen presented a
circus in the San Jose Civic Auditorium. Were the phone
calls intended to eliminate the competition? I think so.
Probably. But ... only the people who made the phone
calls can answer that question. • • • • •

E

Agree
You will learn more by agreeing in the
main with others and en tering into their
trains of thinking, than by contradicting
and urging them to extr emities.
--Jonathan Swift
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Classmate calls after 4 7 Years

Roberta McDowall
Called Today
Roberta called me today. That would be Roberta
McDowall, Woodlake High School, class of 1952,
whom I have not seen for over 47 years!
She called to ask if I was going to attend the 50th
anniversary of several of our alma mater's senior classes.
The phone rang three times before I picked it up.
"Hello!"
"Hello, Eliseo? ... I am Roberta McDowall. I was
talking
to Eligio recently and he told me you miaht
be
.
0
mterested in attending our reunion but you wanted more
information."
The voice was not familiar at all , so I had to ask,
"Who is calling, please?"

"Roberta McDowall," she replied, sweetly, "I
was in your class at Woodlake High School. Remember me?"
"Of course," I answered, "You're the smart
one!"
She just laughed.
"We'd like to have you come to our reunion, it's on
the 17th of July .... "
"Well, Eli gio Villegas told me about it," I said, "but
he did not have the date, nor the site. I asked if he could
get me more information. Even ifl don't go, I'd like to get
the information."
"Do you think you might be interested in comina
if
0
we send you more inform ation?" she asked aaain.
b
Reumons are not something I get excited about," I
t~ld her, "but I am a bit curious to find out what my
former classmates have been up to all these years ."
It

•

"I sent you information before. I sent it to the San
Jose Mercury News. Don't you work there anymore?" She asked.
"The San Jose Mercury?" I said, "NO. I've never
worked there. I used to work at Hillis Printing Company,
but ~ot anymore. I'm semi-retired now. If you print a
reumon program, I'd be interested in getting one. If you
send me one, I'll gladly pay for it."

"Eligio said he was going to be seeing you, that

Roberta
McDowall,

1952
you had some information for him. Give him your
five dollar check, payable to WUHS 50th Anniversary Reunion and we'll send you a program after the
event. OK?"
"Fair enough. OK," I replied, "I work at Vida Nueva
Recovery Home. I'm a drugs and alcohol counselor. I
work part-time.
''I'm using my spare time to write my memoirs. I
would welcome receiving information from anyone,
particularly about the athletic achievements ofWoodlake
High School. I've got some of the stuff about Woodlake's
valley champ football teams, but I know there's lots of
other stuff out there .... You know what I've got? ... I got
a postcard from Ralph Alley in 1952 when he was going
through basic training at Lackland Air Force Base in San
Antonio. You know, I've still GOT that postcard? I've
still got my grammar school diploma! I've got an old
copy of THE T ATLER, our school paper dated Nov. 13,
1951."
She was laughing now, "WOW, that's amazing."

"I remember you were going to go to UC Berkeley. Did you ever go?"
"Yes," she replied, "I graduated, then I came
back to Three Rivers and I've been teaching for the
past 30 years.''
"Grammar school?" I asked.
"Yes," she laughed, apparent! y surprised that I didn't
remember that Three Rivers has A school, not more than
one.

"I'll send you the check with Villegas. Thank you
for calling me. I really appreciate it. Reunions are not
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events that I get excited about, as I said earlier, but
I do appreciate getting the information about it.
You people have a good time," I said.
"Your classmates would appreciate seeing you
again, I'm sure ... I wish you would change your mind
and come," Roberta said.
"Maybe, but I don't think so. Send me the program.
It's been nice talking to you as I said earlier, and I do
appreciate hearing from you! Bye!" I said.
"Bye, Eliseo!'' she replied, and she hung up.

W

***

hat was happening at Woodlake
Union High School in 1951? Well,
believe it or, I happen to have a copy of
the Nov. 13, 1951 edition in my papers! Our lead story
in THE TATLER was WOODLAKE SALUTES
THREE RIVERS, about the contributions of Three
Rivers people to our school.
The outstanding students were Joy Bachmann,
Joyce Bunch, Roberta McDowall, Bette Ainley, and
Darl Cecil with five A's; and Bob Brichoux and
Elaine Rice with five A's and one B.
Other articles on PAGE ONE were:
CASC Delegates Discuss Current School Problems
Fair Play Code Handed Out
WUHS Honor Roll for First Nine Weeks
PAGE TWO:
Students enter Lions Club Contest
Don't Look Now
Editorial Comment
Students Attend Teachers Institute
Grad is Killed
Editors Receive F.S.C. Annie Oakleys
PAGE THREE:
Societies and Socials
Time Marches On
To Be Seen in the Exchanges
Manner of Dress is Big Issue at WUHS
Junior Red Cross is On the Job
PAGE FOUR:
Frosh-Soph Party to be Held Soon
Boys and Girls Compete
The Return of Li'l Abner
Personalities of the Month -- Roberta McDowall,
Mike Rasmussen
Happy Birthday, You All

PAGE FIVE:
FFA Making New Practice Field
Former Teacher now Mexico Missionary
The Tatler Congratulates
WUHS to Present Christmas Program
Special Art Class
Ray Brown, Former WUHS S.B. President,
Writes from Korean Zone
WUHS Students to Hear Hug-Box in Assembly
SPORTS PAGE:
Woodlake Wins Over Lindsay, 22-13
Orosi is Lucky in Beating Tigers
Tigers Slam Door on Dinuba, 35-0
Tigers in 38-13 Win Over A venal Bucs
EDITOR'S NOTES --- WOODLAKE UNION
HIGH SCHOOL REUNION-- About thirty-five years
ago I received a letter from a group who were putting
together a Woodlake Union High School, Class of 1952
Reunion.
hey wanted information on a bio sheet
and I filled it out and sent it back. I listed
my hobbies as "Rooting for the L.A. Dodgers and UCLA, and spoiling my wife, Gloria."
I did not attend the event. About two weeks later,!
received a copy of a booklet they printed and read it from
cover to cover. It made interesting reading.
I think reunions are for people who feel that they
accomplished something in high school and want to
relive the past. Some of us who were just going through
the motions of attending high school, really have nothing important to add. Of course, I was interested in what
they had lined up for a program, but they did not provide
that information prior to the event.
Frankly, I prefer to remember my high school
classmates as I knew them then. I am a bit curious.
The pretty girls are probably not as pretty anymore.
The athletes are probably still dwelling on victories
won 35 years ago, since none of them, as far as I know,
became famous college or professional players.
I applaud my high school classmates who made
successes of themselves, but I don't want to sit around all
day and half the night talking about it.
One other reason ... perhaps if I was still a drinking
fool I would be interested in a reunion. But since I am
not, I am not interested. But I appreciated Roberta's call.
ETS • • • • •

T
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Not One to Remember

South Gate High
School Reunion

Rockin'
Alone

Have you ever been to one? More than
one? Why? I attended one back in the middle
50's near LosAngeles of the South Gate High
School at a big ballroom which featured the
Horace Heidt Orchestra. I went with my friend
Dick, who was a member of the Hell's Angels
motorcycle gang. There were about 30 cyclers
there and they pretty well tied up the bar. It was
very rowdy.
ometime during the evening one of Dick's
fellow riders got into a squabble with
Dick's little brother who was an up and coming boxer in the Los Angeles fight scene. The cycler held
him up against the wall urinal and kicked him in the
family jewels.
One of the things I remember was a beautiful blonde
wearing a skin tight white dress who approached the bar
to say hello to a big burly biker we were talking to.
"Harley! Is that you?" she asked, excitedly.
"Yeah! Marilyn Moody, right? How you do in',
sweetheart?''
He jumped off the bar stool. She threw her arms
around his neck and gave him a big wet kiss on the
mouth. He, of course, reciprocated, pulling her in tight
against his body. As she turned to leave we saw the black
oily handprint on her bottom. Her husband (boyfriend)
saw it too. He said nothing. And neither did we.
When Horace Heidt called for everyone to come
onto the floor and do the bunny hop, all the cyclists
joined in, of course, all eager to line up behind lovely
hard feminine bodies. That led to a lot of groping, and
eventually insults being hurled back and forth. Then the
fighting broke out.
We made it to the front door, and out of there. Dick
could not afford to be there when the blue meanies
arrived. He was on probation. Do I plan to go to any more
South Gate H.S. reunions? No. • • • • •

S

E

DITOR'S NOTE: Many, many

years ago at a Woodlake labor
camp, I listened to Lucky Gabbard
strumming on his guitar and singing one of the
saddest songs I have ever heard. After that, every
time I saw him sitting on the woodpile and
strummin' on his gi-tar, I would walk over, sit and
listen for a while, then ask him to play "Rockin'
Alone."
Here's how it goes, some of it, cause I don't
know the whole song:
Rockin' alone in an old rockin' chair,
I saw an old mother with silvery hair
She seemed so contented when I saw her there,
Rockin' alone in an old rockin' chair.
Her hands were withered, wrinkled and old,
A life of hard work was the story they told.
And I think of angels when I see her there,
Rockin' alone in an old rockin' chair.
I look at her and I think what a shame,
The ones who forgot her she loves just the
same.
She seems so contented when I see her there,
Rockin' alone in an old rockin' chair.

I wrote down the words I remembered and
showed them to a friend of mine, and mentioned
that I sure wished I knew all the words to the
song. He looked at me and said, "Why don't you
write your own?"
Sounded like a challenge, partner, so I sat down
at the computer and came up with these verses:
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Roc kin' alone in an old rocking chair
I saw an old grandma with gray
in her hair,
She seemed so sad cause her
family's not there
So she just keeps on moving
and rocking her chair
Her house is empty,
the grandchildren grown,
The cattle have wandered,
the pigeons have flown.
Her wrinkles grow deeper,
there's more gray in her hair.
Rockin' alone in an old rockin' chair.
Another long day and
evening are gone,
She's praying she'll live
to see the next dawn.
A new day arrives,
and she's up with the sun,
Just counting her days, one by one.
She's got constant pains
a doctor can't cure,
It ain't just old age,
of that she is sure.
There's been lots of aches,
and more wear and tear,
And she feels 'em movin'
that creaky old chair.
She looks out the window,
sees dust blowin' by
Her chair keeps a' movin",
her eyes on the sky,
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Her face is set
in a cold frozen stare,
Dreaming of Heaven
and rockin' up there.
She waits for the footsteps,
the knock on the door,
The patter of feet on the
cold wooden floor,
The long hours pass,
but her folks just ain't there,
So she keeps on rockin'
that old wooden chair.
Sometimes she hears
footsteps at the door,
But it ain't the visit
she's been pining for.
They bring her small gifts,
and offer good cheer.
But she still keeps thinking
I wish they were here.
She'll ask about family,
those closest, her kin;
But there's never a word,
when they'll visit again.
She's just old folks now,
not one of the crowd.
Just shedding some tears,
but never aloud.
The doctors have told her,
we know it's not fair.
But from this day on,
Your home is your chair.
Keep your chin up,
they solemnly said,
Don't get so depressed,
and don't be so mad.

Life isn't over,
you're still not due
Our God is still in heaven
and waiting for you.
Sometimes she wishes,
He'd call her on home.
To sit by His side
in the big Golden Dome.
She knows she's goin'
and the angels are there,
Rockin' away
in their own roc kin' chair.
Someday they'll come
and knock on her door,
There won't be an answer,
just blood on the floor.
She'll be in the clothes
she calls Sunday's Best
Bound for God's Heaven
and her eternal rest.
--E. David Sierra
Feb. 16, 2004 • • • • •
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Meanest Okie in Tulare
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BILLY BOB

W

hen I was livin g in Lo s
Angeles,
occasiona ll y
I
wou ld hitchhike to W oodlake for the
weekend. Not that I could not afford the Dog, but driving
to Westwood, parking my car, standing on Sepulveda
Blvd. and hitching to Woodlake just promised more
adventure.
One warm, summer day an ardent racetrack aficionado regaled me with stories about his adventures follow ing the nags from Tanforan Park in California to
Hi aleah in Florida. I guess he was pre tty well to do
because it seemed like he did nothing but drink beer and
watch horse races.
Anyway, after a couple of six packs we consumed
wh ile driving north on Highway 99 over the grapevine,
through Bakersfield, Delano and the little towns in
Tu lare County, he dropped me off in Tulare, at the
nearest bar on the street going to Visalia.

I entered the western cocktail-motifflounge, took
a stool at the bar, and ordered a beer. Then another.
And another.
. lt was early in the afternoon. I decided to call my
fnend Bobby Garcia in Visalia and ask him to share a
few beers with me. Then, maybe he could drive me to
Woodlake, or at least to the highway so I could continue
thumbing.
he phone was pretty close to the counter,
so when you talked the other patrons of
the lounge could hear your conversation.
Bobby was not home, so I left a message.

T

I was sitting on my stool and sucking cold
Budweisers between calls to Bobby, when this redneck
Okie got up from where he had been parked with
three others at the far end of the bar, approached me
and sat down on the next stool.
"Hey, Pancho, you know me? Mah name is Billy
Bob. I am the meanest Okie in Tulare."

I looked at him out of the corner of my eye and said,
"Okay."
"Hey, Pancho!" he hollered, "Look at me! You heah
what ah sed? Ah 'm the meanest Okie in Tulare ! You got
anything to say about that?"
"No. Nuthin' ," I replied, giving him my closest
imitation of Gary Cooper from High Noon.
He punched me on the shoulder. "Look at me,
Pancho!," he insisted, "I am the meanest Okie in Tulare!"
few minutes later, he got up to go to the
bat~room .. I ~ot up to call Bobby Garcia
agam . Thi s tune his cousin Freddie answered the phone and I told him w here I was and to
please ask Bobby if he could come pick me up. They said
that he was due in half an hour and that he would pick me
up.
"Dile que venga de volada, I got a problem he can
help me with. De volada!" I urged.
I think Billy Bob heard me speaking Spanish when
he walked out of the restroom.

A

"Hey, Pancho! You callin' for help? Six of you
Meskins cain't whip Billy Bob, the meanest Okie in
Tulare! You know that, Pancho? Six of you cain 't get
the job done! Six of yuh!" be repeated.
"What you gonna do about it?" he continued.
"Nuthin'," I replied, again.
Then he accelerated the game. I kept looking at the
clock and hoping Bobby would come walking in. but
realized that it would have been a physical impossibi lity
to drive from Mitchell Street in Visalia to the cocktail
lounge in Tulare in just 20 minutes, especially at that
hour.

The Okie kept insisting that he was the meanest
Okie in Tulare. The three guys he was with at the
other end of the bar, were laughing, anticipating
what was about to happen ... be was gonna mop the
floor with me.
T he bartender should have told him to Jay off one of
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his customers, but I sensed that he didn't like the idea of
a brown-face in his "western" bar either.
The Okie kept asking me questions and I was doing
my damnedest to ignore him.

"Where you from, Pancho?"
''Woodpile.''
"WOODPILE ••• Hey,youguyshearthat?Pancho
is from Woodpile! WHERE IN THE HELL IS
WOODPILE?"
"Woodlake, .. I said, 'Tm from Woodlake."
That brought on a huge roar of laughter from all of
them.
"ISN'TTHATWHERE THE ROAD CAMP IS?" he
asked me, punching me on the ann again.
"Yeah. I think so. I never been there, so I'm not sure,"
I replied.
"You know what Meskins is, Pancho? .... Do you?"
I said nothing, hoping that Bobby would come
walking in the door.
Billy Bob went at it again. "You know whatMeskins
is, Pancho? .... Meskins is proof that Indians fucked the
buffalo!"
Again, a roar of laughter from all the other customers, and the barkeep.
Old joke, but still funny to these yahoos.
The talking didn't bother me much, but when he kept
punching me on the shoulder, I was getting madder by
the minute. Finally, I reached the end of my patience.
Reinforced by the false courage of five or six bottles of
Budweiser beer, I grabbed my long-necked Bud by the
neck and whirled around on the stool and hit the Okie
right on the forehead!
But .... OH SHIT! ... not hard enough!
When he did not even react to the blow, I knew I was
in deep, deep shit.
illy Bob looked at me quizzically for a
few seconds, as if trying to figure out
what to do next. Suddenly, his left hand
came across his chest and caught me flush on my left
cheek and I flew off the stool, and flat on my ass.
The Meanest Okie was kicking me on the legs. The
bartender was there in an instant. He helped me to my
feet, asked me if I was alright, and before I knew it, he
had ushered me out the front door, out on the sidewalk.

B

"I think you better get away from here," he
counseled, "before Billy Bob REALLY gets pissed
off at you. He's not shittin' you, pal, he really is a

MEAN SUMBITCH!"
I couldn't go too far because Bobby was on his way
from Visalia. I leaned against the wall of a drug store
next door to the bar and watched the highway for Bobby.
bout a half hour later his cousin Freddy
arrived. Bobby had not arrived home
from work but he had called and asked
Freddy if he could pick me up.
Freddie drove me to Visalia and to La Hacienda bar
where Bobby was having a beer with a friend. I repeated
the story I had told Freddie as we drove to Visalia.

A

A few minutes later Bobby said, "Let's go meet
the meanest Okie in Tulare," and and we drove off
toward Tulare.
About forty-five minutes later we walked into the
western bar. The Okies were gone. Bobby and I ordered
beers. After we were served, he asked the bartender
about Billy Bob, The Meanest Okie in Tulare.
"Where can we find him?" he asked, "I want to talk
to him."
The bartender recognized me. He would not give
Bobby any information about the Okie.
"Just tell him Bobby Garcia is looking for him. I'll be
back in a couple of days. I want to find out how mean he
is!" he told the bartender.
Bobby had played baseball and football at College
of Sequoias so unless those Okies had their heads
completely up their ass, they knew who he was.
EDITOR'S NOTE: Another occasion when drinking got me into trouble. A more rational person would
have gotten the hell out of Billy Bob's sight, and avoided
being used as a mop. But Budweiser wouldn't let me do
that. Curious ... I HAD to find out just how big and bad
Billy Bob was. • • • • •

Stupidity
Stubborn and ardent
clinging to one's opinion
is the best proof of stupidity.
--Michel de Montaigne
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You All Know Me

The Mercury
Boss's Friend
ina Olivares Pagan of the San Jose
MERCURY NEWS had invited Sid
Haro, myself, and other San Jose GI Forum
members to lunch at a fancy Mexican restaurant downtown. She wanted us to meet a Mercury NEWS editor
and some reporters who would be reporting on events in
the Hispanic community. Another San Jose GI Forum
member who was there was Victor Garza, our chairman.

G

MEET FORUM BIGGIES
The intent was for reporters who would be covering
GI Forum events to become familiar with those who
would be responsible for answering questions. It was a

beautiful opportunity for us to meet those who cover the
Hispanic community, and in particular San Jose GI
Forum. When Sid and I arrived we noticed right away
that the only other San Jose GI Forum member present
was Victor Garza, our Chairman.
As we greeted him I asked him, "Where is Art
Lomas?"
"He's busy," Victor replied.
rt Lomas was Director of the Fiestas
Patrias Celebrations for San Jose GI
Forum. Since 1983 we had been sponsoring the Fiestas Patrias Mexicanas in downtown San Jose
with help from the Dept. of Fine Arts of the City. We
controlled the whole shebang, all the booths, all the beer
booths, all the soft drinks, all the stages, the parade, the
art show, everything. Mr. Lomas was the Director of this
effort, and we were certain that Lomas was a person who
SHOULD be at the meeting.
After everyone arrived, Gina asked that everyone
introduce themselves and we did.
"I'm David Sierra. I am employed at Vida Nueva

A

(Cont. on Pg 334)

Geraldo Rivera, Gatecrasher
At the starting point of the Cinco de Mayo
Parade sponsored by San Jose GI Forum in 1994, I
was answering questions from people who should
know better. People who would have the answers if
they had attended the parade participants meeting
three days prior.
One of the times I looked up and there, in the
flesh, was Geraldo Rivera, he of the overhyped TV
talking heads who have made a career of seeming to
be very, very concerned about the plight of people
who have agreed to make asses of themselves on
TV.
He was signing autographs for people who had
recognized him as he came walking down lOth
Street to the point where the parade was due to start
very shortly.
I have never been an admirer of his. He and his
torpedoes were trying to squeeze their car with His
;

Majesty Geraldo into the "A" Division of the parade.

Two days before I had talked to someone
purporting to be a representative of Rivera that
he was going to be in San Jose and that he wanted
to ride in the parade.
First of all I didn't know if the phone call was for
real, or whether some friend of mine was testing to
see if I would be impressed by receiving a phone call
from someone from the office of one of the rich and
famous.
Our policy was that we invited politicians, American GI Forum local, state, and national queens, and
the Grand Marshal to ride in the "A" Division.
Everybody else lined up where we spotted them
throughout the 8 divisions.
As far as I was concerned, Rivera had invited
himself and we placed his car in "G" Division which
is just before the horses and the end of the parade. He
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Mere Boss's Friend
(Cont. from Pg 333)

Alcohol/Drugs Recovery Home, a project sponsored by
San Jose GI Forum ...
'Tm Sid Haro, Executive Director of Vida Nueva...
Then it was Victor Garza's turn: 'TM SURE ALL
OF YOU KNOW ME ALREADY. I AM VICTOR
GARZA, CHAIRMAN OF SAN JOSE GI FORUM. I
HAVEBEENINVOLVEDINTHECOMMUNITYIN
SAN JOSE FOR OVER TWENTY YEARS ...
After the MERCURY NEWS people were introduced, Gina asked us to tell the reporters about our
involvement in the community, and in particular, our GI
Forum responsibilities. Victor Garza jumped right in
and told them about the Scholarship Foundation, the
Fiestas Patrias, and about the Vida Nueva Recovery
Home.

FOOT IN MOUTH
He started to go into depth about Vida Nueva and got
into areas he did not know anything about. Then he
stopped and said, uyou tell them, Sid, you're the Director."
Sid, who had been nudging my knee as Victor spoke,
replied, nyou're doing all right, Mr. Chairman. Go on."
Victorfmally talked himself into a comer and yielded
the floor to Sid but by then the damage was done. The
MERCURY NEWS was not going to get to meet the
"big honchos .. of San Jose GI Forum, and they were

Geraldo Rivera
(Cont. from Pg 333)

is no dummy. Even from as far away as New York
City he knew that at least 50,000 people would be
watching the parade and that it got lots of local media
coverage.

First, I did not believe that he was going to
show up. Secondly, we did not know what kind of
entry he had because they did not teD us. The
person who called me did not know if he was
going to be walking, riding a horse, duckwalking,
or prancing down the street holding hands with
his San Francisco boytoy. They were very sketchy
with their information.
Thirdly, they had not filled out nor filed a Parade

certainly not going to get in-depth information about the
events they were interested in, the Scholarship Foundation, our Miss San Jose GI Forum Beauty Pageant, the
Fiestas Patrias, Vida Nueva, and other San Jose GI
Forum activities.
Then Gina asked if we had any questions to pose to
the reporters or other MERCURY NEWS employees at
the luncheon.
ictor Garza jumped right in, again. Quite
seriously, he said that a few years back
he had gone to an educational workshop on
the east coast with funds provided by Joe Ridder, publisher of the San Jose MERCURY, who told him that if
another occasion arose where he needed assistance, to
just call and let him know. That established that HE
knew the Mere employees' very top boss.

V

WHEN HE GETS MAD
He also said, in what was perceived to be a threatening manner, ..1 read the San Jose MERCURY NEWS
every morning at 7 a.m. If I read anything I don't like, I
start making phone calls! ..
This time, I nudged Sid beneath the tablecloth.
The MERCURY NEWS staffer seated next to me,
poked me gently in the ribs, and asked, "Is this guy for
real? ..
"He knows your boss better than you do, .. I said,
"He reads everything that you write ... so be careful.
WYSIWYG ... What you see is what you get," I replied.

•••••

Application, and Fourthly, I truly didn't give a damn
if Geraldo Rivera showed up or not. We didn't invite
him. We didn't need him. He invited himself, but he
was not about to invite himself into Division .. A" in
MY parade!
Anyway, there HE was, with his torpedoes asking where he could put his car. I pointed west down
Santa Clara Street toward 7th Street and said, "You
are not entered in the parade. Frankly, I don't care
where in hell you put it, but it's not going to be in
Division "A". Take it down there, in Division "G".
You line up on the north side of 7th street. Get that
damned car out of here!"
Rivera flashed me his patented broad grin, as if
I'd just told him he'd won an Emmy Award, and
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Geraldo Rivera
(Cont. from Pg 334)

turned to his henchman to see if they could find
someone making more sense than this overweight Mexican who didn't seem to be impressed with The Mighty Geral~o.

I used to respect that man, but not anymore. I thought he was an energetic, involved newsman, but after I sat through a
two-hour rip-off television special about AI
Capone's vault in a Chicago hotel that was
being razed, I decided that Geraldo Rivera
was a circus barker, not a serious newsman.
Sickening.
Then came the series of television shows
where they got involved in discussions of some
very personal problems. On one of them, someone creased his beak with a chair, if my memory
serves me. Another reason I did not respect the
idiot was that he had written a book and apparently named some of the famous ladies that he
had bedded down. That's no class at all, Jerry.
Kids kiss and tell. Grown men do it and keep
their mouths shut. As far as I was concerned he
was scum.
But, I don't blame you pal, if I had the same
television opportunities you've had, I'd probably give the weirdos and sickos watching
daytime TV in America exactly what you give
them, sheer unadulterated bullshit.
Keep smiling and make them like it. because you wear better threads than I do, dine in
more plush restaurants, stay in fancier places,
and have more famous friends.
And, you SOB, you probably sleep better I
do because you 're sleeping on a bed of $1,000
bills and I on a K-Mart mattress.
A few days later one of my GI Forum
friends asked me ifi had seen Geraldo Rivera at
the Cinco de Mayo Parade.
"Seen him?" I said, "I chewed his ass out!"

•••••

Giant
Prediction,

1962
Being ragged by San Francisco
Giants baseball fans at Hillis Printing Company because the Giants
had just beaten the Los Angeles
Dodgers in the National League
playoffs in 1962, I made the following prediction:

"The guy-s w-ho
are going to win the
next
World
C.hampionship
for the Giants
h.a.ven't
been born yet!""

Forty-five Years
Later,
San Francisco
fans are still waiting.
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Gus Garcia Jr. High
Honors Chicano
Legal Legend

Gus

Garcia

The following article appeared in the December 1972
issue of THE FORUMEER, official publication of the
American GI Forum.
by E. David Sierra

(SAN ANTONIO, TEXAS) -- The Gus
Garcia Junior High School, dedicated on
Sunday, Oct. 8, 1972 honors the memory of
attorney Gustavo Garcia, famed for his eloquent dissertations before the United States
Supreme Court and other judicial bodies in
the pursuit of equal opportunities for Mexican Americans.
us Garcia died on June 3, 1964, but will
always be remembered for his waging
of court battles in behalf of his fellow
Chicanos. In particular he handled the now fa mous
Longoria a nd Hernandez vs. State of Texas court
struggles.

G

THE PLANT
The Gus Garcia Jr. High School is located at Ruiz
and No. San Felipe St. , San Antonio. The 26-classroom
school also has a cafeteri a, library and a modern gymnasiu m, home of the Gus Garcia Chargers. The 700-seat
auditorium is cons idered the finest in the Edgewood
Independent School District.

THE PRINCIPLES
Gus Garcia Jr. High was designed by architect Mario
F. Gonzalez. The school's principal is Marcos G. Perez.
Members of the Edgewood Board of Trustees are Lupe
Vela, President; M.P. Rodriguez, Vice President; Arturo
D. Rodriguez Secre tary; David Alvarado, Dr. Robert
Dominguez, Chris Escamilla, and Jaime L. Martinez.

GUS GARCIA T HE STUDENT
Gus Garcia was born in Laredo, Texas on July 27,

19 15 to Alfredo and
Teresa A. Garcia. Information about Gus's
early education is uncertain due to loss of
some school records.
It is known that his
mother took him to
live in San Antonio
and he attended St.
Cecilia's School for two years, 1924-25. Already beginnin ba to show academic excellence, Gus attended St.
Henry's Academy, Hawthorne Jr. High, and then went
on to Main A venue High School (Fox Tech) from 19293 1.

In the spring of 1932, Gus Garcia transferred to
the new Thomas Jefferson High School. At Jeff, he
was very active in student activities. A member of the
National Honor Society, he was also news editor of
the Jefferson High DECLARIAN (school newspaper) President of his Advisory, Secretary of the
Jefferson Forum (one of the school's debate teams),
and various other activities.
In 1932 Gus Garcia was chosen "Most Talkative
Boy" at Jefferson High for his one minute speech,
"HOW LONG IS A STRING?"

Garcia served as chairman of the Junior Class
Committee which selected the class motto: "THEY
CAN CONQUER WHO BELIEVE THEY CAN."
These are interesting and prophetic words to remember as we review the life of Gus Garcia.

On June 2, 1933 Gus Garcia was graduated with
honors from Thomas Jefferson High School. He
ranked No. One in his class! He was the first Valedictorian in the school's history and was selected "Most
Intellectual Student."
Gus attended the University of Texas on a scholastic
scholarship and proved himself an outstanding student
and champion debater. The debate team, of which ~e
was Captain, NEVER LOST A MATCH under h1s
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leadership.
In 1936 at the age of 20, he graduated with a B.A.
degree from the University of Texas. In 1938, he earned
his LLB , also from UT .

giants such as President Harry S. Truman, House Speaker
Samuel Rayburn, U.S . Senator Dennis Chavez (D-New
Mexico), and Mrs. Eleanor Roosevelt.

At the university he was a close friend of John
Connally and Allen Shivers both later becoming
governors of the State of Texas. Gus Garcia often
related the story of how he helped John Connally
elope "by driving the getaway car."

He was present and active at the founding of the
United Nations in San Francisco Calif. in 1945. Gus
addressed the United Nations in 1952 and spoke about
the prejudices and deplorable conditions in the education of minority children in the southwestern United
States.

In 1938 Gus passed the bar exam with flying colors
and began his rise to success and fame . He was appointed Assistant City Attorney and also served as
Assistant District Attorney for Bexar County (San Antonio).

GUS GARCIA THE HUMANITARIAN

GUS GARCIA THE ATTORNEY

us Garcia reached the pinnacle of his
legal career on May 3, 1954 with the
reversal oftheHemandez vs. State ofTexas
case by the United States Supreme Court in a monumenGUS GARCIA IN THE MILITARY SERVICE
tal and rare unanimous decision.
During World War II, Gus Garcia was drafted by
Pete Hernandez, a cotton picker from Edna, Jackson
Uncle Sam to serve in t he Army. He elected to attend
County,
Texas was convicted of murder by the State of
Officers Candidate School when presented with the
Texas. Hernandez was sentenced to life imprisonment.
opportunity. Commissioned an officer and assigned to
Japan with the Judge Advocate Corps he served with · What was to be a milestone in American judicial history
for the oppressed came to the attention of Houston
distinction.
attorney John Herrera who discussed Hernandez vs.
GUS GARCIA THE POLITICIAN
State
of Texas with attorneys Gus Garcia and Carlos
After separation from the Army, Gus returned to San
Cadena.
Antonio and began to organi ze the West Side, precinct
The decision to appeal the case was prompted by the
by precinct.
that Pete Hernandez had not received a fair trial
belief
In 1948 he was elected to the San Antonio Indebecause his civil liberties (equal protection clause of the
pendent School District Board of Education, the first
14th amendment of the U.S. Constitution) had been
Chicano in modern history to attain that position.
trampled upon due to exclusion of Mexican Americans
The election of Gus Garcia also marked the first ti me
from the jury.
that Blacks and Mexican Americans united in a commuGus Garcia and Carlos Cadena argued the case
nity effort to gain control of their schools.
before the Supreme Court of the United States. Cadena
Four years later, Gus Garcia resigned his position on
made the initial plea and the case was summed up by the
the board of education, contending that he could best
champion orator, Gus Garcia.
serve the needs of Mexican Americans in the courtroom.
They proved that Mexican Americans are a disGus worked closely with the American GI Forum,
tinct and identifiable class of people and as such were
LULAC, School Improvement League of Eluterio
Escobar, League of Loyal Americans, Mexican Chambeing discriminated against. Gus Garcia's eloquent,
dramatic and powerful summation so awed and
ber of Commerce, and other civic and social clubs.
Garcia became a close personal friend of political
(Cont. on Pg 338)

G

Taking Pride
"The power of taking pride in one's ethnic background
cannot be overestimated for minorities."
--Kareem Abdul-Jabbar
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Track & Field
Thoughts
[gained an enjoyment of track and field when I was
in high school, probably because a good friend, Martin
Lara, was a C class pole vaulter for Woodlake H.S. He
held the school record if my memory serves me.
1 remember always having to stay late at track
meeLs, waiting for Lara, because the pole vault went on
and on and on into the night.
Then we got into going to the various track meets in
the central San Joaquin Valley, like the 20-30's Relays
in Tulare, and the Valley Finals. Ed Leon , Martin Lara,
Moses Moreno, Ralph Alley, and I were track fanatics.

Gus Garcia Jr. High
(Cont. from Pg. 337)

impressed t he highest court in the land that Chief
Justice Earl Warren granted Garcia an additional
16 minutes over the time limit to continue his closing
statements.
In a unanimous decision the United States Supreme
Court reversed the decision of the lower court, recognizing that the defendant's civil rights had been violated.
This case helped open the doors for minority people to
demand and gain their rights as Americans.

GU GARCIA THE LEGEND
Gus Garcia was a legend in his time. It is important
LOnole, having witnessed the changes taking place in the
educational system in the United States, the accomplishments of thjs remarkable man a leader in the fight for
equal educational opportunities for all.
Gus Garcia was hated by those who sought to keep
a lid on equal opportunities for all despite guarantees of
the American constitution. On the other hand, he was
deeply loved and respected by those who championed
the cause of civil liberties.
Gus Garcia did not gently nudge awake the sleeping
giant. He shook him vigorously to clear the drowsiness
from his head, then faced him eyeball to eyeball and

We loved that sport!

I remember the struggles between Bakersfield
and Fresno high schools as they vied for dominance
in the big schools division. Names like Allard, Blevins,
King, Hampton, Gaitan, Legler and Saddler were

eloquently, forcefully, and convincingly pointed out
how he had been wronged aJI thorugh the years by a
governmental system pledged to equal opportunities for
all.
Gus Garcia kicked the sleeping giant off his haunches
pointed the way to civil liberties, and led it toward its
deserved place in the judicial and educational sun.
In retrospect, Gus Garcia seemed destined from
birth to lead a fight which continues long past his death.
In his day he was the most eloquent spokesman of the
oppressed.

Gus Garcia moved on to his reward on June 3
1964 and was interred with full military honors on
June 8, 1964 at Ft. Sam Houston National Cemetery.
American GI Forum fou nder Dr. Hector P. Garcia
delivered the eulogy as many members of the American
GI Forum and other social and civic groups turned out to
pay their last respects to a friend whose courage showed
the way during some very dark hours.

Dedication ofthe GUS GARCIA JUNIOR HIGH
SCHOOL in San Antonio, Texas insures that
Chicanos in the U.S. will never forget the brilliant
mind, fearless heart, and dedicated man that was
once Gustavo Garcia.
Gus Garcia was an attorney, and an advocate for
justice, in every sense of the word. • • • • •
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synonymous with athletic supremacy. Then there
were small school powerhouses at Kingsburg and
Lemoore.
ob Mathias and his stunning victory in
the 1948 U.S. decathlon championships
in New Jersey are some of my first memories about getting interested in track and field. At that
time, the defending champion had the right to have the
decathlon contested in his home town if he wanted to.
We saw it in 1952 when Mathias was again the U.S.
champ and represented the U.S.A. in the Olympic Games.
I remembered my friend Ed Leon always referred to
Mathias as Robert Bruce, never Bob Mathias ... always
Robert Bruce.
Do you know that Tulare H.S. finished second in the
California state high school meet to Los Angeles powerhouse Jefferson, with only Mathias representing
Tulare? Becausethey did not throw the discus in the state
meet in those years, Sim Innes did not compete, but if he
had, Tulare would have certainly won the state track &
field meet with but TWO competitors. True.

B

Do you remember Innes, former Tulare H.S.
tackle, shot putter, and discus thrower? Do you
remember that in 1952 he was the Olympic discus
champ? How's that for a small town like Tulare, two
Olympic Champions in the same year!
Not many people remember that Woodlake High
School won the Small Schools Valley Title in 1952.
e didn't even have a full flight of
hurdles, so we never hosted any track
meets! All I remember is a whole lot of
long distance runners like Bill Barton and Bobby Luna
and others which edged out a Kingsburg High team led
by Rafer Johnson, only a freshman, but already making
his mark. Can you believe America's 1960 decathlon
champ living only 30 miles from the 1948 and 1952
winner?
While living in Los Angeles in the early to middle
50's, I watched the first 4-minute mile run on American
soil, and the first-ever? ft. high jump (Charles Dumas of
Compton College), and the frrst-ever 60-ft shot put
(Parry O'Brien, former USC star). Can't remember who
ran the mile, but I remember that they brought in John
Landy from Australia for an exhibition run during a
UCLA-USC dual meet and some guy from Oregon (Jim
Bailey? Beattie?) ran him into the ground in the L.A.
Coliseum.

W
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We made it to all the meets in those days ... Compton
Relays, The Coliseum Relays, The City Meet, the C.I.F.
southern section finals, the State High School Meet, the
Olympic Trials, every meet that took place in the Los
Angeles basin.
I remember the good Occidental College teams led
by Dixon Farmer. Did UCLA and USC really shy away
from dual meets with Oxy? That's what Oxy fans used
to say in those days.

I will always remember UCLA track coach Ducky
Drake consoling miler Bobby Seaman (Reedley)
under the stands in Compton after he had finished
fourth or fifth in his mile race.
"Don't you know who those men are? You were
running against some of the best miters in the
WORLD! Bobby, your day is coming. Believe me!
Just be patient. You did fine!" he was telling the
sobbing Bobby Seaman.

0

ne of the saddest sights I've ever seen on
an athletic field was in Bakersfield Me
morial Stadium during the U.S. Olympic
Track and Field Finals. The year escapes my memory.
There was a guy from Northwestern University, Jim
Golliday, who had run the fastest hundred yard dash in
the world the year before.

At Bakersfield, he finished dead last in his heat
in the 100. And there were seven other heats. He had
fallen THAT far back in just 365 days!
Most exciting races I ever saw? That's easy ... it has
to be the 8-man mile relay run by Los Angeles high
schools as an exhibition during the City Track & Field
Championship Meet.
High schools like Jefferson, Washington, Jordan,
and Dorsey had runners named Jefferson, Washington,
Jordan, and Dorsey which added to the confusion and
excitement. You had to know the runners because the
track & field announcer could not keep up with all those
exchanges of the baton and the lead changing hands!
Every time I think about track and field meets I
always remember my Sigma Phi Nu Fraternity brother,
Jack Alhadef, who loved the sport. I sure hope you are
in good health and still timing those relays, Jack!

