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keep the truth, so everything is dirty.
The principal was telling me I' was a
dear sweet _girl, and all H:ft jive. And

would promise not to tell her mother,
then would do her dirty and tell every-
thing to the cops and her mother sure,

The principal was talking a lot of
talk. “You aren't happy, are you honey?
Why do you smoke the marihuana,
honey? Tell me where you got the whis-
key, honey.”

So I told her the truth that a drunk
man bought it for us, but she believed
it for a lie. Then she looked at me with
those missionary eyes and gave me that
long-distance embarrassment, and prom-

. ised her word not to tell my mother.
| That day, after school, while we was
waiting for the old street car to take us
home (all but Jitterbug, and the cop from
Juvenile took her home), we tried to buy
some ice cream cones at the drug store.
But sometimes they wouldn’t sell you
any. Today was one of those days. We
all crowded in there. I wanted to get some
aspirin and went back in the store. When
I heard them calling the girls, “You
dirty Pachucas, get out of this store,” I
came up front.

“I bought some aspirin, Mister, How
about a glass of water?” I asked him.

But he yelled at me, “There’s a gas
station across the street if you want water,
We don’t want you Pachucas in here,
Now get out." '

So I told him some bad words. “And
that’s for your grandmother, and your
great-grandmother’s mother's mother, and
all their cows and goats, You don’t stop
1 ~ to know if we are Pachucas or not, just
because we dress this way.” -
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The girls
mad,
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you. They were honest and equal. It's

a lot of principals’ offices for hours, with
them trying to get me to take down my
pompadour. But strictness and nothing
clse doesn't get control. Some teachers
can keep you after school for hours, but
couldn't make me mind, ever.” She
passed me a cigarette then, 'cause another

are deaf. Remember that old teacher in
]um'!:r High who used to yell at us, “You

not the strictness that counts, ['ve sat in-

Huera let out a yell at the streetear

that almost stopped, and then it banged -

the bells and went on. “Cholo Cavrone,

" why doesn’t he stop? I gotta get home.” -

I told the girls

ferent. Remember the ccc's-he gave us,.
and all those things? And remember
when Roosevelt talked' on the radio?




Roosevelt you felt safe, like inside the
house when it's raining outside. Or you've
just had a long drag of tea and everything
15 comfortable and smooth. 'Cause he
would protect you, there was nothing to
fear like being hungry. He knew about
being hungry 1 guess, ‘cause he gave us
the Nva and hospitals and wea and lots
of other things people need when they
haven't money and can’t ." Beaver
picked up a piece of dirt and threw it
smack in the face of the cute little blond
chick in the Coca-Cola sign. “Make that
name Roosevelt bigger—so everybody can
see it-”

I remembered what my mother said,
“The only thing Roosevelt did to hurt
his people was ta die. If Americans could
give their lives to save him, you'd have to
stand in line.” But I think my mother
isn't so sad that my brother is dead in
Germany now, 'cause Roosevelt is with
him and all the dead soldiers and sailors.
She says she feels more comfortable and
I guess she does.

Just then a bunch of high school chicks
came by and gave us those looks of
theirs. They're so stuck up they probably
say they're Spanish and not Mexican.
But we did them nothing, not since that
day they called us dirty Pachucas and we
beat them up.

1 sat down on the fireplug. “Come on,
let's write a letter to Roosevelt like if he
was still alive and tell him what we want
for a school.” -

Changa gave me her notebook. “Sure
man, that's it. Let’s begin."

I began to write: :

Dear President Roosevelt,
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the things you are supposed to know in
life. qutunutpnmhrwk
How to put money in the bank. To know
about the world we're living in. Not to
know nothing about nothing. To

about the stars and moon, about short
hand and penmanship and power

we have them. And how to give
the understanding.

We want lots of clubs for all of
not only honor clubs where you
wings like angels. To know what we're
rﬁdingnbuuhhnwtohlkwiﬂlpui]c
when they say, “Did you see this and that
about Europe or Russia?” and how to
say back, “Oh yes. I know. And did you
know this and that, about some current
events?” And if we could have one period
to study health about ourselves, how our
organs are made, and what to do if we
get sick, that would be good.

And we would like, President Roose-
velt, a course in beauty—combing hair,
how to fix your make-up, what style and
all that. Not this professional grooming
course they give us, that means cutting
paper dolls out of newspapers.

In grammar school we studied about
things that were so fine, all about life in
other countries, like you knew about.
You know, that one world business. We
live in one world too—the Mexican world.

know

ma-

chine, so we can sew for our kids when
them

us,

have

il T

-.'-llu-.."n.

-

-




About then a streetcar sto "cause
there weren't so many of us left. Some
had started walking home by now. When
we piled on, scrambling for seats, Cuata
and Caledonia ran to the last window.
“There's Roosevelt’s name—real big.
Que suavél”

The streetcar clanged and started up
with a jerk. I saw Cuca waiting for the
bus and yelled her, “Hyah Mexican! Get
off the street, you Mexican.”

The motorman turmed around and
yelled, “Sit down and shut up, you
Pachucas, or get off.”

[ told him, “Okay, Mister, okay.”

Then 1 told the chicks not to sass him
back ‘cause they'd have to wait longer
for a strectcar next time.

At home 1 slipped in real quict, but
it was okay. My sister was over at the
settlement house and my mother was
out. 1 took the letter to Roosevelt and
put it in the wooden treasure box my
brother made in manual training. Every-
thing was in that box, our baptism certif-
icates, my brother's Purple Heart and
Silver Star medals, and a letter from his
officer when he died; a report card from
my school when I got good marks; the
old white maquemna ribbon from my
mother's wedding.

I folded the things and put the rosary
and the paper rose back on top the box,
then stuck it on the shelf under the
Virgin's picture. Roosevelt's letter would
be okay there for awhile.

I went in the kitchen and started mak-
ing tortillas, so as to be busy when my
mother came in full of mad—if she did
—if they told her from school about me.
And soon she did come in. She had been
crying. -1 knew from her face she

knew. When that old dame called me in
before class was over and told me 1 was
free as the air to get a job, and that they
didn't want drunks and tea smokers
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there, I knew if they expelled me they'd
tell my mother. And sure enough, they
snitched. But I knew one thing. She
wouldn’t let them have the satisfaction
of secing her cry. So for them she would

have the smile that took her tears away.
But she came home real sad with her
sadness.

But for me there was just hell. My
mother and dad got too many old-fash-
joned ideas. She's from another country.
I'm from America and I'm not like her.
With Mexican girls they want you to sit
in the house like dead flies. If you tell
them what the teachers say, they say the
teachers don’t know. And what they tell
us will only get me in trouble. They
think they know what is good, not the
American teachers. And even if we take
our parents to school to explain them,
our parents don't hear. They only know
from Mexico.

1 remember when me and my sister
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“ told my mother we wanted to dress neat
and American, they beat us and said no,
to dress like they wanted us to in old
Mexico. So after awhile it's no use. You
can’t have any fun, so you get your fun
where you find it. Like little Cutdown
said to the teacher when she asked her
why she drank, “It's the only fun I have,
Miss,” she told her, and it's true.

My dad hadn't come home yet, so I
knew I was going to get the preaching
first. I'd rather they beat me silly than
give me that preaching. She brings up
everything since the day [ was born. Gee,
what a memory. She tells me I don't ap-
preciate the facts too. But 1 think she
doesn't know the facts for understanding.
Most Mexican parents don't. 'Cause it's
sure that the strictest homes have the
most trouble.

But I hate my mother to be unhappy,
man. She was so cute when [ bought that
little bank and put in some money to
start for a washing machine for her. 1
could kill that teacher. She did real dirty
telling my mother all the record about
me, piling it up for one time. My moth-
er’s old and sick, and when she gets mad
she gets all red and out of breath and I'm
afraid for her. If anything would happen
to her, 1'd die.

She yelled at me, “Why do you drink?
Why do you smoke those marihuana
cigarettes?” and all that.

I'm asking myself the same qunhnn
sometimes. | can’t tell her I drink "cause
I'm scared, I'm afraid I'm going to die.
That my boy friend's mother is a bruja,

and he says she'll put a curse on me since
1 broke with him, 'cause if he can't win

me by the good, he'll win me by the bad.
I want to hide the fear inside me, like [
want to hide my face when I'm drunk.
But [ can't tell her that; she doesn’t have
the understanding.

Sulmﬂhuwhﬂglmahﬂrehnhbﬂt,

tortillas, “Oh, to have some fun. You
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probably did worse when you were a girl
in Mexico.” Real dirty I was, but real
mad too. It's that way—they hurt your
feelings and you get mean.

But in my heart I am
mother, 1 don
matter. 1f I did anything to my mother,
I'd kill myself. All Mexican mothers got
is a flock of family and too much work,
that's why they're old young.

I knew my dad would beat me, so I
decided to get away to Changa's house
or some place before he come home. I
remember how he beat me silly when he
saw me on the street talking to a boy,
a real decent boy. And it'd be worse now,
with him calling mé a dirty puta, and
street lady. I couldn’t stand it and wait
for him to chase me out.

So when my mother went in crying to
pray to the Virgin, I got my hands washed
and took my coat from the closet. Some
girls can’t go to a friend’s house if their
mother knows you've got a bad reputa-
tion, no matter if you're not bad
but just do some wrong things. So, if I
couldn’t stay at Changa's, then some
place else, or stay the night at the bus
station. And tomorrow I could get work
at a malt shop, or a sewing factory, or
walnut place maybe.

town. 'Cause with me, it is to live life.
Yuunwerlm:long,mthnthmgilm
take life while you can make it. :
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