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The Mexican-Americans in the past and present

     Just two hundred years ago, the Spanish-speaking residents who lived in the Southern California were very different from today.  They were the missions, governors, or rancheros.  Arcadia Bandini for example, she was born in 1825.  Her father was a Mexican governor in Southern California, and her father also was a ranchero.  At her age of 14, she married to another ranchero, whose name was Abel Stearns.  She had a huge acre of land and had Indian labors worked in her lands.  Unfortunately, she lost her lands to the American government in 1861 to 1863 because of a drought: (American federal government considered that the lands without the cattle on the lands was equal to the lands without the owners), the drought took away her cattle and the American government took away her lands.  By the year of her death in the 1912, she only had 7.1 million dollars left with her.   In comparing with the heritage she had received from her father, the dollars she left behind her was few.  A sad story as it was, but the Mexican Southern Californians did had a glorious about 150 years ago.

     My interview was to a Mexican old man on the campus, whom I thought that he might be proud of his own ethnic background in the Southern California.  His name is Al. He was born in 1953 in San Bernardino.  His grandfather came from Italy.  His father is a Mexican, and his mother is an Indian woman.

     He told me, he had been a policeman for 16 years in San Bernardino and he had just graduated from CSUSB last summer with his major in Sociology.  When he talked about his graduation, his expression was filled with joy.  But, when I asked him about his current career, he was distressed.  He said, “…I want to be a counselor in high schools, but people wouldn’t hire me because I am a Mexican.  “Well,” I answered, “You looks very much like Douglas MacAuthor, an American General in World War II.”  (I refer him to MacAuthor, it was because that he was muscular and he looks like a general).  But he answered, “No, I am not MacAuthor.  I am the Mctezuma… Have you ever seen Mctezuma?”

     I answer that I saw him on the textbook of my Mexican history class, and Mctezuma was wearing a skirt and a vest, sitting in a table.  My interviewee Al, he was surprised to hear me talking about the history of Mctezuma, and he said, “Oh!, I thought nobody ever seen him, and I thought it was just a legacy…Tell me more about the history of Aztecs in Mexican…”  And the conversation just kept going on and on.

     He told me that his parents had divorced when he was ten years old.  His mom had 8 children from his dad.  His mom did not find other man to get married because of the culture of strong family tie among the Mexican people.  He said, “I was raised by a single mom with the other 7 sisters and brothers live in a small house.”

     He also showed me a scarp in his hand, about 3 inches long, all the way down to his thumb.  He said,

“ I was around 5 or 6 years old, and I was cut by a broken bottle of Coke Cola while chasing after my brother and fall by myself on the ground by accident… My mom took out the bottle glass that was in my hand and wrapped it in a piece of cloth, and my mom cleaned the wound in my hand everyday….”

From his conversation, I could tell that he was very dissatisfied about the scarp, and he said, “… if it was not because of the poverty of my family, I would have a medical doctor and would have a better treatment on the wound…”

     He also told me about his food of his childhood.  “My grand mom wrapped my lunch in a piece of leaf, for most of the Mexican food we did it this way… but the school children were laughing at the Chicanos and said, ‘what was he eating about’…” According to what he told me, it was lucky that he had lunch to bring with him to school.  For most of the time in his childhood, he only had the Tortilla breads and butter, and he had nothing else to eat. 

     My interviewer Al, he surely had a sad childhood. I asked, “Why not we find a time and talk some more about your childhood…”, and I invited him to come back to the campus.  He answered, “… I don’t take classes on the campus right now. The oil is very expansive, unless you would pay me my oil…”  I gave him 5 dollars, and he gave me back 4 dollars.  I thought he would come back and tell me more, but it wasn’t the case.  For the next week, I kept calling him by phone.  But, nobody answered the phone and it was just an answering machine, which wants my massage leaving in the machine.   I was sad about that my interviewee had disappeared from this present world.

     Days after, I have to tell you the reality.  For most of the Mexicans who lived in the Southern California after the 1960s, they were the labor workers, poor and uneducated.  Unlike 200 years ago, most of the Mexicans who live in Southern Californian today, they work for the minimum wages.  The Californians today often left the dirty jobs, and the works, which nobody want to have, and they will say to the Mexicans, “You go ahead and do it, you stupid Mexicans.”   Just in 200 years, the Mexicans had shifted from the top of Californian society to the bottom of the society. I think my stories about the glorious past of Mexican in the time of Mctezuma must have made my interviewee feel very sad about his ethnic group.  My interviewer Al, he hate the way American Society treated his childhood in the 1960s.
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