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INTRODUCTION

During 1926~27 Dr. Manuel Gamio carried on a study of
Mexican immigration under provision made by the Social
Science Research Council. His general findings were published
in a volume issued in 1930 by the University of Chicago Press
under the title, Mexican Immigration to the United States. A
Study of Human Migration and Adjusiment. These findings
were in part based upon statements made by the immigrants
themselves as to their experiences and their own reflections
upon these experiences. Dr. Gamio and his assistants had
obtained these statements and had reduced them to documen-
tary form; and these documents were a part of the materials
Dr. Gamio submitted to the Council in reporting upon his in-
vestigation. They were too extensive to be included in the
volume that appeared in 1929, but their interesting nature sug-
gested that they be separately published.

Most of these documents reduce to writing what was said
in the course of ‘“guided interviews.” In the Introduction to
the book just mentioned (p. x), Dr. Gamio states that he and
his associates provided themselves with a “guide or classifica-
tion of the most important mental and material typical char-
acteristics of a series of individuals.” This guide is printed as
Appendix I of that volume. The investigators established rela-
tions of confidence with the immigrant and got him to speak
spontaneously on matters that came naturally to him. ““When
the confidence of the individual was once gained and he found
himself in a state of voluntary eloquence, the observation was
completed by direct questioning” (p. xi).

This procedure apparently accounts for the variety of the
topics mentioned in the following documents, and also, in part,
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vi INTRODUCTION

for the degree of uniformity that nevertheless characterizes
them: for example, most of the documents include a statement
as to religion and another as to food habits. Dr. Gamio con-
cludes his account of how the documents were collected as
follows: “As soon as the interviews were at an end we wrote
down the results obtained. Occasionally in the course of these
interviews we took notes under suitable pretexts so that our
subjects might not be conscious that we were transcribing their
ideas and their words” (p. xi).

The value of concrete materials such as these lies in the fact
that they enable us to get an intimate acquaintance with the
field of interest. By means of such materials we may come to
know just what is important for study. These documents do
not constitute a scientific study of the Mexican immigrant, nor,
probably, can they alone be the materials of such a study.
They do, however, give us some degree of understanding of the
Mexican immigrant; after reading them we know better what
to expect of him, and we are in a better position to formulate
scientific problems about him.

In arranging the materials for publication, I have done little
more than group them under what seemed to me appropriate
headings. Any single document is likely to suggest several
quite different points; in grouping the documents one chooses
to ignore some points and emphasize others. The interpreta-
tive remarks that I have set down to introduce each section or
certain documents are to be considered as the leads or hy-
potheses which the materials suggest to me, and which I would
like to see verified or further explored by more materials and
the use of other techniques.

Not all the contents of these accounts are of equal worth.
They have to be evaluated with discrimination. Certain phases
of immigrant experience reported in these interviews can safely
be taken at face value. Granted a reasonable degree of con-
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fidence between immigrant and interviewer, the immigrant is
apt to tell the truth about where he was born, where he has
worked, and how much he was paid. The more critical experi-
ences and situations, however, are not likely to be reported
objectively. Here what we get in the person’s own view of the
situation: how he looks back on it now and rationalizes upon
it for his own benefit and that of the interviewer. Then it is
just these viewpoints and rationalizations that become the
scientific data. If we know that they are rationalizations, they
are useful in explaining and anticipating conduct, because
people act, not only because things are so, but because they
think them, or assume them, to be so.

This has been fully stated by sociologists who have made
use of life-history materials.® These students have found auto-
biographic accounts of value in understanding and in treating
cases of delinquency. The explanation of the behavior of the
individual today is found, in part, in his past experiences. But
in order to make such use of an autobiographic account, these
students try to get as complete a picture as possible of the
successive events in the individual’s life, and to compare his
own view of these experiences with outside objective accounts.
The “life-history technique,” as understood by such sociolo-
gists, is not illustrated by the present collection, because these
documents represent brief statements made to hurried investi-
gators in the course of casual contacts. An immigrant life-
history, in this sense, would be an extensive autobiographic
statement of the subject’s career, the result of long study of the
case by the investigator, and obtained from the subject only
after suitable rapport had been established.

* Especially by W. I. Thomas. See, for example, W. I. Thomas and Dorothy
Swaine Thomas, The Child in America (New York: Alfred A. Knopf, 1928), pp.

s71—72. Also, Clifford R. Shaw, The Jack-Roller (Chicago: University of Chi-
cago Press, 1930), pp. 1-23.
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It might be possible to get such extensive life-histories of
Mexican immigrants, and with outside data, to gain insight
into the mechanisms of development of racial pride and sensi-
tiveness, for example. The present documents, however, are
too brief to permit such scientific treatment, and they are not
sufficiently related to the whole cultural milieu of the immi-
grant. Nevertheless, they do tell us something about the
Mexican immigrant. Because there are many of them, and be-
cause in many ways they are alike, through them to some
degree we come to know no particular Mexican immigrant but
a sort of generalized Mexican immigrant. From their perusal
we find ourselves deriving an idea of what is typical of immi-
grant experience and of immigrant reaction to that experience.
The experiences of the Mexican of little education, as he tells
them in these documents, repeat themselves almost to monot-
ony: the insecurity or unrest in Mexico, the feeling of helpless-
ness in the new country, the little organization of the immi-
grant community, the mobility and isolation, the security fol-
lowing upon satisfactory economic adjustment, the reflective
or resentful attitude attendant upon insight gained into the
ways and prejudices of Americans. Not all these features are
present in all the documents, but several of them are in most
cases. A generalization is, therefore, built up by a mental pro-
cedure hard to describe adequately. The generalization is
nevertheless useful, in that once in possession of it the reader
is better able to understand and to deal with Mexican immi-
grants. It has some of the value in understanding and antici-
pating behavior that there is in literature or art.

The documents were translated into English by Mr. Robert
C. Jones. I have sent them to the printer as they came to me,
except that T have eliminated some passages and about twenty
whole documents that seemed to me to throw no light on the
behavior of Mexican immigrants. In a very few cases, where a
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phrase was ambiguous, I have made it read so as to be intel-
ligible in its context. Ihave changed all the personal names and
removed many of the place names, in recognition of the terms
of confidence under which the statements were made to the
original investigators.

RoBERT REDFIELD

UNIVERSITY OF CHICAGO
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CHAPTER 1
THE MEXICAN LEAVES HOME

Some Mexicans, of whom Pablo Mares and Luis Tenorio
are two, have come to the United States to escape the disorders
of the revolutionary periods. It is not merely that one’s life
and property are not safe in such times, but that—as perhaps
in the case of Luis Murillo—the experiences of the revolution
dispose the individual to mobility and experiment. Others, like
Elisa Recinos and her husband, come in search of work and
enough to eat. To these two familiar causes of Mexican immi-
gration, the documents that follow add a third: the country
across the border promises new experience, excitement, ad-
venture. “Once when I was with a number of boys,” says
Bonifacio Ortega, “we got a desire to come and know the
famous country” (p. 25). Isidro Osorio, whose experiences are
included in another group of documents, says he came, ““so that
the boys of my town who had been here couldn’t tell me stories
and so that I could convince myself with my own eyes of what
they were saying” (p. 42). Felipe Montes has much the same
story: “My brother would get to talking nothing but English
and this would make me angry and jealous. I decided to come
to the United States in order to learn English so that my
brother couldn’t outdo me” (p. gg). Carlos Morales, who was
to have been a priest, and who became a Mason, suggests a
point that is more clearly indicated in subsequent documents:
that in Mexico a Mexican may easily encounter such a variety
of experiences as will dispose him to restlessness and change.

PABLO MARES

This man is a miner, a native of a little village near Guada-

lajara, Jalisco, mestizo.
I



2 THE MEXICAN IMMIGRANT

“In my youth I worked as a house servant, but as I grew
older T wanted to be independent. I was able through great
efforts to start a little store in my town. But I had to come
to the United States, because it was impossible to live down
there with so many revolutions. Once even I was at the point
of being killed by some revolutionists. A group of revolution-
ists had just taken the town and a corporal or one of those
who was in command of the soldiers went with a bunch of these
to my place and began to ask me for whiskey and other
liquors which I had there. But, although I had them, I told
them that I didn’t sell liquor, but only things to eat and a few
other things, but nothing to drink. They didn’t let me close the
store but stayed there until about midnight. The one in com-
mand of the group then went to another little store and there
got a couple of bottles of wine. When he had drunk this it
went to his head and he came back to my store to bother me
by asking for whisky, and saying that he knew that I had some.
He bothered me so much that we came to words. Then he
menaced me with a rifle. He just missed killing me-and that
was because another soldier hit his arm and the bullet lodged
in the roof of the house. Then some others came and took the
fellow away and let me close the store. On the next day, and
as soon as I could, I sold everything that I had, keeping only
the little house—I don’t know in what condition it is today.
The Villistas pressed me into the service then, and took me
with them as a soldier. But I didn’t like that, because I never
liked to go about fighting, especially about things that don’t
make any difference to one. So when we got to Torreon I ran
away just as soon as I could. That was about 1915.

“I went from there to Ciudad Juarez and from there to El
Paso. There I put myself under contract to go to work on the
tracks. I stayed in that work in various camps until I reached
California. I was for a while in Los Angeles working in cement
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work, which is very hard. From there I went to Kansas, and
I was also in Oklahoma and in Texas, always working on the
railroads. But the climate in those states didn’t agree with
me, so I beat it for Arizona. Some friends told me that I could
find a good job here in Miami. 1 have worked in the mines
here, in the King, the Superior and the Globe. In all of them
it is more or less alike for the Mexicans. Here in the Miami
mine I learned to work the drills and all the mining machinery
and I know how to do everything. The work is very heavy, but
what is good is that one lives in peace. There is no trouble with
revolutions nor difficulties of any kind. Here one is treated ac-
cording to the way in which one behaves himself and one earns
more than in Mexico. Ihave gone back to Mexico twice. Once
I went as far as Chihuahua and another time to Torreon, but
I have come back, for in addition to the fact that work is very
scarce there, the wages are too low. One can hardly earn
enough to eat. It is true that here it is almost the same, but
there are more comforts of life here. One can buy many things
cheaper and in payments. I think that as long as we have so
many wars, killing each other, we will not progress and we shall
always be poor. That is what these bolillos® want. It is here
that the revolutions are made. It is over there that the fools
kill each other. It is better for the bolillos that we do that, for
they want to wipe us out in order to make themselves masters
of all that we possess. It is a shame that we live the way we
do and if we go on we shall never do anything. I don’t care
about political matters. It is the same to me to have Calles as
Obregén in the government. In the end neither one of them
does anything for me. I live from my work and nothing else.
If I don’t work I know that I won’t eat and if I work I am sure
at least that I will eat. So that why should we poor people get
mixed up in politics. It doesn’t do us any good. Let those who

T Bolillos—nickname given to the Americans by the Mexican.
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have offices, who get something out of it, get into it. But he
who has to work hard, let him live from his work alone. It is
not, as I have already told you, that I like it more here. No
one is better off here than in his own country. But to those of
us who work, it is better to live here until the revolutions end.
When everything is peaceful and one can work as one likes,
then it will be better to go back there to see if one can do
anything. There are no profits in small businesses. Only the
large businesses make money. They sell to the little stores and
these just manage to get by. Here in Miami one can live as
one wishes without being bothered. I am a Catholic because
my parents taught me that faith. But to tell you the truth
since I left Mexico I haven’t gone to a single church, nor do I
pray except when I think of it, and when I am not very tired
when I leave my work. But I know that since I harm no one
nothing is going to be done to me either. Let each one believe
that which seems to him best. Whether a man is Catholic or
Protestant makes no difference to me if he does no evil, but
if anyone does me a wrong regardless of what faith he may be,
if I can hurt him, I will hurt him, or at least defend myself.
I hardly ever read the papers for I know that they tell nothing
but lies. They exaggerate everything, and besides, I hardly
know how to read, for my parents didn’t have the means with
which to send me to school. I, by myself, with some friends,
have learned to read a little and to write my name. I had to
do this when I went back to Mexico. If T hadn’t, they wouldn’t
have let me come back in.”

LUIS TENORIO

Tenorio is white, a native of Jalisco. He has lived in the
United States since 1915.

“My mother was poor and worked as a servant on an estate
near Ocampo, Guanajuato, but she inherited some wealth from
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an uncle and then we had enough with which to live in some
comfort. She was the friend of a lady who was left a widow
but in possession of much land and money. This lady had a
son named Clemente. We were brought up together, we went
to school together and we loved each other like brothers.
When we grew up we both went into farming. I worked his
land on shares and we kept on being good friends. He told me
all his secrets and I told him mine. About this time the revolu-
tion began. It kept on growing and growing until 1915, when
Clemente joined it, with a group of countrymen who followed
him. He sent me letters several times by certain persons telling
me to come and join him. But I didn’t care to go around with
these mobs and besides I didn’t want to leave my mother
alone. For that reason every time he wrote me I would reply
that I was sick, that I had business to attend to and offered
all the excuses I could. Still he kept on insisting. In 1914, I
was married in the town of Ocampo, Guanajuato, of which my
wife is also a native. I was very happy in that town with my
wife when one afternoon Clemente’s troops arrived and peace-
fully took possession of the plaza. After these troops had been
there about three days, Clemente came to my house with ten
men, all well armed. He came at night, and I had gone to bed,
when they knocked on the door. I got up and went out some-
what frightened. When I saw that it was Clemente I got still
more nervous. [imagined that he had come to take me because
I hadn’t gone to join him. ‘How are things with you, Luis?’
he asked. ‘Are you better by now?’ I told him that I was and
asked him to come in. I took him into the little parlor of my
home and we began to talk and talk. He told me all about his
adventures and his ideas and kept urging me to join him. Then
he said that he was hungry and I told my wife to get up and get
us something to eat. He stayed with three of his men and
sent the others to the barracks. While we were waiting to eat
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he took out two bottles of tequila, good tequila which he had
with him, and we began to drink and drink. Finally when we
had eaten and I felt my spirit quickened by the drinks, for
then one is made to feel capable of anything, I told him that I
would go with him and that he should come for me the next
day. He said good-bye for the night and came for me with
three horses and asked me to choose the one I wanted. By this
time I had thought it over and didn’t want to go, but as I had
already given my word I had to keep it. So I said good-bye to
my wife and to my mother and went with Clemente. I wasn’t
given any military rank and didn’t go as a soldier but as a
companion to my friend. I kept with him through the forests
and over the roads for about a week until we came to a small
town. When we had taken possession of it peacefully and
Clemente and I and his escort were going down the street we
saw a man standing on the corner. Clemente told us to go and
order him to accompany us and to take him to a place where
he had established his barracks and that he would wait for us
there. We went there and I got an idea when I saw that
Clemente had gone. I told the man to come with us and then 1
told the soldiers to go ahead with him. They did so and then I
fled down a road and kept on going until I managed to catch
the train to Ciudad Juarez. I let the horse go and went to
Ciudad Juarez. That was in 1915. T went over to American
territory and signed up for work on the railroad in Arizona,
and I began to work very hard there. Later I came to Los
Angeles and got a job in cement work, that is in the paving of
the streets, a very hard job in which I have almost used up my
strength. When I had been here about two years and had
saved a little money I wrote to my wife to come. I went to
Ciudad Juarez for her and I brought her to Los Angeles. We
only had one child then. We had another one here, this time
a girl.”
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LUIS MURILLO

“I was born in Monterrey in 1gor. My father sold tanned
cow hides, and cattle hides to the tanneries. He also knew
something of tanning himself. T went to school for four years.
When I was thirteen I was quite tall and seemed to be older.
I went to run errands for some soldiers of the federal
forces which were in town. It was at the time of Huerta and
I was conscripted. They said that the Carrancistas who were
coming were bringing very small boys and that I was already
good for fighting. They gave me a uniform, all new, a rifle,
like those that the Russians use, strong boots and everything
well fixed. 1 looked at myself very curiously. They put me
with the Caribineers of Nuevo Leon with Major Barrios.
There was real fighting and we kept fighting until we got to
the capital when the wide-trousered bandit Emiliano Zapata
finally entered. We were then completely defeated and were
disbanded. I looked for work for a long time but everything
had stopped, factories, mills, everybody was without work.
With the farms burned there weren’t even any fortillas to eat,
nothing but maguey leaves and there wasn’t anything else to
do when Carranza drew near but once again join the army. I
followed him but the army was divided in Aguas Calientes and
I stayed with Villa.”

“And did you go because you knew General Villa or because
things came out that way? Were you so little that you didn’t
even know why your were fighting?”’

“Why shouldn’t I? As far as I could, I fought for conviction,
as our ancestors did with Juarez. I left Carranza because that
old crank wouldn’t recognize the worth of Pancho Villa. Who
was it who secured the victory of all the Northern Division
if it wasn’t Villa? Who defeated the rurales if it wasn’t Villa?
If justice had been done and if Carranza had recognized the
power of Villa there wouldn’t have been a division between
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the revolutionists which has brought about the condition in
which the country is now, which is nothing more than a killing
of brothers, one by the other and now they don’t even know
why, it is true.”

“And you knew General Villa?”’

“Yes, I saw him very close to. He was round shouldered,
with a very broad head and a severe, almost fierce look.”

“Did you speak to him?”

“No, because one of the lowest ranks never speaks to a
general. One can with the lieutenants, who talk to one with
nothing but oaths, but if they get into the fight one feels that
one becomes equal. The captains speak to one anyway, but the
generals only once in a while when they want to make some
funny remark.”

“How long did you fight with Villa?”

“I stayed with him here in the North fighting against the
Yaquis of Obregén. Oh, they were brave when it comes to
fighting! As they are half savage they would fight us in the
ditches and even beneath the horses. The ditches were left full
of dead Yaquis. As the Northerners under Villa were hunters
of the wild animals that there are here and knew how to ride
horses, we would only fight them above ground. The poor fel-
lows thought that a little adobe hut would protect them and
they tried to draw near so as to fight face to face. But how
could they draw near when one is a sure shot? Later, the
Division of the North was disbanded and my division joined
Carranza. They accepted us because they declared amnesty
for those who presented themselves. They raised our rank and
I was made a lieutenant. I remained with Carranza, for his
was the established government and he had been elected by the
people. I had to fight against Almazan, who was very brave
and had his men well organized. We were in San Vicente be-
tween Saltillo and San Luis once. We had 65 men. I was then
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first captain and was defending the position when Almazan fell
on us. Hehad about 200 men and I couldn’t communicate with
the station of Vanegas until after we had been caught. We
were fighting from 11 at night until dawn. One could only see
some ranchers with large hats and horses which were nothing
but foam. At the hour that the fight began the moon was
setting, so that it was low on one edge of the sky. Things were
very ugly. I saw that my men were being harried and we
couldn’t leave the station and let the others wreck the trains.
Finally I was able to use the telegraph line and talk to Lieu-
tenant Rivera whom I had in Vanegas with 300 men. I asked
him to come and help us. He came and gave a beating to those
who were with Almazin. They killed 30 of my men then, and
there were many wounded, and if the reinforcements from
Vanegas hadn’t come it is certain that we all would have been
finished there.”

“And did you continue in the army with General Obregdén?”’

“No, by then I said to myself that it didn’t look like a
government nor a fight over convictions. Why should I fight
now? Ireturned tomy parents. Ithen worked as a belt-maker,
I made ammunition belts, holsters and some of them were
pretty, well finished, and with designs. But I kept my taste
for adventure from being a soldier so much and on the 2 of
August 1920 I crossed the bridge to this side of Laredo. As 1
had been living for some time in Laredo it only cost me a nickel
toll. I worked on the farms on this side and was at that until
the 31 of August 1924 when I contracted myself to go to
Kansas. T then went to the immigration office and the guero,”
one of those, there, put his name on a letter which I and my
family of five had with us and we went in a little car for the
picking and told us that we were registered in the book and
could pass on.”

* Guero, blonde, i.e., American.
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“And did you enjoy your work here or not?”

“I didn’t get along very well. We went to a little town where
there were very few Mexicans and they didn’t treat us with
very much respect. It was there that I began to feel this
disease which is so terrible and which has left me as I am.”

This man is blind and had some trouble with the immigration
authorities because he was considered to be a vagabond. They
found him standing in the door of his little room and thought
that he was begging. The Blue Cross intervened and got per-
mission for him to stay while he is being cured, for the doctor
to whom he has gone has hopes of giving him back his sight.
He went to school as far as the fourth grade and has read a
great deal, especially history and “what is said about our
country.” He speaks with understanding of the War of the
Reformation and of the personages who took part in it and “in
order to understand well who Maximilian of Hapsburg was,
I bought a book of the history of Europe and read of Napoleon
III and Emperor Francis Joseph.” He also speaks of Napoleon
I and the French Revolution with a certain amount of judg-
ment.

ELISA RECINOGS

She is a Mexican woman of some twenty-eight years of age.
She dresses very poorly and her hair is uncombed. She is of a
distinctly Indian type with a flat nose, and her face is pitted
with smallpox. She had a child in her arms which she says is
a year and a half old. She has been in Ciudad Juarez more than
six months, but neither she nor her husband has been able to
find employment; therefore she begs alms while her husband
makes bird cages to sell in the plaza.

She says that she and her husband lived on a farm near
Torreon, and, as they had been told that there was plenty of
work and money in this city, they had decided to come here.
They undertook a trip on foot bringing their little child with
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them. The journey from Torreon to Juarez lasted more than
four months, for they traveled when conditions were good and
as they got food. They begged at the small farms if they
weren't able to sell cages and some people gave them something
to eat, for breakfast and supper. At some places they were
given a place where they could sleep. They brought a quilt and
some blankets and capes to cover their bodies while they slept,
to keep out the cold.

As soon as they got to this city they tried to cross over to
El Paso, Texas, but since they didn’t have a cent with them
they couldn’t either enter legally or get anyone to get them
across illegally, so that they decided to stay here [Ciudad
Juarez] until they found a way of earning the money to get
over to El Paso, for they are sure that they will find work there
and find a way of living more comfortably than here.

Elisa Recinos’ husband, according to her own statement,
makes bird cages with which he earns enough to pay for a little
room in which they live. She makes the food. She says that
they only eat frijoles and at times meat and coffee. She begs
in the streets of this city and many times is able to gather one
or two pesos a day with which they have enough to get along.
Elisa says that she still nurses her child, although the milk is
very little, but she doesn’t care, and she would give everything
in order that the child could live well.

CARLOS MORALES

He has lived in Tucson, Arizona, for four years. He has
been in this country all that time. He is mestizo, markedly
Indian, a native of Sonora.

“When I was left an orphan, which was when I was very
small, T was taken into the home of the Bishop of Sonora.
This was in about 1889. I spent my first years in the house of
the Bishop. There I learned my first letters and when I was
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ready I entered the Seminary. In the Seminary I learned every-
thing which was taught me and it was my purpose to get to be
a priest. With one of the priests of said Seminary I learned to
sculpture for that art is always learned in the churches. There
were about 150 pupils in the Seminary. A few were ordained,
others followed other professions, and only two or three dedi-
cated ourselves to sculpture, in which we found inspiration. In
my studies in the Seminary I almost got to be a priest, for I
even baptized, helped with the Mass many times and carried
out all the sacred offices. I lacked a few years from being
ordained when the Bishop died, and then, since I had no one
who would help me, I left the Seminary and gave myself to
working in sculpture. I made especially santitos® which I sold
to different churches of the state, and with thus I made enough
to live on. At this time I went from one place to another be-
cause I had to go to make decorations in the churches, do
painting and other ornamentation. At other times I worked in
monument factories, making crosses, statues, and all kinds of
work. I also learned masonry very well. I can model, carve
in wood, chalk, marble, and cement. Iknow all about masonry.
I have always preferred to work independently, for one can
work more according to one’s likes that way.

“I was married by the church in Sonora. Once when I was
in Cananea a friend told me to become a Mason and little by
little he began to teach me and to give me books on Masonry
until T asked to become a member. I have now reached the
third degree of the National Mexican rite. Here in Tucson we
have a lodge which has a number of members. As I know how
shameless the priests are I don’t have any confidence in them
but this doesn’t mean that I don’t understand that the Catholic
religion is good in all its principles. Masonry never opposes re-
ligious principles and that is why I am a Masen. The only

* Small statues of saints.
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thing is that the Catholic Church opposes the Masons a lot,
even though the priest Hidalgo was a Mason as well as Juarez
and brother Madero. I took part a few times in the revolution
in Sonora but only because they took me by force. But the
truth is that I didn’t want to go about killing my brothers.
I had gotten a start in Agua Prieta when they gave me an
official position in the Customs which I filled for some time
but as I didn’t like it I resigned. Anyway, I wanted to come to
the United States to patent my ‘discovery’ of the formula for
making a cement which would serve for a number of things.

“I read the Mexican daily La Prensa and other Mexican
newpapers, but that is the one that I like the best. Some time
ago I began the organization of the committee pro-Grijalva
which is collecting funds in order to get liberty for the
Mexican Alfredo Grijalva who is in the penitenciary at
Florence sentenced to life imprisonment. He is innocent of the
crime of which he is accused, that is, the death of a federal pro-
hibition official. Another criminal who is in the penitenciary
sentenced for the same offence says that Grijalva wasn’t at the
place where the official died. We have received money from
Los Angeles and from other places to help this fellow-country-
man.

“T haven’t wanted to, nor do I want to learn English, for I
am not thinking of living in this country all my life. I don’t
even like it. I only wish to find an associate to begin to exploit
my invention and then go to Mexico to exploit it there also.
That is my idea. I don’t like anything about this country,
neither its customs nor its climate, nothing, that is to say.

“T sell little statues of the Virgin of Guadalupe to the people
here, little angels, Saint Francises, busts of Don Pancho
Madero; and I make all kinds of saints and statues that they
ask for, if they only leave a picture.”



CHAPTER II
FIRST CONTACTS

The experiences of Gonzalo Galvan and Jests Garza give us
some idea of the difficult and incomprehensible world in which
the uneducated Indian finds himself, once he is across the
border. His compatriots, as individuals, give him help when
he happens to encounter them. ‘“We help one another, we fel-
low-countryman,” says Bonifacio Ortega. “We are almost all
from the same town or from near by farms.” But apparently
the immigrant rarely encounters an organized Mexican society
to receive him, and sometimes he is entirely alone. His prob-
lem is to find any means of livelihood that is at hand. The jobs
he finds are the least paid, and the least permanent. Jests
Garza works on the tracks, lays pipes, digs ditches, washes
dishes, peels vegetables, cooks, works in a sanatarium, and
peels vegetables again. It is a hard life, perhaps, but, he says,
“I don’t lack anything and I am free,” and when “I went to
my home I found everything different, very dull, and very
changed” (p. 13).

Gonzalo Galvan’s brief reference to his son reminds us that
there is a second generation growing up; the boy’s father came
to the United States ignorant and helpless, but now his son
“can almost read English, he has learned how to run auto-
mobiles and trucks and has learned how to work on a farm.”

JESUS GARZA

This man is a native of Aguascalientes, mestizo, markedly
Indian, twenty-four years of age.

“I have been in this country for three years and a half, for
even though I went to Aguascalientes to see my parents about

14
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a year and a half ago I didn’t stay more than a month. It had
been my purpose to stay at home and work there but I found
everything changed and dull, in other words different from this
country, and now I like it better here and if I were to go back
to Mexico it is only to visit a while and then return.

“Since I was very small I had the idea of going out to know
the world, to go about a lot in every direction. As I had heard
a lot about the United States it was my dream to come here.
My father, however, wouldn’t let me leave home because I was
too small. He was very strict. I reached the third grade in
school. I was in a school where my father was teacher but
when the revolution came and months went by without their
paying him and there was a lot of trouble, my father resigned.
He then started a store but I went on in a school where an
uncle of mine, a brother of my father’s, was a professor. This
uncle, however, didn’t take much interest in my learning so I
quit school and studied at home and helped my father in the
store. My father was very strict. He would hardly let us go
out on the street. I had two brothers and two sisters. My
mother died last year. I was here at that time, and although
I would have liked to have gone back, I couldn’t because I only
had $24.00 saved in the bank. I had just got back to Phoenix
and that money wouldn’t have been enough to even get to El
Paso. Well, as I was telling you, when I was about twenty 1
decided to leave home and come here. I waited one day until
my father went out and then I took money out of the strong
box, gold coins especially. I took out enough to take me to
San Antonio and took the train for Nuevo Laredo. I crossed
the border there. I had no trouble, although it was the first
time I had come. I paid my $8.0c0, passed my examination,
then changed my Mexican coins for American money and went
to San Antonio, Texas. When I arrived there I looked for
work but couldn’t find any so that I went to the agency of
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renganches and contracted to work. They said that it was to
go and work on the trague. T didn’t know what that was but I
contracted to work because my money was giving out. I only
had three dollars left. I gave one to the renganchista, and he
then took me with a lot of Mexicans to a railroad camp. I
worked all day, but as I wasn’t used to such a heavy kind of
work I thought of leaving. I could hardly finish out working
that first day, I thought that I was going to die because the
work was so hard. At night I asked the boys slyly where
Dallas, Texas, was or some other large city and they told me
down the tracks and said that if I wanted to go I should catch
a freight train and go as a tramp. But I didn’t let them suspect
anything but told them I was only fooling. I also asked them
how one could get there on foot and they said by following the
tracks but that one should be careful and cross the bridges in
a hurry so that a train wouldn’t overtake one. In that part of
Texas there are many bridges. On the next day, without their
noticing it, I left on foot, and went down the tracks. I left at
about seven in the morning and reached the outskirts of Dallas
at about six in the evening. It was already getting dark and I
only had a dollar with me as I hadn’t even gotten my day’s pay.
On reaching the outskirts of Dallas I saw a man who seemed
to me to be a negro and at the same time a Mexican and I
thought of speaking to him. As I didn’t know English I said
to myself, if he is a negro he isn’t going to pay any attention
to me. Finally I spoke to him in Spanish and it turned out that
he was Mexican, although to tell the truth he looked like a
negro. I told him how I had come and he said that I could
spend the night there in his house. He gave me something to
eat and a mattress on which to sleep. On the next day the
same man took me to the house of an old man who rented
rooms. This old man received me very kindly into his home
and gave me a room. When I told him that I didn’t have either



FIRST CONTACTS 17

money or a job he said that I shouldn’t worry. I could pay
him when I had some. I was there about a month without
working and the man and his wife, both of them quite old,
took as good care of me as though I was paying them. They
gave me food, my room, and even cleaned my clothes. They
have some children now grown up. Finally I managed to get
work laying pipes and I was working for two weeks earning
$2.50 a day. Then they laid me off because they said that I
wasn’t strong enough for that hard work. I returned to be with-
out work and then a Mexican advised me to look for work in
the hotels and restaurants because that fitted me, but I
couldn’t find that, because it is necessary to speak English for
those jobs. Then I got a job with an electric company. I
thought that it was some office work or some decent job of
engineering but it turned out that they wanted me to go down
into a well with a pick to make it deeper. I think that it was
20 meters deep and I also had to wheel stones. This work was
so hard that I could hardly finish the day, for at about four
o’clock in the afternoon the foreman wanted me to lift a rock
so big that I couldn’t even move it much less lift it. He then
said that if I couldn’t do that it was better that T quit so that I
asked for my time, and they gave me $2.50. Ikept on looking
for work and in about three days I found one in a restaurant
as ‘“‘vegetable-man’’ (peeling vegetables). I stayed there about
two months and on account of a Mexican who went to tell the
manager that I couldn’t do that work they fired me. Then I
went to another restaurant and hotel and there they gave me
a job as dish-washer. I was then learning a little English.
When they needed a new “vegetable-man” I told the foreman
that I could do that work and he gave it to me with an increase
in pay. Ithink that they paid me $45.60 a month and my food.
That boss was an American but very good and he told me that
he was going to teach me how to do everything so that when
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anyone was missing I could take their place. He taught me to
be a cook and to do all the work of the kitchen, bake, etc. He
even increased my pay until I was getting $75.00 a month and
my food. By that time I stopped living at the house of the old
man of whom I have told you. That was because I don’t like
to live at the edges of the town. In the outskirts there are
no police nor authorities and one can be assaulted and even
killed and no one will notice it. But I have remained very
thankful to that old man and I told him that I would always
be his friend and would go to visit him. I paid the old man
there $4.00 a month but then I found a good friend with whom
I took in the pueblo® a room for which we paid between the two
of us $15.00 a month, $7.50 each. I worked ten hours a day
and he did also. My pal was a Mexican and we cared for each
other more than brothers. When one didn’t have money the
other did and we helped each other in everything. We went on
a vacation to San Antonio, Texas, once. Ilike that city because
it is pretty and there are many Mexicans. But wages are very
low there and work is very scarce. Once I told my friend that
we should go to Mexico but he said not, because he was in love
with a girl here who was his sweet-heart. I then told the boss to
give me my time. The boss asked me why I wanted to go and
if I wanted permission to go he would let me go for two weeks
or a month. I then told him that I was going to Mexico to see
my people. He answered that if I was going I should know
that I always had my job there anytime that I should come
back. I then went to Aguascalientes taking a lot of clothes
with me and alittle money. I went to my home and my parents
were very happy. But I found everything different, very dull,
and very changed. I no longer wished to stay there but to
return to Dallas. Then without my people knowing it I left
again leaving all of my clothes for I only brought what I had

*I.e., downtown district.
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on and a little money. I came to Ciudad Juarez and from
there I went to El Paso without any trouble. There I sent a
telegram to my boss in Dallas. He answered saying that my
job was ready for me there. I was all ready to go to Dallas
when some friends told me that Los Angeles was very pretty,
that one could earn a lot of money there and a lot of other
things, so that I took the train to Los Angeles. But as I came
on the train I got sick and I decided to stay in Phoenix for I
was afraid of getting sicker. As soon as I was well 1 began to
look for work. Earlier I didn’t mind being without work for
weeks but now I did. I soon found work at a sanatarium of
this city, there in the out-skirts. They paid me $65.00 a month
and my board and room but I worked more than 1o hours for
as soon as a patient came I had to give him water and food and
had a lot of trouble. Once a patient got hard-boiled because 1
was late with the food. It wasn’t my fault for the cook was
late. Itold him so and he said ‘shut up, Mexican.” Ithen called
him a ‘son of a viche’ and he said that he was going to ask to
have me fired. I told him all right and then went to the doctor
and asked him to give me my time. Then I told him what had
happened and he told me not to answer the patients, not to
pay any attention to them for they were like children or crazy
people and said that the reason why we Mexicans don’t get
ahead is because we can’t get used to staying in one place. I
‘told him to give me my time and that was all, for I wasn’t used
to have anyone shout at me. He gave me my time but he told
me that when I wanted to come back he would give me work.
Then I came here to the town and got a job again as a “vege-
table-man” but when the boss saw that I knew how to cook and
everything he raised my pay to $75.00 and put me as a cook
together with the other cooks who are Americans or Greeks.
I am the only Mexican there is in this hotel. The only thing
is that here we don’t have a day off for as there is little business
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they have few cooks and they can’t substitute very easily.
Only once in a while when I ask for rest do they give it to me
and put a boy in my place. I began working ten hours but
lately they have made it eleven. I don’t mind that so much
for the boss likes me a lot. I have more privileges than the
others. When he goes out I take charge of the safe and a great
many people have told me, and I don’t tell you to flatter my-
self, that the boss says that I am the best worker he has had
there. Besides he gives me tips, one or two dollars a week so
that I can go to the movies or wherever I may want. I am
waiting until June or July to go to Los Angeles for that is the
time when they say there is the most work there. I want to
go back to Aguascalientes but only tovisit and then come back.
T have two wool suits in which to go out on the streets and two
pairs of shoes, my felt hat for the winter and I buy a straw
one in the summer. I also have trousers and shirts to work
in the kitchen with. All told I live very happily here. I don’t
lack anything and T am free. I write very often to my family,
especially to a sister of mine who is the one who cares for me
most. I send her money once in a while and I also have my
savings in the bank for itis better to be foresighted. I would
also like to quit being a cook and enter the theatre for I think
I could work as an artist singing and dancing. That is my
ambition, to be an artist.

“I have learned a little English on account of all that 1 have
heard and because I have happened to always work with
Americans and hearing and speaking English all day but I have
never gone to school. I would like to take a course by cor-
respondence but I have never done it out of lazyness. A short
time ago I received a letter from a friend of mine in Dallas
telling me that he had married and that I should go there to
live with him and he would get me a girl so that I wouldn’t be
alone. I am not thinking of getting married now, but if I ever
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marry it will be with a Mexican even though she be born in
the United States. I don’t think that an American can care
for one like one of one’s own blood, nevertheless to have a good
time I like the Americans because they are cleaner. I have been
with American prostitutes and nothing has ever happened to
me but the other day I went to a Mexican and I got sick with
gonnorea and other social diseases and had to go to the doctor.
I won’t go back to the Mexicans, it is better for me to go to
the Americans.

“I am Catholic and although I almost never go to Mass or
pray, I do keep Holy Thursday and Friday ever year for I
am accustomed to do that. At home I was very Catholic but
that was on account of my parents.

“TI haven’t learned to cook Mexican style. I only cook
American style and I have gotten used to eating American
food. Only when I am hungry for it do I go to eat Mexican
style in some restaurant in this city. In one of those restaurants
I have my sweet-heart, her mother is the proprietor, my sweet-
heart is the waitress but she is very pretty. She is from here in
Arizona but she is Mexican.”

GONZALO GALVAN

“I became acquainted with a number of boys in my home
town who filled me with the idea of coming to work in the
United States. I was a laborer, but since I didn’t have the
means with which to come, I told my friends that I would
meet them here. One of them, however, lent me enough for the
fare to Ciudad Juarez, Chihuahua, telling me that we would
take a renganche in El Paso. That was some 15 or 16 years ago.
I left my wife and my child, who was then about five. When
we got to El Paso we put ourselves under contract to go to work
in a railroad camp at Wiles, California. When we got to that
place the foreman received us. There were a number of Mexi-
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cans at the station who turned out to be from the same town
that we were from, and they told us not to go and work on the
tracks because they paid little and would mistreat us. Never-
theless we went to the railroad camp, and there they gave us
an old car in which to live. As we didn’t have any more money
we asked the foreman for an order, so that we would be given
flour and something to eat, but he said that he wouldn’t give
us that order until we had worked three days apiece, at least.
We then said ‘What shall we do?’ and we went to where our
countrymen were, and we told them what the matter was, and
they told us to go to their house which was large. We took our
things there, and then they gave us flour with which to make
tortillas and beans already cooked and some other things to eat.
The women couldn’t make the for#illas because they were of
flour and all of them stuck. I myself started to make them
but couldn’t, until one of those in the house told us that we
had to put spauda® or leavening in the flour. We did it that
way, and ate that afternoon. On the next day one of the boys
took us to the esmelda,” a copper foundry, and there they gave
us work paying us $1.50 for g hours work. The work was hard
there. Istayed about two weeks and as I didn’t like the work I
was waiting for a chance to leave. One morning I had to carry
a kettle of melted copper. The foreman was going back of me.
I had to go by a very dangerous place with the kettle and I
knew that if a single drop should fall it could burn through my
foot or the place where it fell. T had to throw this metal as far
as the river, but as I was walking I began to balance it until
I acted as though I couldn’t hold it and I threw it out. Then
the foreman shouted at me and said I don’t know how many
‘sanavaviches’ and ‘gardemes,’ and as I couldn’t understand
him I said to him in Spanish that that was just what he was.
Then he jumped on me with a stick, and I held a piece of iron

! Baking-powder. 2 Smelter.
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ready to break his head. He then continued swearing at me
in English and I went to get my time-check. I had more than
twenty dollars coming to me and I went home with that. I
started to write a letter, for it was my intention to mail the
money. The wife of one of the boys then asked me to go and
buy her some beans in the near by town and advised me to
leave her the money. I left it with her, went and bought the
beans and when I returned there wasn’t anybody at home.
After a long time the woman came back with the others and
they said that I couldn’t mail the money home nowsince I owed
it to them and they had gone to buy shoes and some other
things that they needed with that money. I didn’t wish to say
anything and stayed that night in the house, but very early the
next morning I went to look for work at a near by camp of
Indians. Assoon as I had crossed the river they gave me work
on the asphalt, paving a road. There they paid me $2.50 for
8 hours work, so that T was lucky, but it turned out that since
I couldn’t speak either English or Indian I had no one with
whom to talk. The head of the Indians could talk Spanish and
so could his daughter. She served me as an interpreter in al-
most everything. T got scared at night, for the Indians would
beat a drum and jump and dance around and others would
shout. I would only look at them with fright. I got a good
amount of money after the first 15 days and then the Indian
chief called me, and said ‘I am going to give you $20.00 so
that you will go to the other side of the river and buy me two
casks of wine. The $20.c0 are for you, and here you have
enough to buy the wine. Two of my boys are going along with
you. They will wait for you near by.” So we went to the other
side. I brought the wine in a light carriage as far as the river.
Then I took the casks over in a canoe with the two boys watch-
ing me. A Mexican policeman saw me but he didn’t say any-
thing. When we were ready to go back to the camp the two



24 THE MEXICAN IMMIGRANT

Indians told me to go and buy a couple of bottles of whiskey
for them and they gave me $35.00 extra. I went and bought it
for them and a bottle of sweet wine. We took it all to the other
side of the river. The Indians were very happy. 1 gave the bot-
tle of wine to the daughter of the Indian chief as a mark of
gratitude. The Indians went on a terrible drunk; they all
shouted and shrieked and I got more scared every time. They
kept sending me to bring more wine and whisky, so that in less
than a month with my work and what they gave me for buying
them wine, I made about $200.00. I was thinking of keeping on
there, but the daughter of the Indian chief told me that it was
a very serious offense that I was committing, buying wine for
the Indians; so I decided to leave. On day, when they sent me
to buy them more whisky, I went and bought it for them, and
when T had put it in the canoe I told them to wait for me, as
I was going to buy a bottle for myself; and then I didn’t come
back but went over to the other side. I sent part of that money
home and took the other with me to Los Angeles, California.
I got a contract there with a company from Oregon, to work
in the mountains of Washington. They also paid $2.50 there,
but I only stayed a week because I couldn’t sleep in the bunks
that they gave us, for they were full of lice which bred in the
heat. Although there was snow then, there were stoves in the
house where we were living, and therefore the lice and the bugs
were able to breed. I went from there to San Bernardino,
California. I was in San Bernardino when I met a man I had
known in Mexico. He had once been in my house; once when
he had been wounded he sought refuge there, and we cured him
and gave him food. Assoon as he saw me he helped me out. He
took me to his home and then got me work as a wood-chopper.
They paid me well there. Since then I have worked as a wood-
chopper most of the time. I brought my wife and my son a
long time ago. My son has learned a lot here. He can almost
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read English, he has learned how to run automobiles and trucks
and has learned how to work on a farm.

“I like it here in the United States because I live here, but
this is only a jail in disguise. One’s life is a real struggle for
what can one do but endure these bolillos who do whatever
they want to with one especially when one doesn’t know Eng-
lish. One lives here to leave one’s strength and then go back
to Mexico when one is old like I am. That is why I am taking
my son while he is young so that he won’t forget his country.
I am Catholic, but I don’t even pray. I believe mainly in God.
I don’t know that there are any witches here but I believe
that there are many in Mexico for many women tried to work
the evil eye on me but I wouldn’t let them.”

BONIFACIO ORTEGA

Ortega is twenty-eight years old, a native of Jalisco, white.
He has been in the United States a year and a half.

“I came to the United States with the only and exclusive
purpose of knowing this country and going about as an ad-
venturer. I was getting along very well in my town. I had a
little store which produced enough to allow me to live in
luxury and without having to work as hard as here. But I am
not sorry that I came on account of that, for I have learned
many new things. Once when I was with a number of boys
we got some letters from some friends we had here and we got
a desire to come and know this famous country. I sold the
business and some other things which I had, and some other
friends did the same thing. There were eight of us who left, and
we had enough with us for the trip from Jalisco to Los Angeles,
traveling, of course, in second class cars. We entered from
Nogales, Sonora, to Nogales, Arizona. From there we made
the trip, all together,-in an automobile. The trip was very
pleasant; we sang at times, at other times we talked and at
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others we slept. When we got to this city some of our country-
men met us and showed us the house of a lady who was also
from Jalisco. She rented us two rooms in which the eight of
us established ourselves. Three days after we had arrived we
had all found work, five in a brick yard and the others in
something else. I got in the brick yard. I earned three dollars
a day which was more than enough with which to pay my part
of the rent and my food, and in addition I could save. But as
one is foolish, one doesn’t save, and after having been in the
brick yard about six months we were laid off, I was left without
work and without money, not even a cent. I then went to
Santa Monica, California, and worked there at a hard job. I
dislocated an arm there and I got fever so that I was laid up
and had to be in the hospital about three months. Fortunately
my countrymen helped me a lot, for those who were working
got something together every Saturday and took it to me at
the hospital for whatever I needed. They also visited me and
made me presents. Finally I got out of the hospital and I got
a job at the brick yard again where I am now working. We
help one another, we fellow countrymen. We are almost all
from the same town or from the near by farms. The wife of one
of the countrymen died the other day and we got enough
money together to buy a coffin and enough so that he could
go and take the body to Jalisco. Since she was insured, this
countryman also got a little help in that way. As I only have
two brothers in Jalisco I don’t need to send any money, but
other countrymen do send something every month, even
though it be little, still they send it to their family.

“We have never had any trouble here in this country. At
least I don’t have anything of which to complain. But as one
might suppose I love my country more and more each day and
I hope to go back to it; but I want to go back with some little
money so as to start up in business again. Life is very hard
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here. One has to work hard and in whatever one finds first,
for whoever doesn’t do that suffers a lot.

“On Sunday almost all of us get up late, for one gets through
working so tired that one has to rest. We hardly ever go out
until after supper. We go to the pool-hall or to some movie. I
don’t like the moving pictures very much. Some nights we go
to some dance hall or some party, then we go home and go on
working the next day. One doesn’t have as good a time here
as in Mezxico; that is why we don’t like it.

“The lady who cooks our food always prepares it Mexican
style. She prepares us a good breakfast and has our lunches for
noon ready for us. She generally gives us a bite of frijoles and
of meat, tortilla and bread, a little coffee and fruit. In the
afternoon when we come back from work she gives us a good
supper. We all go out after supper, each one going his own
way. Some go to the movie, others go to see their girls, for
some even have sweethearts. I go to the dance hall sometimes,
and some other times I go to the movie or to play pool. By 11
or 12 at night at the latest we are all together at home
sleeping.

“Some of the boys have the patience to learn English and
are studying it. I come out from my work so tired that I don’t
feel like doing anything. The most that I do and that almost
only on Sundays is to read some Mexican newspapers. But as
I don’t care anything about what it says I don’t give much
attention. What I do do is to write every week to my brothers
and my friends and tell them how things here are and they
tell me what has happened in the home town. Things are al-
most always the same there and everything is quiet.

“I am not anxious to come to know the other American
cities. T am tired of living here and as soon as I am able will
go back to my country; however it may be, one gets along
better there.
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“I am Catholic, but the truth is that I hardly follow out my
beliefs. I never go to the church nor do I pray. I have with me
an amulet which my mother gave to me before dying. This
amulet has the Virgin of Guadalupe on it and it is she who
always protects me.”



CHAPTER III

THE UNITED STATES AS A BASE FOR
REVOLUTIONARY ACTIVITY

The two documents that follow are not, properly speaking,
immigrant documents at all, as they have little to say as to the
experiences of Mexicans in the United States. These persons
moved, physically, to the United States, but their interests and
significant activities remained in Mexico.

SRA. FLORES DE ANDRADE

“I was born in Chihuahua, and spent my infancy and youth
on an estate in Coahuila which belonged to my grandparents,
who adored me. My grandparents liked me so much that they
hardly allowed me to go to Chihuahua so as to get an ordinary
education. At seven years of age I was master of the house.
My grandparents did everything that I wanted and gave me
everything for which I asked. As I was healthy and happy 1
would run over the estate and take part in all kinds of boyish
games. I rode on a horse bareback and wasn’t afraid of any-
thing. I was thirteen years of age when my grandparents died,
leaving me a good inheritance, part of which was a fifth of their
belongings, with which I could do whatever I wished.

“The first thing that I did, in spite of the fact that my sister
and my aunt advised me against it, was to give absolute liberty
on my lands to all the peons. I declared free of debts all of
those who worked on the lands which my grandparents had
willed me and what there was on that fifth part, such as grain,
agricultural implements and animals, I divided in equal parts
among the peons. I also told them that they could go on living
on those lands in absolute liberty without paying me anything
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for them and that they wouldn’t lose their rights to it until they
should leave for some reason. Even yet there are on that land
some of the old peons, but almost all of them have gone, for
they had to leave on account of the revolution. Those lands are
now my only patrimony and that of my children.

“Because I divided my property in the way in which I have
described (and as a proof of which, I say, there are still people
in Ciudad Juarez and El Paso who wish to kiss my hand), my
aunt and even my sister began to annoy me. My sister turned
her properties over to an overseer who has made them in-
crease.

“They annoyed me so much that I decided to marry, marry-
ing a man of German origin. I lived very happily with my
husband until he died, leaving me a widow with six children.
Twelve years had gone by in the mean time. I then decided to
go to Chihuahua, that is to say, to the capital of the state, and
there, a widow and with six children I began to fight for liberal
ideals, organizing a women’s club which was called the ‘Daugh-
ters of Cuauhtemoc,” a semi-secret organization which worked
with the Liberal Party of the Flores Magon brothers in fighting
the dictatorship of Don Porfirio Diaz. We were able to estab-
lish branches of the woman’s club in all parts of the state by
carrying on an intense propaganda.

“My political activities caused greater anger among the
members of my family especially on the part of my aunt, whom
I called mother. Under these conditions I grew poorer and
poorer until I reached extreme poverty. I passed four bitter
years in Chihuahua suffering economic want on the one hand
and fighting in defense of the ideals on the other. My relatives
would tell me not to give myself in fighting for the people, be-
cause I wouldn’t get anything from it, for they wouldn’t ap-
preciate their defenders. I didn’t care anything about that. I
wouldn’t have cared if the people had crucified me, I would



THE UNITED STATES AND REVOLUTIONS 31

have gone on fighting for the cause which I considered to be
just.

“My economic situation in Chihuahua became serious, so
that I had to accept donations of money which were given to
me as charity by wealthy people of the capital of the state who
knew me and my relatives. My aunt-mother helped me a little,
but I preferred for her not to give me anything, for she would
come to scold me and made me suffer. There were rich men
who courted me, and who in a shameless way proposed to me
that I should become their mistress. They offered me money
and all kinds of advantages but I would have preferred every-
thing before sacrificing myself and prostituting myself.

“Finally after four years’ stay in Chihuahua, I decided to
come to El Paso, Texas. I came in the first place to see if I
could better my economic condition and secondly to continue
fighting in that region in favor of the Liberal ideals, that is to
say, to plot against the dictatorship of Don Porfirio. I came to
El Paso in 1906, together with my children and comrade Pedro
Mendoza, who was coming to take part in the Liberal propa-
ganda work. I put my children in the school of the Sacred
Heart of Jesus, a Catholic institution; they treated me well
there and took care of my children for me.

“With comrade Mendoza we soon began the campaign of
Liberal propaganda. We lived in the same house and almost in
the same room and as we went about together all day working
in the Liberal campaign the American authorities forced us to
marry. I am now trying to divorce myself from my husband
for he hasn’t treated me right. He goes around with other
women and I don’t want anything more to do with him.

“In 1909 a group of comrades founded in El Paso a Liberal
women’s club. They made me president of that group, and
soon afterwards I began to carry on the propaganda work in
El Paso and in Ciudad Juarez. My house from about that time
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was turned into a conspiratory center against the dictatorship.
Messengers came there from the Flores Magon band and from
Madero bringing me instructions. I took charge of collecting
money, clothes, medicines and even ammunition and arms to
begin to prepare for the revolutionary movement, for the up-
risings were already starting in some places.

“The American police and the Department of Justice began
to suspect our activities and soon began to watch out for me,
but they were never able to find either in my house or in the
offices of the club documents or arms or anything which would
compromise me or those who were plotting. I was able to get
houses of men or women comrades to hide our war equipment
and also some farms.

“In 1910, when all those who were relatives of those who had
taken up arms were arrested by order of the Mexican federal
authorities, I had to come to Ciudad Juarez to make gestures
so that Sr. Bartolo Orozco, who was brother of Pascual Orozco,
should be given his liberty. I was then put into prison, but
soon was let out and I went back to El Paso to continue the
fight, making it fiercer and fiercer.

“In 1911, alittle before the revolutionary movement of Sr.
Madero became general, he came to El Paso, pursued by the
Mexican and American authorities. He came to my house with
some others. I couldn’t hide them in my house, but got a little
house for them which was somewhat secluded and had a num-
ber of rooms, and put them there. I put a rug on the floor and
then got some quilts and bed clothes so that they could sleep in
comfort. So that no one would suspect who was there, I put
three of the women of the club there, who washed for them, and
took them their food which was also prepared by some of the
women.

“Don Francisco and his companions were hidden in that
house for three months. One day Don Francisco Madero en-
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trusted my husband to go to a Mexican farm on the shore of
the Bravo river so as to bring two men who were coming to
reach an agreement concerning the movement. My husband
got drunk and didn’t go. Then I offered my services to Sr.
Madero and I went for the two men who were on this side of
the border, that is to say in Texan territory, at a wedding. Two
Texan rangers who had followed me asked me where I was
going, and I told them to a festival and they asked me to invite
them. I took them to the festival and there managed to get
them drunk; then I took away the two men and brought them
to Don Francisco. Then I went back to the farm and brought
the Rangers to El Paso where I took them drunk to the City
Hall and left them there.

“Later when everything was ready for the revolutionary
movement against the dictatorship, Don Francisco and all
those who accompanied him decided to pass over to Mexican
territory. I prepared an afternoon party so as to disguise the
movement. They all dressed in masked costumes as if for a
festival and then we went towards the border. The river was
very high and it was necessary to cross over without hesitating
for the American authorities were already following us, and on
the Mexican side there was a group of armed men who were
ready to take care of Don Francisco. Finally, mounting a
horse barebacked, I took charge of taking those who were ac-
companying Don Francisco over two by two. They crossed
over to a farm and there they remounted for the mountains.

“A woman companion and I came back to the American
side, for I received instructions to go on with the campaign.
This happened the 18 of May, 1g11. We slept there in the
house of the owner of the ranch and on the next day when we
were getting ready to leave, the Colonel came with a picket of
soldiers. I told the owner of the ranch to tell him that he didn’t
know me and that another woman and I had come to sleep
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there. When the authorities came up that was what he did; the
owner of the ranch said that he didn’t know me and I said that
I didn’t know him. They then asked me for my name and I
gave it to them. They asked me what I was doing there and I
said that I had been hunting and showed them two rabbits that
I had shot. They then took away my 30-30 rifle and my pistol
and told me that they had orders to shoot me because I had
been conspiring against Don Porfirio. I told them that was
true and that they should shoot me right away because other-
wise I was going to lose courage. The Colonel, however, sent
for instructions from his general, who was exploring the moun-
tains. He sent orders that I should be shot at once.

“This occurred almost on the shores of the Rio Grande and
my family already had received a notice of what was happening
to me and went to make pleas to the American authorities,
especially my husband. They were already making up the
squad to shoot me when the American Consul arrived and
asked me if T could show that I was an American citizen so
that they couldn’t shoot, but I didn’t want to do that. I told
them that T was a Mexican and wouldn’t change my citizen-
ship for anything in the world.

“The Colonel told me to make my will for they were going to
execute me. I told him that I didn’t have anything more than
my six children whom I will to the Mexican people so that if
they wished they could eat them.

“The Colonel was trying to stave off my execution so that
he could save me, he said. An officer then came and said that
the General was approaching. The Colonel said that it would
be well to wait until the chief came so that he could decide con-
cerning my life, but a corporal told him that they should shoot
me at once for if the general came and they had not executed
me then they would be blamed. They then told me that they
were going to blindfold me but I asked them if their mothers



THE UNITED STATES AND REVOLUTIONS 35

weren’t Mexicans, for a Mexican isn’t afraid of dying. I didn’t
want them to blindfold me. The corporal who was interested
in having me shot was going to fire when I took the Colonel’s
rifle away from him and menaced him; he then ordered the
soldiers to throw their rifles at the feet of the Mexican woman
and throw themselves into the river, for the troops of the Gen-
eral were already coming. I gathered up the rifles and crossed
the river in my little buggy. There the American authorities
arrested me and took me to Fort Bliss. They did the same
thing with the soldiers, gathering up the arms, etc. On the next
day the authorities at Fort Bliss received a telegram from
President Taft in which he ordered me to be put at liberty, and
they sent me home, a negro military band accompanying me
through the streets.

“At the triumph of the cause of Sr. Madero we had some
great festivities in Ciudad Juarez. The street car company put
all of the cars which were needed for free transportation from
one side of the border to the other.

“Afterwards Sr. Madero sent for me and asked me what I
wanted. I told him that I wanted the education of my six
children and that all the promises which had been made to the
Mexican people should be carried out. The same man told me
to turn the standards of the club over to Villa who told me that
they weren’t good for anything. I afterwards learned that Don
Francisco was trying to cajole Pancho by giving him those
things which we wanted to give to Pascual Orozco.

“During the Huerta revolution I kept out of the struggle,
for I considered that was treason, and little by little I have been
separating myself from political affairs and I am convinced
that the revolution promised a great deal to the Mexican people
but hasn’t accomplished anything.

“In regards to my religious beliefs, I ought to say that I re-
spect all the churches. In reality I don’t believe in any of them
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but I do believe in a Supreme God maker of everything that
exists and that we depend on Him. As for the rest, the minis-
ters and priests, all men are alike to me. Imagine! A bishop
wanted to marry me in Chihuahua.

“I believe in the reality of material things which is where we
spring from and I don’t believe in miracles but in science and in
everything that is real and can be demonstrated by seeing it
and touching it. But I believe, I insist on saying it, that there
is a Supreme Being who is over all things.”

ANGEL RUIZ

The following historic narrative of the invasion of Lower
California by the brothers Flores Magon and other Mexican
and American anarchists, as well as the story of the capture of
a detachment of cavalry of the American army in Carrizal, was
written by a Mexican who took part in both incidents. He
wrote about them in the form of letters for La Prensa, asking
that they be published. At the beginning of the first letter he
said that he had guarded that secret in his heart since 1g11.

“In referring to the notorious events which occurred in
Tiajuana, Lower California, of which the national as well as
the International Press took notice, I might say, Sir, that
I was working in 1911 on a farm in California about 12 miles
from Bakersfield together with eight other Mexicans. Being
informed of the events in a newspaper from the Capital El
I'mparcial, I encouraged my comrades to go with me to drive
out the filibusters who were invading the rich territory of
Lower California. They didn’t want to go on account of obsta-
cles which most of them saw in the way, but I found a way by
means of which I got them to go. Ikept telling them that they
were unpatriotic and that they weren’t Mexicans, so that they
began to get angry at me, but I kept on with my arguments
until I convinced them. One of them told me that they couldn’t
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accompany me on account of lack of finances. I told them that
T had $300.00 and what was coming to me for the few days that
I had been working, so that they didn’t need to worry on that
account. But my companions weren’t satisfied with what I
had told them about the passports and the expenses of food
and shelter as well as of tobacco, until I actually showed them
the $300.00, and they knew that it was the truth that I had
been telling them. We then started on our way to Los Angeles.
I took the first step there by going to the Consul of Mexico
and telling him what we wanted, which wasn’t anything else
but to throw out the filibusters who were in our country. He
said that he didn’t have instructions from the government to
send men, and that in addition he didn’t know whether we were
going to send men to the government or to the revolutionists.
I told him that we weren’t asking for our passage nor for ex-
penses of any kind and that all we wanted was a recommenda-
tion to the government. Having given us a letter to the Con-
sulate in San Diego, he refused to help us, even refusing to send
a telegram to the governor of the state, who was Colonel Celso
Vega. He told us that it cost money to send a telegram to the
commander. But I said that I would send a telegram myself
no matter how much it cost, saying that I and five Mexicans
wished to give our services to the forces as volunteers, as we
were Mexicans and had the right to do so.

“The commander replied that he didn’t have arms or am-
munition. So then I, as leader of my four companions, told
him that we would take arms and ammunitions. After we had
been accepted we immediately went to several hardware shops,
where I got them. We then took an auto to Tiajuana. There
the Mexican authorities received us and showed us where we
should stay and the next day put us on day duty in front of the
customs office. This was the 28 of April, 1911, and the place
was taken from us on the 10 of May, after two days of fighting
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in which I lost one of my five companions. I was taken prisoner
by the filibusters together with a soldier of the federal army.
But after a hard fight which I had with the guard who watched
us two yards away I freed us both. He had a rifle and Thad a
knife, for we were disarmed when we were taken prisoners. I
came out on top and as soon as we saw ourselves free we re-
enlisted, after finding nine of the defenders of the customs.
Among them was the brave lieutenant Miguel Guerrero, who
was badly wounded. The jefe politico was killed, and since we
were all without ammunition we had to abandon the place and
cross the border. Here the nine who crossed over were taken
prisoners. My pal and I didn’t cross the line (so as not to fall
into the power of the American soldiers). We hid in the forest
along the river and crossed the line four days later, after being
lost and not taking food or water in that time. We went to
San Diego and went to the Consul and told what had happened
to us. He said that he had known about that and that he
couldn’t give either my pal nor me a single cent. I was penni-
less and had one hand wounded, which had been bandaged by
a Red Cross doctor in Tiajuana. Without being able to work
I somehow got 35 cents and we went to a 10-cent restaurant
and got some food and bought a little pouch of Bull Durham
tobacco and went on to Los Angeles where I found a friend
who helped us out and we organized a committee with directors
and we collected money for expenses. I telegraphed to my chief
Ensenada who sent us a ship called the “Bernardo Reyes” in
which 300 men of us sailed for Ensenada. There we were given
a banquet and we were all armed with remington-mausers,
only single shot, but very good. They used 7 millimeter car-
tridges. At the same time we received military orders for 15 or
20 days and marched towards Tiajuana. When we got to
Aguascalientes we were ambushed by all the men under Pryre
Bocro, the leader of the filibusters. There were 450 of them on
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a train of the Southern Pacific lines. A number of them were
killed and we burned them the next day under the orders of
Colonel Celso Vega. We entered Tiajuana triumphantly where
we forcibly tore down a number of red flags which had been
raised on different buildings and hoisted that of the eagle and
the serpent. I stayed several days in Tiajuana and then the
colonel sent me with roo armed men to a port which is on the
border called Tecate where Major Esteban Cantd was. At that
time he was a major. He later received other promotions.
“Knowing that my family was short of funds, I decided to
return to where I could work in order to get together some more
money for the support of my family. I began to work and in a
short time saved a small amount and prepared to leave Cali-
fornia for my country. It was at the time of General Huerta. I
took the ship “Benito Juarez”” which was taken by surprise by
the war-ship “Guerrero” which escorted it to the Islas Marias,
where it was taking food for the prisoners. Our ship was then
taken to Mazatlan where some 370 passengers were landed.
All of us without any cause were sent to Manzanillo where a
body of troops were waiting for us. We were then sent on to
Mexico City to a recruiting barracks called ‘“La Canoa” where
there were thousand of recruits. A companion and I paid one
of those in charge of locating the recruits to send us at once to
our posts, for we were trying to pay for substitutes by writing
a number of times to the President of the Republic. Since that
was denied us we left for Vera Cruz with the 18th Infantry Bat-
talion. We were there only ten months, having been defeated
in Zacatecas. From there we went to Minillas, a few of us, and
we joined the men of General Orozco and kept on towards
Aguascalientes after having blown up a bridge about 35
kilometers from Minillas, called “De la Soledad.” We kept
taking up the rails as far as Chicalate. As soon as we got to
Aguascalientes T was transferred to an artillery division where
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T was promoted from a private to be First Sergeant, only that
we were disbanded in Toluca on the 15 of August, 1914. From
here I went in the direction of Zacatecas stopping on a very
rich estate called ‘Espiritu Santo,” Zacatecas. I gave all of
these services to my country while now I am here in a land
where I can make no money in order to go back with my family
which is made up of my wife and three children whom I have in
school. T am very short of money because I am out of work.”



CHAPTER 1V
THE ECONOMIC ADJUSTMENT

No doubt it is easier for a man to talk to an interviewer about
the practical problems of making a living than to give adequate
expression to his attitudes and prejudices. Probably this partly
accounts for the bulk of materials on mere economic relations.
Nevertheless the cumulative effect of these documents is to
suggest that the uneducated Mexican may dwell in the United
States physically for many years without ever coming to live
there mentally, Coming, in many cases, {rom a simple folk
culture very different from that characterizing the United
States, largely illiterate, associating by circumstance and choice
with other Mexicans like himself, he tends to remain enclaved
but not assimilated. With native North Americans he ex-
changes goods and services, but not ideas. In the documents
that follow in this section, race relations are, in general, merely
symbiotic: there are certain practical advantages for Mexican
and American in co-operating economically, but the materials
give little hint of common understanding.

After five years in the United States Gilberto Herndndez
says he has “scarcely learned one word of English so as to make
myself understood.” After twenty-five years here Juan Ruiz
says he feels as though he were in Mexico. After fifty-two years
in the United States, Dofia Clarita knows no English. But if
~one is industrious and reasonably lucky, one may achieve at
least security. Jestis Mendizabal, after spending a lifetime in
the United States, says that “if one behaves oneself and works
and doesn’t get mixed up with anyone nothing is going to hap-
pen to one.” Life is easy in the United States for the man who
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. . "
likes to work and save, says Juan Torre. “Here Ilive in peace,

declares Asuncién Flores, “everyone knows me well; almost
everyone in Miami is my friend.”

1. THE VILLAGE INDIAN

The three men whose accounts follow are uneducated In-
dians brought up in villages or small rural communities. When
such persons come to the United States, the differences in
custom and in modes of social control must be especially great.
Yet these men have managed to get along well enough, partly
because their relations with the American world remain exte-
rior, confined largely to selling their labor and buying their
food and recreation.

ISIDRO OSORIO

This man is an Indian native of Penjamo, Guanajuato.

“I like this country very much because it is very pretty, but
never as much as Mexico because among all the nations there
is none which equals our dear country. I think that Mexico
is the greatest of them all and perhaps none has the wealth
which it has. To tell the truth, it is the same everywhere if one
has money. Over there in Mexico or here, it is about the same
for us ignoramuses because we always have to work. The only
thing is that here one has to work harder and we wear ourselves
out twice as fast as there. The first time that I came to this
country was in 1921. I came very happy because I was about
to learn about a new country which had been made known to
us by boys of my town who had been here, because they all
talked and talked about this thing and that. That was why I
came, so that they couldn’t tell me stories, and so that I could
convince myself with my own eyes of what they were saying.
I arrived in El Paso and there T put myself under contract to
work on the railroad in Idaho. There the work isn’t as hard,
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because the ground is soft, and there are only little stones
which break very easily. But on the other hand it gets terribly
cold and terribly hot. I was working in Idaho and other near-
by places on the trague for nearly two years until I finally went
back to Mexico in 1923. I then had a little money and some
clothes to take with me, for I had bought new wool suits in
which to work. So I went back to Penjamo and worked there
well enough in agricultural work on shares until 1926. At the
beginning of that year I came back [to the United States] for
the following reasons: A friend of mine told me that some of
the Catholics in the League wanted to talk with me. I went to
see what they wanted and they were all together in the vestry
of the church. The priest talked to us saying that we should
all take up arms to defend religion because it was endangered
by some laws which Calles had made and they said that they
were planning an uprising. I told them that it was all right, but
later I fled here because I knew that if 1 didn’t take up arms
with them they wouldn’t let me work in peace and were going
to be bothering me. I left all of my family there. But let me
tell you why I didn’t join the uprising. I am Catholic, but I
am not a fanatic; and I think that what Calles is doing is well
done. T once heard him on an estate where he spoke to us and
if I don’t remember wrongly what he said was this: ‘Comrades,
what I want to do is to destroy the capital that the workers
be able to live well, that those who work the lands shall enjoy
what it produces. I believe that you will all help me. The man
who doesn’t work, shouldn’t eat’—and I think that he said
some other things. I don’t remember well, but I liked those
things that I have told you because they are the plain truth.
So I came back to the United States, but this time I came to
California. I think that was in March of last year. I had been
told that here it was neither hot nor cold and to tell the truth
the climate here suits me very well. I have worked only as a
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Jaborer since I came last year, but I have earned my four dol-
lars a day. What I don’t like here are the meals, because the
frijoles are so bad that T don’t believe there could be any worse.
I am tired of eating in restaurants. Once on a Sunday when
I wanted to have a real meal I ordered a piece of fried chicken
but I was sorry because it was as hard as a stone; over here
they give one chicken that is so old, and that has been in cold
storage. But when one is hungry one can eat anything, and
I no longer care just so it is something to eat. Although I
don’t like it, I stand it, but of course I like better what my
family prepared in Guanajuato because the meat and all the
greens are fresh and good. Perhaps it is because I am uncul-
tured, perhaps I am stupid, but I, as I said, am a Catholic but
not fanatic. I think that my goodness is in my heart. I have
never been in jail, nor have I robbed or killed. T don’t know
whether there is a God or what for no one can say that he has
seen Him. Any way when one dies God can do with one as He
wants, for if He is really good he will forgive us all. You know
that they say that a leaf of a tree doesn’t dry up without the
will of God and the priests say that one should suffer here with
patience. If they did that it would be well, but why don’t they
endure with patience the laws of Calles rather than want to
rise up in arms? No sect convinces me, for they all say that one
should suffer here now and that one will be happy in the other
world and in the meantime one wears out one’s lungs with
working so hard. What I know is that T have worked very hard
to earn my $4.00 a day, and that I am an ignorant laborer, but
that is why I want to give a little schooling to my children so
that they won't stay like I am and can earn more so that they
won’t have to kill themselves working.

“I'haven’t gotten mixed up with either the Americans or the
pochos™ T don’t care what they think of us for after all we don’t

* Name for Americans of Mexican descent.
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like them either. The Americans only say “puri gud man”
when they see one working so hard that one almost coughs up
one’s lungs, but later when they don’t need one or see that one
is old, they give us our time. Now that I am going to the colo-
ny, I will work very hard in agriculture so as to leave some-
thing for my children. From all that I have worked this year
in California I am taking a little savings and I have bought
many things for my wife and my children. I am taking quilts,
clothes and shoes for them and T am going prepared to work.
We shall see if it goes well when we get there.”

CARLOS IBANEZ

Sr. Carlos Ibéfiez, native of San Francisco, Zacatecas, says
that he has lived in this country for more than twenty-five
consecutive years. Ibafiez is mestizo, markedly Indian.

“I came to this country more than twenty-five years ago.
My object, like that of all those who come here, was to seek a
fortune; I wanted to work hard in order to see if I could get
something together for old age. But although I have had
good opportunities I haven’t been able to do what I wanted for
various reasons, but very especially on account of my weakness
for women. In Zacatecas, at the time when I left there, I
worked as a peon in San Francisco and scarcely earned my
food and a few cents daily. It was so little that I don’t even
remember how much it was. For that reason I decided to leave
in search of fortune and I came to California. After living here
for a while I went to work in the beet fields, in the railroad
tracks, and at other jobs from one place to another until finally
I came back to this city [Los Angeles] because here it isn’t as
hot nor as cold as in other places. At times I have had work
and at other times I haven’t. When I have had work I have
saved a little of my wages in order to meet the situations when
T have been without work. I haven’t wanted to get married
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because the truth is T don’t like the system of the women here.
They are very unrestrained. They are the ones who control
their husband and I nor any other Mexican won’t stand for
that. We are rebels and our blood is very hot, and in this
country a man who opposes his wife Joses her and even his
wages if he isn’t careful, for the laws and the authorities are on
the side of the woman. Now the Mexican women who come
here also take advantage of the laws and want to be like the
American women. That is why I have thought it better not to
marry; and if T do get married some day it will be in Mexico.

“T have never had any trouble in any of the jobs I have had
since T have been in the United States. No one has shown prej-
udice against me. Ihave been treated like the other Americans.
I have rather to complain against the ‘Raza’ who get very bad
as soon as they get to this country, very egotistical and don’t
want to give the others a chance. That is why they say that
‘the wedge in order to tighten must be of the same wood.” Here
in this country the Mexican has the place which he earns for
himself. It is plain that if one doesn’t try to get a good job and
is subservient the others will do with one as they please. I
have never had anything bad happen to me. I have lived in
peace with everyone.

“I would rather cut my throat before changing my Mexican
nationality. I prefer to lose with Mexico than to win with the
United States. My country is before everything else and al-
though it has been many years since I have gone back I am
only waiting until conditions get better, until there is absolute
peace before I go back. I haven’t lost hope of spending my last
days in my own country.

“I am a Catholic, for that is the religion which my fathers
taught me, but I hardly ever go to Mass or pray because I have
forgotten. Iused to pray before going to bed, but little by little
I kept forgetting. I don’t believe in witches or in the evil eye
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and other such things. I don’t even know if there are that
kind of people here in California. Perhaps there are among the
Mexicans but it is very rare, while over there in Zacatecas, in
my town there were many and there are many witches almost
all over Mexico.

“I have learned a little English especially at my work. T do
anything and work hard when there is work. It is certain that
I live better here than in Mexico, but I wouldn’t change my
citizenship on that account for anything in the world.

“T like music to dance with and especially the American
music because one can dance very well with the jazz music. I
know almost all the Mexican dance halls in this city and I go
to all of them to have a good time.

“I eat Mexican style, American, Italian and every style.
Sometimes I go to Mexican restaurants, other times I go to
one of the American ones and so on. I eat when I am hungry
and it doesn’t make any difference to me what it is. Of course
I like the Mexican food best, tamales and frijoles, enchiladas
and other dishes. But as I have said food doesn’t make any
difference to me, it is the same to me whether it is of one style
or another for it all ends up in the stomach and gets mixed up
there.

“I like everything about this country, the business, the
movies, driving around, the work too, because one can make
good money. The only thing that I don’t like, as I have said
before, is the way the women carry on, so that they are the ones
who boss the men and I think that he who lets himself be bossed
by a woman isn’t a man.”

PEDRO NAZAS

“T have come to Ciudad Juarez to wait for my little brother
in order to take him to Los Angeles where I am now living and
where my sister is also. I am from Zapotlan, Jalisco; I came to



48 THE MEXICAN IMMIGRANT

the United States about nine years ago. Iam thinking of living
here all of my life. T will be married in a short time and will
make my home here because it is a democratic country where
whoever works lives in comfort without anyone bothering or
molesting one and one can make a small fortune.

“My parents lived over there in Zapotlan. They raised cat-
tle and had owned a good many. I had a little store on my own
account. My father also was a butcher and I came mighty near
learning that trade. My parents died and we three brothers
were left alone. We sold the cattle and the things that we had
during the time of the revolution when we suffered losses. I
continued with my business but you know, Sir that the largest
fish swallows the smaller so that I was forced to close it. The
taxes and the high prices of things wouldn’t let me prosper. I
finally decided to come to seek my fortune in the United States.
I arrived in Ciudad Juarez in 1918 when there was almost no
trouble about immigration. I went about working on the rail-
road and at other jobs almost all over the state of California.
Later 1 got a job as a cleaner in a stock yards in Los Angeles
and T have been well off there, earning $35.00 a week. When
I had saved a little money I sent for my sister and put her in
school. Now she can speak English and is getting a business
training. I haven’t been able to learn more than just the more
important things in English so that I could make myself under-
stood for I have had almost no dealings with Americans, and
in addition my work doesn’t require the language.

“I am Catholic, but in Los Angeles—you will see it when you
go—there isn’t that fanaticism which exists in Mexico. In
Los Angeles there are all the religions which one might wish and
no one cares whether one is of this or that religion. There are
some Catholics who change their religion for selfish reasons, for
they join the Salvation Army which protects all of those who
belong to it. It makes no difference whether one belongs to one
religion or another; one can even be an atheist, no one will say
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anything. My sister and I go to church on Sundays to hear
Mass and to ask God to protect us. The only thing about
which one has to be careful in the United States is in respecting
the law, for whoever goes a little beyond it pays for it dearly.
One is punished hard then.

“Another reason why I like this country very much is for
the equality which is granted to everyone. Of course if you are
poor you cannot dress as well as the rich but even though you
may be poor you can go in wherever you wish. You can go into
any restaurant or any theatre and seat yourself by the side of
the rich. It isn’t like in Mexico where some feel themselves
to be aristocrats and they feel themselves to be humiliated if
some poor man seats down besides them. No Sir! The United
States is different. There are no upper nor lower classes there
and no one pretends to be more than anyone else. In addition
I don’t want to go back to Mexico because I couldn’t earn
there what I am used to earning in Los Angeles and besides,
one can buy more things with a dollar than with a Mexican
peso.

“T have come to take my little brother and I am only waiting
to fix his passport to leave Los Angeles. I shall probably go
to Mexico, to my country, and to Zapotlan but only to visit,
not to live. T am going to marry a Mexican girl who was born
in Los Angeles and I have promised her that we shall always
live in the United States, for she doesn’t want to go to Mexico.

“What I will tell you is that T will never change my citizen-
ship, for that would be to deny the mother who has brought one
into the world. That is the way one’s country is. We were
born there and it is for us to love her always.”

2. MEsTIzo AND MIDDLE CLASS

In contrast to the preceding, the immigrants represented in
the seven documents that follow were brought up in towns or
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cities, and came of higher social and economic levels—a car-
penter, a sign-painter, a clerk in a store, a photographer, the
son of a business man, a mechanic, and a typesetter. Often
such persons on arriving in the United States work on the rail-
road or in the beet fields as does the uneducated Indian. Like
the three preceding documents these seven indicate satisfactory
economic adjustments.

WENCESLAO OROZCO

Wenceslao Orozco is thirty years old and his wife is twenty-
four. He is from Durango and she is from Zacatecas. Both are
mestizos of distinctly Indian type. Marfa was brought to
Durango by her parents when she was two years old; she was
raised there and at the age of sixteen was married to Wenceslao
who was a carpenter, repairer of furniture and doors. He earned
very little at his trade, and they were always without money and
almost without clothes, for, when he got his pay onSaturdayand
the owner of the little shop where he worked paid him, there
was little coming because he had been borrowing money in ad-
vance. The wife once heard a neighbor tell about the son of an-
other woman who had just come back from the United States
with good clothes, and was spending a lot and saying that one
could earn very good money here at any kind of work and that
those who had trades earned more. Another neighbor said that
her godson was a carpenter in a large factory in El Paso and
that he earned as much as ten pesos, which was what all the
carpenters there earned. Enthusiastic, Maria told this to
Wenceslao who was astonished, for he knew that one of the
pesos here was equal to two of those there, and to suppose that
one could earn twenty pesos a day was a dream, when the most
that one could earn here was five Mexican pesos a day and that
when things went well; for the most that he made repairing
tables and wardrobes was two-fifty. One event decided him to
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the trip, and that was the death of the “master” of the car-
penter shop. The shop was closed and Wenceslao was without
work ; out of the repairing which he got to do (since he didn’t
know many people well), he wasn’t able to earn enough for his
expenses. They were already expecting their first child. They
came with what they were able to sell to El Paso. It wasn't
easy to find work there either, and he never managed to earn
the ten [American] pesos dreamed of, nor was he able to get
into any furniture factory, but began to work as a construction
carpenter for a Mexican contractor who paid him five dollars
a day. He didn’t earn any more in any other place, but many
times earned less, because as he doesn’t speak English he never
could get work among the Americans and always worked among
the Mexicans who pay little because they are always poor.
There in El Paso he heard his companions say that in the East
or in the North, in San Francisco for example, the carpenters
who can understand blue prints could make as much as twelve
dollars a day, and as he could understand blue prints, he be-
came enthusiastic again and came to Los Angeles in a truck
with his wife and his little son Edward who was a year old. He
has always worked in carpentry work because that is what
pays the most, but as he doesn’t speak English and is very dark
he hasn’t been able to get into the Union which is where they
guarantee work at ten dollars a day. He earns enough with
Mexican contractors who pay him six or seven dollars when
there is work. Sometimes he loses his job because he fails to
turn up. He went to live in Belvedere in a little house which he
built, on a Iot he has rented at Eugene Street. He lives
relatively well, for they never lack enough to eat and they eat
many eggs of the hens which his wife raises. His bungalito has
two rooms which are clean; he has bought a phonograph and a
little carriage for the children. He doesn’t have a modern wash-
ing machine; his wife washes outside in iron boilers. In the
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spring they plant the lot in front of the house with lettuce and
other garden stuff. He prepares the ground and does the plant-
ing but she waters and helps to cultivate. When he doesn’t
drink Wenceslao is a man who likes to discuss, especially social
problems. He is much interested in the betterment of the
working class and thinks that one ought to work a lot for the
education of the workers. He goes to the reading and writing
classes which are given in the Mexican school. He also wants
his wife to learn to read. He doesn’t bother her about any-
thing, he isn’t jealous, and he doesn’t prévent her from going to
the “show’” with the children although she likes to go with him
better. When something is being discussed, he likes to have
his wife take part in the discussion. Marfa has never gone to
the county hospital to give birth to a child. He is afraid that
they will treat her badly which he has heard they do with the
sick who can’t make themselves understood with the doctors
and nurses. A lady takes care of her at child-birth. She is a
Mexican midwife who doesn’t have a permit. But she is very
well liked among the Mexican workers. As Maria doesn’t
want to have any more children she has asked for a prescrip-
tion, and she has been directed how to prevent conception. She
has been two years now without getting sick. Her life has
changed very little by coming to the United States. She doesn’t
want to use a hat. He wears his wool suit which is somewhat in
style on Sundays and during the week while at work he wears a
suit of mixed cloth. He doesn’t like that for the street. He says
that his countrymen who don’t bother about looking well nor
about putting on a collar and tie look very bad and that is part
of the reason why the Americans look down on them. He be-
longs to the society “El Pensador Mexicano” which some
workers have organized in order to help their children keep the
Spanish language and their love for Mexico. He wants to go
back to Mexico and that his children keep themselves Mexican.
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They eat corn or flour foritllas and meat. They don’t give
coffee to the children because the “nurse” from the school has
told them that it is very bad for the children to take things
which irritate them. They have told Wenceslao that it would
be a good thing that he make himself an American citizen so
that he would find it easier to get into the carpenter’s union.
But he says that he would rather have his two eyes taken out
than to change his citizenship. When he learned that his chil-
dren were Americans because they had been born in this coun-
try he even got sick with anger and then took them to the
Mexican Consulate. He still keeps his view that the man is the
one to decide things and that the woman ought to obey; so
that he wants to take his son to Mexico because here the old
women want to run things and a poor man has to wash the
dishes while the wife goes to the “show” and for that reason
not even “for fun would he get hitched to a gringa.”

SRA. PONCE

Sra. Ponce is originally from a humble class. Her outward
appearance and speech have not altered. Her house has a
typical appearance, with pictures of the heroes Hidalgo and
Juarez, a Virgin of Guadalupe, a Mexican flag, typical multi-
colored advertisements and gourds from Michoacan on the
walls.

“I came to the United States fourteen years ago. We first
came to San Antonio and were there four days. It is a very
Mexican city, for they even sell tamales in the parks as they do
in Mexico. My husband established a small restaurant and he
also worked as a painter. But he was not like those of this
country who only do one thing, whether it be painting pictures,
walls or signs. My husband was like the painters of Mexico
who do all of them. That was why he didn’t want to work here
as a painter and preferred to give his time to our restaurant.
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“I am Catholic. I don’t go to confession, but I go when I
can to the church near here, which is French, on Saturdays. I
no longer feel about those things as I did in Mexico. Iam from
Puebla, and there the people prayed in the morning to give
thanks for breakfast, at noon for dinner and at night for supper,
and they often beat themselves on the breast. Since something
happened to me in Mexico I haven’t gone to confession myself.
Just imagine, I was about nineteen when I was married and
my husbhand was sixty-six. I respected him but I didn’t love
him. His two former wives had died. My husband didn’t know
what was the matter with me and he gave me a card so that I
would go to a priest and confess myself. I went to confession
and told the priest that I didn’t love my husband. The poor
fool went and told my husband the next day and he got angry.
We then came to the United States. That is why I no longer go
to confession. My husband was very jealous and didn’t want
me to go out on the street, so that in the fourteen years that I
was here I only went out twice, until a short time ago, when he
died at an age of more than eighty. He was very strong and
the Porto-Rican doctor who was taking care of him and who
had known him since we had come here, would tell him jokingly
that since he had had three children by me at his advanced
age he was going to exhibit him in a park as a curiosity. He
thought that a great joke. I always remember my Mexico but
I haven’t wanted to go back, although the Consul offered to
help me. I want my children to finish their education here and
after that if they want to take me to Mexico, I will go. The
children are in school and they talk English and Spanish, for
they hear me and the other Mexicans and others who speak
Spanish, but they speak it incorrectly. I speak very little
English. I can only make myself understood enough to buy

things. I import Mexican products from San Antonio and
El Paso.
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“The mole® which I make is not as hot as it would be made
in Mexico because my customers wouldn’t like it. But there
are many Mexicans who ask for very hot sauce. I make the
tortillas by hand, out of corn.

“I have a son by a former marriage who is a musician. Al-
though I expect to stay here you see that I have sarapes® and
the Virgin of Guadalupe. The children are Protestant now.”

ANASTACIO TORRES

He is white, a native of Leon, Guanajuato.

“I was about seventeen years old, in 1911, when I came to
the United States with my brother-in-law. I had worked until
then as a clerk in a small store in my home town and also
knew something about farm work. My brother-in-law man-
aged to get me across the border without much trouble. We
crossed the border at Ciudad Juarez and when we got to El
Paso, Texas, we signed ourselves up for work in Kansas. We
first went to work on the railroad and they paid us there $1.35
for nine hours of work a day. As that work was very hard I got
a job in a packing house where I began by earning $1.25 a day
for eight hours work but I got to earning as much as $2.00 when
the foreman saw that T was intelligent and that I was very care-
ful about my work. They almost always paid me a cent or two
more an hour than my companions and as I was intelligent they
didn’t give me the hardest jobs.

“I was educated in a Catholic school and if it hadn’t been
that my mother was poor, I might perhaps have been a doctor
or a lawyer, for I was one of the most advanced in the school.
I even learned how to help to say mass although that has hardly
helped me in any way in this country. Ikeep on being Catholic

1 A meat dish with a sauce of chili.

2The Mexican blanket, overgarment of men of the lower class.
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although I don’t go to church very often. I was married to a
girl from La Piedad, Michoacan, in Kansas City. She died
there after we had been married about a year, leaving our
little son. While working in the packing plant I broke my leg
and then Iwanted to collect damages but Iwasn’t able to. Twas
thinking of going to ask the Mexican Consul there to help me
but some countrymen told me not to go to that Consul because
he didn’t help anybody. At about that time the time of the
Great War came and they gave me a war registry question-
naire. They wanted me to go to the war with the American
army but I told them that I wasn’t an American. They then
asked me why I lived in this country and they kept on trying
to persuade me. I told them that I had a son and finally, so
that they wouldn’t keep on bothering me, I went to California
where a brother of mine was. I worked for a long time in Cali-
fornia and then I did register for the draft, but at the same time
declaring that I was a Mexican citizen and that I wasn’t willing
to change my citizenship. I was in the Imperial Valley, in
Calipatria. I worked there first as a laborer with some Japa-
nese. As they are very good and intelligent they showed me
how to run all the agricultural implements, a thing which I
learned easily with my intelligence. About the end of 1918 I
went to Ciudad Juarez for my sister and her children. My
father also came with her. Then we went to Calipatria and the
whole family of us engaged in cotton picking. They paid very
-well at that time. They paid us $2.00 or $1.75 for every 100
pounds of cotton which we picked and as all of the famliy
picked we managed to make a good amount every day. When
the cotton crop of 1919 was finished we went to Los Angeles
and then I got a job as a laborer with a paper manufacturing
company. They paid me $3.40 a day for eight hours work. I
was at that work for some time and then returned to the Im-
perial Valley for lemon picking. They paid me $3.00 a day for



THE ECONOMIC ADJUSTMENT 57

eight hours work. I became acquainted with a young lady in
the Valley from San Francisco del Rincon, Guanajuato, and
was married to her. This was my second marriage. In 1921 a
Japanese friend for whom I was working as a laborer told me
to keep the farm, for he was going to go soon. The owner of the
land who was an American furnished the land, the water and
the seeds, and we went on halves on the other expenses. Half
of the crop was his and half mine. The first planting that I
made was of 13 acres of lettuce. I also planted squash and to-
matoes. We did very well on those for the crops turned out
first class. T don’t have anything to say against the Japanese
for they have been very good people to me. They showed me
how to use a plow, the cultivator, the disc and the planting ma-
chines and they have been my best bosses. Neither can I com-
plain of the Americans, for in Kansas City when I was working
in the packing plant, as well as in Los Angeles and wherever 1
have been and have worked with them they have treated me
well.

“Afterwards, encouraged by the first good crop that I got,
I rented forty acres of land at $30 a year for each acre. Ihad to
furnish the water and the seed and this time things went bad
for me. The crop wasn’t any good, the seed was lost and I had
to go and look for work elsewhere. I went from one place to an-
other working in different ways. At times I earned $2.00 a day
and at others as much as $4.00. Recently I had a job as a
gardener in Beverly Hills. I was very well there, for they paid
me $4.00 a day for taking care of the garden. I also had a
little piece of land on which I could plant vegetables, which
also brought in something. But one day they told me that as I
wasn’t an American citizen they were going to take away my
job and put an American in my place. Then I went back to
cultivating some land with an American. I planted forty acres
again on halves. The crops turned out well, but the American
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took the products to a packing house which went bankrupt, so
my partner and I were left without anything.

“T believe in God, but T have my doubts, for I was convinced
in the Catholic school that all those beliefs are useless. They
exploit the poor man anyway and steal his work.”

He has had four children by his second wife, so that he has
five children in all. He has baptized all of them according to
what he says. He says that his wife is and isn’t a Catholic, for
she doesn’t go to church very often nor does she have any saints
in the house. Referring to his first days in school he says:

“I might perhaps have been a lawyer or a doctor if my parents
had even sent me to a government school. But the school
where I was was Catholic and they had us praying all day.
As T was the most advanced in the class, for I had learned to
read in less than a year, the parish priest taught me how to say
Mass. 1 was getting big then and saw that they didn’t do any-
thing but pray in the school so I once asked the teacher to show
me something about numbers so that I could keep accounts. I
was then given some multiplication, which was foolish, for I
couldn’t even add. I then told the teacher that perhaps he
himself couldn’t do that multiplication and for that reason I
stopped going to school.

“I don’t have anything against the pochos, but the truth is
that although they are Mexicans, for they are of our own
blood because their parents were Mexicans, they pretend that
they are Americans. They only want to talk in English and
they speak Spanish very poorly. That is why I don’t like
them.”

JUAN CASANOVA

This man is a Mexican photographer, who has been estab-
lished in El Paso, Texas, for seven years.

“I was born in the City of Mexico and almost all of my
family live there. From the time I was little T gave my atten-
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tion to business and learned the art of photography from my
uncles, for almost all of them are photographers and the same
is true of my cousins. When I was about 18 years old I became
an employee of a hardware store in Mexico City. I took charge
of the books there and also sold all kinds of hardware and
paints. I at once got the idea, the desire to be absolutely inde-
pendent, and I began to save a part of what I earned for that
purpose. I managed to save about a thousand pesos in gold,
with which I decided to make a trip to New York. I went to
New York and stayed there about six months, but I wasn’t
able to secure employment or anything which would better
my situation, so that I decided to go back to my country
where I planned to establish a flapaleria* on my own account
in order to be absolutely independent.

“When I got to the capital my mother advised me that I
had better continue with my former employers at the hardware
store, for she told me that I could lose in my little business what
little I had saved and that wasn’t to my best advantage. I
heeded my mother’s advice and continued working in the hard-
ware store and managed to continue to save something. In
addition, while T had been in New York I had secured the
agency of a photographic house, and I now gave some attention
to that business with good results.

“With what I made at my job and with the agency of the
New York house I continued saving and managed to buy a
number of properties which I still own in Mexico City.

“About 1917 the Carranza government sent me to Nogales,
Arizona, as vice-consul, a post which I tried to fill as well as I
could, especially in helping my destitute countrymen. But to
tell the truth I didn’t like it for, as I have already said, I
wanted to be absolutely independent.

“When I left the consular service I traveled through the

* Paint and hardware store.
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north and the east of the American Union and then I decided
to come to El Paso with the object of establishing myself here.
On arriving here I opened a store with my wife, who is a
Mexican. We sold all kinds of food stuffs in that store.

“T later decided to establish this photographic shop in which
I do a fairly good business. I don’t have anything to complain
about, for to tell the truth I have been able to make something
in this business.

“Year before last I went to Chicago at the expense of the
newspapers of El Paso and I worked as an official photographer
at the Eucharistic Congress. I am a Catholic by conviction.
My parents brought me up in that faith, they baptized and
confirmed me and I am faithful to it. That is why I am not
thinking of going back to Mexico while there is religious perse-
cution. It should be understood that a nation without religion
cannot and should not exist, since religion is the foundation of
morality. In addition no one can take away the beliefs of a
people; it is useless to work against the church.

“My greatest desire is to go back to Mexico and establish
myself there with my own business but I don’t think it is
possible to go back just now because one can’t work there. We
are always fighting and one can’t have a business because they
tax it heavily and one has to admit that now at least it isn’t
possible to live in peace and quietness in our country.

“T think that we ought to follow the example of the American
people, lovers of thrift and work; that would in part be the
solution of our general problems. Life is easy in the United
States for the man who likes to work and save. There are no
troubles here on account of political questions, or on account of
anything else. Facilities of all kinds are given to the one who
will work and the authorities are respectful of the law.

“For my part I don’t think that I would ever change my
Mexican citizenship but if I should ever do it T am sure I would
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feel conscience free. I think that if things don’t go back to a
state of peace and normalcy in Mexico that I may perhaps
have to stay here always and I will become an American
citizen.

“The Mexicans here are treated perfectly well. They are
not bothered in any way. Unfortunately many of our country-
men are ready to violate the laws, commit thefts and even get
mixed up in brawls on account of which the name of Mexico
often suffers.”

SOLEDAD SANDOVAL

I have lived in El Paso for nine years. “I am a native of
Parral, Chihuahua. My family was one of the most well-to-do
there. My parents had several pieces of property and mining
interests and had a certain amount of money. I was in a
secondary school, when the revolution of 1911 began. In spite
of the revolution at first everything in our town went on well,
in peace. There was work for everyone and business prospered.
Then the famous Pancho Villa began his campaign, beginning
by going to Parral. As he knew that people with money were
living there he began to impose forced loans. Villa visited the
city often with the sole purpose of securing loans and more
loans until finally tired of these abuses many of the men of
Parral, among them the men of our family, decided to join a
federal army to fight Villa. They went to Ciudad Juarez and
stayed there for some time, and then on account of the same
revolution they had to go to El Paso, Texas. Finding them-
selves there alone they decided to send for their families and we,
four sisters, came with our mother.

“We established ourselves in El Paso. I first studied Eng-
lish a little and then worked. I was employed by a Mexican
newspaper which was published in this city and then on ac-
count of my work I got to be manager of that publication.

“T had a sweetheart in Mexico City. He was an aviator. He
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came here to El Paso and we were married in 1920. As soon as
we were married we went to Mexico City to live with the par-
ents of my husband.

“I ought to first say that I had a real desire to know the
capital of our country and in general all of the interior. 1 was
Popularity Queen several times in Ciudad Juarez and I liked
to dance a lot. I have enjoyed myself a lot but I have never
been able to accustom myself to the flapperism of this side
[of the Border], like many girls of the middle and poor classes
of Mexico who no sooner get here than they immediately turn
flappers. Many of them say bad things about our country and
don’t want to speak Spanish.

“I was very happy in Mexico with my husband, enjoying all
kinds of comforts and well being and the love of the parents
of my husband who loved me as much as they did him, when
my husband decided to make an aeroplane trip across the
Republic. But a terrible accident occurred in which my hus-
band was killed. He was making acrobatic maneuvers in the
plane which they were piloting when something went wrong
with the apparatus, and my husband was killed. T kept on
living for some time with my parents-in-law who loved me
more and more each day, but no longer finding any reason for
living in Mexico I came to the home of my parents.

“I live with my family like a young unmarried lady, asif I
was a child, and to tell the truth I feel that I lack something,
and that is the love of my husband. It seems to me an irony
of fate that I was left a widow two years after marrying and in
my youth.

“In order to overcome my heart-aches somewhat, T decided
to work and I am now working with a newspaper in this city.
I translate from English the most important notices for the
paper. At times I myself take charge of the type setting, also
see to it that the paper circulates widely. I don’t really have
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any definite work but I do everything that I can so that the
publication will grow in strength and importance.

“As I was educated in Catholicism I am Catholic but I am
tolerant not fanatic. What is more, as a result of my reading
and general studies I believe only in an all powerful Being,
God. I wouldn’t attempt to define it, but I know that there is
something superior to us which rules the destiny of mankind
and of the universe.

“I pray every night. It doesn’t matter that I have gone to
some festival or that I have danced, I pray the evening rosary,
a litany and other prayers before going to bed. I pray for my
husband, not because I believe that his soul is suffering but
for a certain spiritual feeling which draws me near to him and
our happy past; that is the only reason why I pray.

“I don’t believe in the sanctity or in the purity of the priests,
or that they are invested with super-human powers. To me
they are men like all the rest. That is why I don’t pay any
attention to their preachings.

“T make confession once in a while, but not because I have
committed sins—I don’t believe that I have any—but to talk
with an intelligent man such as the priest to whom I make con-
fession. When I go to him in the confessional the priest doesn’t
know me. If he asks me of what sins I wish to accuse myself I
say “Father, I haven’t killed, or robbed, or spoken ill of my
neighbor, and I accuse myself of all the other sins for I am a
woman, or rather, a human being.” Then I talk for a long time
with the priest, if he lets me, always trying to keep him from
knowing me. I unbosom all my troubles to him and tell all that
which T can’t tell my parents nor my friends, so that I talk
in a shrine where everything that I say stays. After one of
those confessions I am happy, as if I had been freed from a
load.

“When I was married I didn’t confess myself for I then had
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a husband to whom I could tell all that spiritually tortured me
or that bothered me in some way.

“In regards to my life in this country I ought to say that
I haven’t gone out of El Paso. Even though I have wished to
visit other cities it is very hard for me to do so, for if I went
alone I would meet the opposition of my parents and my family
on the one hand and on the other, one is always rather weak to
struggle for one’s living alone. I also believe that woman was
made for the home and for nothing more than that.

“T can’t adapt myself to certain customs of this country. To
tell the truth T am even opposed to its tendencies of dominion
and of power. It wouldn’t bother me much to attack it hard.”

FELIPE VALDES

“T came from Guadalajara together with my mother and
my brothers. We arrived in this city about 8 months ago. We
had a brother already here who had been living in this city
about four years. We entered the United States by way ef
Nogales, Sonora, and Nogales, Arizona, and didn’t have any
trouble of any kind. My mother came to this city because she
was advised to come to this climate in order to get her heart
cured, for she suffers from heart trouble, and here, since we
arrived, she has gotten a lot better. We are now sure that she
is going to get well. In Guadalajara I was learning to assemble
automobiles, to run them and to repair them, in the garage of
an American. Since I came here I haven’t had to work, for
my brothers have supported me while I learn my trade well.
I am learning mechanical theory in school here which is about
forty blocks from where Ilive. I come and go on the street car.
The classes are at night from seven to half past nine, every
other night. The whole course will cost me about two hundred
dollars. Ihad to pay an initial fee of $25.00 and have been pay-
ing about $10.00 or more each month until T am through. A
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man who knows English and Spanish well has been giving the
classes in Spanish to myself and some other boys who don’t know
English. He isn’t from this state, but although his parents are
Mexicans he says that he is American. He has offered to find
work for me so that I can pay for the course of studies and can
practise what I learn.

“I like everything about this country and I am thinking of
coming to live here permanently, although I have to go back
to Guadalajara within two years to get married. I have my
sweetheart there. She likes me a lot and she says that she will
live wherever I want to. As I like this city a lot and one can
earn a lot of money here I am going to bring her here to live. I
will only go to get married and as soon as I am married T will
come back. The return trip will even serve as a honeymoon.

“My intention when I have finished my course is to get a
good job and save some money and start out for myself, for
one can make good money here and there is always work.

“My father is in Guadalajara, but he doesn’t want to come.
He says that he wants to die in his own country where he was
born and that he is very well off there. We have a lot of rela-
tives there in Guadalajara and in the City of Mexico. Uncles
and aunts and cousins, so many relatives that I don’t even
know many of them. '

“It isn’t the same here as in Mexico in the matter of traffic.
One has to be very careful, for there are a lot of laws and regula-
tions so that if one isn’t careful one is taken to jail and has to
pay fines. Over in Mexico, especially in Guadalajara, there
isn’t so much traffic and one can laugh at the police. One can
get away by just giving more juice to the machine and no one
will ever see one again. That is all that I don’t like here, that
there are so many difficulties in the automobile traffic.

“I don’t suffer in the matter of food for my mother makes the
food at home Jalisco style. We eat as though we were in Guada-
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lajara because she knows how to cook well and as none of
us like the food used here she tries to cook our food as we
like it.”

FERNANDO SANCHEZ

Sr. Fernando Sinchez, who has lived in this country for
eleven years, has given the following information concerning
his life:

“T am a native of Saltillo, Coahuila. My trade is that of
type-setter. I lived and worked in Saltillo until the day that T
undertook the trip to this city. In my native town I learned
my trade and worked especially at setting type or at being
head line writer of newspapers. After great efforts I had come
to be type-setter on the best newspaper in Saltillo. At the age
of twenty I was married in Saltillo. I was married by the church
and by the state, for I am a Catholic, although I don’t obey, un-
fortunately for myself, any of the laws of the Mother Church.
About 11 years ago a journalist who liked me a lot in Saltillo
and who founded a daily newspaper in Laredo, Texas, gave me
a contract to come and work at that place. I came, together
with my wife and my two kids. In Laredo I got better pay
than in Saltillo, for they paid me in dollars, and in those times
everything was cheaper, provisions and clothing. After a year
I decided to leave the newspaper and go to San Antonio,
Texas, for T had been told that one could earn better wages
there and that living was cheaper. When I arrived in San An-
tonio I rented a little house on Conchos Street, in the Mexican
neighborhood. In a few days I found work as type-setter on a
Mezxican paper with a salary which, although not very large,
was enotgh to live on. This was about 1918, if I am not mis-
taken. From that time I worked for that newspaper until 1926,
when I left the work in order to go to Saltillo. Since I found the
situation very bad there—I couldn’t even find a job—TI decided
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to go back to San Antonio where I have friends and where I
can find work. I returned to San Antonio in September of
last year. When I went to ask for work at the paper the owner
offered me an opening here in Los Angeles. I accepted his
offer. They pay me the same here as they did in San Antonio.
I brought one of my sons and two of my sisters from Saltillo,
but to tell the truth I don’t like this place. In the first place
because it is too large. In order to live in a house as good as the
one which I had in San Antonio, I had to live at a distance of
several miles from my work and would have to spend a lot on
street cars. Besides, in San Antonio, I had all kinds of friends.
I know many families and am acclimated. I have my wife
there, and it is my thought to return there as soon as possible.
One can’t have a good time here, for in San Antonio the liquor
which we poor people drink is better and cheaper than here,
that of this city does more harm. I don’t know why, but that is
the truth. Everything here is very different from what it is in
San Antonio. To live in that city seemed to me like living in
Saltillo, with little difference, while here it isn’t that way. I
feel strange even among the Mexicans themselves, for it seems
that they are greedier and more selfish.

“The son that I brought to this city is now in High School
and is learning linotyping; I told him to follow that trade as he
likes to print, and that is one of the best lines and one of the
best paid trades.

“Of course T have never thought of changing my citizenship,
but the truth is that T don’t know when I will go back to Mex-
ico for things are getting worse there day by day on account of
the revolutions.

“Nevertheless, I have hopes that in time conditions will get
settled. T hope to save even though it be a little money so as to
go back to Saltillo again and establish there a saloon and a
pool-hall. That is a good business; it brings profits, and one
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can easily earn one’s living. I am tired of printing, and at
times T have a mind to give up this trade.

“My wife, my sisters and my sons go to Mass and make con-
fession and receive the sacrament once in a while, but I don’t
because as I work at night T don’t have time to give to practise
my faith, nor even to pray, but as I don’t do harm to anyone I
don’t think that I have any sins. On my Saint’s day and on
that of my wife, my sisters and my sons, we have little
festivals. We invite our friends and even though it be a little
orchestra we make merry those days.

“I follow my Mexican customs and I won’t change them for
anything in the world. I haven’t let my sisters cut their hair
nor go around like the girls here with all kinds of boys and I
have also accustomed my sons to respect me in every way.

“On the Sundays when I rest (for I rest on only two Sundays
each month), I stay at home or go to the movie with my wife.
Many times friends come with guitars and then we sing and
have a good time. Once in a while I go out to see things. Now
that I am in Los Angeles I go almost every Sunday to the parks
or the beaches.

“As to my food, since my wife and my sisters cook at home,
I eat almost the same as I did in Mexico, with a little change,
because the food is cooked here on gas stoves and there it was
cooked with wood, which is better, for the wood-fire gives a
special little flavor to the food. I got better food in San An-
tonio than I do here; better things can be bought there.

“I have my own little furniture in my home. I bought it on
the installment plan in San Antonio. I also have a phonograph
with which to amuse myself when I am not working. I have
a great many records of Mexican songs and also many Ameri-
can ones, but I have the latter because they are the ones my
children like. They can understand English well because they
are in school. Thaven’t been able to learn English, for I haven’t
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made an effort to do it, and because I don’t need it for any-
thing as in San Antonio Spanish is spoken everywhere. At
times I have bought clothing on time payments, but I don’t
propose to buy anything more that way, because it increases
the cost a great deal on everything.

“What I miss the most about Mexico, to tell the truth, are
the saloons. I have always liked to have a good little cup of
tequila, and here there is hardly even any of that ‘moonshine,’
which isn’t good for anything except to make one sick. The
‘moonshine’ of San Antonio is very much superior to that of
Los Angeles. Once that I took too much here and I came
mighty near dying.”

3. MoBILITY 1IN THE UNITED STATES

The cases grouped here give further illustration of the strug-
gle to earn a living and of external adjustments to the North
American milieu. These four emphasize the mobile character
of the Mexican immigrant who is dependent upon employment
in seasonal labor, and suggest how this mobility prevents the
organization of an immigrant social order.

PEDRO VILLAMIL

Villamil is a native of Durango. He has generally worked
as a laborer in the United States.

“I came to the United States for the first time in 1918 to-
gether with my brother Guadalupe. We didn’t have any trou-
ble in crossing the border having gone under contract to go and
work on the tracks in the state of Nebraska. We were there
about eight months working in several railroad camps until
we were able to save some money and then we went to Kansas
city. ‘

“We left Durango because work was very scarce and we were
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told that one could get good money in the United States and
there was work for whoever wanted it.

“In Kansas City, I took charge of a pool room and didn’t do
anything else but watch the tables and collect for them. My
brother took charge of caring for a hotel. There I began a love
affair with a very pretty American girl and lived with her a
long time, about two years. At the end of that time my brother
and I decided to take a trip to Ciudad Juarez and we sent
money to an aunt we had in Durango, the only one who was
left of our family, so that she could come to be with us.

“We joined our aunt here in Ciudad Juarez and with a little
money which she brought and another little bit we had we
bought this little house which we have here. Although it isn’t
worth much, it is ours.

“We lived here in this city of Juarez for more than six
months, but we worked in El Paso, Texas, my brother, my
aunt and I. My aunt worked as a maid in a hotel, my brother
and I in a foundry as laborers.

“I fell in love here in Ciudad Juarez with a girl to whom I
became engaged, for she likes me a lot. After the six months
which I have told you we spent here, we went back north,
working at different things, sometimes on the railroad, other
times in the beet fields, and we even got almost to the Canadian
border. We were up there a couple of years and then came
back to Ciudad Juarez, staying here two months. I kept on
being the sweetheart of the same girl. Later we returned to
Kansas City. From there I wrote to my sweetheart and she to
me until finally we decided that I should go back to Ciudad
Juarez and marry her.

“I got back to this city with some savings and at once went
to the house of the parents of my sweetheart. We even had a
little party at which to ask for her hand but they didn’t want
her to marry and they refused to give her to me. From that



THE ECONOMIC ADJUSTMENT 71

day they have watched her so that I have hardly been able to
talk to her or to write to her or receive letters from her. Finally
I'had to pretend that I was going into the interior of the United
States again. I went to El Paso a few days and then came back
for my sweetheart and we were married, almost secretly, in
El Paso, and then I took her back home so that I am married
and not married for we haven’t wished to tell anyone that we
were married. We are only waiting until she is nineteen; there
are only a few months left, then she can go with me. I am sav-
ing here of the little that I earn so that we can go back again.
I have a good job in a foundry in Pittsburg and as I can
speak some English I no longer have any trouble.

“I didn’t find the life in the interior of the United States
hard. It all depends on one’s keeping wide awake, knowing
how to work and in saving. One can have a good time there;
there are good dances and one can make good money. Only
he who is dumb doesn’t get along.

‘“There are many Mexicans who have vices; especially they
smoke marihuana.” 1 knew a Mexican in Montana who had a
real planting of marikuana in his own little garden and one day
a policeman asked what plant that was and he said that it was
used to cure head-ache and tooth-ache.

“I don’t feel the change very much in moving from place to
place since I come back to this city every two years.”

FRANCISCO GOMEZ

Francisco Gémez is white, fifty-four years old.

“The Americans wanted to draft me during the war because
they thought that I was an American citizen; even if they
hadn’t sent me to Europe they would certainly have put me in
the reserves. They knew that T had been born in San Antonio

* Indian hemp, a narcotic.
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and that therefore I was an American citizen, but I showed
them that I had been baptized in Chihuahua and that I had
my Mexican citizenship papers. My mother taught me to love
my country, and although I was born in San Antonio, Texas,
in the United States, she took me when I was very small to
baptize me in Chihuahua. When I got to be of age I went to
the Mexican Consulate and took out my papers of Mexican
citizenship.

“I'lived in Chihuahua until I was five years of age. Then I
came back with my parents to San Antonio and from there we
went to Fort Worth and from there to El Paso and to Arizona.
We were two boys and my father and mother. I never went to
school, for since we kept going from one place to another it
wasn’t possible for me to do so but my parents taught me to
read and write Spanish. From the time I was ten years old I
helped my parents pick cotton, cultivate beets and do other
work. When I was about fifteen T began to work in the mines
because my father also worked in them. I took charge of carry-
ing water to the workmen and helping them with their tools.
Little by little T kept learning and later when I was older I
worked many years in the mines in Texas and in Arizona. Coal
and ore mines they were. When my brother and T grew up we
worked for the old folks. They died in Florence, Texas, but
left us a little land in Chihuahua. My brother and I decided to
go to Chihuahua to work on our land, and we were there two
years. My brother came back first. Ilent him $40.00 so that he
could come and I have hardly heard from him since. They tell
me that he has got rich in California and that he is married
there to an elderly American woman who has money. A son
of his lives in El Paso and they have offered me money several
times so that I might go to see him but I won’t go, for I am
older than he and it is he who ought to come to see me. Besides
he might think that I sought him now because he is rich.
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“I later returned to El Paso again and I came married,
for my old woman is from Chihuahua. We picked cotton for a
season, then we returned to El Paso and I worked at whatever
I could find. My two children were born there. Tired of being
in El Paso, I got a job on the Kansas City, Mexico and Orient
Railway. I there earned $100.00 a month and my keep but we
worked very hard. I worked there about six months. My wife
was in El Paso and part of the money I would send on to her
and part I saved until Ishould get enough to go back to Chi-
huahua again and baptize our first children. We went back to
the same place at El Paso and worked a number of years at
places around the city. During this time we had three other
children. Once again we went back to Chihuahua and we went
to several parts of the state, working, my wife and I. At one
time we bought two little houses in Chihuahua, but later we
went to Torreon where I worked on a farm and learned to make
sotol, which is a very delicious drink. I have always liked to
drink. Even though I may be working I take my swigs and it
seems that I am given strength that way. We came back to
El Paso and since then my wife hasn’t left there. Only at times
I come to Juarez and to other parts of the state to work at
something when there isn’t work on the other side. I went to
Chihuahua about six years ago with my grown up daughters
and one of them got married there to a good boy, my son-in-
law, who is a hard worker like me.

“A short time after prohibition was established and smug-
gling liquor became a touchy business, I took charge of getting
forty cases of tequila and other liquors each week to a colonel
and a captain at Fort Bliss. That was easy for me because I
know several fords across the river where it is easy to pass on
foot, on horse-back or in buggies. Besides I just bought the
liquor and transferred it to the other side where there were some
rangers who were in on the business and they turned the liquor
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over to the captain or to the colonel. That was good business,
for they paid me $2.00 for each case that I got across. My -
companions were two brave boys whom I paid something every
week. You know, Sir, that when one has worked at such
things one doesn’t get out of the habit very easily, so we would
spend the days of the week doing nothing but loaf in the sa-
loons playing dominos. But when some other little job of
smuggling liquors offered itself we would take it and cross over
to the other side. Tmagine what happened tousonce. We three,
the two boys and myself, had three cases of fequila apiece on
our backs which we were trying to deliver at a farm.
When we were going to cross the river, I; because as L am old,
and the old men are wise, told the boys that it would be better
for us to cross some other day, for I felt in my heart that a
ranger was watching the border and that he would discover us.
But as they were young, they told me that I was afraid be-
cause I was old and we decided to go on. When we crossed the
river we followed a little path which runs through a little
valley. T told them that I was going to put my shoes on and
that they should go on. In a little while I saw that they were
ordered to stop and put up their hands. I began to walk away
and when I was at quite a little distance I ran and hid behind
a bank on the very edge of the river but on the American side.
The rangers then drew near and they saw that a point of the
sack in which I was carrying the fequile showed. They began
to fire shots and suddenly they hit the sack and broke a bottle.
I picked it up and took a swallow and then took out my army
pistol and began to return the fire in the direction from which
they fired. I couldn’t see them for if they had come out they
would have made a target for me. A little later I heard them
running. I then got in the river up to my belt and with my
clothes on and everything I kept on wading until I came to
another little valley. Before this I heard my companions whis-
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tle to me and call ‘Come! Come! The rangers are gone now.’
But as I am not a fool I told them to go to hell, for they
wouldn’t catch me. Finally I again went into the American
territory and went to Valverde. I left the bottles there and
then I thought T would go out to find the rangers and rescue
my companions. I went and hid and after a while I saw them
pass in an automobile on the way to the Court.

“Those boys were ungrateful wretches, for they told on me.
They told the authorities that they were with me and that I
was the one responsible. They told them where I lived. For
that reason I had to hide and remain hiding for about a year.
I went to Chihuahua and to other places in the States. Those
poor fellows were given three years of prison, for the offense
was very serious then. Now the most that one is given is six
months or a year. It was only yesterday that they captured
an old woman, almost naked in the middle of the river, with
two gallons of sofol. That woman was brave, but I think that
men have by now all lost their courage.

“Ireturned a year later to El Paso in order to work honestly
again and to live with my family. Since then every time that
I have to come to Ciudad Juarez or to go to any other part of
Chihuahua I have had to present myself to the American immi-
gration authorities and they have given me a pass so that I can
come back. I have wanted them to give me a passport or some
paper so that I won’t have that trouble but they say that they
always want to know where I am because they think that I
will again begin to smuggle liquor. But no, I now live from my
honest work.

I am now going, for example, to Zaragoza, to a farm to work
at the manufacture of sofol, because there is no work in El Paso.
Thave left my pass at the home of some cousins who live here in
Ciudad Juarez so that they can give it to me when I come back
and I can return to the United States.”
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CONCEPCION LAGUNA DE CASTRO

She is from Matehuala, Mexico, where she grew up and
married a Sr. Castro, a laborer and a plasterer. A numbet of
years later they went to Monterrey. She has had twelve chil-
dren and has lost nine. Seven of them were born prematurely
and two died after growing up. A married daughter died
possibly from pneumonia, but it might have been in child-
birth, as she left a little girl seven days old. Another died of
fever. A girl two years of age died because she was bewitched
by the evil eye.

They have been in this country for about fifteen years, They
have been in El Paso and later they came here. They all do
picking during the season, even the little grand-daughter ten
years old. The daughters are now working, shelling nuts in a
factory. They get twenty-five cents for each thousand nuts
they shell.

Sra. Castro says that last year they had decided not to go
and do the harvesting but one Sunday when she went to high
mass with her daughter she found on her return that her hus-
band had already arranged things with a labor manager, who
was going from house to house getting people for the harvests.
The agent was an old man who seemed to be very good. He of-
fered transportation both going and coming and said if by
accident it rained the first days or weeks they would-be given
their food, even if they didn’t work. All of the family went. In
order to go the girls had to leave the factory, but they kept the
little house they had, for it is hard to get a house when coming
back from the harvest. The labor manager took two trucks full
of people to the fields and at night brought the families to their
houses. The houses only consisted of two rooms very small and
very cold, because they weren’t given any coal. It rained on
the next day but the men went to look over the job. They re-
turned saying that there was no cotton to pick. Discontent
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began to spread and they began to think about leaving, for
there wasn’t anything for them to do, even though they had
been given food. Then one who had been there before said
that the owner of the plantation, a woman by the name of
Smith, had men who would beat them up. A man who was
there alone paid no attention to this and went to look for work.
The labor manager, accompanied by another man, found him
in the first employment office and told him that he had broken
the contract. They hit him in the face and sent him back to the
camp all bruised. In the house next to that of Sr. Castro there
lived a Mexican who was married to a blonde girl who spoke
English. Sra. Castro told her that since she spoke English she
should go and tell the lady owner of the farm that they had not
come just to be fed and that they wanted to go where there
was work. The owner finally consented to let them go. They
hadn’t worked a single day but she said that she wouldn’t give
them their passage back and charged them for the food that
they had eaten during the two weeks. Fifty-one dollars a per-
son, it was, including the fare back. Sra. Castro said that some
of the men were disposed to pay her but that she was opposed
to it and told them all that if they hadn’t worked it was be-
cause there wasn’t anything to work at. They all paid for the
food but they didn’t want to pay for the passage back. They
paid for the food because they didn’t want to be supported and
they had already eaten the food, and for that reason they paid
for it but they wouldn’t pay for the tickets back because they
had been deceived. Sr. Castro secured work with a German for
a number of weeks and this man treated all of the family very
well. He paid them what had been agreed upon when the pick-
ing had been finished. They were going to go to some other
plantation when an officer of the court in Taff, which upheld
the woman owner, came and demanded that they go back to
that farm first or else pay that return fare. Sra. Castro then
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felt like going to the court and denouncing the owner of the
farm, but the German advised her not to do it because all the
officers of the court had been bought up by that woman. (It
seems that when her cotton crop isn’t good she counts on mak-
ing some money from the grocery store which belongs to her
and from which she supplies the laborers. She gets them with
a lie, promising that if they don’t work they will be given
food free, but she afterwards demands payment for this food,
following the system our landholders have. They also tell of
an American who employed them and always filled his promises
and was very good to them.)

This woman says that she believes in witches, that in her
home valley in Mexico there are many, and that they are
taught from the time they are girls to practice sorcery. A
woman friend of hers, whom she cannot doubt, saw a little
girl of ten change her little brother of three, in the wink of an
eye, into a big turkey. Since she has lived in Matehuala she
has seen bewitched persons who are left paralytic, foolish and
insane, sometimes by means of potions which are given to them
at other times by enchantment. The evil eye is different; that
isn’t a power which a witch develops. It depends upon whether
a person has very thin blood or not, and some one else has
power in her glance. Such a person can produce in another,
who has thin blood, if she wishes, a fever or an irritation causing
head-ache and nausea. She knew a person who could break
things with the power of her look. There are no nakuales* here.
She remembers that there were in Mexico. There are witches
here, generally negresses, who at night turn into owls and go
by whistling after dark. The night birds whistle more or less
from six to eight and the witches at twelve or later. On the road
to San Marcos it seems that there is a center for witches, ne-
gresses who at night turn into witches. All of this family tell

* An evil spirjt of Mexzican folk belief.
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how when they were in the cotton fields the eldest son called
them one night to see them. The field looked in the darkness as
though it was covered with balls of fire. The lady thought it
wasn’t anything but will-o’the-wisps but the son took two
little stones and began to call them and to whistle to them and
the balls of fire began to draw near and then one could even
hear the steps of the animals, because they take the form of
animals. When they saw them nearer they took fright and
went inside the house, after firing a shot in the air. These can
go through a key-hole and suck the blood of the children.

DONA CLARITA

Dofa Clarita has lived fifty-two years in the United States.
She is a native of Guaymas, Sonora, is white and is seventy-two
years old.

“T came to this country because I broke a woman’s head;
I almost killed her and got myself put into jail. It was this
way: I was in Hermosillo, washing clothes in the river with
an indite when I saw a man go by carrying a load. It seemed
to me as though he was some thief. In a little while a police-
man came whom they call EI Diablito, and he asked me if T
had seen a person go by, and however it might have been, I
answered that I hadn’t. Then he asked the indita and she
answered also that she hadn’t seen anyone go by, but Kl
Diablito went to an Indian hut that was near and asked a
woman there if she had seen a man go by. No sooner had the
policeman finished than she said that he had passed a little
while ago and that he could easily overtake him on the other
side of the river. Then EI Diablito set off at a gallop and shot
the poor man to death. I went to where the old woman was
and hit her with a stick and broke her head open. I then went
to Hermosillo and my brother and my brother-in-law took me
to the District of Altar. This was at midnight and we were on



8o THE MEXICAN IMMIGRANT

"horse-back, for I feared that I would be taken and they would
put mein jail. I went to Magdalena, Sonora. There I promised
Saint Francis, who is the Patron-saint of that place, to go into
the church from the street on my knees if he allowed me to
escape, and I carried out my vow. I entered the Church on
my knees and afterwards I traveled until I got to Nogales and
crossed the border without any trouble even though I was
quite young and a widow.

“T was married the first time when I was very small. T was
about fifteen years old. I was married in Guaymas, but three
years later my husband died. When I was married I knew
what it was to give birth to a child, for my mother knew how
to cure and heal and as I helped her I knew all about that and
I already knew a lot of ways of treating people. My mother
had a permit to take care of births and she treated so well by
means of herbs that many doctors didn’t give drug-store pre-
scriptions but sent to my mother to prepare such and such
purgatives or other medicines which she knew how to make;
and I kept on learning from the time I was very small. I saw
the Tacubayas enter Sonora and also the defeat of the French.
Then the people were very patriotic. I remember that they
told me that when the Turks were in Guaymas and went to
ask for food or water, the people put a little strychnine in the
water and they died then and there. They threw them under
the bed, the beds were then made of reed-grass, and at night
they would throw them into deep holes. Pesqueira wasn’t to
blame for the French entering Guaymas. It was first on ac-
count of the treason of the watch who detected the frigates
when they were already in the port, and second because if he
had resisted giving up the port then they would have bom-
barded the town and thousands of families would have died.

“I came here to Tucson, after I had come in through No-
gales, and a short time afterwards my brothers-in-law and other
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persons of my family came. I married again when I was about
19, to Felipe Galvan. With him we went to Florence and other
places in Arizona. We went from one place to another. First
we were on a farm taking care of cattle on thirds. The milk
and the cheese was ours and one third of the other products of
the cattle. Then we went to various places and my husband
discovered several mines which were stolen from him. He died
from poisoning. I think that one of his own friends did it who
invited him to go to Nogales. They were there drinking and I
think that they put the poison in the drink. Afterwards I had
to work as a waitress for an Irish lady who wanted to rob me
of the records of the mines.

“A company which gave me $500.00 in order to exploit one
of the veins, the richest, wanted to exploit others without pay-
ing me anything, and the water dried up on them and they even
lost the vein. God wished to punish them because they wanted
to take advantage of me. My husband died a few years ago,
ahout six or seven years ago.

“T remember that once when we were in Phoenix they took
him so that he would vote in the elections, but as he wasn’t an
American citizen and as he was drunk he flung the ballot into
some filth. Then the Americans grabbed him and took him to
the jail and were even going to hang or shoot him. But the
man for whom he worked saved him by giving me $500.00 so
that I could pay the fine, only he said that I shouldn’t tell
that he had given me the money. Later my husband in order to
go on with the business of the mines had to take out his first
citizenship papers. They told him that he didn’t need either to
read or speak English, that he didn’t need that, and he did it
with good intentions for he only needed the papers in order to
carry on the affairs of the mines. In 1910 we were in Florence
when Francisco Cruz Rendon and others who had just gotten
out of prison came. We then had a restaurant there. Francisco
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went to my husband and asked him if he wanted to go with
him to the revolution in Mexico. My husband smiled and told
them ‘Look, brothers, why should we go to kill one another?
I don’t see that you are following the right road. I don’t like
your plans. I am an American citizen, because I made myself
that for convenience, but I am ready when it comes that the
gueros want to invade my country. Then I and my wife, who
knows how to ride a horse well, will indeed go to defend Mexico.
But to revolutions we won’t go. But, after all, each mind is a
world to itself and I hope that God will be with you.” Then
my husband told me to give him a $10.00 bill, and he gave it to
Francisco who went with other neighbors and so managed to
collect a good sum with which he went to Mexico.

“After my husband died I came here to Tucson and started
a Mexican restaurant on Main Street, which then was the
principal one. There I also had rooms to rent and many Mexi-
cans came who came from the revolution. I did a good busi-
ness, but I went broke because they robbed me of more than
$700 in jewelry which I had bought very cheap from those who
came from Mexico, for they brought them from here and from
there and sold them almost given away, and I bought them.
But a shoemaker, who still is at liberty, stole them from me. I
discovered him but I didn’t want to call the police because he
had already taken them and I wouldn’t gain anything by hav-
ing him put in jail. _

“I have helped myself a lot in getting a livelihood by healing
the sick, especially those who suffer from venereal diseases,
gonorrhea and other diseases. I cure by means of herbs, but
I never promise to cure this one or that one because that is
something of God. I give them the medicines, the purgatives
which I prepare. Each one is worth five dollars the first time,
and they are almost always cured except when they have very
bad luck; then they don’t get cured. I have cured many Mexi-
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cans of syphilis and tuberculosis and other diseases. I have
also helped to assist at child-birth many times, when the
doctors have let me; for as I have no diploma I can’t take
charge of caring for those who are going to have children. But
there are times when some doctors who know me and who know
that I know how to heal let me take care of some women.
There are a number of children around here whose births I have
attended. The authorities here have never said anything to
me, because I cure. They know that I don’t harm anyone.

“T first learned to know the herbs and how to cure when I
was very small. I have already told you that I learned from
my mother, and T also learned in a medical book the name of
which I don’t remember, which a man in the Capital of Mexico
gave to me. In that book there were the mining laws, the Con-
stitution of Mexico and the laws of the United States and a part
where it taught how to heal with herbs and other ways.

“I have never given abortives, although I know that myrrh
is very good for that. I believe that is a crime and against the
laws of God because those who have children have them be-
cause God gives them to them, and they ought to bear them
and bring them up. I also think that those who don’t have chil-
dren and have themselves operated on or look for medicines in
order to have them also go against God, because if God doesn’t
give them children they oughtn’t to have them. I have known
many of those who have wished to have children by force and
it comes out that almost always they die at birth. It is rare
that they are saved. Some time ago a girl came to tell me that
her husband had some bad tumors and that she did also. She
had a child which had been six months in the womb which she
wanted to take out. I said that T would fix it. I also cured the
husband and it resulted that finally she gave birth to a child
and now the girl is already grown-up. A short time ago I went
to her and she smiled and asked me why I hadn’t wanted
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to give her the abortive and I answered that I never did
that.

“I cried a great deal when they killed Pancho Villa; it was
that bandit Calles who betrayed him. Adolfo de la Huerta got
him to give up and gave him his estate; Obregén left him in
peace but Calles was the one who ordered him killed. They
shouldn’t have killed him, for Villa would have defended our
country in case the gueros had wanted to invade it. Once when
Pancho Villa came from Sonora to this place he got as far as the
Church of the Holy Cross where he had his horses and a part
of his men. I told my friends—‘Oh what a great fellow that
man is. Because he is rascal, he is a real man.” Later they came
to my restaurant. Once he came, very much disguised, to-
gether with some others. His aides seated themselves at the
table to eat and I saw that he remained standing. I wasn’t
certain but 1 felt it was he because I had many pictures of
him, on horse-back with sombrero and with kepi. He crossed
his legs and stopped at the door, with his hat cocked and asked
for a cup of coffee. He took it there standing and I asked him:
‘Come in, Sir, this is your house.” He said ‘Thanks’ but he
stayed there standing. Later one of his aides came and said
‘Listen, Clarita, haven’t you seen that rascal Villa?’ ‘No, I
haven’t seen him but I would like to see him.” ‘Why?’ ‘So I
could hug him for the rascal is very much of a man.” Then
Pancho smiled and they left. When Pancho was going to sur-
render I said that he would surrender because the state of
Sonora always carries out what it promises. It isn’t like in
Chihuahua and other parts. It is true that he was betrayed,
but that was Calles. I remember that when ‘El Machetero’
was in the mountains of Sonora and they told him to come out
and they wouldn’t do anything to him, he came out with
his armed men and then disarmed himself and they never did
anything to him. He still lives, quite old. He had become a
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bandit because once when he wished to collect from his boss
the latter didn’t want to pay him, so he killed him and fled to
the mountains with others who joined him; but at last he gave
up on the condition that they wouldn’t do anything to him.
That is why I have said that what those from Sonora say they
will do is always done; but there are some who are not like
that, and of those Calles is one. Nowadays this bandit is attack-
ing religion very strongly, persecuting the Fathers who don’t
do anything to him, closing the churches and dealing harshly
with everyone without there being any need of all that. I re-
member that even in the time of the French the people weren’t
persecuted the way they are today. Then those who were fight-
ing were killed, but now those who haven’t done anything are
the ones who suffer [here the lady began to cry]. But God is
very great, he will watch over everyone. I think that rascal
Calles couldn’t be made to suffer enough to pay for everything
he has done if his shoulders and legs were broken and if he were
slowly killed.

“T don’t know any witches hete in this town, nor do I believe
that there are any, for they can’t do any of their things here
since all of them come fleeing from Sonora and don’t even have
time to bring anything, not even their magic. Anyway I don’t
believe in them, what they do is to give one a lot of foolishness.
Here the police if they discover them punish them very severely
and that is why they don’t carry on their artifices. But be
careful, for the girls or those who want to do some harm make a
lot of use of Black Magic. There they learn what they are to
put in the food or in the drinks, in the coffee or in the liquor.
All of them are very dirty. From Nogales on towards Mexico
there are an infinite number of witches and magicians and there
you had indeed better take a lot of care.”

Dofia Clarita always reads La Prensa of San Antonio, for she
says that she has not learned to speak English nor has she felt
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a need for it for all her relations are with Mexicans. She lives
in an apartment which has two rooms. The first which opens
unto the sidewalk serves as a bedroom and parlor. There she
has an old iron bed, a refrigerator in which to keep her milk
and other foods on ice. She has a phonograph with American
and Mexican pieces and a round center table. To one side of
the room, in a corner rather, she has a number of saints and a
glass in which there is oil or water with a little candle which is
always lit. The house has a terribly dirty and untidy appear-
ance. In the same room she has a box with a cat with kittens
and a dog. The other room serves as a kitchen and dining room
and to keep different utensils and old furniture.

Doiia Clarita also says that Mexico ought to be like the
United States where all religions are allowed. As, for example,
President Coolidge is Protestant and he nevertheless allows
Catholic priests and Catholic sisters to come without bothering
whether they do good or evil. She adds, nevertheless, she would
never be in favor of the intervention of the United States in the
affairs of Mexico. She relates that in 1919 they were going to’
celebrate the 16th of September with a great deal of enthusi-
asm. But in Nogales a negro soldier killed a Mexican and the
watch of the Mexican guard killed the negro and there was a
big fight in which even the women of Nogales, Sonora, fought
against the negro soldiers, and in order not to have to place the
Mexican and the American flags together it was decided not to
celebrate the holidays of the 16th of September. She wants,
she says, that Mexico should always be free and she hopes that
God will punish those who today fight against the church.

4. MoBrity N MEXICO

The accounts included in this section bring out the point
that it is by no means always or even generally true that the
Mexican immigrant moves directly to the United States from
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intimate participation in a small community subject to primary
group controls. Change is going on in Mexico, due to the exten-
sion of communication and the influence of industry; the revo-
lutionary period accelerated disorganization and reorganiza-
tion. Carlos Almazén is a case of a country boy who went to
the city, learned trades, and became a traveling merchant;
these important changes took place in his life-organization be-
fore ever he came to the United States. Gonzalo Plancarte’s
experiences were similar. When Policarpo Castro and Felipe
Montes came to the United States they merely continued a
mobility and a process of individuation that had begun in
Mexico. Gilberto Hernindez, whose parents did not know
that he was working as a typesetter after school, and Juan
Ruiz and Asuncién Flores, both of whom were beaten by their
fathers and who then robbed their fathers and ran away from
home, show that not all the breakdown of familial controls and
the individuation which characterize many Mexicans in the
United States develop for the first time in this country.

CARLOS ALMAZAN

Carlos Almazin was the organizer of a colonization move-
ment of a group of Mexicans resident in the United States.

“T was born on an estate near Zamora, Michoacan, and had
a number of brothers. Our father died when we were very
young so that we had to work at something in order to help
support the family. My mother knew how to carry on farm
work ; she was a tenant on shares so that in some ways we didn’t
need anything, but we had to help her. My brothers and I,
therefore, occupied ourselves with farm work, planting corn and
other grains although not as we do here in the United States.
There we had to use the old plows which weren’t good for any-
thing. After a struggle we managed to make a comfortable
place for our mother, and then, tired of living in the country,
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I decided to go to Mexico City to seek my fortune. When I
got to the capital I got a job in a butcher-shop as an errand
boy. I took charge of distributing the lard and the meat to the
small stores, restaurants and other places where such things
were purchased. Ilearned to make bologna, pork-sausages, and
vienna sausages in that meat-shop and to slaughter and dress
hogs. I worked hard all day and part of the night not only
doing that work but also helping my bosses to do many other
things. I worked at that job about fifteen years. During the
last 8 years I had the confidence of my boss to such an extent
that it was I rather than he who ran the butcher-shop, for he
consulted me in everything. At that time I was earning from
$15.00 to $20.00 a day, for in addition to what belonged tomeas
my salary and a certain percentage which the owners gave me
on the things which I sold on the street, the owners of the res-
taurants, stores and meat shops who ordered lard, meat and
other things from me gave me tips of $1.00 sometimes and $o.50
at others so that at any rate I made some good money that way
also. In that good economic situation I married. My wife is
from Mexico City. We lived in the district of Valle Gémez and
my children were born there. When the revolution came the
meat and lard business began to suffer. I didn’t want to go on
in that business anyway, for it didn’t even leave me time to
rest. With the little money that I had, I began to buy fruits
and grains in Veracruz, and brought them to the capital to
sell. In the capital I bought different kinds of trinkets which
I sold in Veracruz, Orizaba, Cérdoba and other places. The
business was going well, but as the paper money which wa
being used at that time was declared worthless, I went bank-
rupt.

“On account of this failure I went to Zamora, Michoacan, to
visit an older brother of mine in order to ask his advice. My
brother told me to come to the United States and that per-
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haps here I could again make my fortune. That was what I did.
I fixed everything so that my wife and children were left with
some means, and then Ileft for Ciudad Juarez, Chihuahua. On
arriving there I began to look for a way in which to get into
this country. That was just four years and some months ago.
I saw a group of workmen who were fixing the street-car line
which goes to El Paso. I asked one of them to ask the foreman
if he had any work for me. The foreman said that he did and I
began to work right there. My work consisted of carrying rails
and digging ditches with a pick and shovel. It was all hard
work; they offered to pay me $1.80 a day. I worked all day and
in the evening the foreman told me to go with them to El Paso.
I went with the gang on an electric flat-car without knowing
that I was crossing over illegally but as I was going with all the
workmen no one said anything. I stayed in El Paso the next
day working with the same foreman. I was laid off in about a
week by the electric company of El Paso, and then as I brought
a letter from Mexico for a friend who worked in a packing-
house I took advantage of it, and this friend got me a job in that
packing plant where they paid me $1.25 for nine hours work
and that was because I knew the work. When they saw that I
could dress hogs and make sausages they put me to doing that
work, but the foreman told me that they weren’t going to give
me a raise. I kept on working there and was thinking of going
back to Mexico when I was advised from the Capital that my
wife and children had started for the United States. Ithen left
the hotel, for almost all of what I was earning had been spent
there, and I rented a little cottage so that I could at least re-
ceive my family. When they got to El Paso and I told them at
what I was working, we were all very discouraged on account
of the situation. We decided to come to California and did so.
In Los Angeles I found a friend of mine at the employment
office who had been in El Paso, and he advised me to go to the
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brick-yard at Simons, Laguna, located at half an hour’s auto-
mobile ride from Los Angeles and that I would find work there.
I went to that place and got a job there. They paid me $4.00
for working eight hours, but what eight hours! I was left almost
dead, especially the first days. I had to buy my groceries from
the commissary store of the same brick factory, so that very little
of my pay was left. After about six months of this I began to
think of some way of earning more or of having some other
job and I then found a friend of mine who proposed to me that
we plant a number of acres of land together. We planted let-
tuce, tomatoes and chicory, and I kept on at the same time
working in the brick-yard so that I was working day and night.
I got up at four in the morning and began to work on the field,
then at about seven after break-fast I would go to the brick-
yard and work there until five or six in the afternoon whenever
the shift was over. I would then leave and go directly to the
little farm and keep on working until eight or nine at night
when T went to get my supper and to rest. After the first crop,
which came out well, I was encouraged to rent some land on my
own account and work for myself, so that I left working in the
brick-yard where I had been for a year and nine months. I
rented 13 acres the first year, paying $55.00 a year in rent for
each acre. I had to pay for water and buy the seed in addition
but I worked hard until I got the first crop of turnips, which
turned out well, and from that time on I have kept on at that
kind of work although I ought to say that I have suffered a
great deal, for the market sometimes gets very low and no one
will buy and then one has to sell cheaper or lose all of one’s crop.
As I have always wanted my people to keep their pride I began
the organization of a ‘Comisién Honorifica’™ in Simons and at

T A patriotic committee which had charge of the celebration of the Mexican
holidays.
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the same time started the idea of the colony, for I have always
wanted to go back to Mexico as soon as it might be possible.
There was a good response to my appeal; we have been working
on it about a year and a half until we have seen it almost
brought to a successful conclusion.

“I am a Catholic, but not a fanatic. I haven’t gone to
Church since I have been here nor have I had time to pray, for
my work hasn’t allowed me to do that, but I have baptized my
children and have tried to see that they, especially my daugh-
ters, should lean towards the Catholic faith but not fanaticism.

“As T don’t know how to read, I have almost never bought
papers except those that I have taken home to my children.
They have even learned to read English in the four years that
we have been in this country. I learned to sign my name here
in Simons, for I needed to learn to do that in order to handle the
affairs of the ‘Comisién Honorifica’ and of the colony which 1
have had charge of.

“I don’t believe that I will ever return to this country for I
have here spent the hardest days of my life; it is here where I
have worked the hardest and earned the least. Besides the peo-
ple here don’t like us, for even the Japanese treat the Mexicans
without considerations of any kind. They think that we aren’t
as good as they and as we are submissive they do whatever
they want to with our labor which they often steal with im-
punity.

“As I have always been with one foot in the stirrup, ready
to go back to Mexico, I don’t even have a decent little house to
which to invite you. I have built this little hut on the land
which I have been renting. I built it myself. At first I had a
carpenter, but I saw that he had spent two days taking meas-
urements and making estimates so that I sent him away and I
myself built the cottage.”
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GONZALO PLANCARTE

Gonzalo Plancarte, white, 48 years old is a native of Guana-
juato.

“I was a motherless child and had to work very hard at
farm work with my father from the time I was very small. My
father worked on shares and had a number of farm animals,
but he was told to leave the estate on which we were near
Abasolo because he had those animals, and they wanted to
have only cattle with the brand of the estate. We then went
to Michoacan and worked there for a time, but the same thing
happened. They only wanted to have on the estate horses
and oxen but not cows, because they only wanted to raise their
own animals. We thus kept going from one place to another
until my father had to sell his livestock. My father died in
1900, and then I came with a friend to the United States and
worked on the railroad for two years. I then left the United
States and went to Mexico City. I got a good job there as a
street car conductor, earning a good little salary. I was mar-
ried right there in the capital and had a little daughter who
died when very small. Tiring of being a conductor, I presented
my resignation to the company, about 1gog. The manager,
who knew me well, said that he wouldn’t accept the resigna-
tion and that he was going to promote me to inspector because
I worked steadily and faithfully for the company. But since I
had already agreed with my wife to return to the United States
I told him that I still wanted to quit; so he asked me for a
reason. I told him that I was sick and he then said that he
would accept my resignation but he wanted me to know that
whenever I wanted to return to the job it would be ready for
me and he even gave me a good letter of recommendation. I
came to Los Angeles and very soon found a job here in the
freight station of the S. P. Lines. I earned $2.00 a day there
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and worked 8 hours. I was later transferred to the baggage
department and they paid me a little more because they saw
that I did my work well. Afterwards as I was offered more pay
in a construction company, they were going to pay me $3.00 a
day for g hours work, I went to work there. It is true that the
work was very hard and perhaps that was why I got tired of it
and then I went as a laborer to a farm in the Imperial Valley. I
was with some American owners who showed me how to use
the seeding machines and the automobiles. I was later also
working in the beet fields here in California. They liked me a
lot on the farm (of American owners) where I was. They let me
have three acres free so that I could plant whatever I wanted
to, and I planted little plots of vegetables which brought me in
alittle money. I then rented fifty acres and planted all of them
in beets and as the war has started they bought all of my crop
and I made good profits. I planted beets again but a part of
the crop was lost and the price had gone down, and I was hard-
ly able to get back what I had spent in seeds and for the rent
of the land. T didn’t come out so bad at that, but I didn’t want
to go on with rented land, and I got a job on the Santa Fe of
Salt Lake City. I made a good American friend there and this
friend once asked me if I knew the agricultural lands in Mexico
and I told him that of course since I had been brought up there.
He then proposed to me that I should go with him to work in
Mexico. He was going to give me a good salary and we were
going to go on shares in certain businesses. He told me that he
was going to tell me when we were to leave, but we didn’t see
each other again, so that nothing came of the affair. By that
time I had learned some English, at least enough to make my-
self understood. Tired of working on the railroad, I returned to
Laguna and here got thirty acres rented, which I have been cul-
tivating during the last few years, at one time with alfalfa, an-
other turnips, lettuce, and chicory. I bought a tractor on the
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installment plan in order to break the soil and then I got a
number of dairy cows from an American. The contract was
that I was to pay him $s500.00 in three months for the cows, and
if I didn’t pay him by the end of that time I would return them
to bim and he would keep whatever payments I had made,
for I had to give him a certain amount each month. What
happened to me was that I thought that he would give me a
chance to give the milk to some company but he didn’t, and
I had to go about many days looking for a place where I could
sell the milk. Finally T got a creamery to take it. So far I had
gotten along well, but the creamery went bankrupt and they
didn’t pay me what they owed me for the milk. I couldn’t find
another creamery which wanted it, for they told me that there
was too much milk on the market. Then I began to lose money.
Time went on until the three months passed. Then I told the
owner of the cows to come for them and that he should keep
the payments that I had made, which were perhaps some
$200.00. He sent for his cows the next day and a few days
later a man came and seized my machine, a little Ford, almost
new. I came to Los Angeles to look for some authority to whom
to make a complaint, when I met a man, purely by accident,
who spoke to me and then said “Don’t you remember me?”
It was my friend the American. He told me that he was a
miner now, and that he had mines in Sonora and other parts of
Mexico. He had become the president of a mining company
and asked me how I was. I told him what had happened to
me and he then said that those persons were robbers and didn’t
have any right to take my machine. He took me in his own car
and we went to see those people, and there he called them all
kinds of names and they kept quiet. He said that it was best
for them to fix things up right and return me my machine, that
I was an honest man and that if they didn’t fix things up he was
going to see his lawyer and he didn’t mind spending 20, 30 or
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40 thousand dollars but he was going to see to it that things
were done legally. He then took me to his lawyer and he sum-
moned those persons to court and there my friend’s lawyer
spoke and cited the laws which he had marked with ribbons so
as to prove that they had stolen my car. Their lawyer didn’t
say a word and the judge has given them two weeks in which to
prepare their defense and it is that with which I am now oc-
cupied. ‘

“Tt was rather easy to make a living when I first came to
California but now it is made harder each day. The rent on
the land is getting higher and higher each year and it has been
divided up so much that the land is almost tired of being ex-
ploited so much. The people are not satisfied with what it pro-
duces from its own strength but use a great deal of chemicals
to fertilize it and make the trees give fruit almost by force.
That is why I want to leave here and I hope that perhaps in-
September when my tenancy contract expires I can go to the
colony in AciAmbaro, because all those who are going there are
my friends and I want to be a man of peace and of work. T
have many papers which prove that Tam a good man. T haven’t
gone to church for many years, not because I am not a Catholic
for I am since my parents gave me that religion but my work
won’t let me. I was very Catholic in Mexico. I went to church
there every Sunday with my old woman but here she goes
alone. I have alwayslived asin Mexico. Ialways eat my meals
in the style of our country and I want my children to be brought
up that way. I now have four. I now have a 26 acre farm
rented and I pay $8co a year. In addition I pay for the water
and other expenses. I have my tractor, my cultivator, my
harrow and a truck. All of these are useful to me in my work.
I have alfalfa planted now and I am going to plant corn and I
hope to have good crops. I also have two good work horses and
some little savings. I am thinking of taking all these with me
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to spend my last days in Mexico for in spite of the fact that I
have lived here so many years I can’t get used to it.

“My American overseers, the owners of the land which I
have rented, my American and Italian friends have tried hard
to get me to ‘swear to the Flag’ [get American citizenship pa-
pers]. But they haven’t got me to do it because I don’t ever
want to change my nationality; my country is above every-
thing else. I don’t care if other nations don’t protect me. They
have said that those who swear to the Flag are helped more
than those who remain aliens, but I don’t care about that. I
live from my work and I don’t care about anything else. For
that same reason now that they are young I want to take my
children to Mexico so that they will keep on being Mexicans.
I don’t want to say that we don’t like the Americans and those
of other countries for that is another thing. All those with
whom I have had dealings have been very good and it would
be very ungrateful of me to complain about them or not to
like them.”

POLICARPO CASTRO

Castro, is a mestizo, native of Guadalajara, Jalisco.

“My trade is that of a mason. I learned that when I wasa
boy, for my father, two of my uncles and three brothers are
masons. I began to learn the trade when still very small. I
worked carrying bricks, mixing and at other work. I am now
married and have five children. I know almost all of the Mexi-
can Republic and all of my native state. I was in all parts,
working almost always as a mason and at other times as a met-
chant. The masons of Mexico are not like the Americans who
only know how to lay bricks or do some other set job. No, in
Mexico one learns everything, from how to use the shovel to
constructing a house. According to the way of doing things
there they only tell one that they want a house with so many
rooms. Then one makes the drawing without as many prints
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as the Americans and an estimate of the cost and if an agree-
ment is reached one builds the house. One who does that is
said to be a mason, and of that kind of masons there are none
here; although it is true that they know how to lay brick well
and are better in that, but that doesn’t do any good over there.
When I was in Guadalajara in 1915 the revolution became very
bad and there wasn’t any work of any kind. I then decided to
come to the United States. My father had already gone by that
time. I came to El Paso, Texas, and didn’t have any trouble in
crossing the border. When I got to that city the first thing that
I did was to sign up to go and work on the railroad, because
there wasn’t anything else and one always needs money and
one has to take whatever work one can find or else starve to
death, especially in this country where they don’t know what
kindness is and where we Mexicans have no protection. At the
time when I began to work on the tracks they paid $1.50 a day.
We worked hard nine hours a day. At times they gave us some
extra work but we didn’t get paid for it. I kept on working on
the railroad through Arizona until T got to Los Angeles. Here
I managed to get a job as a mason’s helper and then I did earn
$4.00. I kept on at this for a good time so that I was able to
save, and I sent for my wife. I had two children then and we
had the other three here. I had to go for my family to Ciudad
Juarez and then bring them here to this city. Then bad times
came and I have gone from one place to another working as a
laborer for I haven’t found anything else because the masons’
union don’t want to admit Mexicans. And besides one doesn’t
know the language, which is a disadvantage. But although I
have worked as a laborer I have always tried to learn every-
thing that I could. I have worked in cement, in a brick-yard,
laying pipes (installation and making of concrete pipes) and
have learned all that sort of work, even how to make entrances
and walks for a garage with an incline. All that will do me some
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good in Mexico. Also, working as a laborer, I have learned in
the Imperial Valley how to run agricultural machinery so that
now that I am going to the colony I will at first be able to do
farm work and then if the comrades want to build houses for
everyone, or even if it only be mine, I can build it little by little.
First I can lay the foundations and then something else until
I have my little house and I can paint it myself so that it will
be pretty. Iknow that if I want to amount to something in any
work I will have to do it there in Mexico, because the Ameri-
cans only despise us. T have lived here because of pure necessity
and because Mexico was in revolution but I have been here be-
causel had to be and now that we are going I feel very different.

“T am a Catholic and I have no reason to deny it. It is true
that I almost never go to Church but I pray at night, and so
does my wife and my children. I was taught to read in a
Catholic school in Guadalajara and my parents always taught
me to respect and believe in that faith and I have taught my
children. But that doesn’t mean that I blind myself. I respect
the beliefs of all other people and I believe that what is worth
most is work and honesty.”

FELIPE MONTES

Sr. Felipe Montes, mestizo (predominantly white), is a native
of Leon, Guanajuato. He lives in this city on Main Street, is
the owner of a barber shop and of a little house built with his
savings.

“When I was small, in Leon, I spent my time studying music.
I liked that a lot. Almost all of my family are musicians, for
my father is a musician and two of my brothers are also. I
was going to a music academy but when I had gotten pretty
well along the academies were closed because the revolution
began. Then there was a time when it was necessary to work
to support one’s self, for everything was very dear, work was
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scarce and the revolution had disturbed everything in general.
My father had a mule and I spent my time loading cigars and
fresh water on it and selling them, especially to the revolution-
ary soldiers. I carried on that business in Celaya and other
places. To tell the truth I don’t like the revolution for on ac-
count of it T wasn’t able to go on studying music or anything
else. When things got bad on the battle front I would go off on
my mule to the scene of action, many times endangering my
life. T was about seventeen at that time. I then decided to
learn to be a barber and I went to a barber shop in Leon as an
apprentice. I would give shines and cleaned the hats and suits
of the clients so that they would give me some tips. Once I
became a barber, I then earned a little more money and I got
the desire to go out for adventure, to know other places. Two
of my brothers were already in this country. They were in
New York. I went to Mexico City and was there for a whilein a
good barber shop; then I went to Orizaba, later to Vera Cruz
and from there I went to Progreso and later to Merida, Yuca-
tan. Iliked to go from one place to another, and my trade was
good for that, since one can find work wherever one goes. I
kept on going from one place to another until I came back to
Leon. When I got back to that city my brothers were there
and they told me about all the things they had seen in the
United States. My brothers would many times get to talking
nothing but English and this would make me angry and jealous.
I then decided to come to the United States in order to learn
English so that my brothers wouldn’t out-do me. Nevertheless
before coming to the United States I went over to the Pacific
coast of Mexico, then I went to Chihuahua, and from there to
Ciudad Juarez, from where I crossed over to El Paso. Because
I had spent so much for transportation, and also for the wisé
on my passport and the head-tax and other expenses, I ar-
rived in El Paso almost without any money, as do the majority
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of Mexicans. As I wanted to go as far into the interior as pos-
sible and as soon as possible in order to learn English, I didn’t
have any other choice but take an enganche and I went to work
on the tracks in the state of Arizona. But as there are people
who weren’t born for the tracks, I was in that work for only a
time; it is very hard and one earns very little. I went back to
barbering. In the course of time I went to different parts of
this country, in the west, and mid-west. I went about bumming
on trains from one part to another, but nothing ever happened
to me nor was I roughly handled. Sometimes one of the brake-
men on the train on which I was surprised me, but didn’t do
anything to me. Finally tired of going from one place to an-
other, and with a little money saved, I decided to go back to
Leon. That was after I had been in this country a year without
having been able to learn hardly any English. One of my broth-
ers had already returned to New York, and was playing in one
of the orchestras there. My other brother was in Leon directing
a small orchestra. I stayed about a year in Leon and got tired
of being there, for I earned very little in the barber trade and
anyway I wanted to keep on adventuring. So I started again on
the road to the United States. This time I came directly to
Los Angeles and as I knew something about the customs of
this country I didn’t find it very hard to get along. Here, with
the great facility with which one can get credit, especially if one
pays what one owes, I got the idea of establishing a small
barber shop, even though it be modest. I went to the ‘Barber
Supply Company’ and there asked them to give me a credit of
some three hundred or four hundred dollars, but one of the
employees put it into my head that I should buy those modern
chairs and should put baths in the barber shop and I don’t
know what else, so that the total when we came to an agree-
ment was a credit of more than $1,000. I think that it was
$1,500. Then I opened my barber shop and I have had to work
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hard to keep on paying the payments. That was about three
years ago. I now lack a little of finishing the payments.

“I became acquainted with a girl here from Guanajuato,
who is now my wife. I fell in love with her and we were sweet-
hearts about two years and finally married. I then got further
into debt, for I spent more than three hundred dollars on the
marriage, because I did it very fancy. I was married in the St.
Tsabel Catholic Church and to the church alone I paid $40.00.
I had several padrinos; we had a little party and everything
was very happy. We also had to spend money for pictures, for
my father asked me from Leon to send him our wedding pic-
ture. I made confession to get married, so that they would let
us, but I rather deceived the priest for they deceive one also.
I believe in the existence of God, but although I am Catholic
because my parents taught me that faith, I don’t believe in
anything else about it. I can’t believe in telling about my in-
timate things to the priests because I know what they are. I
have an intimate secret which makes me hate them and despise
them always. I can’t tell what that secret is but it is what
makes me not believe in the priests. I have a little son now.
He is nearly a year old now and I haven’t baptized him nor
will I baptize him in spite of the fact that my parents want him
to be baptized now. They themselves want to be the god-
parents, or else they tell me to name so-and-so. I tell them in
the first place that I don’t want godparents of any kind, I tell
others that it is not yet time to baptize the child, and that I
will have to wait until I have a little money. Others ask me if
I don’t have a religion. What I don’t want to do is to baptize
my son. My wife was a little Catholic at the beginning, but I
kept on giving my ideas little by little until I have almost done
away with her ideas. Now she herself doesn’t want us to have
our child baptized but she lets herself be guided by her parents
and by what the people say. That about confession is nothing
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but deceit. The priests only make fools of themselves. Only
when something which is said in the confessional interests them
do they pay any attention above all in the case of women. I
confessed myself when I was married only for that but I didn’t
say anything but lies to the priest. It happens that when one
falls in love with a girl one then wants to see ‘if one can do
something,’ but if the girl won’t let one then one has to ask
for her to marry her for only in that way can one get what one
wants. If the girl is Catholic, or advised by her family, then
one has to be married by the church if one really cares for her.
That was what happened to me. Later one’s illusion passes,
but if one has the good luck to find that one’s wife is a good
worker and helps one then one can say ‘Good! This woman
suits me.” And one gets used to living with her, until as the
months and the years go by one gets to understanding the
other more and more until they really care for each other and
even more when they have a child.

“Working, and with the help of my wife, I have managed
to buy a little house. I used to live in that house but it turned
out to be too far from where I have my barber shop, so that my
parents-in-law have gone to live there and my wife and I have
fixed a place here in the barber shop in which to live.

“A little before my son was born I was a little short of money
and had to borrow some. Work was a little scarce and then,
since I liked my drinks, and still do, instead of buying my pints
of wine for myself alone, I began to buy gallons of ‘corn whisky’
or of other kinds of whisky in order to sell it to my friends,
since they were always asking me where they could get a drink.
I sell it to them at $1.00 a pint or $o.25 a drink. When I'm
not here my wife takes charge of waiting on them, and also
when I am very busy. This leaves us with a little money which
has helped me out a lot, and as I only sell to those I know I
don’t run any danger. Sometimes I get some awful scares when
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some gas inspector comes to inspect the stoves and the baths
and due to some carelessness of mine has been at the point of
discovering where I have the liquor.

“In the matter of food I have nothing to complain of, for
my wife knows how to cook well Guanajuato style. She espe-
cially knows how to make the salads which we like so well and
as there are lots of greens here I don’t miss anything. You
know that they call us from Guanajuato ‘panza verde’ because
we eat a lot of lettuce of which there is a lot here. I don’t like
meat, that is the meat they have here, for it isn’t fresh.

“Of the newspapers which are published here I read espe-
cially La Opinion for it has some good writers, good news and
isn’t like the other papers, El Eco de Mexico and El Heraldo
which at times act as though they were gossips. I don’t read
the American newspapers because I haven’t been able to learn
to read English, I can speak hardly any.

“I don’t enjoy the movies and the theatres here but I go
to take my wife. She likes the American movies especially.

“I don’t know when I will go from here, for although I am
always wanting to go to Leon and my wife is also, my father
has advised me not to go from here for the revolutions are still
continuing there. He says that if T am getting along well here
and making good money it is better that I stay some time long-
er. But I still have the idea of going back to Leon and establish
a good barber shop there, like this one that I have here. I
might make more money although here I have advantages in
the matter of credit.

“I don’t set hours for my barbers. They can come and go
when they wish, for the more work they do the more they earn.
I pay them sixty percent of what they make. They have to
bring their own tools and I furnish powders, toilet water, etc.
We charge fifty cents for a hair cut and twenty-five for a shave.
I see to it that my customers are satisfied in everyway and am
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careful in attending to them for that way they come back. We
work all day Sunday. It is perhaps the day of the week when
there is the most work, for our fellow countrymen come from
the nearby towns.

“I want to go back to Leon because it is my country and I
love Mexico because it is my country. But I like it better here
for one can work more satisfactorily. No one interferes with
one and one doesn’t have to fear that there will be or that there
won’t be revolutions.”

GILBERTO HERNANDEZ

Sr. Gilberto Herndndez has lived in the United States since
1913. He is a printer (compositor) by trade but in the United
States he has worked as a mason’s assistant, a miner, in asphalt-
ing the streets, as a cotton picker and in other trades.

“Tam a native of Culiacan, Sinaloa. My parents had a small
store. I went to school and was in the fourth grade when I
began to want to learn to be a printer. Then what I did was
to go to a print-shop after school to learn the trade. I was
learning the trade from type setting to binding but my parents
didn’'t know that, for T didn’t tell them where I went after
school. My father had a misfortune there in Culiacan, and
then without money he decided to go to Guaymas. My par-
ents went, and left me with Don Alberto Correa, who was the
owner of the print-shop, to take care of as if I was his son. I
then stopped going to school and gave all my time to learning
the trade. I was already a pressman and knew all about the
business. Don Alberto gave me hardly fifty centavos a week
but nevertheless I kept on learning. But one day I quarreled
with the nephew of Don Alberto who is Clemente Sinchez who
was also learning the trade. One day I hit him and left the
print-shop. I went to a little farm which my mother had near
Culiacan. I was there when Ignacio Martinez, a well-known
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journalist, called me to go and make his paper in Culiacan. I
went with him in order to learn how to print but it turned out
that the type there had wooden rollers with which to print the
newspaper. 1t was very small. First one had to print one page
and then the other, and it came out all stained. Finally Don
Ignacio bought a press very cheap which a German company
had ordered for wooden type, but as they couldn’t run it there
they sold it to Don Ignacio. We found out how to run that
press and then the paper came out good. As I wished to learn
some more I told Don Ignacio that I no longer wanted to work
with him. He then offered to pay me six or seven pesosa day and
said I could take charge of the odd jobs, the repair work, cards,
etc. Finally I got tired of being there and I went to Guaymas,
Sonora. There I worked for Don Julio Cortés, who was the
man who founded a newspaper in Los Angeles, California. I
also had trouble there with a brother of Don Julio. I had
married by then. I went to Cananea, Sonora, and was working
there in the mine ‘Democrata’ and in other mines earning less
than in the printing business for I was working as a loader until
I began to drill. Then I began to earn more, and then they
put me in charge of the press at the mine. By that time I was
well fixed, but the work at the mines stopped about then be-
«cause the revolution had already started. I returned to Guay-
mas and there got a job as a brake-man on the railroad and did
other jobs. But about that time the revolutionists were com-
ing. They were already riding on the trains. Once I had to ride
on a flat-car with a cannon and I didn’t like that because I
didn’t like the business of fighting. I pretended I was sick and
asked for my discharge but they didn’t want to give it to me.
Don Julio, however, made several attempts to get me released,
until at last they let me go free. I am forgetting to tell you that
when I fought with Clemente they took me to jail and gave
me a fine of $6.00 which I paid and from that time I ceased to
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work with Don Alberto. By 1913 I came to Tucson. There I
was working in a print-shop taking my family with me all the
time. Later I went to Nogales, Arizona, and from there to
Hermosillo and then I returned to Cananea. But I didn’t like
it very much any longer in that time of revolution and as I
am fond of my drinks it was all very different. When one feels
one’s self ‘happy’ one is capable of almost anything. All this
happened from 1913 and with so many goings and comings it
got to be 1917. By then I had three children. When I came
then to Phoenix, they paid me $7.00 a day as there was a lack
of men for the work, for working as a mason’s helper or as a
laborer in cement work. I worked that way for some time and
when cotton picking time came here in the valley I came with
all my family to pick cotton. As there weren’t many workers
then they paid well and as I, my wife, and my children picked,
we made as much as $10.00 and sometimes more. We were
picking cotton once when I had a serious difficulty with an
American who was the manager for he had wished to cheat me
on the weight of the cotton and I wouldn’t let myself be done.
We has an exchange of words and we even called each other
names. Then all the chicanada* came to my help and we came
mighty near lynching him. After that we stayed so-so. I went
around with my pistol and he with his and we would only look
at each other from a distance. But the sheriff, who was a Mex-
ico-Texan, told me to leave my pistol at home and that when
I saw the manager come with his pistol I should send word to
him to come and confiscate it. I did that and anyway as I had
already told the boss what had happened he finally decided to
take away the manager and put another in his place. We had
this one changed also, as I had trouble with him. This was be-
cause I had a little cart in which we workers left all the coats
while we went to pick cotton; and a dog which I had was left

*I.e., Mexicans.
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there. It was savage and wouldn’t let anyone come near. Once
the wife of the manager came near as though she wished to
search one of the coats and the dog came mighty near biting
her but only scared her. Then her husband came and wanted
to kill the dog. I told him that if he killed it, I would kill him.
He then answered that it was prohibited having dogs. T then
told him that it was prohibited to come around trying to steal
things which belong to other people. What we did was to ask
to have him changed and then the boss put in a Mexican as
manager. We got along well with him, for he weighed the cot-
ton right and didn’t cause us any trouble. The sheriff also
watched the farm and always did the right thing by us, for, as
he was a Mexico-Texan, he always took our part. I was on not
only one cotton plantation but also on others. We started a
pool-hall but everything kept getting worse and worse. I came
back to the press here. Ihave almost alwaysearned $4.00 daily.
Perhaps if I could printin English I could earn more but the trou-
ble is that I know nothing of English. I have scarcely learned
one word so as to make myself understood as when I go to buy
something and I can almost say that I don’t know any English.
The place where I have earned the most was Nogales because I
had the advantage that T earned good pay on the American
side and could then buy the groceries, fresh meat and other
things in Nogales, Sonora. But I have come to see that after
all the pay amounts to about the same here or there, for one
now gets $4.00 in Mexican silver or perhaps less but I think
everything is cheaper than here. In the long run by working
one can live anywheres although perhaps with a little more
comfort here. I have had four machines in the time that I
have been here, Fords, and other kinds. The one I have now is
a Dodge. I bought it on installments and have now finished
paying for it. I always like to have a machine for in that way
I can carry on some little businesses. Today, for example, now
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that the water-melon harvest is near I am thinking of going to
bring water-melons. There are also other things I can do; the
thing is to make what one can to live. I have had a rather hard
time during the last few years of my life for I have a sickness in
the stomach. What I eat doesn’t do me much good, I can
scarcely digest it. Almost all of the doctors here have seen me
already. Some give me injections, others have given me purga-
tives, medicines, narcotics, but none has cured me. I have even
gone to California to cure myself and a doctor there told me
that it was tuberculosis. But I have nothing of the kind. An-
other has told me that it is inflammation of the stomach; the
fact is that no one has cured me in a definite way. They get
me well for two or three months and I again get worse. I am
feeling better now because I am taking water with bark of the
mesquite, that is the skin of the white part which lies between
the bark and the wood of the mesquite, daily. The water is a
little bitter but I can swallow it, and in that way I can eat
something. But when I drink natural water then I get sick.
I now have six children, three who were born in Mexico and
three here. With one who died I would have had seven. All
go to the American school and are learning English. I have
taught them Spanish and they have learned to read it and
write it. I have never changed my nationality nor do I think
of doing so. I have hope of going back to Mexico but only
when the situation has settled of which there is no indication
because when it isn’t one it is another who has risen in arms
and that is why I believe that we Mexicans can’t do anything
for we are always fighting for one thing or another. I have
hopes of going as far as Culiacan in my machine, going by
Hermosillo and other places in Sonora only T think that the
gasoline is very high there. But that will come in time. For the
present I expect to live here a long time longer. I want to see
if my stomach won’t get well, which is what doesn’t let me
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live, nor anything. I even had to sell the other automobiles
which I had on account of the sickness.

“Since my parents taught me the Catholic religion I am a
Catholic. I respect and like that religion, even though I tell
you that since I came here I have been in the Church only two
or three times. It is the same with my wife but I have bap-
tized and confirmed our children although we hardly practice
the faith. It was more or less the same in Mexico, although
there we went to Mass almost every Sunday. The presses here
aren’t like those of the interior of Mexico, but are like those of
Sonora, especially in the distribution of the type. They have
the U and the J at the end. The upper case is arranged very
differently from the lower case. In Sonora the presses are the
same; also the type is a little different. My food here has al-
ways been Mexican style. I have never lacked frijoles and the
tortillas even though they be of flour, when they aren’t of corn,
and my wife tries to make dishes according to our style. We
have stew which is a favorite with us, although the meat here
isn’t very good because it isn’t fresh. It is almost always meat
which has been packed. Here there is nothing but “corn
whisky”” and beer that has a kick, and which is made in the
houses for the times when one wants to have a good time. It
has been a long time since 1 have drunk anything, first because
that filth isn’t good for anything, but is rather poison, and
second because my stomach sickness doesn’t let me take it.”

JUAN RUIZ

Juan Ruiz lives on Fisher Street. He is short in stature, a
mestizo markedly Indian in type. His wife is white and his
sons are white. He is from Uruapan, Michoacan, and she is
from Ojinaga.

When Juan was about fourteen he acquired bad habits from
some boys he knew. Once his father beat him because he
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smelled liquor on his breath and he decided to rob him and to
run away. (As everyone in his family worked they all lived
comfortably and he was brought up with the best a small town
has to offer). One day he robbed his father of a hundred and
fifty pesos and fled to Guadalajara where he had some rela-
tives. But he feared that they were going to tell on him and
he decided to cross the border. When he reached Ciudad
Juarez, a family, whom he told that he was an orphan going
to Los Angeles to join a member of his family, got him across
the bridge. He then told them that he had some money for his
passage and he came as far as Los Angeles. This was about
twenty-five years ago. He worked at fruit picking and harvest-
ing at first but later learned the trade of mechanic and then he
married. He has always had very good pay, five-fifty and six
dollars a day with steady work and as much consideration as
if he had been an American. He has never been bothered about
naturalization. In the factory where he now works he runs a
machine for making mattresses. Two years ago he had a terri-
ble accident. The machine tore off part of his scalp and the
skin of his face. He was in the County Hospital for about nine
months and had five operations. The skin he has on his face
now is taken from his body.

They treated him very well in the hospital and the company
heads visited him and his family didn’t lack for anything.
Finally they gave him damages of $2,000, with which he bought
the house in which he lives. His furniture is of the comfortable
American sort, plush in the latest style. He has a Pianola and
a nice bedroom set. Juan is a good workman. He can read in
Spanish as well as in English. He belongs to a Masonic lodge
and his ideas are quite socialistic. He continues very much a
Mexican both in spirit as well as in habits. His meals are genu-
inely Mexican and he gets angry when his children, of whom
there are five, speak English at home because they were born
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here. He talks with enthusiasm to them of the fruits and the
landscapes of his country and there is no better way to win his
good will than to say that Uruapan is a paradise, it is so
beautiful and so fertile. Then he cries with emotion and says
he wants to go back right away but his family wouldn’t be
happy there now because they are used to many things that
they would not have there, in Mexico. He has always wanted
his children to keep their love for Mexico and he has sent them
to little Mexican schools. He has just organized with some
others a society which they call “El Pensador Mexicano’” and
which has as an object the encouragement of instruction in
Spanish, not selfishly for their own children only, but for the
sons of Mexico who live outside their country. He never goes
to church but allows his family to. ,

He has never had any trouble with the American authorities
nor with the Americans with whom he has dealt, although he
has always lived in Mexican communities. He says that he
feels as though he were in Mexico. The American environment
hasn’t changed his language in the least. He doesn’t use
pockismos.*

He doesn’t want to go back to Mexico because there are no
industries there, and since he has only been in some cities of
the interior he doesn’t know what the Capital is like.

As his eldest daughter now is sixteen and it is she that picks
out the music pieces for the phonograph and for the Pianola,
American jazz music is all that is to be heard in this house.
Juan doesn’t like it when that is played and is always promising
to get Mexican pieces. He celebrates the 16th of September
and takes an active part in the Mexican national festivals and
attends all kinds of Mexican lectures.

He wouldn’t like it for his daughters to marry foreigners
and he has taught his children not to be ashamed of being

* Americanisms.
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Mexicans. He dresses exactly like a laborer in the Capital of
Mexico.

He goes to the Mexican theaters and has never gone to the
elegant American theaters nor to an American restaurant.
Neither does he know anything about boxing or baseball.

ASUNCION FLORES

Asuncién Flores is a mestizo, a native of Michoacan.

“T came to the United States hardly knowing why, but for-
tune has been with me, and although I have gone through
many difficulties and troubles I have always come out ahead in
my adventures. I came to this country when I was twelve; now
I am thirty-two; so I have lived here twenty years without
once returning to Mexico. I do not even know where my par-
ents are, although the day that I find out I will go to them at
once. Iran away from home, on account of a beating my father
gave me because I quarreled with another boy. He beat me on
a street corner; then I went home and robbed him of some
money and took a train without knowing where I was going. I
know now that it was the train that goes through Irapuato; it
took me to Ciudad Juarez. After traveling a long way I real-
ized that I was in Ciudad Juarez and then the idea came to me
to go over into the United States. There I found a man who was
a custom-house officer and a young lady who had been in
school. T told them that I was an orphan and that I didn’t
know what to do with myself. Thereupon they decided to bring
me with them to the United States. They were fugitives also,
for the man had taken the young lady from her home. We three
went to New Mexico, where the man worked on the tracks and
in the beet fields, and the lady kept house for him and cooked,
and I didn’t do anything except just follow them from one place
to another. I helped them all I could, but as I was too small
they wouldn’t let me work. The man wasn’t made for hard
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work, and he suffered a great deal. He would come back from
work with his hands torn and very tired, and besides he didn’t
earn so very much. So they decided to go back to Mexico.
When they went they left me in charge of another family. I
made friends with families of countrymen. All of them took
care of me and liked me a lot. Sometimes I would go with them
to the tracks and then to the beet fields. These families were
very good to me. They nicknamed me ‘“‘el sherife,” because I
didn’t work but only went about seeing how they worked. All the
workmen gave me money, especially on pay-days. Some would
give me ffty cents, others a dime or a nickel. I kept saving all
this money and when I had a dollar in small change I exchanged
it for a bill. As I had the pockets of my pants very large I
would tie them in the lower part so that when the men came and
asked: ‘Chamaco, do you have any money?’ and put their hands
in my pockets they didn’t find anything and would give me
more. All this time I stayed with them in one place and then
another. In a little town of New Mexico I used to sweep the
store of a Jew who gave me my clothes, something to eat and
a few cents. In this way I kept on saving until I managed to
have more than $300.c0. In the meantime several years had
gone by and I had become quite a fellow. I also began to work
on the tracks. The boys then proposed that we should go to El
Paso so as to return to Mexico, and I went along with the crowd.
We arrived at El Paso and went to a hotel and took between
the five of us a room with five beds. I took the middle one be-
cause I have never liked beds against the wall because the spiders
can bite one. It was the 16th of September and the boys went
on a great drunk; they kept going with the music from one
place to another, drinking all night. The lady of the hotel told
me very early the next morning that I should give her all the
money I had with me to keep, because if I didn’t all the boys
would come back and as they had spent all of their own money
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they would take mine away from me. After thinking it over a
lot T gave her the $300.00 and kept $20.00; and no more had
this been done, when the boys arrived, all drunk, and began to
ask me to lend them some money, saying they didn’t have any
more and I kept giving them a dollar or two dollars until the
$20.00 that I had kept gave out because since they had been so
good with me I had to help them some. In the end all of them
instead of going to Mexico had to go back to enganchar®and had
to go into the interior. Later the old lady of the hotel told me
‘Didn’t T tell you, they even took away your $20.00; your
money is safe here with me; here you can live as you please,’
and so I stayed in that hotel for more than six months. But I
am going to tell you what happened, which was: The lady was
married to an old American and I believe that he didn’t satisfy
her, because one night, being asleep I woke up suddenly and
found myself with another person in my bed. I thought that
it was one of the boys who was sleeping there and I got up and
lit the lamp. I saw the lady who told me to put out the lamp.
She was completely naked and I was going to lie down in an-
other bed but she told me to go back where I had been. Well,
I laid down with her and she began to draw nearer and after
a while began to embrace me and then I understood what she
wanted and we went on, and after that it was the same thing
every night and sometimes even in the day-time. The hus-
band didn’t suspect anything. Sometimes in the evening she
would take me out to ride in the automobile. She gave me my
meals and called a tailor and ordered him to make me two
suits to measure but little by little she kept confining me until
finally she didn’t even want to let me go out. She wanted to
have me there day and night as if T was her son and I began to
dislike that. She wouldn’t even give me any of my money.
Finally after about six months I got tired. Then I watched her

* Contract labor.
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one day and when she went out on an errand I took the keys,
opened a strong box and took out my $300.00. I didn’t take
any more or less, and with only the suit which I had on my
back, I came to Miami, for I had heard that all the Mexican
laborers signed contracts for Miami. I heard the Mexican
workers speak of Miami here and there and everywhere; so I
came here, Since I arrived I have neither written to nor heard
from the old lady at the hotel. At first I thought that she might
say that I had stolen something from her and since then I have
known nothing of her. On reaching Miami I found that there
wasn’t much work, and besides they didn’t want to admit me to
the mines because they said that I wasn’t strong enough. So
that I began to spend and spend out of the $300.00, and I saw
that it was melting away and I wasn’t earning anything, only
spending. Then I got an idea which saved me. Since no one
knew me and I didn’t care what I did, I put my money in the
bank and went to the red-light district with the idea of getting
a woman who would support me. I went to several disorderly
houses but they wouldn’t pay any attention to me, because
they would all ask me “Do you have any money?”’ ‘“How much
will you give me?” and I would say that I didn’t have a cent.
In a saloon there was a girl very drunk, thrown on the floor,
covered with vomit and undressed, and I said “This is my
chance.” In front of all the other girls and without paying any
attention to them, I wet my handkerchief and cleaned her
mouth. I then asked her where her room was, carried her there,
laid her down, undressed her and put on her some underclothes
that she had there in the room. All the others were only watch-
ing. When she woke up I took her beer and a shot of gin so
that she would get over her daze. With all these attentions I
won her. Besides all the other girls told her that I was the
only one to lift her up and clean her when she was in a helpless
condition. The result was that I lived with her a long time and
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in about four months I was the morrongo of all the whores.
They gave me all that I needed, and so I lived with them for
four years happy and contented. At the end of that time they
were all taken to “El Globo” (Globe, Arizona) and they took
me with them, and I was the only man. I stayed there some
time but when they were going to be deported to El Paso and
Nogales I didn’t want to go with them. They all wanted me to
go with them, but T was afraid of meeting that old lady at the
hotel who might make trouble for me. I returned to Miami and
secured work in the mines. Later I was in other states working
on the railroad, but I came back to Miami with the idea of
staying here a long time. I got a job at the mine and had luck
because they didn’t give me hard work, but a boss track-worker
with two men under me. I have sometimes had ten men under
my orders and even Americans. That has made them mad,
the more so because they see me so chaparrifo* but all thatis
part of life. T have gotten five dollars a day in the mines, which
is one of the best wages which one can get here. And T'll have
you know that in order to put some tracks in a tunnel or some
such place, they would give me the plans in the afternoon and
I without knowing what to do or how. But at night when I go
to my room I prayed three Aves Marias and a Lord’s Prayer
to the Guadalupana® so that she would inspire me, and then as
if dreaming there appeared to me the way to put the tracks
and T did it exactly that way without making a mistake the
next day, and so my work was always very well done. In that
way Our Lady of Guadalupe protected me. I am a Catholic
and pray in my house, but 1 hardly ever go to church for many
reasons, and especially because in all the years that I have
worked at the mine I have worked during the day. Day work
is the best and since they don’t stop a single day at the mine,
I don’t have a chance to go to church. I have always treated

* Short in stature. 2 Qur Lady of Guadalupe—patron saint of Mexicans.
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well my countrymen who have worked under me. I am not
like those foremen who think that they are the owners of the
mine. I have acted as a friend, so I even have a power of sug-
gestion which is very powerful. A Mexican workman taught
it to me in order that I might be able to win all the women that
I wish. It so happened that this workman had a bad arm and
he came to me and said: ‘Pardner, do me a favor as one man to
another; this arm is in pretty bad shape and I only wish to
work a few months in order to get together enough money to
go back to Mexico. But I can’t do any other work than this
track work; so don’t let them go and put me at some other
work.” I promised to do that and kept my word. I had him
there working with me and I wouldn’t let him be taken to any
other place. When the boss came around and said: ‘Give me
two men of those which you have’ I would give him the strong-
est or some others but always kept that poor fellow. Finally
when a number of months had gone by and he had saved what
he needed he came to my room and said; ‘Well, I am very
thankful to you because you have been so decent to me. Now
that I am going I wish to tell you that I hope to repay you
some say. I want you to take this present.” And he gave me a
twenty dollar bill. I didn’t want to take it and I told him that
what I had done was a very simple thing, but he insisted and
went so far as to put the money in my pocket. Then he said:
‘T am going to tell you a secret of suggestion which will make
any woman that you want fall for you’ and he gave me the
secret written on a little piece of paper. I have tried it out and
it has given very good results. But I don’t like to use it because
it don’t seem good to me that a woman should fall that way.
If she wants to, all right, if not, no. Itis a strong power of sug-
gestion which I have in the eyes. 1 have been here in this pho-
tography shop since three weeks ago and I can already take
pictures and develop. I know almost everything and I am
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going to learn to do retouching for the proprietor has told me
that he will teach me the trade well, and will even establish a
studio for me. And this good luck has come to me as easily as
to say ‘Smoke a cigar.” The way in which I came to be a pho-
tographer is as follows. Recently I was half sick, and wasn’t
working. I always went to a pool-room which was around the
corner especially to see a man who owed me a few pennies. I
was seated there when I fell in with this job. The photographer
asked me what I was doing, and I told him, and said that I had
to go to the dispensary which was near his shop for my medi-
cines. We thus began to talk about a lot of things and he asked
me if I thought I would like to be a photographer. I said that
I would and he told me to come to his studio the next day. I
went there very early and then he told me that he had charged
as much as $150.00 to teach the photographers who had come
to him, but that he was going to teach me for nothing and in
addition give me something on which to live while I learned the
trade. So I began, and so it is that he is not only teaching me
but also paying me. He leaves me alone here in his shop and I
take the pictures of those who come and do things that are
easy. He is from Guadalajara, and has other studios at other
mines, so that many times he goes to those places and leaves
me here alone managing the business. And what do I do but
follow the current of fate, for I have good luck. The truth is
I have nothing of which to complain although T am alone, for
I have no wife nor do I wish to have one, nor do I have my
parents, for I don’t even know whether they are living or not,
nor what has become of them. Earlier we wrote to each other
more or less regularly, but when the revolution began they
stopped writing, and I no longer know where they are. The
day that I know where they are I shall go at once. I shall leave
everything, for I have at last come to realize what it is to have
one’s loved parents. I now realize all the wrong that I did them
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but it is late. Nevertheless I do not lose the hope of finding
them. I shall not go back to Mexico for any other reason.
There are only revolutions there, and fights on every hand.
Here I live in peace, everyone knows me well; almost everyone
in Miami is my friend. I always go about clean. I put this
shirt on yesterday and I will change it today, for I have a num-
ber. I am boarding in a boarding-house. There they give me
good food. I think that I am the favorite one of the house. In
all T have nothing to charge against this country nor against
the Mexicans. I have been treated well by everyone for I have
done what is right by all. I have never been arrested nor been
in trouble. I never hide my name from anyone, nor do I say
I am from another place as some of my countrymen do. I am
always the same every place and that is why I get along all
right. T have had some hard times it is true, but I have also
had some good times. As I already knew how to read when I
left home I have not had difficulties in that regard. I read
La Prensa of San Antonio every day and other Mexican dailies
in order to know what is going on over there in Mexico. I have
learned some English from living here so long. Not much, but
I make myself understood with the Americans, although I
can’t read that language. It isnot until now when it is so hard
to learn that I have come to realize that I was very foolish
when I didn’t learn English in my youth. I could then have
had better work today. But then I didn’t care anything about
learning. 1 was satisfied with just living. Now that I am
grown up I have learned that it is better for one to go around
alone and live alone. In that way one keeps out of lots of diffi-
culties.”

5. Tue Uses or LITErRACY

There follow other cases of an adjustment, apparently exte-
rior and instrumental, with the new environment. The first
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three documents are short statements secured from immi-
grants who were returning to Mexico to colonize land there.
The interviewer inquired into the number and nature of the
books that were being carried back to Mexico from the United
States. We are reminded that many immigrants read more in
the United States, especially newspapers. They also publish
newspapers; there are, proportionate to number of Mexicans,
more Mexican newspapers in the United States than in Mexico,
Filomeno Condé learned to write by studying the newspapers.
Elias Gonzéles reads more English than Spanish. “On Sundays
I go to the little square,” says Luis Tenorio, “to hear some of
the fellow workers. That is where I have gotten socialistic
ideas and I read the papers which these friends sell. ....”
Guillermo Salorio states, “I am studying many books and I
now lack very little of being well convinced that God doesn’t
exist.”
EPIFANIO AGUIRRE

Epifanio Aguirre is a native of Jalisco. He has been in the
United States ten years. He is going to AcAmbaro with hig
wife, a native of Penjamillo, Michoacan. He has been working
on the railroad about eight years, carrying and laying ties,
taking care of the line, etc. He earned $2.80 at the least on the
tracks and $3.88 at the most. He worked ten hours at the
most and eight at the least. He worked eight months in the Al-
hambra Foundry. There he earned $4.c0. He worked without
fixed hours, eight hours at the least and at times ten, for the
same pay. Later he earned $3.30 for nine hours work with the
street car company of Los Angeles. He was a mason in Mexico.
He knows how to read and write. He knows very little Eng-
lish. He had a typewriter, a camera, a radio, and other things
which he sold.

He is taking with him the following books: Libro Infernal,
Libro de Ciencias Ocultas de Amores, Libro de San Cipriano,
Libro de los Espiritus, Manual de Hipnotismo, La Telepatia,
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Manual de Confitero and a number of copies of Excelsior and
the Heraldo de Mexico.

He will give his time to farm work and to whatever there is
to do. He is thinking of establishing a starch factory and of
helping with the construction of the houses in the colony.

JESUS ORTIZ

Jests Ortiz, native of San Francisco del Rincon, Guanajuato,
is a mestizo. He is accompanied by his wife Maria Gomez of the
same place and his two sons, Pedro and Zacarfas. The former
is thirty-two and the latter twenty-six. They were born in the
same place as their father. They have been in the United States
seventeen years. They have been most of the time in Santa
Ana, California. He first did contract work in the beet fields.
He made straw hats in San Francisco and earned $g.00 a week
which wasn’t enough to live on. He always lived better in
Mexico. He has worked most of the time for wages and as a
laborer earning sometimes $4.00, at other times $3.00 and even
$2.50. He has been a woodchopper. He was paid $ro.coa cord.
He could cut a cord in a day beginning at seven and finishing
at five in the afternoon but the work is too hard. For this work
an axe is used, a large knife, a heavy hoe, and a shovel. The
worker has to furnish these tools.

He knows how to read in Spanish but doesn’t have any
books. He hasn’t bought any books here.

He is thinking of occupying himself with agriculture. He
would like to plant corn and wheat. He knows how to grow
these grains and others.

FELIPE OROZCO

He is a mestizo, native of Penjamo, Guanajuato, and was
born in 1895. He has with him his fourteen-year-old son, Anas-
tasio. He has lived in the United States since 1922. He worked
two years on a section gang, putting in ties and laying rails. He
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earned $2.46 a day for eight hours of work. He worked on the
Santa Fe at LeGrand, California. Then he went to work for
a construction company in Los Angeles, carrying stone and
sand. He earned from $2.50 to $4.00 a day, for he worked for
several companies. One would pay him one amount and an-
other would pay him another. The day’s work varied from 8
to 10 hours without extra pay. “In many of these jobs the
foremen do whatever they want to do. They tell one to work
so much and if one doesn’t do it one has to leave.”

In Mexico this man worked as a farm laborer earning from
$o.25 to $0.30 a day. There he was given shelter but not board.
That was in the time of Porfirio Diaz.

He says that he knows how to read and write Spanish, but
poorly. He haslearned a little English. He has learned how to
ask for work and says “gare work for me?”

He has books which deal with “naturalism,” and teach how
to cure diseases by means of natural medicines; two chemistry
books; La Religion al Alcance de Todos; La Hija del Cardenal;
Los Masterios de la Inquisicién de Espana; Los Misterios del
Vaticano; Historia de la Filosofia; El Peludo; El Bonete; Tiem-
pos Nuevos de Paris; and three periodicals: El Machete (a com-
munist paper), Redencion, Horizontes Nuevos. These books and
papers were purchased here in Los Angeles. For his boy he is
taking Lectura Instructiva in Spanish.

The son knows a little English. He was going to the Ameri-
can school here. He has a small radio and the mother has a
phonograph.

He says he is going to devote his entire attention to cultivat-
ing the land. .

FILOMENO CONDE

He is white, a native of Michoacan. He is accompanied by
his wife and his three daughters. He came to the United States
for the first time in 1906. In 1908 he went to Mexico to marry
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in 1909. He went back to Mexico in 1911 and returned the
same year to the United States. He went back again to Mexico
and came back, and, in 1913, went to bring his wife, establish-
ing himself from that time on in Laguna. He worked here on
the agricultural lands as a laborer, earning at that time $1.50
a day, which was for the time from sun up to sun down. The last
six years he has rented land, at least six acres, and at the most
ten. He has paid as a2 minimum $14.00 for each acre and a
maximum of $22.00. He cultivated tomatoes, chile, corn, and
squash, which he himself grew and sold. He was in Arizona, in
1913, near Themis. He worked on the frague, where he was paid
$1.00 for ten hours work. In 1gog he was in El Centinela,
Arizona, for seven months with the same work, the same wages,
and the same hours.

He knows how to read and write. (He learned how to read
by himself in Laguna; and in Arizona he learned to write,
taking as a model the newspapers, for where he was there was
no one but Americans.)

He is bringing a phonograph.

Among the books which they are bringing back are Dicciona-
rio Inglés-Espatiol; the novels La Reina del Mercado, Ven-
ganza de una Loca, and other novels which they have brought
here. His children are taking English books. They were edu-
cated in a school of Laguna, an American public school.

ELIAS GONZALES

This man is a mestizo, a native of Parral, Chihuahua.

“My parents and I came to this country in 1911. I was then
12 years old, if I don’t remember wrongly. My father had to
work in the cotton, on the irague and at other jobs while I was
being educated. We were in Albuquerque and Santa Fe, New
Mexico, for many years. There I went to grammar school and
then to high-school; my father sacrificed himself all he could
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so that I would learn something. I learned English well but
I can almost say that it hasn’t done me any good. What was
wrong was that I wasn’t able to learn any trade and I have had
to work very hard where I have found work, whether it was on
the railroad, in the cotton fields or beet fields, in the hotels as a
waiter, as an elevator man, or in the asphalt. I have worked
where I could; the thing was to earn one’s living, especially now
that living is so dear. In Santa Fe, New Mexico, I got married.
My wife is a native of that place, but her parents are Mexicans
who came from old Mexico, so that we both have Mexican cus-
toms, but also have some American customs, I for having lived
herealmost all mylife and she for having been bornin this coun-
try. She and I are Catholics and our wedding was celebrated in
the church; we also had a sumptuous feast to which many of our
countrymen went. We go to Mass at the church on Sundays
and my wife always prays at night so that God will protect us,
but our fortune has changed a lot lately and the difficulties
through which we have gone aré so many that at times we
don’t even have enough to eat, as in these last two months
when I have been without work. I now have three children
and the three have been baptized, and I am only waiting till
they reach the age to be confirmed and when I have money for
it—for one has to pay and besides I like to have a little party.
Only once have I wanted to go back to Mexico; that was when
T managed to save $300.00. I was going to go to Chihuahua
with that money, leaving my wife and children here until I was
able to get work there. But it turned out that all of my money
was spent in Ciudad Juarez in nothing but drinking and music.
It didn’t last me fifteen days and I had to come back. Accord-
ing to information which was given to me in Juarez, and judg-
ing by what many friends have told me, the wages over there in
Mexico are very low and are scarcely enough to live on; so
that only taking a good sum of money can one go to establish
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a business or something which can produce enough to live on,
and in which one doesn’t have to work as hard as here. In
reality I don’t have anything for which to complain against the
Americans, but I don’t like them as I do the Mexicans. They
are very different, and one can always get along better with
those of one’s own race. It is because I am not a citizen that
I find it almost impossible to find work, for at many places
where I go to find work the first thing that they ask me is
‘Are you a citizen?’ (They mean an American citizen.) And
when I tell them that T am not they say that there isn’t any
work. Work is very scarce here now. At the house where I
live the lady, who is from this country, but Mexican, is every
day asking for the rent, and for the rent. I already owe two
months and she has said to take my things out on the street and
that she would keep the stove which we have. But I have told
her that try as I do I can’t find work, that I have looked for
everything and found nothing. I sometimes scarcely get
enough to eat for my children. Iknow very well that the owner
of the house even if she wanted to throw me out couldn’t, for
the law protects me, since I don’t have work and I can’t set out
to steal. When I have work then it will be different. Then I
will pay everything that I owe her. I wouldn’t care if I didn’t
have a house but for my wife and my children. If I was alone
I could sleep beneath a bridge; when I was alone I did it many
times, but now that I am married it is different, and especially
with children. The other day I went to the city and saw the
consul so as to get him to give me a letter of recommendation
or something in order to get work. But he said he couldn’t do
anything, that he wouldn’t have anything to do with me. He
almost didn’t want to talk to me for he told me that he was
very busy. So it is that one is without protection; one doesn’t
have it with the consuls nor with the Americans. Some of my
countrymen have helped me, but they are so poor and times
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are so bad that they hardly have enough to get along, bad as
they do. They have promised me work in the mine, but I go
everyday and there isn’t anything. All of the shifts are full and
there isn’t any hope that they will need more men. I don’t
know what to do now. One thing is sure; I would rather die
before changing my citizenship. I was born a Mexican and my
parents always told me never to change from being a Mexican
citizen because one never ought to deny one’s country nor one’s
blood. I hardly ever read newspapers from Mexico because
when I have work I don’t have time. Anyway almost all of
them cost five cents and the American newspaper costs three
cents and even if it costs five it carries more to read, and I can
read English better than Spanish. My wife can scarcely read
Spanish, but nothing but English; so that when we buy a paper
we buy an American one, for after all they all tell nothing but
lies. We eat Mexican style. Neither I nor my wife likes ham
nor those simple dishes of the Americans. She always makes for-
tillas even if they are of flour, and we never fail to have frijoles
when I have work. Of course when one doesn’t have work and
one is poor one has to eat what one can get, even if it is nothing
but stones. Many times I have gone a day without eating so
that my wife can eat for she is very weak and one also has to
give one’s children to eat first. Ilike the Mexican music, espe-
cially the songs, the romances. In the little festivals which I
have had on the saint’s days of my wife or my own or other
little parties I have always gotten boys who can play the guitar
and who can sing, for a festival without singers can be said
not to be a festival.”
LUIS TENORIO

This man is white, a native of Ojuelo, Jalisco.r
“I have worked almost entirely here although I know agri-
cultural work, because that work hasn’t interested me much

* The first part of his statement appears on p. 4.
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here. At paving I got to earning as much as $4.80 a day but
working about ten hours a day without rest T would leave my
work almost dead. I have lost weight and aged a lot in a few
years and I feel very tired, for they exploit one without mercy
here. This paving work is worse when the inspectors are bribed.
You know that the city names an inspector to see to it that the
paving is done with good materials and that there are so many
inches of graystone in the soil, as well as the top of concrete or
tar, But sometimes these inspectors accept bribes of as much
as a thousand dollars and then in addition to the construction
work being done poorly the poor workman suffers because they
make him do more work in a day. The company doesn’t care
how the work comes out, and almost always instead of putting
five hundred tons of graystone in, according to the contracts,
they put in as much as a thousand without being careful wheth-
er it is cold or hot and one has to do double the work. When the
ingpector is honest then they only put five-hundred tons of
material to cover a certain space. They give it just at the right
time when it is neither hot nor cold so that the workmen don’t
have to work very hard; the work lasts longer and therefore
there is work for a longer time. The bourgeoisie don’t care for
anything, all they want to do is exploit the worker. The
bourgeoisie have everything, money and automobiles, while
one wears one’s self out. On Sundays I go to the little square
to hear some of the fellow workers. That is where I have gotten
socialistic ideas and I read the papers which these friends sell
although I don’t belong to any union because they don’t want
to admit the Mexicans. Once the workers in asphalt, all Mexi-
cans, organized a union but they wouldn’t admit us into the
Asphalters’ Union of the American Federation of Labor be-
cause they said that these same Mexicans were going to take
their jobs away from them by accepting lower wages. So our
union was broken up.
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“I don’t think that we Mexicans have guarantees of any kind
here and we aren’t liked. There is terrible race prejudice. Itis
true that certain of our number are to blame for that.

“Now that I have been able to save a little I am going to the
country and give myself up entirely to agriculture for I hope
to recuperate my health there. I have been left somewhat ill
from such hard work. It seems as though my lungs have been
affected.

“I am Catholic but I hardly ever go to church. My wife
prays at night. I let her believe whatever she wants to. I
was married by the church and I have baptized my children
but I now see that those things are the inventions of the bour-
geoisie in order to have us always working for them. I think
that each one ought to believe what seems to him best.

“I usually read here the dailies of the City of Mexico and
through them I keep informed of the news of our country. I
believe that this colony is going to be a good thing, if the boys
don’t become discouraged or the rebels don’t come to bother
us.”

GUILLERMO SALORIO

[Guillermo Salorio, white, gave me data on his life and experiences which are
here omitted, because later on, when he had more confidence in me, he said,
“Listen, friend, almost everything which I told you was nothing but lies; but it
was because I was afraid that you were a government agent and were trying to
make me give an account of everything that I have earned in this country in
order to make me pay a tax or something. As I was very suspicious I told you
nothing but lies.” The statement which he then gave me follows.—INTER-
VIEWER.]

Salorio worked on the #raque for two or three years earning
very little money. Later he came to Los Angeles and there
began to work as a laborer in the construction of houses most
of the time earning $o0.40 an hour. Many times, most of the
time, he says, he worked “day and night” and was thus able to
make a little fortune which he is taking with him to the colony.
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He has been in this country twice. The first time he stayed
two years, and then returned to Mexico with the intention of
setting himself up in business, for he likes business a good deal
and he believes that he can accomplish something in that. He
says he went broke, however, because the revolution won’t let
anyone prosper. He is married to a Mexican woman but has
lately been separated from her on account of her ideas. He
was formerly a Catholic but has changed his way of thinking
in this country by reading books on naturalism and socialism
and reading papers which have these same ideas. As his mother-
in-law is a lady who is very Catholic and she is the one who
controls her daughter he had to separate himself from his wife.
But now that he is ready to go to the colony his wife has had to
come back to him but they have come to an understanding that
she can keep her religion if she wants but without going to
church or making confession.

“‘She can have all the saints that she wants in the house and
can also pray. I won’t bother her but she mustn’t interfere
with my way of thinking either. I think that all the religions
are nothing but a deception which the rich and the strong
have of always making the poor work. Although I don’t have
anything to support my opinion I don’t believe that there is a
God for no one has ever seen him. I am not an atheist because
I am not educated but I am tending in that direction. I am
studying many books and I now lack very little of being well
convinced that God doesn’t exist. I first became acquainted
with these ideas because I went to the square on Sundays and
there heard some comrades make some speeches. They said
nothing but the truth, that the capital is what steals every-
thing and that money isn’t good for anything, that it is neces-
sary for everyone to work. I believe the same in everything
and that is why I liked their ideas and I began to read papers
and books and to go to the LW.W. hall. As soon as we get
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to the colony I am going to get in touch with the “Confedera-
cién General de Trabajadores de Mexico” for it is the most
radical labor organization and I am going to make myself a
member of it. In the colony there are going a group of radicals
who have the ideas of the anarchists that we all ought to work
for each and each for all. We are going to put our crops and
everything in common. Only we have seen to it that the rest
of the associates in the colony don’t know anything about it for
many of them are very reactionary and Catholics and won’t
let us work. That is why it is better to be very careful and go
little by little until we are able to triumph. One of the comrades
gets very excited sometimes at the meetings and I have to tell
him to be careful.

“It is my idea also that it would be bettér if I could find
someone who would work my land on shares; it would be better
for in that way I could devote myself, with what I have, to
business for I am sure that in that I could make some money.

“I don’t like the United States because it is very imperial-
istic and very capitalistic. On account of the capitalists all the
proletariats of the world are suffering so that I think that some
day the social revolution will come and destroy all the dominion
of this country.”

6. THE SECOND GENERATION

References in these two cases to the speaker’s children call
attention again to the inevitable gap between the foreign-born
and his native son. Like Fernando Sinchez (p. 66) and Juan
Ruiz (p. 109), who felt the conflict between the generations in
their children’s different tastes in music, Jestis Mendizabal and
Tomas Mares realize the problem. They want to take their
children back to Mexico to prevent them from becoming
Americanized. But the former knows it is too late. “I am sure
that if I can’t take them they wouldn’t go themselves.”
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JESUS MENDIZABAL

This man sells La Prensa, El Vacilon, El Fandango, and
other Mexican papers published in the United States.

“I have lived forty-eight years in this country now, and
most of that time I have lived here in Phoenix, but although I
haven’t any complaints against the Americans, I haven’t made
myself a citizen of this country nor will I ever change my citi-
zenship. I was born in Zacatecas, the capital of the state, but as
my parents were very poor and my father was a miner, he took
me to work in the mines of Zacatecas. About all T learned in
school was to read and write; they didn’t teach me anything
else. I worked at first as an errand-boy in the mines, taking
water to the miners and doing the easier jobs, but little by little
I kept learning the work until I got to be a miner so that I
earned more and could help my family. But in those daysno
matter how much one worked one hardly earned a real, scarcely
enough for food. So when some friends told me that one could
earn good money here in the United States I managed to come
by way of El Paso as far as Phoenix. From here I went to
Miami and there right away found a job where I made good
money and didn’t have to work very hard. It isn’t the same
here as in Mexico where one has to work with nothing but one’s
muscle, in the mud with everything dirty. Here the mines are
clean and a lot of machinery is used, so that one doesn’t have
to exert one’s self very much. What more could I have wished?
I'was earning more, had a sure job, and didn’t work very hard.
So I kept on until now I have grown old. When I came here I
was very young and this looked like a farm. Now it is a large
city. I was married in Phoenix. My wife is also from Zacate-
cas; she came with her family who were also miners. When I
got tired of the work in the mines I would come here and get
work. I have been in hotels, I have worked cleaning the city
streets, as a laborer in business houses and altogether in a great
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many things. The important thing to me was to earn my living
honestly. I have good recommendations from all of my bosses
and I don’t have anything about which to complain. I believe
that the Mexican is well treated in this country, or rather, is
treated according to the place which each one demands, for it
is clear that if one is submissive, or isn’t wide-awake or doesn’t
do his work properly, one is very badly treated; but if one be-
haves one’s self and works and doesn’t get mixed up with any-
one, nothing is going to happen to one. I have three children
now; they are quite large and they are all going to school. One
of them helps me a little now working during vacations and at
times when he doesn’t go to school. I pray to God that He may
give me life to go on working, for I would rather die than take
them out of school. I want them to amount to something, to
learn all that they can, since I didn’t learn anything. I like
everything that there is in this country a lot. One can live in
peace, without so many revolutions and disturbances as in
Mexico, although once in a while one’s own countrymen seek
ways in which to bother one. I believe that an honest man can
live anywhere from his work and everything else doesn’t mat-
ter. To be sure one has to be patriotic and that is why T haven’t
changed my nationality and I want to go back to Mexico in
order to take my children there to finish their growing up so
that they also may be Mexican citizens. They are being
Americanized here in the American school. They speak almost
more English than Spanish. I have taught them what little
Spanish I know so that they will always remember their coun-
try, but it seems to me that they will be American citizens since
they were born here and don’t know anything about Mexico.
I am sure that if I can’t take them they wouldn’t go of them-
selves. As T am now old I don’t even pay taxes, for the state
excuses one when one reaches a certain age. I permanently
left the work in the mines about ten years ago because I broke
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a hand on a drill. My hand was left almost useless. The com-
pany cured me and told me that if T wanted to present a claim
I could do so and they would indemnify me, but as I can still
work and earn my living I haven’t wanted to ask for anything.
When I am really in need then I will ask for something. I have
my little house here, my belongings and live comfortably while
if I had gone on with those ungrateful bosses in Mexico I am
sure that I wouldn’t have work or anything. I have noticed
that all the Mexicans are very fond of poetry. Isell La Prensa
and other newspapers such as La Opinion and El Heraldo de
Mexico. 1 sell a great many numbers of El Vacilén because it
has many verses. It is the same with El Fandango and El
Malcriado. Almost all the numbers of those papers which I get
now I have merely to turn over to the buyers for they come to
get them. T also sell novels of all kinds, post cards and saints.
This business isn’t mine but belongs to the agent of La Prensa
but it gives me some earnings and my salary. I go out in the
mornings until twelve or one to sell papers on the streets, and in
the afternoon I come to the stand and sell papers here until
about seven at night when the owner comes and I turn the ac-
counts over to him. T have a book with an account of the sales
and the papers which we give on credit to those whom we know.
The latter pay by the week and they are all very punctual.
There are times, as during cotton picking, when more papers
are sold, for there are a great many Mexicans here, although
most of them are just going through. This city, although it is
large enough, is dead because it doesn’t have much work nor
industries except in the Valley. On Sundays during the seasons
when there is work many Mexicans come to buy papers. We
do good business then.

“My parents taught me the Catholic religion so that I am
Catholic but I am not fanatic nor have I ever been. I think
that we are so backward in Mexico because the people only
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think about the church and not about work. I think that what
General Calles is doing is good although the priests don’t
like it. That man Calles is doing for the people what few have
done. I know by the papers that he is paying the debts of the
nation, that he is building good roads, that land is being dis-
tributed and that many things have been done for the poor
people. On account of all those things I think that all ought to
support him instead of joining revolutions. We are tired by
now of so much fighting. It would be best if there were peace
and if all worked. Our country would prosper then. Neither
the cold nor the heat bother me for I have gotten used to this
climate. Of course I suffer more when it is cold for even when
I put on my overcoat I always get cold. When it is warm one
can bathe more easily and one can go about with less clothing
in comfort. My food has always been Mexican style, for my
wife cooks it and we never Jack in our house beans and chile
pure Mexican style. We also eat some things American style
for one is forced to do that because one can’t ever eat only in
one style. We never lack fortillas of corn or of flour. We always
eat them. I don’t like bread. It is too tasteless.”

TOMAS MARES

Sr. Toméas Mares, mestizo, has lived in the United States
during the last seven years. He is now a man of advanced
years but still strong.

“By working hard but always hopefully I have been able to
get ahead here and come to have what I now have, my garage,
in which I have four automobiles of my own and my repair
shop for batteries and automobile parts which is in front of the
Cathedral of St. Francis in this city. I also work as a press-
man on a newspaper, taking charge of some of the printing
on the days on which it comes out, which are Tuesdays, Thurs-
days, and Saturdays. I don’t do anything more than do the
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printing. I work as though I was the head, for no one gives me
orders. They pay me $1.00 an hour and they have to give me
the forms of the paper at one-thirty in the afternoon. If they
give them to me later then they have to pay me time and a half
extra. When they have some extra work to do they don’t ac-
cept it until they have seen if I have time to go and fix the
press.

“I am going to tell you the truth as to why I came to this
country. My father and my brother edited a daily newspaper
in Guaymas which came out for about ten years. I ran the
press. Ileft my father’s press and went to Nuevo Leon. There
I worked as a mechanic. I was the first to drive the first auto-
mobiles which came to Sonora. I think that was in about 1g9o4.
When a steam automobile came and then gasoline cars I
learned to drive them and make repairs. At that time there in
Arizona they didn’t even know automobiles. After being in
Nuevo Leon for a while I came to Tucson and from here I
went again to Sonora. I was a long time in Madero’s revolu-
tion. I went again to Guaymas to see my family. When I was
there I told my father that it was better that he shouldn’t get
into politics with his newspaper, and that he shouldn’t favor
either one side or the other and thus he would get along better.
My father had already been in jail due to the corruption of
Sonora or rather of the politics of the state. When Madero fell,
a boy whom we had taught to print and work on the newspaper
took charge of it and began to defend the government of Huerta
and praised it, so that when Huerta fell and the Constitutional-
ists entered Guaymas they took possession of the newspaper
and of the press. That boy, whose name was Galvez, also stole
a lot of the press equipment and also seduced a sister of mine.
I wasn’t there then but was around Magdalena. I then decided
that it was better to come away for if I had found him I would
have been liable to kill him. Not even with his life could he



136 THE MEXICAN IMMIGRANT

have paid for the favors which I did for him and the ingratitude
which he gave back in return. I was in Hermosillo, Altar, and in
other parts of Sonora until finally I decided to come to Arizona
and since then I have been settled here. First I worked as a
watchmaker with my brother, for I also have a brother who has
lived hereforalongtime. Ialso worked repairing automobilesin
private garages until I had enough to begin to establish myself,
enough at least to get credit and in that way I started my ga-
rage. The work on the newspaper I have had since I came. I
would like to go back to Guaymas a lot but I think that if I
ever got drunk and met the man who deceived my sister I
would be likely to kill him. Besides, when drunk, I might tell
some truths to a lot of those generals of the last military ‘expedi-
tion and they might take revenge. Nevertheless when things
get settled I will go to Guaymas where I have thought of estab-
lishing a repair shop for automobiles. This would give me a lot
more money than here, for that business isn’t very well estab-
lished there or rather they don’t know very much about it. I
could cover the territory from Guaymas to close to Hermosillo
and from there perhaps to the River Mayo, quite a large terri-
tory. The trouble is that one can’t work satisfactorily there
because the soldiers come and ask for so many gallons of gaso-
lines to be charged to the garrison and then they don’t pay one
anything. If one has automobiles and trucks they also take
those away because they say that they need to send troops to
such and such a place. The fact is that they don’t let one do
anything or live in peace. I would like to go there to educate
my children more than anything else. I have three sons al-
ready quite large who are going to the American school but I
want them to go to a Mexican school so that they will be edu-
cated in their own country and learn to love and respect it. I
don’t have anything for which to complain about here. I have
always been treated well, as all the Mexicans are. There is no
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race prejudice as there is in Texas and in California. I have
heard by the papers that there they treat the Mexicans like
dogs, but here they don’t and why should one say what isn’t
true. In business and sometimes legally some differences are
made, the Americans are always preferred in everything. Here
in my work in my automobile repair shop I have many Ameri-
cans who prefer that I do their work and I charge the same as
the American shops. On the other hand there are a great many
Mexicans who instead of helping one out by giving one their
work, give it to the American shops, even though they don’t do
it well. T also ought to tell you that of the Americans who have
brought me work none has ever done me out of a cent but the
Mexicans on the other hand have robbed me of a lot, for many
times they haven’t paid me for what I have done for them.
“Just now, even if I wanted to, I couldn’t go back to Mexico
because they have me on a list in Nogales as being among the
enemies of the Government and they wouldn’t let me pass.
That is because when Adolfo de la Huerta lost in the revolution
a boy named Garcia came here who was a telegraphist in
Sonora. This boy, having known my family there, looked me
up so that I would help him. I had him working in the garage
for about two years. It was quite a change from telegraphist
to mechanic! But he learned quite a little there and I took him
everywhere in my machine. As the Mexican Consulate here,
as it is everywhere, is only a nest of spies, they put me on the
list of the enemies of the Government for no reason. I heard
about it because Garcia had for a sweetheart a girl who had
been employed for many years in the Mexican immigration
office, and she saw the lists in which were the names of the
enemies of the Government and she notified Garcia and he
notified me. Garcia and she were married, for she asked for
two months leave with pay, and when they gave it to her she
came here and was married to Garcia. He has got a good job
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with a Mexican mutual benefit society. He gets a good salary
and lives comfortably here. It was about three years ago that
my father died and then my mother-in-law in Hermosillo,
Sonora, but although I wanted to go I couldn’t because they
wouldn’t let me cross the border. The Government thus makes
its own enemies for even if one wants to be friendly if one is
treated that way one naturally becomes an enemy.

“My parents were Catholics and 1 am also, although I am
liberal and believe that each one should believe whatever one
wants to. It is for that reason that I am not in favor of having
Calles persecute the clergy, for he ought to leave all the Catho-
lics in peace and he could follow whatever religion seems to him
best. T was in school in Guaymas and in Hermosillo with a
bunch of rascals, among whom was Plutarco Elias Calles, who
to-day is president and others who now are generals. How can
one respect them when they don’t know how to make them-
selves respected and don’t follow out the laws. That is why we
haven’t been able to do anything in our country, because there
has been nothing but quarrels.

“I always keep up with everything that happens in Mexico
because I read the Mexican newspapers. I read La Prensa of
San Antonio, Texas, and I read El Heraldo de Mexico and once
in a while I buy El Universal and Excelsior so that they can’t
tell me anything. I know about everything that happens over
there.

“I haven’t lost my rights as a Mexican citizen nor those of
my children, for I have registered in the Consulate here and
I have registered them also. These Consulates don’t do any-
thing but serve as centers of espionage. When a Mexican goes
to ask for help they ask him if he has his Mexican citizenship
papers and if through ignorance or carelessness or some other
cause he doesn’t have them they say that he isn’t a Mexican
citizen and tell him to go and don’t pay any attention to him.



THE ECONOMIC ADJUSTMENT 139

That happens in all the Consulates of our country and every-
one knows it. It would be better not to have Consulates if they
are going to do that. The so-called Pockos here don’t like us.
They think that because one comes from Mexico one is going
to take the country away from them. But our worst enemies
are the Mexicans who have lived here for a great many years
and have gotten settled and have become American citizens.
They don’t like us and they try to do us all the harm possible.
But if one doesn’t mix with them they can’t do anything.

“T am a member of mutual aid societies in this city. I have
always liked to be united with my fellow-countrymen and work
for our mutual protection. We always celebrate the national
holidays on the 16th of September and the sth of May and
we always have to put together the American and Mexican
flags.”



CHAPTER V
CONFLICT AND RACE-CONSCIOUSNESS

As there is no way of knowing how incompletely each of the
Mexicans interviewed has revealed himself in the statement he
has made to the investigator, it is impossible to classify the
persons represented according to the kinds of adjustments they
have made to the new environment. We do not know how they
really feel about it; and where their attitudes are expressed, we
do not know just what experiences gave rise to those attitudes.
The documents that are included in this section were assembled
merely because in each case there is some expression of conflict
with North Americans or with Mexican-Americans, some reve-
lation of a dislike of things North American, or some vigorous
statement of race-consciousness and race-pride. These ele-
ments are not lacking in some of the materials in preceding
sections; throughout all the sections occur, especially, em-
phatic denials of any intention of becoming a naturalized
citizen of the United States.

In some instances one is tempted to ascribe the intense, even
bitter, racial feeling that is expressed to certain personal experi-
ences related by the immigrants interviewed. This is so in the
cases of Elias Garza, Wenceslao Iglesias, Angelino Batres, and
Concha Gutiérrez del Rio, where the subject’s statement of dis-
like and conflict occurs along with narratives indicating that
these subjects have been denied equal status with North Ameri-
cans—in the theater, the restaurant, or in the labor gang.

Perhaps merely coming into contact with peoples other than
Mexicans, as in the case of Nivardo del Rio, has something to
do with the awareness of difference and dislike. Miguel Flores

140
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indicates an unexpected factor: the example of a more highly
organized immigrant group. “I never knew what love of coun-
try was until I had seen the example of the Japanese who were
so quiet and so strong.”

I. THE MiGRATORY LABORER

In the four statements that follow, the speakers’ expressed
dislike of the United States seems to be a product of their
struggle for a livelihood: they have been engaged in those
humble, arduous, and little-paid tasks that in our country fall
to the recent immigrant. The conflicts that they mention have
arisen out of situations involving buyer and seller, or worker
and boss.

GUMERSINDO VALDES

This man is an illiterate Indian. He is a native of Ojos de
Agua, Guanajuato, and has lived in the United States for some
twenty-three years.

“From about the time I was eight years old I began to work,
for my father died and I didn’t want to see my mother and my
sisters suffer. I was the only male member of the family. I
brought them their food and the five dollars a month which I
was paid for serving around the house on an estate. I kept
growing, little by little, until I could work hard as a laborer. I
then earned a little more and even had some animals and
chickens. As my sisters also worked we lived a little better. I
was about twenty-five years old when some friends said that we
should go to the United States and they even loaned me the
money for the fare. We came to El Paso and there I took a con-
tract to go and work on the railroad at a place in Arizona.
There they paid me $1.80 a day. I was one of those who worked
the most, so that I won the sympathy of the foreman, who was
an old American. His liking for me grew so that when I had
worked with him six or seven months he asked me to be second-
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foreman, and I accepted at once. I took charge of the men and
the American, who understood Spanish, showed me how to di-
rect them and how to do the work. This same American fore-
man got me sent to another railroad camp as first foreman, and
things went better with me there, I was recommended highly
to the head of all the foremen whose name was John, although
everyone called him Juan, for he also spoke Spanish. Near the
camp where I worked but almost over in California, there was
another camp. The boss there was an American but the men
would hardly stay withhim. So Juanordered meto goasalabor-
er and find out why the men didn’t stay. With that American
foreman the men would only work three or four days. I went
and stood it for eight days. 1Isaw that he treated everyone very
badly. On the eighth day I was screwing a nut when one of the
wrenches broke and then another and another. He then began
to shout at me and swear at me and, as we had already agreed
to, I left the job and all the others did the same. We went
towards Juan’s camp and on the way the American foreman
appeared on his horse and began to threaten us. But we
pushed him to one side each one of the boys giving him a shove.
We then left and told Juan what had happened. He then
ordered me back to the camp and said that I should take out
all the belongings of the American foreman and stay in that
camp myself. I did as he said and went back with all the men.
I got along very well there. The American foreman didn’t
come back but in about three months he sent his wife for his
things and we gave them all to her. What happened to me in
the camp was that as I didn’t know how to write (I don’t know
how even now) the telegraph operator, an American, kept all
of my accounts and all the reports. In order to keep his good
will T had his office swept and fixed and we always took care
of it and even his house. We washed the floor for him, for be-
tween us all we did it quickly. But I got tired of that job or,
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to be honest, as I couldn’t write, I came to San Bernardino,
California. They were beginning to build the tracks for the
little red cars there and I got a job there. Once when I was
digging a ditch with a pick with another man, Juan went by.
He was the boss of all that work. He stopped his machine and
said ‘You son of a gun! What are you doing there?’ and since
I could go a long way with him, I answered, ‘It is none of
your businessis it? You bigrascal!’ The man who was working
with me was frightened and told me to be quiet for it was the
head of the whole works with whom I was talking. But I said
to him “I don’t care a damn.” Juan made some threatening
motions at me with his fists, as if he was going to hit me, and
then he went over to talk withanother foreman and they beganto
make motions towardsme. My paltold methat, for Istood with
my back to them. He was very frightened and said, ‘They are
talking about you over there, they are going to fire you sure
now.” Juan went by later and made other threatening gestures
at me as though he was saying something against me. After
a while the other foreman came and told me to stop working
and that I should take charge of the gang, for he had received
orders from Juan that I should take charge of all the men and
stay there as foreman. Tired of that work on the tracks as a
foreman, especially because I couldn’t read nor write so I
couldn’t do my job very well, I went from one place to another,
working sometimes at one place and sometimes at others at
another until I came to Whittier, California, near this place.
I was with a very good American boss with whom I have been
working until lately when I have become enthusiastic over the
matter of the colony, more for the sake of my wife than for any-
thing else, because she wants to go back to Mexico. She hasn’t
been there since she came here in 19o7. I haven’t gone to
Mexico since 1go4. The boss that I had in Whittier, who is
American, has given me a good letter of recommendation and
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the other bosses for whom I have worked have done the same
thing, for I have always asked for something like that on leav-
ing a job. Besides, I am leaving this land-lord two loads of
potatoes which I planted and which will probably bring a good
amount of money. He will send it to me when they are sold,
but for the present he has loaned me more than enough for my
traveling expenses and for the first days in the colony and he
says that if for any reason I should think of coming back I
should just send him a telegram or a letter and he would send
me money at once.

“I haven’t any property here, although I was going to get
a lot of land in order to build myself a little house. But it has
turned out that the company that sold it to me is very crooked.
I have been paying them and paying them and they still want
more than it is worth. I promised to pay $9co.co for the land.
I think T first paid $40.00 and after that payments of $20.00 a
month sometimes, sometimes more and sometimes less and
sometimes I have even given them two payments at once but
it turns out that they charge about half for interest and give me
credit {or the rest. I have already given them $480.c0 in all
and they say that I still owe them more than $300.00, so the
land instead of costing me $goo.00 comes out costing me more
than $1,0c0. T told the landlord about that and he said that
those real-estate people were thieves and that it was better
not to give them another cent, so I haven’t given them any-
thing.

“Although the foreman and the American landlords have
treated me well T haven’t enjoyed living in this country and I
have always wanted to go from here. Now the way is opened
for me to go and I have hopes of doing something again in
Mezxico. I have no one but my wife and five sisters. I have no
children so I don’t have so much to fear on that account. In
certain ways I have lived the same here as over there. I have
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never lacked anything and my food is always the same as that
of Mexico because my wife can cook very well.

“I don’t get mixed up in religious questions. Why should
one when one can’t even read? What is true is that T am not a
Catholic nor anything else.”

JUAN BERZUNZOLO

Juan Berzunzolo is the treasurer of the group of colonists
who are going to the San Cristobal estate, and who left Simons,
Laguna, California, in April, 1927. Sr. Berzunzolo doesn’t
know how to read. He is mestizo, predominantly white, and is
pretty well along in years. He has lived in the United States
for about seventeen years, and has returned several times to
Mexico.

“When I was young, I worked in the country with my father,
who farmed on shares. When he died, I had to work as a peon,
earning some $o.25 a day and my food, and I worked from sun
up to sun set. Once, when I was talking with a group of friends
in about 1908, they encouraged me to come to the United
States. So a group of us left for Ciudad Juarez. We crossed
the border without any difficulty and in El Paso, Texas, we
took a renganche to go to work on the frague on the Southern
Pacific line. We earned hardly $1.25 or $1.50 for nine or ten
hours of work, which we had to pay part in order to sleep in
some old cars belonging to the company. We had to pay for
water and for our food, which we had to prepare ourselves. The
Commissary sold us flour and other things so that we could fix
something to eat. They sold everything at a very high price.
I was working on the line in a part of Texas for five months, at
the end of which I returned to bring my family, my wife and
my children. When I got back to El Paso I took a renganche
for the beet fields in the state of Colorado. We took a number
of acres by contract to thin, weed and top the beets. As my
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wife, my children and I worked, we managed to make fairly
good money. We were about a year in the beet fields and then
we returned to Ojos de Agua, Gto. We took back with us some
good goats and other animals and in addition $700.00, for as
1 have said we all worked hard together and economized all that
we could. Once in my own country I went in on shares with
the owner of a farm at Abasolo, who also was jefe politico, to
plant a field of cumin seed. I told the owner of the lands that
I didn’t have any money and he got me $100.00 Mexican with
which to buy the seed. The crop was good and everything
seemed to be going well when the same owner of the land took
possession of the farm and said that only a very small part be-
longed to me. As it came out he kept everything and I was
left almost broke. That was in about 1g1o. I went to another
place because I didn’t want to see the man who had taken my
work away from me, and I established a grocery store with
the little that I had left. I continued with this little business
until 1913 when the revolution became quite general and I
almost went broke. I then decided to come to Los Angeles,
California, and here managed to get a friend to get me a job
in the Simons brick-yard. I worked there at $1.50 a day. I was
at that work a year, and then I went back to get my family. I
spent several months there in Guanajuato, and then set out to
return to Los Angeles with all my family. I was thinking of
again going to work in the beet fields, but by chance I met the
foreman at the brick-yard and he said that if I went back to the
factory they would give me back the same work I had before
with a little bit more pay. But I didn’t want to go there; I
went to the beet fields with my son, to a place called Alamitos.
Later I went to San Bernardino, California, and other near by
places picking oranges. They paid me by the box. I finally
went back to the brick-yard and was there for 8 years straight.
I worked in various jobs in this brick factory. Tired of that
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work, I went to El Chino, California, and worked in an alfalfa
field, where I managed to make a little money and then my son
and I rented a farm between us. We sowed it with alfalfa. We
haven’t changed since then, for I have worked on the land all
the time, renting some good pieces, sometimes in company with
my son, and at other times alone or with my brothers, for by
this time I had brought my brother and an uncle of mine from
Abasolo. The latter has established a little store here in which
he does well, and he says that he is getting along all right and
isn’t thinking of going back to Mexico.

“For my part, all the time that I have been in this country I
have always thought of going back to my country, not neces-
sarily to Abasolo but to Guanajuato, and that is why I am tak-
ing advantage of this colony. I have left the best of my life and
my strength here, sprinkling with the sweat of my brow the
fields and the factories of these gringos, who only know how to
make one sweat and don’t even pay any attention to one when
they see that one is old. :

“One has to be very wide-awake so as not to have one’s work
taken away or stolen. I have been given bad checks twice, one
of them was for the value of two hundred dollars and no one
could find the person who gave me the first check nor the
second, and who knows where they are now. This is what hap-
pened to me. Once when I went to leave a shipment of alfalfa
at the Los Angeles market, the fellow told me that he only had
a check for two hundred dollars and he paid me for a load of
alfalfa with it. When I went to the bank to cash the check they
told me that the fellow didn’t have a cent in the bank. Another
time it was a Jap who gave me the other check. T had confi-
dence in that ‘chapo,’” because he had already given me several
checks in payment for some lettuce and cabbages and chicory
which I had taken to be shipped, and one night he gave me an-
other check and when I went to cash it the same thing hap-
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pened, the ‘chapo’ no longer had any money any more. The
same thing has just happened to my brother but worse, for
they gave him a check for $450.00 for a shipment of alfalfa,
of chicory, turnips and other products. A Jap gave it to him.
My brother trusted him and went to make his payment on the
truck and there they credited him with the payment and gave
him the rest in bank bills. With that my brother went to pay
those who worked with him on his little farm and made other
expenditures. Then, when he had spent all the money, they
called him from the automobile company and told him that the
check wasn’t any good because the person who gave it to him
didn’t have any money in the bank, so that they had to charge
the money to him with interest. One is robbed in this way and
it doesn’t do any good to kill one’s self working. When one
goes to the packing house to sell one’s products they always
want to pay one with a check and if one doesn’t want to take
it out for fear it is bad then they won’t take the shipment
so that, whether one wants to or not, one has to accept
checks.

“I don’t like the customs of this country anyway. Although
my children are already grown up I don’t want their children
to be pochos. That is why we are all going so that their children
will be born over there and they will be brought up good Mexi-
cans. My brother is staying and he isn’t going until September,
when he will finish up a land contract and several little matters
which are still left to do.” .

Sr. Berzunzolo built his house on the land which he rented.
It is made of wood and sheet-iron. It is well built. Some car-
penters built it for him. It has four rooms, one is for the kitchen
and for the firewood and is of iron, in another room Sr. Berzun-
zolo and his wife sleep, in another his children, and in the other
his brother. He has a phonograph in his house, with Mexican
and American records. He has a wool suit for Sundays and
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holidays and overalls for work. He has a felt hat and work- and
dress-shoes.

He says that he doesn’t care anything about religious ques-
tions, that he lives from his work and that he lets each one
follow his own beliefs. He, however, believes that the people
who are Catholic are better than the other people and that
therefore he sent his children to church when they were little
and they have done the same thing with theirs, for this man
already has some grand-children.

ELIAS GARZA

Elias Garza is a native of Cuernavaca, Morelos, white.

“My life is a real story, especially here in the United States
where they drive one crazy from working so much. They
squeeze one here until one is left useless, and then one has to
go back to Mexico to be a burden to one’s countrymen. But
the trouble is that is true not only here but over there also. It
is a favor that we owe Don Porfirio [President Porfirio Diaz]
that we were left so ignorant and so slow minded that we have
only been fit for rough work. I began to work when I was
twelve years old. My mother was a servant and I worked in
one of those old mills which ground sugar cane. I took charge
of driving the oxen. They called me the driver. This was on
the estate of La Piedad, Michoacan. I think that they paid me
$0.25 a day and T had to go round and round the mill from the
time the sun rose until it set. My mother, as well as I, had to
work, because my father died when I was very small. I went
on in that way until when I was fifteen or sixteen I planted corn
on my own account on shares. The owners gave us the seed, the
animals and the land, but it turned out that when the crop was
harvested there wasn’t anything left for us even if we had
worked very hard. That was terrible. Those land-owners were
robbers. At that time I heard that there were some good jobs
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here in the United States and that good money could be made.
Some other friends accompanied me and we went first to
Mexico City and from there we came to Ciudad Juarez. We
then went to El Paso and there we took a renganche for Kansas.
We worked on the tracks, taking up and laying down the rails,
removing the old ties and putting in new, and doing all kinds
of hard work. They only paid us $1.50 and exploited us with-
out mercy in the Commissary camp, for they sold us every-
thing very high. Nevertheless as at that time things generally
were cheap I managed to make a little money with which I
went back to La Piedad to see my mother. She died a little
later and this left me very sad. I decided to come back to the
United States, and I came to Los Angeles, California. Here I
married a Mexican young lady. I went to work in a stone
quarry. Iplaced the dynamite and did other work which took
some care. They paid me $1.95 a day but I worked 1o hours.
Later I worked at a railroad station. I worked as a riveter,
working a pressure gun for riveting. At that work I earned
$1.50 a day for nine hours, but it was very hard. My wife died
at that time. I then got work in a packing plant. I began by
earning $1.25 a day there for nine hours of work and I got to
earn $4.00 a day for eight hours work. I learned to skin hogs
there and slaughter them also. The work was very hard. Later
I was married to a woman from San Antonio, Texas. She was
young, beautiful, white, and she had two little children who
became my step-children. We went to Mexico together. We
boarded ship at San Pedro and from there went to Mazatlan
until we got to Michoacan. We saw that things were bad there,
for that was in 1912, and the disorders of the revolution had
already started; so we came back to the United States by way
of Laredo, Texas. In San Antonio we were under contract to
go and pick cotton in a camp in the Valley of the Rio Grande.
A group of countrymen and my wife and I went to pick. When
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we arrived at the camp the planter gave us an old hovel which
had been used as a chicken house before, to live in, out in the
open. Ididn’t want to live there and told him that if he didn’t
give us a little house which was a little better we would go. He
told us to go, and my wife and I and my children were leaving
when the sheriff fell upon us. He took me to the jail and there
the planter told them that I wanted to leave without paying
him for my passage. He charged me twice the cost of the trans-
portation, and though I tried first not to pay him, and then to
pay him what it cost, I couldn’t do anything. The authorities
would only pay attention to him, and as they were in league
with him they told me that if I didn’t pay they would take my
wife and my little children to work. Then I paid them. From
there we went to Dallas, Texas, from where we worked on the
tracks as far as El Paso. I kept on at the same work towards
Tucson, Arizona, until I got to Los Angeles. I have worked in
the packing plants here since then, in cement and other jobs,
even as a farm laborer. In spite of it all I have managed to
save some money with which T have bought this-automobile and
some clothes. I have now decided to work in the colony in
Mexico and not come back to this country where I have left
the best of my youth. Ilearned a little English here from hear-
ing it so much. I can read and write it, but I don’t even like
to deal with those bolillos for the truth is that they don’t like
the Mexicans. Even the pockos don’t like us. I have scarcely
been able to stand up for my rights with the little English that
I have learned, but I would like to know a lot of English so as
to tell them what they are and in order to defend my poor coun-
trymen.

“I am going to tell you what happened to me one day. Com-
ing out of a packing plant in Alhambra where I worked, a
Mexican policeman and an American stopped me, saying that
I had escaped from I don’t know where. I told them that no,
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that I was coming out from my work. Then the pocko police-
man gave me a push, and put me in the machine which he had
and there began to insult me in English and told me that if
I didn’t shut up he was going to break my snout. They took
me in the police-station and there made me fill my hand and
thumbs with ink and put them down on a white paper. After
they had examined that they let me go free without doing any-
thing else. Once a poor Mexican bought a bottle of whisky to
take to his house to drink it. He had put it in the back pocket
of his trousers. That was at night and he was going home. He
stopped in front of a work-shop to see some goods when he
noticed that a policeman was drawing near. Then he slyly
put his hand to his back pocket in order to take the little bottle
out and perhaps throw it away when the policemen, without
more ado, fired a shot at him and killed him. They didn’t do
anything to that policeman; he is going about free. And there
have been an infinite number of cases like that. I know of
others who at work in the factories have lost an arm or a leg,
and they haven’t been given a thing. What they do is to take
away their jobs. That is why we don’t like these people.

“T almost am, and almost am not, a Catholic. T remember
that when I was very little, over there in Cuernavaca, my
mother took me to some exercises of Holy Week and that the
priest told all those who were in the Church that they should
cry for their sins before Christ there in the temple and they all
began to weep and to cry out all that they had done, even my
own mother. But I couldn’t weep nor did I want to cry out my
sins. Since that time I have almost not gone back to the church
nor do I pray at home.

“I read few newspapers for they almost don’t say anything
but lies and one comes out from work so tired that one doesn’t
even want to read papers of any kind. Thave almost never read
books; once in a long time I doread books of stories of Mexicans.
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“I have always tried to be close to my countrymen and de-
fend them, but there are some who are neither united nor do
they want to defend themselves; that is why the Americans
look down on us as they do.”

NIVARDO DEL RIO

This man is a mestizo, a miner, a native of Chihuahua.

“As my parents were very poor I had no schooling, no educa-
tion. I got only as far as the third grade, and that was only
because we lived in the capital of the state, for in the time of
Don Porfirio {Dfaz], there were almost no schools and those
who lived in the villages and in the rural districts didn’t even
have that chance. I was only a kid when I had to begin to
work. I served first in various homes doing house work. When
I had grown some and could say that I was a young man, I
went to work in the mines, in the house of an American family.
My work wasn’t very hard, for although sometimes I worked in
the mine I spent most of the time running errands for the lady
of the house and doing house work. This family was very good
to me and they had me there because they wanted to learn
Spanish and in return they taught me English. The lady espe-
cially took pains to teach me the names of things in English.
She even taught me the alphabet and I could almost read in
English. I worked a good many years at the mine until at last
I got tired, and as I always had been ambitious and wanted to
work for myself, Y managed to set up a little store in Chihua-
hua. There I managed to make a little money and was getting
along well when the revolution came. Then business began to
go to pieces and one began to lose money rather than to make
it. T had to join the revolution with Villa because they took
me almost by main force, but by good luck I was put in the sup-
ply camp so that I hardly ever had to fight. Of course I went
around armed with a pistol so that I would be respected. All
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that I had to do was to see that the supplies were properly
distributed. So I went around with the forces of Villa from
place to place, and it was at that time that the opportunity
offered itself to go to the United States. Ever since then I
haven’t liked the system of things in this country. I came with
a colonel; we went to Chicago, to New York, Minneapolis,
St. Louis and other places buying trucks, munitions and equip-
ment for Villa’s army. As the colonel didn’t know more than
just a few words of English, I practically served him as an
interpreter, for I remembered what the American family had
taught me at the mine. I did have a good time when traveling
through the country and spending quite a little money. But as
I have always been observant, I kept observing how they
worked and how they lived here, and it all disgusted me. The
truth is that we hate these people and they hate us and that
is why we are different. We have different languages and don’t
understand each other and shan’t, no matter how much we
may wish to. It doesn’t matter how much good will there is,
for at bottom we hate each other. Atleast I feel dislike towards
everything that is American and know that they, although they
may not say so, also dislike us. That about the governments,
that they are friends, that they are sister nations and the rest,
is nothing but lies. But it is well that way, because in that way
they have peace and get along as nations. But they know well
enough that they dislike each other. The Americans want to
take everything that we have and we won’t let them. There-
fore the governments say that they treat everything diplo-
matically and in that they are wise. As I am a man of some
ambitions I have worked very hard, but either hard luck or my
lack of brains has carried me to nothing but failure. I have
made a fortune three times and three times have I lost it, so
that it seems that I shall never be independent. I shall always
have to be working for others and that is what I most hate,
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having to be a slave. I sacrifice more now that I am married
and have two adopted children. They are nephews of my wife
and I have to work for their schooling so that they can go to
school. They have progressed a great deal according to what
we have been told by the “Palmore’ school of El Paso—which
is where they are. My wife is from Chihuahua. We were mar-
ried there some years ago but we haven’t had a single child.
We have extra obligations with these adopted children, because
if they don’t have anyone to help them now when they grow
up they could say that they hadn’t learned anything because
they had had no father and I don’t want them to say that
about me. They are sons of a colonel who died in the revolu-
tion. This colonel was married to the sister of my wife; that
is how they are her nephews. The mother also died, and they
were left to us, so that we are forced to bring them up, and
that is why we are here. Before coming here and a little before
we were married and when I failed for the third time, I had a
saloon. At first there was a lot of business but then the business
began to fail; so that I decided that it was better to come to the
United States. This was during the crisis of 1921 and 1922. By
1923 when the situation had become unbearable I told my wife
that we should come to Los Angeles or any other place in the
United States in order to look for work at anything and thus
earn our livelihood. Coming in search for work, I expected to
go to Los Angeles, California, for I had been told that there
was work there. I also had many friends there and T expected
that they would help me in case of need. But in Torreon I met
a friend who was the agent who sold me the beer for the saloon
and he asked me where I was going. When I had told him, he
said that instead of going to Los Angeles I should go to Miami
for he lived there, and he would help me to get work in the
mines. As I was looking for work and for security, I came to
Miami with my wife and left the children in the school. I
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only brought one little fellow who has since died. Well, we
arrived, and I found my friend who got work for me in the
‘Miami’ mine. Since then I have been here. The work here is
very hard and the most that they pay even to one like me who
knows how to work the drills, is $5.00. In order to make a few
cents extra I have to kill myself working. And I really mean
kill myself. That is why all the paisanos get sick with con-
sumption and other diseases even when they don’t have an
accident, for some break a foot, or a hand or are even killed.
Here the work is very different from what it is in Mexico. There
the man who is able to get a contract can make as much as
$20.00 a day if he is skilled and wants to, but here they have
one’s capacity so measured that even if one gets a contract one
can earn only a few cents more than the usual wages. Itisa
shame that in Mexico the mines are closed and so much dis-
order exists. If it wasn’t for that I would go back at once and
could work with better success. I have thought at times of
starting a little store here but it wouldn’t work for there
wouldn’t be any profits. All the miners buy in the company
stores and I know by experience that in the grocery business
there are no profits except for those who have money enough
to buy on a large scale. Those certainly make money. Here in
front of my house there lives a man who has a little grocery
store. He has supported himself for three years but he only
gets by and isn’t able to get ahead. That is why I haven’t
been able to do anything. It is not because I haven’t thought
about it. On the other hand the way one lives here it might be
said that one lives from hand to mouth. These people have
one tied down so that it seems as though they did it with the
idea of fixing it up so that one can’t go. In the house, rent,
food, and other little expenses use up everything, so that one
can’t save even if one wants to. In my case the wages are
hardly enough to save a few pennies and pay for the education
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of the children and at that I kill myself in order to earn some-
thing extra. If I confined myself to the small regular wages I
might not even have enough to eat because I am always making
payments on this thing and that. Around here one doesn’t
have any security, the police do whatever they want, they beat
up everybody. This is what happened to me the other day.
I was at my work, being on the shift from seven in the morning
to three in the afternoon, and my wife had gone to El Paso to
see the boys at the school, and the police came to see us. When
I came back from my work the neighbors told me about it and
I went to see the police and talked with the sergeant. I asked
him at once why they had gone to my house to look for me,
and he said that he had been told that there had been a com-
motion there at one o’clock in the morning. I then told him
that if he had been notified of that at that hour he should have
gone then and not at one o’clock in the afternoon the next day.
Then he told me to shut up. Ianswered that he had no business
going to my house without an order from the proper author-
ities and that I wouldn’t shut up because I had a right to stand
up for my rights. He then said that the police didn’t lie. I
then asked if he could know better than I who lived in my
house and I made him see that he should be more careful about
the homes of honest working people and should pay more at-
tention to what was going on in the gambling halls of the min-
ing camp. In that way I showed that I knew how to stand up
for my rights. I told him that if I had violated any law it was
then well that they go to look for me at my house but not when
I was at my work. A few days later it so happened that the
consul came to my house with a lawyer. They left their auto-
mobile there and after a while a police came hollering. The
lawyer then came out and told the policeman to be quiet for he
had no right to shout that way, for he was going to take his
automobile away right away, but that he was going to go to



158 THE MEXICAN IMMIGRANT

the police headquarters to complain to the sergeant and he
was going to tell him about the treatment which the police
give the Mexicans, so that it seems as if they were dealing with
thieves rather than working people. We went to headquarters,
and there the lawyer and the consul told them that the police
were many times to blame for having Mexicans kill them be-
cause they were the first in offending by their way of treating
them so roughly. The major begged the Consul to excuse him
and made himself very humble in praising them.

“As to the matter of religion, I have studied practically all
of them and I haven’t found a one which would convince me.
No one has seen God, although I believe in Him, but not in
religions. I believe that one should do harm to no one and that
is everything. I see that the priests and the Protestants say
one thing and another but no one tells the truth for no one is
absolutely sure. So that I for that reason say that I don’t have
any religion. I have read many works of Victor Hugo and of
Vargas Vila and of others of which I don’t remember the titles,
and not even the names of the authors. I do know that Victor
Hugo told Vargas Vila that his works would never become
classic, as is quite true, for the works of Victor Hugo are
read everywhere while those of Vargas Vila are not, I like
Victor Hugo the best. Vargas Vila has some things which
1 like and others which I don’t. I believe that in this work one
gets stupider and stupider, for the truth is I am even losing my
memory. I almost always read La Prensa of San Antonio, El
Heraldo de Mexico of Los Angeles and other papers from Mexi-
co, when I have time, but there are months at a time that I go
without reading a thing, for I come from my work very tired
and all that T wish is to rest. T haven’t changed from what I
was in Mexico. I eat according to Mexican style, for my wife
makes my food. I only buy my lunch in the restaurants. In
everything I am like the Mexicans, that is to say, like they
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live over there. I don’t like anything about this country and
I am only waiting until the boys are educated or till things get
better to go from this country. The climate here is rather good,
for in Chihuahua it gets much colder than it does here. The
heat is the most bothersome, especially in those little wooden
houses in which both the heat and the cold enter.”

2. SoME IMMIGRANT WOMEN

These accounts recall the different attitudes as to women
that prevail in Latin-American countries, and suggest the
problems of adjustment special to Mexican women. Sefiora
Gutiérrez del Rio refers to the differences between American-
born persons of Mexican descent and the Mexican immigrant.
The former she calls “Mexican Americans,” and the latter ‘““the
true Mexicans.” On the one hand she experiences conflict with
this group in her ladies’ aid society, and on the other hand she
dreads conflict between her husband and “Anglo-Saxon”
Americans.

ELISA SILVA

Elisa Silva is from Mazatlan, Sinaloa, she is white, she has
lived in the United States for three years with her family.

“T am twenty-three years old. I was married in Mazatlan
when I was seventeen. My husband was an employee of a busi-
ness house in the port but he treated me very badly and even
my own mother advised me to get a divorce. A short time after
I was divorced my father died. Then my mother, my two sis-
ters and I decided to come to the United States. As we had
been told that there were good opportunities for earning money
in Los Angeles, working as extras in the movies and in other
ways, we sold our belongings and with the little which our
father had left us we came to this place, entering first at
Nogales, Arizona. From the time we entered I noticed a
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change in everything, in customs, and so forth, but I believed
that I would soon become acclimated and be able to adjust
myself to these customs. When we got to Los Angeles we
rented a furnished apartment and there my mother took
charge of fixing everything up for us. My sisters and I de-
cided to look for work at once. One of my sisters, the oldest,
who knew how to sew well, found work at once in the house
of a Mexican woman doing sewing. My mother then de-
cided that my youngest sister had better go to school and
that I should also work in order to help out with the house-
hold expenses and with the education of my sister. As I didn’t
even know how to sew or anything and as I don’t know English
I found it hard to find work, much as I looked. As we had to
earn something, a girl friend of mine, also a Mexican, from
Sonora, advised me to go to a dance-hall. After consulting with
my mother and my sisters I decided to come and work here
every night dancing. My work consists of dancing as much as
I can with everyone who comes. At the beginning I didn’t
like this work because I had to dance with anyone, but I have
finally gotten used to it and now I don’t care, because I do it
in order to earn my living. Generally I manage to make from
$20.00 to $30.00 a week, for we get half of what is charged for
each dance. Each dance is worth ten cents so that if I dance, for
example, fifty dances in a night I earn $2.50. Since the dances
are short, ten cents being charged for just going around the
ball-room, one can dance as many as a hundred. It all depends
on how many men come who want to dance. Besides there are
some who will give you a present of a dollar or two. This work
is what suits me best for I don’t need to know any English
here. It is true that at times I get a desire to look for another
job, because I get very tired. One has to come at 7.30 in the
evening and one goes at 12.30, and sometimes at 1 in the morn-
ing. One leaves almost dead on Saturdays because many
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Mexican people come from the nearby towns and they dance
and dance with one all night. In Mexico this work might per-
haps not be considered respectable, but I don’t lose anything
here by doingit. Itistruethatsomemenat times make proposi-
tions to me which are insulting, but everything is fixed by just
telling them no. If they insist one can have them taken out of
the hall by the police. One man whom I liked a lot here in the
hall deceived me once. He was a Mexican. But since that
time it hasn’t happened to me again. My mother takes a lot
of care of me so that I won’t make any bad steps. My sisters
do the same.

“Of the customs of this country I only like the ones about
work. The others aren’t anything compared to those of Mexi-
co. There the people are kinder than they are here, less ambi-
tious about money. I shall never really like living this way,
besides since I don’t know English and believe that it won’t be
s0 easy for me to learn it, I don’t believe I will ever be able to
adjust myself to this country. I don’t have time to study Eng-
lish, nor do I like it.

“Life, to be sure, is easier here because one can buy so many
things on credit and cheaper than in Mexico. But I don’t know
what it is that T don’t like. My youngest sister, who is in a
business college learning English, says that she likes this city a
lot and the United States as a whole and that if we go to Mazat-
lan she will stay here working. She is thinking of learning
typewriting and stenography, both in English and in Span-
ish, so as to work in some American business, which will pay
her well.

“T don’t suffer in the matter of food, for my mother cooks at
home as if we were in Mexico. There are some dishes which are
different but we generally eat Mexican style and rice and beans
are almost never lacking from our table.

“T am a Catholic, but I almost never go to church. Some-
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times before coming to the dance hall T go to church, even if it
only be to pray a little. I think that I have only confessed
myself some four times in my life. My mother is very Catholic.
She, and my younger sister also, go to mass every Sunday. At
home we have a large image of the heart of Jesus and my sisters
pray to it at night.

“I don’t think of remarrying because I am disillusioned
about men, but perhaps if some day I should find one who
would really care for me I would love him a lot. If I do marry
some day it would be with a Mexican. The Americans are very
dull and very stupid. They let the women boss them. I would
rather marry an American than a pocko, however.”

JUANA DE HIDALGO

“My dream, and my husband’s too, is to go back to our
beloved Mexico, especially now that my children are growing
up, for I want to give them a true Mexican education. Here
the Mexicans, who have been born in this country and who
are citizens, say that we come ‘starving to death’; they don’t
like us at all. But I know that my husband and I have pure
Mexican blood in our veins and not mixed like those persons.
We didn’t come to this country because we were starving to
death. My husband is a good miner; over there in Cananea,
Sonora, where we were living he earned more money than here.
But on account of some friends who told him he should come
to know the country, and this thing and that, we came. We
came through Nogales and didn’t have any trouble on the trip.
From there we went to Bisbee and later to Miami and other
mining camps. Here he earns less and we don’t live as we would
like to, so that we are only waiting until we save a little to then
go back to Cananea. There, however, it may be, it is one’s own
land and one gets along better than here. The only bad thing
is that there they are having revolutions again. Everything
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else doesn’t matter; if the country is at peace T know that we
can live better there.

“Here all food is very dear. But we try to eat Mexican style,
because we can’t accustom ourselves to any other kind of food.
We have beans, string beans, potatoes and eggs, and everything
that is Mexican style, such as Mexican cheese which they bring
from Nogales, chile and other things. One thing that isn’t any
good here is the meat, for it isn’t fresh.

“The miners are treated very badly here in this city. When
anyone has an accident and gets sick the company sends them
to the doctor and in two or three days he tells them that they
are well and can go to work, even though they really aren’t.
My husband fears that something is going to happen to him
and that they will make him work the next day. But he isn’t
going to let himself be done that way, and has told me so.

“I am Catholic but my husband doesn’t believe in priests
nor in nothing else but God. He doesn’t have anything else to
do with religions and he doesn’t care what happens. I am
Catholic but I don’t even want to go to mass in this town be-
cause the priest, because he is a Spaniard and hears the story
that they are persecuting the priests in Mexico, gets to saying
bad things against the government and everything in Mexico.
It is better for me to stay at home than to go and hear things
against our country; in that way I don’t get angry at hearing
such things. I know that there are a lot of bad priests. Overin
Cananea there were two. One was very good, very intelligent;
he would give us some very beautiful talks, so that even my
husband liked him & lot and he would tell me ‘No that Father
isn’t a priest. He is an orator.” The other Father was very
young. He began to form a society of young girls; I think that
the oldest was eighteen and she got into a bad condition. The
priest, when the authorities came to get him to hang him, left.
I know that the priests are men of flesh and bone like other
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men. Why should I try to say otherwise? I can’t even read but
my husband knows how, and he reads a lot. I like for him to
read some to me. He is an Indian but he is very good and very
much of a man. He isn’t like the ciudadanos (Mexican-Ameri-
cans) who only talk, and want to take advantage of the poor
Mexicans because they say that we come very ignorant. I cry
by myself when I see how ignorant and uncultured I am. But
what can I do? My parents were poor, and they weren’t able to
educate me. That is why I want to have my two children edu-
cated in Mexico. I see that they don’t make progress here.
They have been in school five years now and they are just the
same. They hardly know anything more than English. If they
had been in Mexico they would have known how to figure ac-
counts, read well and many other things. Since we have been in
the United States we have had to suffer a lot of misfortune.
First a train killed a brother of my husband. Then their mother
died about a year later on account of the shock of her son's
death and in about six months the oldest brother of the family
died. He was well and sound but so great was the pain of his
mother’s and brother’s death that he got sick and God willed to
take him. My husband is the only one left of that family but he
is well and sound and although he has suffered a great deal from
those blows, he has had to bear up under the burden, for he
has me and his two children. He is now making efforts to get
the railroad to pay damages for the death of his brother. When
the accident happened, a representative of the company came
to us and said that they were going to fix everything agreeably
and peacefully without the necessity of going to the court nor
go to a lot of bother. Then my husband turned the matter over
to a lawyer, but he hasn’t done a thing for over a year. The
other day he talked to him over long distance telephone (for the
accident occurred in Bisbee), and the lawyer said that it was
the same to him to go on with it or to drop it. As one of the



CONFLICT AND RACE-CONSCIOUSNESS 165

men who died in the railroad accident, in which my husband’s
brother died, is the son of a lady who is cousin of General
Calles, this lady has told my husband that this matter now has
to be decided in Washington by international means, and that
therefore he should not worry, for if they pay her they will also
have to pay my husband.”

SRA. CONCHA GUTIERREZ DEL RIO

Sra. Concha Gutiérrez del Rio, wife of the Nivardo del Rio,
is a mestiza, markedly Indian, a native of Durango and edu-
cated in Chihuahua.

“Although I am a native of Durango, I was brought up in
Chihuahua and educated in the ‘Palmore School.” I studied
some English there, but I have forgotten it. My parents were
Protestants and for that reason I am a Methodist. I think that
it is the purest religion and is the only one that ought to exist.
I completed the sixth year in ‘Palmore,’ having taken the
commercial course, but as there was no business in those times
I had to seek employment in other fields, and decided to be a
teacher. Having had to take a year of practice work in the
kindergarten of the Normal at Chihuahua, I was given a
school in Cusihuiriachic and other small towns. I went to
the mountains and taught many children the little that I know.
I had the magnificent salary in that time of $125.00 a month,
but with the revolution they ceased paying us; and other diffi-
culties arose so that I went back to Chihuahua. There I was
married. With my husband and my adopted sons I came to
Ciudad Juarez. Since I have been in this country I have lived
very uncomfortably, for I don’t like anything that they have
here. 1t is all very different from that which there is in Mexico.
Even one’s own countrymen change a lot. The first months, al-
most for eight months, I lived here without friends of any kind.
But in the end one begins to get used to things, because one
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has to. Although at times I even cried when alone, seeing my-
self living here without friends of any kind in such an ugly place
and with such different customs, nevertheless I found comfort
in the Bible. I read it every day and it is my only comfort, for
my countrymen are all ignorant wretches. Here there is hardly
anything to do to entertain oneself. My husband didn’t want
me to dance or go out. He was very jealous, but little by little
he is getting over that, and even better, he now lets me go to
the dances once in a while. T like to do that a lot. I don’t like
the movies, for the films are in English and although I can
read that a little it isn’t as though they were in Spanish, Any-
way, I never liked the movies and here I hardly ever go except
when they have Mexican vaudeville acts which come now and
then. I like the Mexican music the best. For that reason I al-
ways have a lot of Mexican pieces for my Victrola. Here noth-
ing is good. The food stuffs, besides costing a lot, are no good
for making good Mexican food. One can’t get the things that
one needs, so that it might be said that the food is half-Mexican
and half-American, being neither the one nor the other. It is
impossible for the Mexicans and the Mexican-Americans to
get along very well together here, because the latter are always
speaking badly of Mexico. They say that one came from over
there because one didn’t even have anything to eat, and they
are always finding a Jot of faults with everything that is from
Mexico. Some things that they say are true, but it hurts one
to have them say them about one’s country. The lady who
was president of La Cruz Azul was a Mexican-American, na-
tive of Arizona, and in La Cruz Azul there were a good many
Mexican-Americans. For that reason it couldn’t get ahead
very fast, because the true Mexicans didn’t want to go, since
when they went, they only heard bad things said of Mexico.
Anyway the constitution says that the members of directive
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board should be Mexicans. Here we have an Honorary Presi-
dent who is an American. She was formerly married to a Mexi-
can and she says that she adores the Mexicans. She seems to be
very much interested, and probably is a secret agent of the
mining companies to deceive the Mexicans.

“My husband is always saying things against this country.
Almost every day he has discussions with an American who
brings us fire-wood who begins to tease him and tells him that
he ought to make himself a “citizen” and that the Americans
are not all bad, that perhaps my husband has only met up with
bad Americans but that all are good. They talk and talk to
such an extent that I begin to get scared, for my husband says
some very strong things to the American, who only smiles and
says ‘Well! If you don’t like the Americans why do you buy
wood from me?’ and my husband says ‘It is only by misfortune
that I have to deal with all you gringo thieves.” ”’

3. PaATRIOTISM

Like that of other peoples in a foreign country, Mexican pa-
triotism thrives in an atmosphere of difference and deprecia-
tion. There were some Japanese on the same farm on which
Miguel Chavez worked, “and they came together to discuss
things about their country. He then began to look out for the
Mexican societies, and he became a member of the Zaragoza,
which is a patriotic society. He weeps when he hears the Mexi-
can National Hymn.” When he came to Los Angeles he brought
the Mexican newspapers, ‘and that began to show him how
beautiful Mexico is, and that it is progressive and not as it is
here believed only made of adobe huts. He has hung in his
house pictures of the Cathedral, of Popocatepetl and streets of
Morelia.” Angelino Batres, who was aroused by a sign on a
door denying entrance to Negroes, Mexicans, and dogs without
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collars, would not take part in a Mexican revolution “but in
case of a fight with these people here I would be among the
first to offer myself to fight them.”

MIGUEL CHAVEZ

Miguel Chéavez is a farmer. He has light skin and light eyes.
He is twenty-two years old, is a native of Mocorito, Sinaloa,
and is married to a pretty white girl who wears silk dresses and
stylish hats. He dresses like the American farmers with a
broad-brimmed felt hat, a short leather coat and boots. They
have a little two-year-old girl who is called Raquel and whom
they keep well dressed and take about in a carriage.

Mother and son left for Douglas in 1911 when the revolution
devastated the small towns in the interior of the Republic, and
even the school which the boy was attending was closed. He
couldn’t find any work with which to earn something to help
his mother, who supported herself by sewing and healing. She
is a “Healer” by profession. She fixes bones, gives massages,
and helps certain difficulties with herbs. That is to say, she
used to do that, for since Miguel has been able to earn enough,
he hasn’t let her work. Now he is grown up and there is more
need that she help in the house. Theyhavealways lived among
Mexican people where she could do her work and he could go
to school. When he got to be seventeen he began to work at
jobs which he had learned during his vacations and in which
he had earned some money. He has picked cotton, harvested
sugar beets, and especially fruit. He has worked in Fresno and
in San José in the orchards and knows very well how to grow
oranges, peaches, and cherries. He once worked on a chicken
farm and that has been very useful, for he now wants to take
up raising chickens. He is a very smart worker. He can read
the American and Mexican papers and he buys a Mexican
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newspaper every day. He has always been a member of some
Mexican co-operative society. He became acquainted with his
wife in Chino. He was married to her on the same farm on
which he was working because she is the sort of woman he likes,
industrious and good, and not like those gringas who even
want to strike their husbands. He wouldn’t have married an
American girl for anything in the world even though he was
interested in one. But he knew that they wouldn’t get along
well because he can’t eat American food. He has never failed
to eat frijolitos with tortillas and chile. He doesn’t eat much
meat because he says that it is bad for the kidneys and since
it is easier to get chicken and eggs and butter that is the food
that he prefers, but always cooked Mexican style. He likes to
see the prize fights. He likes Bert Colima (a pugilist) a lot,
because he is a Mexican and isn’t ashamed of saying so. He
never knew what love of country was until he had seen the ex-
ample of the Japanese, who were so quiet and so strong. There
were some Japanese on the same farm on which he worked
and they distinguished themselves by their industriousness and
by the fact that they came together to discuss things about
their country. He then began to look out for the Mexican soci-
eties and became a member of the Zaragoza, a patriotic society.
He weeps when he hears the Mexican National Hymn, and,
although he was in the American school for a number of years,
he knows more Mexican history than American because the
latter doesn’t interest him. He is economical and has always
had an account in the bank. He has good American furniture.
When he came to Los Angeles he bought El Universal and El
Excelsior and that began to show him how beautiful Mexico is
and that it is progressive and not as it is here believed only
made of adobe huts. He has hung in his house pictures of the
Cathedral, of Popocatepetl and streets of Morelia. A Mexican
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flag decorates the triumvirate of Hidalgo, Juarez, and Zaragoza.
When Morones went through the south of the United States he
welcomed his suggestion that the immigrants return and culti-
vate the lands being distributed in Mexico. Whenever there are
lectures in Spanish he is the first to attend. His great desire is
to help in the development of his Mexican homeland. He wants
his children to be Mexicans. He thinks that it is a crime to give
his efforts and his sweat to enrich.American companies, when
he can work on his own account. He is independent and above
all wants the revindication of the lower classes by means of
agriculture and industry. He wouldn’t be an employee of the
government for anything in the world, for that would give him
a master and he hates masters. He is leaving with those who
are going to colonize in the state of Michoacan. He is taking an
Emerson tractor, an incubator, cooking utensils, and the more
necessary furniture. He is foresighted, he is even taking a box
with medicines and books in which it tells how to give first-aid
treatment to the sick or the injured. He has suffered a great
deal here, for in order to get what he has he has worked a great
deal. Even when it was wet and he was sick with fever he would
go to work, for if he didn’t they would take away his job. The
foremen are very brutal, they don’t have any mercy, and when
they see one resting they give one one’s time.

He likes music and has a great desire to learn to play the .
guitar in order to accompany the Mexican songs which are so
pretty. He isn’t a Catholic although he doesn’t oppose his
wife’s going to mass. His daughter was baptized only because
of custom. He approves the attitude of the government in
wanting to destroy fanaticism. He is very glad to return to
Mexico and his golden dream is for there to be established
agrarian banks and grange schools. He believes that those are
the only salvation of his country.
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ANGELINO BATRES

Angelino Batres is white, a shoemaker. He was born in
Guadalajara, Jaslico, and was educated there in a private
school. Then he began to learn the shoemaker’s trade until he
had mastered it perfectly. He says that he knows how to cut,
nail, and sew shoes. In Guadalajara he and his brother had a
large shoe-shop. They made shoes to order, sewn by hand.
They bad several shoemakers working in the shop. He took
charge of going around to the houses of the rich and of taking
measurements for customers. These were handed over to his
brother, who distributed the work among the different work-
men. He also collected the bills.

“We earned all the money that we wanted, but we were very
extravagant and we threw all of it away on sprees. Once we
were making all the boots that were needed by a regiment of
cavalry and that left us a lot of money. Nevertheless, about
fifteen years ago, on account of a wrong which a person did me,
whom I wounded in a fight, I had to leave Guadalajara and
went to Mazatlan. My brother went with me. Later we went
to Guaymas and there we made a contract to go and work in
the shoe-shop of one Obregén in Hermosillo. My brother went
as general manager of the shops. We stayed working there a
long time and earned good money but it happened that this
‘one-armed Obregén’ began to get into politics, that is, came
out as a candidate for election. Work began to get scarce and
troubles came. We were no longer paid regularly; they wanted
us to contribute to the political campaign and to become
privates or officers in a company. There were so many difficul-
ties that we finally decided to come to this country, and we
came directly to Tucson. We have been here now about ten
years. At the time that we came there was great need of people
for work and we began to work in a shoe-shop, earning $7.50
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a day. Later my brother went to Los Angeles and there started
a shoe-shop of his own. I have been in Los Angeles and in San
Francisco, but only to visit. To tell the truth I don’t like those
cities, nor Tucson either. Once in San Francisco there was a
sign which said that they didn’t admit Negroes, Mexicans, or
dogs without collars. We went to the Consul but in spite of
all his efforts that sign stayed a long time. My brother and I
have established ourselves here. We have two shoe-shops. My
brother’s is larger and better equipped. It is the one that we
have thought of taking to Guadalajara for we are, as one might
say, with one foot in the stirrups. We have paid for the two
shops by part time payments; they are well equipped. Itis true
that footwear sewn by hand is better than that sewn by ma-
chine, but we are going to take the machines because one can
do the work faster. T don’t like to live as I do here because I
have been changed into a shoe-repairer. That is all that I do
in my shop, for it is very rare that a person in this country
makes shoes to measure. The gringos always prefer Mexican
shoemakers, for they know that they are always clean in their
work, that they make good repairs and leave the shoes like
new and not like the Americans, who do the work fast even if
it is left sloppy. Both Americans and Mexicans come here to
my shop but as I said I only have repairs to make and I am not
satisfied with that. I am a shoemaker and I can make a pair
of shoes as desired, beginning with the taking of the measure-
ments until the completion, not like the shoemakers here who
only know how to drive nails and then say that they are shoe-
makers, as is true with almost all the trades. I have lived here
in Tucson almost all the time since I came into the United
States. I was married here. My wife is a native of Tucson, al-
though she is very Mexican. That is rare, for the Mexicans who
are born and educated here are people without a country. The
ones that they like the least are the Mexicans who have come
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from Mexico. These southwestern states were stolen from
Mexico. But that isn’t going to stay that way. Some day we
are going to get back what was lost. The Spaniards were in
Mexico four hundred years and nevertheless we put them out.
Some day their turn is bound to come. I wish that once for all
there would be something between the United States and
Mexico. We would thus know what to do for all the evil of the
revolutions and all that is wrong with us which is due to these.
A few days ago we thought that finally something was going to
happen. I was even getting ready to go to Mexico for T tell
you that I am no good at revolutions nor to go about killing
my own brothers, but in case of a fight with these people here I
would be among the first to offer myself to fight. There are
many, especially among the Mexicans who have been born here,
who think that Mexico would be in the power of the United
States in 24 hours and for this reason they say that they would
join the American army. Those men are traitors. The same is
true of those who have become American citizens. They are all
nothing but traitors. Obregdn himself was a traitor because he
made a contract with American aviators in San Francisco,
California, to go and kill Mexicans in 1922 or 23, if I don’t re-
member wrong that it was because Obregén was very much
Americanized and was Americanizing the country. On the con-
trary Calles isn’t, he hasn’t asked them for anything. I am a
Catholic, because that is the religion which my parents taught
me but it has been more than ten years since I have been in a
church. T don’t think that it is necessary in order to be a
Christian to go to churches. It is enough to pray to God with
faith. The reason why Mexico is so backward is because there
is so much fanaticism. It is one thing to be a Catholic like me
and another to be a fanatic. My parents were very Catholic
and didn’t want us to leave the Church but we convinced them
that it didn’t do any good. A man should live for his work and
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only pray to God. I don’t say that Calles has done well or
wrong by the priests but what I do say is that Mexico is back-
ward on account of the Catholic fanaticism.

“We are only waiting to sell the machinery of this shoe-shop
and for things to get a little better in Mexico to go to Guadala-
jara. Those are the two things that hold us back. I have never
liked this country but now less than ever since they have taken
away our freedom. There are now laws to keep one from drink-
ing and going around with women freely and so many things
that one doesn’t even know what law one is breaking. It is
better for one to go back to one’s own country than to live that
way. There, there is liberty. Here to drink or have a girl one
has to go around hiding one’s self, because if one is found out
one is put in jail and at best one has to pay a fine.

“These Americans think that we don’t have anything good
about us. That is why they were left with their mouths open
when the Tipica de Torreblanca came and they heard how well
they played. Then all the raza came to the theatre where the
tipica played. Itisa shame that these Mexican companies only
come once in a while. Tlike the Mexican vaudeville companies
better than the movies. One almost has to go to the movies
every week, for there is no other diversion than that. A short
time ago there came here a Virginia Fabregas who gave several
concerts in the Rialto and the theatre was completely filled
with Mexicans and Americans.

“The only truly patriotic man that Mexico has had was
assassinated. That was Pancho Villa. He certainly stood up to
these Americans. When he was in Nogales he said ‘Look! By
only spreading my legs T am on the other side of the line, but
I won’t go over because I am going to fire my last shot in
Mexican territory. It doesn’t matter whether I fail or whether
they defeat me but I am not like those generals who go to
spend the money of the Mexicans on the American side.” I call
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that being a patriot, not like Obregén whom I am sure would
become an American citizen if he had to go into exile in this
country.

“The climate here is terrible. When there isn’t a heat which
almost kills one it is so cold that one can’t go out on the street.
One has to go about in a hurry. The climate of Los Angeles or
of any other part of the world cannot be compared to that of
Guadalajara. There if it is warm one can go around with one’s
coat on and if it is cold one can go about in one’s shirt sleeves.
It is a very healthful climate and very different from that of
this country. As to the food, don’t mention it. Since I have
been here I have been sick at the stomach. I think I must be
at the end of my rope I can’t eat hardly anything. Everything
does me harm although my wife cooks well and carefully. Itis
because everything is different, even the vegetables. Every-
thing is different and I believe that we Mexicans, no matter
how much we may wish to, can’t get used to those things. 1
read the Mexican newspapers. Not always, but on Sundays
and on the days when I am not busy, for 1 have more than
enough work and my brother has too.

“The machinery we have here in the shoe-shops is American.
The same is true of the knives and all the materials. But I
think that the European goods, which are those which are used
in Mexico are cheaper, and very superior to those of this coun-
try. One works better there for that reason, with good mate-
rials and with people who like to use good shoes.”

4. “Spanisa”’ MEXICANS

Being a Mexican in the United States is not merely a matter
of a dark skin. There are many white and even blue-eyed Mexi-
cans. These resent being referred to as “Spaniards.” “In Cali-
fornia and in other places where I have traveled I have found
that the Americans don’t believe that I am a Mexican. They
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say that I am an American, and many times the very Mexicans
give me the first place in everything thinking that I am an
American. All this makes me angry, for it is insulting, since I
am nothing but Mexican and I love my Mexico at all times.”

WENCESLAO IGLESIAS

This man is a native of Fresnillo, Zacatecas. He is white. He
helped his father with his farm work in Sierra Mojada, Chi-
huahua, from his early childhood. Although he was born in
Zacatecas his parents moved to Chihuahua. He had seven
brothers and almost all of them have learned the trade of
foundry workers.

“T am a foundry molder. T began as an apprentice at 16 in
a foundry in El Paso, Texas. My oldest brother was already
there so that all the family went to that place. I was in El
Paso for almost 13 years. I there learned to read and write
English. I worked during the day and at night went to the
night school. As an apprentice I earned $o.50 a day and later
kept earning more and more until I got to earn $3.65 for nine
hours work in the foundry in El Paso. Tired of being in El
Paso and wanting to know more the interior of this country,
Iwent alone to Kansas. Since Ididn’t find work in the foundries
Ihad to sow wheat in the country and there I only earned $1.25
and $1.60 a day for nine or ten hours work. From Kansas City
I went to Topeka. There I got a job on the traque. I remember
that a group of Mexican laborers were going, and they had
given us a rail-road car in which we were to be taken to the
work camp. A group of Americans were going in another car.
In order to get to our car we entered that of the Americans.
There those fellows got up and began to rage against us saying
that they didn’t want to go in the same car with colored people.
But we went on to our car and everything was all right. There
were other troubles at the camp, first because the foremen
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treated the Mexicans very badly, and secondly because they
themselves were disorderly. For example, at meal time some
of them would coming running to the tables which were used
for eating and took the best of all the food. They would take
all the eggs and the best they could find and one who couldn’t
get anything didn’t eat. Also they all abused the waiters, who
always were Americans or Europeans, so that no waiter wanted
to serve the Mexicans. They once put me in as a waiter but I
didn’t last more than a few days because I couldn’t stand that
bunch. In this camp I saw one day an old man who had two
sons who seemed to be giants. They were all Mexicans from
Chihuahua. They were working and the old man began to
rest. The foreman then came to insult him and struck him.
The sons instead of going to defend him fled and the old man
did the same. I haven’t found out yet what they did but that
angered me a great deal. But what could I do when even his
own sons didn’t have the courage to defend him? Later, I also
worked in the rail-road camps around Amarillo, Texas. One
doesn’t see anyone but botudos (cowboys) in all these regions,
who do whatever they want to with the Mexicans. Some Mexi-
cans who were around there without work and looking for it
serve as playthings for them. The botudos get to shooting
bullets at them. Of course since they are sure-shots they only
shoot holes in their hats and make the bullets whistle around
them. But if by mistake they do kill one they leave him there
and no one finds out why they have killed that poor Mexican.
A group of us Mexicans who were well dressed once went to a
restaurant in Amarillo and they told us that if we wanted to
eat we should go to the special department where it said ‘For
Colored People.” I told my friend that I would rather die from
starvation than to humiliate myself before the Americans by
eating with the Negroes. We went to several restaurants, from
one place to another and they didn’t want to serve us at the
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tables with the Americans so that we had to buy sardines and
bread and eat in our room.

“T went soon afterwards to El Paso and went back to work
in the foundry with better pay than before. I was married
there to a young lady from Parral, Coahuila. After we were
married we came to California and I found work in the Alham-
bra foundry near here. This company always prefers American
molders and foundrymen. Iam the only Mexican molder there,
and that is because they see that I am white with light eyes.
They say that I am Spanish or Italian but I have always told
them that I am Mexican. The same thing happens with my
kids at school. The teacher is always saying that they are
‘Spaniards.” A teacher once came to ask me if my children
spoke ‘Mexican.” I told her that they spoke Spanish. The
helpers in the foundry are Americans and Mexicans. They all
prefer Mexicans as helpers because they take hold of the work
better and aren’t afraid of anything while the Americans, most
of them, come from High-School and go about in the foundry
afraid even to walk because they don’t want to muss their hair
or get dirty. The same is true of the pochos, who use gloves for
everything and try to get easy jobs like the Americans. When
the United States entered the war then the foundry people
gave work everywhere to the Mexicans and they treated them
very well but since the war they have treated them very
badly.

“I have bought a little house here. [A family of pochos live
near there who are very dark and it happened once that his
children had a quarrel with those of the pocko family.] Those
kids were calling my children ckolos and other ugly names. I
went to their father and said that I wanted there to be good
feeling between us and I wanted him to control his children.
The father began to talk English as well as the mother. I talked
to them in Spanish and when I was tired of that I also spoke to
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them in English and they then changed their manner of talking
and at once calmed down.

“I don’t like the customs of this country, least of all for my
daughters; I want them to be brought up in Mexico. That is
why I am taking this opportunity of going to the colony of
Acimbaro. I am thinking, the same as my brothers, of engag-
ing in agricultural work for a long time for that is what one can
earn the most in and the way in which one can live the best,
with comfort, in the open air and without any bad influences for
one’s children. If things go well with us and we can do it, we
are going to establish a little foundry, for we all know the trade
and can forge pieces for agricultural machinery and for all kinds
of machines.

“My two youngest brothers are going to stay here. The two
are foundrymen. They came to the United States when very
small, one of them was two years old and the other four, so that
they have been brought up and educated here. They don’t
know anything about Mexico, but they feel and speak like
Mexicans and they are thinking of going there as soon as we
older brothers are established. My youngest brother has a
little house in Los Angeles which cost him $1,650. He has a
good car, furniture, and money in the bank. I think he must
be worth some $10,000.

“T am already getting old, for I am thirty-five, and I don’t
want to get to be forty-five without having my little fortune
made for by that age one isn’t any good for working or any-
thing. I also wish to leave something to my children in addi-
tion to their education. That is why I have great hopes that
the colony which we are now starting will get along well.

“My parents were Catholics and I also was a Catholic when
I was a child. Now I don’t have any religion, for I have seen
that they are all nothing but promises and fanaticism. That is
why I don’t belong to any of them. All the religions wish one to
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be blind. I don’t believe that in order to be good here one has
to go around shouting ‘Viva Cristo Rey! and killing one’s
brothers. What is good one carries in one’s heart and is done
by practising the virtues of helping one’s neighbor and doing
what our Lord Jesus Christ taught us. He didn’t teach us to
kill one another but to love one another. Christ to me has been
the wisest man of all the ages. If all the world was ruled by
Christian doctrines life wouldn’t be as hard and as bitter as it
1s. I read all kinds of books, newspapers and magazines. I
have always loved to read, but unfortunately the hard work
has left me very little time in which to instruct myself.

“T was once a member of the International Molders’ Union.
When a strike was declared I was in the strike with them. It
must be understood that when a strike is near the American
unions make it easy for all those who want to join. But when
they are not on a strike they make all kinds of difficulties, espe-
cially for the Mexicans, so that they can’t be members of those
unions. I belonged to the Molders’ Union and had a good job
when a strike was declared. We were out on the strike about a
month and the union finally won, but the owners of the foun-
dries made the condition that they would have to cut the num-
ber of men in the foundries and then they began to lay men off.
I had bad luck and was left without work. The Union no longer
helped me financially and then when other workers were asked
for they would send the Americans and kept leaving me till
the last and only gave me work as a helper or at the jobs where
one earned less that the “standard” of the union. But in spite
of that I had to pay my quota. I finally got tired of that and
decided not to go back to the union and that is what I have
done. I now earn the same as a foundryman in the union and
I don’t have to pay quotas or keep track of the secretaries and
of the leaders. Something which does happen is that any time
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that they can, the union men try to harm me, especially the
secretary, going so far as to get my jobs.”

VICENTE GAUMER

This man, a bartender, arrived in El Paso when ten years
of age. He is fair, with blue eyes and brown hair. He first
studied in a Catholic school, according to what he says, but he
is of “liberal” inclination. He says:

“T studied in a Catholic school in El Paso. There I learned
to speak English and went on perfecting myself in that lan-
guage until T was able to learn it well, so that today, although
I hate to say it, I speak English better than Spanish.

“My mother is a Mexican from Chihuahua. My father was
German, but I am Mexican and I almost dare say that I love
my Mexico more than I do my mother who bore me. Thave been
married for fourteen years. My wife is pure Mexican, from
Chihuahua also. I have four children now and even when they
receive their education in El Paso they will be as Mexican as
Tam.

“T can’t understand the gringos and I hate them because of
their ways. They aren’t like we are who have no interest in
money. They don’t care about anything as long as they have
money. I have seen Americans who let their wives go with
other men as long as they give them the money that they need.
Neither I nor any Mexican of my Mexico could tolerate such
a thing. They would have to kill us before doing that.

“They mistake me very often for an American,” continued
Sr. Gaumer, “and to tell the truth that makes me very angry,
for here and wherever I am, I am a Mexican and I won’t change
my citizenship. In California and in other places where I have
traveled T have found that the Americans don't believe that I
am Mexican. They say that I am American, and many times
the very Mexicans give me the first place in everything think-
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ing that I am American. All this makes me angry, for it is in-
sulting, since I am nothing but Mexican and I love my Mexico
at all times.

“In 1918, at the time that the United States entered the
world war, I was arrested and was held prisoner for two years
at Fort Bliss, El Paso, Texas, because they thought that I
was a spy. But the truth is that I am not nor ever will be any-
thing more than Mexican. It is true that my father is German
but I don’t care anything about that. What is important to me
is that my mother is Mexican and that I love her and the land
where I was born which is Mexico. The day when my country
needs me, then I will gladly give my life. I ought to say that
during the two years they had me prisoner in El Paso, of course
I suffered because of being deprived of my liberty, but the
authorities treated me with every consideration. I was set free
at the end of the European war. .

“TI have always had and now have my home in El Paso, but
I shall never change my citizenship in spite of the fact that
there I have greater opportunities and protection. The truth
is that I cannot forget my country no matter where I am.”



CHAPTER VI
THE LEADER AND THE INTELLECTUAL

Most of the Mexicans who speak about themselves in the
preceding documents are persons of little or no formal educa-
tion. The following section assembles the accounts of immi-
grants with greater sophistication and education. These per-
sons are, in most cases, of white blood. It is not surprising to
find them giving fuller expression to their race-consciousness,
or even, as in the cases of Lorenzo Cantt and Pascual Tejeda,
to hear from them a fairly objective and realistic statement as
to ethnic differences and as to race relations. Santiago Lerdo is
interested in the “precedent” established by the hanging of an
American for murder of a Mexican. At the same time it is just
these more sophisticated persons who appear to feel most in-
tensely their racial and nationalistic pride.

Miguel Padilla is also used to expressing himself in writing;
his document is apparently the only one® of the collection that
was prepared by the subject himself.

1. TAREE URBAN MEXICANS
PASCUAL TEJEDA

This man graduated from a university in this country, and,
therefore, writes and speaks English perfectly. At different
times he has been the Mexican consul in different cities of this
country and in other countries. About three years ago he came
to California for a prolonged stay. He first gave his attention
to the publication of a newspaper. Afterward he edited other
publications having also worked on one of the local dailies. He

* Except that of Angel Ruiz, p. 36.
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is now working as a translator for a moving picture company.
He is finishing writing a book which will present the United
States through the eyes of a Mexican. In it he will deal, he
says, with all of the problems of this country. In his youth in
Mexico he published a book of verse.

Mr. Tejeda is originally from Monterrey, Nuevo Leon. He
says that he is a theosophist, for in that religion all the other
religions are studied in order to reach the truth, which is the
ultimate goal of that movement.

Mr. Tejeda said: “I have studied American life in all its
aspects and on that account I am not afraid to say that I like
it a great deal. I enjoy working in peace without having to
get into politics. This is something which attracts me a lot,
but towards which I feel loathing, for at the present time to be
called a politician is the same as being called a crook. It is im-
possible to live in Mexico now; at least I couldn’t live com-
fortably; so I am better off here. There are very few Mexicans
who have set themselves to studying the life of the Americans
and no matter how much they may have written concerning
American affairs they hardly ever have reached the bottom of
the problems as I hope to do in my book. I believe I will also
publish it in English. In that book you will see that I consider
that the greatest problem which the United States has is the
racial, the black peril. The Negro race instead of decreasing is
increasing more and more in this country and they have even
wished to put criminal methods into practice such as sterilizing
the Negroes in order to prevent their multiplication, but they
haven’t been able to do anything. The Indians disappear or
mix with other races but the Negro hardly ever disappears or
at least not as easily, even when mixing takes place.

“I believe that the United States is indeed a great cultural
center in which all men can develop who wish to know more
all the time. There are universities, libraries, and schools within
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the reach of all classes. There are more facilities than in Mexico
in the educational field. The library of Los Angeles, for ex-
ample, is very much superior to that of Mexico, not because it
contains more interesting and valuable books but because it is
better organized and because each new book which comes out
is at once put in the library, which doesn’t happen in Mexico.

“The Mexican immigrants do not adapt themselves to mod-
ern American life on account of their lack of culture. At least
that is the conclusion that I have reached. Judging the prob-
lem of Mexican immigration into this country in general, 1
should say that the humiliations, the prejudice and the lack
of esteem which are shown toward the Mexican race here are
also due to the great lack of culture of the American people.

“The immigration of Mexicans to the United States does
not benefit either Mexico in general nor the Mexicans in par-
ticular. In the first place because of their lack of education the
Mexican peons do not adapt themselves to the customs of this
country but on the contrary learn everything bad and that is
what they take back on their return. Here they are made vic-
tims of all kinds of exploitation and they are humiliated. It also
happens that the majority of the immigrants who come re-
main here even when they go back for a while to Mexico.
Many of these immigrants who didn’t even know what a bed
was in our country learn to know what it is as well as many
other things. But that doesn’t make for progress for so much
energy goes out of Mexico when what our country needs most
is working men.

“T was once invited to give an address in a town in California
by the president of the Chamber of Commerce. More than
sixty percent of the people who went were Mexicans, the rest
were Americans. Before my turn came the director of a local
school spoke. He began by saying that the education of the
Mexican children was a problem because they didn’t adapt
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themselves easily to the American system. Then he said that
the Mexicans were gente de color and that nevertheless due to
the generosity of the American people they were considered as
being whites and that they were treated as such. In spite of
that the Mexicans didn’t make themselves American citizens.
I had gone planning to give a speech in favor of a good under-
standing between Americans and Mexicans. I was really going
to give something inspirational and nice sounding but I saw
myself actually answering the director of the school. In the
first place I told him that he had not followed the best etiquette
in addressing an audience the majority of whom were Mexicans
in that fashion. Then I told him that we belong to the white
race, that in the American consulates when they give us Mexi-
can passports they classify us as members of the Caucasian
race and that it isn’t true that we have negro or colored blood
in our veins. Then I spoke of the history and glories of Mexico
and I told why the Mexicans do not become Americanized. The
result was that the first speaker asked in public to be forgiven
for the mistakes he had made.

“Here in Los Angeles I have known many fellow-countrymen
who because they were markedly dark or because they couldn’t
speak English even when they have been decent people have
been made victims of contempt and humiliations. They have
been denied admission into some public places, especially in the
bathing places and swimming pools and in some dance halls.

“On the other hand the Mexicans, I am referring to the immi-
grants in general, who come to this country are dazzled and
attracted by certain comforts which they get and that is why
they live here for an indefinite period of time, even when they
don’t change their nationality.

“I believe also that some day there will be a serious conflict
between Mexico and the United States and that it won’t be
long before this country takes over the territory of Lower Cali-



THE LEADER AND THE INTELLECTUAL 18y

fornia. One has to study our condition and our problems to the
bottom to see this. I think that territory should be sold. There
are now few Mexicans who live there, perhaps the Americans
are in the majority. Some thousand million dollars, a price for
which that strip of land might be sold, could be used for the
development of a good Mexican war fleet, a real air fleet, muni-
tion plants, to build roads and all kinds of means of communi-
cation, something which would make Mexico great and per-
haps put her on a level with this country. Sooner or later we
will lose that territory and I believe we could get the best of
the bargain. It has to be taken into account that if this meas-
ure was taken with patriotic motives there would be nothing
censurable about it. The sale of territory has been common to
all eras and all the continents. Besides Mexico would come out
well and the United States could be made to look as having
forced the bargain.”

PEDRO CHAUSSE

Pedro Chausse is a Mexican born in the capital of the Re-
public. He is the son of a Frenchman, brought up in Mexico,
and of a Mexican woman. He is thirty years old, white, with
light chestnut hair.

“Before leaving for the United States I attended school up
to the third year of Preparatory school. Then I left there be-
cause the school was closed on account of the revolution. Hav-
ing joined Carranza, 1 went to the capital first. When the
campaign was over and I was not able to find employment, I
went to join my brother who was already working in the United
States. On arriving, I entered a business college in St. Louis,
where I took a seven months business course and learned Eng-
lish, for even though I had studied it in Mexico, I lacked prac-
tice.

“After seven months of study I began to work for a manu-
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facturing company at $40.00 a month. I worked there 8 years,
getting to earn $250.00. Then I came to Mexico to work with
my brother, who was the representative of the same company.
A year ago in 1925 I became the representative of his company
as a traveler in the North of the Republic with a commission
on my sales.

“In my private opinion, the young Mexican who goes to the
United States receives the advantages of a practical commercial
education and has awakened in him at once a greater ambition
than that which he had before migrating, for he finds himself
separated from his family and dependent upon his own ability
to earn his living. To a certain extent he loses his love for home,
because he sees that filial love is not as intense as it is in Mexico
and that some times or rather in the majority of cases Mexicans
find themselves inclined to marry American women, since,
well, one has to love someone. Itis my private opinion that the
taste for drink becomes strongly developed in the young Mexi-
can because in the majority of the places where one goes to
have a good time, drink is one of the most common means of
creating enthusiasm.

“Notwithstanding the apparent friendship which is shown
to the foreigner in the United States, it can be easily seen that
the American considers himself to be superior to the others,
and that no matter how long the foreigner may live in the
United States he is never accepted as an equal in everything,
although they continually invite him to become an American
citizen by showing him all the advantages which the citizen
has over the alien. Even in the business world the American
has an advantage over the foreigner, and one can only with
difficulty reach the positions of higher responsibility. No mat-
ter how good one’s record is, they never give one their full con-
fidence. In the boarding houses and everywhere you will notice
that although people treat you with respect, when you haven’t
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done anything wrong, they won’t receive you with the same
spirit as they do an American. For example, here we try to be
a model of courtesy to the foreigner, we do all kinds of favors
for them and we smooth the way for them in everything while
there they treat the foreigner as the gachupin [native of Spain]
is treated here.

“Suppose that there are 100 young Mexicans who go to the
United States and who stay there a year. Seventy-five would
marry American girls and 65 or 70 would be divorced in about
two years after being married. The reason for this is that the
American girl is too proud and cannot adapt herself to the idea
of the home which the Mexican has had since the cradle.

“In the first place the American woman is extravagant, and
is never willing to adjust her expenditures of money to what
her husband receives. In the second place she always has an
opportunity for divorce, for she doesn’t look at that with
horror as we do, but as a means of overcoming real or imagined
difficulties. B

“I am a Catholic by faith and I continue to be so. Although
pressure was not brought to bear upon me, nevertheless, when
one goes with one’s girl to Church up there, one is always
asked what church one belongs to and they show one the ad-
vantages of theirs.

“I live here in Mexico with my family as I did before and I
prefer our customs in everything, especially the food, for Amer-
ican cooking never gets to suit us. It seems to me that it is
just prepared for the purpose of keeping one in shape to work,
whether it be physical or intellectual, but not to please one’s
taste.

“Another custom which is different from those in Mexico is
that up there the young men always go with girls to have a good
time instead of going out alone. Here, in Mexico, if you go to
the park with a girl the least that can happen to you is that a
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special officer will come after you and want to take you up, while
up there it can be twelve or one o’clock in the morning and you
can sit quietly in the park and no one will say a word.

“Up there no matter how long you may have friends they will
never look at you as if you were one of the family. They will
always be Americans and you a foreigner.”

MIGUEL PADILLA

“Immediately after I arrived at New York I began to study
at New York University but quite unsuccessfully. It was not
long before I realized that I was unprepared for college work,
since I neither spoke nor understood English. At the third
month of my stay at the University T was declared a failure
and was dropped.

“To me this failure was reason for great discouragement,
since for the previous four years I had directed my efforts, in
spite of all kinds of hardships, towards being a college man. I
now had to wander about the large city of New York—of which
I bad heard so many fantastic stories—and had to look for a
job. I had also to leave the University dormitory. The day I
left it and moved to a private house in the neighborhood, I was
more heartbroken than ever. The day had happened to be
sullen and wintry, and this contributed no little to making me
the unhappiest of men. As I did not then know that though a
man was dropped from college because of poor scholarship he
might be readmitted, I took it for granted that I had been dis-
missed for good and all. Accordingly, I was about to look
through the window of my room for the last time. But just
before I did I felt such a burning hope that I should return
some day—a hope which soon ripened into a firm conviction—
that I set this down in a little book as an objective ‘I am not
saying goodbye to the campus.’

“A friend of mine went with me to Montgomery Avenue to
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make arrangements for my room, as I was unable to do it my-
self. The house looked a little too elegant for me, so I was
afraid I could not stay there. My landlady-to-be was a young
lady about twenty-five years old, good-looking and a real
American type, and, apparently, well bred. As my friend
handed her the letter of introduction which Dean White had
given me, the young lady thought it was he who wanted the
room—he was very good-looking. I saw her disappointment,
however, when she learned it was I. My room was rather small
and dark and was so arranged that any one in my country
would have thought it was a girl’s bedroom. For its neatness
Iliked the room, but the first night I spent in it all my illusions
went. There was no heater of any kind in the room; besides,
an all-night hilarious party made it impossible for me to sleep.
My hopes of coming to live in a quiet place where I could over-
come my sorrow vanished. I had been much displeased with
the dormitory on account of the continuous noise the boys
raised all the time; and now I was disappointed in my landlady
and her house. I thought that gay life must be usual in that
house, for I had been told in my country that ‘all American
girls are frivolous’ and I thought so the more as my landlady
was single, living only with an eleven year old brother. The
next day, however, I was surprised at the stillness of the house.
‘She must be tired from her last night’s dancing,” I thought to
myself, but weeks and months passed without there being any
noise at all. T even thought that she was seldom at home. The
fact was that she was as good a girl as T had believed at first.
She was always at home, but was very quiet. Later on she told
me that T had come to her house just on her birthday. This
had been the reason for the party. Since then I was very glad
that I was living at the house of so good agirl. This, then, was
my first experience with an American girl and home.

“This was, perhaps, the saddest as well as the most pic-
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turesque part of my life in the United States. I suffered much,
but laughed much also. In every incident and in every failure
I found a reason to laugh. Sometimes I laughed bitterly at my
own fiasco and disillusionment, at others I laughed because of
my own adversity-proof sense of humor.

“Right after I left the University, I began to look for a joh.
Every morning T used to go down town for this purpose, while
in the afternoons I worked at the chemical laboratory at New
York University. Professor X had employed me there during
my spare hours while I was a student, but he did not dismiss
me upon my leaving the University because he realized that
I needed the work. His kindness was a blessing to me. One
day, however, I was called by Professor Y, who wanted to give
me some advice. ‘T want to show you my appreciation,” he
said, ‘and 1 believe that the best way to do it is to give you
some advice. Don’t you realize how demoralizing it is for you
and for the students in the campus that you have failed as a
student and still you are working at a student’s job?’ No
sooner had he finished his question than I grew restive. I do
not remember whether or not T told him the thought that
struck me in those moments: ‘Scientists and students often
become narrow-minded,” which I had read in some of Schopen-
hauer’s books long ago. Indeed, I could not help thinking it
was narrow-minded to regard my earning my living at the
University as a bad example to others. I was sure that under
similar circumstances any one would have acted as I was doing.
He expressed many reasons for my quitting entirely, but I
heard nothing. I was all taken up in my thoughts about him.
His last words, however, stayed ringing in my ears, ‘If you
want me to, I will lend you ten dollars for the employment
agency.’

“How worried I was when I left the campus I will not say.
After two weeks of going about the city without being able to
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find a position, I became penniless and starvation began. For
some weeks I had to live on ten cents worth of bread a day,
and water. As a consequence I felt the cold weather freezing
my blood, since that was the first real winter T had experienced
in my life. About this time I happened to read a booklet on
the danger of contracting tuberculosis. It frightened me so
much that the idea got into my mind that my lungs were af-
fected already on account of my being underfed and because of
the cold. This was reflected, I believe, in my face, for whenever
I applied for work I was told that I did not look strong. Final-
ly, I found work in a factory, where in order to make three
dollars and a half a day I had to stamp a letter on everyone of
25,000 small cubes of iron. Besides I had to bring the un-
stamped cubes from a room adjoining. The barrels in which I
carried them were so heavy that I hardly was able to move
them. Soon I had to quit.

“I tried many trades, but being a Jack-of-all-trades I was
successful in none. Two months without work. Every day I
grew more hopeless. At that time I did not care what kind of
occupation I went into; therefore I asked for work in all kinds
of factories. One day I went into an employment agency. The
girl who attended me asked me, as many others had done be-
fore, ‘What are you?” ‘I am North American,” I answered. She
looked at me with incredulous eyes. ‘You mean you were born
in this country?’ ‘No, madam. I was born in Mexico City.
Mexico is in North America.” She blushed, stared at me an-
grily, and then told me, ‘There is nothing for you.’

“At a tannery. ‘What do you want?’ asked a lame, husky
man, probably the foreman. ‘I want to work,’ I replied. ‘Have
you any experience in this business?’ he inquired. ‘No Sir,’
was my answer. ‘You do not look strong enough for this work.’
Then after a pause, he added, ‘Well—I could give you a job
downstairs.” Presently a man opened a door through which I
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could see a few men, half-naked, with cadaverous expressions
on their faces. The room was dark, and poorly ventilated.
From the tanning tanks came out a most mephitic smell, the
effect of which was, no doubt, the reason for the ill-health of
the workmen. I knew I could not stand that sort of work,
hence T had to find a way to quit. “Walk this way,” he said, and
he started to walk ahead of me and show me in. “This is my
chance,” I thought to myself, and taking advantage of his
‘walk-this-way’-expression I hobbled mockingly. He grew so
furious in an instant that he hardly could stammer a few dis-
connected monosyllables while at the same time he tried to
give me a terrific blow.

“At a shoe factory. A sixteen-year-old Jewish brat shouts
the usual ‘There is nothing,” and then, with a silly curiosity,
inquires, ‘What are you, Filipino?’

‘No sir; South African.’

‘African! I thought all of you people were niggers.’

‘Oh, no; my goodness,” said I. ‘Some of us are fairly white,
don’t you see me, man?’ I did my best not to laugh.

‘Are you kidding?’ he demanded. We looked at each other’s
eyes, then laughed. When the laughter was over I asked, ‘Well,
well. Do you know where Africa is?’

‘Aw! Shut up. Get out of here.’

“At a Jewish factory of bathroom curtains. Not a word of
English was spoken in this place, except when the ‘big boss’
came along and cheered me up. All my workmates were kind
to me though, in their own way, perhaps because I did not
mind the matter of race. One of them particularly used to be
very sociable with me. He often addressed me in his melodious
Yiddish language. As I was entirely unacquainted with it, I
answered in my own language, expressing whatever thought
came first to my mind. The tower of Babel came to my
mind.”
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2. EVANGELICAL PROTESTANTISM

The cases of Lorenzo Cantd and Salvador Perez suggest an
opportunity for assuming successful réles in the immigrant
community presented to the more educated Mexican by evan-
gelical Protestantism; the former’s story also indicates the ad-
vantage given the immigrant, in later finding himself in the
North American environment, by a preliminary “Americaniza-
tion” through Protestant missions in Mexico. Probably the
Protestant church has also been a factor in the rise of Anastacio
Cortés from humble beginnings; he has found more than secu-
rity of life and property in the United States; apparently he has
a role in the community.

SALVADOR PEREZ

This man is a native of the City of Mexico. He is twenty-
four years old, a mestizo. In a city of the United States he
founded a Protestant Evangelical center. Of its numerous ad-
herents many have been converted from Catholicism to
Protestantism.

“My family are all from the City of Mexico. My father was
a school teacher, but recently he has had a store in the capital.
About 1910, when the revolution began, my father and all our
family went to the northern part of Chihuahua. There I went
to school, but when Huerta fell, we had to come to the United
States. We went to a place in northern Arizona. My father
was more of a Catholic than anything else and my mother was
Protestant, but between them there were no troubles, they
never quarreled, for my mother followed my father in every-
thing. We later went to California, and another friend and I
went to the Baptist Seminary in Los Angeles and began our
studies there. But it happened that one time we hadn’t more
than fifty cents between us, and only a divine miracle saved us.
We hadn’t eaten all day and the fifty cents had hardly given us
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enough breakfast. But then the brother who was with me and
I began to pray, and we told our Lord Jesus Christ that we
knew that he had sent us to this seminary to study, and that we
were only doing his will and that he should take into account
that we hardly had the wherewithall to feed ourselves and
that we trusted in his bounty to protect us. Then we put our-
selves to studying, and what was our surprise when at about
ten in the morning the mailman came with the mail and a letter
for me from a place in Arizona in which I hadn’t a friend or ac-
quaintance, and in that letter there was a money-order to my
name for $10.00. This was undoubtedly a true miracle, be-
cause in the prayer we had told Jesus that we didn’t want to
ask for help other than from Him and that we knew that He
didn’t want us to beg for alms. After that we never lacked any-
thing, for orders were continually coming from persons whom
I didn’t know, giving us the help needed to continue our studies
in the seminary. I think that some of those orders came from
some Christian brothers who had known me in some of the
Christian Baptist centers, or in some of the conventions, but it
is certain that the first money couldn’t have come at a more
opportune time after we had prayed so earnestly to Jesus
Christ, our Savior.

“I was four years at the seminary and during all that time I
never lacked a cent for my maintenance. Moreover, I had
enough to give to my fellow students. In the last year I gave
out about $160.00, or perhaps more, for I didn’t take more than
was necessary for my maintenance and that which was left I
gave to needier brothers. When we weren’t studying we went
out to help the Baptist missions in Los Angeles by preaching in
different places. We had an inter-racial group in which there
were brothers of all nationalities, even Japanese, Later, when
Ileft the Seminary and dedicated myself to taking care of some
churches, I brought all my family together. In one of the
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towns of California God put me to a test which has perhaps
been the severest of my life. This came about when my father
learned ‘spiritualism’ from a Mexican professor who was in
Los Angeles. He acquired so much power that he did fiendish
things. I believe that the devil had completely taken possession
of him. My father would lift two persons, one on each arm with
extraordinary ease, he would make a table move without
touching it, and do other things like that. He would put him-
self on his hands and feet on the floor and have people put
stones and other heavy objects on his back, and he supported
them with remarkable ease. All told he did many things which
were no doubt due to the power of the devil. Everybody ad-
mired what he did and said, and for that reason we suffered
much. The time when he made me suffer the most was when
he was almost crazy. ‘Come here, son’ he said to me ‘Put. your
arms in the form of a cross.” I stretched out my arms and he
put two heavy stones in my hands and told me to shut my
eyes. He said that I had his life in my hands and that if I
threw away those stones he might die. I didn’t believe that,
but I was afraid to throw away those stones, first because I
was afraid that he might die and second because I thought that
that might make him very angry and he might do me some
harm. Then he began to jump around in the yard and every-
one saw him and began to say that he was crazy and they called
the police. Then he went in the house and asked me not to let
any police in there. I stationed myself at the door; and I didn’t
want to let any police in, but they went in almost by main force.
nearly breaking my arm. Between four of them they caught
him and put him in the wagon. I went along behind the ambu-
lance following it, and everytime that I almost reached it the
police would kick and beat me in the face. Finally they got to
a drug-store and went to buy some drug to give him and quiet
him down. I called to him ‘Father, don’t take that’ and when
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he saw me he only gave them a jerk and they were all scattered.
Then he let himself be taken quietly to the police-headquarters
by the druggist who was a friend of ours. From there they took
him to the State Insane Asylum. There he remained for a long
time until a Baptist brother came and began to talk to him of
Jesus. Then as if a blind had been removed, as though light
had entered into the darkness, my father said ‘Take me away
from here. I am well.” And it was so. He came out of the
Asylum well and sound. Later he was converted, made his
profession of faith and was baptized in the Baptist church.
Today he is living in a town in California together with my
mother and the family, for one of my brothers is pastor of the
Mezxican Baptist church there. Since they have also acquired
property they are permanently located there. In a mission in
San Pedro, California, I married a ‘sister’ who was a Baptist
missionary. She is American. My wife studied Spanish a little
in the schools of California. In the mission she learned more
Spanish so as to be able to preach among the Mexicans, and
since she married me she has practiced Spanish a great deal.
We do social work at the church, but only with the purpose of
carrying the light of Jesus Christ to the hearts of all the
brothers in order to convert them. Many of them have been
converted. Some of them were Catholics and practised that
faith with all sincerity, but they have been converted to our
church. Others were Methodists. We have some brothers who
before were quite lost and when they entered our church they
have changed completely. Many also have come out from
prison converted, for among the little group of social workers
which we have, some of the brothers take the responsibility of
visiting the County Jail on Sundays and preaching there, and
one has to recognize that many Mexican brothers have come
out converted and to-day live honestly from their work. Each
week we give free medical advice; an American doctor comes



THE LEADER AND THE INTELLECTUAL 199

to the churches and examines and gives medicine to all the pa-
tients who come whether they be Catholics or Baptists, for
we invite everyone. We have not been able to get any of the
Mexican doctors in this city to come because even though they
aren’t Catholics they fear they will lose patients if they devote
themselves to curing the evangelicals, according to what they
themselves have told us. We meet with many difficulties here,
for the Catholics have a great deal of power and influence and
the Mexican Catholics continue about as fanatical here as they
were in Mexico. Nevertheless we have faith and God, and each
day expect to convert a larger number of souls. We have a
department of baths in our church also, for men and women.
They are shower baths and we give them free. We only charge
$o.10 from those who want warm water. Mexicans of all faiths
come to bathe and we treat them all alike. We are very tolerant
and only wish those to come into our church who are convinced
that we preach the truth. We also have our kindergarten for
Mexican children, a class for older children and a night class in
which we teach English. We have a library with books in Eng-
lish and in Spanish. In the latter language we have a few, espe-
cially Orison Sweet Marsden and others like What o Young
Man Ought To Know, What a Wife Ought To Know and a col-
lection of such books and many leaflets and pamphlets in Span-
ish. In addition the brothers keep on buying little books in
Spanish and giving them to the library. We have histories of
Mexico, Spanish grammars, and other works which are left here
so that all the brothers may read them. We also have a little
orchestra directed by Sister Parral from Mexico City. Her
husband is a teacher there. They came here quite a time ago
but he had to return because he didn’t find any other work here
except dishwashing. There are a number of clubs in the church.
One of them organizes fiestas quite often. One of the brothers,
who is still quite young, has written several dramatic pieces
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which we have given with complete success. When I came to
this Baptist center, no one believed that I could take charge of
the church because I was so young, and it is said ‘no one is a
prophet in his own land.” But Jesus is very great. He gave
himself, to save us, and he said that his apostles would be able
to preach his teachings in their own land and that is what I
have done. I can say that the great part of my education I re-
ceived here in this city. Here I went to grammar school and to
high school. T spent the first years of my young manhood here
so that I am well known. We are now slowly progressing and
we hope to construct the other two units which we lack. One of
them is the church, which will be on the corner of the land
which we now own and the other is a two storied unit to add on
to the school. It will be a good gymnasium and some rooms for
the activities of the center. There will be a space left for a
flower garden and for preaching services in the summer time,
when it is necessary to have them in the open air. I believe
that the differences which there are between the Americans
and the Mexicans are due to the fact that they don’t under-
stand each other. At least that is the result of a psychological
study which T have made. Over in Los Angeles I watched for a
long time an old Mexican. I went one day and intentionally
said something against Mexico and some things in favor of and
some things against the Americans. He then began to defend
the Americans just as warmly as he had defended Mexico. This
man was a Mexican but he had been living a long time in the
United States and had many American friends. For myself I
ought to say that I am a Mexican and have never even thought
of changing my nationality. I think that every Mexican should
feel proud of being one, although the Americans think that
only the United States is a great nation. It is true that it is
great, but that does not mean that it is superior in all things to
ours. I think that there ought to be a good understanding be-
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tween the two countries. But because they don’t know each
other they don’t understand each other. I see that right here
for example. There are more than 5,000 American Baptists in
this city and not even fifty of them have ever come to visit
this Baptist center. And what is more, many of them don’t
even know that it exists, although they contribute money for
its support and we are of the same faith. On the other hand
all the Mexicans no matter what their religion know that this
Baptist center exists.”

LORENZO CANTU

Lorenzo Cantd is a Baptist minister, white, a native
of Durango, Mexico. He has lived in the United States
many years. He has established several Baptist churches. He
took part in the Baptist Convention which was held some time
ago in El Paso, Texas.

“T was boxn in Durango. My parents, my brothers and the
rest of my relatives, were all Catholics. They were all very
poor. When I was growing up I devoted myself with enthusi-
asm to study, with the hope of making something of myself.
I was already quite a big boy when, out of curiosity, T began
with a friend to visit the evangelical centers that there were at
that time in Durango. As they gave us texts, little tracts and
papers, I read them with interest but with suspicion, for I
thought they had something to do with the work of the Devil.
Little by little T left off praying by night to the Virgin of
Guadalupe. But once, I can remember very well, it seemed to
me that she spoke to me and saw me and said to me: ‘That
which you are doing is very bad, the devil is winning you, do
not go any more to those houses of the evangelical Protestants.’
Frightened by the vision I stopped going to the houses of the
evangelicals and reading their tracts. Although our family was
very poor, my parents had enough with which to help me, so
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that I studied, had a sweetheart and spent a lot of time with
all of my friends. I even gave a gallo (serenade) once, with
nearly forty musicians. One Sunday my pal came to see me
and invited me to take a walk. I told him that I would go out
if we did not go to see the evangelicals. He agreed to that. We
went around from one place to another and finally he said,
‘Come, let us go to the hall of the evangelicals. Only to see
what they say. Only for curiosity.” I consented and we went.
My friend had told me that this time there would be a good
preacher, that it would be worth while hearing him. We went,
and this time I was convinced. That preacher said things that
were true, which opened my eyes. Then I began to go again,
at first with some fears, to the Baptist church. In my home, as
they bégan to see my change in religion, they bothered me. My
friends forsook me, even my sweetheart gave me up, and it
seemed as though I was a leper, for no one wished to stick by
me. I decided to leave my home, and managed to get into the
Baptist Seminary in Durango. There I began to study theology
and other sciences at the same time that 1 studied English.
Some brothers helped me with my expenses, as did also the
American brother who directed the seminary. I also worked,
carrying the account books of a commercial house and doing
some jobs in the seminary. Nevertheless, as the director of this
seminary was an American, he was somewhat egotistical, as
all Americans are. They only help one or open up opportunities
for one only to reach a certain place and then don’t want one to
go any further. That was what happened with me. The di-
rector didn’t want me to go any further, for I had finished my
studies in the seminary. During the last vacation I told him
that I was sick and that I was going to go to El Paso to get
well. T came to El Paso and there atranged through some
brothers to be admitted to the school, Waco, Texas. There 1
even swept floors in order to carry on my studies. I was helped



THE LEADER AND THE INTELLECTUAL 203

some more there, and I went on studying with enthusiasm until
I was able to finish my studies. Then I managed to go to a
Baptist University in Missouri and finished my studies. Once
in that place I didn’t have to sacrifice so much, for I gave Span-
ish and English classes and had other means for paying for my
studies. When I finished there, I went to a northern city, where
I founded the first Mexican Baptist Church in that place. I
not only preached there, but also established a little paper,
organized several Mexican mutual aid societies. Finally I came
to be an important member of the Mexican colony in that city.
I could almost say that a Mexican doctor and I dominated it,
and worked without rest for its advancement. On my part I
wanted to help my countrymen in every way and I did not
lose any opportunity to do so. I secured work for them, served
as an interpreter, got them out of jail, gave them something to
eat, I got coal for the poor in the winter and milk in the sum-
mer. Idid this social work first because they were my country-
men, secondly because it was my duty and also with the end of
converting them to the Baptist church, something which is
very hard. My country men go on being as fanatical here as in
Mexico, more when there are Catholic priests who frighten
them. Many times I went to see the overseers and managers of
the Mexican laborers, and they always told me that they were
the best that could be found for the work, that their virtues
were greater than their defects. I think that in general the
Americans treat the Mexicans very well, but they are very
egotistical and only let one get to a certain place and then wish
to close the way for them so as always to have control over
them. I think that Latin America is one of the prizes they are
after, and for that reason all the Spanish-Americans, who make
up a single race, should join together to defend themselves.
One of the wrong things that some of the American preachers
do is want to Americanize our countries. That is a mistake. I
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think that one can be a Baptist or belong to any other religion
and not lose one’s patriotism. I think, therefore, that President
Calles has done well in seeing to it that all the pastors of the
different religions are Mexicans. I have been in charge of many
other Baptist churches. I came here a number of years ago and
established the church of which I am now pastor. I have about
twenty brothers and they all work with enthusiasm. Here the
field is very hard, for the great majority of the Mexicans who
live here are Catholics and the priests try to do us all the dam-
age that they can. But we go right on with the work which
God has given to us. I was married in Durango some time ago.
My wife and children are in San Antonio, Texas. We have
bought a little house there, for it is my purpose to go and live
there permanently. I want to establish an informative and
doctrinal paper there. Of course I shall not put it directly
under the direction of the church, but shall carry on the propa-
ganda in such a way that it will not be known that it is in the
service of the Baptist faith. Here in recent years I have acted
as treasurer of an interdenominational organization. In a little
room back or next to the church of which I am pastor, I have
my bed which I make myself in the mornings. Here I live and
have my books. . I have learned a little Greek and Latin and I
am now taking a course in sociology in the University and one
in American literature. T am preparing a book which I shall
write in English. Every day I write my thoughts in English in
order to keep in practice and perfect myself in that language.
I am as much of a Mexican patriot as anyone and I have not
changed nor thought of changing my nationality for anything
in the world. And with the idea of never losing the vision of
my Mexico every two or three years, T go to different parts of
the Republic. T have been almost all over it. Here in the United
States I never fail to celebrate the {Mexican] national holidays.
I take part in them and co-operate in their celebration in any
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way which it is possible, although some of my country men
seem to fear me because of the religion which I profess. But -
that is only because they haven’t thrown off their fanaticism.
Another one of the dreams which I love and which I hope God
will make come true is that of making a visit to the Spanish-
American countries, in order to see my brothers in race and
preach to them.”

ANASTACIO CORTES

Anastacio Cortés and his wife are natives of Fresnillo, Zaca-
tecas. He was a mule-driver and made long trips through the
interior of the Republic with his mule train. He went to the
village school only about a year; when he was very small he had
to help his father as a driver. He was married when he was only
nineteen. He is now forty-seven. When his mother died, as
they didn’t have anyone to cook and wash the clothes for them,
he was forced to marry. Later his father died and they came to
live with their relatives in Torreon. There he went to work in
a mine of Chihuahua, Santa Rosalia. There he lived happily,
getting drunk Saturday night and staying drunk all day Sun-
day. Sometimes he was left lying in the street. He never had
any money left, and his three children went barefoot and his
wife was forced to go with everything torn and dirty. When
everything in the mine was paralyzed with the revolution he
left his family and came to Arizona finding work in a mine. He
came almost with the intent of abandoning them. He worked
little in the mines of Arizona, because there wasn’t much work
there either, and then he came to Los Angeles with some other

workmen. Here he wasn’t able to find work. There were days
" when he didn’t eat and when he slept with some other com-
panions as poor as he was in a room full of bedbugs. It was
then that he began to miss the caresses of his children and the
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care of his wife and he communicated with them again with the
hope of soon finding work and being able to bring them.

In the park where thousands of Mexicans without work and
without money get together he once heard a preacher speak,
and he became so interested that he began to attend the Protes-
tant services. He changed completely; he gave up smoking
and drinking, and found work as a cooper. He worked hard,
but he earned five dollars a day. Then he brought his family to
the United States. They helped him to work, for the wife took
care of a rooming house so that their lodging didn’t cost any-
thing. They soon began to save some money and he began to
make payments on a house and lot. Seven years went by.
Then he went to work in an undertaking establishment and as
he is very industrious and regular, he won the good will of the
owners to the degree that they got him interested in the busi-
ness. Although they were Americans, they had a lot of business
with the Mexicans. During the seven years he was a street and
highway laborer and put tar on many of the streets of Los
Angeles. That work is always well paid. Only Mexicans work
on that job because they can stand the heat and the rain better.
They earn as much as fifty dollars a week for nine or ten hours
of work a day.

In the work with the undertaker he learned a lot. When he
had become very much interested in the business he sent his
son José, who speaks English very well, to take a course in
embalming. The two worked together in the undertaking es-
tablishment. He had a quarrel with the owners because he
says, a certain man robbed him of about $4,000. The matter is
still in the courts. He then left the shop in which he had learned
the business and went into business on his own account. But
as he saw the Mexicans, among whom he did all his business,
in the bad economic conditions in which they were, and when
he saw they were beginning to come to live in this neighbor-
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hood, he was the first to have a telephone put in, more to help
them than anything else. His children all speak English and
they help the paisanos a lot, even interpreting for them in the
court. His daughter Elena is the one who manages all the ad-
ministrative affairs of the business and his son José embalms.
Don Anastacio is the one who arranges everything for the
funerals.

In appearance this man is completely Indian; he speaks very
broken English. But in spite of his appearance and his lack of
culture he is very highly esteemed among the Americans for his
right conduct and business integrity. He has unlimited credit
in the commercial houses. His daughters have gone to the
American school, and they have had music teachers, because
their parents enjoy hearing Mexican music. The father as well
as the mother attend with enthusiasm the celebration of the
Mexican national holidays and help financially and with their
own efforts all the Mexican organizations. Don Anastacio is a
Protestant minister of a Methodist church which at first had
only a little room, but which now after a year of faithful work
has a building, only wood, but very pretty. Don Anastacio is
not a fanatic and is well liked by the priests of the community
who ask for his help when they need it; he gives it willingly. He
is a great Mexicanist and cries like a child when he hears some-
thing said in behalf of Mexico. He says that if he should ever
be required to change his nationality he would take his small
valuables and his children, even if he had to walk and if it came
to a choice between losing all the product of his labors and
losing his nationality, he would prefer to go naked but always
a Mexican. He has taught his children to be proud of being
Mexicans and he gets angry when the boys talk English in the
home. When the matter was brought up of establishing a
school for the Mexicanization of the children in the town he
provided the building and built it according to the directions
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of the teacher and took money out of his own pocket for many
of the expenses of furnishing it. He is very respectiul of the
beliefs of others and of their ideas. He wishes a true prosperity
for Mexico; a year ago he went to Mexico with the idea of going
back with his capital and his business, but he sees everything
there still very backward and very disorganized and he hopes
now only to enjoy his last sleep in Mexican territory. His
wife is extremely pro-Mexican, fanatically so at times. She
would rather lose everything including religion than her
nationality.

As her children have been brought up to love Mexico they
fight at school when anyone says that they are gringos or
pochos and they say that they are Mexican Indians as their
father. Don Anastacio gives money for the propaganda talks
which are held in the hall of the Mexican school, and he pre-
sides at all the cultural meetings. He says that if he behaves as
he does it is because he is so dark that he cannot deny that he
is Mexican, and he doesn’t want to be a disgrace to the country
which he adores. He hopes that the situation in Mexico will
get better, for he has a great desire to get back. The local
municipal authorities think well of him and consider him a
worthy element. As they know his ideas they never bother
him with Americanization.

Don Anastacio’s house is similar to those of the Mexican
middle class. His furniture is American but the decorations are
of crochet work done by the oldest daughter and the mother in
the loud colors of the Mexican middle class. The building in
which he has his undertaking establishment is of reinforced
concrete, in “Spanish” style. He now has eight fine automo-
biles which he uses in his business and his own and that of his
son.

Their meals are American, but once in a while they eat en-
chiladas, or mole. The influence of the American environment
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keeps them from giving coffee to the boys, and much less chile
and tortillas. Their clothing is American and the little boy has
some very fine American clothes, although he likes to go about
barefooted and dirty. The wife is untidy and a little careless
with her domestic work.

In the parlor of this Mexican family there are American
decorations and pictures with American subjects and at the
same time Mexican eagles and pictures of the heroes of the
Independence. Don Anastacio bears a surprising resemblance
to Benito Juarez and he feels very proud when some little fellow
asks him if the picture of Juarez which is seen on the wall is
his. ‘

Although his speech shows lack of education, he notices what
others say and attempts to correct himself. He says that it is
never too late to learn, and that as long as he lives he will study.
He wants his children to get the best education possible al-
though he doesn’t want them to be professionals or artists, but
industrial workers. He says that his daughters should learn to
support themselves as if they had no money and were never
going to marry. He keeps the Mexican tradition of not letting
his daughters go out alone; and much less does he allow them
to have boy friends. He doesn’t let them go to dances, and
they never go to either American or Mexican theaters because
he says what they do there is often immoral. He never talks of
religion to anyone and many don’t know that he is a Protestant.

3. JOURNALISM AND LEADERSHIP

The statements made by Santiago Lerdo, Alonso Galvan,
and Pablo Puerto Orellano, represent the association between
education, liberal thought, political activity, and journalism.
This opportunity for leadership is no doubt transplanted from
Mexico to the immigrant colonies in the United States.
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SANTIAGO LERDO

He is founder of a newspaper.

“T came to this country for the first time in 1g9oo. I was al-
ways an enemy of the porfirista administration and attacked
the Dictator in my newspapers in Vera Cruz, the city from
which I come. Lately T have become convinced that Don Por-
firio, in spite of everything, was a great administrator, a great
man and that since he fell everything has gone to the dogs, even
moral values. Everything is now valued in our country in
terms of money. Even the men have their price. As my father
was Spanish I went in my youth to the Marine school or Naval
Academy of Spain. But I left that school because I couldn’t
conform to the discipline which was required there. I came
back to Vera Cruz and dedicated myself to a number of enter-
prises among them journalism. I had a daily in which I at-
tacked President Diaz very severely and on this account I had
to leave the country. I was in the States a little before Ma-
dero’s revolution began but I returned to Vera Cruz at once.
When Huerta climbed into power I attacked him strongly, so
strongly that my press was closed several times and they put
me into jail a number of times.

“They were going to lynch me here once. That was at the
time of the war between the United States and Spain. When
the Maine was blown up I said that it was an excuse of Mc-
Kinley’s in order to make war on Spain and take control of
Cuba. That stirred up a great commotion until many persons
got together here in the Court and said that they were going
to lynch me. I came out and asked them not to condemn
me but fo judge me. Then I explained on a black-board
that the Spaniards couldn’t have blown up the ship. I
showed them graphically and scientifically so that they even
applauded me.

“T have lived for a long time in Nogales and almost always
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I have been in politics in Mexico. Right here in the United
States I have told the authorities the truth when they have
treated the Mexicans badly. But outside of some bad treat-
ment I have received personally I have no complaint against
this country. and I think that here in Arizona is one of the
places where they treat the Mexicans least badly. There are
some hateful distinctions made, but in general the Mexican
who obeys the laws and knows how to behave himself is not
bothered but rather is given many privileges. Many Mexicans
own properties here and have found good ways of making a
living and now even live comfortably. In regards to the #4i:s-
pano-americanos (in this reglon those persons descended of
Spaniards or Mexicans born in Arizona, New Mexico, and
Texas are called hispano-americanos) from what I have seen I
don’t believe that they mistreat the Mexican immigrants.
Rather I believe it is the Mexican immigrants who treat the
hispano-americanos badly, especially when they celebrate the
national holidays of September or the sth of May. It almost
always happens that the Mexicans born here celebrate those
holidays with more enthusiasm and even more successfully
than the Mexican immigrants and difficulties arise out of that.
They begin to argue and they get excited and bring up the
great differences between them. For the Zispano-americanos in
general the 4th of July goes by almost unnoticed, in spite of
the fact that it is the day they ought to celebrate and which
they are taught to celebrate in school from the time they are
little.

“T was educated in a Jesuit School but I am not a fanatic.
I have always taken part in the liberal struggles and although
I have nothing to do with the actual religious conflict I think
that the Government more or less is right in the measures
which it takes and the laws which it tries to enforce. But I
am not a partisan of extreme ideas or tendencies. Since I am
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old now I no longer get into things although I used to like al-
ways mix in political and social struggles. I now devote myself
to my paper, to the Liga Protectora Latina and other work I
have. Besides T have to take care of three small children of
Miguel Bernal, a Mexican who was killed by an American,
This American had made him sign an accident life insurance
policy for $50,000 and it is said that he killed him with the
idea of collecting the money of the policy. However, the fact
is that the murderer has been sentenced to hang. This is the
first case of an American being given that sentence for having
killed a Mexican and it sets a new precedent. Almost always
in the courts in cases where Americans and Mexicans are in-
volved they give the decision to the American even though he
does not deserve it and very rarely are they fair to the
Mexican. Nevertheless it has been possible a few times to save
Mexicans from hanging. The judge named me guardian of the
three children and I have charge of the $11,000 the insurance
company paid them, for although that policy was considered
illegal the company agreed to do that much rather than having
to go to courts with it. The money was put in the bank. Most
of it I have invested in ranches and properties in the name of
the children but part in their education. They were in a Catho-
lic school but I had to take them out of there because they
weren’t very well. Tt seems that they were becoming tubercular
so I sent them to a ranch. They are being taken care of there
and they are in the open air, getting fresh air and getting well.
When they are well again they will return to the School. The
mother of these children died a few months before the father
for no known reason so it is supposed that the same American
gave her poison or brought about her death in some way.”

Sr. Lerdo says that he has twelve children, some of whom
live in the United States and others in Mexico.
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GONZALO CLARK

Gonzalo Clark has lived in Tucson for about ten years. His
father was English and his mother an indita mexicana. That is
why he looks like an Indian though he has blue eyes with his
brown skin. Sr. Clark doesn’t speak English. He is now pub-
lishing a humorous weekly paper which he prints himself in a
small press of his own that he bought on the installment plan,
a hand press with various boxes of type. It also has a trimmer
and all the equipment of a small print shop. The paper has
been in existence for several years. He distributes it free but
he has managed to get a lot of advertisements. In the same
print shop he has established a book shop. He sells Mexican
novels like El Automovil Gris, Heraclio Bernal or the Rayo de
Sinaloa, Pancho Villa, La Hija del Cardenal, and other works
of which the Mexicans are fond.

“Since I was small I have been fond of journalism,” said Sr.
Clark. “I still was in school when I began to publish my little
sheets. I learned the printer’s trade because of my love for
writing. In Guaymas, where I lived all my life until I came
here to Tucson, I was once a member of the Customs staff. I
came to be one of the most important members of that body in
the time of Don Porfirio, so much so that I once was tempora-
rily in charge of the administration of the customs. According
to the law I had the right to get the salary of Administrator
and so T asked for it from the Secretaria de Hacienda but they
told me to wait and so far they have never answered me.
Through my own efforts I managed to set up a modern printing
establishment in which I published several newspapers. As 1
have always liked to tell the truth, I have always said it. It
hasn’t made any difference to me who has been in the Govern-
ment. When they did something good I published it, when they
did something bad I published it also. They wanted to buy me
out many times, but I never wanted to receive any official sub-
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vention. Iremember that in the time of Huerta, when General
X was chief of the garrison at Guaymas, they were going to
shoot me for talking too much even though I told the truth. I
knew and everybody knew that on the flag-ship ‘Tampico’
of the national fleet of the Pacific there had been a whoopee
party when the soldiers and sailors took about 5o girls of all
kinds and took them to the ship. There they got drunk and
committed all kinds of abuses. I protested in my paper. Then
they arrested me and the General said that he knew who had
paild me to publish the notice. They believed that it was the
Captain of the other ship who was angry at the Captain of the
“Tampico.” T answered the General that I admired his wisdom,
for he knew more than I did. Because the truth was that no
one had given me a single cent. He also said that he knew who
had written the article. T said that I would bet whatever he
wished that I had written the article myself. First I could
show him the collection of papers which I had published since
T was a boy and then I said that without re-reading the article
I could give it word for word with the points and commas and
that if I made a mistake in a single comma he could then do with
me whatever he wished. But he didn’t want to put me to that
test but ordered that I be taken prisoner and on the next day
he ordered a brigade to shoot me. They took me up in front
of the soldiers and he said: ‘You will take back what you have
sald, Clark, if not, I will have you shot. Say that notice was
untrue.” I said ‘I do not take it back.” ‘You will take it back,
you will take it back, I'll make you take it back.” ‘General, I
don’t take it back because it was the truth that I wrote.” ‘You
will take it back, I tell you.” ‘No, I won’t takeit back.” ‘Well,
get set!” he commanded the soldiers and they got their arms
ready. ‘Do you take it back, Clark?’ ‘I don’t take it back.’
‘Well, aim!” ‘Do you take it back?’ ‘I don’t take it back’
‘Well you are an unfortunate lunatic, a worthless scoundrel,’
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and then he gave me a kick and said ‘T don’t want this to
happen again.” I answered that then they shouldn’t repeat the
abuses they had committed then. ‘You may have me shot or
do whatever you please but I am an honest journalist and I
shall always tell the truth.” So I remained free but they
started a law suit against me and they later put me in jail for a
while. They suppressed my papers and the abuses grew to such
an extent that I myself presented myself at the jail, without
their having to arrest me, and shut myself up in a cell whenever
I published a critical article. I didn’t care whether they were
‘Carrancistas’ or of what party they were. I told the truth
about all.

“Once when I went to Nogales, Sonora, on a pleasure trip
I fell in love there with the girl who is now my wife. I took
her to Guaymas and there we were married. She learned to
set type and run the presses, and so did one of my brothers-in-
law. Finally one day the revolutionists entered in Guaymas
and took possession of my print-shop and divided it among
various little shops. One part was left in Guaymas, another
part went to Guadalajara, another to Nogales and another
even came to Tucson, for that was a real establishment that I
had. Then they forced me to leave the country without my
being able to take out even a hand-kerchief. I came to Nogales
and from there to this city where I have established myself
fairly permanently. Iam thinking of going back to Mexico, to
Guaymas again, when peace returns, peace, quiet and prosper-
ity and the right to speak clearly and frankly.

“I represent several newspapers of the Capital here. I send
them news. I am a correspondent, the same as I was in Guay-
mas, and with that T earn a little money. I have also done
some other work in the press and I have kept supporting my-
self that way and so have never lacked anything.

“T have a little daughter, 13 years old, whom I have sent
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to study in a school in Sinaloa. She is a boarder there for I
don’t like the schools and the customs in this country, In the
first place the first thing that they do with the children is to
make them swear and kiss the American flag and I can’t stand
that. They teach them things very superficially and all in all
they have many faults. That is why I sent her to Mexico to
study. My other children, who are now quite large, have
learned to be printers in my own shop and they are working in
different print-shops in the city.

“I have lived here without getting myself into American
political affairs. Sometimes, when they pay me well, I publish
their political affairs in my paper but without my taking the
responsibility for them.

“I live as though I was in Mexico. A few times I have had
some scraps with the Mexican Consuls who don’t attend to the
interests of the Mexicans here or who think that they are sent
only to enjoy the salary. I have attacked them in my paper
freely and faithfully but as they can’t do anything here they
don’t bother me.

“Except for that I live peacefully with my wife and my chil-
dren. I don’t even know to what religion I belong, for they are
all the same. I am neither Catholic nor Protestant. I believe
in God because one after all has to believe in something, but
one doesn’t have to fear Him.

“My food is genuinely Mexican for my wife cooks it and
as I don’t like anything which is American I see to it that there
are always beans and other of our dishes on the table.

“We are different from the Americans in everything and
even when we don’t hate them or dislike them we can’t be like
them. That is why I have always thought of returning to
Mexico, although there also it is almost impossible to live on
account of so much revolution.”
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PABLO PUERTO ORELLANO

Orellano tells the story of his life as follows:

“T was mayor of a town in Durango in 1911 and had a good
income besides, for I had interests in several mines and had in
addition several pieces of land which also produced some mon-
ey. Then the revolution broke out and I had to flee from the
place together with my family. On account of my political
position it was foolish for me to stay there, for the political
enemies of the party in which I worked could have done me
harm. So with my wife and my children I moved to El Paso,
Texas, and from there I went to San Antonio, Texas, where 1
have been since that time.

“I passed the first years of my exile rather well, for I received
money from the mines and lands which I own still, but things
have gone from bad to worse. I don’t even know who is ad-
ministering my holdings, which I have turned over to some
relatives of mine there.

“When my income began to fail I had to go to work. I man-
aged to get a job administering a Mexican weekly. I earned
a salary of $18.00 a week at that job. Later I helped to found
a daily. Here I earned a little more, for I took charge of the
shop where the publication was edited.

“In 1916 I took charge of the management of another daily.
1 was first foreman of the shops and later manager of that pa-
per, reaching a salary of $80.00 a week. I was responsible for
the direction of the paper. I saw to it that it came out at defi-
nite hours. I also saw to it that all the employees did their
work well. T also have to make advertising circulars on my
typewriter, answer a great number of letters and even correct
the proofs of some of the books which are edited in this same
shop.

“T have five children. One of them is now finishing his studies
in mining at Denver, and I have all of my hopes pinned on
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him. All of my children have received their education in the
public schools but I have sent them on trips to Mexico so that
they shall always keep within themselves a love for their coun-
try. I have sent my eldest son twice to the summer courses in
the National University of Mexico so that he loves his Mexican
home-land although he is somewhat Americanized, for he has
studied here and is finishing in engineering and mining in
Denver.

“I haven’t gone back to Mexico nor will T go back as long
as there isn’t absolute peace, for it is impossible to live there
now. The letters which I receive from relatives and friends and
the news in the newspapers give one the notion that the general
situation is serious; so that I prefer to continue living here
while my children are getting their education and start out on
their respective careers and the situation in Mexico gets better.

“I wouldn’t change my nationality for anything in the
world, or rather, my citizenship, for Mexico may be bad now
and may get worse, but above everything else it is my country
and I am always thinking and hoping the best for it.

“It is clear that I have lived comfortably in this country be-
cause I have my family and have gone through all the difficul-
ties with them and have enjoyed all kinds of fortune. It has
almost been as if T hadn’t lived in the United States, for I have
always worked in businesses where almost only Spanish was
spoken. At home meals are prepared our style, my friends have
always been exiled countrymen, my wife and one of my daugh-
ters play the piano and always play Mexican music so that one
doesn’t feel the change. Nevertheless the sad and humiliating
conditions in which our people find themselves in this country
always make me feel a certain ill-will towards those who attack
them and I would prefer in every way to live in my country, in
my native city where life is peaceful and all the inhabitants
are simple and good.”
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ALONSO M. GALVAN

Sr. Alonso M. Galvan is a traveling correspondent of a Mexi-
can newspaper published in the United States. Sr. Galvin has
lived in the United States during the past four years, in Ari-
zona, New Mexico, and Texas, but he had been in this country
on different occasions before that.

“At these various times, Sr. Galvin came to the United
States because forced to because of political conditions in
Mexico. In his native state of Chihuahua he took an active
part in the political life. He served in his state as correspondent
of the Asociacién Pro-Patria of Mexico and has represented
many Mexican newspapers. His present stay in the United
States is not due to political matters, he came here, he says, to
go into business and make a fortune. Sr. Galvén is married but
he has no children. During the last four years he has covered
almost all of the state of Texas city by city in an automobile,
accompanied by his wife. His job has been to get subscriptions
for the newspaper from the Mexicans. He has managed to do
good business according to what he says. Although he has had
no fixed residence during the last four years since he has been
traveling, he considers that San Antonio is the place where he
can fix his home in case he should decide to make it in the
United States. But his desire is to make some money here and
then go to Chihuahua and establish a newspaper or some other
business.

“We Mexicans, or rather our ignorant and foolish country-
men, are to blame for being treated badly in some of the coun-
ties of Texas’” says Sr. Galvan. ‘“The poor Mexican who comes
from Mexico without money, without clothes and looking for
work accepts all the humiliations which he is made to suffer
and even when he has been able to earn something he doesn’t
try to better his condition. He is satisfied with what he has and
always lives badly.
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“‘La Raza’ are to blame for their being treated badly be-
cause they allow themselves to be,” continued Sr. Galvan, “but
I blame the government of Mexico because it doesn’t give them
instruction and lets some ignorant people come who many
times don’t even know what their names are.

“One example of how it is that the Mexicans themselves
separate themselves from the whites—which is exactly the
reason why they are insulted—is that afforded by many Mexi-
cans in St. Patrick’s County, Texas. Three years ago a moving
picture theatre was opened in a city of that county and the
Mexicans, who, of course, could go in where the whites were, for
some reason which could only be explained by their ignorance
sought out the most humble places and went in with the
negroes. In the counties of Williamson, San Angelo and St.
Patrick the Mexicans are given the worst treatment. I have
noticed that they are not as badly treated in the North of
Texas as they are in the South.

“I can say in general that the condition of the Mexicans is
mostly the result of the lack of culture characterizing them
when they come from Mexico. Their children in this country
don’t receive any education because neither the state govern-
ment nor the federal carries out the law which makes primary
education obligatory.

“The lack of union and of unison is another one of the things
which hurts my poor countrymen. That lack of union is due
to the lack of education, for those who are half-way educated
unite and defend their rights.

“Inaddition there are a great many cases, especially along all
of the border and in all of the southern part of Texas, where the
Mexicans cause themselves the worst harm. The Mexican who
has managed to get a little better position than the others
mistreats the rest or looks at them with indifference. Above
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all T have noticed that there is a great deal of selfishness and a
complete lack of hospitality.

“The Mexicans” continued Sr. Galvan “almost always live
in miserable huts or shacks in all of Texas. They occupy the
poorest districts or zones in all the cities, where the dump heaps
are. They live under very bad conditions without following the
rules of hygiene, on account of their little education.

“I once saw a Mexican being beaten and insulted by an
American. A group of Mexicans surrounded the two and not
one of them was brave enough to stand up for the poor fellow,
not even to separate them. It is in such a state of degradation
that our countrymen live on account of their own ignorance,
it is their own fault that even the Chinese and many of the
negroes believe themselves to be superior to them and treat
them badly and abuse them when ever they can.

“I know one person who has himself called the ‘King of the
Tamales’ because he has a restaurant in which almost nothing
is sold except tamales. I visited him and proposed that he
should take charge of the newspaper agency in that town for
I considered him to be one of the more intelligent. But he said
that T should bring him pig’s heads for that was his business
and not selling papers. I then went to an American drug-store
where many Mexicans go and I left them in charge of the news-
paper agency. They began by buying ten copies a day and then
kept increasing the number until now they sell about 30 and I
believe that they will soon sell more. I visited the town a short
time ago and the ‘King of the Tamales’ told me that now he
wanted me to give him the agency of the newspaper but I
didn’t do it because I couldn’t take it away from the drug-store
since T had given the agency to it first.

“Our countrymen are that way. Insome places where I have
gone, especially in the Mexican restaurants, they have charged
me more than they do others, taking advantage of the fact that
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I have just arrived at the place and don’t know the customs;
and they do the same with all those who are newly arrived ina
city.

“There have been boarding houses in different little towns
or hotels to which I have gone on each trip that I make for
three years and in all of them I have found that I am not given
any particular attention. Those boarding houses are Mexican
and I have found better conditions in those which are American.
I got sick for a few days in a little hotel belonging to 2 Mexican
woman where I always stayed. She charged me more than
usual and hardly wanted to give my wife permission to pre-
pare my medicines, that is to cook some herbs. Altogether they
treated me very badly and the same thing has happened to me
almost everywhere else.

“Humility is what hurts the Mexicans the most. Almost al-
ways when they go to speak to an American they feel them-
selves to be less worthy and so they speak with fear, and con-
sequently they are treated badly. The Americans have never
treated me badly in spite of the fact that I scarcely can speak
English, but I make myself understood by them as well as 1
can and they always pay attention to me. Perhaps that is be-
cause they understand that I am not like the rest. Over there
in Mexico the majority of us Mexicans act as if we were lions,
but as soon as we get to the United States we get humble and
let ourselves be insulted in all kinds of ways.”

INTERVIEWER: “What are the conditions of education for
Mexican children in the schools of the cities which you have
visited?

GALvAN: “As the government of Texas and the other au-
thorities don’t interest themselves in enforcing the educational
law, the Mexican children almost don’t receive any education.
They are taught hardly anything at the schools to which the
Mexican children go, and I have heard many teachers, farmers
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and members of a School Board say, ‘What do the Mexicans
want to study for when they won’t be needed as lawyers? They
should be taught to be good; they are only needed for cotton
picking and work on the railroads.’ I recently saw that in
Donna, Texas, the Mexican children who went to school there
were bathed with gasoline, especially their heads. The teachers
of the school did that and they not only bathed those who went
more or less dirty but also those who were clean. One of my
countrymen who was indignant because of this action tried to
get the Mexican parents to get together and make a protest
before the school board but the other Mexicans told him, ‘What
use is it for us to protest when they won'’t pay any attention to
us?’

INTERVIEWER: “What is the religion which has the most
followers in the cities where there are Mexicans, that is to say,
what is the principal religion among the Mexicans in the places
in Texas which you have visited?”

GaLvAN: “I would say that the majority are Catholics, but
it would be better to say those who are half-educated belong to
that religion while the others, the majority, don’t have any re-
ligion, for they are very ignorant. I have noticed that the ma-
jority of our countrymen are allowing themselves to be guided
by the Protestants, by any religious sect. One of the sects
which has made the greatest head-way is that of the so-called
Apostolicals, which the Mexicans call the Aleluyas. The
preachers of that sect say that they are the sons of Christ and
they heal by means of prayer. They are the ones that exploit
the Mexicans the most, for the Mexicans think that these
preachers have special faculties and that they will be healed by
means of prayer. But the Mexicans who don’t either go to
church or care anything much about religion are very numer-

ous.”
Sr. Galvan says that he has noticed that the Mexicans who



224 THE MEXICAN IMMIGRANT

live north of El Paso in New Mexico and Arizona are of a differ-
ent kind and class. He says that they are hospitable, are more
united, and live under better conditions.

“It seems that those Mexicans come from the Central region
or from some other particular part. They are better educated
and above all more hospitable. Hot chile is eaten in all that
region for it seems that they come from the Central Plateau of
Mexico and perhaps on that account are of a different char-
acter, but the Mexicans in the southern part of Texas come
from Nuevo Leon and Tamaulipas for the most part and eat
little chile. The Mexican people who live in Texas are the
worst that there are, but those of New Mexico and Arizona are
different.

“Another thing which T have noticed” says Sr. Galvan “is
that the Mexicans who are the heads of families also don’t
interest themselves in the education of their children. They
don’t send them to school. They soon put them to earning
money. From the time that they are little they are taught to
pick cotton or to shine shoes so that they can earn something.
All that they are interested in is that they earn money.”

INTERVIEWER: “What do you think would be the remedy
for this situation?”

GALVAN: “T believe that all of this is hopeless. But per-
haps the situation could be bettered some if some Mexican
teachers were sent to teach the Mexicans who are here. The
government of Mexico should send these teachers but I am
sure that the government of the United States would be op-
posed to that. Only by means of education can the people be
helped to get out of the condition in which they find them-
selves.”



CHAPTER VII
ASSIMILATION

This collection of documents includes very few cases of
Mexican immigrants who have entered into the life of the
United States and come to feel themselves an integral part of
it. Perhaps José Robles is such a case. His account is too brief
to throw much light on why he became assimilated; his supe-
rior education must have been a factor as well as his “light
chestnut hair and blue eyes.” The other cases of Mexicans
(Sra. Ruhe Lopez, Sr. Campos) who appear to feel at home in
the new environment are apparently also cases of Mexicans of
no Indian blood or appearance.

Mexicans of white blood and modern urban culture are much
nearer to North Americans in feeling than they are to the un-
educated Indians of their own country. In spite of this fact,
patriotic sentiment identifies such persons with the ignorant
Indians as against the North American. “Not for that reason”
do the Campos family “deny their ‘Raza,” and injuries and
humiliations to which the Mexican workers are subject hurt
them a lot.”

Elena Torres de Acosta is not assimilated, but she has taken
on the attitudes of and enjoyed the opportunities presented to
economically independent women of the United States. Nor is
Isobel Sandoval assimilated; her statement calls attention to
the possibility that the freedom offered the Mexican woman
in the new environment may result in disorganization rather
than assimilation. Her account presents an extensive instance
of the individuation and relaxation of primary group controls
that many immigrants experience. The wife of Sr. Campos en-
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joys that freedom also; she herself may go to the store and buy
“whatever she wishes without anyone paying any attention to
her.” Marriage with an American has not bridged the gap in
culture for Sra. Antonia Villamil de Arthur; as her husband “is
a foreigner one can’t help being a little suspicious of him.”

It is in the second generation that one would look for as-
similation, and for conflict between the generations. But most
of the Mexican immigration to the United States is too recent
yet to have brought a second generation to maturity. The
statements attributed to Domingo Ramirez and to the son of
Frank Menéndez are too slight to base conclusions upon. One
feels that economic necessity and personal affection hold the
Fuente family together rather than common viewpoint. The
grandmother lives mentally in Mezxico; the boys are taking on
the ways of America.

JOSE ROBLES

This man is thirty-two years old, white, with light chestnut
hair and light eyes.

“I left Mexico in 1917 with my family, which was composed
of my mother, two brothers, three sisters and four half-broth-
ers. We went to live in Dallas, Texas, taking along with us
enough money to support us. Before migrating I was engaged
in the purchase and sale of seeds. I studied English in Dallas
and took a course in the Business College. From there I left
to work for a commercial house, working as an interpreter for
the Mexican customers. Considering that the future which pre-
sented itself to me there wasn’t what I wanted, I went to Sal-
tillo to see if I could do business, taking American merchandise
with me. Not satisfied with the prospects in that business I
asked an official friend of mine for credentials to get in as a stu-
dent in the Ford Company of Detroit. In Detroit I tried to
talk with Mr. Ford’s secretary and wasn’t able to do more than
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talk with one of the assistants. He gave me a job as a worker
in the factory with a wage of fifty cents an hour for an eight
hour day. During the two months that my credentials were
coming I worked in that way and when they arrived I became
astudent and went from one department to the other, following
the Service Course.

“In 1919 the work in the tractor plant was stopped for two
months and I went to work in the Studebaker plant where they
compelled me to take out my first citizenship papers in order to
work. I worked there at fifty-five cents an hour and I could
work extra hours. I later went back as a student at Ford’s
again and I managed to reach the place where I earned eighty-
eight cents an hour.

“I am now following American customs in everything that
Ican. I married a German girl in Detroit in the Baptist church
and before the Justice of Peace. I wasn’t married in the pres-
ence of the Consul for T had seen that in the matter of family
relations the marriage of Mexicans outside of Mexico is valid
in the Federal District and in the Territories. When I came
here and lived in Tacubaya I wanted to have my marriage
certificate made legal but I was told that it wasn’t necessary.

“I put all of my earnings in the bank and I don’t give an
allowance to my wife but she can take out of the bank what-
ever she needs, as well as I, for T consider that what we have is
as much hers as it is mine and she has as much right as I to use
our money.

“I am a strong advocate of birth control, so much so that
I gave all the papers which have been written about that sub-
ject to a half brother of mine, the youngest, who is going to get
married so that he will see the advantages of following that
practice.

“One of the customs or habits which one finds strange in
Mexico after having lived in the United States is the lack of
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respect that exists here for women and children, as in the fol-
lowing cases in which I interfered. One Sunday I was going
through the Villa de Guadalupe when I saw three or four young
men pushing and bothering a young woman of about sixteen
until I told them that it didn’t befit gentlemen to behave that
way. Also the flattering language or ‘bouquets’ which the ma-
jority apply to women seem to me to be not the thing for they
are really insulting.

“Lack of formality is also very characteristic of us. Take
for example the workers. Suppose that you send a pair of shoes
to be repaired and they say that the work will be finished by
the next day, it will probably be delayed for three or four days.
The tailors are the same and in general all of the workers are
careless about keeping their word. There is also a very com-
mon trait which one notices on coming from the United States,
that is the habit of speaking ill of one’s neighbor. There is also
the problem of children. It is my opinion that children are not
usually treated as they should be, by that I mean to say, that
they always try to see to it that the children are not familiar
with their parents, bringing them up in fear. The American
child will speak to one and answer frankly. Here they don't.
Generally when one speaks to a child it is embarrassed and
ashamed. That is because it doesn’t become intimate with its
parents. If an uncle or a visitor comes it is sent away. They
tell it to go and play outside. The food seems to me to be
better when American, more healthful. My wife prepares my
food and even though she is German she learned to cook Ameri-
can style. A very strange thing happens to me. I eat at home
and I digest well but when I go to the homes of relatives and
they give me Mexican dishes I am sick at night.

“The only diversions I go to here are the ball games, the
foot-ball games, base-ball and tennis, generally to some sport.
I have only gone twice to the theatre in the eight months that
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I have been here. I don’t like to be shut in. I like classical
music a lot. In Detroit there is a very good orchestra, the
Symphonic. In popular music the Mexican is the same to me
as the American.

“I was initiated into Masonry in the United States and I
am now in the thirty-second and a half degree here. The de-
grees are not designated in that way in the United States. I
frequently go to the Shriner’s Lodge.”

SRA. RUHE LOPEZ

This woman is native of Mazatlan, Sinaloa, Mexico. Her
father was an Austrian, and her mother a daughter of a Span-
iard and a Mexican woman. This lady is white, her hair is
rather blonde, and she has adapted herself in almost every way
to the American customs, but she says that she is, was, and
will be Mexican by heart and by ‘“‘race’ in spite of the fact that

_she has married an American.

“In Mazatlan my father was the owner of one of the best
hotels of the place. Europeans, Americans and prominent per-
sons in Mexico were almost the only ones who went to stay at
that hotel as they went through Mazatlan. At seventeen years
of age I married an American mining engineer with whom I be-
came acquainted at that hotel; he had been introduced to me
by my father. My sister married a partner of my husband.
Until T was sixteen I attended a private school of Mazatlan
where I studied a lot of English, for my father had the idea of
sending me to the United States to study. Once married, I
traveled with my husband almost all over the Mexican Re-
public. We went to the Southern States and the Central
States and to all those where there are mines. He was very
good to me in every way. He gave me everything that I wished
and which was within his reach. We were married five years
and it was almost one continuous honeymoon. But my hus-
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band died of fever and I was left a widow and without money.
As I had practiced English a lot with him, and besides had
made a trip to this country before he died, I decided when I
found myself left alone to go and live in Nogales, Arizona.
There, as I was still young (in 1917 I was twenty-two years
old), I went around a lot with young Americans and Mexicans
from Nogales, Arizona, and Nogales, Sonora. I got a job selling
stamps in the American post-office of Nogales and got pretty
good pay.

“. ... 1 established a store in Nogales and there I fell in
love with a young American who is now my husband. Heis a
mechanic, much younger than I. He speaks Spanish perfectly
for he was brought up on the border. We decided to come and
settle in Los Angeles and we have now been here several years,
My husband earns six dollars a day and as that isn’t enough for
I like to dress well, etc., I rent two rooms of our house with
which I help to pay the rent. I also work in a real estate office
where T earn $15.00 a week for being there in the morning and
also two per cent on the houses or land which I am able to sell.
Besides, since I have an automobile and know the city well, I
hire it with myself as chauffeur to honorable persons, and espe-
cially to Mexicans. I do every kind of business that I can, the
thing is to earn something to help my husband. Once I even
worked as an extra in a moving picture studio where I earned
five dollars a day.

“I get up in the morning at seven and make breakfast for
my husband and myself. This consists of mush, eggs, milk and
coffee. I also prepare his lunch and take him to his work in the
automobile which we have bought and then I go to mine. At
noon when I come home I make ham and eggs or anything for
lunch or take my lunch in a restaurant. I come early in the
afternoon if I don’t have anything to do, and after I have fixed
and swept the house, I get supper ready. That is our big meal,
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as it is with the Americans. I make Mexican stews, vegetables
and American side dishes, chocolate, milk and coffee, frijoles,
etc. I buy pies and sweets and we have a good supper. Then
we go out to a movie or some dance hall or riding in the auto-
mobile. We are almost always on our way back by ten at night
and then go to bed.

“We always buy the daily, the Los Angeles Examiner and
we read the principal items. I don’t read the Mexican news-
papers, because I am hardly at all interested in Mexico any-
more, for my family is almost all here. I am thinking of going
back but I don’t know when, that depends on when the coun-
try gets in peace. When itisin peace my husband and I will go
and we will establish a modern garage for the sale of oil and
gasoline and the repair of automobiles, for I think good money
can be made in that business.

“I am Catholic and my husband is also but we hardly ever
go to church. I pray at night on going to bed and in the morn-
ing when I get up but we don’t make confession.

“I think that the American women have good taste in dress-
ing, perhaps better taste than the Mexican women of the capi-
tal, and as I like to dress well I always buy stylish dresses.

“I have never had any trouble with the Americans; they
have always treated me well. Once when I was introduced to
an American family they asked me if I was Spanish and when I
said I wasn’t, that I was Mexican, they then said that the
Mexicans weren’t as clean nor as white as I; but I told them
that in Mexico there are people as white and blonde, as intelli-
gent and clean as in any other country of the world.

“T have never believed in witches nor do I know of any here.
There are probably some among the Mexicans who live on the
East Side. Although I like my people very much I don’t want
to live with them, especially on the East Side, because they
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are very dirty there; there are many robberies and one can’t
live comfortably.

“T think of myself as a very modern woman, following the
American style but T am not extreme like the American women.
For example I never bathe myself in the beaches or other public
places because there all the people can see one’s body and I
wouldn’t like that.

“All the furniture of my home is American. I have my
gas stove and gas heater also. I have my piano so that I can
play it when I want. I also have a radio to listen to the con-
certs and news. I have always liked to buy everything for cash
but I have purchased a few things on installments.”

SR. CAMPOS

In 1915, on account of the Mexican revolution, which was at
its height, Sr. Campos, his wife, and his seven children, five
girls and two boys, came to the United States going to live in
San Antonio, Texas. As they were a well-to-do family they
lived with every comfort possible in a house which was rented
to them on San Pedro Street. I understand that they own a
number of pieces of property in Mexico City, among them the
private residence of the family, which, according to the picture
which I have before me, is a beautiful colonial building. On
San Pedro Street live the wealthiest class of the Mexican col-
ony, or rather, a number of the wealthier members who make
up a sort of “high society’ in the midst of the great majority
of the Mexican colony which is made up of persons of the
working classes.

The eldest brother of the family left San Antonio for Europe
with the purpose of perfecting himself in his music studies
which he began in the Conservatory of Mexico. The rest of
the children, with the exception of the two oldest girls, entered
a private school in San Antonio with the object of studying
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English. The two oldest sisters studied the language at home
and took charge of the domestic duties, for even though they
had a colored maid at first, she charged a great deal and didn’t
do the work satisfactorily. Since times weren’t very good for
making unnecessary expenditures, they decided that the two
sisters, together with the mother, would take care of the house
and that the three sisters and the brother who were younger
would go to school and would also help, when that was through,
solving in this way what had been a real problem to them.

After having lived three years in San Antonio, the father
and the mother decided to go back to Mexico for a while. The
head of the family left first, and his wife later, leaving the
daughters in San Antonio. Later the other members of the
family visited Mexico City for stays of six months to a year,
but always leaving part of the family in San Antonio, which
was now to them, as they say, their place of permanent resi-
dence.

After five years of residence in San Antonio all the members
of the family talked English and had conformed to the Ameri-
can customs with the exception of the father and the mother.
The eldest of the young women married a young American who
was manager of a jewelry shop. Two years later the youngest
married a brother of this American. This other man was an
employee of the same jewelry shop. It seems that these mar-
riages didn’t please the father for he constantly declared that
these young men didn’t “belong to society.” ‘The brother who
went to Europe returned to San Antonio, Texas, and later
moved to Los Angeles, California, where he married a young
American girl.

The other male member of the family is much given to the
radio and occupies himself with the selling and buying of them,
their installation, etc., but he doesn’t help the family in any
way and he is supported by his father.
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The musician has met with good success during his stay in
Los Angeles for he is director of the symphonic orchestra of
a theater located in one of the colonies in Los Angeles. He also
has made several adaptations of music for the theater and
movies and has composed several pieces, all of which has given
him a certain amount of name and a good place among the
artistic element of Los Angeles.

This family is white, the grandparents of the father were
French and those of the mother were Spaniards. Two of the
sisters are blondes and the others are brunettes; the brothers
are dark.

Tired of living in San Antonio and of seeing himself
obliged to continuously travel between Mexico and the
United States, the father decided to return permanently to
Mexico in order to be able to watch over his interests there,
letting his wife choose the place where she would rather live.
The mother with her unmarried daughter and her son decided
to come to live in Los Angeles, where they are now living. They
live in an apartment in a residence on South Johnson Street
which leads to Hollywood. Their relations are largely with
Americans. The family owns a Buick automobile which the
young ladies run.

The father, therefore, lives in Mexico City where the mem-
bers of the family only go for visits. The mother lives with her
three unmarried daughters and her son. The married son lives
in a house which faces that of the family and the two married
daughters live in San Antonio, Texas.

The daughters have worked at different times in Los Angeles,
against the will of their parents, they say, in the movies as
extras representing Spanish types.

The mother says that she likes life in the United States, for
the comfort that there is, the quietness, and because she finds
less danger for her daughters. Here she goes with freedom to
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the grocery store, clothing store, or wherever it may be, and
buys whatever she wishes without anyone paying any attention
to her. She lives as she wants and without as many social obli-
gations as in Mexico where she had to follow such and such a
custom, have a great number of servants, and always having to
meet a great number of social requirements which bothered
her a great deal. She says, nevertheless, that she doesn’t like
the American customs in the matter of the liberty and way of
behaving of the young women of this country—customs and
ways of being by which her daughters have been influenced and
which greatly concern her. -On the other hand, she likes this
country for the progress which it has made and she says that
she only likes to go back to Mexico for visits. Also since her
daughters have married she considers herself obligated to live
here in order to help them in everything possible and above all
else it happens that the climate of Los Angeles is very good for
her.

The youngest of the girls was studying in a high school in
San Antonio and later continued her studies in Los Angeles,
but a little after arriving in this city she became acquainted
with a young Englishman who is now her fiancé, and she will be
married to him within a few months. She quit school on ac-
count of this, and, wishing to be independent and earn herself
the money needed for her clothes and other wants, she decided
to go to work in spite of the opposition of her father and
mother. She is now the secretary of a doctor. She receives the
patients who come to his clinic, answers the telephone calls,
and takes charge of answering the corresponsence of her chief
for she knows shorthand and typewriting. She receives $20.00
a week for this work with which she buys her dresses, shoes, etc.
This young lady, who is seventeen years old, is the most Amer-
icanized of all, according to what her mother and sisters say.

The eldest of the unmarried daughters says that she has al-
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ways liked to stay at home as much in San Antonio as in Los
Angeles. She takes charge of caring for the house and preparing
the meals. She has learned to prepare them American style
and Mexican style. This young lady says that in Mexico she
didn’t do any of the household duties and that all she did was
to be before a mirror fixing herself, but, in the United States,
on account of the conditions already mentioned, she has seen
herself forced to do housework. She takes charge of caring for
the little girl of her brother, the musician, to whom she has
taught Spanish. She changes her clothes, puts her to sleep,
and takes her to school at the appointed hours. She says that
she likes all the American customs if they are not exaggerated.
She has several men friends, Americans mostly, with whom she
goes out on trips, and goes to dances if there is a chaperon. Her
best friend is a lieutenant in the American army whom she
has only seen twice. He was presented to her at her brother’s
home. This lieutenant has been in China for two years. He
writes to her constantly and in that way they carry on their
relations, which are semi-amorous. According to the idea of the
young lady if she had a fiancé she wouldn’t go out with other
young men as the American girls do. She would be a model
wife, she says, for she would take good care of everything in
the home and would always try to please her husband, seeing
to it that he wouldn’t be able to find more beauty or excellence
in other women.

The members of this family follow the Catholic faith. The
young ladies were married by the church. Those that are un-
married go to Mass every Sunday, as well as on the church
holidays. Only when they are working do they fail to attend.
They pray at night before going to bed. They make confession
although not very often and they receive the sacrament also,
but they say that they are tolerant of those persons who hold
other faiths.
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When they lived in San Antonio, Texas, they read American
and Mexican newspapers but since they have lived in Los
Angeles they have only read American newspapers and they
speak almost only English in their home, for the mother even
when she doesn’t know how to speak that language can under-
stand everything perfectly and can also read it.

This family declares that it doesn’t feel anything in common
with the groups of Mexican workmen, for each one ought to
live in his own environment. But not for that reason do they
deny their “Raza,” and the injuries and humiliations to which
the Mexican workers are subject hurt them a lot.

In regard to food they eat French, Mexican, and American
style, saying that they do not have an exclusive preference for
any one kind of food.

ELENA TORRES DE ACOSTA

Elena Torres de Acosta is a mestiza, a native of Guadalajara,
Jalisco. She has been living in the United States about six
months.

“On account of the spiritual suffering which I went through
after my divorce in the capital of Mexico I decided to come to
this country and forget my heart aches and to look for a new
way of living. T came to see if it is possible to secure work as
an artist in Hollywood. I was living very happily in Mexico,
but my husband treated me very inconsiderately, so that con-
trary to the will of all my family I decided to divorce myself
from him. After all the suffering which a divorce brings I went
to live with my relatives in Guadalajara, Jalisco. But I
couldn’t live very happily because I was always remembering
that man, and the worst was that I liked him and still love him
alot. In spite of the bad way in which he treated me in a moral
sense, I had everything that I needed in a material way, good
clothes, an automobile, my house, in fact nothing was lacking.
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But what bothered me was that he went about with other
women. At times he didn’t come home to sleep and if I ob-
jected he was furious. On that account, after a stay in Guadala-
jara, I decided to come to the United States. My mother gave
me a little money; I arranged my passports, and managed to
secure a letter of recommendation from a friend to an official at
Nuevo Laredo. T took the train and reached Nuevo Laredo.
There I went to a Mexican official who received me very well.
He paid me a lot of attention. I stayed there two days during
which time I was sight-seeing with this General. When I de-
cided to go to San Antonio, Texas, the same man took me to
Laredo, Texas, so that the immigration authorities didn’t even
ask for my passport and let me pass very easily. When I
reached San Antonio I didn’t know anyone, nor even imagined
where I would stay, but in the station I met a young Mexican
journalist. He showed me a hotel, the best in the city, where I
went. The same young man came to see me in the evening with
a young guero journalist who spoke Spanish. The latter wished
to take my picture to publish my photograph in the newspaper
but I didn’t want to let him. Later the Mexican young man got
a house for me to live in. It was the home of a middle class
Mexican family. The lady treated me very well and as I have
a friendly disposition I made myself liked by her. The young
Mexican journalist came to see me every day and in the eve-
ning. We went together to the theatres, sight-seeing in auto-
mobile and we were very happy. But he began to ask me for
kisses and I, contrary to my will, gave them to him. Finally
he even wished to sleep with me in my room and wanted me to
give myself to him. But that I didn’t want to do, for although
I really liked him a lot the truth is I cannot belong to another
man because I still care a lot for my former husband. Then the
young man ceased to visit me and I decided to come to Los
Angeles. I took the train and went to Los Angeles. I didn’t
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have much trouble on the way, for I went with a Mexican
family who could speak some English and they could interpret
for me when I needed anything. I came first class but not in
the Pullman. When I reached Los Angeles I took an automo-
bile at the station and was taken to I don’t know what hotel,
but it was very expensive and no one there spoke Spanish. I had
the same trouble in the restaurants for I couldn’t find waitresses
who spoke my language. I suffered a lot in those days and spent
almost all the money that T had with me. Finally I found Main
Street where there are a lot of Mexicans. There I found a
Mexican lady and I begged her to show me where there was a
Mexican boarding house. She took me to a house near hers, or
rather it was a hotel. I remained there a month. Every day
the lady and her sons and daughters came to see me and I went
to see them. As my money began to give out I asked the lady
to help me to look for work but I found out that although I
know something about office work, typewriting and other
things, that didn’t do me any good because I needed to know
English. The only work which was offered to me was that of
washlady, but the woman said that the work was very hard
and that since T wasn’t used to doing it I had better not go.
That lady’s name is Marcos. She is from Orizaba, Veracruz,
Mexico. She is a theatre artist, the same as her husband and
her sons and daughters. When she saw that I didn’t have
money with which to keep myself, she told me to come to her
house, that there I would not lack for something to eat nor for
protection. She gave me a little room and Ilived with them. I
got up very early, cleaned the house, washed some of their
clothes and did all T could to make them happy. I never went
out alone in Los Angeles. I always went out with the lady or
with her daughters, They took me to see almost all the thea-
tres and at night they would take me riding in their automo-
bile. One night, when we were riding, and when they were
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preparing to make an artistic circuit through the southern states
of this country, I began to sing, and they liked what I sang.
The lady then said that if I wasn’t afraid to go out with a group
of artists to sing in a theatre that they would take me if I
wanted to go. She said that the theatre is a future, above all
for ‘a girl pretty, snappy and likeable as you are.” T became
so enthusiastic that on the following day she took me to a
music teacher who taught me a little about singing. He said
that I should give myself especially to singing ‘tangos’ for my
voice was adapted for that. In a few days I began to go out
with the lady and her family to work in the theatres in the little
towns of California. We generally went on Sundays and to tell
the truth they applauded me a lot as they did the others of
the company. The lady then said that if T wanted to go on the
circuit with them she would prepare my theatre costumes, my
selection of songs and her daughter would show me how to
dance. But she couldn’t guarantee me any pay. They would
give me everything that I needed and a little money whenever
they could. I then began to get ready. I wrote to my mother
but she and all of my family were very much displeased when
I told them that I had begun to work in the theatre. When we
went on the circuit there were in our troop Sra. Marcos and her
husband, their two daughters, a young Mexican guera, Juan,
the son of the lady, I and a Mexican lady pianist. The latter
accompanied us. We went from little town to little town as we
wanted, working with success. The lady it is true gave me
everything that I needed, hotel, food but nothing in money.
She gave a salary to the others. The guerita got $4.00 a day
whether she worked or not. The pianist earned $7.00 a day
and the rest kept what was left as they were of the same family,
however they may have shared it. We went to Calexico and
Mexicali, Lower California. We worked there several days and
it happened that the immigration authorities there didn’t want
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to let me cross and put many difficulties in my way, so that
out of pure invention we said that I was a native of Arizona
and that on account of that I had a right to go over without
paying the head-tax and so I passed. We also went to other
little towns. I became quite friendly with the pianist and al-
ways lived with her in the same room in the hotels which we
visited. The traveling wasn’t very comfortable, for we had to
go in the automobile and we had all of our equipment right
along with us. The pianist said that I should ask for some pay
for I deserved something. But I didn’t want to do that be-
cause the lady had been very good to me and I hated to ask
her although it was true that they were exploiting me a lot. We
went to the mining camps. My tangos were liked by the Mexi-
cans but as they are very low class they liked better the indeli-
cate jokes and the indecency of Juan and the guerita. The
latter, although she says that she is a lady, likes to show her
legs a lot. I don’t do that for my work has always been very
decent. The second time that we went to El Rey and when we
were going to leave for Tucson, Arizona, the lady was very
offensive to me or rather her daughters were, and as I wouldn’t
let them abuse me I told them that T would stay there and
wouldn’t go on with them any more. The pianist also stayed
with me and then we came back to Phoenix. From here we
are going to Los Angeles. There my friend will help me a lot
and I expect to be a success in the theatre. I have gotten a -
start in many things already and I will learn more until I
succeed in doing something. I see the matter of working in the
movies is rather hard. Once when they were filming “Carmen”
they were going to use me as an extra as a cigarette girl but it
happened that I am too tall. Nevertheless I am going to do
everything possible and see if I can do anything. I wish to
work for myself and no longer be dependent on my mother.
That is as all the American girls do. That is why even if I have
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to sacrifice I will do everything possible to win success in the
theatre as long as it is honorable. Although I may forget my
husband I don’t think that I will ever love another man. I am
learning English in a little book I have bought and in Los Ange-
les T will learn more easily for there almost everyone speaks
that language and one is forced to learn it. I don’t expect to
return to Mexico except after many years when I have forgot-
ten everything and have accomplished something. Then I
will return but first I will live here even if it is as a laundress.
I don’t mind about that, what I want to do is to earn my living
honestly. Ilike this country a lot because a woman is free and
has many opportunities which she needs. It isnot asin Mexico
where one is always dependent upon one’s family or husband.
Here if I want friends I can have them and if I don’t I don’t
and I know that I must be respected for the law protects one.
Anyway it all depends upon one’s attitude toward one’s self
to be respected. '

“Besides that the Virgin of Guadalupe will help me to get
along well for I always pray to her in my prayers at night and
on Sundays when I go to Mass. That is something I do. I
don’t let a Sunday pass without going to Mass nor a night
without praying. Although I may be very tired I always pray
and I think it is because of that I have had good luck. I can’t
complain so far of what I have been through since living in the
" United States. In spite of the reverses I have had, for one al-
ways has those especially when one is a woman alone and every-
~ one wants to take advantage of one. One has to watch out for
that and give one’s self the place of respect which one has a
right to have.”

ISOBEL SANDOVAL

Isobel Sandoval was very small when her parents, to-
gether with the rest of her family, seven in all, father, mother,
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two sons, and two daughters, came to live in the United States.
First they lived in Tucson and later in San Francisco, Cali-
fornia. One of her brothers went to Alaska to fish salmon and
then came and went to the north and to the east of the Ameri-
can Union, from where he writes very infrequently. Her par-
ents died a few years ago. She married when eighteen, but se-
cured a divorce three years later because her husband, who was
a Spaniard, gave her very bad treatment. She was educated in
the American public schools of Tucson, Arizona, and of San
Francisco, California. With her husband, who was a carpenter,
she came to live in Pasadena, California. There her other sister
also married a Mexican, with whom she lives very happily.
She, Isobel, says that she has had two babies. When she had
the first one she was at the point of dying and the doctor, who
is an American and a friend of hers, told her that she would
have no more children. But after a time she had another
child, before divorcing herself. This time she had no trouble,
but this time the doctor told her that even if she wished she
could have no more children, and so it proved to be. Although
she has been with the friends whom she liked she has not had
another child and “I don’t make use of preventives of any
kind, for the doctor told me that I had no need for them, only
Ishould take care that I do not get a disease and I have had the
good fortune not to have this happen, first because my friends
are always decent and clean and second because I take proper
precautions when I am afraid that they are going to give me a
disease. The doctor told me to tell my friends that he would
give them a cure against having children.

“My children are in San Francisco, California. An Irish
woman takes care of them there. She is an elderly lady, very
devout, who knew us, my parents and especially me. Each
month I send her money so that she will take care of them and
I go to see them whenever I can. When they are a little older



244 THE MEXICAN IMMIGRANT

I am going to bring them to Los Angeles and put them in one
of the schools of this city.

“Some years ago I worked in the theatre. I sang couplets
and danced Spanish dances and the jarabe tapatio. 1 have
traveled almost everywhere in California, working in the Mex-
can theatres and thus have earned my living. For more than
a year ago, perhaps two, I have worked in the dance halls and
I succeed in making something sometimes. Almost always I
make some $25.00 or $30.00 a week, sometimes I make more.

“I have lived with girl friends of mine, we have had apart-
ments together, but I have become convinced that it is better
to live alone or with friends like Pancho and Juanito. I am
absolutely free, if I wish, I come to sleep, and if I don'’t, I
don’t. If I bring boy friends no one says a thing, and if they
bring girl friends with them no one tells them a thing. We
three help each other when we have money, while with the girl
friends one cannot do that way, because after a while jealousies
and differences spring up and they don’t like this or that, and
there is never lacking a reason over which to quarrel. Many
girls think that Juanito is my lover because they see that we
live in the same house and that we like each other a lot and
when I have brought my children to Los Angeles he takes them
out. But, although it wouldn’t make any difference, that isn’t
so. He likes me a lot because I have taken care of him, when he
hadn’t either friends or money. Then I have been for him more
than a sister, and he has been the same to me. It doesn’t make
any difference either to him nor to me what is said about us.
After all we know what people are like.

“My religion is the Catholic, but I do not go to church ex-
cept in Lent. Then I even take the Sacraments, confess myself
and tell the priest all my sins, but that doesn’t do me any good
because I commit them again. But I know that I do harm to
no one; I need no one to tell me what to uo nor do I wish to
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have. It is better to be free and do that which one best likes
to do.

“I have also worked as a waitress for my living, but it
turned out that I worked twelve hours a day and I was paid
very little and I did not like that work. I would rather go to the
dance hall. There I pass away the time happily, dancing and
whiling away the time with boy friends, and many times we
go out on a spree. There have been times when I have been
having a good time all night and all day and I have only
bathed and then gone the next night to the hall and gone on
dancing, the boys and girls admiring my stamina.

“All of my girl friends are Mexicans, or rather, girls of Mexi-
can blood, because I do not like to go around with bolillas be-
cause they are very high-hat and I like girls who go out to have
a good time with me not to be afraid or shocked at anything.
I have also had some good American girl friends who have had
a good time with me, but they have been very rare. The same
way with the boys. Ilike the Mexicans who come from Mexico,
because it is a pleasure to pass time with them. They know how
to behave, they are not as ‘rough-neck’ as the pockos. Many
think that I am a pocka because I speak English as it is spoken
here, but I speak it that way because I went to school here. I
can speak Spanish well, my father taught me. I do not know
Mezxico, but I haven’t lost hope of going some day to pass at
least a while in the capital and learn to speak Spanish well. I
speak it very brokenly. I know this very well, although that is
not my fault for that kind is spoken here.”

SRA. CEBALLOS

Sra. Ceballos is the daughter of a man of Spanish origin who
is related by marriage to rich Mexican families. Her mother is
of a lower social position. She doesn’t remember that her
mother ever hadéany interest in her and doesn’t believe that
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she cared for her, and has thought it strange that they are so
different. Her father died when she was very small and the
family was left without money. The mother then started a
boarding-house in Tacubaya and put the girl in a convent of
Guadalupan nuns. Since then she can remember having had
very great doubts in religious matters. She says that the nuns
told her that if she didn’t tell the truth to the priest he would
throw out serpents from his mouth. That seemed unbelievable
to her and when she went to communion she wasn’t very sure
of anything that she had been told. At the same time she was
fearful that she would be struck by a bolt of lightning when she
took the host, because she had not acted in all faith and be-
cause she had not confessed her doubt. When nothing hap-
pened she began to lose her faith. From that school she went
to another, where she finished her elementary studies and began
a commerce course. She says that she especially liked grammar,
language, and history. In the meantime a young man from
Michoacan came to live in the boarding-house of her mother
and began to give little presents to her little brothers, to her
mother, and to her. She didn’t like that, nor did she like the
man, but her mother would send for her and tell her to go out
with him. When she was fifteen years old her mother said that
everyone spoke badly of them because of that boarder, and
that the best way in which to settle things was for them to
marry. She thought that no one else would pay any attention
to her because her mother said that everyone spoke badly of
them, and she understood that it was a way of insuring the
education of her little brothers; so she consented to the max-
riage without loving the man, and after being engaged two
months they were married. Her mother hadn’t explained to
her about the physical relations after marriage and she entered
that state with very vague ideas which she didn’t believe were
true—much as she thought of those which the Sisters had given
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her concerning the serpents. They kept on staying at her
mother’s house. Her husband treated her with brutality; and
with her dignity wounded she resisted being his wife. Then the
mother and all of the relatives (the women folks) intervened,
telling her that it was her duty as wife to submit to her hus-
band. They finally took her to a priest who told her that it was
a mortal sin and that she would be condemned unless she car-
ried out that sacramental obligation. She says that since then
she has had neither faith nor respect for the church. Finally
her husband forced her in a brutal fashion. From that moment
she couldn’t feel anything but fear and repugnance for him.
This infuriated him and he determined to break her will by
brutally imposing his strength and his rights. He gave her the
position of a child who is to be corrected and of a thing which
was to be used. Finally he beat her. Then it became evident
that she was pregnant. She had been sick from the minute she
had been married. She says that she awaited her child with
indifference and almost without knowing what was happening.
She is sure that she even felt a desire to kill her husband. [Her
husband abused her further; she left him; when he came to get
her she escaped to the United States. In Los Angeles she found
shelter in the house of a poor family.] These people, simple and
clean, received her gladly, and she says that for the first time
in a long while she felt at peace. She had already seen the
young women at the Y.W.C.A., and the next day after arriv-
ing at this house she went to the Institute and frankly told
the young ladies her situation. The general secretary then
went to talk with the woman who had taken the girl into her
home, and sent a note to her uncle saying that his niece was at
the Institute and that it was best that she shouldn’t go back to
his house. Since then her grandmother and her godmother
have supported her, and she lives at the Institute. She has
made the friendship of a family better educated than those
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who come to the Institute. This family is composed of a
mother, a married daughter, and another daughter unmarried.
The husband of the daughter had been a model husband and
son, and is a very good person. He is a Mexican. In a short
time he began to court the girl, following her in the streets,
sending her notes without a signature, etc. She then went to
the secretaries at the Institute and they spoke to the young
man telling him that here they could put him in jail if he kept
on bothering the girl. This quieted the man, and he left her
alone. Finally the Institute sent her with a recommendation
to one of the most prominent Mexican officials here so that he
would look for work for her. He didn’t give her any work but
he did say that whenever she wished they could go to the
movies together, and he caressed her hand. The girl says that
the Mexican men seem to her to be “savages” but that the
American men don’t interest her.

She says that nothing that they do at the Institute interests
her. No matter how much one wants to, one can’t have friend-
ships and feel at ease among persons of a different social class.
She says that they mainly get together for socials and other
foolishness which don’t interest her. She says that a group of
young women, among whom there were Mexicans and Texans,
went to a camp of the Y.W.C.A. Those who were a little better
educated unconsciously made a little friendly group together
to one side and this irritated the Texans to such an extent that
they took hold of a Mexican girl and beat her, after they had
insulted her for weeks. The director of the camp heard of the
case and expelled the Texan girls who had taken part in the
affair. She says that the Texans are very coarse, and that a
girl like her, even though she would like to do so, shouldn’t mix
with persons whose way of acting could get her into difficulties.
She says that the Texan girls are very rude and uncultured and
believe in witchery and other foolishness, that they speak
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terribly, that they are rough-mannered and hate the Mexican
girls.

This woman’s divorce was brought up in Mexican courts and
has been granted. She wants now above everything else to
feel herself to be independent and able to work. She no longer
goes to church, nor does she make confession or carry out any
of those practices. She says that she is very grateful to the
young women at the Institute, but that they don’t understand
many things and that she doesn’t feel like telling everything
that she feels nor many things that she knows would put her
family or the Mexicans in a bad light in the eyes of these for-
eign young women. She understands that here woman has
come to have a place, like a human being, which is what she
really wanted when she was in Mexico.

DOLORES SANCHEZ DE FUENTE

Dolores Sanchez de Fuente is a mestiza, about thirty-nine
years old, a native of Mazatlan, Sinaloa. She possesses an ele-
mentary education, having finished the sixth year of the pri-
mary school. She has always worked in drug-stores as a clerk.
While very young her father died, and, seeing that her mother
had to work to support her and her brother, she began to do
machine sewing, but this didn’t bring in enough, and then she
went to a drug-store where she earned seventy pesos a month.
The years went by and her brother had a child by a woman of
ill-repute, and, so that the child wouldn’t be brought up seeing
the bad example of the mother, she took charge of it. But the
people began to gossip about her and to say that the child was
a son of hers. As she is very religious and was a Daughter of
Mary, the other Daughters of Mary began to criticize her; and
she, as much because of that as because the revolution de-
stroyed business and activity in Mazatlan, came to see a dis-
tant aunt who for many years had lived in Los Angeles. When
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she got to this city she began to clean offices but she wasn’t
used to such heavy work. About two hundred offices had to be
cleaned in the building of the Bank of Italy on Broadway and
Seventh Street by three women: an American woman who had
the concession, her aunt who helped the woman, and Dolores
Sanchez who helped her aunt. They began to clean and sweep
at five o’clock in the afternoon and many times hadn’t finished
even at midnight, and had to come back at three or four o’clock
in the morning in order to finish dusting before eight when
the employees came to work. She got sick, and besides she
only earned twelve dollars a week and that wasn’t enough.
Someone advised her to learn to run an electric sewing machine,
saying that she would earn more sewing. One day she went
with a friend who works in a factory run by Jews in which they
only employ Mexican women and they hired her although she
knew no English. She had never run an electric sewing machine
and she suffered a lot before learning to thread it, for they gave
her a special machine with three needles. She began to sew fast
in about two weeks. The first week she earned eight dollars,
the second, ten, until finally they gave her eighteen dollars for
finishing cotton dresses and sewing hems, which paid a penny
each. The lots are made of a hundred dresses and they have to
finish three lots, because if they don’t, that work, which is the
simplest, is taken from them and they are given another kind.
There are women who are so skilful in this work that they get
as much as twenty-five dollars doing piecework. But since the
situation hasn’t been good in Los Angeles, they manage to
balance up the work so that the most a worker gets is eighteen
dollars. In this factory there are only Mexicans. The foreman
speaks Spanish. Dolores says that the Americans and the
Jewesses are hurting the sewing work because they pay insig-
nificant wages, while they in turn don’t work for less than $4.co
a day. They have formed a union of seamstresses to which they
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have invited the Mexican seamstresses, but the latter, because
of indifference or because of fear of losing even the work in this
factory, haven’t attended the meetings, nor have they become
members of the union. As she doesn’t know what benefits
might come from the union she doesn’t bother to go. She is at
present married to Alberto Fuente, a mestizo also. He works in
dairies washing bottles and gets $24.00 a week. He also works
in laundries when he can’t find work in the creameries. In the
laundries he runs a wringer and gets as much as $35.00, the
same as any other worker gets for the same work, even though
he be an American. Dolores says she married, without love, a
man who has less education than she, because she found herself
very lonely and the wages which she earned weren'’t enough to
pay her expenses and send something to her old mother and to
her nephew. Her brother, who is a forge worker, lost the job
he had in a foundry. Her husband permits her to go to work
because she says that together their pay comes to more. The
husband is against buying anything by installments and puts
his money in the bank. When he wants something that he
needs he buys it with cash. Their furniture is in American
style and the decorations of their home are pictures on the
wall, and images of saints. Dolores hasn’t lost any of her
mysticism, and on Sunday she won’t stay away from Mass for
anything, and at night she must have her rosary. The husband
is also very religious. They believe in the miracles of the saints
but not in the witches. After many sacrifices they have man-
aged to bring together enough money to permit them to bring
(from Mexico) his sister and nephew, and her mother, brother,
and nephew.

Alberto drinks a lot of moonshine and he also likes mari-
huana. He is cruel, arrogant, and domineering, and Dolores
would separate from him if it wasn’t for what the friends would
say. They have no children and she doesn’t want to have any,
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but he scolds her a lot because she doesn’t have them. They
have a little Ford car in which they take trips. Last year they
all went to a farm to pick fruit and as they are so many, they
brought about $8cc.00 back. He doesn’t take away the money
which she earns and she knows what he does with his. The
husband is very rough with the nephews. He wants them to
learn English and he doesn’t even want them to learn Spanish
because they are never to go back to Mexico. Sometimes when
the husband remembers that one doesn’t work as hard over
there he wants to go, but she remembers that there the women
are not as well protected by the law and that if he has never
struck her here it has been for fear of going to jail. She thinks
that there he would beat her. Dolores’ mother is very old; she
believes in apparitions, in witches, and above all in the saints.
She is always praying and she doesn’t like to be here. She
doesn’t feel at home and wants to die in her own country. She
says that she doesn’t want to be so ridiculous as to wear a hat
and for that reason she doesn’t go out on the street. Dolores
dresses American style, keeping the Mexican style of under-
clothes with lace and white cloth. She doesn’t like the Ameri-
can custom of using “bloomers.” They have just brought up
the brother who is cross-eyed, and they had a lot of trouble get-
ting him across the border. Because of this physical defect he
hasn’t been able to find work anywhere and it is Dolores who
supports him. But this brings about continual quarrels be-
tween husband and wife. The children, who are in high school,
already speak English, for they have been in the school four
years. During the vacations they help a store owner to make
deliveries and earn a dollar a day. By next year they are going
to work, for they are sixteen. They are good, they don’t smoke
or drink. They remember Mexico but they don’t want to go
back either. They never go to a celebration of a [Mexican] na-
tional holiday and they don’t care what goes on over there.
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Nevertheless their food is Mexican. They eat menudo, and
pozole, cabezas de cordero, and eat chile and tortillas of corn.
They are very economical and they eat American food only
on special occasions. Dolores doesn’t speak a single word of
English and doesn’t believe that she can learn it. Her husband
speaks it some and tries to learn more each day. He has gone
to the night class of English at the school nearest their home.

SRA. ANTONIA VILLAMIL DE ARTHUR

This woman is a native of a little town near Zamora, Micho-
acan. She has lived in Arizona for more than thirteen years.
She is married to an American.

“My mother was married very young. She must have been
about twelve years old. This was due to the fact that her
step-mother abused her a good deal. Three years after she was
married, that is when she was about fifteen years old, I was
born. My father died when I was four years of age so that I
can say I never got to know him. My mother had several
pieces of property in Zamora, which my father had left her,
but we did not remain there but went about to different parts
of the state until we settled permanently in Morelia. I finished
growing up there and went to school there. I had some aunts
there and some other relatives. I was left an orphan there, for
my mother died when I was about fifteen. She left me some
money with which T established a little store and this enabled
me to live comfortably without worrying or working very
much. Shortly after reaching the age of fifteen I was married.
After six or seven years of married life I was left a widow with
one child. My husband when he died left me several properties,
among which were two little houses which I still retain and
which shall some day be my son’s. He is already quite
grown up and is in Los Angeles now. It has been about fifteen
years since I have seen him. I lived in Morelia until 1910.
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When the revolution began I went to Monterrey, Nuevo Leon.
There I lived with a family who were friends of mine. This
family afterwards came to Texas, first to San Antonio and
afterwards to other places, until we got to El Paso. We were
only sight-seeing and I had left my son in the care of a sister
of mine. In El Paso I became acquainted with Arthur who is
now my hushand. At that time I returned to Morelia. Arthur
went there too, and we were married. Then we came right
back to Phoenix. Here he continued for a time his work on the
railroad, but later he became a cook in a restaurant. He knows
how to cook very well. Then he left this work and we estab-
lished a fruit and drink stand. We remained a number of years
with this business for we made money at it. Then we started a
grocery store and engaged in some other business but just lately
we bought this hotel. [They have bought the furnishings, the
business rights, etc., but not the building.] The two of us take
care of it. In the morning we clean all the rooms, make the
beds, and do all the work that there is to do in a hotel. My
husband takes charge of cooking the food for the two of us, I
make the purchases and he cooks. At times he cooks Mexican
food but almost always, as it is so warm here, we prefer to eat
vegetables for they are more healthful. Sometimes we go to
the movies at night. I go mostly because my husband doesn’t
like the movies and the films hurt his eyes. When I don’t have
anything to do I read some Spanish novels because often
months and months go by when I don’t speak the language.
Only Americans come to the hotel and they all speak English.
It is true that my husband speaks Spanish. If he hadn’t spoken
it I wouldn’t have married him but he no longer likes to talk it
and it seems as though he was forgetting it. I hardly ever read
any Mexican newspapers. We only get the morning daily in
English. Once in a while some fellow countryman comes here
to the hotel, as you have, and then I take real pleasure in speak-
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ing the language. We have a phonograph with several Mexican
pieces, ‘La Golondrina,” ‘Entrada a los Toros,” ‘Perjura’ and
others which are very pretty so that even the Americans like
to hear them a lot. Since I have been in this country so long I
have learned to speak English a little, to read it and to under-
stand it. I understand it better than I can speak it but I
have to speak it anyway in order to wait on those who come
to the hotel. T used to know how to sing a lot in Spanish but
I am forgetting that for I hardly even have time to sing. I am
now reading a novel El Suplicio de una Madre which I like a
lot. My husband doesn’t know that I have two pieces of prop-
erty in Zamora because I haven’t told him. Asheis a foreigner
one can’t help but be a little suspicious of him. Anyway, as
my first husband left me that property I am going to leave it
to my son because they really belong to him. An aunt is now
taking care of them. She rents them and keeps the rent, for I
have told her to do so. What is bad is that the little houses are
hardly taken any care of and they are going to pieces. Anyway
I am going to give them to my son when he is a little bit older.
It has been many years, about fourteen, since I have seen my
son because I haven’t seen him since I was married. He grew
up gradually and I know that he learned the mechanic’s or
carpenter’s trade in some way. He came with some friends to
the United States. It seems to me that he has been in Chicago
and other large cities of this country but now he is in Los
Angeles, for he has written me from there. I have hopes of see-
ing him soon for he has said that he is coming to see me. I wish
that he would come with all my heart. I have no reason to
complain of my husband, only he is blunt once in a while and
very serious, as all Americans are. [By what the interviewer
has seen, Mr. Arthur treats his wife with rudeness and the
latter suffers this with patience as is the custom with Spanish-
American women.] I live very happily with him, although at
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times we have our misunderstandings, for the truth is one can't
ever make one’s self understood as one can with a Mexican. I
like everything that there is in this country, the ease with which
one can go around alone, can go to the movies, and so on. I
think that it would be hard for me to go back to the customs
of Mexico. Some six or seven years ago 1 went to visit in
Morelia. My uncle found me very much changed. I remember
that one night we went alone to the movies and we were going
home in the darkness when a man frightened us. I was quite
shocked and always lived in fear, for nothing but shots and
revolutions were talked about. My aunt said that ‘they must
be cowards in the United States for they get scared at nothing’
and that T had made myself like the Americans ‘in all my ways.’
The truth is that I felt very queer there, for even to go to the
toilet I asked to be accompanied. The toilets there are almost
always out-side and far from the house, and the same is true of
the bath. There are many inconveniences. Here I have gotten
used to going out alone and to not being afraid of anyone. But
here it is very different. Men respect women and the police
always watch everything. Almost always when I go to the
movies at night my husband leaves me at the door of the thea-
tre and waits there for me at the time when he figures the show
is over. The last time he didn’t come to meet me so I went
alone to the corner to wait for the streetcar, for we were then
living rather far away. A man went by and stopping very
slowly asked me if I wanted a ride. I acted as though I hadn’t
even seen him. In a moment a policeman came up and asked
if T knew the man in the automobile and I told him that I
didn’t. He then asked me if he had said anything to me and I
said that he had invited me for a ride. He then went to arrest
him but the man in the automobile had gone out of sight. On
Sunday mornings I go to the Church to Mass, for T am Catholic
and I like to carry out the orders of the Holy Mother Church.
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The only thing that I hardly ever do is to confess. My hus-
band doesn’t even like me to do that. I always pray at night
before going to bed. I think that every good Christian ought
to do that. In Mexico I was more Catholic than here but there
is more religion there, more churches and, above all, fewer
things to do. I get very tired here from working all day and
at night I read and go to bed at about twelve, after saying my
prayers. I get up at 5 in the morning, pray, and then lie down
a little while longer until six or seven to begin work again. That
is my life and the way I do. The people who live in the hotel
are the only friends I have here.”

DOMINGO RAMIREZ

He is white, twenty-one years of age, a native of Cananea,
Sonora. :

“My parents brought me here at the age of seven and I am
" now twenty-one. I have been educated in the American
schools, but my father has taught me to read Spanish and he
also taught me the geography and history of Mexico. He also
told my brothers and me that before everything else we ought
to love Mexico, because that is our country. That is true, for
we are Mexicans. We are dark and speak Spanish and it is no
use to try to make ourselves American. My father was gover-
nor* of Cananea but came to this country on account of the
revolution, I think. My father has several properties over there
in Sonora. He was first a teacher and then he went into politics.
He also had some cattle and a store. My oldest brother has
just finished inventing a way of making ice-cream sticks (pale-
tas). It is a special formula so that the sticks don’t go to pieces
even in twenty-four hours. These sticks are called ‘Alaska,’
and the Americans, the Mexicans and the Indians buy them

1 The word used is Gobernador (governor), but since Cananea is a small town
district he must have been the local political boss.
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here. They like them a lot. For fifteen years we have had an
ice-cream shop in this city, and in other places. My brother
has been for several years in the Capital of Mexico and there
he also had ice-cream stores. He sold the ‘Alaska’ sticks. He
has now sent a plant there so that the ‘Alaska’ sticks can be
made. He has sold concessions to several Americans so that
they can develop the business in El Paso and San Antonio, in
Phoenix, Arizona, and in other important cities.

“T learned English in school and went as far as high school
but I didn’t want to go on. I found it better to help the com-
pany by taking charge of the sale of the paletas here. I think
that the Americans know a lot more about business than the
Mexicans, for they advertise all their merchandise well. They
take whole pages in the papers but the Mexicans don’t. They
carry on their business according to the old ideas and they don’t
advertise or anything. That is why they hardly ever get very
far.

‘My father wants us always to talk Spanish at home and
to follow the Mexican customs, and we do that. Mother does
also. At home food is prepared in true Mexican style, for the
American style isn’t any good. The food has no flavor. The
only thing that I like that the Americans have are the salads.
They know how to prepare those very well.

“Just to go out with, I like the American girls better. They
aren’t as particular as the Mexicans. The Americans go out
with one and give one kisses that get one all excited, while the
Mexicans don’t even want to allow themselves to be kissed.
But if I were to marry I would marry a Mexican girl because
they are obedient and are grateful for everything. They know
how to work in the house and they have a different way about
them. The American girls do everything they want to and they
don’t pay any attention to their husbands. The trouble with
the Mexican girls is that they are affected and make a lot of
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fuss about doing this and that. That is why I don’t like to go
around with them very much.

“I would like to go to Mexico, but perhaps I wouldn’t go
there to live because now I am used to this city. I can almost
say that I am a native. What I don’t like about Mexico is that
they are fighting all the time, revolutions and revolutions. All
want to be in power to rob and that is why the country doesn’t
progress and there is almost no business. My father says that
he has hopes of returning when everything is peaceful but as
long as it is at war he likes it better here.”

THE SON OF FRANK MENENDEZ

Frank Menéndez, a bootlegger, is a Mexican from Querétaro.
He came to this country some ten years ago. He now speaks
English perfectly. He continues being a Mexican citizen and
says that he is not willing to change his citizenship for any-
thing. Before being a bootlegger he was a waiter in one of the
best restaurants of the city, but there, he says, he worked a
lot and didn’t earn very much. “‘Iknow that I am now breaking
the law,” he says, “but I don’t care, for I am making enough
money to live comfortably and later to educate my children.”

Frank was married to a Texan woman. He has four children,
one boy of ten years, a little girl of nine and two younger chil-
dren. They all live in the same place where the liquor is sold.
The two small children, who have been mentioned, serve
drinks to the customers and look out for the interests of their
parents. They always try to have the door closed with a cross-
bar and they open it only to persons known to them. Frank
and his wife get drunk once in a while and they apparently
don’t care a lot about their children. They also have in their
service a Mexican girl, eighteen years of age, who is faithful to
them, and who also takes care of serving the numerous custom-
ers who come to drink. These customers are made up of Mexi-
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cans, Americans, and Texan-Mexicans. There has never been a
fight in this house, for in spite of the fact that many persons
get drunk they all always try to keep quiet or leave before they
have lost their senses.

The following dialogue took place between the oldest boy
and the interviewer.

“What profession or career do you wish to take up or do
when you grow up?”’

“T want to be a moving picture actor.”

“Why?”

“Because the actors make a lot of money and they get pub-
licity in all the dailies like Valentino.”

“Why wouldn’t you rather think of selling liquor, that brings
in a lot of money, as your father does?”

“I wouldn’t go in for that even if they gave me a hundred
thousand dollars.”

“Why not?”

“Because not, I don’t like it”

“Do you like school?”

“Yes!”

“Why?”

“Because I do.”

“Do they treat you well at the school?”

“The teachers treat me well, but some of the American boys
treat me badly at times and call me ‘Mexican greaser.””

“Why do they call you that? Do you do anything to them?”

“No, they call me that simply because I go by where they
are.”

“And you let them insult you?”

“Well yes, it is better for me to keep quiet.”

“Why don’t you hit them?”

“Because I don’t. Why should I? What would I gain by
hitting them?”
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“So that you don’t care that they call you ‘Mexican greas-
er?’ b

“No, I don’t care but when they get me mad I hit them. T
hit the little ones on the head.”

“And to the big ones?”

“I fight with those.”

“Which is your flag?”

“The Mexican.”

“But you are American, aren’t you?”

“No, I am pure Mexican. I was born in Mexico.”

“Do you know any part of Mexico?”

“No, I have never been over there.”

“Then you are Texan?”’

“No, I am Mexican because that is my race and my father
is Mexican.”

“In case of war between the United States and Mexico what
would you do?”’

“Go to Mexico.”

“How are you going to become a movie actor?”

“I am going to Hollywood.”

“Why don’t you go to Mexico?”

“Because they don’t make pictures there.”

“Yes, in Mexico they also make pictures.”

“No, they take them from here.”

“How do you know that?”

“Because I do.”

“Wouldn’t you rather study to be a lawyer or a doctor?”

“No, I don’t like to study. It is very hard.”

“But if you got to be a doctor or a lawyer you would earn
good money.”

“No, but I would rather be a movie actor.”



CHAPTER VIII
THE MEXICAN-AMERICAN

The presence in the Southwest of large numbers of Americans
of Mexican descent, the ‘‘Spanish-Americans,” might be
thought to make easy for the immigrant his transition from
Mexico to the United States. But there is little evidence in
these materials that such is the case, except for the fact that as
against non-Latins both groups feel themselves to be “La
Raza.” On the contrary, there are many references in the docu-
ments to dislike or conflict between the immigrants and the
American-Mexican.* Sra.Ceballos, whosestoryisincludedin the
preceding section to permit its comparison with the accounts
given by some other immigrant women, found it very hard to
get on with Texan girls (of Mexican descent). Sra. Concha
Gutiérrez del Rio (p. 166) was exasperated by the Mexican-
American women in her woman’s club; “they are always speak-
ing badly of Mexico. Some things they say are true, but it
hurts one to have them say them about one’s country.” Juan

* Cf. Gamio, Mexican Immigration to the United States, p. 12¢9: ‘“The attitude
of the Mexicans who are American citizens toward the immigrants is a curious
one. Sometimes they speak slightingly of the immigrants (possibly because the
immigrants are their competitorsin wages and jobs), and say that the immigrants
should stay in Mexico. (The American-Mexicans consider Mexico a disorderly
and rebellious country and native Mexicans as combative and aggressive.)
Furthermore, they are displeased, possibly because of racial pride, at the miser-
able condition in which most of the immigrants arrive. They call these recent
immigrants ckolos or ckicamos. The immigrant, on his part, considers the Ameri-
can of Mexican origin as a man without a country. He reminds him frequently
of the inferior position to which he is relegated by the white American. He
criticizes, as well, certain details of American material culture, above all the
‘Americanized’ Mexican women who dress like Americans and have the customs

and habits of American women. The American of Mexican origin is known as a
pocho.”’

262
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Berzunzolo (p. 148) doesn’t want his children to be pockos;
therefore he is returning to Mexico. In the following section
Sra. Urzaiz expresses at some length the difference and dislike
existing between her and the Mexican-Americans.

The other documents in this section are cases of persons of
Spanish-American culture, members of families long estab-
lished on American soil. Sra. Elena Cortés de Luna appears to
experience no conflict in her situation, midway between the
Mexican and the American cultures; but the other three life-
stories indicate the marginal character of the Mexican-Ameri-
can.® Elfas Sepulveda lives in a third world, neither Mexican
nor American; he would not live in Mexico, yet could not fight
against Mexico and would not marry an American not of Span-
ish descent. Luis Albornoz takes part in Mexican activities,
yet the immigrants make him ashamed of his Mexican descent.
Juan Salorio’s travels have given him a certain cosmopolitan
outlook; his loyalties are directed toward “La Raza.”

CONCHA URZAIZ

Concha Urzaiz is from Coahuila. Her father was a division
head in the national railways. She was first in a nun’s school,
then in an academy; afterward she took a business course and
then went back to a convent. She came here three years ago.
She says that from the time she was little she was the most
devout of the family, that her father is a freethinker, and that
her mother doesn’t go to confession. She wanted to be a nun

t Cf. Gamio, 7bid., p. 129-30: ‘““The American of Mexican race is really, so
far as nationality is concerned, in a difficult and unfortunate position. Such a
person, when he goes to Mexico, wearing American clothes and speaking Spanish
with a foreign accent, calls himself Mexican because he is accustomed to being
called a Mexican in the United States. Nevertheless, Mexicans in Mexico, know-
ing nothing of this, become indignant of the idea of such a person being a
Mexican, while, on the other hand, Americans find it strange that he calls him-
self an American, since in the United States he is always a Mexican or a Spanish-
American.”
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and spent hours praying in a chapel near their house in such
quietness that she supposes that she had something of a mystic
ecstasy. At that time her parents told her that it was a sin
to go into a Protestant church and ‘“they inculcated in me a
dislike and even hate for any other religion.” Her grandmother
had been here for years and was a very devout Catholic. When
she arrived she found that her grandmother had changed her
religion and was now a Presbyterian. She went first to the -
Catholic church and then, with fear, entered the Protestant
church and felt that even the benches made her flesh creep.
Little by little she kept on getting interested in the Protestant
religion, above all because she could read the very words of
Jesus, and finally she herself was converted to Protestantism.
For a long time she felt that she missed the Catholic ritual
and even yet feels that Protestantism is very bare and dry and
says that many Protestants feel the same. She has now found
the same satisfaction from doing good, an opportunity which
Catholicism never afforded her. She says that the confession
was a strong control for her because, in order not to have to
confess things of which she would be ashamed, she didn’t do
them. She thinks that at least when one is small and hasn’t
enough judgment, to have to confess one’s faults to some one
whom one admires is a very useful means to keep from having
them. Up to the present she has kept her love for the Catholic
faith and doesn’t criticize the action of the clergy nor does she
seem to have separated herself for any special cause from her
first faith but by a modification of her way of thinking. She is
now very active in this new church. She says that El Sefior de
los Milagros caused her horror even when she was Catholic.
She now considers that worship as idolatrous and primitive and
it even causes her disgust.

I here insert a conversation which took place with Srta. Ur-
zaiz in regard to the worship of El Sefior de los Milagros.
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“I don’t say that it is the image which causes the miracle.
It is probably God, because one has faith. But when my little
son was sick I begged the image of Sr. de los Remedios a lot
to save him and my little child lived.”

“SRTA. Urzaiz: “Yes, it is faith which does everything. But
an image. How could it have power?”

“I think that prayer has the same effect. Brother Brown
also prayed a lot for my little son. [Mr. Brown is pastor of a
church of which I have not yet been able to judge what it is
but I think it is something like the Swedenborgians.] Do you
know Brother Brown?

SrTA. Urzaiz: “Yes, I know him. His church isn’t within
the Federation of Protestant Churches.”

“What difference is there between his belief and the Presby-
terian?”’

SrTA. Urzaiz: “The principal difference is in the way of
healing.”

“How does Brother Brown do the healing?”

SrTA. Urzaiz: “They form a circle and pray, putting the
sick person in the middle of the circle as the Bible says the
disciples of Christ did. But it is faith which does everything.”

“Does the sick person have to have faith also or is that of
those who pray for him enough?”’

SrtA. Urzaiz: “No, a miracle never occurs to a person who
doesn’t have faith. I saw a Pastor Robertson who was very
famous cure a paralytic who was taken to him in Beethoven
Hall. He looked very lame and stiff and after praying he came
out, walking with difficulty but at least moving alone. That
has to be because it is based on the promise of Christ.”

She feels very happy in her new faith and she has converted
all of her family.

In regard to her condition here she says that she cannot have
very intimate friends. There is an unreasonable hate between
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the Texans and the Mexicans. Sra. Galvin agrees with her
that the women feel and cultivate that hatred more than the
men. Srta. Urzaiz says that especially in the north there is an
attitude of scorn for the Texans, to the extent that cultured,
educated, and wealthy Texans cannot gain entrance into the
clubs and societies of Mexico because they are Texans and that
they always feel themselves humiliated by the Mexicans. On
the other hand, the Mexican women are more popular among
the Texan boys than the Texan women because they are more
refined in their manners, more cultured, and better educated.
She tells how once she was in Piedras Negras and the Texan
boys would even send carriages to the door of the Mexican
young women so that they could go to the dances on this side,
and, when they arrived, all the Texan girls saw that they were
slighted. This hurt the Texan girls very much so that they
have a very deep grudge against Mexican women. If the
Texan girl goes to Mexico she finds herself severely criticized
for her imperfect Spanish, for her disorderly, free, and coarse
manners and she generally comes back from there with a very
bad impression. Much of the cause of the criticism is the lan-
guage which the Texan gir] uses. The young lady observes that
as they have never been taught Spanish in the schools here
they have learned wherever and however they could. In the
American public schools the children use the coarsest language
because they are generally from all social classes and as the
teachers generally don’t know Spanish they don’t correct them.
They get to using very insulting or incorrect words without
knowing it. She has also noticed that the Mexican woman is
generally overcritical and offends the Texan women by making
fun of their language. It has gottento beaninsulting expression
among the Texans to say that so-and-so is a “well-educated
Mexican.” On the other hand, the Mexican women here feel
themselves confused and don’t find friends who will receive
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them openly and with whom they can talk about the things
which interest them. Neither do they find boy friends and
they don’t ever know how they are going to be treated. She
tells how she worked in an office and that a young man worked
in the same office who acted rudely toward her and even rough.
As no one had introduced them to one another she didn’t speak
to him except about matters of business. After working five
months in this way, she was leaning on a desk one day when the
young man pushed her away and he leaned on it. She felt
herself badly treated and the boy noted that she was offended
and asked her what was the matter. She said “A young man in
my country would never have treated me like that.” The
young man became ashamed and afterward came to tell her
that he behaved himself that way because she never spoke
to him except about matters of business and had never invited
him to go anywhere. “But how could you expect me to do that
when I don’t know who you are and no one has introduced us?”’
she said. In time they got to be very good friends and she says
that she finds the Texans franker and more sincere than the
Mexicans but they are used to having a woman go to them
rather than the opposite. She says that they are timid because
they feel themselves to be lacking in refined manners but they
aren’t bad. She has now seen how marked is the bent for
criticism in Mexico and how much ill-will arises out of that all
over the world.

ELIAS SEPULVEDA

He is a native of Nogales, Arizona. He is of the mestizo type.
His parents were Mexicans from ““‘the interior,” from Mazatlan,
Sinaloa, but he is an American citizen for:

“Destiny wished for me to be born in Nogales, Arizona, and
that I should be educated in an American school, and now I am
an American citizen. I am twenty-three years old and in that
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time only once have I gone to the interior of Mexico. I went
with my parents to visit some relatives and visited Hermosillo,
Guaymas and Mazatlan. To tell the truth I didn't like it be-
cause it all seemed to be very poor and old fashioned. There
was almost nothing modern. I know, for I have been told, that
everything is modern and like the United States in the Capital
of Mexico but you see here one finds modern things every-
where, it doesn’t matter how little a town it is. My parents
kept me in school until I finished high school and when I
finished I began to work, starting as an apprentice in a bakery
in Nogales until I learned the trade at which I am now working
and with which T earn enough for myself, my wife, and my little
girl and also to help my parents some. They live in Nogales,
Arizona, and from time to time I go to visit them. I don’t be-
lieve I could make a living as a baker in Mexico for they would
not pay me there what I earn here. They pay very low wages
there and in addition the work is harder. According to what I
saw in Hermosillo they knead by hand there, the ovens are
wood-burning and one has always to be cleaning them and
heating them and seeing to it that the ashes don’t scatter, while
here the kneading is all done by machinery, the ovens are of
gas and of iron and altogether the work is much easier. Only
in taking out the bread they use paddles as in Mexico, but
everything else is different. In addition I don’t know how to
make Mexican bread. I only know how to make American
bread. I can read Spanish and write it a little because my par-
ents taught me how but in the matter of a Mexican education
I am not much for I have only been educated in American
schools. T am ashamed when T meet a well educated Mexican
from the Capital because I can’t talk to him, for I speak Span-
ish very brokenly. Tam an American citizen and pay my taxes
hut I don’t fail to recognize on that account my Mexican blood.
One can’t deny oné’s race. If there was a war between Mexico
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and the United States I wouldn’t go to shoot my own brothers.
The Americans wouldn’t be foolish enough to give us arms for
they know that all the Mexicans would turn against them. It
would be like giving arms to the enemy although I don’t doubt
but what there would be more than a few who would go to
fight against Mexico. They very well might be those who were
born and have lived in Mexico and have become American
citizens. It would be like in the European War when instead of
sending many Germans to fight they had them prisoners in
camps, even though they were born here. I would rather be a
prisoner than to go and fight against the country from which
my fathers came. We are all Mexicans anyway because the
gueros always treat all of us alike. They say that we are all
Mexicans and we are that by blood but those of us who have
been born in this country and speak English and know our
rights don’t let ourselves be maltreated like the poor fellows
who come fresh from the other side. I believe that it would be
a good thing to put a quota on the Mexican immigrants for it
would be a good thing for them and for those who are already
living here. What do they come for? They only come to this
country to suffer. Perhaps there might be more work for them
in Mexico if it was at peace and then they wouldn’t have to
come to humiliate themselves before these gueros. In addition
the Mexicans who are already here wouldn’t have so much
competition from those who keep coming and they could earn
better wages and the Americans wouldn’t humiliate us so much
because they believe that we are like those who come from
Mexico who let them do whatever they want. I remember that
after the European War when work was scarce here and there
was a great crisis that they would take work from all the Mexi-
cans who had it in order to give it to the Americans. They had
to deport the Mexicans who came here from Mexico and they
took them in trucks to the border. That was very pathetic.
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Some of them were even begging. I was working in the bakery
of an American and an American baker came and in front of
me asked him why he had a ‘Mexican’ working when the
Americans had greater need of that work. I answered that I
was a ‘Mexican’ but that I had more right than he to the work.
First because I was an American citizen born in the United
States and secondly because I was from Arizona and I told him
that I could even teach him the Constitution of the United
States. When he heard me speak English he left, but in order
to show the owner that I wasn’t in love with working for him
I asked for my time in three days and spent about two months
in resting. I went traveling through California. When I am
among Mexicans I feel better than when I am among the Amer-
icans. I belong to the Alianza-Hispano-Americana.* T have my
wife and my little girl insured in two insurance companies.
That is very good, for if anything should happen to one they
are assured of something at least.

““As my parents taught me to be a Catholic when I was little
I am Catholic, but it has been three years since I have been in
a church and I was there then only to get married. My wife is
a Mexican, from Hermosillo, Sonora. I believe that Catholi-
cism such as the priests teach it is nothing but exploitation and
that is why Mexico is so backward, for the priests don’t let the
people progress. Over there, I have been told, there are more
churches than schools. It is a good thing to have churches but
not to have the people spend all of their time in them. It isn’t
that way here. Here there are all of the religions that one might
wish for and no one interferes with that. Each one can believe
what his conscience dictates and that is all.

““Another thing which I don’t like about Mexico is that they
are always in revolution; they don’t get tired of fighting. That
is why nothing good can be done there. If there was peace

1 A Mexican mutual-aid Society.
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Mexico perhaps might be greater and richer than the country
of these people but they are always fighting. I hardly read the
papers for I don’t have time. I come home very tired {rom my
work and rest. On Sundays, sometimes, I buy the Sunday
paper to read the funnies more than for anything else.

“I wouldn’t have been able to marry an American even if T
had wanted to, for they are ambitious and free. Here they are
used to going to the theatre or to a dance with a friend while
their husband is working, and when the husband comes from
his work he has to buy the groceries and then help her in the
kitchen and even wash the dishes. I wouldn’t ever do that.
For that reason and because one can understand better one’s
own people I married a Mexican. The Mexican women are
hard workers and do all that one wants and if one behaves one’s
self they are the best.

“I don’t know why the government of Mexico doesn’t do
the same as is done here with the Indians in these states. They
have schools, they are fed and they are better cared for than
the whites. The government of Mexico ought to do the same
thing so that the country will prosper but there the poor Indi-
ans are mistreated and they have no protection as they have
here.” :
LUIS ALBORNOZ

Luis Albornoz is a person whose appearance is like that of
any middle-class Mexican. He is white with clear brown eyes.
He is of a little more than medium height and is about thirty-
five years old. He was born in Tito, New Mexico, of parents
who also were born in New Mexico. Neither he nor his parents
have ever been in the Mexican Republic. Luis always went
to the American school and finished the ninth grade, but as in
New Mexico the textbooks are written half in Spanish and
half in English he speaks and writes Spanish without an accent
and one would believe that he was a native of Mexico. He has
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lived among Mexican people and has had both domestic and
commercial work. He is enterprising and has had small Mexi-
can restaurants of his own. He has been a waiter. He is inter-
ested in everything Mexican and is married to a Mexican
woman of a markedly Indian type, of superior intelligence to
his own but of less character. She is obstinately pro-Mexican
and he has become infected a little. In their home they always
speak Spanish, for the wife doesn’t speak English well although
they have been married for more than twelve years. Sr. Al-
bornoz came to Los Angeles fourteen years ago. He has found
it easy to find work because he speaks the two languages, but
as he can’t write either one with perfection he has always had
jobs of little consequence. He is now agent of the Singer ma-
chines and is collector for a Jewish house which sells on the in-
stallment plan to the Mexicans.

Sra. Albornoz is untidy. Her house is more miserably dirty
than humble and they live in a little wooden cottage which is
on a lot for which they are paying in installments. The wife is
pretentious in her dress; they eat Mexican style, tortillas, fri-
joles, chile, tamales, etc., and they go to all the Mexican patri-
otic festivals. He is a member of various Mexican co-operative
societies. Nevertheless he is an adorer of the United States and
says that in case of war between the two countries he would go
to fight on the side of the United States which is his country,
in which he has rights and protection. According to him his
children are Americans and his wife can go on being a Mexican.
In case of war she would go to Mexico to serve as a nurse or
camp attendant and he says that he would let her go, respecting
the love which she feels for Mexico.

Sr. Albornoz says that he would never have married an
American because his blood is Mexican and he doesn’t care
about the geographical-political division. He looks at the two
countries with love, and he condemns the treason of Santa Ana
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and his followers who dismembered Mexico. He says that he
who sells is to be criticized more than he who buys, and that he
admires the United States for having made of the part which
they acquired a productive land with magnificent living condi-
tions. On the other hand, he can’t help but feel animosity
toward those who so cowardly abandoned their own.

He has never been in Mexico and has never felt desires to go,
because he has heard that there are no opportunities to work in
peace and everyone has to play politics to live.

He says that if he managed to have a small capital he would
go to Mexico, because the young lands like the Americas offer
greater opportunity. Although the United States offers many
advantages, little can be done because of competition with
capital and machinery.

One can notice a certain tendency of Sr. Albornoz to look
down on the humble Mexican workers; he believes that their
faults cannot be corrected. When he deals with them he does
so with a certain air of superiority. Nevertheless in his home
he has a picture of Hidalgo as a decoration with a little Mexican
flag.

They are neither Catholics nor Protestants, and it can be
said that the children which they have under their care, two
children of their own and two nephews, are indifferent; they
haven’t been confirmed.

Sr. Albornoz feels proud of being American and deplores the
fact that the Mexicans who come to the United States are un-
cultured immigrants, so that they are despised; this makes him
feel ashamed of being of Mexican descent. He says that in
reality his grandparents were Spanish so that when he is asked
what he is, he says he is “Spanish-American.” He says: “How
can one like what one knows only by bad references?” Of
Mexico he only knows the hair-raising tales concerning the
revolution, and a few small towns on the border; so that he has
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a very bad idea of Mexico. When Garcia Naranjo came to give
some lectures, he went to all of them, and he was pleased to
hear him, and changed his idea a liftle concerning the Mexican
intellectuals. He wants his children to speak and write Span-
ish, but he doesn’t consider it to be indispensable, and he thinks
that with the Spanish they speak and with the Spanish class
which is obligatory when they get to high school, they will have
enough to get along in any Spanish-speaking country. He
doesn’t like the Spanish theater because he hasn’t seen any-
thing which was worth while; neither does he care for the
American sports. He doesn’t believe in witches or healers. He
loves his home and does the household duties with pleasure,
helping his wife the same as the American husbands do. He
doesn’t drink alcohol, or smoke; he doesn’t gamble. He wants
his son to take up boxing and he wants his daughter to be
feminine without losing any of the charms of a woman, but
wants her to be strong and be able to take care of herself alone.
She is hardly seven and he lets her go to school alone and to the
movies, so that she will learn to go everywhere alone. He has
her cultivate alittle piece of the garden the same as her brother,
and he has the brother wash dishes and learn to sew on buttons
and wash and iron his clothes.

He criticizes the recently arrived middle-class Mexicans who
don’t know how to do anything and only want to do office
work. He has seen them and laughed at them, when after look-
ing without any success in the commercial houses, they decide
to wash kettles in the restaurants or to go to some factory to do
hard work. He drives his automobile and repairs it. He can’t
understand how in Mexico those who are only fairly well off
have to have chauffeurs when here the millionaires fix their
automobiles themselves and drive them themselves. It also
seems to him highly ridiculous and inhuman that a woman who
earns a small salary needs to have a servant when she can do
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the housework alone and even help her husband to increase the
income by doing some honorable work even though it might
only pay a little. She could sew, embroider, or do many things
without going out of the house. He considers ridiculous the
blind jealousy of the Mexicans, and says that the man is doing
a greater wrong by even imagining that he is living with a
woman who isn’t worthy, and he can’t see how a man could
kill a woman who wasn’t honorable when he could divorce
himself and try anew to find a good companion.

ELENA CORTES DE LUNA

She is a mestiza, predominantly white.

“I am seventy-one years old. My great-grandparents, my
grandparents and my parents were all from Arizona. We don’t
know when our family came, nor if we have Spanish, Mexican
or Indian blood in our veins. I was born here and I have always
lived here, although at times for as long as three years I have
been away from Tucson. I went to the American School here
but I didn’t learn any English either spoken or written, but on
the other hand I do know how to read and write Spanish well.
That is why I only read Spanish newspapers. I am a subscriber
to El Tucsonense and several Catholic papers, for I am a Catho-
lic. One of my boys, the eldest, is a priest. He is a Franciscan.
From the time when he was very small, even before he could
talk, it seemed to me that he would be a priest and I kept turn-
ing him towards religion until that was what he became.

“T was married when I was about twenty. My husband was
from the district of Altar, Sonora, but he has been almost
brought up here. He spoke a little English and had some prop-
erty. We had a farm near the Hospital. We had a dairy there.
1 have been a farmer, for he taught me how to plant vegetables,
flowers and other plants, just like himself. I also milked some
cows, and altogether I have worked a great deal, although I
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can’t hardly work now because I am too old. You should have
seen my husband. He died at eighty years of age and he worked
like a man of thirty. It was just a little over a year ago that the
poor fellow died.

“One of my sons is a carriage maker. He is married now,
and lives in Santa Monica, California, where he sells automo-
biles. At one time he was very well fixed in Mexico. He first
went there for an American company and then he went to
establish himself on his own account in Michoacan but he lost
everything on account of the revolution and I even had to send
him his fare, which cost me more than $200.00 for him and his
wife. My other son became a Franciscan priest and he is now
in a mission in California. A short time ago he was in a mission
here in Arizona. He paints landscapes and does other little
things during the hours when he doesn’t have work in the
church. Of my three daughters the oldest is unmarried, the
middle one married a Mexican from Tucson some time ago who
has a good grocery store. She is employed there by a house
which sells clothes and other merchandise wholesale. She earns
a good salary. The youngest of my daughters is employed as a
stenographer by the Southern Pacific Company of Mexico in
this city, but as this company is going to be transferred to
Mexico, she is going to leave the work. I also have a sister who
lives in Phoenix, Arizona. All of my family speak English and
Spanish, especially my daughters; sometimes, when we are
eating, they talk and talk in English and I don’t understand
them at all, hardly at all. For my two daughters who live with
me I make a lunch at noon, for they don't like to eat in res-
taurants and as they have an automobile they come here to
eat. They wash the dishes and at night make their supper.
They themselves prepare their breakfasts in the morning. I
get up at seven in the morning. I first sweep the house and
clean it, fix the rooms, etc. Then I take care of my plants,
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clearing out the weeds which appear. I have several vines of
muscatel grapes, white grapes and purple grapes without seeds.
I sow alfalfa for my hens and I give them their grain. I also
have figs and other things in my little orchard only since this
yard is very small I don’t have more plants. If it was larger I
would work more. When I have something to sew I sew and
begin in time to prepare the food for the girls who come at
twelve. They come in a hurry in their automobile to eat. They
go to their work at one and I remain resting and reading the
papers. In the evening when the sun is already beginning to
set I water my plants which I have in front of the house.

“The Mexicans are the same to me as the Americans, that
is to say, they all treat me well. No one has ever bothered me.
I do feel more akin to the Mexicans for they are my people
since I have Mexican blood in my veins but to me there is no
difference. Everyone is alike. I know Hermosillo, Mexico. I
was there several months. I liked it. It is pretty, but what I
don’t like about Mexico is that they are always fighting. They
can never be in peace. Nowadays the heretic Calles is commit-
ting all kinds of abuses with the poor ministers of God and the
Supreme Providence is going to punish Mexico for that. All
of the priests have to return to Mexico.

“No! For my part I would never be in favor of the interven-
cion of the United States in Mexico. I wouldn’t be in favor of
that for the Mexicans are my people and they should fix their
affairs there as they wish. The Americans shouldn’t intervene
for they don’t have anything for which to go there.

“I like Tucson a great deal because I was born here, and all
of-my ancestors have died here, but I like other cities more,
like Los Angeles and San Francisco. San Francisco is very gay,
very pretty. There is so much electric lighting that the nights
seem to be day. T have also gone to Kansas City and other
cities looking for doctors who would cure me of the rheumatism
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which doesn’t let me really live. All of my body aches, and I
can hardly walk. I have to use a cane in order to do that. Just
now I am feeling better from taking some medicines which are
sent to me from California. I am tired of doctors, for there
isn’t a good one among them all. Earlier, in my day, there were
good doctors, but now all that they want is money.

“I cook Mexican style and American style. American food
doesn’t have any flavor; it is too simple so that my daughters
don’t like it; so I always make Mexican dishes for them. Last
Sunday they went with a number of American girls to spend
a day in the country. They all took a number of things to eat
there. I prepared chile con carne and tamales for my daughters,
and when they began to eat the Americans left what they had
in order to eat the Mexican food with my daughters, because
they liked it best.

“The Americans here don’t mistreat the Mexicans nor the
Indians. They have given the latter their missions and their
schools and now the majority of them speak English and In-
dian but they don’t speak Spanish. There are many Papago
Indians here and some Yaquis.”

JUAN SALORIO

Juan Salorio is white, a native of El Paso, Texas.

“My parents were Mexicans, born, I don’t know where, in
Chihuahua but they were educated in various parts of Texas.
In those times there weren’t many differences between the
Americans and the Mexicans. All those along the border were
the same, and there were no difficulties in crossing from one
side to the other, nor immigration, nor anything which now
creates differences between the Americans and the Mexicans
and the Mexicans who were born on one side or the other of
the border. My grandmother brought me up. I was her pet;
she did everything for me that I wanted. I have other brothers



THE MEXICAN-AMERICAN 279

and sisters. There were about seven of us. Some of them had
blue eyes and light colored hair but we had a sister who was
very dark. When my grandmother died I was taken to live
with my brothers. Once, when my older brother, who is now
about fifty-eight (I am forty-five) was bathing he asked me to
give him his shoes and T threw them from where I was. When
he had finished dressing he took hold of me and gave me a good
thrashing. As I wasn’t used to having anyone touch me I felt
that a great deal and I ran away from home but I was brought
back again and sent to a Seminary at Las Cruces, New Mexico.
I was at this Seminary for a long time and learned many
things. I went to Sunday School and had about 10 little kids
under my care. I used to ask them questions about the doc-
trine and taught them other things. But I got tired of being
there and then, little as T was, I escaped from the Seminary.
In order to get out I deceived the ‘head-priest’ or rather the
director. I told him that I was going to see a sister of charity
who liked me a great deal and who was sick. I then ran away
and kept going towards Louisiana until I came to the home of a
French family where I was taken in as an orphan. I worked
there. This family taught me how to speak French. I after-
wards was in other parts of the United States, working as a
servant, shining shoes, and a lot of other things. Eight years
went by without anyone at home knowing anything about me
nor me of them until finally I went to San Antonio, Texas. I
stayed there a long time and my family after a while came there
and we were happily reunited. I learned to be a cook there. I
knew how to cook American style very well, rather, I still
know how. I got tired of being in San Antonio and I became a
sailor. T went to travel all over the world. I have even been in
Palestine, in Asia and in Europe. I spent years in the North
and South of Europe. I have taken care of goats in the snowy
mountains of Europe and I know what it is to suffer there.
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Sometimes I would arrive at a port and stay there. Then later
I would go on with another ship and in that way I went from
one place to another. Finally I came back to San Antonio to
work, happy to be with my family. I was there when the war
came and I volunteered in the Second Division and went to
Europe to fight there. I was at the front and was later sent to
Paris. I was there about fourteen months. I went to a cafe in
Paris where all the English speaking soldiers came together, the
Australians, the Americans, the Canadians, the English, etc.,
for the owners of the cafe were Americans. Once when we were
speaking of all the nations the old barmaid began to say that
in Mexico there wasn’t anything but Indians and that they
didn’t even know the Spaniards there. I told her that I was an
‘American-Mexican’ and that my country was Mexico, which
was on the border of the United States, and that Spanish was
spoken there and that I could prove it. I told them to call a
Spaniard who had never been in Latin America and they would
see how we could talk. About this time a Spaniard who was a
street cleaner passed by and they called him in and we began
to talk first in French and then in Spanish. I told him that I
was Mexican but he told me that I was wearing an American
uniform. I then told him that I was an American citizen be-
cause I had been born in the United States but that all of us
recognized Spain as our mother country and that there were
more- than a hundred million inhabitants in Latin America
who spoke Spanish. He then invited me to take a drink but I
wouldn’t let him pay for it. I saw that he was very poor and I
paid. He invited me to eat on Sunday at his house and he pre-
pared a delicious Spanish meal and took me to the Spanish
club and presented me to many pretty Spanish girls. Another
time I was at the largest opera in Paris with an Italian friend
of mine. When the Italian told me that they were speaking
Spanish nearby in the hall T took notice and saw that it was
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a gentleman, a lady and a young woman who seemed to be
French. All of them were very well dressed. I also was well
dressed, for I had a special uniform made for dress purposes.
I was then a sergeant. I drew near and, begging their pardon,
told them that I had heard them speaking Spanish and that I
had wanted to speak to them in our language. They told me
that they were Mexicans from Chihuahua and that the young
lady was studying in Belgium but they had come for her to
take her back to Mexico. They invited me drink some very
good wine but I started to leave, saying that I couldn’t leave
my friend alone. They then told me to invite my friend. All
of this happened during an intermission. When the program
was going to begin again they gave me their address and I later
visited them, becoming a very close friend of the young lady.
They went to Mexico by way of Brest and New York but the
young lady kept on writing to me. She sent me Mexican sweets,
pictures, a thimble and thread and a lot of other things and I
also sent her things. She still wrote to me when I returned to
the United States but then I began to go around with other
girls and we stopped writing to each other. Later a Porto-
Rican friend introduced me to some young ladies, through
correspondence. They lived in Los Angeles and I in San An-
tonio. Without seeing her picture I chose one that I liked called
Ines, just because of her name, and I wrote to her proposing
to her. She told me that she always read her letters to her
mother but that she hadn’t been able to read the last letter to
her. She said that we should become acquainted first. She
thought and hoped that as my letters were nice and well writ-
ten I would be that way also and said that I should come to
Los Angeles so that we could become acquainted. I asked her
in the next letter if she liked to dance, go to the theatre and
other things and she answered that they had been educated in
a convent and that they liked music, dancing and the theatre
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very much but that they hardly ever went out and since then,
I don’t know why, I stopped writing to them. Ithen wentaway
again and sailed all along Central and South America. I know
Argentina, Chile, Brazil, Colombia and almost all of the coun-
tries. We are all brothers—the Latin-Americans—for we are
of the same blood. Only the Brazilians don’t speak Spanish and
are more aristocratic. I was in Porto Rico, in Santo Domingo,
Haiti—the latter are countries of mulattoes and negroes but
the people of Santo Domingo are very cultured. What is bad
is that in a family where all are white and good looking girls
suddenly one turns out a negress. That is because the mixture
shows its origin again. I have also been in Cuba and in the
British Islands. I afterwards returned to San Antonio and took
a rest there. Much of my traveling has been done with an
American friend who was my pal. We came together to Tucson
about a year ago. We arrived quite broke. We hardly had
some three dollars between us. I then had the idea that we
should make tamales. Although I know about cooking I had
never made tamales but I finally made them and then he went
out with a can to sell them on the streets. He sold them very
" quickly and came back very happy for another can, but he
later came back very sad and told me that many of the tamales
had been returned because they were raw, for I didn’t know
how to cook them well. We kept on little by little building up
our business until I learned how to make tamales well. Then
we established this restaurant, to which the best American and
Mezican people come. Some don’t believe that I am Mexican.
They say that I am Greek, or Italian or Spanish but I tell them
that I am nothing but Mexican and tell them that I am Yaqui.
Sometimes some come and ask me what Spanish dishes I have
in my restaurant and I tell them that we don’t have any Span-
ish dishes nor do we know them. What we have is pure Mexi-
can, frijoles, chile con carne, enchiladas, rice, eggs Mexican
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style and everything. As they see that I am very clean and
that everything is served well here so many people come that
at times I don’t have enough for all of them. I can say that I
am the first here to make enchiladas and tamales in true Mexi-
can style. I learned that in San Antonio by remembering how
they were made at home. All the clubs and societies here order
tamales from me and banquets of all sorts and in spite of the
fact that I came here ‘broke’ I couldn’t be bought out for less
than $2,000 now.

“The city that I like the best is San Antonio. I have most of
my family there and many Mezxican acquaintances. Although
I was born in El Paso I don’t like that city very well. It is like
Tucson to me. All those who know me here like me because
they say that I am modest and honest.

“I am a citizen of this country because I was born here and
if there was a war of course I would have to defend this country
because it is my home land and I am a citizen in order to de-
fend it. I know very well, however, that I would be going to
fight against my own people. But I don’t believe that there
will be war between the United States and Mexico unless there
was another world war. There may be difficulties, like those
which have already come up, as when Veracruz was occupied,
for example. I was then in New York City and I kept informed
about the affair through the American newspapers. I think
that Veracruz was a heroic city like Chapultepec was when
General Scott took it and the child heroes died. I remem-
ber that there was in New York then a paper called Las
Novedades which I think a South American published
(he was a Spaniard) and it published a picture in which
there was a strong man, who was saying that all the countries
of Latin America should unite against the threatening Eagle of
the North. That was very good and I liked the idea very much,
that the Latin Americans should unite. I see, for example,
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since I know all of the history of the civil wars in Mexico, that
those men [he is referring to the Americans] have respected her
a good deal and haven’t got mixed up in anything, while on the
other hand in small countries like Santo Domingo, 15 days
after a revolution begins they establish their military rule.
The same thing has happened in Cuba, in Nicaragua and in
other small countries. I would go with the American army
against Mexico, because the United States is my country and
one has to be loyal to one’s home-land. The same thing was
true in the world war in which whole regiments of Germans
from Pennsylvania went to fight against their mother country
because they were American citizens.

“T know the history of Mexico very well from the time of the
Conquest. I know who have been the great Americans and
Mezxicans because I have always been interested in reading a
great deal of literature and history. Although I know almost
no part of Mexico, for I have only been to Chihuahua, I know
a great deal about Mexico from what I have read in the news-
papers, in books and from the pictures which I have seen. 1
believe that Mexico is my mother country and that all the
South Americans, even if they are mulattoes or negroes, are
more or less of the same people.

“T can speak English, French and Spanish. I can writein the
three languages very well and was even thinking of entering
the Academy of Languages of Paris, but I hardly needed to do
that for I even know a little Latin.

“Although I was born a Catholic like all Latin Americans I
don’t any longer know what religion to choose. I have read
all of the Bibles and I find some good in all of them and some
things which I don’t like. T had a Klu Klux Klan friend who
wanted to put a hood on me and give me a flaming cross and a
spear. I told him that he was a poor fool because George Wash-
ington when he made the Constitution of the United States
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said that the European peoples would bring progress and capi-
tal here and it has been that way. The Klu Klux Klan wants all
Americans to be one hundred per cent but even they aren’t.
I would say to that friend ‘All of your ancestors were immi-
grants and so are those of all the Americans, for the only pure
Americans are the Indians and the Klu Klux Klan doesn’t ad-
mit any Indian because they say that he isn’t white. So you
are violating the Constitution in everything. You don’t know
if I am Catholic or not. I go with a girl who is an Episcopalian
and I go with her to sing hymns some nights and she goes with
me to the Catholic Cathedral on Sunday morning to Mass. If
you are my friend it doesn’t make any difference to what
church you belong. I am your friend wherever you are and as
I have read all of the Bibles, Episcopal, Baptist, Methodist and
others I don’t know which to choose.” I think that I will turn
out a free thinker for I only believe in the true God who cares
for all the beings that there are on the earth.

“The good man is he who lives from his work and doesn’t
do harm to others. That is all that I care about. It doesn’t
make any difference what religion he belongs to. The thing is
that he be always and everywhere honorable.

“T say that he who is Mexican here is Mexican anywhere,
just as the Chinaman is Chinese everywhere and always gets
together with the Chinese. It is true that we Mexico-Ameri-
cans are different and have other customs but in general we are
all like the Mexicans of Mexico and we ought to be brothers,
for we are brothers racially.

“T also know almost all of Europe, because when the war
was over I stayed as a guard of honor to the Inter-Allied Com-
mission, the Allied Commission in which were all the high offi-
cials of Italy, France, England, Portugal and Italy, and all of
the allies, and we went to almost all of the European capitals.
I had a very good time there.”
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