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Corner

Friends and Legionnaires,

The American Legion National con-
vention is August 18- 24 in Reno Ne-
vada.

Convention Information:
The American Legion hosts its 
national convention in a different 
city each year and welcomes to it 
a large number of attendees. Le-
gionnaires attending the event can 
take advantage of planned tourism 
attractions, discounted hotel and 
travel rates, Legion-sponsored 
events, and other convention-re-
lated offers.

Location:
Reno-Sparks Convention Center
4590 S Virginia Street
Reno, NV 89502

The Department of Mexico will be staying at the Atlantis 
Casino Resort; www.atlantiscasino.com.

Membership:
We are accepting mem-
bership dues starting this 
month.

My personal thank you 
to all of our volunteers. 
These are the people that make this post great! We could 
not do what we do without them. 

Don’t forget our mission to support veterans and our local 
community.

Please don’t rely on the Adjutant to 
send you an email to know what’s 
happening at the Legion. Go to our 
website under FEATURES and 
read the latest “Roll Call” maga-
zine.   
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You can also check out 
our Facebook page at 
www.facebook.com/
LakeChapalaPost7.

Thank you,
Tim Stern
Commander
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(The information in this article was taken from 
Internet sources and by Dan Williams)

Iran Hostage Crisis
November 1979 to January 1981 

The Iran hostage crisis was a diplomatic stand-off between 
Iran and the U.S. Fifty-two American diplomats and citi-
zens were held hostage for 444 days from November 4, 
1979, to January 20, 1981 after a group of Iranian students 
belonging to the Muslim Student Followers of the Imam’s 
Line, who supported the Iranian Revolution, took over the 
U.S. Embassy in Tehran. It stands as the longest hostage 
crisis in recorded history. 

The crisis was described by the 
Western media as an “entangle-
ment” of “vengeance and mu-
tual incomprehension”. President 
Jimmy Carter called the hostages 
“victims of terrorism and anarchy” 
and said: “The U.S. will not yield 
to blackmail.” 

In Iran, it was widely seen as a 
blow against the U.S. and its in-
fluence in Iran, including its per-
ceived attempts to undermine the 
Iranian Revolution and its longstanding support of the re-
cently overthrown Shah of Iran, Mohammad Reza Pahlavi, 
who had led an autocratic regime. After his overthrow in 
1979, the Shah Mohammad Reza Pahlavi was purportedly 
admitted to the U.S. for cancer treatment. Iran demanded 
that he be returned to stand trial for crimes he was accused 
of committing during his reign. 

Specifically, Pahlavi was accused of committing crimes 
against Iranian citizens with the help of his secret police, 
the SAVAK. Iranians saw the decision to grant him asy-
lum as American complicity in those atrocities. The Ameri-
cans saw the hostage-taking as an egregious violation of 
the principles of international law, which granted diplomats 
immunity from arrest and made diplomatic compounds in-
violable. 

The crisis reached a climax after diplomatic negotiations 
failed to win release for the hostages. United States Presi-
dent Jimmy Carter ordered the U.S. military to attempt a 
rescue operation using warships — including the USS Nim-

itz and USS Coral Sea — that were patrolling the waters 
near Iran. On April 24, 1980, the attempt, known as Opera-
tion Eagle Claw, failed, resulting in the accidental deaths of 
eight American servicemen and one Iranian civilian, as well 
as the destruction of two helicopters. 

The Mission – Operation Eagle Claw. After five months 
of planning and preparation, the Eagle Claw participants 
were deployed for mission execution. Just after seven p.m. 
on April 24, the eight helicopters (called “Bluebeard”) de-
parted from the Nimitz, nearly 60 miles off the coast of Iran. 
They had been preceded by the EC-130 refuelers (“Repub-
lic”) and the MC-130s (“Dragon”), carrying Delta Force, 
from Masirah. 

Major General James B. Vaught (US Army) was appointed 
Joint Task Force commander, and a team of officers was 
assembled to lead the various components, including: Colo-

nel Charles A. Beckwith (founder 
of the Army’s new Delta Force 
counter-terrorist group) to be the 
ground assault commander; Col-
onel James H. Kyle (long-time 
USAF MC-130 special operator) 
to command the fixed wing con-
tingent; and Marine Lieutenant 
Colonel Edward Seiffert (an expe-
rienced night-vision flyer) to lead 
the helicopter force.

From the beginning the idea that 
all the services should have a 
“piece of the action” plagued the 

operation and led to bad decisions. 
This was the first major mistake. Less than two hours into 
the mission, Bluebeard 6 had an indicator light warn of a 
main rotor blade spar crack. This was often a false reading 
on RH-53Ds, but the crew landed (followed by Bluebeard 
8) and decided to abandon the helicopter after inspecting the 
rotor blades. The two crews flew on to Desert One in Blue-
beard 8. The mission was now down one helicopter. 

Penetrating deep into Iran, the fixed wing contingent ran 
into a phenomenon called a “haboob” – fine dust particles 
which obscured vision. A short time later they ran into an-
other haboob which was much more intense than the first 
one. Kyle attempted to warn the RH-53s, but had no luck 
with his communications gear. While these presented mi-
nor obstacles to the airplanes, they upset the cohesion of 
the helicopter flight, which had to disperse in order to avoid 
collision. The helicopter pilots had never even been briefed 
on the existence of haboob conditions, or their effects on 
low-flying formations. 

(Continued on Next Page)
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(Continued from Previous Page)
In the middle of this, Bluebeard 5 had an electrical pow-
er problem which convinced the crew to abort back to the 
Nimitz. Maintaining radio silence, they were unable to alert 
Kyle or Seiffert that they were pulling out. The mission was 
now down two helicopters. 

A bus is stopped and a fuel truck burns after being attacked 
during Desert One The MC-130s and EC-130s arrived at 
Desert One after midnight without mishap and waited for 
the helicopters, over an hour past their scheduled arrival 
time. Delta Force debarked from two of the MC-130s which 
then, according to plan, departed from the scene. A Ranger 
team and Delta troopers set up security around the site and 
immediately had problems. A bus full of Iranian civilians 
had to be stopped and detained as it was passing through, 
and a fuel truck (probably run by smugglers) was shot with 
a 66mm rocket when it refused to stop. In the light of the 
burning fuel, the raiders could see the driver escape in a 
pickup truck which was following the tanker. 

Six helicopters out of the original eight made it into Des-
ert One. However, Bluebeard 2’s secondary hydraulic sys-
tem indicated failure, and Seiffert made the call that it was 
“no go” for that helicopter. With only five helicopters left, 
Beckwith was forced to conclude that the mission could not 
go on, as six had been the agreed minimum needed for the 
operation. In reality, five may have sufficed, but Beckwith 
knew that the operation was tight – down to the last but-
ton – and he could not afford to risk mission collapse by 
continuing with only part of the force. A disappointed Kyle 
radioed Vaught (who was headquartered at Wadi Kena) and 
Washington recommending mission abort. Astoundingly, 
within 20 minutes the word had reached President Carter 
and gotten back down to Kyle to abort the mission. 

As the force prepared to depart, Bluebeard 3 hovered into 
Republic 4 and started a conflagration which spread to 
other aircraft and killed eight men. In the confusion, Kyle 
made sure that all the live personnel were accounted for, 
released the Iranian civilians, and loaded up the surviving 
130s to evacuate the area. Unfortunately some of the heli-
copters could not be reached for “sanitizing” and their clas-
sified material (including names of Iranians working for the 
Americans) fell into the hands of the revolutionary govern-
ment. After somewhat harrowing takeoffs, the remaining 
130s got airborne and returned to Masirah. 

The agent contacts in Iran went to ground, and the other 
aircraft and units assigned supporting parts in the mission 
stood down. Six American diplomats who had evaded cap-
ture were eventually rescued by a joint CIA-Canadian effort 
on January 27, 1980. Shah Pahlavi left the U.S. in December 
1979 and was ultimately granted asylum in Egypt, where he 

died from complications of cancer on July 27, 1980. 

In September 1980, the Iraqi military invaded Iran, begin-
ning the Iran–Iraq War. These events led the Iranian govern-
ment to enter negotiations with the U.S., with Algeria acting 
as a mediator. The hostages were formally released into U.S. 
custody the day after the signing of the Algiers Accords, just 
minutes after the new American President, Ronald Reagan, 
was sworn into office. 

The crisis is considered a 
pivotal episode in the his-
tory of Iran–United States 
relations. In Iran, the cri-
sis strengthened the pres-
tige of Ayatollah Ruhollah 
Khomeini and the political 
power of theocrats who 
opposed any normaliza-
tion of relations with the 
West. The crisis also led 
to the United States’ eco-
nomic sanctions against 
Iran, further weakening 
ties between the two countries.
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Are You Drinking Enough?

In April, I came down with the plague: a splitting headache, 
sore throat, cough, and fatigue, followed by a week of intes-
tinal eruptions severe enough to send me stumbling into my 
doctor’s office clutching a stool sample. I’d lost four kg in a 
single week and I was wasted. 

“You have E. coli,” he announced after reading the results 
of the lab work. I gasped, picturing a team of medics in full-
body protective suits and wearing facemasks caring for me. 
I’d put Ajijic on the world map.

“Do I need to be quarantined?” I asked.

“That’s Ebola,” he laughed. “E. coli is worldwide. You can 
pick it up anywhere. Are you drinking enough fluids? Re-
search shows that over 60% of seniors who seek medical 
care are suffering from dehydration.”

Wow! There’s a scary statistic. I once experienced an epi-
sode of dehydration that I’ll never forget. I was on a bird 
watching trip in Chiapas and picked up an intestinal bug, 
which I self-treated by swallowing Imodium like candy. I 
was out in the woods, binoculars raised, when suddenly I 
went slightly bonkers. I started to run away, presumably 
from myself. Luckily, there was an experienced nurse in our 
little band of birders; she chased me, caught up, diagnosed 
me as dehydrated and escorted me gently back to the bus 
where she forced me to drink water laced with a packet of 
electrolytes (thoughtfully provided by our tour guide) and 
stayed by my side until my sanity was restored.

Imodium is just one of many medications that contribute 
to dehydration, along with blood pressure pills, antihista-
mines, laxatives and others, things many seniors take on a 
regular basis. When I succumbed to my recent bout of ill-
ness, I remembered the Chiapas incident and drank water, 
ginger ale, a bottled electrolyte drink and chicken broth. I 
drank as much as I could stand to drink. 

According to the Mayo Clinic, dehydration occurs when 
you use or lose more fluid than you take in, and your body 
doesn’t have enough water and other fluids to carry on its 
normal functions. Causes include simple things like not 
drinking enough because you’re busy or lack access to safe 
drinking water, illnesses (diarrhea, vomiting, and fever), 
medications, and excessive sweating in hot weather. Symp-

toms include extreme thirst, 
less frequent urination, dark 
colored urine, fatigue, dizzi-
ness and confusion. 

According to Medline Plus, 
there’s a simple test you can 
perform on yourself to test 
for dehydration. Skin turgor 
is the skin’s elasticity, the 
ability of the skin to change 
shape and return to normal. 
To check yours, grasp the skin on the back of your hand 
between two fingers so that it tents up. Hold for a few sec-
onds, and then let go. Skin with normal turgor snaps back 
immediately. If yours doesn’t, drink some water.

Dehydration in seniors can be serious, and most of us are 
too cavalier about getting enough fluids. A good friend of 
mine was hospitalized in May for three days and nights due 
to a serious infection. Dehydration was part of the diagno-
sis; her doctor told her to drink two liters of water every day 
from now on. 

We live in a hot climate, we are getting on in years, many 
of us are on blood pressure pills or other medications that 
will dry us up if we’re not careful, and we forget to drink 
enough. So, do what I recently did, buy yourself a snazzy 
stainless steel water bottle, and be sure to put your name and 
phone number on it (which I did not do) so when you leave 
it somewhere, a Good Samaritan might return it to you. We 
don’t need to fill up the garbage dumps with empty plastic 
bottles. And when your physician asks: “Are you drinking 
enough?” you can respond with a hearty “You bet I am.” 
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2017-2018 Post #7 Officers
Commander Tim Stern
1st Vice Commander Open position
2nd Vice Commander Richard Thompson
Adjutant Vince Britton 
Finance Officer Roy Lahti 
Service Officer Tom Stordahl 
Judge Advocate Vince Britton
Sgt. at Arms Zane Pumiglia 
Chaplain Tom Schmidt 
Members at Large:
 Dan Williams, Gene Kent, Phil Brewer, Lee Pinder, 
 Ed Inkman, Doug Ramsom

Physical Address: #114 Morelos, Chapala, Jalisco
Mailing Address:  #31 APDO Chapala, Jalisco 45900
Phone (376) 765-2259
Email: americanlegionchapala@gmail.com
Website: www.chapalalegionpost7.com
Facebook Page: www.facebook.com/LakeChapalaPost7/

Auxiliary Officers 2017-2018
President - Anita Wikum 

1st Vice - Georgina Pumiglia
2nd Vice - Cindy Thompson
Secretary - Sharon Ottsman
Treasurer - Sharon Ottsman 
Historian - Sharon Ottsman

Chaplain - Georgina Pumiglia
Sergeant at Arms - Susy Real 

Executive Committee:
Sharon Munns
Peggy Graves
Betty White 

An Anonymous Surprise
After stopping in a Dunkin Donuts, Samantha Brown re-
turned to her car to find an envelope left under her wind-
shield wipers. Inside she found two $20 bills and a note that 
read:

“I noticed the sticker on the 
back of your car. Take your 
hero out to dinner when he 
comes home. Thank you both 
for serving. Him deployed and 
you waiting.” — U.S. Veteran/
God Bless.

The sticker on the back of 
Samantha’s car read “Half my 
heart is in Afghanistan.” The heart is her boyfriend Albert 
John DeSimone, who is serving abroad in the Army. She 
lives outside of Boston and went home and posted a photo 
of the anonymous gift on Facebook, as it was too early to 
call her boyfriend. Above the photo she said, “There are no 
words to describe how I’m feeling right now. Tears in my 
eyes. I just wish I could thank whoever did this! God bless 
our troops and all of those who stand behind them.” 

The picture instantly went viral, racking up more than 1.2 
million likes and 142,000 shares. When Ford was finally 
able to tell DeSimone the touching story, he said it’s people 
like this who make him proud to be an American soldier.

Work Horses Feted at Retirement Party
Horse-drawn garbage carts will soon be history in the Vera-
cruz municipality of Xalapa, where authorities have decided 
to implement a plan to improve the quality of life for work 
horses. The first stage of a program that replaces the horses 
and carts with motocarros, 
three-wheeled, motorized ve-
hicles, will retire 14 horses 
that are used for garbage col-
lection in areas that garbage 
trucks cannot access. Xalapa 
has banned the use of horses 
for such work after a law was 
passed to prohibit the animals’ use for anything other than ag-
ricultural work.

While the horses might be expected to celebrate, the cart driv-
ers themselves were looking forward to the change. “We expect 
things will go a lot better for us,” said a driver. An emotional 
Pedro Landa said the change was important, not just to protect 
the animals, but also the drivers “who every day have to suffer 
while carrying out their work.”

Modern technology will allow the community “to prevent, 
once and for all, the exploitation of a single horse in Xalapa. 
The horses would be put up for adoption by responsible people 
who could give them sufficient space. 

Xalapa is the first municipality in Mexico to take such action 
on behalf of work horses. A veterinarian with The Donkey 
Sanctuary program said Ciudad Neza in the State of México 
had implemented a similar plan but the Xalapa model was 
more complete.

The garbage collectors’ replacement vehicles resemble an elon-
gated motorcycle with three wheels and a large box behind the 
driver. Powered by a 200-cc engine, they cost approximately 
$50,000 pesos each. Twenty of the vehicles have been deliv-
ered.
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‘Indiana Jones’ Begins
Journey of the Jaguar

A conservation project aimed at ensuring the long-term sur-
vival of jaguars in the Americas was launched in Mexico 
in May 2017. Jaguars are the largest feline species in the 
region, ranging over territory from the southwest of the 
U.S. through Mexico and Central America all the way to 
the north of Argentina and Paraguay.

While it is estimated that the current total population of the 
species is around 100,000, their survival is not guaranteed, 
with human encroachment and habitat destruction posing 
the greatest threats. Just over 4,000 jaguars are estimated 
to call Mexico home with populations spread across differ-
ent regions, principally the Yucatán Peninsula and Pacific 
regions from Sonora in the north to Chiapas in the south. 
Officially a protected species in Mexico since 1987, jaguars 
remain endangered.

But Alan Rabinowitz, an American zoologist and the co-
founder and chief executive officer of Panthera —the 
world’s only organization exclusively dedicated to the 
conservation of the wild cats — would like to change that. 
Dedicated to the continued survival of all big cat species, he 
has been dubbed “The Indiana Jones of Wildlife Protection” 
by Time magazine.

In May, he and other scientists from Panthera began work 
on a long term project called, “Journey of the Jaguar,” which 
will study and monitor the progress of a system of intercon-
nected wildlife corridors known as the Paseo del Jaguar 
(Path of the Jaguar). The system, devised by Rabinowitz to 
enable jaguars to move more freely, now forms the back-
bone of all jaguar conservation efforts in the Americas.

Over a period of four years, the scientists plan to conduct a 
“deep dive into the 10 countries that comprise the corridor’s 
backbone . . . and seek to move governments, communities 
and businesses to take bold steps to save the jaguar and the 
incredible biodiversity depending on its survival.” From the 
mountains between Jalisco and Nayarit, one of Mexico’s 
most important jaguar habitats, Rabinowitz issued an omi-
nous warning. “We can’t be overconfident. A century ago 
there was a similar number of tigers in Southeast Asia and 
in a few generations they’re on the verge of disappearing. 
We can’t let that be the story of the jaguar.”

Rabinowitz indicated that hunting, both of jaguars and their 
prey, is one threat but another comes from the isolation of 
jaguar populations from each other. He explained that while 
the total number of the cats is currently healthy, isolated 
populations can cause extinction because a strong gene pool 
is needed for their continued survival. That can only come 

from interbreeding of jaguars in different areas. Therefore, 
the corridors play a vital role in ensuring a sustainable fu-
ture for the species.

Rabinowitz argued that while NGOs, individuals and gov-
ernment in Mexico are all working for the conservation of 
jaguars, it is essential that they work in collaboration rather 
than in an isolated fashion. He also indicated concern about 
diminishing budgets for long-term conservation projects.

Rabinowitz is also confident that an ecotourism industry 
can be built around the guaranteed survival of the animals. 
“Pre-Hispanic cultures, particularly the Olmecs, had a world 
view born of the jaguar. Their whole lives revolved around 
this species and that’s something precious that should be 
appreciated.”



-7-

   Adjutant Notes

Volunteers answered the call to stand 
duty officer; I thank you and I praise 
your commitment to supporting your 
American Legion Post. 

Many don’t realize the importance of 
this job. The Legion Duty Officer is the 
face of the Post. They welcome people to the Legion, guide 
newbies in settling into Lakeside and answer questions. 
They receive renewals, encourage eligible veterans to join 
the Legion, sign up Sons of the American Legion and social 
members and make sure the paperwork is correct. 

These people deserve our thanks: 
Duty Officer Roster

 Monday - Tom Stordahl 
 Tuesday - Chuck Giles
 Wednesday - Sharon Munns
 Thursday - Carla Buchanan
 Friday - Roger Van Parys 
 Back up/floaters – Laurie Acree and Al Reyes, 
    Tom Schmidt or Vince Britton

I am happy to report seeing an increase in volunteerism at 
the Legion. I know you hear the phrase “never volunteer for 
anything” all the time especially from your military days, 
but volunteering to help your Legion is an honor, not some-
thing to avoid. It is a wonderful way to continue to serve 
and support active duty troops, veterans, and your local 
community.  

Many others that deserve a “thank you” for the various vol-
unteer work are: Cindy & Richard Thompson, Anita Wi-
kum, Sharon Ottsman, Sharon Munns, Carla Buchanan, 
Barbara Madren, Gloria & Bob Allen, Connie Banford, Jay 
Boyum, Phil Brewer, Tyler Buhl, Valeta Burris, Marianne 
Carlson, Peggy Graves, Ed Inkman, Georgina Pumiglia, 
Susannah Kelly, Michael & Lorrain Kulig, Roy & Belinda 
Lahti, Kay McCowen, Zane Pumiglia, Sharleen O’Quinn, 
Adriana Stern, the Stordahls, Ingrid Tessier, Tom Schmidt, 
Bill Wagoner, Tim Stern, and Vince & Susy Britton. I know 
there are more that have been very active in the past that 
also deserve our gratitude, and I’m sure I may have missed 
a few — if I  missed you, my sincerest apologies.   

We are accepting dues for the 2018 membership year start-
ing this month. Help your post make its goals this year and 
renew early.

Don’t rely on the Adjutant to send you an email to know 
what’s happening at the Legion. Go to our website under 
FEATURES and read the latest “Roll Call” magazine. 
http://chapalalegionpost7.com. You can also check out our 
Facebook page at https://www.facebook.com/LakeChapal-
aPost7.

Thank you,
Vince Britton, Adjutant 

John Pence a United States Marine 
and an active 23 year American 
Legion member who also served as 
a legion officer passed away mid-
May he was in the states with his 
daughter. 

Gene Kent was born at home in 
Morrison, Oklahoma in October 
1922. Joined the U.S. Army Air 
Corp. January 1943 and was dis-
charged February 1946. Served on 
the American Legion board of di-
rectors for 15 years. Was a Warden 
for the U.S. consulate for 15 years. 
An American Legion member 36 
years. Passed away May 25th and 
we held his post everlasting was 
June 10th. 
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Our Noble, Essential Decency
Robert A. Heinlein

I am not going to talk about religious beliefs but about mat-
ters so obvious that it has gone out of style to mention them. 
I believe in my neighbors. I know their faults, and I know 
that their virtues far outweigh their faults.

Take Father Michael, down our road a piece. I’m not of his 
creed, but I know that goodness and charity and loving kind-
ness shine in his daily actions. I believe in Father Mike. If 
I’m in trouble, I’ll go to him. My next door neighbor’s a 
veterinary doctor. Doc will get out of bed after a hard day 
to help a stray cat—no fee, no prospect of a fee. I believe 
in Doc.

I believe in my townspeople. You can knock on any door in 
our town, say “I’m hungry,” and you’ll be fed. Our town is 
no exception. I found the same ready charity everywhere. 
For the one who says, “The heck with you, I’ve got mine,” 
there are a hundred, a thousand, who will say, “Sure pal, sit 
down.” I know that despite all warnings against hitchhikers, 
I can step to the highway, thumb for a ride, and in a few min-
utes a car or a truck will stop and someone will say, “Climb 
in Mack. How far you going?”

I believe in my fellow citizens. Our headlines are splashed 
with crime. Yet for every criminal, there are ten thousand 
honest, decent, kindly men. If it were not so, no child would 
live to grow up. Business could not go on from day to day. 
Decency is not news. It is buried in the obituaries, but it is a 
force stronger than crime.

I believe in the patient gallantry of nurses, in the tedious sac-
rifices of teachers. I believe in the unseen and unending fight 
against desperate odds that goes on quietly in almost every 
home in the land. I believe in the honest craft of workmen. 
Take a look around you. There never were enough bosses to 
check up on all that work. From Independence Hall to the 
Grand Coulee Dam, these things were built level and square 
by craftsmen who were honest in their bones.

I believe that almost all politicians are honest. For every 
bribed alderman, there are hundreds of politicians—low 
paid or not paid at all—doing their level best without thanks 
or glory to make our system work. If this were not true, we 
would never have gotten past the Thirteen Colonies.

I believe in Rodger Young. You and I are free today because 

of endless unnamed heroes from 
Valley Forge to the Yalu River. I 
believe in—I am proud to belong 
to—the United States. Despite 
shortcomings—from lynchings, 
to bad faith in high places—our 
nation has had the most decent 
and kindly internal practices and 
foreign policies to be found any-
where in history.

And finally, I believe in my whole 
race—yellow, white, black, red, brown—in the honesty, 
courage, intelligence, durability, and goodness of the over-
whelming majority of my brothers and sisters everywhere 
on this planet. I am proud to be a human being. I believe 
that we have come this far by the skin of our teeth—that we 
always make it just by the skin of our teeth — but that we 
will always make it, survive, endure.

I believe that this hairless embryo with the aching oversized 
braincase and the opposable thumb—this animal barely up 
from the apes—will endure, will endure longer than his 
home planet, will spread out to the other planets—to the 
stars and beyond—carrying with him his honesty, his insa-
tiable curiosity, his unlimited courage, and his noble essen-
tial decency. This I believe with all my heart.

Robert A. Heinlein won four Hugo Awards during his 50-
year career as a science fiction writer. Born and raised in 
Missouri, he graduated from the U.S. Naval Academy in 
1929 and did aeronautical engineering for the Navy during 
World War II. Heinlein’s books include “Starship Troopers” 
and “Stranger in a Strange Land.” He died in 1988.
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Stopping by Weeds on a 
Summer Evening 

By James Tipton

Whose weeds these are I think I know.
His home is in the Heavens though;
Perhaps He sees me stopping here
To take a break and watch them grow.

There is no help tonight from deer,  
They wait ‘til harvest to appear,
So I must chop until I ache
This busiest season of the year.

I give the hardy clumps a shake
And think that there is some mistake
As one more plant goes on the heap
Pulled even higher with the rake.

The rows are lovely, long and deep. 
There’s much to do before I reap,
And miles to hoe before I sleep,
And miles to hoe before I sleep.

(With particular thanks to Robert Frost.)
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We continue to fill you in on some of the latest inventions 
out there that you “won’t be able to live without.” All can be 
found at www.grommet.com. 

BRUW - Cold Brew Coffee Filter
Filter $24.95; Mason Jar Starter Pack $34.95
Make your very 
own cold brew 
coffee, easily. Put 
this cold brew cof-
fee maker filter 
onto a wide-mouth 
mason jar. It’s su-
per straightfor-
ward. Let coffee 
grounds soak in a cold-water-filled mason jar for over 12 
hours. When you’re ready to get your caffeine dose, twist 
the filter onto that jar with the straw side down. Then twist 
the second mason jar on top of the filter. Flip. Shake. In 
case you’re uninitiated to cold brew, it’s smoother, less 
acidic, and it’s easier on your tummy (and teeth, too) than 
coffee brewed with heat. Less acidity also means you can 
better taste all the subtle flavors—like traces of chocolate, 
fruit, and nut inherent in different beans. And even though 
grown-ups are the ones most likely to enjoy their coffee, 
this filter was invented by a teen. Max Feber was just 16 
when he came up with the idea. 

Little Sun - Solar Powered Lights & Chargers
Charger $99; Light $25
Artist Olafur Elias-
son and engineer 
Frederik Ottesen de-
signed their lanterns 
and power banks 
to serve you while 
also bringing clean, 
affordable power 
to underserved areas. For every one sold in a country with 
electricity, they sell one at a fair, locally affordable price to 
the 1.1 billion people without electricity in “off-grid” ar-
eas. Each Little Sun Solar Powered Light can shine for up 
to 50 hours, depending on the amount of sunlight it takes 
in. And the water- and weather-resistant Solar Charger will 
power up a USB-connected device or offer up to 150 hours 
of light. This translates into less CO2 in the atmosphere, 
millions of energy dollars saved, hundreds of jobs for local 
entrepreneurs, and a tangible solution in people’s everyday 
lives.

LifeStraw - Personal Water Filter $24.95
LifeStraw is a per-
sonal water filter that’s 
simple to use, small 
enough to fit in your 
pocket, and capable of 
filtering 1,000 liters of 
water — that’s enough 
water for one person 
for a whole year. Since 
2005, Vestergaard (the 
international company 
behind the product), has been distributing LifeStraw to 
people in developing countries who don’t have access to 
safe drinking water. Whether you’re traveling to a country 
where the water may not agree with you or filtering water 
from streams while hiking and camping, LifeStraw could be 
a real lifesaver. It also comes in handy for everyday on-the-
go use. LifeStraw utilizes advanced hollow fiber technol-
ogy, a highly efficient method of filtration that requires no 
chlorine and no iodine. It has been shown to trap 99.9999% 
of waterborne bacteria, including E. coli and 99.9% of wa-
terborne protozoan parasites such as Giardia. And the best 
part is that for each LifeStraw sold, a year’s worth of clean 
drinking water is provided to those in need.

Foldit™ USB Flash Drive Starting at $9.95
Foldit is as thin as a credit card, but 
can hold up to 8 or 16 gb of data. No 
more worries about losing or leav-
ing behind pricey USB flash drives.

OR

Gigs2Go starting at 
$39.95
Low cost, tear-away 
flash drive that fits 
in your wallet. Made 
from recycled paper 
pulp and recycled 
plastic, this credit 
card-sized flash drive 
pack is a convenient 
way to share large 
files. Waterproof and 
shockproof, they don’t even need a cap for protection. In 8 
and 16 gb sizes.
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Happy Birthday Canada
By Harriet Hart

On July 1, 2017 
Canada marks 
her 150th birth-
day. Celebrations 
will be held on 
Parliament Hill 
and across the en-
tire nation. One 
website suggests 
150 “awesome 
and affordable” 
ways to honor 
the occasion in-
cluding: eating a 
Montreal bagel, 
driving the Trans 
Canada Highway 
from coast to 
coast, visiting a 
national park like 
Banff, tuning into 
some Canadian 
music (Neil Young, Leonard Cohen, Shania Twain or Celine 
Dion for example), watching a Ryan Gosling movie (he’s 
from London, Ontario), sewing a Canadian flag on your 
backpack or frying up some Canadian bacon. 

Canada has given the world many birthday gifts: basketball, 
Trivial Pursuit, Superman, Imax and Cirque d Soleil, not 
to mention the telephone, the alkaline battery, the Robert-
son screw and the cardiac pacemaker. Canadians are also 
responsible for the invention of the garbage bag, the McIn-
tosh apple, peanut butter and the two Justins: Trudeau and 
Bieber. 

So, in honor of the occasion, take a Canadian for a craft beer 
at The Brew House, and raise a glass to the country nomi-
nated as one of the top ten places to live in the world by the 
United Nations. Happy Birthday, Canada.  



Mexican Surfer Wins 
World Championship

Eighteen-year-old Mex-
ican surfer Jhony Corzo 
was crowned the men’s 
world champion surfer 
May 19, 2017 at the 
World Surfing Games 
in Biarritz, France. It 
was the first-ever indi-
vidual medal for Team 
Mexico, and propelled 
the team itself to its first-ever medal, winning copper for 
fourth place overall.

“It’s an amazing feeling to be crowned world champion!” 
said Corzo after his win. “I don’t have words for it. “This is 
something that I wanted ever since I was young and started 
surfing,” said the native of Puerto Escondido, Oaxaca, home 
of Zicatela Beach, one of the world’s top-10 surfing destina-
tions.

It was Corzo’s first trip to the International Surfing Associa-
tion (ISA) World Surfing Games, which drew surfers from 
47 countries. The ISA is recognized by the International 
Olympic Committee as the world’s governing authority for 
surfing.

Corzo began surfing at the age of five, encouraged by his 
father, and later influenced by two brothers and a cousin 
who are also surfers.

Mural Remembers 
Guadalajara Friar

A poor man selling cards in the street outside Guadalajara’s 
Hospital Civil became 
the model for a mural 
that was dedicated April 
7, 2017, in the hospital’s 
new wing. The new 
work by Guadalajara 
muralist Jorge Monroy 
depicts Friar Antonio 
Alcalde, who founded 
both the hospital — in 1787 — and the University of Gua-
dalajara, and was responsible for bringing the first printing 
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press to the city.

The friar is shown holding a 
skull in his right hand, says 
Monroy, behind which there is 
“a delightful anecdote.” When 
Alcalde was in his 60s, he was 
the abbot of a monastery in 
Spain. One evening, a group of 
hunters knocked at the gate, the 
king of Spain among them. “We 
were lost in the woods,” said the 
king, “and we want to spend the 
night here.”

Since the king’s visit was unexpected, he ended up sleep-
ing in a very austere room adorned by nothing else but a 
grinning human skull. “The following day,” says Monroy, 
“the king was back in his palace and the order of the day 
was to designate a bishop for Mexico. Immediately, the king 
said, ‘We will send the friar of the skull.’ The king, it seems, 
had been impressed by the abbot’s wisdom and simplicity. 
Although he didn’t remember the abbot’s name, he did re-
member that skull and from then on, Alcalde was known as 
“The Friar of the Skull.”

The 15-meter-high mural is entitled La Humanidad Doli-
ente, or Suffering Humanity, and shows a full-size represen-
tation of Alcalde reaching out to someone in pain. Monroy 
described how it came together. “I was looking for just the 
right model for a person who might represent a patient of the 
hospital and I found him out in front of the building selling 
holy cards on the street. He was a poor man named Carlos, 
from the state of Guerrero, and he had ended up in this hos-
pital after being hit by a car. After he was brought back to 
health and released, he decided to stay in the neighborhood. 
The moment I saw him, I knew he was the model I needed 
for this mural.”

The background of the painting shows several of Guada-
lajara’s buildings, including the cathedral as it looked in 
1770 when Alcalde arrived in the city. Depicting elegant 
buildings is Monroy’s forte and his watercolors of churches, 
monuments, haciendas and landscapes have been appearing 
in the Sunday edition of the newspaper El Informador for 
25 years.

In the foreground of the painting there are small portraits of 
individuals connected with Fray Antonio’s hospital, among 
them famed Mexican author Mariano Azuela, who received 
his medical degree in Guadalajara in 1899 and went on to 
write Los de Abajo (The Underdogs), a first-hand descrip-
tion of the Mexican Revolution.

(Continued on Next Page)
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Among the portraits are the faces of individuals alive today, 
including former University of Guadalajara rector Raúl Pa-
dilla. Once it was known that some living persons would 
be “immortalized” in the mural, controversy broke out over 
who should be included or omitted. The final decisions on 
these points “were made by those who commissioned the 
mural,” commented the painter.

Although this mural covers 150 square meters, it is not Mon-
roy’s largest. That honor goes to the 30-meter-long paint-
ing which graces the curved inner wall of the Phil Weigand 
Guachimontones Center near the famed “circular pyramids” 
of Teuchitlán, located 40 km west of Guadalajara.

2 Oaxaca Highways Nearing 
Completion

Two ambitious high-
way projects in the 
state of Oaxaca are 
only a few months 
behind schedule, 
officials said after 
their progress was 
reviewed in a meet-
ing between trans-
port officials, the 
contractor ICA and Gov. Gabino Cué. The new 104-kilo-
meter freeway that will link Oaxaca City to the coast is ex-
pected to be in operation by the end of this year, providing 
a better connection between the state capital and the tourist 
destinations of Huatulco and Puerto Escondido. Travel time 
from Oaxaca City to the latter is expected to be reduced 
from six or seven hours to just over two.

The $5.25-billion-peso (US $352 million) project, which 
will offer a much faster alternative to two existing routes 
that wind through the southern Sierra, will consist of two 
lanes with wide shoulders for a total width of 12 meters. It 
has required the construction of 12 bridges and viaducts, 
four tunnels and nine interchanges.

Due to be completed in the first half of next year is the 
Oaxaca-Isthmus highway, a 9-billion-peso project that will 
reduce travel between the capital and the Isthmus of Tehu-
antepec from four and a half hours to two. It includes the 
construction of 54 bridges, 11 viaducts, five interchanges 
and three tunnels.

Gov. Cué said both highways will boost industrial develop-
ment, tourism, fishing and agriculture. They also represent 
a major Mexican engineering feat considering the difficult 
topography of the state, he said. Another feat has been over-
coming the technical, legal and financial difficulties that 
plagued the new highways for nearly 10 years before con-
struction began in earnest.

U.S. Remittances Build a
Classroom in Guerrero

Undocu-
mented 
immigrants 
in the U.S. 
have been 
doing more 
for education 
in a Guerrero 
community 
than govern-
ments in 
Mexico. A primary school in the capital city of Chilpancin-
go will soon have its third brick and mortar classroom, 
thanks to remittances from Mexicans working in the U.S.

The Eucaria Apreza school, located in one of the most un-
safe areas of the city, was founded in 2011 but only two 
proper classrooms have been built by the municipal govern-
ment. The greater part of the school’s 225 students attend 
classes in five wooden-frame shacks with cardboard roof-
ing, built by the parents to provide at least some protection 
from the elements. Those conditions and official indiffer-
ence prompted locals currently living in the U.S. as un-
documented immigrants to fund the construction of a new 
classroom.

The migrants sent the money via a Social Development Sec-
retariat program called 3×1 for Migrants, originally created 
as a collaborative effort between migrants and the federal, 
state and municipal governments. For the Eucaria Apreza 
school the collaboration never happened but the migrants 
weren’t deterred and the brand new classroom will be ready 
for use in the next few days.

The school’s principal told the newspaper Reforma that the 
state government had pledged that this year the school will 
finally replace the makeshift classrooms with a properly 
built structure. But there are doubts the government will 
fulfill its promise. “Our migrants in the United States are 
more concerned than the government . . . .”
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5 Lessons About the Way We
Treat People

First Important Lesson — Cleaning Lady
During my second month of college, our pro-
fessor gave us a pop quiz. I was a conscientious 
student and had breezed through the questions 
until I read the last question: “What is the first 
name of the woman who cleans the school?” 
Surely this was some kind of joke. I had seen 
the cleaning woman several times. She was tall, 
dark-haired and in her 50’s, but how would I 
know her name?

I handed in my paper, leaving the last question 
blank. Just before class ended, one student asked 
if the last question would count toward our quiz 
grade. “Absolutely, “ said the professor. “In 
your careers, you will meet many people.  All 
are significant. They deserve your attention and 
care, even if all you do is smile and say “hello.”
 
I’ve never forgotten that lesson.. I also learned her name was 
Dorothy.

Second Important Lesson — Pickup in the Rain
One night, at 11:30 p.m., an older African American woman 
was standing on the side of an Alabama highway trying to en-
dure a lashing rain storm. Her car had broken down and she 
desperately needed a ride. Soaking wet, she decided to flag 
down the next car. 

A young white man stopped to help her, generally unheard of in 
those conflict-filled 1960s. The man took her to safety, helped 
her get assistance and put her into a taxicab. She seemed to be 
in a big hurry, but wrote down his address and thanked him. 
Seven days went by and a knock came on the man’s door. To 
his surprise, a giant console color TV was delivered to his 
home. A special note was attached.

It read: “Thank you so much for assisting me on the highway 
the other night. The rain drenched not only my clothes, but 
also my spirits.  Then you came along. Because of you, I was 
able to make it to my dying husband’s’ bedside just before he 
passed away. God bless you for helping me and unselfishly 
serving Others.” Sincerely, Mrs. Nat King Cole. 

Third Important Lesson — Always Remember 
Those Who Serve
In the days when an ice cream sundae cost much less, a 10-
year-old boy entered a hotel coffee shop and sat at a table. 
A waitress put a glass of water in front of him. “How much 
is an ice cream sundae?” he asked. “Fifty cents,” replied the 
waitress.

The little boy pulled his hand out of his pocket and studied the 
coins in it. “Well, how much is a plain dish of ice cream?” he 

inquired. By now more people were waiting for a table and 
the waitress was growing impatient. “Thirty-five cents,” she 
brusquely replied. The little boy again counted his coins. “I’ll 
have the plain ice cream,” he said.

The waitress brought the ice cream, put the bill 
on the table and walked away. The boy finished 
the ice cream, paid the cashier and left.  When 
the waitress came back, she began to cry as she 
wiped down the table.  There, placed neatly be-
side the empty dish, were two nickels and five 
pennies. You see,  he couldn’t have the sundae, 
because he had to have enough left to leave her 
a tip. 

Fourth Important Lesson — The obstacle 
in our Path
In ancient times, a King had a boulder placed 
on a roadway.  Then he hid himself and watched 
to see if anyone would remove the huge rock.  

Some of the King’s wealthiest merchants and courtiers came 
by and simply walked around it.  Many loudly blamed the 
King for not keeping the roads clear, but none did anything 
about getting the stone out of the way.

Then a peasant came along carrying a load of vegetables.  
Upon approaching the boulder, the peasant laid down his bur-
den and tried to move the stone to the side of the road.  After 
much pushing and straining, he finally succeeded. After the 
peasant picked up his load of vegetables, he noticed a purse 
lying in the road where the boulder had been. The purse con-
tained many gold coins and a note from the King indicating 
that the gold was for the person who removed the boulder from 
the roadway.  The peasant learned what many of us never un-
derstand! Every obstacle presents an opportunity to improve 
our condition. 

Fifth Important Lesson — Giving When it Counts
Many years ago, when I worked as a volunteer at a hospital, I 
got to know a little girl named Liz who was suffering from a 
rare and serious disease.  Her only chance of recovery appeared 
to be a blood transfusion from her 5-year old brother, who had 
miraculously survived the same disease and had developed the 
antibodies needed to combat the illness.  The doctor explained 
the situation to her little brother, and asked the little boy if he 
would be willing to give his blood to his sister. 

I saw him hesitate for only a moment before taking a deep 
breath and saying, “Yes, I’ll do it if it will save her.” As the 
transfusion progressed, he lay in bed next to his sister and 
smiled, as we all did, seeing the color returning to her cheeks. 
Then his face grew pale and his smile faded.

He looked up at the doctor and asked with a trembling voice, 
“Will I start to die right away”. Being young, the little boy had 
misunderstood the doctor; he thought he was going to have to 
give his sister all of his blood in order to save her. 
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Don Simon at 102; A Living Legend
part iI

By Phyllis Rauch
Much more than a bus driver

When I first visited Don Simon, I simply wanted to listen, to 
insure that I, at least, would have heard Don Simon’s story. 
With no intention of publishing, I simply saved what I wrote, 
without knowing exactly why. 

I was reminded of our encounter when Don Simon’s name 
came up again four years later talking with my friend Manuel 
Vega. He asked me, “Did you see the monument to Don Simon 
near the new malecon? “No,” I replied, but I didn’t walk all the 
way to the end. When did they put it up and what is it for?”

From his expression, I could tell Manuel thought I must be 
the only person in town who was unaware of the entire story. 
Manuel continued, “Well, Don Simon is much more famous 
for his connection to futbol that he is for the buses. 

I feared to ask next, “Manuel is Don Simon still alive? He must 
be, what, 102 by now? Manuel, passionate futbolista said, “I’m 
pretty certain I would have heard if he weren’t!”

With this new information and his advanced age, I felt a second 
interview was almost obligatory — even though my knowl-
edge of and my enthusiasm for soccer are next to nil. When I 
called to ask for a visit, I was told that 3:30 p.m. “just after he’s 
finished his lunch,” was the best time.

I arrived, staggering under a weighty arrangement of fruit and 
flowers and was greeted by Simon’s daughter, Gloria. The past 
four years hadn’t been to kind to him. He was almost com-
pletely blind, but could understand if one shouted into his left 
ear. He was sitting up at a little table, expecting my visit. I 
asked if he recalled our prior interview. He surprised me by 
saying he recalled my wanting my photo taken in his enormous 
brass bed.

I had told my husband before leaving, “I’ll only be gone half 
an hour at the most — 15 minutes to ask a few questions and 
15 more to pick up a roast chicken for supper. I know nothing 
about soccer and, after all, how much can there be to say?”

After presenting my gift, I told Don Simon that due to his mon-
ument, I had come to learn about his connection to Joco futbol. 
It was as though I had pushed a magic button, one that enabled 
some of the happiest memo-
ries from his early years of 
marriage to pour forth. 

Don Simon married the 
lovely Elena when she was 
only 16. And he, at 35, was 
almost twice her age. “She 
was so beautiful, an angel.”

Daughter Gloria continued, “Whenever anyone passed by with 
a rip in their trousers, my mother would say, ‘Come in so I can 
repair that for you.’ She would drop whatever she was doing to 
sew the torn trousers. That’s the way she was.”

For a few years, during Don Simon’s truck driving period, the 
family lived in the city. One of his sons, José Guadalupe, be-
came very interested in soccer and joined a juvenile league 
when he was about 12 years old. Simon’s dimmed eyes still 
sparkle as he recalls his son as a young man.”Era muy livi-
anito para jugar.” He was very light on his feet, a natural at 
the sport.”

After the family moved back to Jocotepec, Don Simon noted 
and was concerned that the town had no proper playing field. 
The few children and young men familiar with the game, 
kicked around a sorry excuse for a ball on a plain located at 
the south west end of town — a bumpy, unmeasured, unfenced 
piece of land. Worst of all, there were no real porterias (goals). 
The players had rigged up makeshift goals from sticks and 
fishing net. At least they had plenty of both those materials 
on hand. Typically for Don Simon, he saw a need and jumped 
in wholeheartedly. The field was cleaned, measured, encircled 
and outfitted. The group of young players received their name: 
Club Mexico. It was now official. 

Lest you suspect that all this was done simply to encourage the 
sporting talent of his own sons, Don Simon told me, “Soccer 
was very important, to keep the kids from becoming vagrants. 
After school they played soccer where we got them really tired 
out. Then came homework and time for bed. Good sportsmen 
have no vices and don’t get into mischief because they are sim-
ply worn out. They learned young what it meant to work hard, 
and later they made good lives for themselves as masons or 
storekeepers.

Club Mexico grew and soon was accepted in the Guadalajara 
Soccer Federation, with the designation of “Interzona #18.” 
Next they entered a league with real arbitros (umpires) and 
began traveling to compete against other towns, including Sa-
yula, Tizapán, Tepatitlán and Zacoalco. 
 
After two years, Don Simon was elected president of the 
league. At this point in our visit, he claimed something that 
seemed rather hard to believe. He said his players were campe-
ones mundiales (world champions) due to the magnificent way 
they played the game. He next described to me a famous soc-
cer goal that his son, José Guadalupe had made. I wished so 
much my friend Manuel, the great enthusiast, were at my side. 
I could tell that in another world, behind his sightless eyes, 
Don Simon was seeing and reliving every second of that fa-
mous play.

“José Guadalupe ran with the ball 3/4 of the field, evading three 
defenders as he came closer to the goal. At almost the last min-
ute, he feinted west to east and the goalkeeper went flying to 

(Continued on Page 34)
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R e s c u e r s  f r o m  t h e  D e e p  P a r t  I I
By Vince Britton, Adjutant Post #7

All that night, as the submarine’s navigation team aided by 
radio contact with the Canadian and American planes orbiting 
overhead, worked to plot the course and drift of the raft, the 
Scamp steamed slowly in a figure-eight pattern to keep the tiny 
blinking light atop the canopy of the raft in sight and to allow 
men in the raft to know that we were still there and trying to 
save them.

Within the submarine, it was like riding a roller coaster. Men 
were catapulted from their bunks. In the crew’s mess a 200-
pound soft-drink machine was ripped from its welded steel 
base and hurled across the room. With the galley shut down, 
cooks offered juice and sandwiches, but there were few takers. 
Many of the seasoned crew members were seasick. In the ma-
neuvering room, electricians wedged themselves into corners 
as they scanned their dials. In the engine room, machinist’s 
mates endured the heat from the turbines and fumes from the 
bilges. It didn’t seem as if it could get any worse. Then we 
would take another tremendous roll that would put us on the 
deck plates.

In the skies overhead, the aircrews of the Hercules and Ori-
on were nearing exhaustion after a day and a night of flying 
through buffeting winds and blinding rain squalls. As they 
swooped low to keep the submarine in sight, their yellow flares 
and orange smoke bombs eerily illuminated the raft, a tiny 
speck on the black, storm-tossed ocean. The Scamp’s officers, 
who had been tracking the raft through the periscope, noted 
that its tiny blinking light was growing dimmer. Then it van-
ished altogether. A heavy sea had smashed the raft’s canopy, 
and it collapsed on the men inside. One man was swept out the 
door of the raft during the night and was never seen again. It 
took the Scamp three hours, working with the planes overhead, 
to relocate the raft. 

Just as dawn was breaking, Commander Duma went back to 
the open bridge of the sail, wearing an exposure suit. Peering 
through binoculars in heavy rain squalls, he spotted the bat-
tered raft and saw that there were several people crouching 
within the torn canopy.
When the rescue party reached the bridge, they discovered that 
during the night, the heavy steel door at the base of the sail 
had been torn off its hinges. Chief Conway went down into the 
sail and stationed himself in the narrow oval space at its base, 
where inrushing seas engulfed him every 10 to 30 seconds. 
The wind had dropped slightly, but waves were still running 
40 feet and higher.

As our Captain brought the submarine close to the raft, Pet-
ty Officer Lange leaned far out on the horizontal plane and 
heaved a line that struck the raft’s doorway. The men inside 
pulled it into the raft and made it fast. Now, at last, the raft was 
tethered to the submarine. But just as Chief Conway began 
to haul on the line, a wave lofted the raft high in the air and 

snapped the tether, leaving it dangling from the sail. As the raft 
slid down off the wave, the men inside reached out, and Lange 
tossed them a heavier line. One man in the raft grabbed the line 
and clung to it, bracing himself inside the raft, so that again the 
raft was secured to the submarine.

The first line was still training near the raft, and Chief Con-
way saw another man reach out from the raft and clutch it to 
his chest. “Haul away on the tethers,” he shouted, and he and 
Lange pulled with all their strength. But just then the man who 
had been holding the other line inside the raft jumped into the 
water beside the submarine and tried to climb the line hand-
over-hand up to the horizontal plane. The Executive Officer 
and Petty Officer Hardin leaned down to pull the desperate 
man up, but a heavy sea smashed him against the steel hull, 
and he lost his grip and floated away.

When the men huddled within the raft realized that they were 
drifting away from the Scamp, they tumbled out and grabbed 
the tether line, too. Now there were six men on the line that 
Conway and Lange were trying to haul in. As the first man 
reached the submarine, a wave tossed him up on the deck in 
front of the sail. Conway leaped out and dragged him inside. 
The survivor was handed up to the bridge, and then passed 
down the main trunk to Chief Thomas, who was standing on 
the ladder. Thomas took the man down the trunk in a fireman’s 
carry and into the passageway, where Chief Earhart helped him 
transfer the survivor to a stretcher and then down another level 
to the crews mess. He was barely conscious, shivering uncon-
trollably from shock and exposure. The crewmen swathed him 
in thermal blankets, and Corpsman Terry May put an IV in his 
arm and began administering fluids. 

Up at the doorway in the sail, Chief Conway had turned to 
haul in the rest of the five men still on the line. He felt we 
would finally be able to haul them on board one by one and 
squeeze them in the door of the sail. But just then the men on 
the line were deluged by another wave, and Conway saw to 
his horror that the line had parted. The men swam to the other 
trailing line and seized it. Conway and Lange pulled with all 
their might. The next man on the line was within three feet of 
Conway’s outstretched hands. His feet found the hull, and he 
began scrambling up it. A tremendous sea raced forward from 
aft of the boat and buried both him and Conway. Conway felt 
the line go slack. The man and his companions had been hurled 
back into the sea, and worse, the line was no longer attached to 
either the submarine or the raft. 

Only one man was left, he swam to the raft and clung to it, 
paddling feebly to stay afloat. Our Captain made four more 
attempts to edge the submarine closer, but a monstrous sea 
picked up the raft and tossed it right across the bow from the 
starboard to the port side. Crawling out on the port horizontal 
plane, Beaudoin and Hardin tossed lines down to the raft as 
Conway and Bauman prepared to drop down to grab the last 
survivor. Just then another mountainous wave loomed up over

 (Continued on Next Page)



-25-

(Continued from Previous Page)
the Scamp’s stern and smashed down on the sail, engulfing the 
rescue party and tearing the heavy steel doors of the horizon-
tal planes off their hinges. The submarine rolled drunkenly to 
starboard. 

Chiefs Earhart and Thomas had returned from the crew’s mess 
to receive the next survivor. We had rigged a tarpaulin to deflect 
water from the main trunk into a drain that led to the bilges, 
but now, just as Earhart started up the ladder in the sail, there 
was a sudden explosive whoosh of air pressure, and tons of 
cold sea water poured down into the main 
trunk. I was standing Chief of the watch, 
and I could see the chief disappear in the 
flood of water coming in the hatch. I began 
to fear that the boat might be in danger of 
sinking. I could actually feel the adrenaline 
rush in my blood. Lt. Bergen, who had been 
stationed at the top of the main trunk, was 
struck by a heavy wrench and plummeted 
down the ladder, landing on top of Earhart.

The buoyancy of a submarine is delicately 
balanced. Even on the surface with full air 
tanks, its stability can be threatened by a sudden influx of wa-
ter. The sea entering an open hatch is the submariner’s ultimate 
nightmare. A curtain of water deluged the men in the Opera-
tions Center, as rising water threatened to short-circuit elec-
tronic equipment, The Chief of the watch, Petty Officer Brit-
ton shouted, “Shut the hatch! Blowing forward ballast tanks! 
Sounding the collision alarm! Rig ship for flooding!” 

An emergency blow would surely push the raft away from the 
boat and give our men topside trouble. I had to consider the 
safety of the boat and crew first knowing full well this would 
most likely jeopardize the men topside and the rescue. In the 
wardroom, a door burst open, and a wall of water flooded into 
the room. Seawater spurted from paneled walls and ceilings, 
drenching the survivor who had been stretched on a table in the 
crew’s mess. He started to struggle hysterically with our corps-
man Chief May. A river of water cascaded down a staircase 
to a lower level, flooding a berthing compartment just above 
the submarine’s main battery hold. “We’re sinking!” someone 
shouted. If seawater got into the ships battery it would have 
further endangered the boat and crew with toxic chlorine gas 
and shorting out the battery. 

Up on the bridge, the Captain, realizing that our ship was in 
great danger, made the most agonizing decision of his naval 
career. “Discontinue the rescue operation.” He ordered. “Clear 
the bridge. Rescue party lay below!” He took one last look at 
the men in the water, dropped down the ladder into the main 
trunk, and slammed shut the hatch. 

At this point, I was busy with reports coming into the control 
room. In the lower-level berthing compartment, Petty Officer 

Meyer rolled out of his flooded bunk to see water gurgling 
into the battery compartment beneath the deck. He grabbed his 
mattress and flung it over the hatch next to his bunk. Radio-
man Bert Napier and Electrician’s Mate Tom Palzewisez raced 
down the steps and joined him in stripping mattresses from 
berths and covering hatches. Damage-control parties moved 
through the submarine to pump water from the overloaded 
bilges. 

Although the Scamp wallowed heavily in the mountainous 
seas, it continued to track the raft and the men in the water 

through its periscope. As soon as the flooding 
was brought under control, Commander Duma 
was determined to resume the rescue efforts. 
But we never got the opportunity. By that time 
I’d been relieved from my watch so I could 
oversee and help with the repair and cleanup of 
my division’s equipment. 

Another Coast Guard Hercules had arrived from 
Bermuda. At first there was jubilation among 
its air crew. They had heard on the radio that the 
Scamp was starting to take survivors aboard. 
They thought the rescue was finally succeed-
ing. Then, as the Hercules dropped low over the 

ocean, they saw a harrowing sight — that we were obviously 
in trouble and had been forced to halt the rescue. The raft was 
being blown down wind away from us. 

The Hercules circled around and came in very low and dropped 
them another raft, but they made no effort to reach it. There was 
no way to help them — grief and despair took hold. When the 
rescue effort ended that evening, there was only one survivor, 
Elmer Rances, 27, a seaman from the Philippines. He slept in 
a bunk donated by one of my shipmates. The next afternoon 
he was strong enough to join his rescuers, who gathered in the 
crew’s mess or stood by their duty stations to take part in a me-
morial service for the 18 men of the Balsa 24 who perished.

As the Captain read from the Book of Psalms, we thought of 
the men who had died. Some, perhaps, thought of the Scamp’s 
sister ship, the Scorpion, that vanished with all hands off the 
Azores in 1968. When the service was over, we dove into un-
troubled waters and headed for home. I hardly remember the 
trip home — it was full of work and little sleep. My shipmates 
and I never talk about this incident in the detail I am convey-
ing to you in this story — it is only mentioned occasionally 
with pride.

I have dived over 1,000 feet and driven as fast as 40 knots sub-
merged. I guess I have made over 1,000 dives in my 20 years 
on submarines, and I couldn’t count the number of missions. 
Having survived two floods, one fire, lost two shipmates to 
major accident topside, I have now shared my experience dur-
ing one of these assignments with you. I am proud to have 
served my country and to now serve as your Adjutant at Post #7.  
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(Schedule is subject to change)
JULY
1 Saturday Taco & Fish Fry 3-6 p.m. See ad in Centerfold.
4 Tuesday Independence Day Event:  See ad in Centerfold
11 Tuesday Legion Meetings: E-Board 10 a.m. - General 11 a.m.
12 Wednesday U.S. Consul: 9:30-10:30 a.m.
13 Thursday Auxiliary Meetings:  E-Board 10:30 a.m. - General 11 a.m.
25 Tuesday FMC: 10:30 a.m.
25 Tuesday Free eye exams: 2-4 p.m. - see ad in Centerfold or flyers at Legion

AUGUST
2 Wednesday U.S. Consul: 9:30 – 10:30 a.m.
2  Wednesday Military Org. Happy Hour: 3 to 5 p.m. at the American Legion
5 Saturday Fish & Tacos 3 to 6 pm
8    Tuesday Legion Meetings:   E-board 10 a.m. – General 11 a.m.
10 Thursday Auxiliary Meetings:  E- Board 10:30 a.m. – General 11 a.m.
17 – 24  American Legion National Convention in Reno, NV. 
22 Tuesday Free eye exams: 2 to 4 p.m.
26 Saturday Ranger BBQ, Old Train Station, $250 pesos - see ad in Centerfold
29 Tuesday   FMC: 10:30 am
SEPTEMBER
2  Saturday Fish & Tacos 3 to 6 p.m.
4 Monday Labor Day:  Event to be announced
11 Monday 9/11 Rememberance: Legion Vince Britton
12   Tuesday Legion Meetings: E-board 10 a.m. – General 11 a.m.
13 Wednesday U.S. Consul: 9:30 – 10:30 a.m.
14 Thursday Auxiliary Meetings:  E-board 10:30 a.m. -  General 11 a.m.
14 Thursday Mexican Fiesta (Sept 16: Gina chair Auxiliary event - more information to come
15  Friday POW/MIA Recognition Day: Legion Vince Britton
16  Tuesday American Legion Day: Legion Vince Britton
16 Saturday Independence Day:  National Holiday (kitchen closed); Bar opens at noon
26 Tuesday FMC: 10:30 a.m.
26 Tuesday Free eye exams: 2 to 4 p.m.

Weekly Activities
 Happy Hour Bar opens at noon daily. Happy Hour is from 3-6 p.m. There is NO Happy Hour during events
  Wednesday, Bridge 1-5 p.m.
  Friday - AA meeting 10 a.m.
 Saturday - Kitchen closes at noon. Fish Fry, 3-6 p.m. First Saturday of the month only tacos are also being served.
 Sunday - Kitchen closed. Grilled hamburgers & hotdogs, 12-3 p.m.
     
  Other Information
• The Post Commander is available at the Legion on Tuesdays & the Auxiliary President on Thursdays.
•   Monday to Friday - Duty Officer, 10 a.m. to 1 p.m. 
• If you do not have a copy of your DD214 on file with the Legion, please turn one in to the Post adjutant or the duty officer.
• The Legion has a library that loans out books to our members.
• WIFI is available at the Legion

Contact Post Adjutant Vince Britton, 331-358-8944, vincebritton12@gmail.com
if you have information to add to the Activities Corner.

There will be no activity at the Legion that has not been authorized by Vince.  
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Salvador & Fernando Cisneros
Huaraches are tradi-
tional Mexican sandals 
and shoes. Their origins 
are unknown, but there 
are clear design links be-
tween some modern hua-
raches and Pre-Hispanic 
footwear seen on ancient 
codices. 

As far as we know, the first huarache sandals were easy 
enough to make that the user could make their own. Over 
the years however, basic thong designs have developed 
into complex woven styles. Every region in Mexico has its 
different style of huaraches, but there has been no official 
count of all the different styles.

Traditional sandals exist in Japan called Waraji, a word that 
sounds quite similar to huarache although there is no evi-
dence of any connection between the two sandals. All wo-
ven huaraches are all made using a single strip of leather 
or textile that is woven around the last and through holes in 
the sole.

Salvador and Fernando Cisneros are a father and son team 
of huaracheros that  make amongst the finest huaraches in 
the world. They work and come from a small town south of 
Mazamitla called Concepción de Buenos Aires, or Pueblo 
Nuevo in Jalisco. Only a few things have changed in this 
small cobble street town that still retains its old world feel, 
traditions and lifestyle.

Thirty years ago, Don Salvador, as he is known in town, did 
something very few huaracheros have done and that is to 
focus on elevating the quality of his craft instead of lower-
ing the price of his sandals. Today, Don Salvador and Fer-
nando are the only remaining huaracheros in a town where 
there used to be a dozen or so and, although the high quality 
of their huaraches means that their prices are mostly too 
high to sell on the local markets, over time, and with the 
help of some media exposure, the Cisneros have acquired 
a substantial international and national consumer base and 
many clients continue returning to purchase their high-qual-
ity huaraches.

Salvador and Fernando not only make all their huaraches 
by hand (for both men and women), but they custom make 
them to fit. They measure the foot like any shoemaker and 

modify their last (wood shaped like 
your foot) accordingly to provide 
their clients with the best fitting 
huaraches. Some of their lasts are 
over 80 years old.

The Cisneros are best known for 
the picado-style of huarache. The 
leather strip on the bottom is called 
a fuerza and it reinforces the upper, 
reducing any stretch. Make no mis-
take, their huaraches are made with only one continuous 

strip of leather and none 
of the strip is ever glued 
under the sole. Instead the 
strip is woven in a circular 
manner around the last and 
through holes in the sole to 
make a sandal that uses no 
glue, no stitching and no 
synthetic materials.

If you are inclined to take a day trip, you might want to visit 
the Cisneros family in Concepción de Buenas Aires just the 
other side of the lake. Go through Jocotepec and instead of 
turning right to go to Guadalajara on JAL 119/México 23, 
you will turn left. Pass through San Luis Soyatlán and just 
after the village of Tuxcueca you will see the right hand turn 
off for Mazamitla/JAL 405. Follow it watching for the signs 
for Concepcióm de Buenas Aires or Pueblo Nuevo. The Cis-
neros address is Donato Guerra 8, 372 426 0318 home, 342 
103 3152 cellphone.

Salvador and Fernando Cisneros will be appearing at this 
year’s Feria Maestros del Arte, November 10-12 at the Cha-
pala Yacht Club. Admission is $70. For information contact 
feriamaestros@gmail.com
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What Your Body Does in a Day
Sometimes you may feel like your body is beginning to creak 
and fail you on the outside, but do you ever stop to consider the 
incredible work that is taking place inside of it?

There is so much going on and ev-
erything fits together so well, that 
it’s almost impossible to compre-
hend it.

• Your heart pumps approximate-
ly 2,000 gallons of blood through 
its chambers every day. It beats more than 100,000 times to 
achieve this incredible feat.
• You take around 17,000 breaths a day on average, and don’t 
have to think about a single one of them. A typical pair of adult 
lungs can hold a huge six liters of air.
• Every day your body ensures you don’t contract cancer 
thousands of times over. Cancer is formed when cells are al-
tered in a way which re-programs their DNA and it’s estimated 
that tens of thousands of cells suffer cancer-causing lesions ev-
ery day. But the body sends special enzymes scuttling around 
to inspect DNA strands for faults and fix them before they turn 
into tumors.
• Your brain doesn’t stop working. It’s estimated that about 
50,000 thoughts pass through it each day on average, although 
some scientists put the figure closer to 60,000. That is a whop-
ping 35-48 thoughts every minute.
• The cells in your stomach lining produce an alkaline sub-
stance every few milliseconds to neutralize stomach acid. If 
they didn’t do this, your stomach would digest itself because 
some of the acids are strong enough to dissolve metals.
• Red blood cells literally shoot around the body, taking less 
than 60 seconds to complete a full circuit. This means that each 
of yours makes 1440 trips around your body every day, deliv-
ering oxygen and keeping your body energized. Each cell lives 
for about 40 days, before being replaced by a younger model. 
• You shed more than 1 million skin cells every single day, 
but they are constantly replenished automatically. You skin is 
actually an organ; in fact, it’s the largest organ in the body, 
with a surface area of 18 square feet.
• Your hair (if you still have any) grows about half a millime-
ter per day, and the average adult with a full scalp has around 
100,000 hairs on their head.
• The brain and mouth work together to allow us to speak an 
average of 5000 words a day. Well, that’s if you’re a woman. 
Studies show that men only speak 2000 words.
• Your liver is so busy during the course of a day, it is almost 
impossible to summarize its activities. It manufactures choles-
terol, vitamin D and blood plasma; it identifies the nutrients 
your body needs, and stores some away for future use; it filters 
1.53 quarts of blood every minute and produces a quart of bile 
every day to help you break down your food.
• The glands in your mouth produce an incredible 1.5 liters of 
saliva every day. If this didn’t happen, your mouth would dry 
up and become overrun with bacteria and you wouldn’t be able 

to digest your food.
• The average male’s testicles manufacture 10 million new 
sperm cells every day. Those that aren’t used age and are even-
tually broken down inside the body, with any useful nutrients 
being absorbed and put to use.
• Each of your kidneys contains 1 million tiny filters that 
work together to filter an average of 2.2 pints of blood every 
minute – that’s 3168 pints every single day, despite each kid-
ney only being the size of a fist. They also expel an average of 
2.5 pints of urine from your body every day.
• You grow 8 mm every night while sleeping, before shrink-
ing back down again the next day.
• Your body works overtime to digest your food and the pro-
cess starts before it even hits your mouth. When you smell 
food, your mouth automatically produces more saliva to pre-
pare the digestive system for work. It takes about 6-8 hours for 
food to pass through the stomach and two days to complete the 
digestion process. The average person will eat over 50 tonnes 
of food in their lifetime.
• Your body cells are regenerating themselves every day. 
This means you have an entirely new set of taste buds every 
10 days, new nails every 6-10 months, new bones every ten 
years and even a new heart every 20 years.

So, next time you think that your body is starting to creak, just 
remember all the incredible things that are happening inside 
it every day.



-30-

July 2017 Horoscope
Aries March 21-April 19            
You will spend your time harmonizing relations with family mem-
bers and attending to the household problems which are overdue. 
Ideal time for renovations and decorations of the house. You can 
improve fitness by indulging in activities which provide happi-
ness and entertainment.

Taurus April 20-May 20
Great month for developing new relationships and learning new 
skills. Domestic and psychological matters will rule over profes-
sional concerns.

Gemini May 21-June 20
Health will be superb. It can be improved further by attending to 
minor problems promptly with simple natural herbal remedies. 
Be sure to have a healthy breakfast and nourishing lunch every 
day. You can create your own situations by strong actions. There 
is no need for the use of social charm and you need not depend on 
consensus or cooperation of other people.

Cancer June 21-July 22
Domestic matters along with emotional interests will be domi-
nant. Health will be good unless you strain yourself too much to 
achieve your goals. Keep tension at bay if you wish to balance all 
aspects of your life.

Leo July 23-August 22
Go ahead with your plans and seeking cooperation of others will 
be helpful. This is a fun filled month but no major life changing 
decisions should be taken. Health will be fabulous and vitality will 
be stronger.

Virgo August 23-September 22
It is time to design your own life and follow it with necessary ac-
tions. There is no necessity for seeking the help of others or adapt 
yourself to their whims and fancies. You need not go by the situa-
tions and can overcome all obstacles with courage. Health will not 
cause any serious problems

Libra September 23-October 22
There will be many challenges in relationships. You will find op-
portunities in social functions and in parties. Mental health is im-
portant and you should not exert yourself if you find any sign of 
stress and fatigue.

Scorpio October 23-November21
You should attend to important things and delegate. Health can be 
improved by exercise and regular walking. You require plenty of 
energy and should be careful not to overexert yourself. It is impor-
tant that you work smartly by using your logic and mind.

Sagittarius November 22-December 21
You should allow situations to direct your life and flow with them. 
Health will be wonderful this month and you have the encourage-
ment of family members and the management in your attempts to 
improve your fitness.

Capricorn December 22-January 19
This is not the time for independence and courageous actions. 
You are overwhelmed by the circumstances and should allow the 
natural flow of things. You can expect worthy things to happen on 
their own. Health will be problematic until the 22nd and can be 
improved by conserving physical energies. Good fitness and diet 
routines will help.

Aquarius January 20-February 18
Planetary positions are not favorable for independence and your 
confidence level is low. Flow with the situations and accept what 
is happening. You will have opportunities to make a large number 
of social contacts. Health will be delicate after the 22nd. You may 
have to make significant changes to your diet plans. Energy levels 
will be low and you need to sleep well

Pisces February 19-March 20
Psychological issues and domestic concerns will be your priority. 
Health is quite decent this month, but you will have to make im-
portant changes to your fitness routines over the long-term. More 
self-control is required in your life to remain healthy.
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Crossword Puzzle Solution

Sudoku Solution

Consulate Visit Dates for 2017
All visits are on a

Wednesday; 9:30 to 10:30 a.m.
July 12

August 2
September 13

October 4
November 8
December 6
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MX’s Ubiquitous Bugs:
Eat Them, Ride in Them

By Norma Schafer

Bugs are ubiquitous in Mexico. You see them driving down 
the cobblestone streets in the historic center of town or along 
the highway, packed with family members.

I’ve seen eight people in a VW bug, five kids in the back 
seat, the driver behind the wheel, and his wife with a baby 
on her lap next to him. These bugs have been around a long 
time. Some are shiny with aluminum wheels. Others are 
rusted out and spitting smoke, and you wonder whether they 
have enough oomph left to get moving when the light turns 
green.

But these are not the bugs I’m talking about here. I want to 
focus on the edible kind: ants, grasshoppers, worms, beetles, 
larvae and grubs. You’re saying eeewww or ugh. If you are a 
visitor or expat who does not venture beyond the ken, your 
utterance might be particularly vocal. More often than not 
these delicacies come disguised, flavored, ground, seasoned, 
chopped and otherwise undetectable to the naked eye if they 
are served as garnish at an upscale restaurant.

Those of us who live here or visit often are used to seeing 
strange creatures floating around in a bottle of mezcal or 
tequila, often settling to the bottom like a sleeping denizen 
waiting to be revived. Heaven forbid it should escape and get 
poured into someone’s glass. We roam the weekly markets 
and see strings of worms tied neatly together like Christ-
mas popcorn garlands, ready to eat, suspended between two 
poles. The chapulines are mounded in pyramids atop hand-
woven reed baskets. Women with bandannas dish out $10 
pesos’ worth with a tiny clay dish, grasped by weathered 
hands.

Mexicans have developed a taste for these things. Eating 
bugs is part of their pre-Hispanic, indigenous heritage. Their 
food source developed long before the time that sheep, 
cows, goats and other four-legged animals were introduced 
from Spain. In Mesoamerica, eating closer to the food chain 
became an essential part of survival and protein consump-
tion. The tradition continues today, and I think of it as part 
Mexico’s cultural heritage. No one here is squeamish when 
a bug arrives at their table. Which is why I thought it was 
about time I tasted escamoles, chicatanas and gusanos. I 
became a fan of chapulines a few years ago. Ah, you may 
be saying, what IS she eating? On the menus of upscale res-

taurants, the dishes are translated from Spanish to English, 
though most have a Nahuatl origin.

If you venture out to more local venues, no translation will 
be provided. You might be surprised at what you are eating 
when it is presented to you or you may not even recognize 
it. Let me offer a quick summary of bug food:
 • Escamoles are the 

edible larvae and 
pupae of ants har-
vested from the 
roots of the agave 
cactus that produc-
es either tequila or 
mezcal. Chefs say 
they taste buttery and nutty, with the consistency of 
cottage cheese.

  • Gusanos are moth 
larvae that populate 
the agave plant, so 
you could call it a 
caterpillar or worm, 
and it is.

 • Chapulines are com-
monplace, found in 
every indigenous 
Mexican market, 
red, roasted, salted 
and spiced with 
chile pepper, driz-
zled with lime juice 
and dried. Yes, these 
are grasshoppers. Better we eat them than they eat our 
bougainvillea.

 • Chicatanas are flying ants that come with the first 
spring rains in Mexico. First you roast them to get rid of 

(Continued on Next Page)
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  wings and head. Then, you pulverize them with a 

mortar and pestle, adding salt, pepper, garlic, maybe 
garlic and tomatoes, to make a spicy salsa, good to 
spread on a house-made tortilla.

 • Cuchamás (green caterpillars) The dried cuchamás 
represent more to the people of Zapotitlán than a mere 
grub. They are a generations-old source of income for 
those who pick the caterpillars from green shrubs in 
desertlike towns and sell them at markets.

 • Ahuatle (water-fly eggs) Also known as ‘Aztec cavi-
ar’, ahuatle is another pre-Hispanic food made from 
insect eggs, with over 500 years of history. The water-
fly larvae are somewhat seafood leaning, with a fla-
vour that resembles shrimp paste. Sit down to a meal 
of ahuatle in white-cheese croquettes with a red mole 
(spiced sauce) at Restaurante Chon/Mexico City, 
where other edible insects are also on the menu.

 • Jumiles (stink bugs) If you don’t like the idea of live 
bugs crawling around in your mouth, stop reading 
now. In the once silver-rich town of Taxco, south of 
Mexico City, jumiles are plucked from their mountain 
homes, sprinkled into a taco and doused in lime. As 
you bite in, they can continue to scamper: even when 
headless, these scarab-beetle-like bugs writhe around, 
so you might need a strong tequila chaser to wash 
down their ticklish feet. They have a strong flavour 
like a cocktail of mint and cinnamon, and can be both 
slightly sweet and bitter (think fresh green bark). The 
strong odour they let off will be enough to keep many 
from trying them, but that same chemical might be 
the secret of their famed analgesic effect. 

 • Libélulas (dragonflies) That ever-magic mix of lime 
and salt adds a simple flavouring to the larvae of these 
four-winged insects in Sonora in the very north of 
Mexico. You can eat them fried or simply dried with 
a shot of tequila.

 • Escarabajos (beetles) There are 88 species of edible 
beetles in Mexico. Colourful names include the rhi-
noceros beetle and gallina ciega (blind hen), which 
is actually a white beetle grub that resembles an over-
sized maggot. The most common edible beetle is the 
chahui, which feeds on the bean pods of the desert-
growing mesquite tree (as do coyotes). They have a 
bitter flavour that disappears when roasted well, giv-
ing way to an almost fishy flavour. They are a delica-
cy in Hidalgo, Tabasco, Guerrero, Veracruz, Oaxaca, 
Puebla, Chiapas and Nayarit.

Recently, I ran an experiment with friends at two Oaxaca 
restaurants, Los Danzantes and Casa Oaxaca. Here, as well 
as all over Mexico, innovative chefs experiment with ways 
to present edible bugs. Sometimes the bugs are disguised 
with sauces, seasonings, hidden among the lettuce or av-

ocado curls. Sometimes, they are artfully displayed on a 
crunchy tostada adorned with radish slices and cilantro as 
a distraction.

At Los Danzantes, I ordered memelas de escamoles con 
mole amarillo, larva de hormiga salteada con cebolla y 
epazote, or ant larvae with yellow mole sauce, sautéed with 
onion and epazote (a native perennial herb that is like orega-
no). The English translation here was limited, purposefully, 
I presume. I know a memela is a fist-sized corn pancake 
with a rim to hold things. I offered to share the dish with 
any takers. Secretly, I hoped the four women sitting around 
the table at Los Danzantes would all join me, thus making 
my portion smaller. Only one agreed. A medical doctor, she 
was used to seeing the underbelly of things. The vegetarian 
turned the other cheek in polite declination.

A week later, at Casa Oaxaca I ordered a tostada de gusanos 
de maguey, chapulines, mayonesa de chicatana, aguacate, 
cebolla, rábanos. That is: fried corn tortilla served open-
face with agave worms, grasshoppers, chicatana ants, gua-
camole, onion and radishes. This time there were 12 sitting 
around the table and a few were more adventuresome than at 
the previous sitting. My friend the doctor was sitting across 
from me. Her eyes opened wide and she went for a bigger 
wedge than the others, who only wanted “a little taste.” The 
camouflage on this dish made it more acceptable and about 
half took a morsel, marveling at the deep red color of the 
chapulines, their appendages imperceptible.

I’ve been known to sit around the kitchen table with my 
indigenous Zapotec friends who live in the Oaxaca valley, 
picking a seasoned whole grasshopper from the bowl, pull-
ing off its long legs, discarding them on the flower-adorned 
oilcloth table covering, and popping it into my mouth. This 
can go on for a while, picking, pulling, popping, and chew-
ing each one. It’s taken me 12 years of living here to try the 
ant larvae.

Wikipedia says that eating bugs is called entomophagy. You 
can look it up. Bug eating is prevalent around the world. 
Cave dwellers did it. Nourishment comes in different pack-
ages and presentations. Today, in the developed world, we 
may prefer a hunk of cow or pig, but think about what it 
means to eat a small crustacean we call shrimp or crawfish.
Environmentalists are turning to bugs as an alternative to 
meat, looking at lower-cost ways to capture protein that has 
minimal environmental impact. Experiments are going on 
in Mexico to make roasted grasshopper flour, too. I haven’t 
yet tasted chahuis, the edible beetle that feeds on the mes-
quite tree. I hear it must be well toasted in order to enjoy it, 
otherwise it can be bitter. Something to look forward to!

Norma Schafer is a writer and photographer based in Oaxaca. 
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defend against the ball. Then José made the “real” play, east to 
west at 8:30 pm, by the light of the moon, and the ball went in.” 
By the time Simon had finished telling me about the “play 
heard round the world,” I believed every word of it! 

The club name 
changed and Las 
Chivitas of Don 
Simon soon be-
came even more 
famous. Las Chi-
vitas were league 
champions year 
after year “And 
that was where,” 
Don Simon told 
me, “the legend began.”

I asked, “Given the difficult daily drives you were making, 
when did you find time for soccer?” “Oh, I took off on Sun-
days, so I could drive the teams to all the out of town games.” 
I ask, “Did you play soccer yourself, as a child or adolescent?” 
Given his history in the village and his devotion to the sport, I 
was surprised to hear him answer, “No, I never did, either then 
or later.”

Today, there are numerous teams and many playing fields in 
my town. The clubs include the original Club Mexico and Chi-
vitas, Club Atlas and Club National whose home field lies at 
the foot of my mountain in Nextipac. I know that there is a very 
good women’s team that plays on that field, and I asked Don 
Simon what he thinks about women playing soccer.

He said, “It’s good! Futbol, when it’s well played is never dan-
gerous, so women playing, well, that’s good!”

Little Night Music
It might have been enough for one man. Don Simon had opened 
up transportation on the north shore of Chapala and connected 
it to the big city. It might have been enough to bring a beloved 
sport to an underprivileged village and inspire hundreds of boys 
and men to play it “correctly” so as not to become vagrants. 
That might have been enough for most men. But I discovered 
that Don Simon has yet one more claim to local fame. 

“While still a very young man,” Don Simon said, “I worked in 
the bracero program, in a steel mill, in South Chicago. It was 
very dangerous, pouring the liquid steel, poco a poco, into the 
enormous cauldrons, then stirring those boiling pots, making 
certain the liquid didn’t stick to the sides.” Don Simon saved 
some money at that job where he earned 16 cents an hour and 
before he returned home from Illinois, he spent some of it on 
what he called a grafonola. He also bought a large number of 
heavy black disks to use with the strange machine. He knew 
there were no radios in Jocotepec, and no record players.

(Continued on Page 35)



-35-

(Continued from Page 34)

With Don Simon’s return from his northern sojourn, he brought 
the first recorded music to the village. For years thereafter, vil-
lagers would say, “Let’s go to Simon’s to hear some music and 
dance!” And according to town legend, Don Simon was once 
one of the best dancers of them all!

Throughout my interview, seated close to his side, I wasn’t 
able to resist touching Don Simon’s hands more than once. He 
didn’t seem to mind, and I found them beautiful . . . hands that 
have grasped steering wheels over treacherous paths, stirred 
cauldrons of liquid steel, hands that brought soccer and even 
music to my village. I asked him if he had any words or advice 
to give those around the world who will soon be reading about 
him in this article.

Without hesitation he replied. “First, I give thanks to God and 
to those around me who helped me to do all I couldn’t have 
done alone. Then, dear reader, I want to ask that you read my 
story carefully and perhaps it may help you to reflect. Finally, 
I ask that you behave well, always remembering that in this 
world, No hay mal que por bien no venga” — there is nothing 
bad that doesn’t bring with it something good.

Gloria had been sitting on his other side throughout our visit, 
occasionally smoothing his few wisps of white hair, laughing 
and even sometimes looking amazed at Don Simon’s stories. 
As I left, I said to her, “He is the living history of Jocotepec. 
Even though he’s a little difficult to understand, someone 
should tape record his stories. Does he still talk to his family 
about his past?”

She answered, “Yes, in the evening he tells us stories, and 
sometimes he also sings.” As I left the house, I marveled. Even 
at 102, for Don Simon, the music still goes on. 

Remember to take time to 
smell the flowers.
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Monday-Friday:  9 a.m. to 3 p.m. full menu including breakfast        Saturday: 9 a.m. to 12 p.m.    Sunday: Closed
Monday-Friday:  3 to 5 p.m. limited menu

2 eggs $60
2-egg omelette $60
3-egg omelette $65
Chilaquiles w/beans $52

w/egg $58

Enchiladas Suizas (4) $65
Huevos Rancheros $53

w/meat $59
McLegion sandwich $35
McLegion sandwich w/cheese $41

Build your own Omelette with your choice of one meat (bacon, ham, or sausage) plus cheese 
(American, cheddar or gouda), onion, spinach, bell pepper, and mushrooms.

BREAKFAST (Served all day) Prices are in Mexican pesos
Your choice of ham, bacon, sausage, hash browns, home fries, grits or frijoles, toast, biscuit, tortilla (corn/flour).Substitute fruit add $10.

Bowl of gravy $12
One egg $13
One hotcake $18
Toast or biscuit $18
Hashbrowns, home fries, grits $18
Bacon, sausage or ham $26
Oatmeal & toast $33
Croissant $40
Fruit & yogurt $55

Á LA CARTE
Waffle w/fruit & whipped cream $55
French toast $40

w/meat $54
Two (2) biscuits & sausage gravy $46
   ½ order $40
Breakfast burritos with frijoles $40

w/sausage or bacon $46
Two (2) quesadillas $26

w/meat $32
LUNCH & AFTERNOON FARE (served after 12 noon

TOASTED SANDWICHES
Club $66
Bacon lettuce & tomato $53
Grilled cheese $46
Grilled ham & cheese $48

Jumbo Croissant Sandwiches $66
Your choice of tuna, chicken or egg salad, ham & cheese, with or without lettuce & tomato or vegetarian with avocado & cheese.

Served with potato chips, vegetable sticks. Substitute French fries add $10
SANDWICHES
Tuna $53
Chicken $53
Egg salad $53
Ham & cheese $53
½ Sandwich & cup of homemade soup $53
½ Sandwich with green salad $48

FROM THE GRILL (Served with chips. French fries add $10)
Hamburger $53
Cheeseburger $60
Bacon cheeseburger $66
Grilled chicken sandwich $53
   w/cheese or bacon $60
Veggie burger $48
Jumbo hot dog $53

w/cheese, chili or sauerkraut $59
Fish sandwich $53

ENTREES

Ground beef steak w/onions & gravy $80
Chicken fried steak w/onions & gravy $80

SOUP OF THE DAY & SANDWICHES
Bowl of soup $40
Cup of soup $29
Chef salad $75
Green salad w/grilled chicken $75
Green salad w/chicken & cheese $80

SIDES
Mashed potatoes $18
Baked potato $30
French fries $30
Potato salad (when available) $24

PASTA (served with salad or steamed veggies)

Served w/your choice: small baked potato, or French fries & 
choice of steamed veggies or garden salad. 

Restaurant Hours:

BEVERAGES
Coffee $20
Milk or Tea $20
Juice large $25
Juice small  $20
Hot chocolate $26
Soda $20
Ask the Waiter About Daily HOMEMADE DESSERTS

and frozen meals to go
All prices include mandatory IVA. The American Legion Post #7 thanks you for dining with us

WEEKLY SPECIALS
MONDAY: Chili Relleno w/Cheese Enchilada or Crispy Beef Taco  $70
TUESDAY: Filet mignon $115
WEDNESDAY: Lasagna (meat or vegetable) $65
THURSDAY: Chicken Cordon Bleu $75
FRIDAY: Fish Veracruz (breaded or garlic) $75
SATURDAY: Fish fry on patio - 3 to 6 p.m.
SUNDAY: Grilled hamburgers & hot dogs on patio - 12 to 3 p.m.

SENOR SPECIAL $30
1 egg, 1 hotcake or biscuit, 1 sausage or bacon






