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&
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John Maybury

Community Forum & Opinions
My Turn

By Julie Lancelle, Mayor of Pacifica

The Mayor’s Message
I want to thank for my colleagues

for putting their faith in me as their
mayor for the upcoming year.

I also want to welcome our new
councilmember. She wants to focus
on economic development while
making the most of our natural
amenities. We welcome her enthu-
siasm and ideas.

We have a great deal to look
forward to in the year ahead as we
continue to steadily make progress
on a variety of fronts even in this
challenging economic climate.

After years of steady deteriora-
tion we now see at the north end of
town a new Walgreens going up,
complete with 24-hour drive through
window for the convenience of a
parent with a sick child or a harried
professional who has no time to stop
and shop.

In addition, the Manor Safeway
has nearly completed its interior and
exterior renovation, which is heart-
ening to all of us who have shopped
there for so long.

As we see businesses closing in
other communities, in Pacifica we
see renovation.

The streetscape plan for the Pal-
metto Business District is nearing
completion and will be ready to
present to the public and the business
community for review at the end of
January, with the final plan to be pre-
sented to the Planning Commission
and City Council in late March.

It is a great accomplishment thanks
to all those who contributed their time
over the last three years to see this
come to pass, and for the many in this
community who for years have
dreamed about the potential of Pal-
metto, soon to be the Palmetto His-
toric District.

Special thanks goes to the Pacifica
Historical Society and their contribu-
tions to this effort as well as their
excellent efforts to turn the Little
Brown Church into an History Mu-
seum and meeting place, a key draw
for the historic district.

This year we will continue our
efforts of the last year and a half to
make sure Sharp Park Golf Course
continues as an affordable public golf
course. Our local committee has
worked diligently to achieve this goal.

It has also been good to see the city
of San Francisco finally completing
the replacement of the old pipe at the
south end of the beach.

And look at Mori Point, a testi-
mony to the hard work of generations
of Pacificans and their willingness to
collaborate with other agencies to pro-
tect and preserve our coastal bluffs,
beaches and hillsides.  Today we all
enjoy the fruits of their labors and

continue to work with the national
park to add to the recreation opportu-
nities in our own backyard. We have
been able to do a great deal in collabo-
ration with others - and that speaks to
the creativity and resourcefulness of
our community.

There is much work to be done on
developing strategies to diminish our
carbon footprint, including develop-
ing transportation alternatives that
imagine something more than one
person per car.

This year work continued along
Beach Boulevard and the Pier to
strengthen our protection of the homes
and recreational assets.

We will begin to explore Council
member Vreeland’s suggestion re-
garding the technology of placing tur-
bines on the pier to generate energy
from wave action. All in an ongoing
effort to do our part to reduce our
carbon footprint.

And while many of us donít wish
to dwell on it, we will continue to
ramp up our efforts to prepare every
neighborhood in our community to
deal with a regional catastrophe, the
most likely being an earthquake.

For the first time in many years,
there will a Community Emergency
Response Team (CERT) training to
be held here in Pacifica.

You will hear more about this in
the next few months, but I want to
encourage every interested citizen to
participate in this training.

This training will be held one
night a week for eight weeks, and
when you complete it  you will be
ready to help your community in the
event of such a disaster. I would en-
courage individuals from the same
neighborhood to attend so that you
can work together in the event of an
emergency.

I would also like to ask all medical
professionals to contact City Hall if
you would like to be contacted in the
event of an emergency. We need to be
organized ahead of time. There will
be no time to organize when a disaster
strikes.

Pacifica is a survivor. Our good
ship of state has seen us through ups
and downs in the state and national
economy in part because we are cau-
tious and we care about our commu-
nity.

Pacificans have a long history of
being resourceful, we work things out
together because we all care about our
community. We are and continue to
be sustainable. Let’s continue this
work together in this next year.

Editor’s Note: Above is the text
of the speech newly appointed Mayor
Julie Lancelle made at the swear-
ing-in ceremony Dec. 17.

JOIN TODAY
With our man Barack Obama
coming to power in Washington
and Hillary Clinton becoming his
Secretary of State, the foreign
service is looking for new blood
to serve overseas. The hiring
window is officially open, as
reported recently in the New
York Times. Go for it, kids (and
that includes the young at
heart—the State Department
always needs experienced,
seasoned candidates as well as
fresh young faces). My brother
Joel, who serves at the American
Embassy in Addis Ababa,
Ethiopia, says he would gladly
sign up again because it is the
most satisfying career he can
imagine (and he left the world’s
most exciting profession—
journalism!—to become a
diplomat).

FORBES ON PEEBLES
Forbes magazine publisher Steve
Forbes interviewed developer
Don Peebles in the November 14
issue. Peebles, who owns
Rockaway Quarry and is also a
financial supporter of and
economic adviser to President-
Elect Barack Obama, has several
interesting things to say about
politics and development. Get
the magazine at the library or go
to forbes.com.

GOOSE EGGS
Scientists studying polar bears are
excited about what they have
observed in the arctic wilderness:
The great white hunters are learning
to eat goose eggs, which are
abundant in the great white north.
Ice melts cause by global warming
have been threatening the bears’
ability to hunt seals, but now it
appears they are adjusting to a
different diet, which may help them
survive in arctic regions.

SHARKS
Beware of smooth-talking fundraisers
on the phone and online. The
California attorney general’s office
reports that commercial fundraisers
sent less than half the money they
collected from Californians in 2007 to
the charities the money was supposed
to go to. The fundraisers kept the rest,
or 56 percent of the money raised,
amounting to about $90 million. If
you give money to a charity on the
phone or online, ask questions and
make sure that most of your money is
really going to the charity. Legitimate
fundraisers will tell you on the phone
and on their Web sites how much they
take for administrative costs, and the
good ones among them usually boast
(and rightfully so) about how low
their fees are and how well they
manage the charities’ money. That’s
what you want to look for. Don’t get
Madoffed, just get mad.

NOT OKAY CORRAL
Fans of Chef Brent’s Corral
Steakhouse on Cape Breton were
saddened last week to see the
popular Park Pacifica eatery close
its doors. Boo-hoo, no more
Manhattan clam chowder, crispy
fresh coleslaw, and Cowboy Cut
steaks. A failing economy and the
Corral’s remote location in the
stables probably were partly
responsible for the closure. Brent
and Jolene gave it all they had for
several years but finally had to
admit defeat and move on to greener
pastures. We all wish them well.

GREEN ENCHILADA
Hooray for Joe Murillo of Pacifica
Farmer’s Market in Manor shopping
center. He just opened an organic
Mexican taqueria next door to the
market (in the old video store space)
called The Green Enchilada.
According to Tom Sullivan’s article
in the Tribune last week, Joe is open
daily till 9 p.m. serving the finest
and freshest Mexican food just like
mamacita used to make (or my
name ain’t Juan Mayburrito).

OUTRAGEOUS
Could you believe your eyes last
week when you read that the banks
we taxpayers bailed out now refuse to
say what they are doing with our
money? What unbelievable gall! I
can’t wait for Obama to come to
power and kick some pinstriped butt.

50 GRAND GREEN
Put on your thinking cap and help
your organization win a $50,000 grant
for the best idea to “preserve, protect,
and provide access to America’s great
outdoors.” Environmental group
Planet Green and Redwood Creek
Wines of Modesto, California
cosponsor this contest:
blazethetrail.com/greatoutdoors

WHOLE ENERGY DOCS
Whole Energy Fuels’ biodiesel
refinery public documents and
insurance certificate are now posted
on PacificaRiptide.com. Just go to
the site and search in the Google
box on upper-right sidebar, or look
under category Biofuel Brouhaha in
the left sidebar.

GOOD BAILOUTS
On Christmas Day, Secret Santas
handed out hundred-dollar bills to
poor and working people in Michi-
gan, and another Secret Santa
helped burned-out fire victims in
Minnesota get emergency shelter
and food. Now those are bailouts
you can believe in!

SUN DOGS
Winter skies across the country
produce beautiful special effects such
as ice halos known as “sun dogs.” To
see a variety of these optical marvels,
Google “sun dogs.”

 SHOPLIFTER DOG
Check out the video of a dog shoplift-
ing a rawhide bone from a grocery
store in Murray, Utah.
(YouTube.com)

NO MUSCLE CAR
A Beverly Hills plastic surgeon has
been using body fat he sculpts and
liposuctions off his obese patients to
run his Ford Explorer and his
girlfriend’s Lincoln Navigator. They
call the fuel “lipodiesel.”
(Forbes.com)

SWAMI SEZ
“47.2 percent of all statistics are just
made up on the spot.” (Dolores De
Cabeza)

MAYBURRITOVILLE
•Goofbuster.com
•PacificaRiptide.com
•PacificaTribune.com
•WanderingAndWondering.com
•e: mayburrito@goofbuster.com

2008 WORST IDEA
Burger King is selling
“Flame” body spray: the scent
of seduction with a hint of
flame-broiled meat.” Avail-
able online and at Ricky’s
retail stores in New York City
for $3.99.

Reprinted from
“In The Kitchen

With Frank” (Jan. 10, 1996)
I was in the kitchen helping

momma prepare an eggplant dish
for our supper and since it was
New Year’s Eve, the conversation
turned to how the celebration took
place in Italy when she was grow-
ing up.

“Your nonna would open the
front door wide, then do the same
thing with the back door. ‘Letting
out the old, letting in the new,’ she
would say. “Then at the stroke of
midnight, toss something old out
the back door.”

Wow, I was glad I didn’t have
to do that. Sure, I had a lot of old
stuff but nothing that I would want
to part with, no siree. But momma
assured me that it would never hap-
pen. Nonna’s ritual, like most,
seemed to fall by the wayside over
time, just like our annual family
trek to Times Square that would
soon come to an end. That’s the
one where we watched the ball
drop to greet in the New Year,
followed by a visit the next day to
the Statue of Liberty. Faithfully,
every year, until 1957.

And it wouldn’t be until years
later that I would fully understand
the significance of it all. But it
didn’t take much to understand why
the hundreds of thousands of other
people  jammed the streets of Time
Square in order to toast the begin-
ning of this new year, 1957.

You can chalk it up to human
nature; the need to celebrate, to
break the monotonous routine of
ordinary, day-to-day existence.
And believe you me, standing in
the throngs of all those revelers in
sub-freezing weather, is definitely
not routine. On the bright side,
everyone is cheering for the same
thing; out with the old, in with the
new. Kind of what nonna’s two-
door concept was all about.

Meanwhile, momma was fin-
ishing up with a great eggplant
dish and one of my favorites. It
was her…

Classic Momma: It’s not the same ol’ ball

Rollatini Melanzane
(Stuffed eggplant rolls)

1 large eggplant (preferred)
or 2 medium eggplants
1 C. flour mixed with 1/2 C.
seasoned breadcrumbs
2 large eggs, slightly beaten
1 lb ricotta cheese mixed
with 1 tbs fresh chopped parsley
salt and pepper
1/2 lb mozzarella cheese,
shredded
1/2 cup fresh Parmesan cheese
(A pox on your house if you use

that stuff in a container)
2 to 3 cups  of your favorite

homemade or store-bought marinara
sauce.

Peel eggplant and cut lengthwise,
1/8-inch slices. Wet in water and
dredge in the flour/breadcrumbs
mixture, then the egg. Fry until
golden brown and pat dry on paper
towels. Add a cup of sauce to the
bottom of a Pyrex baking dish and
set aside.

Salt and pepper the ricotta cheese
to taste and add a scoop to the center
of each eggplant. Add about a table-
spoon each of Parmesan and mozza-
rella cheese.

Roll up the slices and place them,
seam side down in the Pyrex dish.
Pour some more sauce over the top
to cover and sprinkle with a little
parsley and Parmesan cheese.

Bake at 350 degrees for 20-30
minutes or until bubbling.

            *   *   *
Like always, it was a terrific meal,

then we got around to preparing our-
selves for our annual pilgrimage to
Times Square. Poppa announced that
after tomorrow, New Year’s Day,
when we would visit the Statue of
Liberty, we would not have to go
anymore. This year, 1957 would be
our last.

 Halleluiah! Boy was this 12 year
old glad and so were my sisters,
Virginia and Johanna. This wasn’t
exactly a favorite adventure for us,
especially since we had been there
so many time before.

It was bitter cold outdoors. The
last thing momma did before we left

the house was to give us kids a shot
of brandy to ward off any cold bugs
the night air might contain.

   What a mob there was. We were
only able to get within three blocks
of One Time Square, the site of where
an ol’ metal ball with a bunch of
ordinary household light balls on it
would come down a pole and every-
body would go crazy. Dumb. Hu-
man beings and their rituals. Go
figure.

Finally,  the countdown
began…10…9…8…Come on, ya
stupid ball ,  come on
down…7…6…5…Hey, wouldn’t
that be something if somebody
greased the pole and the ball came
crashing down, ha, ha,
ha…4…3…2…Ooooo, we’re get-
ting close now, time to hold my
earmuffs tight and try and drown out
what looks like an especially noisy
crowd this year.

Almost three hours later, we fi-
nally made it home and I found com-
fort in my warm bed. Ahhh, this is
nice, so very…zzz…nice…zzzzz.

Momma woke us up that morn-
ing around 10 am. After breakfast,
we bundled up again for the ferry
ride to a famous island and an equally
famous lady holding a torch - The
Statue of Liberty.

So what’s the big deal? I was
there the last four or five years any-
how. Besides, I got one of those
little things sitting on the dresser in
my room. Why do I have to come
here, again. And why, for God’s
sake, in the dead of winter?

It wouldn’t be until I was a lot
older when poppa would reveal to
all of us what started this fixation on
visiting these two famous landmarks,
year after year, even before the three
of us kids were even born.

Like many immigrants, poppa
came here with his parents by ship
and arrived at Ellis Island on New
Year’s Day in 1927 as a 16-year-old
boy.

His first glimpse of America was
when they arrived at the entrance to
New York Harbor and the Statue of
Liberty, in all her glory, was there to

welcome the immigrants to a new
world; a land of hope and oppor-
tunity.

As this young boy was being
checked in, he encountered an
Immigration officer who could
speak Italian. “How old are you?”
this bright-eyed kid asked the
officer who was checking the
Cimo’s papers.

“Trenta,” answered the man.
Well, it was there and then that
poppa, so proud to be in America,
made a vow that he would pay
his respects to the famous “lady”
by returning every year on the
anniversary of when he
arrived…for 30 years, the age of
that man he had spoken to.

After seeing the ball drop the
following year, he threw that in
to boot. Not only did the Times
Square revelry signal a new year
but another year in a land he was
so very proud of. Some people
don’t take things for granted.
Poppa was one of them.

1995. New Year’s Eve.
I left a party to arrive home

15 minutes before midnight to
watch a newly renovated Times
Square ball on TV with glitter,
glitz, lasers and a fog machine,
ring in another year.

But poppa didn’t see it and
just as well. He sits in a nursing
home now, oblivious to the world
around him, his once-bright eyes
growing dim. Poppa, from the
old school of thought would not
have approved of the new ball. I
just know it.

Note: On January 30, 2000,
at the age of 89, Anthony Cimo
passed away of complications
from Alzheimer’s disease. He
died in the Hamilton Park Nurs-
ing Home in Jersey City. The
East wing of the building faces
towards the Hudson River and
through a window in the ward
where he spent the last 6 years of
his life, one can see the New
York skyline and there, plainly
in view, stands the Statue of Lib-
erty.

Times Square Ball - 1907 Times Square Ball - 1995

AMERICAN IDOL
Americans seem to love their big trucks and SUVs so much that no
sooner do gas prices fall than sales of big gas guzzlers rise again. Dumb
and dumber, baby! (CNN.com)

Statue of Liberty


