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10-YEAR ITCH
When I sit down to write this
column every week, I look at my
long, sad list of topics to cover
and, frankly, I get depressed. I
wonder why I should once again
take a few hundred words to tell
you what you already know: that
the world is going to hell in a
handbasket—global warming,
melting glaciers, the failing
economy, stock market and hous-
ing market meltdowns, rising un-
employment, the health care sys-
tem emergency, poison in our
food supply, civil war in Afghani-
stan, greed on Wall Street, the
ban on salmon fishing, the Cali-
fornia drought, bailouts for zom-
bie banks, Beyonce’s wardrobe
malfunction, newspapers going
out of business left and right,
Mexican drug cartel murders,
growing potholes, tax increases,
the childhood obesity crisis, fall-
ing test scores in our schools,
bankruptcies and foreclosures,
violence on the streets, steroids
in sports, and so forth and so on.
It’s all just too much to take in. I
think about giving up. But then
the editor of the Tribune gets an
angry letter from a reader com-
plaining about my column. (Read
his letter to the editor today; I’m
not really sure what his issue is.)

Wow. Suddenly I feel better. I need
to keep writing this column. As long
as there is one reader out there who
doesn’t like my column, then I know
that I have hit a nerve. I also advise
anyone who doesn’t like Wandering
& Wondering to quit reading it. Why
torture yourself? It’s a free country.
Nobody is forcing you to read it. But
if you like my column, please write
a letter to the editor. And thanks for
hanging in there these past 10 years.
Where shall we go from here. The
one bright spot out there is our smart,
young president we just elected. I
still have high hopes for him. I am
still telling my grumpy liberal
friends to give Obama his 100-day
honeymoon before passing judgment
on him. Crikey, mate, he’s only been
on the job a little over a month. Wait
and see. Be patient. Obama cannot

hope to fix in 100 days what it
took his predecessor eight years
to break. So this week, no bad
news from me. Let’s give it a
rest. Go visit the new French
food emporium at
thegourmetcorner.com and cel-
ebrate. It’s cool to be friends
with France again. It’s cool to
be an American again.

SWAMI SEZ
“The perfection of traveling is
to travel without baggage.”
(Henry David Thoreau)
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From the
Shoe

My
Turn

David Hoffman

Bill Drake gave young
people a chance

I started working for the Paci-
fica Tribune just before I turned 11.
My parents had decided that I
needed to earn some money of my
own instead of just receiving an
allowance.

I remember being taken down to
the paper, having been prepped by
my parents for my first ever inter-
view. I’m not sure that I really
wanted the job at the time, but at
that age, I wasn’t yet questioning
my parents.

I was given the job, and became
Route 25. Little did I know that this
would be the first step in a much
longer and complex relationship
with people and an organization
that would be literally helping to
shape my life in years to come. (For
those of you reading this on Mason
Drive, Victoria Way, Vega Court,
Miranda Court, Terra Nova Boule-
vard from the high school towards
Fassler Avenue, Fassler Avenue,
Crespi Drive from Fassler down to
about the 1500 block, and Roberts
Way, I was your paperboy from
1981 to 1986.) My younger sisters
eventually took up the mantle of
Route 25 after I “retired” as a pa-
perboy, keeping the route in the
family until the early 1990s.

Fairly early in to my paper route
days my father discovered that the
paper was actually ready for deliv-
ery late on Tuesday evenings, and
would go to the Pacifica Tribune to
pick them up. We would fold and
deliver the papers, often getting
home before 1 a.m.

 This avoided the dreaded early
morning deliveries signaled by the
delivery van pulling up, doors slam-
ming open and closed, and the thud-
ding sounds of multiple bundles of
papers hitting our porch. Once in a
while the paper wouldn’t be ready
when my father went to pick it up,
and on those occasions I knew that
the slamming doors at 5 a.m. meant
that I had to get out of my warm bed
and face about 250 papers that
needed to be folded, banded, bagged
when it rained, and ultimately de-
livered before 7 a.m.

One day during the summer of
1984 my father returned from the
paper with news that the Trib was
looking for part-time inserters to
help assemble the advertisements
and sections of the paper before
they were bundled and sent out to
the carriers or the news stands.

Was I interested in the job? I
had gotten to know the Circulation
Manager, and was hired. This meant
that I would now work Sunday
through Tuesday. At the end of the
Tuesday shift, my father and I
would often fold the papers right at
the Trib and then continue on to do
my paper route.

 By the time I was 15, I had been
promoted to Assistant Foreman of
the inserting crew. At 17, I was
promoted to Foreman, and then fi-
nally at 18, I became the Circula-
tion Manager. By the end of high
school, I had hired and fired half of
my classmates, knew every street
in town, and had probably deliv-
ered a newspaper, either the Paci-
fica Tribune or the Wave, to every
house in the city at some point
along the way.

At the time, I had no idea how
formative these experiences would
later in life. I had a classmate, Helen
Hall, who was also working at the
Trib as a young reporter. We were
a couple of kids who were treated
in a very adult manner by the people
who were working at the Tribune,
though at the time I’m not sure if
we realized it.

In addition to by duties in the
Circulation Department, I was of-
ten sent out to take pictures (I was
a budding photographer), fill in dur-
ing an emergency when the dark-
room needed extra help, write the
occasional story about the comings
and goings of City Hall, and cov-
ered the high school sports column
during my junior or senior year of
high school. I ended up working for
the Tribune until 1992 — a span of
11 years — and the time it took to
go from child to grown adult enter-
ing society at large.

It wasn’t until a bit later in life
that I fully grasped all of the skills
and gifts that I had been given by
the people who worked with me. At

the age of 18, I had been responsible
for ensuring that 18,000 newspa-
pers were delivered to doorsteps and
vending machines without fail,
maintaining a crew of about a dozen
inserters and drivers, as well as a
finding and keeping paperboys and
papergirls for over eighty different
routes. Did I forget to mention man-
aging all new and changed subscrip-
tions, changes of address, and missed
papers? And there was the job of
getting paper to and from the print-
ers.

Why on earth would anyone en-
trust a barely grown kid with this
responsibility?

And then there were the people
that worked at the Tribune. The late
Barbara Pagan in accounting and
Jackie Ellis (now Drake) at the front
desk could both serve as mother and
disciplinarian, alternating between
the two when needed. Neither failed
to let me know when I could be
doing better or give me good advice.

The late Paul Azevedo (“The
Reactor” columnist) always had a
lecture on life at the ready when we
had a few quiet moments. I went to
school with Paul’s children and our
families knew each other well. I
always felt that Paul was looking
out for me.

Elaine Larsen, Renee Deal (now
Batti), Chris Hunter, Steve Yarosh,
Horace Hinshaw, and Bob
Verdeckberg were always ready to
graciously give me advice on per-
fecting my writing skills and report-
ing fairly and honestly.

Betty Casey in the Circulation
Department had been there before
me and was there for many years
after I left. She always made sure
that I never got myself in to too
much trouble due to inexperience or
lack of common sense.

And then there was Mr. Drake
who was always soft-spoken and
gentle when dealing with me. I can’t
imagine him screaming at reporters
—  as publishers or editors are of-
ten portrayed in the movies —
though I’m sure it had to have hap-
pened.

I lived in constant fear of letting
Mr. Drake down when I was running
the Circulation Department. When
it was announced that the paper had
been sold and Mr. Drake would be
stepping down as publisher, I felt
that my safety net had been removed.

No longer would I be under the
watchful eyes of so many people
who had been guiding me; I would
be thrust out in to the cold, corporate
world of cutthroat journalism.
Would the new owners be tolerant
of my relative inexperience and
youth?

Thankfully, the transfer of the
paper as it appeared to me at the
time was fairly smooth, and I con-
tinued working for the Trib for an-
other four years.

My parents still live in Pacifica.
When I’m back to visit, there is
almost always a copy of the Trib
sitting on the kitchen table. Without
fail, I pick it up and read through the
pages. I still see names that I recog-
nize — people I know and places
I’ve been.

The world has gotten a lot bigger
since working for the Tribune; my
job puts me in contact with politi-
cians and decision makers at the
state and national level. I deal with
reporters all the time, but instead of
asking the questions, they’re being
asked of me.

Looking back, making sure that
each newspaper was properly
porched, that I was able to take a
picture of the City Council while in
session, or meet my weekly dead-
lines for the sports column may seem
inconsequential.

But it wasn’t. The Pacifica Tri-
bune gave me an opportunity to do
things that most of my peers
wouldn’t have for years into the fu-
ture. I had 10 years of management
experience by the time I graduated
college.

Thanks, Mr. Drake, for giving
me a chance. And thanks to every-
one at the Tribune for your support
through the years. Every time I drive
down Highway 1 in to Pacifica, I
look to the right, where the Pacifica
Tribune’s offices are still located,
and think, “I was part of that.”

And it will always be a part of
me.

Rage therapy
Disclaimer: This article is not for

those who have anger management is-
sues; OK, Linda, you can read it, but be
careful.

I read somewhere that middle chil-
dren are like peacemakers in the family
composition. That is probably true, but

we feel more like doormats.  I have
identified two types of doormat dys-
function. There is ADD, acute door-
mat disorder.  Now, this isn’t really a
doormat disorder in the true sense be-
cause it can happen to anyone, particu-
larly those who find themselves in re-
lationships with people they would not
ordinarily go out with. Whoever wrote
the book “Smart Women, Foolish
Choices” probably described many
women affected by ADD.

The second, the one usually suf-
fered by us middle children, is CDD,
chronic doormat disorder. We are
people pleasers, we all want every-
body to be happy, and I bet Rodney
King is a middle child. Chronic Door-
mat Disorder is characterized by al-
ways putting other people first and
rarely thinking of yourself. This disor-
der, if not treated, can spiral out of
control and result in Mildly Oppressed
Martyr Syndrome, MOMS.

As a middle child and a mother of
way too many children, I am a textbook
example of CDD. However, over the
years, I have stumbled on a therapy that
has amazing and miraculous results.
Rage therapy, if used in moderation,
not only builds a sense of empower-
ment and self esteem, but it gets the
kitchen mopped too.

When I was little, I decided not to
get mad; it didn’t feel good. But lately,
since a divorce, I have had to stand up
for myself and get mad a little. The
results were amazing.

The most dramatic instance of RT
was when one of my youngest was 4
years old. Because of a separation and
household upheaval, she was not yet
potty trained. I knew I had to get this
done, but waited a while for the house-
hold to quiet down. Well, one night, I
gently told my daughter, in the most
compassionate, pc voice I could mus-
ter, that we needed to get out of diapers.
She looked at me like Linda Blair in the
“Exorcist” and said “Nevahhhhh!” I
hung my head in defeat.

The next day, however, her father
had paid an unexpected visit which
made me mad. She soiled her diaper,
and I had had it. I tossed her on the bed,
(gently of course), pointed my finger in
her face and angrily told her this was
the last diaper I was going to change
and from now on she was going to wear
underwear. There was no “nevahhhh,”
just a whimpering “OK.”

That was it, no more diapers for that
one. I felt like a million dollars, not that
I had lorded over my daughter, but that
I finally put my foot down and said “No
mas!”

Sometimes you have to stand up for
yourself. However, rage therapy
shouldn’t be used without the advice of
your conscience.

We can’t compete with
private school money

Guest Column
Yelena Tsurkin

The U.C. Berkeley Russian Club
ran into a problem a few weeks ago. We
wanted to make our club more legitimate
and official — but how were we going to
go about doing so?

We started off with renaming our of-
ficers’ positions. Our president became
the fearless leader; the vice president took
on the role of the president’s right hand.
The treasurer, who was formerly known as
the minister of finance, became the com-
missar of public wealth.

I myself was elected to be the head of
public relations and also of publicity. So
now that we had legitimate officers’ names,
the original question still remained: how
do we attract a bigger crowd for our events?
As the head of public relations and public-
ity, I felt that it was my job to get in contact
with all the right people and make this
happen. With the help of a little network-
ing I finally found the former president of
the Russian Club at Berkeley. Luckily, he
recognized me from when we both worked
for the Russian B.B.C., and was willing to
help us out.

We scheduled a time for the officers to
meet him and discuss his ideas and get his
advice. We planned on meeting at the
“Russian Bench” — which is located very
close to the bridge where all the student
groups advertise their clubs. He immedi-
ately noticed that the Russian club did not
have a banner and took us to the nearest
Ace Hardware to buy all the necessary
supplies for the poster board. Upon de-
signing it and assigning an artist, we were
sure that we were well on our way to being
a more “legit” Cal student organization.
Before the former president left, he intro-
duced the idea of hosting a Russian folk
song and dance concert.  Needless to say,
we beamed at the idea.

The next day, the officers went from
one office to the next asking for space
availability and pricing to host this band.
Finally, we were able to get one of the
best spaces on campus for free and quickly
contacted the band’s messenger to con-
firm that they will be in Berkeley that day.
Were we in for a shock. Apparently,
Stanford University not only also wanted
to host this band, but they were willing to
pay them for coming. After realizing that
we were competing with private school
money, we realized that we did not stand
a chance. We simply did not have the
money to even match Stanford’s offer.
Also, for the events that we host, we are
not allowed to charge for tickets.

From what we heard from the mes-
senger, Stanford would be charging for
tickets and adding the money gained to
the band’s payment. The grant money
that UC Berkeley’s clubs get can in no
way compare to that of the grant money
that Stanford’s clubs receive. Needless to
say, we lost this band. It was a little bit
devastating at first since we all got our
hopes up for hosting such a major cam-
pus-wide event, but we finally came to
terms with the fact that there was really no
way that we ever stood a chance against
a private school. Despite the fact that we
lost the band to Stanford, we finally set
our club firmly on its feet.  We may have
lost to Stanford this time, but as our club
continues to grow, we have no doubt that
we will rise above the financial barriers.

Thinking through this issue, I re-
member my years at Oceana High School.
Even with pretty major financial ob-
stacles, this school does not give up on
what it believes to be most important.
With this in mind, neither will the UC
Berkeley Russian Club.

Visit our website at
www.pacificatribune.com

whole Vietnam issue is more than she can bear. Kenn really captured the
contrast between the generations and the obvious pain everyone was
feeling.

When the exhibit was over, Kenn gave me the photograph. I love it to
this day and have it hanging in the hallway, across from my office. Each
time I look at those expressions, I think of Kenn Bisio. Thanks, Kenn, for
your talent and generosity.

Enid Emde
Linda Mar

Habla Español
Editor:
Stimulate Pacifica’s economy (as well as your mind or body) by

enrolling in a class through our very own Park, Beaches & Recreation
Department.  This past winter, I took a great introductory Spanish class —
“Survival Spanish”—at the Pacifica Community Center.  I learned a lot,
had some fun and met some very nice people.

Unfortunately, the Spring session of Survival Spanish is threatened
with cancellation due to under-enrollment.  If you’re at all interested in this
class—or in any other class offered through PB&R — check out the
PlayBook, register online or drop by the PB&R Office located at 1810
Francisco Blvd. this week.  Hurry, many classes start the week of March
9. Muchas gracias.

Connie “Constancia” Menefee
Pacifica

Support Palmetto project
Editor:
This letter goes out to all Pacifica residents who are in favor of seeing

change on our main street, Palmetto Avenue. We have been working really
hard, and at great expense, to come up with a project that will benefit our
city and our community.

We are going back to the City Council on March 9 at 7 p.m. for final
approval to defend ourselves against the baseless claims. We could really
use your support to help us through this senseless appeal that is costing us
time and money. We believe that our plan is a good one and that it will be
an improvement to Pacifica, the town we love.

Jama and Monica Houmam
Sharp Park


