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Once again California Coastal
Cleanup Day is approaching, when
the entire state of California gets to-
gether and picks up all the junk we’ve
left on the beaches over the summer.
Everything from sunglasses, suntan
lotion and beach towels (in the south-
ern part of the state), to hoodies, hand
warmers and wool blankets (in Paci-
fica).

Just kidding, sort of. Actually, plas-
tic is the most prevalent item through-
out the world’s beaches, primarily
found in the four plastic food groups:
plastic bags (1 million collected last
year worldwide), plastic bottles (1.5
million), cigarette butts (3 million)
and teeny-weeny Styrofoam pellets
(way too many to count).

Why is there so much plastic on
our beaches? The cryptic spam email
I received this morning with the sub-
ject line of, “Supply Plastic daily Prod-
ucts on wholesales” only hints at the
ominous nature of the problem. One
thing is for sure, it is possible to sail
across the Pacific in a boat made of
15,000 plastic bottles, as evidenced
by the recent voyage of Marcus
Eriksen and Joel Paschal. They sailed
right through the Great Pacific Gar-
bage Patch on a junk named “Junk”
made of plastic junk, to prove that the
ancient Polynesians may have once
done the same thing.

Such a voyage may be a bit daunting
for the average Pacifican, but if you
could help clean up the beaches on
September 20th that would be a start.
Those of you who planned to participate
in the last Earth Day cleanup but were
deterred by the gale force winds - this is
your chance to participate without hav-
ing sand particles permanently embed-
ded in your face. I got involved last year,
and now have a serious case of OCLD
(Obsessive Compulsive Litter Disor-
der), which means that I cannot be in the
same zip code as a piece of litter without
being compelled to apprehend it and
read it it’s rights.

Of course, picking up litter is only
going after the symptom, and not the
root cause, which is our disposable so-
ciety.

To that end many cities in California
are passing ordinances limiting the use
of plastic bags and Styrofoam.  For
instance, Malibu has made it illegal to
sail a ship made out of plastic bags
unless they are biodegradable bags. Paci-
fica is considering a Styrofoam foodware

ordinance, although there is some resis-
tance from people who have grown
accustomed to the taste of toxic chemi-
cals leaching into their food.

Speaking of food, the Slow Food
Nation event just wrapped up in San
Francisco, reminding me how lucky we
are to have so many slow food options
here in Pacifica - and no, I’m not just
talking about the Linda Mar Taco Bell
on a sunny weekend. Soon we will even
have our first organic restaurant, The
Green Enchilada, which is being opened
by Joe Murillo, owner of Pacifica
Farmer’s Market. (Not Pacifica’s actual
farmer’s market, but the grocery store
called Pacifica Farmer’s Market, which
deserves some slack since it was here
first.)

Last week I went to Linda Mar beach
with Clark Natwick, Pacifica’s official
Snowy Plover spotter, where we saw
eight of the little critters nesting in the
sand. I can see why they are threatened,
their nest is indistinguishable from a
toddlers’ footprint. It is important to
keep your dog on a leash there, except
maybe during the months of June and
July, when the microclimate savvy birds
apparently fly south for the summer.

I recently teamed up with local drum-
mer Larry Arndt, A.K.A. “Lawrence of
Oblivion”, who will be performing with
me at the Coastal Cleanup Day after
party, as well as the Fog Fest. Larry
rides his bike to work every day - from
Vallemar to San Francisco! Apparently
he has a small biofuel refinery in his
intestines capable of converting granola
into “bicycle diesel”. Larry works at the
Academy of Science in Golden Gate
Park, which is having it’s grand re-
opening on the same weekend as the
Fog Fest. It’s going to be amazing, but
not nearly amazing enough to miss the
Fog Fest, so don’t even think about it
Larry!

That’s not our only scheduling
conflict, the City Council candidates
debate is taking place at the same
time as the beach cleanup. There is
a solution for those of you who wish
to do both: you can pick up litter
anytime between now and then,
document it on a special form, and
turn the form in on Coastal Cleanup
Day, right after grilling the candi-
dates on important environmental
issues such as a styrofoam ban.

See you there!
For a beach cleanup form call

Lynn at 355-1668. Ian Butler is
host of Laugh Locally on PCT 26.
ianbutler@netzero.net

SHAME ON SARAH
A new campaign button says,
“Attention, Sarah Palin: Jesus
Christ Was a Community
Organizer. Pontius Pilate Was a
Governor.” As a lifelong
community organizer (but I
never registered any dead
people to vote), I join all
community organizers in this
country outraged at Palin’s slurs
on Barack Obama and his
honorable service in ACORN, a
Chicago neighborhood improve-
ment organization much like our
civic action groups here in
Pacifica. I began campaigning
for peace, civil rights, and
reform candidates back in the
early 1960s as a youngster. I
continued unpaid public service
throughout my student days. In
1968 I trained and served in
President Lyndon Johnson’s
War on Poverty. As a VISTA
Volunteer, I learned community
organizing from ACORN-
trained staff of the Office of
Economic Opportunity (OEO)
under Sargent Shriver. Our
teams fanned out to help
beleaguered tenants and welfare
recipients in the ghettoes of the
South Bronx, Brooklyn, and
Newark, New Jersey. Since my
federal government service, I

have continued to do community
organizing as a writer, editor, and
researcher, always focusing on the
noblest ideals of truth, democracy,
peace, and justice. That’s why I
think that Palin, as a public
servant herself, should also honor
Obama’s public service. After all,
she herself became a mayor,
governor, and vice-presidential
candidate by doing community
organizing. Her grandstanding
pretense of being a political
novice and outsider is sheer
hypocrisy, the same kind of shape-
shifting illogic that George W.
Bush fed us when he ran for
president the first time. When will
Americans stop buying the Big
Lie? Sarah Palin came up through
the trenches the same as all other
politicians. It is totally disingenu-
ous of her to pretend otherwise. At
least Obama is proud of his
community organizing back-
ground, as most of us, his fellow
community organizers, are.

CASINO NIGHT
Play games while giving back to
the community, Saturday, Septem-
ber 13 from 7 to 10 p.m. at
Visions Seaside Spa, 1009 Terra
Nova Boulevard. Enjoy your
favorite casino games, great
prizes, and wonderful food by
Barolo’s. Everybody has a chance
to win, but the community is the
big winner. For tickets and
information, contact
president@pacificans-care.org or
650-355-4479.

INTERNATIONAL PEACE DAY
Celebrate International Peace Day
(September 21) a day early by
watching an inspirational film that
Pacifica Friends of the Library is
sponsoring, funded by the deanery
of St. Andrew’s Presbyterian

Church. Community Room, Sharp
Park Library, Saturday, September
20, 3 p.m.

CANDIDATE CONFAB
Don’t miss the City Council
candidate debate Saturday,
September 20, 9:30 a.m., Council
Chambers, 2212 Beach Boulevard,
kitty-corner from Sharp Park
fishing pier.

MORFORD MOVE
The S.F. Chronicle may have
banished controversial columnist
Mark Morford from its print
edition, but you still can find
Morford on the Chron Web site
sfgate.com. Go to the archive to
read Morford’s mordant words on
how low the Republicans have
stooped in picking yet another
callow youth as vice-presidential
candidate. (But maybe Dick
Cheney and Sarah Palin will go on
a long hunting trip together so he
can tutor her on the fine points of
avoiding the Dan Quayle syn-
drome.) To protest the column
hushup, write Chron Exec Editor
Ward Bushee at
wbushee@sfchronicle.com and/or
letters@sfchronicle.com. Mean-
while, with Morford’s permission,
PacificaRiptide posted a link to
the column, with this greeting:
“Welcome to the little blog at the
beach!”

WATER WISDOM
The “Water-Wise Gardening in the
Bay Area” CD is now available
from Bay Area Water Supply and
Conservation Agency
(BAWSCA.org).

OLD IS COOL
Antique automobiles, bicycles,
motorcycles, and streetcars are on
display in History Park, San Jose,
Sunday, September 14.
(historysanjose.org)

SEE CLICK FIX
Bruce Hallman on
PacificaRiptide.com:
“SeeClickFix.com is an interesting
collaborative Web2.0 application,

where people can mashup Google
maps and report potholes or other
community issues needing atten-
tion in Pacifica. Not much atten-
tion yet, but I added my personal
top annoyance, that the bicycle
lane on the shoulder of Highway 1
is dangerously blocked by weeds
and brush southbound near
Rockaway Beach. I would be
curious to see other people’s pet
peeves, most hated potholes, etc.
Use this online feature to report
problems directly to City Hall.”
(City Manager Steve Rhodes and
City Engineer Van Ocampo have
shown readiness to respond to
calls for help by putting up new
safety signs at the confusing
intersection of Francisco, Sharp
Park, and Highway 1. Let’s all use
Bruce’s site above to report other
needed fixes around town.)

PACIFICANET CRISIS
“Veraloft LLC, parent company to
PacificaNet, the citywide wireless
Internet system, has not made any
payments to the City of Pacifica,
its landlord, since March. Accord-
ing to Pacifica city staff’s report,
‘...the system has not gained the
expected number of monthly
customers and the cost to build
and maintain the system is greater
than anticipated.’ It is a matter of
concern not only for the 800
subscribers to PacificaNet but also
city government, because the
Public Works and Police depart-
ments both use the system.
Veraloft is asking for a 67 percent
reduction in its rent, currently
$7.50 per pole, down to $2.50 per
pole. In city staff’s report, the
financial cost to the city of this
reduction will be $15,570 per
year, rising to $20,760 in future
years. City staff recommended that
City Council, at its September 8
meeting, approve the reduction in
rent and other lease changes.”
(Lionel Emde,
PacificaRiptide.com.)

PACIFICA GREEN
Help make Pacifica a greener,
more environmentally sound

community. Pacificans are uniting
to make it happen. Our City
Council is considering a ban on
polystyrene containers still used in
some restaurants, and other good
things may follow, including a bag
deposit to reduce demand for
paper and plastic bags, and a ban
on gas-powered leaf-blowers.
Maybe you have some ideas to
share. Let’s work together. Email
Bill Collins at
4116bc@gmail.com

HEALTH CARE BILLS
Ask the Gobernador to sign two
historic health care bills that just
passed the Legislature. State
Senator Sheila Kuehl authored
both bills. SB 840 would establish
single-payer universal health care.
California would lead the way in
the nation with this law. SB 1440
would limit insurance company
profits, which now run 20 percent
to 30 percent. Call Governor
Arnold Schwarzenegger at 916-
445-2841; write to Governor, State
Capitol, Sacramento, CA 95814;
or email gov.ca.gov.

OBAMA, NEVADA
Spend a weekend in Nevada to
register voters or get out the vote
(GOTV) for Obama, September
19-21. Go to BarackObama.com.
On the top of the screen, select
“Events” for zip code 94044, and
search “5 miles” to see a listing of
all dates, including October 3-5
and 17-19, and October 31-
November 4 (Election Day). Info:
Nancy Goodban, MoveOn Re-
gional Coordinator, 650-365-3520
(home office), 650-787-9859 (cell)

WAY TO GO, RICH
Pacifica Planning Commissioner
Rich Campbell was in the news
last week in his capacity as
attorney for the federal Environ-
mental Protection Agency.
Campbell was involved in EPA
fining Waste Solutions for mul-
tiple pollution violations, includ-
ing letting trash wash into San
Francisco Bay. (Josh Gordon,
PacificaRiptide.com)

RAVIN’ ROB
Annette, who works the Roti
chicken truck at the farmers
market, recently found herself
serving up a golden bird with
roasted rosemary potatoes to
local-boy-makes-good Rob
Schneider. Her celebrity
customer raved about the
rotisserie chicken, one of the
“hotter” items at the mart.

SWINGIN’ SEGWAY
Jim Heldberg’s swingin’
Segways cruise beachwalks and
sidewalks all over town. Jim’s
futuristic-looking transporters
are listed in the San Francisco
Chronicle’s Datebook section
under Events: “Segway Tours in
Pacifica, 205 Rockaway Beach,
650-355-8655,
segwayofsf.com.”

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

BY DINA CEHAND

SPECIAL TO THE TRIBUNE

I’ve just come back from one of the
most amazing and inspiring trips I’ve
taken in quite awhile. I’ve been to Af-
rica, Asia and Europe; this amazing
journey was to Denver Colorado for the
Democratic National Convention. I have
lightheartedly referred to myself as a
“Barack stalker” as I try to explain why
someone with no community credential
would go to Denver anyway.  Of course
the term is a joke; what I was actually
searching for was a seat at the speech
that would make history.

Six weeks ago, I was contacted via
email by the Denver Host Committee.  I
had been put on a waiting list for the
‘opportunity’ to volunteer at the con-
vention. Now, I know a lot of volunteers
had lofty dreams of refilling ice water
pitchers on the convention floor or
screening delegate credentials for ac-
cess to the main floor; get real. The
‘high profile opportunity’ I was given
was to work at “The American Presi-
dential Experience”, a privately-owned
collection of presidential memorabilia-
most of it replicas.  I had hoped just for
the chance to have a reason to go to
Denver, so I booked a luxury room at
the Motel 6 near Denver International
Airport.  With the Budget Inn charging
nearly $300 per night, I did it mostly on
principal.  I was able to enthusiastically
accept my volunteer assignment and
book a flight to Denver for around $450.

I arrived to my assignment in the
parking lot of INVESCO Field on Mon-
day, August 25.  There were no specific
details about what we as volunteers

would be doing, so I assumed I would be
working as a greeter at the exhibit.  As
one could imagine, it was a bit chaotic at
first; a bunch of volunteers from all over
the country with different skill sets and
backgrounds- there were so many of us
we were literally tripping over one an-
other.  There were people from Chi-
cago, New York, Alabama, South Caro-
lina, Indiana and Texas just to name a
few.  Although the American Presiden-
tial Experience is ‘a nonpartisan tribute
to Presidential History’, it was clear that
the legion of volunteers were there for
one reason, and one reason only; Barack
Obama.  I have never been surrounded
by so many people just like me, which is
an interesting thought, given we were
all different races, from all different
places.

After looking though the exhibit and
being…well…underwhelmed, I gladly
volunteered to walk two miles to the
INVESCO light rail station to help visi-
tors to the exhibit find their way.  The
detours were daunting and the tourists
and locals were hot, frustrated and con-
fused.  It didn’t dawn on me until we
were at the train station tying to be
helpful that both me and the other vol-
unteer, Deborah were at a great disad-
vantage being from out of town.  The
light rail station stop at the Pepsi center
had been shut down for security, and we
had a few unhappy lost delegates come
our way.  No matter how friendly and
well intended you are, no one wants to
hear “you have to walk two miles back
to Pepsi Center” and “sorry, I don’t
know where that street is because I’m
from Pacifica, California and she’s from
Anchorage Alaska”.  After sending a

couple of women in their late 70s in the
general direction of the 30-minute walk
to the exhibit, I decided to call it quits
and go tell the coordinators we had to do
something else.

I offered to take my rental car and
shuttle the patrons to and fro if they
could get the liability cleared.

The following morning I arrived to
volunteer and was greeted with keys to
a six-seater golf cart- I would now be the
shuttle driver!  I recruited my new friend
Joanna from Indianapolis- she had never
driven a golf cart, but had driven a
tractor.  “If you can drive a tractor, you
can drive anything” I told her, and we
shuttled people around for two days in
the hot Denver sun.

I met people from all over the coun-
try driving that little shuttle, camera
crews, delegates and Denver locals all
drawn curiously to the spectacle.  The
night I chose to go see Willie Nelson at
Red Rocks Amphitheatre, my new friend
Joanna practically tripped over Jimmy
Carter at the Pepsi center and had her
photo taken with him. Willie was great,
but even with an appearance by Dennis
Kucinich, it paled in comparison to
meeting Jimmy Carter- I wish I’d been
there.

On Wednesday, after volunteering
until 4 p.m. at INVESCO, there was a
crazy rumor that the downtown DNC
office had tickets for Thursday’s speech
if you were a volunteer from out of
town.  My new friends and I raced to
find the DNC office amid the chaos of
the convention and actually made it by
4:55.  Although cordial, the woman at
the front desk had no “golden tickets”
but for our efforts gave us tickets to that
evening’s DNC watch party at the Wells
Fargo theatre in the downtown district.
The traffic was so thick we missed Bill
Clinton’s speech but made it in time to
see Tammy Duckworth, the Blackhawk
helicopter pilot who was shot down
north of Baghdad. According to my
friend watching in New Jersey, her cov-
erage cut away and left out Ms.
Duckworth’s walk from the podium,
clearly showing her prosthetic legs-
based on her speech, it seemed inevi-
table.  During Joe Biden’s speech, people
stood and gave standing ovations.  I’ve
never seen anyone give an ovation to a
television screen.

The last day of volunteering, I was
giving up hope of getting a ticket to go
inside INVESCO for Mr. Obama’s
speech.  It seems that many of the other
volunteers actually had tickets to the
speech- enough people that I started to
feel a bit jealous and disappointed.  A
day earlier I had driven a camera crew
from Good Morning America around
the stadium.  One of the crew members
gave me hope and said “something good
will happen for you” and I hung onto his
positive words.  My new friend did not
show up to volunteer the last day, as she
instead chose to go to the Indiana del-
egates’ breakfast.  Having canvassed in
Indianapolis for Mr. Obama, she knew
an Indiana delegate and that Indiana
was handing out their tickets at break-
fast.  It was her plan to beg for any

extras.  I felt so naïve that I had not
“networked” and had no real plan to get
into this historic event.  By noon, my
new friend (whose last name I still do
not know) called and said she had scored
a ticket to the speech; she said she’d also
gotten me one.  Her kindness brought
tears to my eyes and joy to my heart.
Her actions summed up a week of to-
getherness and camaraderie I could oth-
erwise not describe.

As I waited for my friend and my
ticket to arrive, we watched from inside
the INVESCO security perimeter as the
lines grew longer and the sun grew
hotter.  What started as a greeter posi-
tion for the exhibit slowly turned into
a traffic cop and volunteer photog-
rapher position, as everyone wanted
their picture taken in front of the
stadium.  By three o’clock, no sight
of my friend; by four…she was still
stuck in the first security line that
had grown to over three hours long.
At about the same time, Jennifer
Hudson started to sing the national
anthem and I again thought my hopes
would be dashed. The delegates’ se-
curity line had grown about eight
people wide and was taking over
and hour in the baking sun. Once the
festivities started, the delegates
started to high-tail it up a grassy hill
out of sheer frustration to come to
the next security line.  It seemed no
one was watching the single line of
barricade and one person took to
moving it and skipping security al-
together. A TSA officer stopped him
and re-routed him, but it was clear
the route was not secure at all.  I
started to point the route to the on-
coming delegates, like a person di-
recting airplanes on a tarmac.  Yes,
even delegates need to get their items
x-rayed, yes, this means you, yes,
the line up here is shorter, yes, that
was Jennifer Hudson.  At one point
a secret service agent came and
thanked me for directing and divert-
ing traffic so he could watch ‘other
less secure areas’.

At five o’clock I headed back to
the exhibit as that was the time we
were to be off.  I was hot, sunburned
and giving up hope on my friend.
Upon returning to the exhibit, one of
the volunteer coordinators asked me
where I’d been; I said “working”.
“Were you at the raffle?” she said.
“What raffle?” I said. “The raffle
for the ticket; we had one to give
away”.  “No, I was working” I said.
The coordinator said “That sucks,
because you’ve worked really
hard…we just assumed you had a
ticket and had already gone
in…..let’s find you a ticket- there’s
got to be one more”.

Sure enough, she came back in
two minutes with a ticket for me and
we all headed into the stadium.  I
was walking on a cloud all the way
through mile high.  What a great
night, what a great speech, what a
great week and what a great county.
My trip to Denver is something I’ll
never forget.

Dina Cehand at the 2008 Democratic National Convention.

2008 Democratic Convention
Election letters on Page 12A


