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INTRODUCTION

“If the only prayer you ever pray is Thank you that will be sufficient.” --Sam Keen.

Self-hatred had led to the only conclusion to my life: murder by my own hand.

| was ona bad guilttrip for everything | had done inthe name of evil. | was one of those devils Gandhi
talked about. I didn’trealize | was a good guy, but to the presentiswhere | was headed.

Thisbook was me. Now it'sjusta part of me.|’'m 54 yearsold now: 34 years of practice, twenty years of
experience.

Life isterminal.

Live like you were dying.

The heat burning through my sneakers wasintense. The soles were thinand | was standing on a dark
coloredroofinthe middle of August. It was 105 degrees and the humidity was some sick numberthat
made me rememberthatinthe nottoo distant past| had gone through this same exact thingbut| had
beenforcedtodoit.| had beena slave tothe great State of Texas. My feetwere onfire and | could feel
blisters startingtowell up on the soles of my feet, which were much thinnerthan the soles of my
sneakers.

A thought entered my mind.

“Alll have to dois make a phone call and | could get some business (drugs) up here and make some
good money.”

| thoughtaboutit but my betterangel gotthe best of me.
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I had justleftthatlife, alife filled with miracles and the will to survive. | had come this far on fumes.
Clean from heroin and cocaine forabout a month, | had the option of getting off that roof and walking
back into the darkness of my past.

I manned up and keptshingling. The pain wasn’teven thatbad, | had felt worse than thisa hundred
times. | had a job and right now this wasthe mostimportantthinginthe worldto me.| had ajob. | was
livinginahomelessshelter, down but notout.

It’s funny how one moment| wasriding the crest of a crime wave coasting through El Paso, Texas and all
of asuddenI’'mstandingon a hot roof, doingwork that isincredibly hard and grateful to have learned
this particular skill that would get me out of homelessness and starta new life altogether. Roofing had
always fascinated me, how the roof was torn off and how it was papered and especially how the
shingles were laid in a pattern that kepta home high and dry.

Thiswas the hardest work | could find. Actually it found me. The calluses from prison field work had
worn off and now my hands were badly blistered. It was a sort of self-punishmentand an attemptat
redemption by doing my own forced laborat the most menial job and hardest jobs.

Really the onlyjobs|could do were cash underthe table.

| was wantedin Texas and | was beginning anew life thatdid notinvolve crime buttrue sincerityin
becoming someone else, adecent person.

I was far from my goals and dreams of somehow fitting into society’s definition of what was correct.

There wasn’tany such thingas “correct”.

Society wasjustas messed up as | was but somehow | learned the value of justfittingin and making
myselfinvisibleto law enforcement.
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| was learning how tolive and thrive inawhole new world, | had come from another planet, this was
Venus | was definitely from Mars.

| had even lied my way intothe homeless shelter. They would give peopleathin mattressand a spoton
the floor (which was always maxed out). | made up some bullshit story about beingabandoned by some
people from Californial was traveling with and I needed help. | was givena bunk bed and a locker.

No one everjustgotin unlesstheywere inadrug treatment program.

| had landed in Omaha, Nebraska.

This was anotherskill that would serve me well. | was a really good liarand amateur con-man. | had
beenlivingonthe edge of society all my life, one footin one foot out.

Now | was in with both feetand not justat the bottom of the barrel, but underneathit.

| had become astreet preacherand proselytized on Sunday mornings to street folk and gave them the
good news aboutJesus and sometimes savingthem, (in my mind). They would come to Christand we
would be inthe middle of the street on skid row praying.

Sometimes otherhomeless people passing by would widen the circle. Then at 12:00 noon the liquor
stores would openupand | would go and start my drinking and walking around town.

Now | could preach better. How do you save drunks? You become the drunk. Or so | thought.

This was Omaha, Nebraska, the spot of my new life.
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The second day that | wasin the Sienna Francis house (years later | would be an assistant manager
there), | was outside amongst the homeless folk loitering around reading my stolen Gideon’s bible
outside ona concrete bench that lined asally port. The shelter was very crowded but there was always
room forone more onthe floor. Around nine, | wentto put my bibleinalocker| had beenassigned,
whenthis hippie looking type walked in looking fora day laborer. No-one was taking him up on his offer
of employment.

Most homeless people are incapable of gainful employment due to either mentalillnessand/ordrugor
alcohol addiction).

| asked him what he was working on and he said “Roof tear off”.

“How much doesit pay”, | asked him.

“Five fiftyan hour”.

| wentwith himandgotintoa bigcube van where the boss was waiting.

Big guy. Strong and Italian. Called himself a “the Italian stallion”. He could fix anything. He was a fucking
MaGyver. The only thing was that he was a fucking pervert. | had been underthe impression that
anyone who had a jobwas nota criminal. This guy was a sex fiend. | had seen hiskindin prison but|
neverthoughtthat people like this were out on the streets. He had this thingfororgies and wife
swappingand what not. He carried around a pink dildo in his van and picked up hookers everywhere we
wentona job. He tried toget me to join himinhisactivities butljust couldn’tdoit. Me beinga
Christian forbade me fromit. His helper (I'll call him Tim) was a raging alcoholic, poor guy drank a fifth of
whiskey every morningjustto getstarted. He reaked of cologne but he was a good carpenter. Nick (my
boss) eventually got another woman to live with him and his wife. | was very naive when it came to this
kind of thing. | stuck itout forabout eighteen months, always fighting the temptation tojoin himin his
sexual escapades, he evenasked me once if I would do his wife while he just watched, | turned him
down and told himto keep his twisted shit to himself.

I’m not judgingthe man. To each hisown, as longas no one is harmed.
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We worked aboutten hours on that first day, and | wanted to keep going. | had tore off more roof than
both of them. They had wanted to race me so | tore off that roof ina mad frenzy. | was a hard worker
and it showed so he saw the value of hiring me full time so he didn’t have to go looking for day laborers
who were eitherhigh, drunk orsick and just wanted a couple of dollars to go get their poisonand not
show up the nextday.

He hired me onthe spotthat afternoon when we stopped working

This job would be my ticket out of the bad side of Omaha.

The north side iswhere alot of poverty exists, whereas the Southside is thriving. That’s the Latino part
of town. But there are also homeless on the Southside.

Poverty evensitself anywhere.

My life hadn’t always been this way.

| wasn’tfrom here and neverin mywildest dreams did I think I would be doing what | am doing now.

My dreams only consisted of violent crimes, drugs, alcohol and more drugs, except when I wasin prison
doingtime forarmedrobbery or burglary.

| was from Texas. Still am as a matter of fact. But now | claim Nebraska as the best state to getsoberin.
The drunkest state in the nation. [ think that anyone can make it in Nebraska. You just have to try.

This has been my land of opportunity andif | can make ithere, anyone can.
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The seedy underside

| had become aborn again Christian and to my consternation itwasn’t havingagood effecton me. Just
like all the othertimes | had been saved by everyonefromthe Pentecostals to Catholics to Baptists and
some otherreligionsthat come real close to being cults.

| was still drinkingalotand gettinginto street fights. Butin this part of town | fitright in, everybody
looked like me and | looked like them. We all looked street. There was a pecking order on the bricks.
There was always a couple of bullies who got their rocks off by using the local winos as punching
dummies.

Theyonlytrieditonce with me and decided it wasin theirbestinterestto goto anotherside of town. |
had politelyasked them to stop robbinga street person and they asked i f | wanted to take his place.
They got a little too close, ahead butt and a solar plexus punch laterand they were asking for
forgiveness. They were just drunks like the rest of the flies but they got their kicks makingit miserable
for the defenceless.

| banished them fromthatarea. Sergio. The one | had just rescued became my new best friend. He knew
the streets and showed me around downtown and other parts of Omaha. Afterabout two weeksl|
discharged Sergio from his duties.

| was a lone wolf.

| had beenthe head of the pack now | was alone, noone to help me or eventalkto. Now the only
company | keptwere my demonsand| was inthe fight of my life. | never wanted to go back to prison
again, so | tried prayingthem away. That didn’twork but | didn’t give up trying to become abetter
person. lttook years but eventually | freed my mind. I realized | didn’t have to live like thisif | only took
the first step of accepting that| was powerless and the only one who could help was agod that could
and would heal me if | only admitted that my life had been afailure up to that point. | wasstill hurting
but at least| wasn’tondrugs and| had a job.

It was a good start.
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I kind of liked being by myself and just doing my thing, which was to stay out of prisonand ahead of the
law for as longas | could. | knew they would catch up with me some day, but | wouldn’t make iteasy for
themthistime.

| would never commitacrime again besidesdrivingdrunkalot.

| would getsobera fewyears laterin that same homeless shelter. As of this writing, | have been sober
twelve years.

I had moved out of the homeless shelter aftertwo weeks.

| was only two blocks away in a roach motel that had justre-opened afterit had caughtfire fromallit
cigaretteina sleepingbums’ hand.

They had attempted todoa decentjob of fixingitup. The ownerslapped a paintjob on the building, did
some repairs onit, slapped up a bunch of no smoking signs and opened for business.

| was one of theirfirst customers.

The other inhabitants of the hotel were like me, invisible with their own fucked up stories. The one thing
we all had incommon, besides drinking and drugs, was that we were all ex-convicts. Eachone had a
storyto telland | heard a few of them. | even cried with some of them.

But thisis my story andit’sa long windingroad from there to here and beyond till ’'m no more.

| wrote this book around the title. The title came first. | knew | had to write a book about it.
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That’s like buying abathtub and building ahouse around it.

| was thinkingaboutanarticle | read about jingoists and nativists and | was thinking to myself that they
were all Wetbacks. We were here way before themand so therefore they were wetbacks. “Amerikan
Wetbacks”.

But thisbookisn’taboutthem, even though racismis a part of the premise of this book. Forracists it’s
not a matter of fairness orthe ability to see where they are wrongintheirbeliefs. Forthe racistit’sa
matter of beingafraid that somehow they are goingtolose their position at the top of the food chainin
the world order. Thisis inevitable. Theirthoughts are that they must win this pseudo race war by
evicting millions of peoplefrom here, from ourhomes. They are serious about it. Draconian anti -
immigrant laws are passed to restore the social racial order.

The funny thingis that not everyone feels this way. | would like to tell how racismis bred and taken to
the extreme by actual people thatlook like me. Racists come in all colors. They’re not just white
southernrednecks, alot of who are friends of mine.

| was an unwilling racist, butaracist neverthe less.

| was inthe combat zone of the black side of town but | wasn’t sweatingit. | had a lot of practice dealing
with black folkand | could speak soul. | didn’t have to prove anythingtoanyone or show how much |
hated blacks. The main reason for hatingthem was gone. | didn’t have to hate anymore because of
someone’s skin color. | was free fromthe peer pressure of others like me who kept up the propaganda
that blacks were inferior and therefore worthy of our hatred for no cause otherthan | had been told this
since | wasllittle.

Now, | wasn’tlisteningtoanyone ortryingto prove just how bad | was by hating blacks to theirfaces.
(RememberBull Connorin Alabama?).

These blacks weren’tlikethe folk backin prison, these brothers and sisters were beaten down and no
harm to anyone exceptthemselves. The bricks were reserved for people like these who roamed the
streets always looking for something thatthey could never find.
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Release fromtheir Demons.

Most of us had been saved numerous times, in halfway houses, jails, as kids who didn’t know any better.
None of this salvation evertook forany of us, even when we were at our mostsincereintryingto livea
good Christian life.

It justdidn’texist. Not for people like us who never quite understood the concept of being saved. Being
saved from what? The Devil?

My troubles weren’tbeingadministered from another planeoranotherdimension wherean evil being
was planning my life forme and | was powerless to do anything aboutit. This was bullshit.

| just had to find a way to not just get out of drug addiction ormy gang but everythinglhad ever
thought was true for me.

| had beenlivingon aflatearth, | fell off the edge. That’s whatitfeltlike when my whole world came
crashingdown around me and | had gone from the top of the food chain to the glop that passesfora
society that exists due to the indifference of those who have not lost everything.

Yet, | kept reading my Bible, tryingtofind the blueprintthat would guide me. Everyone said the answer
was inthe Bible.So | keptlooking. Afew nuggets of wisdom would jump off the pages every now and
then, maybe, an occasional epiphany.

Who am | kidding? What | thought was sudden knowledge, an epiphany, was actually just me expressing
adeepdesire forsomething betterthan what my life was actually doing atthe moment.

Thiswas July 1994 and | had burned all my bridges, orso | thought.
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No one knew me here. Inthis new environment, this was afresh start. | had done this before. | had gone
to otherstates while | was on the run before but | had always committed crimesinthose places, usually
armed robbery, assault, auto theft.

Thistime was differentthough. The last thing on my mind was screwing up and getting caught and
getting sentbackto prison. | justdidn’twantto go back. Before, going back was like going to the corner
store to buy bread. It was easy. Prison was the only real home | could identify with. | was somebodyin
there. Prison and the “Eyes of Texas” were my reason for existing. | had 13 years lefton a 15 year prison
sentence. Thiswasalongtime to run but | wouldrunas longas | could.

| knew that| would get caught eventually. | would make a mistake and | would go back butthistime |
would not go back with the mental chains of incarceration. Those chains would come off and | would go
back a free (in my mind) man. | had paid my duestosociety and then some.

Thisis mystory, maybe thereislightafterall andit’sinside all of us, the Divine within.
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The child within

“The only devils in the world are those running around in our own hearts. And
there is where all of our battles ought to be fought”. Mohandas K. Ganddhi.

It was summeronthe Rio Bravo, (Rio Grande) and | was 8 or 9 years old at the time.

The borderwas my playground and it was the best place on earth for me and my little brother, Buck. We
were onthe American side playing cowboys and Indians. This was old Fort Bliss on Paisano Street and, of
course, we were the cowboys.

We were crouchingdown lookingacross the riverattwo horses grazing along the riverbank. A mare and
hercolt. She had a hobble tied to herfeet.

Back thenthe riveralways had water. We used to swiminit all the time, even though Asarco had
already been pollutingitforyears.

We were kidsand we didn’t care.

| told Buck to waitthere and | wentupstream so the current could take me across and | could come
ashore at the spot where | could catch the mare and cut her rope with a piece of glass. She wasvery
tame. | slippedintothe waterlike agator. | was feelingalittle scared but fear seemed to have the
opposite effect on me. Instead of being afraid, fear would motivate me. | hopped on the mare and
kicked hersides and she swam across the river, with the colt hesitating on the Mexican side. Whenwe
were across the coltjumpedinand swam across tojoinits mother.

We were inborderheaven. This was the ultimate playground, norules, no adults, just fun. It was a game
of cat and mouse.
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The border patrol wasn’t harassing people because they looked Mexican and it was hard for them to tell
us apart. Besides why go all the way downtown to cross into Juarez when we could swim across and
sometimes just walk across.

Our relatives would visit all the time. The mountains at the toe of the Rockies were full of Indians (in our
minds) and we climbed them like mountain goats.

We hadlivedintheinnercityand we were always getting evicted so we moved around alot. My mom
alwaystook the lead intaking care of us. She did the bestshe could with what she was given and that
wasn’ta whole lot.

Thiswas her “American dream”: Hardship and a drunk, brutal husband.

My momwouldtell us a story of how someone had cast a spell on ourfamily when she was carrying me
inher belly. ’'mthe second oldest of seven, five boys two girls.

My dad had been messingaround with some woman and apparently had broken it off with her. Hell
hath nofury.... She had hired a Hechicera (etch-ee-sera), awitch, to cast a spell on us. So, according to
her, | was pretty much cursed from day one.

| wasn’t, but that’s what | believed. That’s what | was told.

The story wentthat when my mom got home one day, two women hurriedly left the tenementwhere
we lived. My dad was inside ina drunkensleep.

The witch had a clubbed foot and wore dark glasses, La Fenomena (The freak).

My mom knew who she was.
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She whispered something to my mom as they passed herin the hallway. This ladyis a real person. She
hung out at the seedy barsdowntown. My mom said she found salt sprinkled on the threshold of our
door.

In our culture, thisis considered very bad luck, and our Catholicculture is very superstitious. I’'m sure my
mom believeditand so she probably resigned herself to livingthe hell that was to be herlife until the
day shedied.

See, the thingis, itisn’tthe curse itself, it's the power one gives the curse. The power of the word can
make yousick or heal you. We do it all the time.

| grew up on the mean streets of the Southside, in El Paso, Texas, 500 yards from the Mexican border.

But for the grace of God, | was fortunate enough to be born on U.S. soil, dirt poor, but American.

My dad was a mean tequilaswilling drunk.

My momwas a poor, but beautiful peasant woman, from the mountains of Chihuahua, Mexico. She had
alsobeenfortunate enoughto have beenborninthe United States of America. It was a brutal life formy
mom and the vicious cycle just kept spinning.

No brassring or any ring for that matter, just a broken bottle with jagged points.

She had beentaken back to Mexico as a baby, because of the rampant racism that existed in this
countryin the 1920s. Even now, it still shows its nasty mask of arrogance and cowardice.
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Mexicans were being encouraged to go back to Mexico, not unlike today’s atmosphere of sheerhatred
towards my brothers andsisters from across the border. On U. S. soil, whites were discriminating
againsttheirownkind. Everyone should read John Steinbeck’s, The Grapes of Wrath.

Yet she came back to this country at the age of 25, where she met my dad and then gave birthto mein
March 27th 1959.

From these humble beginnings | came into thisworld at 7 Ibs. 5 ounces.

Who knew | would rise to become one of the top gang leaders inthe Texas prison system and the city of
El Paso, Texas. El Chuco, as itis known amongst the old timers.

My dads’ family never crossed the border, (the border crossed them). They were from Van Horn, Texas.
He had a brutal childhood. He was bornin 1910, lefthome at 15, nevertoreturn. My mom told me he
had beenabused asa kid (chained up and horse whipped.), butback thenthey called it discipline.

I neverlearned much about him. He neverreally talked to me. He just dragged me along to wherever
and kicked my ass when he wasina bad mood. That was pretty much all the time.

He was an ex-con, havingserved time inthe prisonin Santa Fe, New Mexicoin the thirtiesorforties.He
nevertalked aboutit. We found a picture of himin prison wearing the old pinstripe uniformthey were
issued backinthe game.

He was found deadina culvertIn Anapra, New Mexico, but at leasthe died on U.S. soil. Cause of death:
severe hypothermia, complicated by advanced cirrhosis of the liver. They found alarge bottle of Tequila
Sauza by hisside (the rotgut of Tequilas).

He was found on December31st, 1973. He died at age 63.

| was 14 and the years of constant beatings and torment had come to an end.
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It was party time and | was now, totally out of control.
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Made in the USA

Hecho en el U.S.A., 1959, (Madein the U.S.A 1959)

That’s what my gang patch says on myrib cage.

| had to come back here to my beginning, tothe pointwhere | learned all about guiltand shame and
that whatever happens, it's my fault. You’re true selfisinside of you, somewhere inasecret place. Itis
as youngas you are old, go back and find that child, bringitback, love itand protectit.

If not for maximum security, | would still be inthere. Everyone should spend atleastaweekin prison
justonce. Then we would not be so quick to cut back on so many programs that assistthe very poor.

What happened?|can feedyoualine abouthow | grew up in severe poverty, with an abusive alcoholic
father, inthe poorestand most crime ridden part of El Paso, Texas, El Segundo barrio (The Second
ward). Juarez, Mexico, justacouple of hundred feetacross the border. Heroin, prescription drugs, and
glue-sniffing werereadily available on both sides.

It would just sound like an excuse.

Maybe itisn’tan excuse buta hard reality of life in this country where indifference is the law of the land.
Ifit’s not on the newsit’s nothappening. There is an old saying amongst the poor: “Sal si puedes” (Get
outifyoucan).

Thisis why the presentsituation onthe borderhas exploded, literally. The level of violence is
unfathomable to the average American citizen. We pretend it doesn’t existand therefore we are not
permitted to care because the five o’clock news hasn’tdeemeditso.
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These same people are the onesinthis book. | grew up withthem and they are no differentthanyou
and me. A lot of the population suffersfromthe problems that come with drugaddiction. And there are
those who profitfromit, but you can’t tell the difference because atany given time those that profitare
replaced by those that just wantsomethingbetterandifitbe through drugsand violence, sobeit.

Someone hastodo it and there are many who have very little to nothingatall. Every childisin danger
of becomingan addict of one poison or anotherand almost everyonehas beento prisonoris heade dto
prison eventually. Thatis, if they make it to the age of 18.

Very few have beenable toleave and lead reasonably successful lives, butitcan be done.

There are the innocentwho get caught up inthis nightmare world of drugs, guns, and murderthrough
no faultof theirown and these are the people who matterthe mostto me. They need the most help.
But the only way they will getitis froma society who does hold its moral values above its politics and
hatred towards others because of the color of theirskin.

The main industries are drug smuggling, prostitution, murder, rape and, of course, gang membership.

| started life out as another statistic, another mouth tofeed, poster boy for why birth control should be
practiced more widelyin my culture.

Then again, | wouldn’t be writing this book, hoping | can make a difference in some kids life.

| hope I’'m not a one trick pony. Thisis my pedigree. Itrunsinthe family: alcohol, drugs, crime, sexual
abuse, physical abuse, and lots of violence.

| founded the Barrio Azteca prison gang on the Coffield unitinthe Texas Dept. of Corrections on
November 13th, 1985, on Y-wing, Row 1, Cell 15. Little did | know it would become the largest prison
and streetgangin Texas. It began partially as a racist gang and partially as a way to stop the Texas
Syndicate, the most bloodthirsty gang of them all, and the Mexican Mafia from recruiting my homeboys.
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El Paso and Juarez convicts were known for being stand up and so we were highly valued for
recruitment by the othertwo major gangsin prison.

| had been askedtojointhese othergangs numeroustimes, and atthe time I saw it as an honor. | never
joined. I came close to joiningthe T.S. and the Mexican Mafia, even goingso far as sendingmyname in
to be investigated and considered formembership. | looked up tothe T.S. and the Eme, but | withdrew
my name and said nothanks. Our loyalties to both gangs were just about evenly divided.

| already had the respect of The T.S., the Eme (Mexican Mafia), the Mandingo Warriors and the Aryan
Brotherhood and the blacks of course, who were the mainreasonthata lot of inmatesjoined the gangs.
There was safetyin numbers, especially if you were weak. Alot of people did join just for protection.
Noteveryone.Some were real killers and fighters who were well respected by everyone, including
myself. | looked uptothese people but| had my own reputation as a crazy Mexican who didn’tgive a
fuck and | proved it constantly, although mine was all an act.

If awards were everto be handed out for playing a gangster, | would win handsdown. No | wasn’ta
gangster, butl did play one in prison. | learned a secret. If someone hears something about someone
else, somethingthatthey thinkthey can use to theiradvantage, they will believe anything.

| liked to fightand they saw me as a threat. | had an even bigger mouth and wasn’t shy to speak my
mind. | neverletanyone know | was scared. And | talked like | was the toughest man that everlived. |
playedthe role and| believedit. | learned to manipulaterumors to my own advantage.

Prisonisrumor driven, there is neverfacttoback up anythingsaidinthere sol used the rumor mill and
made it grow my reputation which was based on rumors about me.

| guessthisisa good place to start my story.

Thank you for comingalong.
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