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 Years ago - and I
mean years ago, I worked at hp when Dave and Bill used to
walk by and borrow a screw driver for a minute. I worked in the
Quality Control department, the only female.

Sometimes Dave would chat, but Bill never did. Maybe
he was shy.

I tested voltmeters, ohm meters, frequency
calibrators and oscillators. Do any of you know what those are? Hi
tech! Seriously!

The engineers were mostly Americans at that time, but
we did have a German, as I recall. Since Dave was a graduate of
Stanford, almost everyone else was a Stanford graduate, too.

The “Q C” department was somewhat relaxed; the guys
played jokes on one another, smoked cigars, put a lit cigarette
under an instrument so smoke poured out and it appeared to be on
fire, slipped a plastic worm into the supervisor’s cup of coffee
making him throw up.

The engineers knew cigar smoke made me sick to my
stomach, so, for laughs, they’d deliberately blow cigar smoke
around me. I got even by spraying a lavender air freshener around
them. They complained! Said it smelled like a French whorehouse.
The supervisor shrugged his shoulders - boys will be boys!

We got work done, too.

I was the only girl in the test department, but we
had a real lady engineer - yup, Dave said so. On special occasions,
like when De Gaulle visited us, Dave would take the Lady Engineer
(as she was referred to) out of the store room and dust her off for
exhibition. It wasn’t like hp was in the dark ages!

She would stand between Dave and Bill with a glum
expression. I think back now, seeing her there and I can feel her
pain - a Barnum and Bailey exhibit! But, in those days, it paid
well - for a girl, of that I was often reminded.

Actually I made .50 an hour and the engineers I
worked beside got paid $1.25 an hour plus a share in the stocks.
Girls didn’t get shares. The girls on the line got .35 an hour and
would shoot me dirty looks.

One day this tall, lanky Texan engineer ambled up to
my work space.

“Y’wanna see m’ noo nah?” He asked.

“Noo nah? … What’s a noo nah?” I wondered.

Since I was bi-lingual, I already spoke Bostonian and
Californian, naturally I was curious as to what a “noo nah” was - a
new word in my collection.

“Sure.”

He pulled out a bulging Swiss army knife, at least
twelve blades, screw drivers, can openers, scissors, a saw, nail
file, etc., their little sharp points sticking out as he slid them
around like aces in Poker.

AHA!

NEW KNIFE! I had a new word - noo nah… new ”knife”…
in Texan! I filed it away in my “Probably will never come up again”
file.

Then, much later, at vacation in Hawaii, I had a
little motel room with a kitchenette. Early one Sunday morning - a
knock on the door. I opened it.

A rather short, lumpy lady with frazzled, nondescript
hair stood in the bright Hawaiian morning sun.

“Could Ah barrah a bowdah nah?” Were the inexplicable
utterances from her lips.

A “bowdah nah….?” My mind went on hold. I stared
blankly into the brilliant sun.

‘Way back in the recesses of my mind I vaguely
recalled hearing the word “nah” but couldn’t link it to
anything.

The woman stood there, un moving, perplexed, staring
at me.

Finally, I brushed the cobwebs off the “Probably will
never come up again” file, and up came the word, “knife!”

“KNIFE!! KNIFE!!!” I shrieked!

But, now, what was a “bowdah” knife…? BUTTER!!
BUTTER KNIFE!

I was elated! “YES!” I shrieked - ran in the
kitchen and got her a butter knife!

Clutching the prize, frowning, she turned and walked
rapidly off into the blazing tropical dawn.

But, she spoke Texan, a whole new collection of odd
sounds for me.

Let’s move on to areas bigger than the Lone Star
State to communicate with other foreigners.

Which brings us to now - smack dab in the middle of
diversity - in America.


THERE WERE NO “IMMIGRANTS” IN AMERICA

 At that
time, I had already had 3 years of Spanish in high school, loved
it. I also had 3 years of Latin. Loved it. And, I had a year of
French. Loved it. But these were “foreign” languages.

For awhile the kids in my Spanish class went around
saying, “Ola, John! Como se llama?” The response was, “Ola, me
llama Roberto.” But, that fad didn’t last long.

That was the extent of diversity at that time, but we
didn’t know that word; we were just all Americans, some of who
talked differently than others. No one I knew, except my family,
all Italians, spoke a foreign language.

But, we were not “immigrants,” my family came from
Naples in 1898 to Fitchburg, Massachusetts. We all bought houses,
had jobs and went to St. Anthony’s on Sunday. We were New
Englanders, or, as we prefer, “Yankees.”

And, as Italians, we were quick to learn from the
general public, all Italians were loud, ate garlic and drank “Daigo
red.” Oh, did they? We ate garlic, but I had no idea what “Daigo
red” was. Pizza was not invented yet, but my grandmother made a
flat bread with olive oil, garlic, tomatoes and anchovies, we
called it “fugazza,” the forerunner of pizza. I’d never heard of
“pizza” - it wasn’t from Naples.

There were no foreigners in America; we had no idea
what an “immigrant” was - people in shawls off a boat? Oh, yes, we
had Irish people who celebrated Saint Patrick’s Day. But that was
only once a year. They weren’t immigrants, they were Catholic. So
were we. Italians and Irish were the same - Catholic.

Oh, well, then there were the Swedes who owned an
apple orchard. And, uh, the Portuguese who had fishing boats and
celebrated holy days with parades and hymns, and great cookies.

And then, Mrs. Stuart, who lived next door, made the
best shortbread cookies. You should try them! She spoke Scottish,
it sounded like funny English, actually quite musical.

Then we had some Mexicans who ate beans a lot and
other stuff which was so good. I had something called a “taco” -
the best thing I ever ate. I had two.

And there was a Chinese restaurant where they served
some great food and some people ate with “chopsticks,” but they
were all Americans.

Oh, yes, there was China Town up in San Francisco. I
assumed those were all Chinese people to keep the tourists happy
and also were very colorful for us, the general Bay Area. To me it
was sort of like a movie set. I loved going there, great food,
hand-painted silk umbrellas, magic boxes for your secret things and
little, tiny wicker doll furniture.

We had no foreigners in America, no immigrants; just
Americans.

“Immigrants” and
“Foreigners”

Then, I started college, San Francisco State College,
a small school, in the 70’s. I worked in the computer center
recording student’s names for Admissions.

I was at the key-punch machine; the next kid in line
walked up to me.

I said, “May I have your name please?”

“You.”

“No, not me, you.”

“You.”

Annoyed, I said, “No! Not me! What is your
name!”

Also annoyed, he said, “My name is ‘YU!’”

So I met my first foreigner, an immigrant…? He
probably thought, “I just met my first American!”

Suddenly foreigners were every where! Immigrants! So,
That’s an immigrant - foreigners!, I thought as I walked down the
halls of San Francisco State. The new people, the immigrants, were
Vietnamese - just a name to me, meant nothing.

And, just as suddenly, students began protesting,
something about Viet Nam, not wanting to go there, not wanting to
be drafted, only cripples and women left at school, burning flags,
burning draft cards, setting other students’ cars on fire, bombing
students’ lockers…

There are no “immigrants,” they’re
“foreigners.”

Many Americans somehow linked the advent of
foreigners with the concept of war. The term, “Vietnamese,” was
synonymous with destruction, the destruction of civilization, the
eventual destruction of the American way of life!

They were Communists!

Americans panicked! We took sides - you were “for” or
“against” - everything! America is good; everyone else is
bad. It was obvious! Soldiers coming home in pieces, helicopters
rattling as they landed with coffins of dead Americans - OUR BOYS!
killed in Viet Nam! News commentators, dead, dying, bombs,
villages, North, South, the news said something about a 38th
parallel, Congs, Ho Chi Min, Saigon, all bad - the news said
so!

I recall on the news, a very solemn reporter
announced, “We have crossed the 38th parallel.” I thought, “Thank
God!”

Now, I had no idea what a 38th parallel was, but if
the Americans, the good guys, crossed it - it must be good. Little
did we ever know we had no business at the 38th parallel or any
other parallel in Viet Nam.

Not until years and years later did we Americans come
to understand the hell we created for the Vietnamese people in
trying to free them from Communism. We still don’t know the true
story why we were there, and probably never will.

Not only did we have war now, we had immigrants and,
drugs. Stoned, blank-eyed, spaced-out students either mumbling
“Socialism, man, Capitalism exploits the poor…” or “Rights, man,
rights for the poor…” No facts, names, data or evidence was
forthcoming as to how Capitalism exploited the poor, or how America
was rotten. Students saying these things were less than credible in
their present spaced-out condition. Their lack of coherence
obliterated any intelligence.

Other students, consumed by a flaming self-righteous
fire argued vociferously in class, America is rotten!! Down with
Capitalism! (this they cried as they cashed Daddy’s tuition
checks.) We need Communism - the perfect government, everybody rich
and happy, free medical care…yeah, man, Socialism, no war - just
share everything … you’re for, you’re against…what? I was never
sure what we were for or against.

I noticed that those students espousing Communism had
nothing to lose, but everything to gain. They were the “unwashed”
intelligentsia, walking around, morose expression, sprawled on
cots, chairs - wherever there was free food and free lodging, they
were there, vacuously espousing “free whatever for all.”

One could not but help these “intelligentsia” never
provided sustenance for anyone, just assumed what was available
fell from the skies. They “took” freely, but never “gave” at
all.

With the Left there was no discussion, only flaming
rhetoric fanned by Daddy’s support money and “psycho-delic” drugs.
The Right was wrong and the Left was Right. No discussion was
permitted against the Left. Who wants to hear what’s Right?

The only time the psyco-delics stirred was to inhale,
pass out or shout down any input from the Right.

It seems capitalism was bad, workers were oppressed,
poor, down-trodden… It all made no sense to me. Everyone I looked
at, except for the glassy-eyed students, seemed to be prospering.
Even the glassy-eyed students were doing well; they always had
cigarettes - they could smoke in class then.

What they did had no relationship to what they said -
“Love, man; that’s what the world needs, love, man.” And then their
eyes would roll up in their head and they were gone - off to
socialism in the sky - a world where there is plenty of everything
- for nothing.

Free pizza and cheap wine for all

It seems the government was rich enough to pay for
everything. But where did
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