Chapter 13

Homelessness, Right to Life, and other Social Issues

Will American Idol Give Guitar Eddie of Venice Beach, California, a Break?
Will one of the five major record labels cut a homeless man's song as a single and have it available nationally, maybe internationally?

Will a homeless man get to sing his song at the Democratic National Convention in Los Angeles, California?

The media and the Democrats have a chance to show their support for the homeless and make a difference in the life of one homeless man.

For the past four years, I have lived in Venice Beach, a community in Los Angeles, and befriended many homeless in the area. I have given them work cleaning up the boardwalk and occasionally invited them to baseball games and other functions. Eduardo Arellano, Guitar Eddie, born in Mexico City and raised in Indiana, is among my homeless acquaintances. Eddie is charismatic, with dimples that show when he smiles. When he told me that he had burned an original song on CD, I could hardly believe my ears. I was impressed and even more impressed when I heard the song. 

Now, each of the five major record labels: BMG, Warner Bros. Records, EMI, Sony/Columbia and Universal Record Group, has a requested copy of the song. Named Out in Venice, the song is a beautiful illustration of the spirit of Venice Beach and the goodness of humanity.

Contrast that with reality. Now that the Democratic Convention is coming to Los Angeles, the city is sprucing up Los Angeles, including Venice Beach. Undoubtedly, the city will round up the homeless and jail them during the convention to remove any splotches from the Los Angeles image. It has been done before. 

Instead of sweeping the homeless under the rug, let's take this chance to help make a permanent difference for at least one homeless man. 

A letter to Steve Mozena from one of Eddie's daughters:
Mr. Mozena: 

Hello. My name is Claire Arellano and Eddie Arellano is my father. 

His music is beautiful. 

I have been waiting for the day that someone would notice his talent other than his family. 

Just to let you know, I think what you’re doing is for an awesome, awesome cause. 

I was completely shocked to look on the Internet and see my father, the guy that has been homeless and trying to make it his whole life. 

Please continue doing everything you can to make his dream true. I can promise you it would change the lives of more people than just him! I am one out of nine, of his children. 

Every one of us is looking over this situation; I cannot wait to see what comes out of this. 

If there is anything I can do to contribute to this, whether it be promoting the story, getting as much possible feedback as possible from who ever, what ever it may take, just let me know. 

Please respond with any new information with what is going on?

I hope to hear from you soon. 

You are awesome. 

Sincerely,

Claire Arellano

A Homeless Man’s Song

To: ALL MEDIA

CC: Mr. Terry McAuliffe

Democratic National Committee Headquarters

Vice-President Al Gore Campaign's Headquarters

Re: A Homeless Man's Song

Will one of the five major record labels cut a homeless man's song as a single and have it available nationally, maybe internationally?

Will a homeless man get to sing his song at the Democratic National Convention in Los Angeles, CA?

The media and the Democrats have a chance to show their support for the homeless and make a difference in the life of one homeless man.

For the past four years, I have lived in Venice Beach, a community in Los Angeles, and befriended many homeless in the area. I have given them work cleaning up the boardwalk and occasionally invited them to baseball games and other functions. Eduardo, "Guitar Eddie," born in Mexico City and raised in Indiana, is among my homeless acquaintances. Eddie is charismatic, with dimples that show when he smiles. When he told me that he had burned an original song on CD, I could hardly believe my ears. I was impressed and even more impressed when I heard the song.

Now, each of the five major record labels (BMG, Warner Bros. Records, EMI, Sony/Columbia and Universal Record Group) has a requested copy of the song. Named "Out in Venice," the song is a beautiful illustration of the spirit of Venice Beach, and the goodness of humanity.

Contrast that with reality. Now that the Democratic Convention is coming to Los Angeles, the city is sprucing up Los Angeles, including Venice Beach. Undoubtedly, the city will round up the homeless and jail them during the convention to remove any splotches from the Los Angeles image. It has been done before.

Instead of sweeping the homeless under the rug, let's take this chance to help make a permanent difference for at least one homeless man.

Schindlers' Wish, Not Schindler's List
Are we becoming like Nazi Germany, where the severely disabled were killed because they were considered worthless? 

What has become of our natural human compassion?

The drama that is playing out in Florida and on our TV screens isn't the famous movie Schindler's List, but the human drama is just as compelling. Truly it is Schindlers' Wish.

Terri is their daughter; she is their blood. The blood bond will always be much stronger than a marriage. You can divorce your spouse, but you cannot divorce your biological parents or your siblings. 

We could not expect Michael Schiavo not to move on with his life, and he has. But Terri's mom, dad, and siblings want to take care of her. They should be allowed to do so. It's the humane solution.

It seems that we give more importance to animal rights and the rights of death row inmates than we do to Terri's rights.

We are starving her like she was in the Auschwitz concentration camp.

Many people say that they would not want to live in Terri's condition, and they assume that she would not either.

I cannot agree with this. 

For myself, if I am ever in such an unfortunate position, I would wish to be kept alive. I would want my wife, and especially my 2 1/2 year old daughter to visit me in the healthcare facility as often as they could, so I could see with my own eyes, though I couldn't speak and barely move, my wife grow old, but especially my daughter grow up, graduate from college, get married, have children of her own and so forth.

These things would mean everything to me.

It would not matter if I was lying in a hospital bed, and had been diagnosed as being in a persistent vegetative state. Who is to say that such people cannot recognize their own family members even though they are locked inside without the ability to communicate? The Schindlers insist that Terri does recognize and respond to them. Who are we to disagree?

If Florida law says that the spouse has sole guardianship in such cases, it should be amended to deal with situations like the present one, in which two loving parents merely ask to be allowed to care for their disabled daughter.

During this Easter season, instead of being like the Romans who put Jesus to death, let's give Terri a new life by letting her family take care of her.

A Pandora's Box of All Kinds of Marriages?
It seems there is a faction of people upset over Governor Schwarzenegger's veto of the gay marriage bill.

But Schwarzenegger is right. 

California voters have already spoken on this issue. Five years ago they approved a ballot measure defining marriage as between a man and woman.

And the reality is that if we allow gay marriage, we are truly opening up a Pandora’s box of all kinds of other marriages.

At some point, there will be calls for all kinds of other rights relating to marriage, such as polygamy, a person's right to marry more than one spouse. 

And it will get worse. Some people revere their pets so much, they may wish to marry them.

It also appears that there are some people who have sex with animals, as in the recent case in Enumclaw, Washington, where a man died having sex with a horse.

We should preserve the traditional understanding of what marriage is. There is no good reason to change it.

This option should not be interpreted as anti-gay. I myself have a gay brother-in-law and have no problem with homosexuality. 

But it's a private issue and should not be sanctioned by a radical redefinition of the meaning of marriage. 

Out of the Closet: Slam that Door Closed and Lock it
Los Angeles Councilman Bill Rosendahl came out of the closet. He told us he is gay. Who cares! Slam that door closed and lock it.

Now, in his first address since his election, the Councilman comes out in favor of a bill to legalize same-sex marriage.

Why? You can't legislate that from a Los Angeles City Council position. That's a state issue.

In fact, is this really the single most important issue for a newly elected councilor to address?

Are the constituents of his district really interested in Bill Rosendahl's sexuality? Very doubtful. 

There are more important things for a councilman to concern himself with. My advice to Councilman Rosendahl is, be a political progressive not a sexual progressive.

How about getting the city to come out of the financial closet and post all Council finances to the Internet every day?

This should be done for all the departments of the City of Los Angeles, even including the new Mayor's Office.

Posting the finances to the Internet would be a practical step that would benefit everyone in the City by cutting waste, corruption and fraud. See postthefinances.com

Rosendahl might also profitably turn his attentions to a portion of his council district, Venice, which has never gotten a fair shake from the city. It may seem unbelievable, but they still don't have working streetlights along the Venice Beach bike path.

I lived in Venice from 1996 until 2002 and fought for improvements for my fellow Venetian residents, business owners, and tourists. I remember my battles with the L.A. Council to get them to give Venice the attention and the resources it deserved.

I hope Councilman Rosendahl will now turn his attention to real issues and not continue this sideshow on sexual orientation.

 We don't need another street performer in Venice named Sideshow Bill. This is not why people voted for him. Let's get to the nitty-gritty issues.

Councilman Rosendahl should be thinking about how he can promote the public good, not telling us all about a private issue like sexuality and religion.

It's time Rosendahl thought about helping the city come out of its financial closet by posting daily all its finances to the web.

So let's unlock and open the public financial door, but keep the private sexual orientation door shut.

American Dream or American Nightmare for an African-American
For one man, the American Dream became the American nightmare.

I'm going to tell you a story, and I’ll let you decide whether it’s all true, most of it, some of it, or none of it. Maybe Jesse is just a creation in my mind to make a point, using my creative license. Nevertheless, you decide. Please read on.

It's a story of a man who was trying to pull himself up by his bootstraps. It's a story of a man who had the courage to try to change his life. It's a story that should have a happy ending. But it doesn't.

In order to see how broken promises mangled the American dream for one man, let's start at the present and work our way backwards.

Meet Jesse: Jesse is an emaciated 48-year-old African-American man with bloodshot eyes.

Let's not mince words. 

He's a crack addict. 

He spends his days picking half-eaten hamburgers and pizza crusts out of the trash barrels lining the Venice Beach Boardwalk.

To most people, Jesse is nothing more than a human pigeon, something to be stepped around and blotted out of memory as soon as possible.

But I know better. 

This is not the Jesse I first met nearly ten years ago. And this is not the Jesse that had to be.

In June of the mid 1990’s, Jesse weighed 265 pounds and was full of life. I first met him when he was cleaning the grounds of an apartment complex in which I was a resident.

Jesse noticed that my picture window was fouled with seagull dung, and he offered to clean it. I agreed, and he did an excellent job.

When we were chatting over glasses of ice water, I was struck by Jesse's eagerness to work hard and provide for the family he cherished. 

Society had not dealt Jesse a very lucky hand. But he was playing it as well as he could. 

Jesse came of age in the Venice, California of the 1970’s. 

As an African-American man, Jesse had possessed very few choices. Although bright, he had had few opportunities to further his education. 

To his credit, Jesse didn't succumb to the temptations of violence, alcohol and drug addiction.  

The callused hands that I saw in the mid 1990’s testified to the fact that Jesse had chosen to walk the difficult but honest road of manual labor.

Jesse married his high-school sweetheart. When I met Jesse, he and his wife had been a couple for over twenty years. He spoke proudly of his two children, and he happily admitted to doting upon his grandson. Jesse hoped that his grandson would grow up in a country free of the racism that so severely limited his own opportunities

Over the next few years, Jesse and I became friends. If I had work for him, he'd be on my stoop at seven a.m. sharp. The Jesse of that time was a man who sucked the marrow out of life. If an opportunity presented itself to Jesse, he made the very most of it.

When I worked to clean up Venice Beach and the Boardwalk, I was not alone. Jesse and I organized a dozen of the Boardwalk's homeless to help remove graffiti, paint swing sets, and plant grass. Jesse made sure that the men performed the work that they were being paid to do.

But more striking than his supervisory abilities was his compassion. Jesse treated the homeless as human beings and accorded them the dignity that all of us are due. Without the condescension of those who can never conceive of themselves as being down on their luck, Jesse would talk to the men about working their way off the streets, getting a job, and obtaining a better life.

Jesse's hard work did not go unnoticed. The City offered him a part-time job. If Jesse proved himself, the work would become fulltime and offer benefits.

This promise of decently paying work couldn't have come at a better time for Jesse. His wife had grown sick. She was virtually disabled. Doctors' bills were piling up.

Although the job had already been promised, Jesse went through the proper channels and filled out the necessary application forms.

But something happened. Weeks turned into months. The promised interview never came. I tried to help by calling and writing various officials: the Los Angeles Mayor, City Council members, City supervisors, and even our local councilperson.

My pleas, however, fell on deaf ears. Jesse’s disappointment was profound. I tried to give Jesse some work. But the only employment that I could offer was seasonal at best.

Jesse should have landed on his feet. 

But a lifetime of thankless work and broken promises culminated with this lost opportunity. Jesse sank into the worst depression I had ever seen and stopped working altogether. The small income that he had been bringing in trickled to a halt.

 His wife divorced him. And this once-proud man disappeared into the streets.

Occasionally, I heard that Jesse was in and out of the Los Angeles County Jail.

On a recent morning at seven am, I again heard Jesse 's familiar voice at my door: “Steve, OH! What's Crackalacking!?” 

When I looked out the window, I was astonished to find only the skeleton of the man that I had known.

Jesse asked me to come to the door. And he nervously pulled a brand new scanner out of a worn pillowcase and offered to sell it to me cheaply. He said that he needed money for breakfast. I declined his offer but gave him the cash I had even though I knew all-too-well that the money wasn't for food.

As he turned to leave, Jesse paused briefly and looked back at me. Behind his sunken eyes, the real Jesse silently spoke, I am not getting high to feel good about myself. I'm getting high simply to forget what I once hoped to be.

Jesse's American dream, our American dream, has become a nightmare. 

But there's still hope. Jesse's dream can be salvaged. But he needs our help.

Get him off the streets and into a drug-rehab program. 

And then have the City of Los Angeles honor its promise of giving him a full-time job as a janitor with medical, dental, vision and mental health benefits.

Jesse really doesn't want handouts. 

Like all of us, Jesse wants dignity and a purpose in life. 

Reach for Jesse’s hand, hold it until he can hold on to life by himself instead of drifting off into the sea of humanity, only to drown.

Please help my friend.

Rise in Number of C-sections Due to Influence of Money?

There are thousands of doctors and surgeons in America who do wonderful and miraculous work.

But like any profession there are those who are just in it for the money.

I'm concerned about the rise in the number of C-section surgeries for the delivery of babies.

I believe this may warrant your staff to confirm my research and possibly prepare a segment on your show for the benefit of future mothers.

Although C-sections are in many cases be medically necessary, it seems that today there are two many unnecessary C-section surgeries being performed.

In the last 35 years, the number of C-sections has risen from only 5 percent of births in 1970, to 28 percent of total births today.

Recently, Britney Spears had a baby, delivered by C-section.

Britney, apparently, elected to have a C-section because she feared the pain of natural birth, though this sounds a bit strange. Apparently no one told her that it takes longer to recover from a C-section than from a natural birth. Was the surgery really necessary?

My mother delivered eight children normally. She figured that for thousands of years women had delivered babies, and though childbirth is painful, it was endurable without going under the knife.

What accounts for the rise in C-sections?

As usual, money plays a role.

Doctors and hospitals charge more for C-sections than for natural births. According to the Agency for Healthcare Research and Quality in Rockville, Md., the average cost of a natural delivery is $5,574, while the average cost of C-section is $11,361.

Does this tempt hospitals and doctors to perform the surgery when strictly speaking it is unnecessary?

Would your advice for pregnant women be to question their doctors closely and only accept C-section deliveries if it is genuinely necessary for medical reasons.

Maybe after your staff researches the topic, you'll come to same conclusion I did and have a segment about it on your show.
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