Chapter 18
Holidays:

Thoughts on those Special Days

Good Luck for the New Year 2006?
We all want good luck, love and prosperity in the New Year, but what little rituals do we go through to gain them?

It seems that every nation or ethnic group has its own special New Year's customs. My bet is that right here in United States, since we are the most culturally diverse country in the world, someone, or some group, is getting ready to perform one of the following rituals.

I'm of Irish descent. My mother was born in Dublin, Ireland, so Irish customs are of particular interest to me. After midnight on New Year's Eve in Ireland, the men must go find a piece of coal, bring it home and toss it the fire for warmth and comfort in the coming year.

My wife is Filipina. Filipinos place twelve different fruits in a bowl on their tables and burn three candles for good luck for family and home in the coming year.

Black Americans put cabbage leaves in a brown bag and put it above their kitchen cabinets for good finances in the coming year. The cabbage leaves are taken to represent paper currency. Another ritual is eating black-eyed peas, having a pot of greens cooking on the stove and some money in their wallets or purses as the clock strikes twelve for good finances in the New Year.

In Pennsylvania Dutch country, eating sauerkraut on New Year's Day is said to bring good luck. The Dutch also believe that eating donuts on New Year's Day will bring good fortune. It's because the donut is shaped like a ring, and a ring represents coming full circle. 

Italians toss pots and dishes out of windows to bring good luck. But, a more contemporary custom for Italians is to eat Lentil beans as the New Year ushers in as well as the Italians believe wearing red underwear as the clock strikes midnight bring lots of luck in the New Year.

Peruvians swallow twelve grapes whole while sitting underneath a table. They also wear yellow underwear! Many other Latino groups eat twelve grapes, symbolizing each month of the year.

Koreans eat ttokkuk, a bowl of rice cake soup, on New Year's Day. They believe eating this soup will add an extra year to their life.

For happiness and good luck, Japanese people hang a rope of straw across the front of their homes. They believe it keeps the evil spirits away.

Mexicans turn on the TV and wait to hear the bell ringing twelve times. Each time the bell rings, they eat one grape and make a wish.

Puerto Ricans, Dominicans and Cubans often spend New Year's Eve cleaning their houses, yards and cars. After the floor is mopped, the dirty water is tossed out of the house, thereby ridding it of any lingering negative energy.

If you're not attached to any particular form of New Year's ritual, there are plenty of customs here to choose from.

I followed some of them last year, and they brought me a lot of luck.

New Years' Eve Party at Steve Mozena's House?
If I were to have a New Years Party for 2006 at my home in Carson, who would I invite? Who would make my A plus list?

Over the years, I've been fortunate to work in the healthcare, radio, entertainment, news, and food industries, and also been involved in the political world. Given my diverse interests and the contacts I have made over the years with a wide array of powerful and brilliant people, I think I could have one awesome shindig.

So, first, I'd invite Steven Seagal. I'm a huge fan. I've always enjoyed his movies, especially Hard to Kill and Under Siege. But, more importantly, my wife, a petite Filipina, is the number one fan of the 6-feet-4-inch Seagal.

I don't want to forget my 3 1/2 year old daughter. I'd have all the children's characters from the Little Einsteins, Dora the Explorer, Wiggles, Blue Clues, Disney Princesses, Mickey &amp; Minnie Mouse, Winnie the Pooh and his friends, Teletubbies, the cast from Lazy Town, Oobi, and Oswald, the cast of characters she loves so much.

For my own interest, I'd invite Emeril Lagasse. I love his cooking and have eaten at his New Orleans Fish House in Vegas. Come to think of it, I'd like all the Food Network stars to come: Paula Deen, Wolfgang Puck, Molto Mario, Bobby Flay, Rachel Ray, Tyler Florence and so on. They're all great.

In fact, Emeril and the Food Network staff could cater the entire party.

From the music and entertainment world, I'd like to have Barry Manilow come, as I have been a fan of his since in the early 1970s. In fact, I'd love to have him sing and play music at the party.

Moreover, the show American Idol has re-ignited my love for music, and I'd invite the following Idols: Kelly Clarkson, Ruben Studdard, Clay Aiken and Carrie Underwood. Of course, I'd invite Randy, Simon and Paula, as well. And I would also invite Elton John, who was always gracious and allowed me to attend his Oscar parties. The Eagles, England Dan &amp; John Ford Coley, and yes, even Britney Spears would get their invites, too.

My party would not be complete without those big screen and little screen actresses and actors, many of whom I have met and some that I haven't yet: Geena Davis, Julia Roberts, Cameron Diaz, Ashley Judd, Pamela Anderson, Clint Eastwood, Mel Gibson, Sylvester Stallone, Chuck Norris, Kelsey Grammer, Tim Allen, Ray Romano, Drew Carey, Martin Sheen, Charlie Sheen, Christine Applegate, Ed Asner, George Clooney, Jim Carrey, Robin Williams, John Travolta, Brad Pitt, Tom Cruise, Tom Hanks, Robert DeNiro, and Wesley Snipes, as well as all the actors on Malcolm in the Middle.

But, let's not forget the writers and all those behind-the-scenes champions who make those stars shine, including writers Michael Weithorn and Michael Crichton.

From the political world, I'd invite former Presidents Bill Clinton, Gerald Ford, Jimmy Carter and George H. Bush, Sr., along with Clinton's wife Hillary, not to mention possible presidential candidate Senator John McCain. I would also invite President George W. Bush and First Lady Laura Bush . . . and even Governor Arnold Schwarzenegger.

I would want famous movie directors John Hughes, James Cameron, Michael Bay, Steven Spielberg, George Lucas, and Chris Columbus to be in attendance.

I would also invite all the Disney and Dreamworks animators, including all of the Fox cartoonists, especially the creator of the Simpsons, Matt Groening, and the voice talents and writers. I have been a fan of the Simpsons, Matt Groening and crew for years.

Radio personalities Tom Leykis, Rush Limbaugh, and G. Gordon Liddy would be essential guests. That ought to make for some lively discussions.

Nor would I forget local TV news personalities. I would invite all the local Los Angeles news anchors and reporters, including Paul Moyer who I met on an elevator when he was serving jury duty in Santa Monica, California, and Jeff Gianola from Channel 6 in Portland, Oregon. Jeff was anchoring the channel 6 news in the late 1990's and heard me singing Christmas Carols on one of the news feature segments. He said, I'd like hear more from that singing. He said, I'd like hear more from that singing. Well, he can now, just surf to daddyschristmassongs.com

Moreover, I would invite all those local Phoenix TV news anchors and reporters who I knew when I was a morning radio personality there.

I truly enjoy current events, and with my education in journalism, I'd love to have all the network news anchors and reporters as well as those of the cable news stations. I would certainly want to include John Walsh from America's Most Wanted because I admire the justice he helps bring to victims of crime. He is a true-life superhero.

I hope everyone would mingle with TV talk show hosts, Oprah Winfrey, Dr. Phil McGraw, Ellen DeGeneres, Larry King and Bill O'Reilly, just to name five.

I'd invite studio heads and former studio heads: Jeffrey Katzenberg, Ted Turner, Sumner Redstone, Sherry Lansing, Terry Semel, and Rupert Murdoch, and Jerry Perenchio.

From the world of religion, I would like to invite Pastor Joel Osteen, Rev. Jerry Falwell, Rev. Jesse Jackson, Pope Benedict XVI, Cardinal Roger Mahoney, Monsignor Lloyd Torgerson, and Father Ken Deasy.

I would also love to see many corporate heads at the table such as: Bill Gates of Microsoft, Philip Knight of Nike, Donald Trump, Martha Stewart, Fedex Kinko's Chairman Fred Smith and those Las Vegas chairmen Steve Wynn and Kirk Kerkorian.

Additionally, I'd like to have all my loyal customers, professors from all disciplines, who have helped me support myself, my family and staff over the years. The kind of brainpower assembled in this group would make for some awesome party conversations.

Of course, I wouldn't forget my personal friends.

First, all the students from my kindergarten class. Then, I'd like to have my 1st through 8th grade classmates from Madeleine Grade School, and my graduating class from Central Catholic High School in Portland, Oregon in 1978. I hope all the girls from my class at Monroe High School during the 1977-78 school year, including my friend the former Portland, Oregon, Rose Queen of 1978, Tina Klassy, would attend.

Also, anyone who was involved with my Junior Achievement companies or twin sister's companies when I was a teenager.

I would invite all my friends who I worked with in radio, including R.C. Rogers and Paul Duckworth, and my classmates from all the colleges I attended, including my journalism school classmates at the University of Oregon in 1985.

I would invite all of the girls who lived with me when I was a Houseboy at the Kappa Alpha Theta Sorority from 1988-1989 in Berkeley, California, and all my former girlfriends.

In fact, I'd like to invite any friend, co-worker, subordinate, supervisor, employee or customer of mine from all the cities I have lived in: Portland, Oregon; Seattle, Washington; Mesa, Arizona; LaGrange, Illinois; Lombard, Illinois; Naperville, Illinois; Newton, Massachusetts; Berkeley, California; Eugene, Oregon; Redlands, California; Los Angeles, California; Venice Beach, California; Westwood, California, and now Carson, California.

Lastly, but most importantly, my Mom and all my family, both my immediate family and all my relatives.

Geez, who else can I invite . . . there's no one left on the planet?

In fact, I would like to invite anyone who has come into contact with me over the years. It would be a ball.

Just like they say on those Hollywood award shows, I'd like to thank all the people who have helped me in my life. In this case, I'd like to invite anyone one whose life I have touched or who has touched me in some way. There are just too many people to mention.

Wow! What a New Years 2006 party that would be. I think it would probably go on for the entire New Year.

If it doesn't happen this coming year, perhaps it will in 2007.

Good Luck Rituals

We all want good luck, love and prosperity in the New Year, but what little rituals do we go through to gain them?

How about reporting a story about all the New Year customs followed by the various ethnic groups right here in California. We are the most culturally diverse state's in the United States.

Here are a few customs I know of.

I'm of Irish descent. My mother was born in Dublin, Ireland. After midnight on New Year's Eve in Ireland, the men must go find a piece of coal, bring it home and toss it the fire for warmth and comfort in the coming year.

Filipinos place twelve different fruits in a bowl on their tables and burn three candles for good luck for family and home in the coming year.

Black Americans put cabbage leaves in a brown bag and put it above their kitchen cabinets for good finances in the coming year. The cabbage leaves are taken to represent paper currency.

Italians toss pots and dishes out of windows to bring good luck.

Peruvians swallow twelve grapes whole while sitting underneath a table. They also wear yellow underwear! Many other Latino groups eat twelve grapes, symbolizing each month of the year.

Koreans eat ttokkuk, a bowl of rice cake soup, on New Year's Day. They believe eating this soup will add an extra year to their life.

For happiness and good luck, Japanese people hang a rope of straw across the front of their homes. They believe it keeps the evil spirits away.

Mexicans turn on the TV and wait to hear the bell ringing twelve times. Each time the bell rings, they eat one grape and make a wish.

Puerto Ricans, Dominicans and Cubans often spend New Year's Eve cleaning their houses, yards and cars. After the floor is mopped, the dirty water is tossed out of the house, thereby ridding it of any lingering negative energy.

I'm sure a story like this would be interesting for your readers. 

I hope to read it. Please feel free to contact me if you need any help.

Dad's Day

It's been more than 25 years since my dad died, and a tear falls from my eye when I think of him. He was only 58 years old. My dad was an immigrant, and his story is an American one.

He came from Italy with his family when he was 7 years old. In those days, in the 1920s, there was a lot of prejudice against people who were different. Once a gang of young thugs tied him to a tree and threw sticks and stones at him because he was a foreigner and didn't speak English. 

That kind of thing didn't stop my father, though. He was, after all, a member of the greatest generation. He was a determined man.

Dad was a straight-A student through high school, and when World War II came along he enlisted in the Army Air Forces and became a staff sergeant.

It was when he was stationed in Coventry, England, that he met my mother, an Irish girl, at a St. Patrick's Day dance.

They married and had eight children.

When I was young, we ate out a lot. I remember that when the bill arrived, my dad used to race me to see who could add up the figures quickest just to check the server's math. I think I must owe my math skills to those many trips we made to restaurants.

Dad worked hard to send all his children to private Catholic schools, all the way through high school. Then he would help us get through college by giving us part-time jobs with his company.

He was a good businessman. He worked his way up from a salesman to the top salesman and eventually purchased that medical supply company in Portland and Seattle, with about 80 employees. 

Once, through no fault of his own, he lost the company. But he rebuilt it. He was strong in times of adversity.

When I first reported to work there, he told me that first I had to learn to serve. Only after that could I think about becoming a boss. He also told me I had to respect all jobs. Then he pointed to the men's room and told me to clean it. I did.

My dad was a deeply religious man who never missed Mass on Sunday. He was also a man of regular, hard-working habits. He would be up at 5 a.m. to read the newspaper, and would not return home from work until 8 p.m., and my mom would always have a dinner plate of food in the oven covered with aluminum foil if we weren't going out to eat.

I have so much respect for my father, who toiled hard for so many years.

Although Italian by birth, he was a true American dad. His story was America's story: a new land, hard work, self-help, love of family, service of country, abiding religious faith.

Now I am trying to follow in his footsteps. My own daughter is nearly 3 years old, and I'm just beginning to learn how to be the kind of father to my daughter that my dad was to me.

You're a hard act to follow, Dad.

Just before he died in September 1979, my dad left a note for me that read, Steve, thank you for always being there at a beck and call for me and mother.

Typical Dad. He knew how to show appreciation.

But as I read the note, I knew it was really the other way around. It was Dad who was to be thanked, not me. 

And thank him I do, this day and every day.

Is the Effective Political Activism of the 1960's and the Early 1970's Really Dead?
Is the effective political activism of the 1960's and the early 1970's really dead?

Are those days gone when young people really cared about their government and tried to change it for the better?

One of the popular slogans in those days was “Question Authority.”

But now, young people, whose parents were hippies and concerned activists of the 60s and 70s, seem too accepting of the status quo in society. They are more concerned with getting their MBAs and making their first million than in dealing with pressing issues of how we run our society.

So I want to appeal to those old activists from the 60s.

What are you all doing these days?

Have you become part of the establishment that you once railed against?

Are you preoccupied with mortgage payments and the college education for your kids?

In those days back in the 60s, you were animated by great issues—Vietnam, civil rights, government corruption. Do you think the corruption just went away, or do you no longer care?

I want to issue to all those activists of old, those now-called Baby Boomers, a grand call to arms.

Government is as questionable as it ever was. Have you looked recently at what it does with your money? Politicians are on the make, squandering our national resources, feathering their own nests, obscuring the trail of our money with creative accounting.

I appeal to you, who once cared so deeply, to join a great crusade, made possible by today's information technology and that revolutionary invention, the Internet.

We now have a tool that past generations would have marveled at. And we can use it to benefit all of us.

I call for the posting of all government finances to the Internet to provide an instant, on-demand people's audit of any and all government departments. See postthefinances.com

This simple measure will change the political landscape of this country forever, eliminating waste, fraud and corruption. It is the ultimate in democratization and citizens' oversight.

It is truly a great opportunity for our times.

Join with me and prove to everyone that the honesty and idealism that animated your youth still lives on.

Flower power may be a thing of the past, but Internet power is not.

As July 4th approaches, put away those old Bob Dylan, Pink Floyd and Jefferson Airplane CDs that I know you still listen to, and sing with me a different song of freedom. 

• Freedom from government abuse of our taxpayer money.

• Freedom from secrecy.

• Freedom that is worthy of all Americans.

• Freedom that flies in those Stars and Stripes on this our Independence Day. 

Let's all do this together. Contact your representatives today. Tell them you want them to post daily all the government finances to the Internet for fiscal honesty and accountability.

Remember the dreams of social justice you had back then in the 1960s, and do this for yourselves and for your kids.

Be a radical once more.

Plant the seeds of change and watch them grow into a new kind of flower power, the flowering of financial honesty and integrity through the use of the Internet.

That's the kind of freedom that will be worth celebrating this July 4th.

Planes, Trains, and Automobiles: A Thanksgiving Day Movie Classic?

Brad Grey 

Chairman and CEO

Paramount Motion Picture Group

Dear Mr. Grey:

I loved the movie, Planes, Trains and Automobiles, with John Candy and Steve Martin, even though it seems to have got very little recognition so far.

I think it could turn out to be a Thanksgiving classic as popular as It's a Wonderful Life at Christmastime. It should be served up with the turkey this Thanksgiving and every year.

One of the best scenes is when John Candy and Steve Martin have to sleep in the same bed together—Del and Neal are great characters.

I recommend that this movie be highly advertised and made available just after Halloween.

I see it as a perennial favorite for the Thanksgiving holiday.

In fact, I see it as a sleeper movie that could be a huge contribution to annual bottom line profits every year around the Thanksgiving holiday, not only for the studio but also for everyone else with an economic interest in the movie.

Start preparing now for Thanksgiving holiday distribution on DVD!

The Coconut Is Too High
"The coconut is too high," exclaimed Lucille's brother Ronaldo, pointing up to the top of the coconut tree. He was referring to his sister's dream of immigrating to the United States.

Lucille's eyes watered as she looked up at the top of the tree. She was on the verge of tears. When she looked up at that out-of-reach coconut, however, she resolved to do everything she possibly could to get to the famed land of opportunity to make a better life for herself but especially for her family, including her nine siblings.

This desire burned in Lucille's heart like an unrelenting forest fire.

"I'm tired of just eating potatoes," she said in Bisayan, her native tongue. "We've eaten them for more than a week."

She watched as her mom started to sob and ran outside the one-room shack they called home. Her father went after her to comfort her.

Lucille was just a kid. She didn't know her parents wanted to provide everything they could, but they couldn't because they were too poor. That was all Mom and Dad could get for them.

Her parents were both field hands, making a pittance in pesos, but her mom would make the best macaroon coconut cookies and Lucille would go out and sell them to friends and neighbors to provide for the family. She was successful at this.

But she was sad, at times, for herself as well.

One year, all her friends had new briefcases for the beginning of the new school year, like the backpacks carried by kids in America, to take to school with them. But Lucille and her family could not afford them.

Despite this, she attended school and quickly learned English, the second official language in her country.

Job prospects, though, were poor. Poverty was and still is everywhere in the Philippines.

But she didn't let this dampen her determination or her ambition.

When she was 15, Lucille got a job as a waitress at a Chinese restaurant to help provide for the family. She told her aged Dad and Mom to stop working because now she was a server at the restaurant she would provide for the family.

She kept that job until she flew to America in May of 2000 to achieve her dream of immigrating to the United States. Now, she would be able to provide even more for her family back home.

After much searching she got a humble job at a grocery store in Venice, California.

It was there that she met her husband. He says he met her in the health and beauty section, but actually, she was bagging groceries.

Not only did he fall in love with her external beauty, but as he got to know her he loved the ambition in her that propelled her from her native Philippines to this great country.

They married, and nearly four years ago, she gave birth to a baby girl.

Last Friday, with her head held high, Lucille took the citizenship oath, and finally, after following a long legal route, became an American citizen. Now she could enjoy the benefits and security offered by the United States of America.

Her eyes sparkled with pride. She had finally reached that coconut that she had refused to believe was out of reach. And drinking from it was sweet.

Like a sports champion kissing the trophy cup and drinking champagne out of it, she could hold the coconut and kiss it, drink the milk and even eat the coconut, for she had reached her goal and become an American. She had won.

But there was more to come. May was turning into quite a month: she discovered that she is pregnant with her second child, she was sworn in as a U.S. citizen, her birthday is in May and Sunday May 14th is Mother's Day.

Her husband congratulated her. He was so proud of her. She was now an American, she was the mother of his child, and she was going to be the mother of his second child.

He was so glad he stopped by that day in the grocery store to pick up a few staples, and that he chose the right checkout aisle.

What if they had somehow missed each other that day? He thought. What would his life be without her? Not only did he pick up the staples, he picked up his bride-to-be.

She is as nourishing as a coconut and twice as sweet, he thought—even more sweet than her mother's macaroon cookies.

This is a true story. How do I know?

I am that husband, and Lucille is my lovely wife.

Happy Mother's Day, Lucille!

Mother Bought Push Mower To Stay Fit

Mother's Day is coming and summer is just around the corner!

Would you like to be fit for the summer and have more money to buy Mom some flowers? Yes? OK, here's how to do it.

My mother, a senior, is the epitome of vim, vigor and vitality. About 110 pounds, about 5 foot 4 inches. Raised eight children. She has always believed cleaning her house is great exercise!  What an attitude! No need for a gym. No need for workout DVDs.

After my father passed away more than 25 years ago, my mother married a man 18 years younger, and they are still married. You Go, Mom!

Last year, mom bought a push mower for the lawn. A push mower? I'm kidding? Nope. She says it keeps her fit and healthy. Wow, what a great attitude!

But it's not new.

I remember when I, the youngest of mom's eight children, was in primary school, and my mother was in her early forties, she would mow our huge, steep-hilled lawn with a push mower. Amazing, even back then.

Recently, I took Mom's attitude to a different level. I bought a push mower for my lawn not only to help me stay fit, but to save money on gas by not purchasing a gas mower.

So I can get rid of my big belly, and have extra money to buy Mom some flowers. Who knows? Maybe I can grow some flowers myself and pick them from my own garden.

If more people did the same, maybe there wouldn't be so many fat, lazy Americans around.

Maybe also we would not have this illegal alien problem either. We would be doing our own housework and yardwork and would have no need to employ illegal immigrants to do it for us.

Exercise is the key. Remember, Mother always knows best!

A Christmas Wish 

Ms. Stella Schwartz, Program Director

KOST 103.5 FM

Dear Ms. Schwartz:

My "KOST Christmas Wish" is different.

I'm fortunate in that I can provide for my wife and daughter, so it's not money or toys I need, but if possible I'd like you to make this a special Christmas for my 3 1/2 year old daughter, Arista.

These last four months have been physically tough on me. I have been in and out of the hospital, and still have a chronic pain in my left side.

My illness made me think of leaving a small legacy for my daughter, in case I should have a premature passing. Although I am not a professional singer or musician, I have cut a Christmas Carol CD that I call "Daddy's Christmas Songs." It includes my daughter singing "Twinkle, Twinkle, Little Star." Enclosed is a copy of the CD if you wish to use the songs.

I love the fact that you are playing Christmas songs around the clock.

My "KOST Christmas Wish" is for you to add my daughter's song to the rotation of the Christmas songs you are playing, as well as my own "Do You See What I See?" That would really fulfill my KOST Christmas Wish.

Moreover, it would be great to hear my daughter's song and one or all of my Christmas songs now, but especially, on Christmas Eve and Christmas Day. It would make this Christmas 2005 truly special for my daughter, my wife and me.

I have shared this CD with family and friends, and now I hope I can share it with all my fellow Southern Californians.

I wish you and yours the Merriest of Christmases and the Happiest of New Years.

I have left a message similar to this letter on your KOST Christmas Wish telephone message machine as well.

Is Thanksgiving Getting You Stressed Out?
Is Thanksgiving getting you stressed out?

Maybe it's time you ate a little turkey.

Turkey contains tryptophan, an amino acid that acts as a natural sedative.

Some people believe that it's the tryptophan in Turkey that makes people sleepy after a Thanksgiving meal.

Whether that's true or not, turkey meat, because of its low fat content, is healthy to eat. It can lower your stress levels.

We are so over-medicated in America. We're tightly wound. We pop a pill to speed us up and another pill to slow us down. We need to be more aware of the natural remedies in foods themselves.

Nature can come up with some amazing remedies. When she was a child in the Philippines, my wife had a pain in her cheek. Her father knew the healing properties of plants and had her put a leaf to her jaw. The pain went away.

So that's something to think about as you prepare the Thanksgiving turkey on Thursday. And remember not to undo any good effects the turkey might have with all those second helpings that you don't really need . . .
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