M emones remam
rooted in the ,’elds

Edltor’s mte Thiy 'is the Tast’ ut ‘A
three-part. series on migrant farm. work-

.~ erg from Texas. As a child; the: author.

traveled -with- his family to work the

fields, and he recently retiaced those
“'trlpstocompare L

By JUAN R, PALOMO "

) Post Reporter

GRAFTON ND -—ltisi(lpm inthe P

Red River Valley, ‘but it ‘is still light
endugh outside to see the as-yef unlight: -

- -ed.street Tamps sithoueited against.the .

red western’ sky where’ the ‘sin has set-

" half an hour before, - -

Looking ‘out “from my‘ motel Window,
can sea across miles of seemingly end

©less prairie as it stretches toward Cana-

da, broken up only by the straight rows

of trees planted at, hali-mile intervals to .

‘keep the dirt from blowing away
. A few blocks from where I am staying
48 'a hullding -hougliig. the Metropoiltan

.- Federal*Savings and Loan Association, -

- Denconess Hospital used to be there. 1 /00 (0 Joriuen'to the hospital where she

was born there 37 years ago, . -

‘But I did not come 1,700 miles to com:-'
‘faemorate my birth. Icame todoa story
about migrant workers and prairie sugar
beet farmers in this part of the valley —
‘and about how it has changed’ since my

" family was last here, -

The main highway' through thls com-

: munity. of 8, 400 1s U.8. 81, I you go north
on'it you'll be ‘in Canada in less than an

hour. Head south and it'll take you to
Laredo in a couple of days:

- But just nine miles south on 81 you’ll-

* bein Minto, a small, mainly Polish com-
" munity, Five miles more and you'll come
to Waloh County Road 13. It is paved

i --z-,

" now. Take a risht there dnd on your feft; ‘

riot teo far from that intersection, you'll

~find what used to be the Ed Moorewood

farm.

That's where-my folks. and: their seven .
children were living the summer I was
borm: -

E _They were hoeing sugar beets thin-

‘ning out the plants to give the surviving

lants room to grow. My parents were-
migrants, and I guess I was. also, for 1
came *‘up North” with them for 17 years
Mlgrant A strange word. In the 35

years my family spent going- porth’ to :

*tollow the crops, 1

I-don’t remember any-
one among us referring to ourse ves as .
tesg People actually use that word '
now, in.talking about themselves, :
1 think it was LBJ's War on Poverty, -

“with - migrant- programs, that ‘put - the

word in the vocabulary of migrant peo-
ple. Before that, .we simply identified
ourselves as those who came north.

“'Te story 18 that my mother set down

herhoewhenshecametotheendofthe

.haameandmenwenmshtbacktnpick

b

where she had left off. -

Thatlsn' true.otoourse Shegota
“couple of weeks rest betoreand after she
had me. :

“The - doctor asked my mother it she
wanted a boy of a girl, and although she:
spoke’ no English, she ‘understood: the
question and answered she wanted a boy.
Her 1ast four tiad been girls, and I guess
she was ready for a change. -

My name would be Armando, she told-
the nurse who asked her. She should have
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3, wag_already 17. A’ strong-willed

person, she was embarrassed. her mother: :

was still having babies:

"However, once [ was horn, she dectded
to make the most of it. But although I..

wa§ OK, my name wasn't. She went to
the hospltai and had my name changed
stc:a.ll_uan Ramon, after a Mexican movie-

I was baptized a few weeks later, at

St. John the Baptist Catholic Church, a -

tlnychurchlnanequa]lyﬂnytown

named Ardoch, another Polish communi- -

ty a few miles from Minto. My godpar-
.ents were a couple who lived across the

~street from us in Texas. They were also

.t the Moorewood tarm that year.
- When we arrived at the church ‘the
priest took out an old phonograph -and
played a recording of “Jalisen”” Conde
scending; perhaps, but-more than likely
it was just his way of paying trihute to
our heritage.

Later that Sunday, more Mexican mu-

-*slc blared-outside the small houses at the
;!am Somebody brought a guitar, anoth-
' person an accordion, and famfles
‘from other farms came to help celebrate:

my baptism, .-
There had been little to celebrate that

;renr Shortages of everything from cot-.
to meat brought on by the war effort

‘had. ‘made Hfe more difticult than usual,

My mother was forced to make only corn;
tortillas because no lard was available
for flour’ tortillas, -

~ When my mother weénit back to work,

Marilana, 8, took care of me, 3-year-old

-Dora and my youngest sister, i6-month- _

old Carmen, She fed us Pet brand evapo-.

‘rated milk in Buck brand soda pop bot-

tles capped with t‘ubber nipples When

" the milk failed to placat.e Dora, who was

; always crylng, Mariana would simply
' _hold her, and cry along with her, =

'That was 1946, Tt was three yeats be-

' " . fore that — 40 years ago — that my fam: -
lmowri she’d never get away with that. . et T
" You -3ee, my oldest sister, Matia

ily made its first trip north. That year
there were only elght of them. Carmen
wag born a year before I was, The firat -

trip-took them to Wisconsin, near Fond.

du Lac, also to hoe sugar beets;

They went with the Trujilles, another
tamily from Crystal City and paid a con-
tractor to take them .in the back of his
truck. After they were paid for their -

work, my father and Don Placido Trujillo-
: pooled their money to buy a 1927 Stude- -

baker, a blg black machine with solld
fenders that were to prove ugseful later, -
Only my parents, Maria Luisa — then
14 years old — and 12-year-old Delfina
worked. Alejandro, 9, Norberto, 7, and
Mariana did not work but they usually
went along and stayed In or near the car.|
Month-old Dora was looked after-by allof -

them, and she spent a good portion of her
first months on the back seat of
that Studebaker, :

When- the work was 'done thene the
Palonios and Trujillos. followed another
family south to a place, which today-is-

* probably a suburb of Chicago. - . .

Nobody seems to remember the. toem 3

name, but there were a lot of airplanes’
taking off and landing at a nearby air- - . b

port. Delfina spent a lot-ot time watching
the planes untll one day the farmer came

by and told her he wasn’t about to pay
her to-watch airplanies all day. '

‘She jolned the others in the car, . .
. It s a mystery how. the two men man-
aged to buy the car. They spoke almost:

~ no English, and’ thelr - interpreter .was
* Marla Lulsa, who had only completed the

fitth grade, But they did buy it, and they
were proud of the Studebaker — 1t gave
them independence.

There was one slight problem, though:
The car could not hold all 16 members of
both families. Some of the children were

* . and Don Placido had come to:a disagy

: .\ ble 1
‘over, s0 Lulsa and the Idest. Trujillo
rode on the tront fendets of
e, holding: on't the headlig

That_ worked fine untll
‘vain, Then' they too were
the other: tamily' of:} U

In"Illiriols, ‘they shar
shed with a. bunch of rats,
- er worrled that she’ would
morning and find they had aten

-From Iifols, they went hack t
~congln, to “top" the sugar SepH-
rate the thick stem and leaves from’the
beet with a machete, When they tinished
there, it was October. By then, my father

oY

. ‘ment .over' the ‘use of the car and my
" tather sold him hig share and mov up
‘to a 1929 Chevy, which took: them back;
‘home to Crystal City. R
~ This time there was plenty ot 100
. even enough for an eléetrle heater L
"had . inslsted they buy to- ‘heat :up - the
house in Texas; :

When they arri ed;"

my Uncle:D

enough money to buy a car, they t
bought an'eleetric heater.;‘_ S

ng:i
summer after: the ‘wintet and spring
crops - are- harvested. . T |
there would have surely
- ers, no cars and ro tood '

yeal‘-l‘o i
work, but those were cold and hostile-
places to people like iy parents who ha
already made’ one ‘tfaumatic migration,-
from Mexico to Texas, : . 1ify.

Ag hard as migrant life was, it allowed - - Mayb
them to be close to thelr homeland, to -




