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who select each other and who are treated as
equals in setting federal monetary policy with
officials appointed by the President and con-
firmed by the Senate.

For some time this has troubled me from a
theoretical democratic standpoint. But several
years ago it became clear that their voting
presence on the FOMC was not simply an im-
perfection in our model of government based
on public accountability, but was almost cer-
tainly a factor, influencing in a systematic way
the decisions of the Federal Reserve. In par-
ticular, it seems highly likely to me that their
voting presence on the Committee has the ef-
fect of skewing policy to one side of the Fed'’s
dual mandate—specifically that they were a
factor moving the Fed to pay more attention to
combating inflation than to the equally impor-
tant, and required by law, policy of promoting
employment.

In 2009, | asked staff of the Financial Serv-
ices Committee to prepare an analysis of
FOMC voting patterns. It confirmed two points.
First, the great majority of dissents, 90 per-
cent—from FOMC policy before 2010—came
from the regional presidents. Second, the
overwhelming majority of those dissents were
in the direction of higher interest rates. In fact,
vote data confirmed that 97 percent of
hawkish dissents came from the regional bank
presidents and 80 percent of all dissenting
votes in the FOMC over the past decade were
from a hawkish stance.

When | raised my objection to the inclusion
of the regional presidents as voting members,
| was given two responses by defenders of the
current system. Alan Greenspan argued that it
was important to have first-rate people agree
to be regional bank presidents and that giving
them votes on the FOMC was an important in-
ducement to getting them to accept that posi-
tion. Secondly, others argued that it would be
wrong to have only Federal Reserve gov-
ernors based in Washington voting on these
things and that there needed to be a diversity
of views from other parts of the country.

The first of these does not seem to me to
have much weight. Being the regional bank
president is an important and prestigious job,
and | simply do not believe that we could not
find people willing and able to carry out its re-
sponsibilities if they were not rewarded with a
vote on a central matter of economic policy.
As to the second argument, for diversity, it
needs to be analyzed further.

It is true that having the regional presidents’
vote provides geographic diversity but it pro-
vides far less diversity in every other way than
presidential appointments. In particular, the
notion—which | did hear in opposition to my
legislation—that the Federal Reserve Bank
presidents are representative of various seg-
ments of our economy is flatly wrong. The
presidents are, of course, selected by the
board members of the regional banks, a ma-
jority of whom are selected by member banks,
making this a wholly self-perpetuating oper-
ation.

So the important question then is “Who are
the directors of the regional banks?” Do they
ensure a degree of diversity in the decision
making of the FOMC? The answer is “No.”
Not surprisingly, given all the factors involved,
the members of the board of directors are
overwhelmingly representative of business,
and particularly financial industry representa-
tives. That is, not only are the regional presi-
dents appointed and reappointed by people, a
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majority of whom are elected by the member
banks of each regional bank, they are not in
any way representative of the American econ-
omy. They in fact, represent the very particular
segment that elected them. Of the 5 regional
presidents who are currently voting members
of the FOMC, all of them were selected by
boards where representatives of private and fi-
nancial institutions account for the majority of
board members.

Until recently, the tenor of Federal Reserve
deliberations was one that promoted con-
sensus. And while it is clear from the voting
patterns that the regional bank presidents ex-
ercise some influence in the direction of focus-
ing concern more on inflation than unemploy-
ment, it is very unlikely that was a significant
factor until recently. But things have changed.
In particular, the Federal Reserve has been
affected by the disdain for consensus and the
contentiousness that has affected our politics
in general. It is also the case that the Federal
Reserve has been, for a variety of reasons,
thrust more centrally into policy making than it
had been previously. First with the events of
2008 and thereafter in dealing with the
fmancial crisis, and since then in being forced
to bear the lion’s share of federal economic
policy making in the light of stalemate on the
fiscal side.

What all this means is that the voting pres-
ence of the regional presidents on the FOMC
has now become a significant constraint on
national economic policy making. The 7-3
vote of the FOMC in August in favor of keep-
ing interest rates low is stark evidence of how
much of a constraint this is. Obviously it is not
a matter of pulling a switch and achieving a
guaranteed physical result. How people in the
fmancial community react to the decisions has
a major effect, and a 7-3 decision is clearly
less effective in influencing other’s decisions—
which is the way in which the decisions are
executed—than a 10-0 vote.

Those who are critical of the Federal Re-
serve for not doing more—and | have been
one of them—should take this into account
and make sure that their criticisms are not of
Ben Bernanke, who in my view has been try-
ing hard to deal with the situation responsibly,
but rather of a structure over which he pre-
sides and where he confronts people ap-
pointed by business interests who do not
share the commitment to equal consideration
of the full employment section of the Federal
Reserve’s dual mandate.

It is not at all surprising that those appointed
by Presidents—Republican or Democratic—
are more supportive of taking action to focus
equally on both mandates, than are those who
come from the collection of business interests
who appoint the regional presidents. And the
proof of that is that the record of greater dis-
sents coming from the regional presidents
than from governors is equally the case
whether the governors were appointed by
Democratic or Republican presidents.

Finally, one other factor of our current de-
graded political atmosphere exacerbates this.
That is the refusal of the Republicans in the
Senate to do their constitutional duty and treat
the confirmation process as it is supposed to
be treated—namely by looking at the merits of
each individual nominee. The influence of the
regional bank presidents is obviously great
when there are seven governors and five
presidents voting on the FOMC. In the current
situation, we have an equal vote between the
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presidents and the governors and that greatly
adds not simply to the influence that presi-
dents have, but to their ability to effectively
constrain or veto items such as further use of
unconventional tools to promote growth.

| have fmally taken into account the argu-
ment that some diversity from a geographic
standpoint would be a good thing, as would di-
versity from an occupational or institutional
point of view. Just as | think it is helpful that
Members of Congress commute between
Washington where we talk mostly to each
other and our districts where we talk to every-
body else, | believe following the British model
of having voting members of the Committee
setting interest rates from outside the capital is
a good idea. Soon | will be submitting a new
version of the bill in which the President will
be required to appoint seven governors sub-
ject to Senate confirmation as today, but also
to appoint four representatives from regions
outside of Washington to come to Washington
for FOMC meetings and vote, also subject to
Senate confirmation, but not otherwise em-
ployed by the Federal Reserve system. This
will ensure important policy makers are either
elected or appointed by elected officials, and
give geographic and occupational diversity to
the views that shape the decisions that are
made.

————
THE BARRIO BOYS

The SPEAKER pro tempore. Under
the Speaker’s announced policy of Jan-
uary 5, 2011, the gentleman from Texas
(Mr. REYES) is recognized for 30 min-
utes.

Mr. REYES. I would like to pay trib-
ute to a group of young men that won
the 1949 baseball championship in
Texas and overcame many, many ob-
stacles and overcame the odds that at
the time existed. When I read their
story, you will appreciate their accom-
plishment.

This is from a story written by Alex-
ander Wolff from Sports Illustrated
that appeared in the June 27, 2011, edi-
tion. It’s entitled, ‘“The Barrio Boys.”

In 1949, El1 Paso’s Bowie Bears, a
team of poor Hispanic players who
were too unworldly to be intimidated
by their more affluent Anglo oppo-
nents, came from nowhere to win
Texas’ first high school baseball cham-
pionship.

You’d saw off a broomstick for a bat.
For a ball, you’d beg spools of thread
from the textile plant, enough wrap to
create a wad that you could seal with
carpenter’s tape. You’d go back to the
factory for cloth remnants to sew to-
gether for a glove, which you’d stuff
with cotton you picked at the ranch on
the fringe of the barrio. That’s what
you did as a kid of Mexican blood in El
Paso during the 1940s to play the game
that, more than anything else, the tra-
ditional American game which would
make you an American—baseball.

But to become a champion at that
game, to beat all Anglo comers in a
world that belonged to them, how
could you possibly do that?

Borders are shape-shifting things—
sometimes barriers, sometimes mem-
branes, sometimes overlooks from
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which one people take the measure of
another. If you were to transport your-
self to the El Paso of 1949 and take up
a position as far south as possible by
the north shore of the Rio Grande, in a
nether land not wholly of the U.S. but
not of Mexico either, you’d be a cutoff
throw from Bowie High School, the
only public secondary school in the
U.S. then dedicated to educating Mexi-
can Americans.

The people of south and east El Paso
dealt every day with two kinds of bor-
ders. The geographical one at their
backs reminded them of  their
Mesoamerican heritage. The aspira-
tional border just to the north, which
was an east-west highway through
downtown, was a tantalizing gateway
to their country of choice.

Andy Morales, a member of the 1949
Bowie High School baseball team, used
to walk the eight blocks from his home
up to Alameda Avenue, which was the
local stretch of U.S. Highway 80, the
artery that ran from San Diego, Cali-
fornia, to the Georgia coast. Beyond
the avenue lay the Anglos’ turf, where
a Mexican American would think twice
before entering that space. Instead,
they focused on the road. My friends
and I, we’d compete counting out-of-
State license plates on Alameda Ave-
nue. Morales, says: I set the record one
Saturday, counting 39 in a 2-hour pe-
riod. Plate-spotting gave Morales and
his buddies a chance to glimpse the en-
ergy of a country ready to burst after
the end of World War II, a place where
they gradually came to believe they
belonged.

They would owe the awakening in
large part to the game they loved.
Bowie High School didn’t field a base-
ball team until 1946, when a wiry, ener-
getic man of not quite 5 feet, 6 inches
tall arrived from San Antonio. He
started the first team. Three years
later, the Bowie team included: Mo-
rales, the wisecracking second base-
man who never took a book home from
school because there simply wasn’t
enough light to read in his home;
Javier ‘‘Lefty’” Holguin, the pitcher
with a knuckleball that was so crazy
that nobody would play catch with
him; Jose ‘‘Rocky’” Galarza, the
smoky-eyed third baseman to whom
Bowie coeds dedicated yearbook pages;
and Ramon Camarillo, the catcher
whose hunches came to him in his
dreams.
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Despite the poverty that made them
scrounge for equipment and wonder if
they’d ever have enough food to eat,
and despite discrimination that sub-
jected them to stinging slurs and other
indignities from Anglos, these boys and
the other 11 players on the 1949 Bowie
Bears would win the first Texas high
school Dbaseball tournament ever
staged.

Bowie High sat in El Paso’s Second
Ward, or Segundo Barrio, which was
home to the city’s leach field and sew-
age treatment plant. A smelting oper-
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ation, stockyards, and a meatpacking
company further fouled the air. No-
where in the U.S. did more babies die of
diarrhea. The barrio had no paved
streets, much less sidewalks,
streetlights, or parks, and 50,000 people
packed themselves into less than 1
square mile in this part of El Paso.
This is about twice the population den-
sity of New York City.

Those not living in adobe hovels were
warehoused in presidios like the ones
in which Camarillo and Bowie first
baseman Tony Lara grew up in, where
as many as 175 families—at least 700
people—were shoehorned into a single
block of two-story tenement buildings
with one communal cold-water com-
mode serving each row of two-room
apartments. Compared with Anglo El

Paso, the Second Ward was, as
Camarillo would say, ‘like another
country.”

One might have expected Bowie’s
’49ers to be cowed by their more afflu-
ent, better equipped Anglo opponents,
but, Lara says, ‘“We were so dumb, we
didn’t know how to be intimidated.”
This obliviousness was carefully cal-
culated. Bowie’s baseball coach made
sure his players didn’t wallow in want
and ethnic victimization, diverting
them instead with such requirements
as daily classroom attendance, exe-
cuting the hit-and-run, and mastering
the nuances of English by speaking
nothing else around him.

“With Nemo, there were no heroes,”’
says Gus Sambrano, a shortstop on the
1949 team. ‘‘He was the leader. His mes-
sage was, ‘You have leadership; follow.’
We were the followers.”

William Carson ‘‘Nemo’ Herrera was
a fronterizo, a child of the borderland
like his players, and he probably knew
them better than their parents did. He
was born in Brownsville, Texas, in 1900.
His father, Rodolfo, had immigrated
after losing his landholdings in the po-
litical unrest that would lead to the
Mexican Revolution. And his mother,
Carolina, had roots in the Canary Is-
lands. The family moved to San Anto-
nio when Nemo was 7, and by the age of
13, he had become the bat boy of the
San Antonio Broncos of the Texas
league. He steeped himself in the game.
His speed and tenacity served him well
in basketball as well as baseball while
he attended Brackenridge High School.
He would excel at both sports at South-
western University in Georgetown and
play semipro baseball during summers.

After graduating, he became the head
basketball coach and assistant football
coach at Beaumont, Texas High
School. For a year, he worked as the
coach before joining Gulf Oil’s sub-
sidiary in Tampico, Mexico. There, he
progressed from pipeline work to pay-
roll department while playing second
base on the company team.

In July of 1927, during his fourth year
in Tampico, Herrera was spiked during
an industrial league game and wound
up in the town’s American hospital.
Within a month, he had married the
head nurse on the floor, Mary Leona
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Hatch, an Anglo who had been or-
phaned as a girl near Opelousas, Lou-
isiana. A year later, Herrera took a job
as baseball and basketball coach at La-
nier High School in San Antonio’s west
side barrio, where he would spend 18
years, including all of the Depression.

His basketball teams rarely had
much size, so much so that he intro-
duced what later generations would
recognize as a full-court press. ‘‘Only
we called it a man-to-man, all-over-
the-court defense,” one player would
say later.

Herrera would say five times his
teams reached the State final four,
winning titles in 1943 and 1945. He ac-
quired enough of a reputation for Texas
A&M to offer him its basketball coach-
ing job. However, he turned it down for
the stability of public school work.
And in 1946, Bowie High School came
calling, offering a better salary and the
benefits of a desert climate, which
Mary Leona, who suffered from hay
fever, and Bill, one of their two sons
who also had asthma, benefited from.

Herrera’s new high school belied the
squalor of the Segundo barrio. When
the city expanded the school in 1941
onto what had once been a slag heap, a
complex of athletic fields girdled by
cottonwoods and elms bloomed in the
floodplain of the Rio Grande. Signs
throughout the school warned students
to speak only English, and special pro-
nunciation classes walked them
through phonemes and diphthongs. ‘I
once asked the girl sitting in front of
me for a piece of paper in Spanish,”
Sabrano recalls. ‘I got suspended, and
my mom and dad said that was the
first and last time that you will be
guilty of speaking Spanish.”

La Bowie, as it was called, was a
temple of assimilation. When President
Franklin D. Roosevelt federalized the
all-Hispanic Company E of the Texas
National Guard’s 141st Infantry Regi-
ment late in 1940, half of the soldiers
had been Bowie Bears. Forty former
Bowie students gave their lives during
World War II, most of them as mem-
bers of Company E, whose ranks were
steadily thinned through the Italian
campaign, from Salerno to San Pietro
to the slaughter at the Rapido River,
where over 2 days in January of 1944
German soldiers killed, wounded, or
captured virtually every GI not swept
to his death by the current.

At the outset of the 1948-1949 school
year, Bowie dedicated a memorial to
its fallen 40 and an ROTC color guard
concluded each day with a retreat cere-
mony, lowering the flag that flew
above the school.

Herrera worked to make baseball one
of Bowie’s tools of Americanization. He
set up a summer league in the barrio
and placed kids on American Legion
and commercially sponsored teams.
Then he bird-dogged the games, nudg-
ing prospects he liked to go out for the
Bowie varsity the following spring. A
decade later, after Brown v. Board of
Education forced El Paso to close all-
black Douglas High School, Herrera en-
ticed a bilingual African American Kid
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from the south side to enroll at Bowie.
This was the future NCAA-champion
basketball coach Nolan Richardson,
who would also be a star for Nemo in
hoops as well as in baseball.

El Paso was a military town, much
as it is today, and eventually Nemo
took his guys to play teams at Fort
Bliss and Biggs Field, where they often
outperformed their older, bigger, and
stronger hosts. “We went out there on
the field against those base teams not
knowing any better,” says Morales, at-
tributing many of Bowie’s boys’ vic-
tories to Herrera’s enforced oblivious-
ness. Always the Bears ate at the mess.
And Morales remembers fondly, ‘‘“Those
were the only days we’d get three
square meals.”

The school newspaper, The Growler,
could have taken its name from the
sound in a Bowie student’s stomach.
Mary Leona Herrera would send her
husband off to work each day with
extra sandwiches and burritos, which
he left in plain sight so they could be
‘“‘stolen” by his famished boys. As their
stomachs filled up, so did their heads.
Molding his baseball team in the image
of basketball squads, Herrera played
small ball before it, too, had a name.
“We used to work on some plays for
hours and hours,” says Morales. ‘“We
won games on details, not because we
hit the ball out of the park.”

Herrera spent Saturday mornings
chasing down truants. He’d say to me,
“I’m gonna Kkick their butts if they’re
not back in school on Monday,” re-
members Bill Herrera, who today is 77,
and who would accompany his dad on
those rounds. But back at Bowie, Nemo
would just as doggedly plead the cases
of those same kids to Principal Frank
Pollitt.

The coach treated his baseball dia-
mond like a drawing room carpet, pick-
ing stray pebbles off the infield. And he
encouraged teasing for its democra-
tizing effect. One day, first baseman
Lorenzo Martinez showed up at prac-
tice with a new glove which he had
bought across the river in Juarez. ‘It
smelled like a dead salmon,” Morales
recalls. ‘““Nemo said, ‘You paid for
that?” The madder Martinez got, the
more Nemo encouraged us to razz him
because that made him a better play-
er.”
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‘““Nemo had a wide nose with huge
nostrils, and when he got mad, he
looked liked a raging bull. We used to
joke that we should all get toreador
capes.”’” One day, as a few of the Bowie
Bears nursed beers in a Juarez cantina,
Herrera walked in. They literally, and
figuratively reached for their capes.
Nemo, in typical fashion, said, “I’1l tell
you the truth boys; I'd rather see you
guys drink beer than soda pop. Soda
pop will ruin your health.”

If a Bear took only one thing from
his coach it was a credo that became
an incantation, and it read, ‘‘It’s not
who you are or where you come from,”’
Nemo would say, ‘“‘it’s who you be-
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come.”” The last of those words synched
with the striving of the postwar gen-
eration, with the American Dream,
with all those cars whizzing east and
west on Highway 80.

By the spring of 1949, the new coach’s
spadework had begun to pay off. A San
Antonio sportswriter noted ‘‘the won-
derful spirit””> of the Bowie baseball
team, ‘‘the way the pitchers bear down,
the sharp fielding and baserunning
reminiscent of the old St. Louis Gas-
house Gang.”

The Aztec, which was the Bowie
yearbook, had already gone to press by
the time the Bowie Bears edged El
Paso High, which was the Anglo school
on the North Side. There they won the
district title. So beneath a team photo
the editors of the Aztec had written,
“Good luck to you, team, and when
these Aztecs reach you, may you have
lived up to those early-season fore-
casts.”

When the Bears reached Lamesa,
Texas, for the best-of-three bi-district
playoffs against Lamesa High School,
their appearance on the sidewalks
caused gawkers to pour out of store-
fronts. ‘“You’d think that the circus
had come to town,” Sambrano recalls.
Some people made cracks like, “Why
don’t you speak English?” And ‘‘Re-
member the Alamo,” while others
called the players ‘‘hot tamales’” and
‘“‘greasy Mexicans.”

Herrera found a restaurant that
would serve the team, but not in its
largely empty dining room. Tables and
chairs were hastily set up in the kitch-
en. The Bears’ coach rarely brought up
the discrimination that his boys faced,
for fear they might be tempted to use
it as an excuse. Herrera regarded preju-
dice as the problem of the prejudiced,
Sambrano says, best met with an even
temper and devotion to the task at
hand.

Bowie’s Ruben Porras three-hit
Lamesa to win the series opener 9-1.
The next day, Trini Guillen scattered
five hits in an 8-0 shutout that
clinched the bi-district title. ‘“Those
guys were big,” Sambrano remembers,
“but we had what they didn’t: speed.”
Against the Golden Tornados, the El
Paso Herald-Post reported the Bears
“made a race track out of the dia-
mond.” In the first inning of each
game, Bowie scored a run on a lone hit
and either an error or a walk. By
sweeping Lamesa, Bowie earned a trip
to Austin for the single elimination
quarterfinals of the state tournament.
“If memory serves me right,”’” Lara re-
calls today, ‘‘there were eight teams
and we were rated 10th to win it all.”
Large odds by anybody’s calculation.

Racial segregation still prevailed in
Texas during the 1940s, but Mexican
Americans confounded the easy di-
chotomies of black and white. In Lub-
bock, where the team made a rest stop
on the way to Austin, a sign in one
window read No Dogs or Mexicans. ‘I
remember seeing two drinking foun-
tains, one marked Colored and the
other marked White,”” Morales says.
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““Me being brown, I didn’t know which
was for me. So I asked a husky Anglo
guy which one I was supposed to use.”
Morales took the man’s reply (‘‘I don’t
give a ‘s—’"’) as permission to use the
white one.

In Austin, while most of the other
visiting teams stayed in hotels, the
Bowie Bears had to sleep on Army cots
that were set up beneath the stands of
Memorial Stadium, the football field
on the Texas campus, and they had to
make the long slog across the field to
the Longhorns’ field house to use the
bathroom. But to Herrera’s naive boys,
the unusual accommodations only
heightened their adventure. They lined
the cots up like hurdles and ran races.
When Hispanic businesses and social
organizations back home sent tele-
grams of support, the Bears delighted
in seeing the spectacle of a Western
Union messenger driving his motor-
cycle up the stadium ramp for deliv-
eries.

One day, four players ventured down-
town to see a movie, and they were be-
wildered when they were told, ‘‘Mexi-
can have to sit upstairs.” So what did
they do? They waited for the usher to
turn the corner, and then they scram-
bled into the seats of the orchestra in
the dark. They recalled that they
watched The Streets of Laredo with
William Holden.

Facing Stephenville High in the
quarterfinals, Bowie made another dis-
play of first-inning resourcefulness,
scoring three runs on two hits. The
press had expected Herrera to start his
ace, Guillen, who was 7-0 for the sea-
son. One reporter wondered why the
Bowie coach, instead, gambled with his
number two pitcher.

In typical Herrera fashion, he said,
“Number one, number two, who can
tell?” leaving unsaid that Guillen had
just spent 4 days in the hospital with
strep throat. Porras, ‘‘the dark-skinned
right hander,” as the American-States-
man described him, struck out six,
while limiting Stephenville to two hits
in the 5-1 victory.

The wisdom of using his ace spar-
ingly became clear the next day in the
semifinals against Waco High School.
The game lasted three hours. Guillen
held up until the fourth, when Waco
touched him for two runs. And that’s
when Herrera brought in Porras as re-
lief.

With the score tied at two in the
sixth, Rodriguez stole third, then
sprinted home on a long fly ball. I
would have scored easily tagging up
and that would have won us the game,”’
Rodriguez remembers. ‘“‘But me, like a
dummy, forgot that there was only one
out. The ball was caught and I got dou-
bled up. Nemo almost strangled me, he
was so mad.” He always reminded us,
““Keep your head in the game. Pay at-
tention to details.”

The score remained tied at two until
the 10th, when Waco loaded the bases
with nobody out. Suddenly, Herrera
yelled in Spanish, “Watch the guy on
third. He’s gonna steal.”” Camarillo
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called for a pitchout, and they picked
the runner off. It was the only time
that any ’49er of the Bowie Bears can
remember Herrera addressing his play-
ers in Spanish. Camarillo then cut
down another runner trying to advance
to third, and during the rundown, the
next batter was caught trying to steal
second.

In the following inning, Bowie center
fielder Fernie Gomez, his back to home
plate, preserved the tie by running
down a long drive with a catch that his
teammates would recognize later as
Willie Mays’ famous World Series play
5 years later.

But in the top of the 12th, Waco took
a 3-2 lead on a double and Morales’
two-base error. That might have
doomed the Bowie Bears had Morales
not delivered a reversal of fortune in
the bottom of that inning. With Bears
on second and third, Morales hit a
grounder that eluded the Waco second
baseman to tie the game. Then the
fates squared accounts with Rodriguez,
too: His quailing single dropped into
short center field to send Gomez home
for the game-winner.

Neither of El Paso’s daily newspapers
sent a reporter to the tournament, so
people back home followed Bowie’s
progress through the collect calls that
Herrera placed to the local radio sta-
tion, KTSM. His boys, Herrera said in
his call after the Waco game, ‘‘just
don’t know when to quit. They’re eat-
ing well and hitting that ball, and that
wins ball games.”” Surely it’s one of the
few times that a coach has ever cred-
ited a victory to eating well.

In the final, Austin’s Stephen F. Aus-
tin, had the tournament’s number one
seed. They enjoyed more than a home
field advantage. The Maroons, as they
were called, hadn’t lost to a single high
school all season, even beating the
Longhorns’ freshman team. They had
swept Robstown in their bi-district se-
ries by a combined score of 36-1, and in
the semifinals eliminated Denison 12-0.
The Boston Braves would soon sign the
Maroons’ ace, right hander Jack
Brinkley, to a $65,000 bonus. Brinkley
had allowed only one hit in his quarter-
final start, a 2-0 win over Lubbock.

In the final, Herrera intended to
counter Brinkley by pitching Guillen,
but before game time he asked his
catcher, Camarillo, for his thoughts.
Camarillo nominated Lefty Holguin,
arguing that the knuckleballer would
keep the Maroons off balance.
Camarillo later confessed that he vol-
unteered Holguin because he had
dreamed that the Bears could win the
title with him on the mound.
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Herrera agreed—Guillen could still
barely speak—and Porras had pitched
15 innings in 2 days—with the proviso
that Holguin would get the hook if he
became wild. ‘“When you’ve got just
one left,” Herrera would say later,
“‘that’s who you pitch.”

During Austin’s half of the first in-
ning, each Maroons hitter returned to
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the dugout with the same verdict:
Holguin was ‘‘just a good batting-prac-
tice pitcher,” as one told his coach, ac-
cording to the Austin American-
Statesmen. They always said, ‘“‘we’ll
get him next inning.”

The next inning came, and the next,
and the next, yet Austin couldn’t mus-
ter a hit off Holguin. Meanwhile, Bowie
seized a 1-0 lead in the usual fashion,
jumping on a couple of first-inning er-
rors. But after Holguin walked two Ma-
roons in the fourth, Herrera was true
to his word, lifting Lefty for Guillen.
In the sixth inning, Bears right fielder
Ernesto Guzman tripled, and two in-
field errors on a grounder by Lara al-
lowed both Bears to cross, putting
Bowie up 3-0.

In the last inning, Austin finally kin-
dled to life. Brinkley, the pitcher, led
off with a single hit and advanced to
second on a walk. Guillen struck out
the next man, but Brinkley scored
after Galarza misplayed a slow roller,
leaving runners on second and third.
The next Austin hitter sent a single to
right to knock in a second run, and as
the Maroons’ third base coach waved
the tying run home, the favorites
looked like they were going to seize
their chance.

That’s when all of Bowie’s prepara-
tion—the harping on details, the numb-
ing repetition, the many games against
the military-base teams around El
Paso—paid its biggest dividend. From
right, Guzman sent the ball on a line.
Morales, the cutoff man, let it go
through to Camarillo, who fixed a tag
on the Maroons’ base runner for the
second out.

On the play at the plate, another Ma-
roon, also representing the tying run,
made his way to second base. An infield
hit edged him to third, whereupon the
next Austin hitter slapped a sharp
ground ball.

At least some of the 2,700 fans there
that night must have wondered what
the Bowie shortstop was thinking,
dropping to one knee. He simply ex-
plained, ‘I was ready to block it, just
in case,” Rodriguez says. ‘I said, ‘This
damn ball’s not going through me.’”
He caught the ball cleanly, stood up
and whipped it across the diamond.
Cradled safely in Lara’s borrowed
glove, the ball made the urchins of El
Paso lords of all of Texas.

True to form, there was no celebra-
tion when it was over, Morales recalls.
“We took it as part of how Nemo raised
us. We just picked up our belongings
and walked out of there.”

The Bowie players don’t recall ever
shaking hands with their opponents.
Their opponents simply walked away
from them. And though the Bears re-
ceived a trophy—‘‘I mean, it must be
about 3 feet high,” Herrera marveled in
his collect call that night—there was
no formal presentation or other official
act recognizing Bowie for having won
Texas’ inaugural baseball champion-
ship. The Bears had scratched out
nothing but unearned runs to win the
final, and to a typical Texan of that
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time, it must have seemed that an
alien team had seized the title by alien
means. The Austin American-States-
man reacted as if Pancho Villa had just
led a raid over the border: ‘““‘Amigo, the
Bowie Bears have come and gone. And
they have taken with them the State
baseball championship. They took it
Wednesday night through a weird as-
sortment of hits, errors, jinxes and
other sundry items which ultimately
meant Bowie 3, Austin 2.”

After the Bears had packed up for the
ride home, much to their surprise, a
few rocks hit their bus. ‘“There were
two cops there who didn’t do any-
thing,” Rodriguez recalls. When a res-
taurant near Fort Stockton, which was
240 miles away from home, wouldn’t
serve the Bowie party, Herrera ferried
food from the restaurant to the bus.

Around noon the following day, as
the team rumbled along Highway 80
over the El Paso County line, a sher-
iff’s deputy on a motorcycle flashed his
lights to pull the bus over. One player
wondered if they’d hit somebody. When
the officer stepped aboard, it was to in-
form the driver and the students that
Bowie students were affixing a State
champ’s banner to the side of the bus
and that he’d be providing a police es-
cort to the terminal. ‘“‘As the bus ap-
proached downtown, there were people
lining both sides of the street,” Latta
recalls. Remarkably, ‘‘a lot of Anglos
were cheering for us as well.”

Later, the minor league team El Paso
Texans threw a Bowie Night that week-
end, and the Bears were feted with sev-
eral banquets the following week. ‘“We
can’t give them anything,” one city of-
ficial told the local paper, ‘‘but we can
sure feed them.

Still, the Bears sensed that even in
their hometown, they were given a sec-
ond-class celebration. Instead of the
mayor meeting them at the bus sta-
tion, as had been announced, an alder-
man did the honors. ‘“‘At the depot,
some guy came up to Nemo and gave
him a box with a shirt in it,”” Morales
remembers. ‘“When El Paso’s Austin
High won the district in football, their
coach got a brand new car.”

None of the players stopped by the termi-
nal’s baggage room to claim luggage. “We all
carried paper bags with our stuff off the bus,”
Morales says. “| walked a mile, hopped the
streetcar, then walked the eight blocks home.”

The night before the team had left for Aus-
tin, students in a Bowie home economics
class stayed up late preparing hard-boiled
eggs for the players to eat on the trip. The
Bears had won, one of those coeds would say
at a Bowie reunion vyears later, “porque
jugaron con huevos.” Because they played
with eggs—that is, with balls.

Sixty years would pass before another team
from El Paso County claimed a state baseball
title. In 2009, Socorro High, a school with a
Hispanic enrolliment of more than 95 percent,
ventured to the Austin suburb of Round Rock
to beat Austin Westlake and Lufkin for the
Class 5A crown. Early in the semifinal a knot
of Westlake supporters unfurled a Confederate
flag, chanted “We speak English!” and waved
their ID’s. “If we can have something like that
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in our day and age,” says Jesus Chavez,
Bowie’s current principal and a former Socorro
administrator, “l| can't even imagine what they
went through in 1949.”

A month after their victory the Socorro play-
ers visited Bowie to present championship
rings—not awarded in 1949—to the eight sur-
viving Bears. A new Bowie High sits on an old
melon field that in ‘49 was part of Mexico but
in 1963 passed into the U.S. as part of the
Chamizal Settlement between the two coun-
tries.

If the borderland remains its protean self, in
one respect it's as hard as a barrier can be:
While Juarez becomes an ever more
Hobbesian hell of drug violence, in which
more than 8,000 people have been murdered
over the past three years, El Paso remains vir-
tually immune. Bowie nonetheless serves the
second-poorest zip code in the U.S. The an-
nual median income in the Segundo Barrio
languishes below $20,000, and 68.8 percent
of the children in Bowie’s catchment area are
considered at risk. Chavez says, “This school
is about facing adversity, moving forward and
beating the odds.”

The 1949 Bears and their young counter-
parts from Socorro gathered near the com-
memorative display in Bowie’s Fine Arts Build-
ing, where a visitor can punch up audio of
Nemo Herrera’s collect calls back to KTSM
Radio. The 400 people on hand included
Peter Contreras, assistant athletic director of
the state’s University Interscholastic League,
the high school sanctioning body that hadn’t
seen fit to properly lodge or honor the Bears
60 years earlier. That Contreras is Hispanic is
only one of uncountable examples of how
times have changed. As for the old slights, the
49ers were “always very restrained how they
responded,” says Reyes Mata, the South Side
native who helped organize the event. “They
always maintained their dignity.”

What did they become, Nemo Herrera’s
barrio boys from El Paso and San Antonio?
Judges and produce barons and big-city post-
masters. Mechanics and firefighters and civil
servants. Opticians and claims adjusters and
veterans, many of them decorated. An out-
sized number chose Nemoesque professions:
teaching, educational administration, coaching.

Rocky Galarza, the old third baseman, put
an open-air boxing ring behind his South Side
tavern. He plucked kids off the streets, and if
the streets pulled them back, as they briefly
did eventual WBF lightweight champ Juan
(Ernie) Lazcano, Galarza would simply wait
until they returned, wiser, to the sanctuary of
his ring. The best ones ultimately made their
way to L.A. or Dallas or Houston, where
someone else cashed in on them; Galarza, in
cowboy boots and jeans, his black hair flowing
as he worked a guy out, simply turned to the
next kid to save. One night in 1997 one of
Galarza’s barmaids shot and killed him in his
sleep. Seven years later, on the eve of a title
fight in Las Vegas, Lazcano told Bill Knight of
the El Paso Times, “Sometimes, when I'm
asleep, | still see him, still hear him. He’s tell-
ing me, ‘Come on, Champ, don’t give up.
Feint. Don’t just stand there. Move your feet.’
It's nice to know, isn't it, that if you do some-
thing special for people the way Rocky did,
that you live on through them?”

Andy Morales, the license-plate-spotting
second baseman, also “went Nemo,” as the
old Bears put it. After winning a football schol-
arship to New Mexico and serving in Korea
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with the Navy, he became baseball coach at
El Paso’s Austin High. There, in the early ’70s,
he taught the game to an Anglo kid named
Chris Forbes, who grew up to coach Socorro
to that 2009 state title. Morales followed the
Bulldogs as they made a familiar way east
through the draw, to Midland and greater Aus-
tin, as excited as he had been as a Bowie
Bear. He was amazed that a dozen spirit
buses would make the trip from El Paso for
the final.

As for Herrera himself, he remained at
Bowie until 1960. “The [Bowie] boys knew lit-
tle of fundamentals,” he said upon leaving,
“and | was told | couldn’t teach them. But |
did.” He took a post at another barrio high
school, Edgewood of San Antonio. After one
year Herrera—by now known as el viejo, the
old man—returned to El Paso to coach base-
ball at Coronado High, a new, largely Anglo
school on the outskirts of town. “I couldn’t get
those guys to do a damn thing,” he would say.
“They had a car in the parking lot and a gal
on their arm.”

Upon reaching the mandatory retirement
age of 70, he returned one last time to San
Antonio, working as director of civilian recre-
ation at Kelly Air Force Base for 10 years be-
fore retiring again. He died in 1984. Herrera
remains the only Texas high school coach to
have won state titles in two sports, and his
name can be found throughout the barrios of
the two cities: on a scholarship fund, an ele-
mentary school and a baseball field in El
Paso; and on a scholarship fund, a basketball
court and the Kelly Air Force Base civilian rec
center in San Antonio. “It's almost a competi-
tion between the two cities to see who can
honor Nemo the most,” says his son Charles,
75.

Of the eight members of the 1949 Bowie
Bears siill living, the five in El Paso gather for
breakfast every few months at a Mexican res-
taurant on the East Side. Listen in, and you'll
hear the sounds of baseball: chatter, needling,
kibitzing, stories that reach across the years
and often involve their old coach. Not that it
matters particularly, but the banter is much
more likely to be in English than in Spanish.
And just so you know, Morales says, “For 60
years we’ve never lost a conversation.”

I know my time is up, Mr. Speaker.

I wanted to read the story of the 1949
Bowie Bears into the RECORD to cele-
brate Hispanic Heritage Month. This is
the end of Hispanic Heritage Month,
and I thought that would be an appro-
priate way to end the month.

I thank you for your indulgence.

—

LEAVE OF ABSENCE

By unanimous consent, leave of ab-
sence was granted to:

Mr. KILDEE (at the request of Ms.
PELOSI) for today on account of his
wife’s surgery.

—————

BILLS PRESENTED TO THE
PRESIDENT

Karen L. Haas, Clerk of the House,
reports that on October 13, 2011 she pre-
sented to the President of the United
States, for his approval, the following
bills.

H.R. 2944. To provide for the continued per-
formance of the functions of the United
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States Parole Commission, and for other
purposes.

H.R. 3078. To implement the United States-
Colombia Trade Promotion Agreement.

H.R. 3079. To implement the United States-
Panama Trade Promotion Agreement.

H.R. 3080. To implement the United States-
Korea Free Trade Agreement.

H.R. 2832. To extend the Generalized Sys-
tem of Preferences, and for other purposes.

———

ADJOURNMENT

Mr. REYES. Mr. Speaker, I move
that the House do now adjourn.

The motion was agreed to; accord-
ingly (at 4 o’clock and 26 minutes
p.m.), under its previous order, the
House adjourned until Tuesday, Octo-
ber 18, 2011, at 11 a.m.

EXECUTIVE COMMUNICATIONS,
ETC.

Under clause 2 of rule XIV, executive
communications were taken from the
Speaker’s table and referred as follows:

3495. A letter from the Director, Program
Development & Regulatory Analysis, Depart-
ment of Agriculture, transmitting the De-
partment’s final rule — Expansion of 911 Ac-
cess; Telecommunications Loan Program
(RIN: 0572-AC24) received October 5, 2011,
pursuant to 5 U.S.C. 801(a)(1)(A); to the Com-
mittee on Agriculture.

3496. A letter from the Congressional Re-
view Coordinator, Department of Agri-
culture, transmitting the Department’s final
rule — Gypsy Moth Generally Infested Areas;
Additions in Indiana, Maine, Ohio, Virginia,
West Virginia, and Wisconsin [Docket No.:
APHIS-2010-0075] received October 3, 2011,
pursuant to 5 U.S.C. 801(a)(1)(A); to the Com-
mittee on Agriculture.

3497. A letter from the Congressional Re-
view Coordinator, Department of Agri-
culture, transmitting the Department’s final
rule — Golden Nematode; Removal of Regu-
lated Areas [Docket No.: APHIS-2011-0036] re-
ceived October 3, 2011, pursuant to 5 U.S.C.
801(a)(1)(A); to the Committee on Agri-
culture.

3498. A letter from the Congressional Re-
view Coordinator, Department of Agri-
culture, transmitting the Department’s final
rule — Phytosaniarty Treatments; Location
of and Process for Updating Treatment
Schedules; Technical Amendment [Docket
No.: APHIS-2008-0022] (RIN: 0579-AC94) re-
ceived October 3, 2011, pursuant to 5 U.S.C.
801(a)(1)(A); to the Committee on Agri-
culture.

3499. A letter from the Chief Counsel, De-
partment of Homeland Security, transmit-
ting the Department’s final rule — Changes
in Flood Elevation Determinations [Docket
ID: FEMA-2011-0002] received October 5, 2011,
pursuant to 5 U.S.C. 801(a)(1)(A); to the Com-
mittee on Financial Services.

3500. A letter from the Chief Counsel, De-
partment of Homeland Security, transmit-
ting the Department’s final rule — Suspen-
sion of Community Eligibility [Docket ID:
FEMA-2011-0002] [Internal Agency Docket
No.: FEMA-8199] received October 5, 2011,
pursuant to 5 U.S.C. 801(a)(1)(A); to the Com-
mittee on Financial Services.

3501. A letter from the Program Analyst,
Department of Transportation, transmitting
the Department’s final rule — Federal Motor
Vehicle Safety Standards; Electronic Sta-
bility Control Systems [Docket No.: NHTSA-
2011-0140] (RIN: 2127-AL02) received Sep-
tember 23, 2011, pursuant to 5 TU.S.C.
801(a)(1)(A); to the Committee on Energy and
Commerce.
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