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SPAIN IN OUR FAIR CITY? CAN WE BELIEVE WHAT WE SEE? IS HISTORY REAL OR MADE-UP SOCIAL MEDIA?

Cell phone videos, dash cams, Ring doorbell cameras, streetlight spying, license plate readers?  Ten people can look at the same thing and disagree on what actually happened.  Maybe SPAIN IS right in front of our eyes.

Balboa Park, Mission Beach, Cabrillo Point, the statue out front of El Cid, Friar’s Road, La Jolla, San Diego’s name itself. Can we link local names up; does it form history?

It’s like looking up at the sky at night. Some visualize constellations - connecting the dots, making big pictures out of stars light years apart. A scorpion, a crab, a set of twins, a lion. Others just see – a bunch of stars. No images, no connection, only stars? Only local names?

But history? Was it written by the victors, as they say, and can’t be trusted? Does history really repeat itself, or as Mark Twain says, no, it doesn’t actually repeat itself, but it does rhyme. Let’s talk about that rhyme, that poetry.

Here, where we are right now, we’re in a park named after some BALBOA guy. In front of the organ pavilion there’s a statue to another dude on a horse named ELCID. Out on Point Loma, we find a monument to CABRILLO. And the city, our Finest City, calls itself “San Diego”?  
Our streets? Calles, Avenidas, Paseos. Mt. Soledad?

Hmmmm, I think we can connect some dots here. In fact, this time we can see the front of the jigsaw puzzle’s box, get the big picture, without even putting the jigsaw pieces together. The stars can, indeed, prove history as reliable here in San Diego. Here, history lives every day.

Nuñez de Balboa, from a town in southern SPAIN, the same one where they make Sherry wine. Juan Cabrillo, born a day’s journey away from Balboa, also in SPAIN. Our Finest City, San Diego, named from a Friar, attention Padres fans, born in SPAIN in Seville between Balboa and Cabrillo’s towns. And El Cid, well, you guessed it, he came along 1000 years ago up from a town in northern SPAIN.

When we look at this constellation – El Cid, Cabrillo, Balboa, and the friar San Diego – we connect the dots, the stars - and what emerges is SPAIN, its language, its culture, and its actual history. And this constellation is living, alive, right here before our eyes, living proof that history is today, today here in Balboa Park, San Diego. It’s real, it’s fact, it’s historical truth. SPAIN IS RIGHT HERE!

Ten people can look at the same thing and not disagree.

There are many here who aren’t fluent in Spanish, yet I’m willing to bet most of you recognize not 20, not 40, but even a HUNDRED Spanish words. We get some because they remind us of English words, you know, that Latin influence linking Spanish with English. But French has a Latin too, even German has Latin, but hardly anybody knows a dozen words in French or German. Italian? No.      Romanian?  Fuggettabbout it. 

So, when you go to a rodeo, or take a siesta, dance the tango, or have dinner at the Prado restaurant, we are all Spanish. We are all stars. We are unified for a moment, or muchos, and every one of us becomes one more star in that constellation. We are the present, and the present is our history, the history of Spain, the history of San Diego.

Constellation. Unification. One Nation. Here’s to SPAIN, America’s bravest supporter, militarily and financially, in our nation’s, in America’s revolution for independence from tyranny.    SPAIN, our trusted ally for freedom.
Viva España.    VIVA.
Viva the United State of America.  VIVA THE USA. VIVA
Let’s have a loud VIVA together now. Ready? 1-2-3   VIVA
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