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Memorial day memories of
my Coast Guard brother
BY MARIE MARTIN
SPECIAL TO THE TRIBUNE

As far back as I can remember, all my brother Jim
wanted was to join the Coast
Guard. Jim was three years
older, but of my four siblings,
he was the one closest in age
to me.
I remember as a kid Jim
had scads of those little green
plastic army men. We would
put the cushions from the sofa
on the floor, spending a long
time balancing the figures on
the cushions. Then, in a few
short moments, we would
make bomb explosion sounds,
flipping the cushions and
sending the soldiers flying
through the air. Finally we
would gather them all, leaving
none behind.
We grew up in the Excelsior on a block that easily had
30 kids of all ages. The teenagers hung out on Stackler’s
Stairs, which were about a
dozen wide steps in the front
of a house around the corner
from where we lived. Almost
daily there was a man who
would walk by and it seemed
no matter the weather, he
would wear a peacoat. He
walked briskly, hands in the
peacoat pockets, and I never
knew where he was walking
from, or where he was walking to. But he befriended
Jim, and whenever Jim saw
this guy passing Stackler’s
Stairs, he would join in the
walk. Jim said he had been a
Merchant Marine, and he was
fascinated by the stories this
guy would tell. I’ve always
wondered if this man in the
peacoat whose name I cannot
recall cemented Jim’s desire
to enlist.
During his high school
years Jim spent a lot of time
at the Coast Guard Recruiting Station, which used to be
in the City. He wanted to enlist as soon as he graduated in
June. He wouldn’t be 18 until
the end of July, so my parents
had to permit it. But Jim
needed to be a certain weight,
and he had always been a
bit scrawny. Those last few
months before graduation I
remember him eating count-

less bananas, and we had rice
with a lot of meals. It paid off,
because Jim was accepted!
It was good to know that
a classmate from Riordan
was enlisting with Jim, so he’d
know someone. But some of
the guys still got homesick,
and Jim and some buddies
snuck out of the barracks
within the first few days to
find a phone booth and call
home. The next time we saw
Jim was his graduation from
Boot Camp, which was held in
Alameda. It was in the fall, because I remember my parents
picking me up midday from
school. The graduation ceremony was very impressive,
and from the look on Jim’s
face, I felt I saw my brother on
the proudest day of his life.
Jim’s first assignments
were the Point Hayer and the
Resolution on Yerba Buena Island, so he was nearby. When I
saw him next, he seemed a bit
down. One of the first calls he
went on was when someone
had jumped from the Golden
Gate Bridge. Though he didn’t
know the man’s name, he recognized him as someone we
used to see at Sunday Mass.
I remember Jim’s expression,
realizing that his career will
not always be saving lives, but
will have some tough or heartbreaking moments.
Shortly after his marriage
to Carol, Jim was stationed
on the Courageous in Florida,
and then Charleston, South
Carolina. He had a daughter
and son.
Eventually, Jim and his
family were back on the West
Coast. He was first stationed
on the Campbell in Port Angeles, Washington.
Next assignment was Cape
Disappointment in Ilwaco,
Washington; then Coast
Guard Station Michigan City.
When I visited in October of
1988, I saw Jim in a different
way. Carol and I were invited
to lunch at the Coast Guard
Station while Jim was on duty.
Jim was the Officer in Charge
of the Station, and he was spoken to and regarded with such
respect. It was at that moment that I saw my brother
as a part of the military ... one

of the troops ... one who would
come through for any of these
men, and they would have his
back in an instant.
By the time Jim was transferred to La Push, Washington, he was the Officer in
Charge at Quillayute River,
and it must have been a bit remote. There were seven Coast
Guard housing units and one
satellite dish, so to make it equitable Jim gave each family a
turn one day a week to be in
charge of the dish.
Jim’s final assignment
would be in MSO Galveston,
Texas. He found the place
where he wanted to stay.
When Jim settled in Texas, I
thought he had achieved the
American dream. He seemed
to have a little slice of everything.
It was during the morning
hours of a July day when my
dad called. He voice sounded
strange, and he said, “Jim’s
helicopter went down and
he’s missing.” All I remember from that conversation
was repeating “I will not lose
Jim.” I called my best friend
Pauline, and I called my husband Mike. I was afraid to
call Carol. I wanted to leave
her phone line clear in case
someone would call her with
news about Jim. I had no
clue what to do. I never knew
Jim to be in a helicopter — he
had always been on boats.
But he was on a helicopter on
the way out to an inspection
aboard a ship arriving from a
foreign country. Witnesses on
a fishing boat saw where the
helicopter went down, but the
murkiness of the water made
the search difficult. I had hope
every day that Jim was in an
air pocket, or that he made it
to some safe area, or that he
was somewhere and had amnesia. I finally ventured out of
my house and away from the
phone on the sixth day to drive
on a Co-op Bug School field
trip to the zoo. The phone was
ringing when I was returning
home. It was my dad, and he
said, “They found Jim.” I was
momentarily elated and felt so
relieved that he’d been found.
But I had misunderstood being found for being safe. And
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Marketing
Pacifica
After I dissed Sue Digre’s
mantra “The Environment is our
Economy” last week, politely,
I hope, because I know her big
heart is in the right place, I felt I
owed our readers a positive observation about what might work
when it comes to marketing Pacifica.
Take it as just that: my personal observation after living and

working in Pacifica for 25 years.
I don’t pretend to be a marketing guru. I just want to throw out
a thought and see what you all
think.
Pacifica has devoted years to
the concept of “marketing” itself.
But have we really connected the
dots? Have we applied common
sense?
Here it is in a nutshell. We are
a San Francisco bedroom community and always have been.
No big Silicon Valley computer
companies. No serious retail. No
industry whatsoever.

Wandering &
Wondering
John Maybury
Golden Goose
Pacifica City Councilwoman Sue Digre says that “our
environment is our economy.” This is true, but only
in principle. I just don’t know if it really pencils out in
hard numbers. It is more like an article of faith. Our
open spaces, beaches, parks, and outdoors recreational
opportunities all give us the look and feel of a premier
destination, even though none of them really make any
money for us. Because of some state bureaucratic nonsense, we can’t charge for parking at our busiest beach
— Linda Mar. Our hotels, restaurants, and shops are
good-quality businesses, but they never look terribly
busy or full. That’s exactly why we Pacificans like living
here. Life is slower and easier than up in the city. We
can park where and when we want. We can drop in to
eat or shop where and when we want: no reservations
required. Will this Very Pacifica quality of life appeal to
tourists visiting San Francisco on business or pleasure? Will they buy our marketing pitch to stay down
here on the coast to save a few dollars but remain relatively close to their big-city attractions, conferences,
and foodie venues? It’s a nice dream, and certainly one
worth pursuing: Please come to Pacifica, spend lots
of money, then go home, thank you very much. But
without major structural changes in our tax base, city
services, zoning, land use, etc., how can Pacifica realistically hope to survive? I don’t know the answers, but I
salute all the citizens and officials struggling to figure
out how to make Pacifica’s economy as sustainable as
its beautiful environment. Just remember, though, that
if we sacrifice our beautiful environment in pursuit of
the almighty dollar, we will kill our Golden Goose.

that was the first of many
moments that I have felt my
brother’s presence beside me.
Some time after this, I
asked Carol what Jim was doing on a helicopter. I know he
disliked flying, and I’d always
known him to be on boats. She
said that was his new assignment. My response was that
he’d been in the Coast Guard
over 20 years and couldn’t
he say he wanted to stay on
the boats? And Carol said
Jim was following orders. It
struck me once again that Jim
was a soldier, doing what was
expected of him, to protect
our country’s shores.
Because there would be
long periods of time between
seeing Jim, I sometimes feel
these nearly 18 years that
have passed is just another
long period of time between
visits. That is why it was difficult for me to do something
concrete to memorialize Jim,
but an opportunity presented
itself to place a bench on the
Pacifica Pier. Claudio with
Pacifica’s Public Works Department came through for
me and secured a location for
Jim’s bench facing the Farallones. Within Jim’s first year
in the Coast Guard, he was on
the Point Hayer’s small boat
one night when 15 foot swells
smashed it into the rocks at
the Farallones. He kept the
steering wheel the rest of his
life.
Most of us in Pacifica know
abut the lovely memorial area
in Vallemar. It’s beautiful, and
would have been a peaceful
area to place a bench for Jim.
But most of my brother’s life
was off our coasts, so a bench
for him just had to be on the
pier facing the Farallones.
Jim’s bench is a part of
Pacifica. It would be such a
tribute to him if any active or
retired military living here,
especially Coast Guard, would
spend a moment this Memorial Day at the bench bearing
his name.
This bench honors James
A. Pavini, a Senior Chief
Boson’s Mate in the United
States Coast Guard, but to
me, he will just always be my
brother.

And we’re also not really a
“coastal destination” but we could
be.
Here’s why.
Pacifica leaders with an eye toward marketing our community
have always focused on trying to
reach out to the Peninsula. For
example, the San Mateo County
Convention and Visitors Bureau.
I say, that’s the wrong approach.
It’s never worked for Pacifica.
Why? Because we are isolated.
When people from the Peninsula
want to visit the Coast they think
of Half Moon Bay, not Pacifica.
It’s basic geography. Think of
driving north on Highway 280.
First shot off 92 is Half Moon
Bay. Why would anyone drive
further north to go to Pacifica?
They wouldn’t and they don’t.
Once they get to Half Moon Bay,

ARIES - Mar 21/Apr 20
An agreement will be nullified before you even get started, Aries.
It is time to come up with a different plan of action if you want
better results.
TAURUS - Apr 21/May 21
Relationship woes have slowed you down, Taurus. It could take a
few days before you return to full speed. Delegate some of your
responsibilities, if necessary.
GEMINI - May 22/Jun 21
Gemini, you’re giving off so much creative energy that people
may flock to your side for the next several days. This newfound
celebrity could be an asset.
CANCER - Jun 22/Jul 22
Cancer, there is no easy way around something you need to get
done at work. Being scatterbrained this week may add to the
pressure of getting things done.
LEO - Jul 23/Aug 23
Leo, you have to ask a lot of questions to get to the root of a
problem that’s been bothering you. You have the personality to
get to the answers easily.
VIRGO - Aug 24/Sept 22
Virgo, an unexpected partnership could arise this week. While it
may be bumpy at the start, after a few days, the two of you will
have worked out all of the kinks.
LIBRA - Sept 23/Oct 23
Libra, after some busy months, you are ready for a vacation. This
well-deserved respite could be an elaborate trip to some place
exotic, if you should so choose.
SCORPIO - Oct 24/Nov 22
Scorpio, with so many creative ideas constantly whirling in your
head, it can sometimes be difficult zeroing in on one. Luckily
this week you will get things in order.
SAGITTARIUS - Nov 23/Dec 21
Sagittarius, avoid passing judgement on someone else close to
you. Listen to their problems and work with them to find a good
solution.
CAPRICORN - Dec 22/Jan 20
There’s no use procrastinating on something that needs to get
done this week, Capricorn. It will only prolong the amount of
time you have to worry about it.
AQUARIUS - Jan 21/Feb 18
Aquarius, patience and motivation is all you need to start tackling that to-do list. Finding a partner to help will make the work
go twice as fast.
PISCES - Feb 19/Mar 20
Pisces, others often look to you for inspiration. You will not disappoint this week when you offer some unique ideas.

Famous Birthdays
JUNE 3
Anderson Cooper, Reporter (45)

JUNE 7
Prince, Singer (54)

JUNE 4
Russell Brand, Actor (37)

JUNE 8
Kanye West, Singer (35)

JUNE 5
Mark Wahlberg, Actor (41)

JUNE 9
Johnny Depp, Actor (49)

JUNE 6
Staci Keanan, Actress (37)

why would they drive over Devil’s
Slide? For what?
Ok, maybe surfing. But that’s
not marketing. And it produces
no revenue for the city.
I grew up in Palo Alto and
never even heard of Pacifica. I
only knew the name Half Moon
Bay because our neighbor docked
a boat there. That tells you something.
Pacifica and all the coastal
communities are even more obscure for those driving up 101.
No, our best shot is hooking up
with San Francisco. With their
tourist and visitors’ organizations, with all the events such as
the America’s Cup which promises to be a huge tourist draw to
the Bay Area. San Francisco is
already a tourist destination so
nobody needs to work hard to sell
that city to tourists.

Battleground
As the History Channel premieres a new show about
the family feud between the Hatfields and McCoys,
let’s note the geography of the dueling clans’ uncivil war: the Mason-Dixon Line, named for British
surveyors Charles Mason and Jeremiah Dixon, who
marked the line between Pennsylvania and Maryland
(1773-1777), still the informal divide between North
and South, and once the line between the free states
and the slave states. Jeremiah Dixon’s name may be
the origin of the words Dixie and Dixieland.
Sesquipedalian
Horace (the Greek philosopher, not the Tribune
sports editor) coined the word “sesquipedalian” to describe polysyllabic words that seem to be a foot and a
half long, e.g., antidisestablishmentarianism (opposition to separation of church and state) and floccinaucinihilipilification (estimating worthlessness). Credit
to Ben Schott of miscellanies.info.
First, Do No Harm
Something to keep in mind as we enjoy wildlife in its
home, our “outdoors”: Just by being there, we add
stress to the environment. If there are a lot of us, it
can affect animals’ ability to survive, as they spend
more energy responding to false calls (from our sound
devices) or perceived danger (us being too close to
their nests or dens (primary habitat), resulting in
literally not enough energy to fend off real predators/
competition, etc. The American Birding Association
(aba.org) code of ethics makes this one of the first
guidelines: “avoid stressing birds or exposing them to
danger; exercise restraint and caution during observation, photography, sound recording, or filming.”
(Posted by Kathy Jana on PacificaRiptide.com)

But if Pacifica is serious about
getting some visitors, we need to
hook up and partner with those
marketing leaders to our north
and sell ourselves as “the place
people can come and stay overnight for a quiet evening or weekends” after attending some sort
of San Francisco event. Quiet seaside dinner, a hike after hours.”
Are you listening Pacifica
Chamber of Commerce Board of
Directors? I’m challenging you
all.
We can promote San Francisco
as a tourist town and they can
promote us as THE ideal getaway
San Francisco bedroom community just 15 minutes away where
their visitors can relax without
the hustle and bustle of the city.
And we can all benefit. That is,
if we’re serious.

Contradictanyms
Lou Shapiro liked my list of words with opposite
meanings. He sends along a couple of contradictanyms: stand fast vs. run fast, impose sanctions
(penalties) vs. grant sanctions (permissions). Lou
adds, “But my favorite contradictanym belongs
in a different category: cleave (split vs. adhere).
It belongs in a different category because it
is actually two different words, with different
etymologies. They just happen to be spelled and
pronounced the same way. Is there a term for
that? Homophonographs? Dihomonyms?
Homophonographic heteronyms?”
Early Warning
Every year the commercialization of Christmas
starts earlier than the year before. 2012’s first
breach of decency was in last Sunday’s newspaper coupons: Pillsbury Doughboy Glitter Ornaments from Danbury Mint. Let me be the first to
channel my Inner Scrooge: Bah, humbug!
Swami Sez
“If a man does not make new acquaintance as he
advances through life, he will soon find himself
alone. A man should keep his friendship in constant repair.” (Samuel Johnson)
Mayburritoville
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