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    Dedicated to my grandchildren


    Natalia, Paola, Spencer, and Holly, Eisenstadts all.


    At the end of the day I hope you will have great stories and no regrets.


    


  


  
    


    Foreword


    By Jim Belshaw


    By turns entertaining, informative, and insightful, this memoir by one of New Mexico’s most astute political veterans finds wisdom taking numerous forms, not the least of which is humor, which Pauline Eisenstadt tells us is a quality of great and lasting value. So let’s look at what may be my favorite moment in this marvelous memoir.


    The year was 2009. Pauline and her husband, Mel, had lived in Corrales since 1975. She held elective office for twelve years and had been involved in community affairs for more than thirty years. On a Sunday, she and Mel walked along the Rio Grande when they came upon a friend who was walking with another woman.


    Stopping to visit, Pauline’s friend introduced the woman, identifying Pauline by her full name—Pauline Eisenstadt.


    The woman paused a moment and said, “I know that name.”


    She mulled this over another moment and said, “You used to be somebody.”


    Indeed, she used to be somebody.


    She is the first woman to have served in both the New Mexico House and Senate. Those years saw her working with four governors—two Democrats: Bruce King and Toney Anaya; and two Republicans: Garrey Carruthers and Gary Johnson.


    In the House and Senate, she served with some of the most memorable names in New Mexico political history—Manny Aragon, Raymond Sanchez, Max Coll, and a host of others who need little or no introduction to those who follow New Mexico politics closely or do nothing more than give the front page of a newspaper a cursory glance. She was not only witness to a great deal of New Mexico’s political history, she was an active participant. She, in fact, made much of that history herself.


    Pauline Eisenstadt shares a wealth of experience and knowledge in this book. On one level, it is a good read, engaging and lively, but it goes well beyond that level and into another that is marked by understanding and good judgment about where we have been and where we might go. While politics certainly play a major role in her look back over thirty years of community service, she instructs us in the art of governance, as well.


    She begins each chapter with an epigraph from various historical figures to set the tone of the chapter. One stands out to me as setting the tone for the entire book as well as her long career. It comes from Vaclav Havel, former president of the Czech Republic: “Genuine politics is simply a matter of serving those around us: serving the community and serving those who will come after us. Its deepest roots are moral because it is a responsibility expressed through action to and for the whole.”


    Early on, she says it is her hope that this memoir will be of value to young people with political aspirations and that it will provide insight into how the system works or doesn’t work in Santa Fe. She hopes the book will inspire people to become involved in their communities and to ensure that their leaders do their jobs with “honesty, integrity and always leavened with good humor.” It succeeds in these and all the other goals she has set for herself in this memoir.


    I have already mentioned one of those moments of good humor. There are more. There is the lesson learned on the House floor about how one might see a bill defeated simply by answering a call from Mother Nature at the wrong time.


    She speaks of the moment in the Senate when Manny Aragon came to her to enlist help with two of his projects. The paper he held in his hand had three columns. Two came under headings identifying the projects. The third identified those people who had earned a spot on a particular kind of list he thought it best to avoid.


    There is the lunch in Washington with Representative Harold “Mud” Runnels, who upon hearing that she opposes his stand on energy issues, inquires as to whether she is a “socialist.” This is followed by a lunch hour lecture replete with graphs, charts, and notes scribbled on paper place mats.


    The book is full of such moments. Pauline brings us to the floor of the House or Senate where we can see with intimacy and clarity how the governmental machinery operates—or doesn’t. She takes us into the meeting rooms where much of the legislative work is done. We walk with her during campaigns, knocking on doors, compiling the nuts and bolts of a political campaign, the small details that will make the difference between victory and defeat.


    Sound judgment makes appearances where one might not expect to find it—a flight of sandhill cranes, perhaps.


    Reflecting on the dangers of power being concentrated in the hands of a few for too long, she came to believe that over the long haul it was best to see some of kind of rotation in that power so it was diffused instead of remaining in the same hands. She found herself thinking about this one day at home as she looked skyward and saw the familiar V-formation of migrating cranes overhead. She asked a biologist friend how the cranes chose a leader for those long flights every year.


    She tells us: “He said they rotate the position because it is too hard on the leader to be in front too long. I have often thought the cranes have something to teach us about leadership and the need for change.”


    Like the cranes, Pauline Eisenstadt has something to teach us. She succeeds admirably.


    

  


  
    Preface


    During my dozen years in the New Mexico state legislature I have served with four governors and recent research has revealed that I am the first woman to have served in both the House and the Senate. That puts a smile on my face and reminds me of the honor I have had to serve as an elected official in our wonderful state of New Mexico, my chosen home.


    It seems appropriate to begin this memoir with the assembling of the legislature in Santa Fe for the opening day of the legislative session. At the beginning of each session we would all assemble in the chamber of the House of Representatives to hear the State of the State address delivered by the governor in front of a packed chamber and gallery.


    Opening day is the third Tuesday in January as established by the constitution, and there is a buzz in the air and usually it’s very cold outside. The guests on the podium always include former governors, lieutenant governors, former legislators, former judges, present Supreme Court judges, and other dignitaries. The introductions are read by the clerk of the House and everyone is greeted with a round of applause. It resembles a big family reunion with lots of hugs and handshakes, and hopes are high for great accomplishments to follow in the legislative session that is beginning.


    After all the stress and tension of the campaigns, this is a welcome beginning of a new session. All of the legislators had our families and friends sitting with us, and I would arrange for some of us to gather for lunch after all the speeches were finished. There was a lot of politicking, because it was our job to line up votes and support for our legislative issues. It is delightful to remember these days of hopeful beginnings, full of excitement and good cheer.


    The governors’ speeches would describe their key issues, their hopes for the session, and the ways they hoped to help New Mexicans have full and successful lives. These differed considerably as their attitudes toward the role of government were different.


    Now, as I sit at my computer writing this memoir it is December 2009, and I am spending my time living in the past and trying to re-create the events in my life that led me on this journey that has put me in the New Mexico House of Representatives and the New Mexico State Senate for a significant part of my life.


    The definition of memoir that I like best is from the author Gabriel García Márquez. I have paraphrased his comments from Spanish: “Life is not what you lived, but what you remember and how you remember it.”


    As this memoir unfolds, I hope it will be of value to young people with political aspirations, provide some political insights about how the system works or doesn’t work in Santa Fe, and inspire others to get involved and try to make sure that our leaders are doing their jobs with honesty, integrity, and always leavened with good humor.
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    Introduction


    One generation plants the trees; another gets the shade.


    —Chinese proverb


    New Mexico is my home, and I have learned to appreciate so much about it. I love the diversity of the people and the landscape. We arrived here in 1973 so that my husband Mel could attend the University of New Mexico Law School, and my journey in the life of New Mexico public service and politics began.


    We came here after living in Puerto Rico for three years, where my husband was a professor of engineering and I took care of our young sons and taught a few classes in English as a second language. We loved the island and its people, and we made some lifelong friends there as well as confirming our need to be near an ocean or water for parts of our lives. Our experience in Puerto Rico, with a Hispanic culture, prepared us only somewhat for our new home in New Mexico. The major similarity was the language, but the food, history, and culture of New Mexico are more similar to Mexico. However, one of the best things to come from our time in Puerto Rico was the comfort it provided for our sons in a different culture and language. Todd learned Spanish before he could read in English, and he was helping us maneuver in the language by the time he was in first grade. It was no surprise that he selected a wonderful woman named Mireya Solis from Mexico to marry. They live in Bethesda, Maryland, today.


    Our son Keith joined the Peace Corps after college and spent time in a village in Paraguay, teaching in the high school and learning the language of Guaraní. Keith married an equally wonderful woman named Kristy Pilgrim, and they live in Missoula, Montana; I don’t think he speaks much Guaraní there.


    On arrival in New Mexico, we lived in Hoffmantown, near Indian School Road, for two years while my husband went to law school and I worked part time at the University of New Mexico for the Institute of Social Research on an education project. Three afternoons a week I tutored minority students for the Title 9 program. This was a very busy time for our little family, but we learned a lot about Albuquerque and New Mexico.


    After our marriage in 1960 in Miami Beach, Florida, we went to live in Tucson, Arizona, where my husband earned his PhD in mechanical engineering and I earned a master’s degree in social sciences in education. I worked as a social worker our first year and taught high school during our last years there. There are some similarities between Tucson and Albuquerque, and we acquired our affection for chile and the Hispanic culture in Tucson. I taught at Pueblo High School, with students who were from families that had been in my caseload from the welfare department. I learned compassion and understanding of how difficult it was for some children to concentrate on school work when they didn’t have enough to eat and were sleeping with two others in the same bed at home.


    I am optimistic by nature and temperament, and I’m always willing to try something new. That aspect of my personality enabled me to adapt and adjust to our new surroundings and also helped me look at the big picture wherever we located during our early years.


    In 1965 the University of California, Santa Barbara, hired my husband to teach in the Department of Mechanical Engineering, and we spent five years there. Both of our sons were born there, and after staying home with our first son, I realized that I needed to utilize my education and took a part-time job at the University of California working for a group of psychologists. At the same time, I read Betty Friedan’s book entitled The Feminine Mystique, and it led me to think differently about my role and my future. In my generation, women were expected to stay home and raise the children. My friends in California were all educated, had worked, and were now home with the children. Once the kids were in school they all began to work again, as did I.


    A memoir conveys memories of a part of your life, and this one will focus on my public service and political career. However, it seems to me that it would be of interest to understand my career, so journey with me to my origins. That will take me back to another part of my life in Florida, where my family moved when I was ten months old. My mother and father, Anne and Morris Bauman, moved to Florida from New York, with my beloved older sister, Marilyn and myself.


    Growing up in Miami Beach, Florida, in the 1940s and 1950s has left me with lots of wonderful memories. My sister Marilyn (later Mickey) and I went to Central Beach Elementary School, Ida M. Fisher Junior High, and Miami Beach Senior High School, which were always within walking or bicycling distance of our home. We were also always within walking distance of the beach, and we often spent the weekends meeting with friends all day long on our special “hangout beaches” of Fourteenth Street or Forty-first Street. My sister was three and a half years older, so she always had to take me with her when we were young, and I expect she tired of that. But she didn’t complain, and as we got older we became best friends. We return to Florida yearly to visit my sister and her husband Sid Greenspan. They now live in Ft. Lauderdale as does their daughter, Sherra Payne, and her family. My other niece, Laurel Kaufer, and her family live in Los Angeles, California.


    I always return to visit Miami Beach. However, it is now the home of the Art Deco revival and the area has become a magnet for very wealthy people living in high rise condos from all over the world. We loved growing up there, but we had no idea that the architecture of the hotels was so special or that it would one day become such an exclusive place to live.


    [image: Eisenstadt_Fig1.01.jpg]


    Pauline Bauman Eisenstadt, two and a half years old.
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    Marilyn Bauman Greenspan, four years old; Pauline Bauman Eisenstadt, one and a half years old.
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    Pauline—high school graduation, 1956.
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    My sister’s engagement party with my father, Morris Bauman, and myself, 1957.
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    Graduation at the University of Florida, 1960.
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    Graduation, with my father wearing my cap and gown, with my mother Anne Bauman.


    [image: Eisenstadt_Fig1.07.jpg]


    Mel and I at our wedding at the Eden Roc Hotel in Miami Beach, Florida, 1960. Courtesy of Werner Kahn Studio.
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    Pauline, mother Anne, and sister Mickey in Corrales, New Mexico, 1975.
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    Sons Keith, eight years old, and Todd, eleven and a half years old. Corrales, New Mexico, 1978.


    Our schools were all attached in one building and I went to school with the same friends from kindergarten through high school. My high school was later moved as the population had moved farther north, but the elementary school is still there, and we’ve visited it on our most recent trip. Miami Beach Senior High School Alumni Association established a hall of fame, and I was inducted in 2000, the second year of its existence. It is interesting that Mark Medoff, the playwright, who was a professor at New Mexico State University, was inducted the same year as I was. We went to the same Miami Beach Senior High School; he graduated a few years after I did. Also, that same year Andy Garcia, the actor, was inducted and two members and friends were inducted a year earlier: Robert Rubin, President Clinton’s secretary of the treasury, and Skip Bertman, winning baseball coach for Louisiana State University. My high school had a very high percentage of graduates that went to college, about 85 percent.


    In 1960 I went to the University of Florida in Gainesville and really enjoyed the comprehensive courses, or “C courses,” of the first two years, which required that everyone take sciences, math or logic, English, humanities, art, and music before you went on to your major classes. My husband was an engineering student but he took all of the C classes too, and we both think that it was a wonderful way to be exposed to a lot of information and ideas that have lasted us a lifetime. I liked history, biology, geology, philosophy, economics, and humanities classes.


    I had a good time at college. My sister was there my first year and she was a founder of a sorority, Delta Phi Epsilon, and so I followed in her footsteps again and joined the sorority.


    The Gator football team at the University of Florida was always a big attraction, as were the parties afterward. I was a good athlete in junior high school intramural sports, but when I got to high school there were no competitive sports for girls and we were expected to become cheerleaders. Fortunately, that changed when Congresswoman Patsy Mink of Hawaii required that women’s sports be established at universities for them to receive federal funds. I have noticed that there are many girls’ teams now that compete in basketball, softball, volleyball, swimming, and gymnastics at the high school and the university levels. Such sports were not available in my generation, and I’m so glad they are for my granddaughter’s generation.


    I graduated in 1960 with a bachelor of education in social sciences, married Mel, and we moved to Tucson, Arizona, where we both went to graduate school. I worked during the day, teaching high school, and went to the University of Arizona at night for two years and graduated with a master’s degree in social sciences. I was pregnant with our first son when we relocated to Santa Barbara, California, when Mel was hired by the University of California to teach in the mechanical engineering department.


    A lot of my drive and ambition came from my parents. They were very hard workers and lived the American dream of immigrants achieving success in the United States. My parents worked hard, without having a higher education, by using their intelligence and energy. Like farmers and ranchers on the frontier of New Mexico, they survived by sweat and wit. They used the skills they had and started with a small sandwich shop and graduated to small apartment hotels in Miami and later Miami Beach. During World War II there was a lot of business activity in South Florida. My parents succeeded with a great deal of energy, hard work, honesty, and integrity, and they instilled this in my sister and me. They also expected us to do well and make a contribution to the larger community.


    They also instilled a lot of confidence in us. My mother always told me that I could achieve anything I was prepared to do; she thought I could become the president of the United States. This, of course, was an exaggeration, but my mother was so proud when she attended the opening session of my second year at the House of Representatives. Children need lots of encouragement and love to grow into productive members of our society, and I always had a lot of both.


    I have a strong sense of social justice and concern for equal opportunity for all that I received from my parents and our Reform Judaism religious background. I introduced and passed legislation concerning hate crimes in the New Mexico Senate and House that was vetoed by Governor Gary Johnson. This legislation was passed under Governor Bill Richardson, after I had retired in the year 2000.


    I am no longer the same person I was when I first entered the public service arena in 1977. My memories may be different than others of the same incident, and of course, time does cloud the clarity of the past. I have one little story to tell that will conclude this introduction. We have lived in Corrales, New Mexico, a little village northwest of Albuquerque near the Rio Grande, since 1975. I’ve held elective office for a dozen years and been involved in the community for more than thirty years. One Sunday in September 2009, my husband and I were walking on the ditch bank of the river, when a friend came by, and we stopped to visit. She introduced me to her friend as Pauline Eisenstadt. The friend paused and said, “I know that name,” and then she paused again and said, “You used to be somebody.” With that comment and a smile of humility, I will begin my memoir.

  


  
    Chapter One: The Changing Role of Women


    Life shrinks or expands in proportion to one’s courage.


    —Anaïs Nin


    The women’s movement was born of the broader civil rights movement but it did not become the focus until later. The 1960s and 1970s, when the social conscience of many of my generation matured, was a time of turmoil in the United States on university campuses with the student population, particularly because of the war in Vietnam. Sex, drugs, and rock and roll seem to be the chapter heading for some, and they not only divided our country, but they also changed the norm for behavior in our generation. I was born in December 1938, just before the baby boom, after the depression was coming to an end and World War II was beginning. Lives were in upheaval, with the men at war leaving the women to take over jobs in industry, government, farms, and ranches. Once the women of our parents’ generation took over and learned that they could do the work, they were not as content staying at home and in the kitchen anymore.


    Our sons were born in Santa Barbara, California, in 1965 and 1969, and I had joined the American Association of University Women and the League of Women Voters, both active groups for women interested in studying the issues of importance for our communities and our country. The time was full of conflict as the students on the campus of the University of California, where Mel was teaching engineering, protested the war and got arrested. The student area of Isla Vista was under a curfew, and one night we got a call from our babysitter, who had been jailed as a protester and released in the middle of the night. Since her friends lived in Isla Vista, they could not leave to pick her up. Mel went to pick her up, and in the morning we had four students sleeping on our floor. Todd was three years old, and as he stepped over their bodies on his way to watch Captain Kangaroo, he asked, “Who are these people?” We were also conflicted about the war in Vietnam and upset when we received a note from Todd’s preschool saying that if the preschool at the Presbyterian Church was teargassed we could pick him up at an alternative location. It was time to find a quieter place to live. Mel had gone to graduate school with two friends from Puerto Rico, and they had always asked him to come to Puerto Rico and teach engineering at the University of Puerto Rico in Mayaguez.


    Puerto Rico has a Hispanic culture, and the role of women was different than on the mainland. We were referred to as “Continentals” because we were not native Puerto Ricans and that always set us apart. While living in a different culture the values of your own culture are magnified. The role of women and men and the relationship to the society was quite different in the Latin society. I attended a consciousness raising group, composed of other Continental women, and we discussed the issues of the women’s movement that were being discussed simultaneously in small groups all over the United States.


    These issues are still current but tremendous changes have taken place. Women now have a better opportunity to get into professional schools such as law school and medical school, receive equal pay for equal work, and not just running other people’s campaigns but actually running for office, as I did. The young women of today do not describe themselves as feminists, because the term brings up the idea of “bra burners” and angry women from my generation. I was and am a feminist. The term to me means that women should be able to sit in any chair of leadership in politics, education, business, government, or at home, if they wish and are qualified. A woman should not be prohibited from achieving her highest goal because of her gender.


    This is my hope for my three granddaughters and all of the other young women in our state, country, and the world.


    When we arrived in New Mexico, I got two jobs and started to think about the changing roles of women. I asked Barbara Allender, who I had met at the Albuquerque League of Women Voters, if she would join me in preparing a grant for the New Mexico Humanities Council to organize forums on the “Changing Role of Women” around New Mexico. This began my understanding of the different parts of our state as we received a small grant and staged forums in about five locations, including Taos, Farmington, and Albuquerque, and a couple of others. This was 1974, and we found that there was a great deal of interest in the changing role of women among women all around the state. This was the same year that the Equal Rights Amendment was being debated in the state legislature of New Mexico. I recall going to the capitol to advocate for this along with many female lawyers, judges, students, working women, and many men. The Equal Rights Amendment vote was a very close vote in New Mexico, but it passed. I noticed that there were very few women in the seats of power who had the vote on this issue. This is the perfect example of why we need more women in elective office, because it makes a big difference in all of our lives to have women sitting at the table.


    Years later, while I was sitting at my seat on the floor of the New Mexico State Senate, one of my friends on the floor of the Senate came over and congratulated me. I asked him why and he said “because you are the first and only woman to serve in both the House of Representatives and the Senate.” That was in 1999, and we were all given a copy of a booklet called “New Mexico Women Legislators from 1923 to 1999” written by Dan D. Chavez and printed by the New Mexico Legislative Council Service for the purpose of historical legislative research. It didn’t seem like much at the time, but I guess everyone likes to be a game changer because it opens up new possibilities for others. It provides an example for others to also follow if they wish.


    My friend, Linda Lovejoy, served with me in the House and now she is also in the Senate, so I am not the only one to serve in both houses anymore, just the first. The Senate was more fun for me, and I will discuss this later, but doing both gave me a better understanding of how it all works for the state of New Mexico.


    The 1911 constitution gave New Mexico women the right to vote and run for only three offices: school board member, county school superintendent, and school director. After the adoption of the women’s suffrage amendment to the U.S. Constitution in 1920, all American women were given the right to vote for all elective offices, but the amendment did not give women the right to run for all public offices.


    Women did not have the right to run for all public offices in New Mexico until an amendment to Section 2 of Article VII of the state constitution was ratified by the New Mexico voters in the special election of September 20, 1921.The vote tally was 26,744 votes for the amendment and 19,751 votes against the amendment. The vote was not an overwhelming endorsement for change, but changes in cultural patterns and behavior are always difficult and cause a “close vote.”


    The first woman legislator and woman state representative was Bertha M. Paxton, Democrat, who served one two-year term from 1923 to 1924, representing Doña Ana County. The first woman elected to the state Senate, Louise Holland Coe, Democrat, was first elected in 1924. Senator Coe served from 1925 to 1940 from Lincoln and Otero counties, Socorro County, and Torrance County. She is the only woman to date who has held the position of president pro tempore. She tried in 1940 to be the Democratic Party nominee for the U.S. House of Representatives but was not selected. After Coe’s term ended in 1940, no woman served in the state Senate until 1965.


    I wish I could have met these first women who were willing to integrate our political system and change the world in Santa Fe. We do indeed stand on the shoulders of these early women and walk in their skirts, because they created a new path for all of us to try to make better policy decisions that includes both genders and all the diverse population groups in New Mexico.


    

  


  
    Chapter Two: Back to School


    Do not go where the path may lead. Go instead where there is no path and leave a trail.


    —Ralph Waldo Emerson


    In 1976, we were living in Corrales, New Mexico, a rural village on the Rio Grande, twenty miles from Albuquerque. Our sons were in elementary school and I was ready for a new adventure. I was involved in our family business of investing and managing property but that enabled me to have time to do other activities. In our family when there was a transition or a fork in the road, we usually picked education as the new direction to follow. My new adventure would be going back to graduate school to study at the University of New Mexico for a doctorate in American Studies. My plan was an interdisciplinary course in sociology, English, and anthropology focusing on community studies. As I was an older graduate student of thirty-four years, I knew what I wanted to focus on in my studies and research. I began taking classes in the areas I was interested in studying. I did well and finished my coursework and language requirement, and then I needed a professor who would guide my dissertation research in this interdisciplinary field of community studies.


    I had begun my research and was using the Village of Corrales as my study area. I researched the Private Land Claims Court Case of 1892, did an analysis of the 1870 federal census data of Corrales, and utilized data from an unpublished dissertation written by Paul Alfred Francis Walter Jr. in 1938. The major portion of the research consisted of oral histories obtained by interviewing descendants of the Spanish, Italian, and French families that adapted to the Spanish culture, and the latest Anglo, English-speaking arrivals to Corrales. I felt that it was important to capture the essence of this community through the voices of the “old-timers” in Corrales.


    In the early times, a few relatively wealthy ranchers controlled the bulk of the Spanish land base. For instance, Captain Juan Gonzalez, who played the role of patron, or boss, for the community, probably ran large herds of sheep and cattle on the range land in 1712.


    Margaret Mead points out that the patrons achieved leadership through financial status, knowledge of the outside world, or personal power. She records that in the more eastern villages of New Mexico, where there were no glaring inequalities of wealth, the patron principle was less clear. Mead states, “Throughout the structure of Spanish American society in New Mexico, authority and responsibility for leadership, power and obligation for dependents tends to focus on one person. There are no voluntary associations here, with elected leaders. Society is characterized by already present units: the paternalistic kinship group, the village with which it may prove to be coextensive. Within this, in the appropriate position, the patron rises in authority.”


    After the annexation of New Mexico by the United States, the patron became also a “jefe politico,” or political boss, who could unfailingly deliver the county or precinct vote.


    In my research I interviewed the people living in Corrales, finding out about the rhythm of their lives. The occurrences of great events in the world, such as world wars, were found beside the planting of apple orchards, important to the community of Corrales. This is the irony and the reality of living in small communities; a paved road has as much effect on that community as a larger world event. In small rural communities, such as Corrales, in the past there were “Dias de Mas” and “Dias de Menos,” days of plenty and days of want. Life was dependent on farming and its seasonal cycle.


    The evidence indicates that this is no longer true. Corrales has integrated with the larger community of Albuquerque, and it appears as if it will continue to change in that direction in the future, as the land value for residences has made it unprofitable to farm.


    This research was concluded in 1977 and self-published in 1980 by Cottonwood Printing. The title is Corrales, Portrait of a Changing Village by Pauline Eisenstadt and illustrated by Lillian Kellogg. The book is a small glimpse into the village up to the time it was published and it is still quite popular, having gone through three printings.


    With the Corrales Historical Society, a Corrales friend, Mary P. Davis, has just published a book called Images of America, Corrales (Arcadia Publishing, 2010) that is a collection of photographs depicting the old families and the lives they lived, which provides a great addition to our historic knowledge of Corrales.


    When my classwork was finished, I began to realize that I enjoyed being out in the community and interacting with people, learning from them and working with them. I did not achieve my goal of a doctorate as I was losing interest in completing the dissertation. I wanted to be more involved in the actions of our community and have an input in the outcome of policy decisions. The life of an academic seemed less appealing to me, and I moved on with the next phase of my life.


    I had learned a great deal about the Hispanic culture and how it functioned in little communities all over the state of New Mexico, and I began to understand the pattern of leadership, referred to as the “patron system.” This became valuable to me as a politician and community volunteer and helped me understand how the legislature functioned on the Democratic side of the aisle.


    There were a lot more Hispanics than Anglos in the Democratic Party in the House of Representatives and the Senate during my tenure from the 1980s through the 1990s. I was the only Anglo woman when I chaired the caucus for the Democrats in the House of Representatives, and I understood the leadership patterns better because of my research and study of small Hispanic communities in New Mexico.


    

  


  
    Chapter Three: How I Got into Politics


    Think big and your deeds grow;


    Think small and you’ll fall behind;


    Think that you can and you will—


    It’s all in the state of mind.


    —Walter Wintle


    My political career in New Mexico began with a consumer group I helped start in 1977 called Energy Consumers of New Mexico. The impetus for the group was the rising cost of heating oil for low-income people, seniors, and farmers pumping with natural gas for irrigation, and businesses that used quantities of natural gas. The cost was skyrocketing, and our group was formed to lobby the legislature to put a cap on the price charged for natural gas by the utility company. I worked part time as director, and Pat White, a friend from the League of Women Voters who had studied energy, was assistant director. We would arrive at the capitol in Santa Fe, sometimes with citizen volunteers, and lobby the legislature. I remember walking around the Roundhouse with Reverend F. W. Wells, an African American Baptist minister from Hobbs, who was an activist for his people on utility issues, and Johnny Thomas, a farmer from Estancia Valley, who also had a PhD in agriculture. It must have been a sight to see because we were such novices, and so sincere and so eager to talk to the people in legislature we thought could help us.


    Attorney General Toney Anaya became our ally. He told us he was also concerned about the people of the state and their inability to pay their bills for heating during the winter. There were a number of legislators who also were willing to help our efforts. I learned later in my career that the real conflict for a gas-producing state, like New Mexico, is that the state budget benefits from higher prices for natural gas while the citizens of the state pay higher costs for their usage. The solution in these kinds of problems is usually a balance between the two, which necessitates advocates on each side to create the balance. We promoted the consumer advocate side and did a lot of public awareness through free media, interviews, press conferences, and meetings. We had some success and then we moved in a new direction suggested to me by former state senator and gubernatorial candidate Fabian Chavez. He said, “Pauline, go over to the Public Utility Commission and intervene in the utility cases.” We began to focus on these issues, but that required money to pay lawyers to intervene in the cases. My role became that of marketing and development director, and grant getter in Washington.


    Suzann Owings became my assistant director. We had met at the University of New Mexico in graduate school, and she was a talented person who helped a lot as the change in direction for Energy Consumers occurred. Susan Williams wrote a grant proposal that provided funding during the last year of Energy Consumers. My last assistant was a capable person, the late Ellen Feder Roth. She went on to teach elementary school for twenty-five years.


    By 1983 it became time to select new leadership for Energy Consumers of New Mexico, and we selected Danice Picraux to be the next director. Danice Picraux is now a member of the House of Representatives of New Mexico and has had a long distinguished career since our days as early consumer advocates.


    During my tenure with Energy Consumers of New Mexico our lawyers helped on cases at the Utility Commission, and they made a difference in the outcome of many cases benefiting the consumers. Noelle L’Homedieu wrote the brief that enabled the commission to take Public Service Company’s Lear Jet airplane out of the rate base. It was not a legitimate cost for the ratepayers, and we all knew and understood that. Sudeen Kelly wrote consumer protection guidelines for the commission that provided direction for the rights of the ratepayers about things such as cutoff timetables, budgeting payments to prevent cutoffs of utility service, and other issues regarding proper procedures for the utilities and consumers to function with each other.


    Mel Eisenstadt and Steve Schoen, as well as our two lawyers mentioned above, entered into the rate cases representing the consumer side of the equation. The team of lawyers working in the attorney general’s Office of Consumer Affairs was also effective, and there were others representing Kirtland Air Force Base, a big user of gas and electricity, and large industrial users. All of these groups would work together in the first phase of the case, which was concerned with how much money the utility would make. Phase 2 was about the rate to be paid by each consumer group, and the groups would then split into residential and large business users to compete with each other in the case. The commission had to split the baby, so to speak, using the wisdom of King Solomon to decide how to fairly allocate costs to each group.


    These are difficult decisions and fortunately the commission had thoughtful members that were appointed by governors Apodaca and King. The chairman was “Dickie” Montoya, and members Eileen Grevey (later Hillson) and Gary Blakely. The executive director was David Cohen, a good lawyer with calm temperament. He provided direction to the staff. Energy Consumers participated in cases on behalf of the consumers, and it was a very lively time and place for all of us. Looking back, I realize how difficult these decisions were, but how important it was for us to be there and present the consumer side.


    During this time I was appointed as a member of the Consumer Advisory Committee of the now defunct Federal Energy Administration by Jack O’Leary, the deputy director who had worked in New Mexico as the secretary of energy and natural resources for Governor Apodaca.
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