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The neighborhood I grew up on is no longer the same. I remember everything about it 

and how fun it was to live there as a kid. I still have famila there to this day and presently live 

only three blocks away from my Grandparents house. My family moved to Oakland, California 

in 1962 and still lives on Mitchell St. I see a lot of differences on how the community has 

changed; especially the families and people who stay there now compared to when I was a kid. 

We all know that neighborhoods change as we get older, some for the better or worse. There are 

many reasons as to why my neighborhood is not the same anymore.  

I remember waking up and always hearing the next door neighbor's roosters crowing in 

the morning. It was a nice memory of that “good morning feeling” of waking up to a breakfast in 

my grandparents kitchen. Today, there are no more roosters crowing in the hood, not just 

because some of the families have moved out, but because of something else. The new people 

moving in call animal services on people with chickens, register complaints on families with 

dogs that bark; the very sounds that used to give the neighborhood mornings a sense of flavor if 

you ask me.  

I had a blast as a kid growing up on Mitchell St, playing football & baseball in the middle 

of street with other kids from around the neighborhood. We made the environment work, running 

around the neighborhood creeks building club houses in the creeks, having water gun and rock 

wars, playing hide and seek, riding bikes up and down the street with friends; the streets were 

full of kids having fun. These were the good old days. Now, when I go back to my Gramps 

house, I could stay outside for hours kicking back on the porch with my Family or homies, and 

would not see a kid in sight playing or riding a bike. I feel like these kids are way too into video 

games. Sadly, perhaps it is that parents nowadays are too scared to let their kids out to play and 

be outdoors with friends because of the violence they see on the news every day. 

Every city has its problems, especially those without youth recreational, education, and 

sports programs. We had one in the Fruitvale community when I was younger that helped us stay 

out of trouble. I don’t even see the ice cream trucks of my youth in the hood. There was an older 

Mexican man that came at 5pm every day to our street. He played a funny horn to let all the 

people know he arrived. He not only had ice cream, but all the Mexican candy you enjoyed as a 



kid. The memory of kids running out side with their Mom & Dad, me and my brothers running to 

ask my Gramps for a dollar or two. These days, the City of Oakland makes it hard for ice cream 

trucks and street vendors to run these small businesses, working class people just trying to make 

a living. The City is now ticketing poor folks that are selling goods or trying to make an honest 

living out here or make an extra buck to support their families.  

I remember as a youth walking up and down Mitchell St unafraid. Everyone knew us and 

even though we got into some trouble now and then as teens and some of the neighbors looked at 

us as crazy, they also said hello. It was commonplace for families having a party to invite us to 

come get something to eat or drink; we always gave them respect. It seemed all of the neighbors 

knew one another, looking out for each other’s homes and property. The best time was the 

summer time; opening up the fire hydrant on a really hot day to get wet and cool down. Some 

might say we were wasting water but to me, we were making a hot day go by fast and bringing a 

whole neighborhood together; the young, adults, even the elderly ladies coming out with buckets 

to water their gardens. When I was young it seem like there was a party every other day or just a 

few guys hanging out playing some Vicente Fernandez or Ramon Ayala after a long day of work 

with a few beers. Now, I feel like these new folks that are moving in are losing that sense of 

community and being a neighbor. 

Gentrification has stolen this community spirit and character. New residents like 

Hipsters, walk right past you and won’t say a thing. They make no effort to meet or get to know 

long-standing residents and extended families. My Famila is one of the last Chicano families that 

still live in the hood and it feels like I am getting pushed out my own Neighborhood. The 

Oakland Police Department has become very hostile towards the community, especially the 

Latino and black youth in Fruitvale. New restrictive laws such as Gang Injunctions give police a 

green light to harass and target Latino families and youth. STOP AND FRISK has replaced meet 

and greet in Oakland. I no longer feel welcome or like I am part of my own community at times. 

I am outraged they came up with these ‘bull-shit-ass laws.’ Unprecedented numbers of young 

people are failing or getting kicked out of school and going to jail, CYA, or ending up in prison. 

How is it that it becomes acceptable for the government to mistreat and discriminate against our 

people who are born and raised as Oakland-ers? Longtime residents no longer feel safe. 

Gentrification worsens daily. Houses are being bought up to raise property values, rents 

are skyrocketing, driving the working class family out of the neighborhood. They are forced to 



move to the suburbs and rural valleys where there is no work or livable wage jobs. Don't get me 

wrong there is a lot of families still here but these are the ones that have been here since the 

1940's & 50's who own their homes. Fruitvale still has Latino history and culture. When I was 

younger I was always happy to go down E14TH and Fruitvale for the Cinco de Mayo festival or 

Dia de Muertos festival every year. All Raza came out to celebrate culture, share community, 

and have some good food to enjoy. The festivals are not that BIG anymore and it certainly feels 

like all we are losing that Oakland Chicano Culture. 

I really don't go to the festivals anymore because I am a defendant on the Fruitvale Gang 

Injunction and feel like all eyes are on me when I go to the city, Cops make me feel like I am not 

part of the community that my family has been apart of for a generation. My home now makes 

me feel like an outcast. The Injunction makes it so I can't even walk down the street and greet a 

few homeboys I’ve known since childhood without worrying about these young cops harassing 

or stopping us for no reason.  

I know Oakland has its ups and downs just like every Inner City does, but when I’m 

walking down the street less worried about the gang's, drug dealers, and pimp's than I am about 

these rookie cops with itchy trigger fingers, something has gone wrong in my city and this 

country. Even though my Neighborhood is not the same as when I was kid, it's still my hood. I 

am going to be part of it and make it a better place, giving something back to my people who are 

still here living.  I am working to beautify the community with Chicano Murals and helping to 

guide and support the healthy development of our youngsters. I take walks just reminiscing on all 

the Family what has lived here, through the good, bad, and ugly times. Mitchell Street is home 

and will always be home to me no matter what. Oakland is and will stay home. I can never forget 

where I’m from. Now today is Sunday, about to spend time with famila on Mitchell St and 

barbecue it up en mi barrio. 

 


