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“YOUNG BLOOD IN POLITICS”
Alvin T. Claridades

[At a young age, the author ran and was elected as municipal councilor of the Sangguniang Bayan ng Obando in Bulacan and served as such from 1992 to 1995. 

As a member the first Sanggunian convened under the Local Government Code of 1991, the author helped draft and sponsor its internal rules of procedure and initiated strict observance by members of the council of the time-honored parliamentary rules of order and decorum. 

However, young and idealistic as he was, the activist in him got him disheveled into many political tussles that made him vulnerable to threats of all kinds. More disillusioned than petrified, he hung up his “political gloves” for good after his term was over in June 1995. 
He wrote this essay right after his early retirement from politics in recollection of his electoral experiences.]


“A successful politician is one who finds out where the public is going, takes a short cut across the field to get there ahead of them, and then makes them think he is leading the way.” – QUOTE

My first (and probably last) crack at politics was way back in 1992 when I was a young man in his twenties. No, it was not the way I planned it to be. Never in my wildest dreams did I picture myself entering what I considered then as “the magulo at masalimuot na daigdig ng pulitika.” 
Actually, it was my father who sweet-talked me into running for public office. At first, I was kind of shocked and dumbfounded! For, of all people, parents are usually the least expected to prod, nay, encourage their offspring to enter politics.

My father explained, however, that it was he who was originally picked by party leaders to run for a seat in the municipal council of Obando representing our barangay. But he politely declined the nomination saying that he didn’t have the attributes that would a good politician make. Instead, he referred them to my uncle who likewise nixed the offer as swiftly as it was made to him. 
And finally, unable to come up with a would-be candidate from our clan, all of them consented and “conspired” to send me to the “gallows” without my knowing it.

It was not really a bitter pill I was forced to swallow. I had actually begun to develop a liking for politics, or at least the glittery side of it, when I co-founded and edited a community newspaper Pahayagang Obando through which I had the occasion to feel the pulse of the ”masa”, rub elbows with the “sosi”, and have a sway on the thinking of local political honchos. 

But, mind you, seeing myself as being immersed into the murky waters of politics was farthest from my mind at that time and the decision I made was not an altogether easy one for me considering that I had not had any preparation for it, be it physical, psychological, or financial. 
Besides, I had barely 3 weeks before the kickoff of the campaign to psyche myself up for the big battle ahead.

My fellow employees at the Department of Public Works and Highways where I had worked as a budding civil engineer since 1988 were astounded by my decision to abruptly cut short a promising career in government service in favor of a stint in politics. It was a big puzzle to them that I would give up my job for the sake of my “political ambition” which none of them, not even my closest friends, ever thought I had.

I knew deep within me that they were not mistaken in their thoughts but then who among them would believe me if I told them so? Kung alam lang nila!
And so I climbed up the political arena with nary a penny nor a name to prop up my candidacy. All I had was plain guts, dogged determination, and the idealism of youth to aid me in my bid. 
I thought that, if I had been armed with less than these weapons, I would be doomed to the dustbin of political oblivion from the very start.

No sooner than I had plunged into the thick of the political tussle did I come to realize that while money is not everything in aspiring for public office, it is nonetheless one of the things needed to carry out a decent and fairly respectable campaign. 
It also slowly dawned on me that I could not go on just getting myself tugged along by my party mates in their sorties if I ever hope to be identified by the electorate. I had to launch my own political offensive, or face the bitter consequence.

But how in the world could I do it with my very meager resources? Our party, Lakas-NUCD, which was a newly organized party at that time, could not be of any help to me as its local chapter was also scrimping for much-needed funds. 
True, there were pledges of support from friends, kumpares, relatives and other supporters, but some of them came in trickles, some never came to fruition, while those actually realized were simply not enough to tide me over during those barnstorming days.

Just imagine the bulk of solicitation letters each candidate had been receiving each day. They ranged from requests for trophies, basketballs, volleyballs, dart boards, paints, wooden bridges, filling materials, medicines, raffle tickets, abuloy sa patay, pamasahe, pambili ng bigas at ulam, and, would you believe, pangmatrikula? 
These did not yet include pakimkims and gifts for standing as sponsor in baptismals and weddings and in debuts and house-warmings which are held all too often during the election season. 
Suddenly, the aspirants were swarmed by invitations to birthdays and mini caucuses that usually meant shelling out a sum for inumin, pulutan, and even packs of yosi.
I remember quite vividly that I was the only candidate then who went around town on board a rickety tricycle driven by my brother and which was lent to me by my uncle. On it were hung several framed campaign streamers made out of katsa (sack cloth) procured by my father from the bakery and which he himself spray-painted with my name. 
It went around playing my campaign jingle on a non-stop basis through 2 loudspeakers mounted on top of it and a borrowed amplifier and car battery. It was a hit, I tell you, judging from the image it created of me in the minds of the lowly voters and the bandwagon effect it made on the young. 
In so short a time, my name became an instant fixture in many households.

Aside from being financially distressed, I was the youngest and most inexperienced council hopeful in a large field composed of thirty-five aspirants. As such, I had to find ways to bridge the gap between myself and the many of the older generation of voters in our town who in their lifetime have not voted into office a candidate as young and greenhorn as I was. 
Fortunately, I was able to exploit the situation by appealing to the voters’ sympathetic hearts, as would a child do to his doting parents, by way of speeches paying special homage to these people and through simple yet heart-warming gestures that showed respect and admiration for them.

And dspite my handicap, or because of it, I was able to maximize my effort, time, and available resources to shore up and fortify my campaign thrust. It was these pockets of challenges that extracted the best in me, enabling me to make the most of every little opportunity that came my way. 
The day-to-day hitches and difficulties I was made to undergo through those 45 grueling days and nights that I was on the road made me all the more ardent in my craving to bring home the bacon.

But the one thing that really inspired me to toil harder and with greater zeal in my campaign drive was the cordial reception and welcome accorded me by many of my kababayan. 
In every whistle-stop, cheery faces, warm handshakes, and kind, morale-boosting words greeted me no end. 
Kids tailed me at every stop and many young ladies were “apparently thrilled” by my presence (or so I thought). Not that I was muy simpatico then but that I happened to be the youngest in the batch and was probably mistaken for a bachelor.
And the elders never failed to prod me with their encouragements and parental counsel.

Of course, another wellspring of inspiration was the members of my family who did thier part in aiding the cause of my candidacy by going out of their way to circulate my campaign materials and do their house-to-house forays. 

I remember one instance when a lady approached me to relate how deeply moved and impressed she was by our then little boy (who later became an elected municipal councilor himself) who she said yanked her out of her siesta, handed her my leaflet and, in a cherubic face, casually told her: “Iboto po ninyo ang tatay ko.”
Well, what followed was history. I won in the election and placed next to the top. My children were not stymied in their young hope and dream for their father. 
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And those who, with my dear dad plotted to set me up for a political battle were sure glad that their “sacrifice” paid off handsomely and that they chose a willing and audacious victim for their well-intentioned conspiracy.-
{With my former colleagues in the municipal government and Sangguniang Bayan of Obando. Standing from left: SK Pres. Arthur De Guzman, SB Sec. Arturo Sioson(+), Coun. Miguel Raymundo(+), SB staff Dulce Joaquin(+), myself, SB staff Zoraida Bautista, Coun. Nestor Talag(+), and Coun. Alberto Gonzales(+). Seated from left: Coun. Manuel Mendoza, Liga ng mga Barangay  Pres. Jose Enriquez(+), Mayor Conrado Lumabas, Jr.,  Vice Mayor Gaudioso Espinosa, Coun. Arceli Aguilar, and Coun. Virgilio Sta. Ana}
