
University of Texas at El Paso University of Texas at El Paso 

ScholarWorks@UTEP ScholarWorks@UTEP 

Combined Interviews Institute of Oral History 

1-12-2008 

Interview no. 1595 Interview no. 1595 

Delia A. Pompa Nunez 

Follow this and additional works at: https://scholarworks.utep.edu/interviews 

 Part of the Labor History Commons, and the Oral History Commons 

Recommended Citation Recommended Citation 
Interview with Delia A. Pompa Nunez by Alejandra Díaz, 2008, "Interview no. 1595," Institute of Oral 
History, University of Texas at El Paso. 

This Article is brought to you for free and open access by the Institute of Oral History at ScholarWorks@UTEP. It 
has been accepted for inclusion in Combined Interviews by an authorized administrator of ScholarWorks@UTEP. 
For more information, please contact lweber@utep.edu. 





 

 
                                                                        1 of 35                                 Delia Pompa Nunñez 

Name of Interviewee: Delia Pompa Nuñez 
Date of Interview:  January the 12th, 2008 
Name of Interviewers: Alejandra Diaz 
 
 
AD: Today is January the 12th, 2008.  We’re here interviewing Delia 

Pompa Nunez.  We’re here at Tolleson, Arizona.  We’re doing this 
interview for the Bracero Project of the University of Texas at El 
Paso under the Oral History Department.  Hello.   

 
DP: Hello.   
 
AD: I was just wondering if we could start with your birthday.   
 
DP: Okay.  My name is Delia Angelina Pompa.  And I was born in 

Chihuahua, Chihuahua, Mexico, and my birth date is April 20 of 
1952.   

 
AD: Okay.  Perfect.  What’s the name of your father?   
 
DP: My father’s name is Gildardo Pompa, and he went by middle 

name, Espinoza.  So it’s Gildardo Espinoza Pompa.   
 
AD: Okay.  So how is – what was it like, the house that you grew up in?   
 
DP: Our house was a very busy house.  There was six kids, my father 

and my mother.  We lived in a small apartment, like a two-
bedroom apartment with a one bathroom.  It was six kids in one 
room, and my parents in another, so you can imagine the 
crowdiness there.  My sister and I shared a bed, a twin-sized bed.  
My brothers shared bunk beds, so there was two on one bed and 
two on the top.  Once in a while, the little one, the baby, Ernofa, 
would once in a while walk out of the room and go to bed with my 
mom and my dad.  He was the spoiled one, so he’d go over there.  
Actually, it was very – we led a very simple, very humble life.   

 
 My parents, they didn’t have a lot to offer, but we got by with what 

we had.  We never got spoiled with things, you know, toys, 
expensive toys or anything like that.  There was no such thing as 
those kind of things for us back in those days.  My mother was a 
great cook.  She always kept us fat with her tortillas and frijoles 
and all the good things.   

 
AD: What was her –  
 
DP: Like this –  
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AD: Oh, I’m so sorry.  What was her name?   
 
DP: Sofia.   
 
AD: Okay.   
 
DP: Sofia.  And she was well known for her cooking all throughout the 

little ranches where we lived here and there, so that’s one thing.  
And she used to just take it upon herself, once in a while, and just 
teach her neighbors how to make tortillas.  How to do, you know, 
different dishes, you know, that they liked, that they tasted, from 
our house.  So then they wanted the recipes.  So my mom used to 
be good at that.  She used to love to teach people, or women in the 
neighborhood, how to do things, you know.  And they were a lot 
younger than her, so she enjoyed that.  She loved to be needed.  
My mother was the type of person that loved to be needed.   

 
 She was a great spoiler.  She would spoil us, I mean constantly.  

She was more of the disciplinary type of woman, where my father 
was more of the nurturing, more of the loving, more the huggy, the 
kissy, type of person.  So we respected both of them greatly.  My 
father and my mother both, you know, they worked the fields.  
Every day they’d get up at 4:00 or 5:00 in the morning.  They were 
gone.   

 
AD: Did they own their land?   
 
DP: No.  My father and my mother never owned any property back 

when we were growing as young children, no.  It wasn’t until later 
on in life, my father must have been already – well, my brothers 
were all teenagers.  They were already grown when my father first 
owned his first house.  So we were always living in the living – 
well, homes that the ranches offered for the workers to live in.   

 
AD: Okay.   
 
DP: That’s the type of housing they had.  So –  
 
AD: So you kept changing address then?   
 
DP: We kept changing a lot.  The most – the longest that we stayed in 

one place was in Litchfield Park.  We lived in Litchfield Park for 
many, many years.  I remember moving there when I was 
probably, like, in the third grade.  And I – we lived in the same 
little house.  I remember getting married and leaving that house, 
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and my parents still stayed there for quite a while after that.  But as 
far as, like, our – the boys, my sister, we all went to school at 
Litchfield Park, and then from there we went to Avondale, we 
went to the Agua Fria High School.   

 
AD: Okay.  But that was after your dad was a bracero, right?   
 
DP: This was after.  This was after.   
 
AD: Okay.   
 
DP: Now –  
 
AD: How about – oh, I’m so sorry.   
 
DP: No, that’s okay.  Go ahead.   
 
AD: How about in – when you were living in Mexico, and your father 

was a bracero, I understand.  So were you living in the same place, 
or it was the same, like, moving around because of the ranches?   

 
DP: No.  My mother and myself, we lived with my father – oh, I mean 

with my grandmother.  We lived with my grandmother.   
 
AD: While he was gone?   
 
DP: While he was here as a bracero.  So he would work for certain 

amount of months, and then he would go and visit, stay for a 
month or whatever, and then he’d return back to the US to work.  
He would send money to her and would instruct her, you know, 
save your money.  Save the money because I’m gonna bring you 
with me.  And my mom thought it was all just a dream.  I mean 
from the way she used to tell me, she thought that it was just a 
dream, that she would never come over here.  My dad would 
always be the one working here and just sending money.   

 
AD: How did he send the money?  Do you know?   
 
DP: I think it was all by telegrams, back in the day, Western Union 

type of thing.   
 
AD: Oh, okay.   
 
DP: But I remember they used to – my mom, she would go to the – she 

would pick up a telegram, and then she would go to the bank and 
cash it.  I don't know how it all worked back in the day.  I was very 
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little, but I remember her just telling me that she used to get money 
from him.  I think it was more like Western Union type of thing.   

 
AD: Okay.   
 
DP: And then she’d go cash it, and that was it.   
 
AD: Okay.   
 
DP: But she was a good saver.  She would save her money.   
 
AD: Yeah?   
 
DP: She wanted to come and make a life with Dad.   
 
AD: Oh, that’s great.  But would she spend it on something, like –  
 
DP: She would – yeah, she would, of course.  Yeah, my grandmother, 

she depended a lot on my mother, too.  And my mother, I know 
she worked when we were in Mexico.   

 
AD: Oh, yeah?   
 
DP: She worked –  
 
AD: What did she do?   
 
DP: She was like a schoolteacher.   
 
AD: Oh, okay.  When he left?   
 
DP: When he left, uh-huh.   
 
AD: Oh, okay.   
 
DP: My mom was a schoolteacher.  And I don’t know that my brothers 

all know this, but there is a lot of things that I guess, through time, 
you know, you forget.  And my mother didn’t tell them this little 
stories about their life in Mexico, too.  But my mother was a very 
well educated woman.  She went through school, and she got her 
education, and she became a schoolteacher.  And she taught, I 
believe, in the primary, like they called it primario.  So it was, I 
think, from first grade or kindergarten up to, I believe, sixth grade 
or something like that.   

 
AD: Yes.   
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DP: So, but she was a schoolteacher.  And then right around – I would 

say, around 1950 – I wasn’t born yet.  My mother said that’s when 
they started, like, their process, their paperwork for their process to 
come to the US.  She said it took years.  It wasn’t anything that 
you can just jump into and do right away.  So it took years for 
them to do the process of the paperwork.  And then –  

 
AD: So while the process was going on –  
 
DP: Going –  
 
AD: You were born.   
 
DP: I was born in 1952.  And then the process became a little bit harder 

because it was like – the way my father explained to me, it was 
like only so many could come in yearly, so you would get – it was 
almost like a lottery.  You had to be picked to be part of that group 
to be able to sign in for that year.  So it was like they kept trying 
and kept trying, and it just wasn’t happening.  So I think I was 
about like three years old when it – finally, they got their 
paperwork straightened out where they were able to, you know, get 
everything set cross the border to come and live here.   

 
AD: Like ’55, ’56?   
 
DP: ’56, I would say ’56, yeah.  And then, I remember – because I was 

four years – I was about four years old, but I remember a lot of 
things.  I would grasp a lot of things back in the day, you know, 
when I was little.  And I remember, we came in through El Paso 
and stood in line for days.  I mean just, literally, days to just get 
into the state or this – I think it was like a state office that they had 
to go through to go through the process.  And they would have to 
get all their paperwork, everything, certified.  And then they’d 
have like certain people that would speak to them, question them to 
see how much they knew about the US, who the president was.   

 
 My dad would say that it was like a little history test that they 

would throw at them, you know, see how much they knew.  And 
my dad, of course, well, he was here quite often, so he knew quite 
a bit.  So he didn’t – my father never learned how to read or write, 
but my father was very bright.  And you could tell him something, 
he would remember it.   

 
AD: Wow.   
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