My Best Friend
By Kenny Trujillo

My best friend is Rocky Navajo.  We have known each other since 1960.  I knew his mom, Molly, as my mom.  His dad was Mr. Duenas.  We hung out almost every day.  He had seven sisters and no brothers.  He made it his job to protect all of his sisters.  I made it my job to protect him.  Rocky and I were five years apart in age.  He was a Golden Gloves boxer in Oxnard, and also a fire fighter.  To this day we are still in touch with each other.
