
My dad took me fishing once. He took me 
with his good buddy Fred from way back 
when out on Tomalis Bay (south of San 

Francisco) for batrays. Batrays are funky little things, 
similar to a stingray. Put a larger mouth on that sucker 
and you got yourself a batray. So me being a nine year 
old boy with more energy than Kayne West on stage, I 
was really excited. I mean, if you’re willing to get up at 
3:30 in the morning to drive until sun up to go fishing 
you’re either crazy, stupid, or both. 

We launched the boat onto the shallow and muddy 
water of the bay and skimmed past the buoys with the 
rising sun chasing our backs. We came close to a bank 
and dropped lines in the water to try our hand for bait 
fish. You have around five to six hooks on a line with a 
small hook and a flashing metal thing on the end, and in 
about five minutes, you pull that line out of the water and 
you have yourself a few shiny fish for bait. Sounds cruel 
to some, but to my young self it was a ball. 

The sun had risen over the water now, and we had 
two five-gallon buckets of squirming fish. I thought we 
would need a heck of a lot more because we would be 
catching rays left and right. 

Obviously, I had forgotten that fishing was exactly 
that, fishing, not catching. 

Fred drove his Boston Whaler out into open water, 
where it’s as blue as the sky, deeper than you can imag-
ine, and only 300 yards or so from the canal where we 
had caught the bait fish. 

Papa showed me how to fish for rays: bait your line 
with a huge hook that could have caught a shark with 
one of those bait fish (who weren’t dead yet, mind you), 
throw your line out about 20 yards, and let the bait sink. 
Then you jerk your rod up in random motions, to simu-
late an injured fish. 

Fred and Dad were on rays immediately. They would 
fight these hogs for ten minutes, grunting and yanking on 
rods, until the rays were right there next to the boat, and 
got scooped up with a net. 

That was the first time I’ve ever seen something so 
alien. The skin was dark brown with a perfect white un-
derbelly, and rough to the touch. Its eyes were on the 
sides, darting back and forth, and its mouth bigger than 
a democratic congresswoman. It scared me! When a 
ray hit my hook for the first time, the adrenaline surged 
through my young veins. I had just hooked an alien of 
the ocean!  

It took at least a million hours to fight it in. My arms 
felt like I had just lifted an elephant for 100 reps. My dad 
plucked it out of the ocean with the net, and I held that 
ray up in triumph. Fred said I had to eat it to be official, 
but that wasn’t going to happen. 

Holding my sore arms up, with the ray in my hands 
and my father’s hand on my shoulder, a picture was 
taken, and is now a memory with my father and friend 
Fred. 

I’m lucky, because God has blessed me with more 
memories like those, in the outdoors with my father. 
Some things I will never forget.

James Harrell 
Sports Editor

The average bystander  traveling through Sacra-
mento streets, going to a  job, school, or the gas station, 
may not think of the horrors that are on the open streets, 
and behind closed doors. Human sex 
trafficking - a term to which many turn 
heads to the side and pretend not to hear. 
Sex trafficking is very real, very tragic, 
and right here in local Sacramento. Ac-
cording to Safe Horizons, an anti-traf-
ficking organization, more than 2 mil-
lion people globally are taken or sold 
into sex trafficking, with over 17,000 trafficked into 

or in the United 
States. New 
York City is 
considered the 
hub of traffick-
ing, and Sac-
ramento is the 
spot west of the 

Rocky Mountains. Sacramento is a major distribution 
place where young women are sent across the world or 
sold right here in town.

Trafficked people are usually forced through sex-
ual, physical and or psychological violence to perform 
work under slavery like conditions. Girls right here in 
Sacramento are victimized on the daily. Kidnapping 
is the most popular method [ in the United State]  to 
find slaves. Women, as well as young men, are grabbed 
quickly and silently by grunt workers of a pimp, and 
are torn away from complete reality into a living night-

mare. Sold to customers as many times as 8 times a night, 
sex slaves are treated inhumanely, raped on occasion, and 
are treated to terrible working conditions. 

Sex slavery is a rapidly growing industry, and Sac-
ramento is in the thick of it all. Human trafficking ranks 
second in top grossing businesses across the world, right 

after the drug trade, reaching an estimate 
of 9 billion dollars a year (Sacramento Re-
store).

The United States is not the human 
trafficking supercenter of the world. In the 
country of Cambodia, located next to Viet-
nam, Laos, and Thailand, is the number one 
country on the globe for sex trafficking. 

Young girls, some as young as four years old, are sold 
by their parents to pimps for the night, where they are sex-
ually abused by customers sometimes as many as twelve 
times a night. Agape International Missions (AIM) is a 
global organization that leads the fight against sex slavery 
in Cambodia. Their primary goal is to rescue young girls 
out of slavery, while providing them with a friendly envi-
ronment of shelter, supplies, and education. AIM is also 
dedicated spreading awareness of sex trafficking, partner-
ing with CNN and 
creating the document 
“Every day in Cambo-
dia,” and  showing the 
lives of the girls who 
are forced into sex 
slavery. 

It’s here and it’s 
now. Known as modern slavery, sex trafficking is a vio-
lent, graphic, and terrible business that not only impacts 
this country and the world, but here in Sacramento.

Matthew Bollinger
Opinion Editor

Smoke filled halls. Hundreds of placid patrons. 
Money changing hands at an ungodly rate. No this isn’t 
Las Vegas, this is the Charity Bingo Hall. For years, the 
hall has been under contract with the Athletics Depart-
ment here at El Camino, as well as several clubs/class-
es. Sadly, this year marks the end of such collaboration, 
as the collaboration between the hall and EC comes to 
a close. The only question remaining therefore, is how 
such a solid financial resource will be replaced, and 
how it’s absence will affect the school at large.

Athletics no doubt play a huge role here at El 
Camino. From football to tennis, from cross country to 
swim, every school sports team trains to reach it’s max-
imum potential. However, when it comes time to show-
case these abilities at games and competitions, money 
must be proffered, finances that traditionally have come 
from the bingo hall. 

According to the California Interscholastic Con-
federation, it’s events do not require a direct participa-
tion fee, as high school sports teams are already part of 
it’s league and thereby compete in the games. However, 
the athletics department still has obstacles such as in-
vitational games/meets to finance, not to mention uni-
forms and equipment in need of replacement.  

“I’m not sure how sports teams will make up for 
this lack of funds,” said Sophomore John Lewis. “They 

might have to cut back on the stuff that they do.”
With limits on the amount of fundraising that sports 

teams and clubs can do as it is, the loss of the bingo agree-
ment will be a particularly hard hit. For example, the “EC 
Green Car Wash” can only be utilized a certain number of 
times per year, and is divided up between those that need 
fundraising. So clubs/sports with ordinarily smaller costs 
get fewer dates with the car wash, meaning that if they 
relied on bingo money, they’re now out of luck.

“Some teams and clubs will certainly have to cut 
back on their activities,” commented Senior Ri Eun Kim. 
“Without adequate funding it would be impossible to sus-
tain their present activities.”  

Hopefully this will not be necessary, as the school re-
volves around it’s sports almost as closely as it does aca-
demics. Thankfully, athletics receives a plethora of other 
funds from sources such as ticket revenues and grants 
from the district. This lack of fundraising, however, is a 
key example of the extracurricular reductions that could 
be in store for the near future. 

El Camino loses crucial bingo fundraiser money

Sacramento: State capitol of... Sex Trafficking ?

95% of juvenile sex 
trafficking victims have a 
history of running away
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11 Age of the Youngest 
Victim found in Sacramento
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