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Fiction
by E. David Sierra

Partners
EL EXCENTRICO publisher Humberto Garcia
wanted some fiction for his magazine. He asked me to
do some, so I submitted this:
Joey Valente had known Betty Marlow for years.
She lived in the same town, knew the same people, and
went to the same high school. He liked Bette and Bette
liked Joey, but just friends. You know the relationship.
Anyway, Bette was going steady with Joey's good
friend, Bill Hodges.
Bette had been going with Bill for more than three
years and all their friends assumed that they would one
day marry each other.
That is precisely why it was all the more surprising to Joey the day in April when Bette came to him
as he was reading the latest issue of LIFE magazine
in the school library and asked if she could speak to
him for a moment.
"Sure!" he said, turning up from the magazine and
directing his attention toward her.
"I want to talk to you Joey. It's about Bill and 1," she
said.
"Shoot!" he replied, and then smiled at her. At this
point joey still considered all this a big joke. Why should
Bette Marlow want to speak to Joe Valente about Bill
Hodges. It didn't make sense.
"Joey, will you take me home after school today?"
she asked, "Bill is going motorcycle riding with some
guys and they're leaving right after school."
"Sure ... sure, I'll take you home," he replied, thinking that he was doing his friend Bill a big favor, "You
know where my car's parked, don't you? Meet me there

as soon as the final bell rings."
Joey's eyes went back to the magazine but his mind
wasn't on the waterfront strikes, on the golf courses with
President Ike, or in Yankee Stadium. He still couldn't
figure it out.
"Let's not go straight home, Joey," Bette suggested
as Joey got into his car, threw his books into the back
seat, and inserted the key in the ignition.
"Where do you want to go?" he asked.
"Have you got time ... I'd just like to go some place
and talk for a while .. . okay?" she said, almost in a
whisper.
oey drove away from the school and across
town to neighborhoods foreign to both of them.
It was a quiet, tree-lined street with many
beautiful homes and well-trimmed lawns.
"That street sure is pretty, isn't it Joey?u she asked:
"Bette .... ," he said, hesitantly, "We didn't come here
to talk about the street, did we?"
"No ..... no, we didn't ... but it is pretty isn't it?" she
insisted.
"Yeah," he replied, wanting to stay in her good
graces and at the same time making it plain that he didn't
appreciate the beauty of the street, at the moment. At
least not now.
"What's the problem, Bette?" he asking, looking
directly at her.
"I ...... I .... I don't really know Joey ... I don't .... " she
answered slowly.
"Bette, would you be angry with me if I was to tell
you what is wrong, exactly what is wrong between you
and Bill? Would you?" he asked.
"Please do ... " she replied, anxious to know what was
on his mind.
"I think ..... you want more out of life than you're
getting with him, don't you? Isn't that it, Bette? ... You
want to be loved and appreciated. You want him spend~
ing more time with you than with a bunch of oil~stained
grease monkeys. You want to be treated like a woman in
love instead of a lifelong childhood girlfriend .... You
want to be kissed and loved ... You don't want to-be
looked at like his sister ... that's what you want, isn't it,
Bette?" he said.
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Joey had decided to put his cards on the table
because Bette wasn't acting like a girl head over heels in
love with his good friend, Bill Hodges. Friends are
friends, but men are men and girls are girls also.
"Yes .... yes, I think you're right, Joey. Bill isn't what
I want him to be .... and I am starting to wonder if he ever
will be ... He's much too aloof in our relationship. He acts
like he really doesn't care about me. He's all tied up in his
car and his motorcycles, fuel pumps, injection systems,
oversized tires and all that ... there may be girls who
appreciate that kind of talk but you're looking at one who
is sick and tired of it. What can I do?" she asked.
"It worries you, doesn't it?" he asked now, feigning interest in her problem. It wasn't that Joey ever
was or pretended to be interested in furthering the
amatorial affairs of his friends, but Bill WAS his
friend.
"Yes, it does, Joey. What's the matter with him? Is
something wrong? ... I know he likes girls ..... "
"If what you're worried about is fear that he may be
a .... a ..... a well, you know what I'm thinking about, I
don't think he's that way. It just takes some guys longer
to grow up and start thinking seriously about girls than
others, that's all. Maybe that's him," Joe argued.
"But ... he's always been that way," she insisted.
"Bette ... there's a quotation written by someone
whose name escapes me at the moment which says,
"Love is of man's life a thing apart, 'tis woman's whole
existence."
"Think about it, it makes sense," he said, hoping she
would understand.
Joey didn't really want her to, he told himself because even now his scheming mind was trying to figure
out ways to ingratiate himself further with Bette Marlow.
He had been looking at her closely for a while now and
the longer he looked the better she looked. Her jet black
hair was brushed back and tied into a pert ponytail. The
long lashes over her eyes and the firm set of her mouth
presented an enticing picture. Her complexion was satin
smooth and her skin nice and tanned. Very obviously the
outdoor type, the tennis player, the swimmer, and the
sun bather. Joey tried to imagine Bette in a skin tight
black bathing suit and the thoughts excited him. He
looked fleetingly at her legs protruding from under the
tight blue skirt which she wore. Full rounded calves
running to slim ankles and into her black pumps. No
stockings. White blouse stretched taut in front. A beau-

tiful necklace hanging around her neck, caressing a
creamy white throat. Beautiful hands, painstakingly
painted fingernails rested on her lap.
"What are you thinking about .... " she asked, turning
in the seat to face him, revealing more of her beautiful
legs.
"I'll confess," he said honestly, "I was thinking about
you."
"What about me?, she asked.
"I was ...... ," he wasn't sure if he should say it, "I was
II

"Why don't you?" she asked, her hand moving
across the car seat and touching him lightly on .the
shoulder.
He turned to face her. Shewasgoing to say something else, when Joey's mouth moved unto hers and his
arms enveloped her in a tight squeeze. Her lips parted
slightly as they received his. The mouth that had looked
coldly aloof on the outside seemed to have passionate
flames raging inside. He withdrew his mouth slightly
from hers and felt her warm breath as she murmured,
"Joey .... "
"Don't talk, Bette ..... there isn't any need to .... it's
much more beautiful this way .... it's ..... "
Her mouth came to his this time, and she pushed· her
warm body flush against his. Her tongue flicked out
against his lips and then he too let his tongue e:X.plore her
mouth. She shuddered as an electric thrill passed through
her.
"Joey •••••• Joey ••••• " she murmured, lost in the
rapture of the moment.
He sensed that this was the beginning of the strang;:·
est relationship in his young life. He didn't-want to ask
her to go steady with him because deep down inside his
heart he knew that she belonged to one of his best
friends, Bill Hodges. This may just have been a weak
moment. He knew that all women at one time or another
would like to let themselves go and be kissed by a.nian
they don't belong to. He waited instead for her to give
him something to go on, some indication of what she
thought should become of this affair. She didn't know
quite what to think of Joey. She knew she liked him very
much but Bill was her steady boyfriend. Ho\\:' would she
ever explain it to Bill if he found out about them hugging
and kissing in Joey's car?
Bette felt guilty for letting Joey take liberties with
her body but the way he had kissed her, talked to her, and
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caressed her was so tenibly exciting that, for now, she
didn't care what anybody thought.
When Joey asked for her phone number, she didn't
give it to him,taking his instead, and promising to call
him so they could get together again later in the week.
They said little more than brief goodbyes as he
dropped her off on Elm Street, a block from her house.
Bette's mother wouldn't approve of another boy bringing her daughter home when she knew she was Bill
Hodges' girl.
It was Friday now, and Bette finally got around to
calling Joey. Bill had gone off to the auto races in
another town with his motorcycle buddies. Bette told her
mother she was going for a walk, and left the house to
meet Joey at the same place he had dropped her off a
week prior.

oey was sitting in his car when he head the
steady staccato of her heels beating against
the pavement. His car was the only one on
the block, and she walked directly to it, opened the
door which was slightly ajar, and got in.
"Hi, Joey!"Bette said brightly, flashing a brilliant
smile.
"Hello," he answered, "where do you want to go
tonight?"
"I just wanted to talk to you, Joe .... let's go where we
can be alone. Some place where no one will see us. Isn't
there someplace we can go and be by ourselves?" she
said.
His mind presented visions of a lonely and deserted
.Patton Beach, just north of town.
"How about Patton Beach? .... Shall we go there?" he
asked.
"Okay," she chirped, giving him another warm smile.
The beach was deserted at this time of night as both
of them knew full well that it would be. There were a few
cars parked alongside the road and Joey drove on until
he came to a spot where the only people there would be
Bette and himself. Here he drove off the pavement and
down a dirt road, parking next to a huge bush which
partially hid their car.
He got out of the car and walked around to open the
door for her, but she was out of the car and running to
fling herself into his arms, meeting his mouth with a
warm kiss.
"Let's go down to the sand, Bette," he said, urgently.
Taking her hand in his, he began walking toward the
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water. She said nothing, her mind many miles away, at
the auto races with Bill. Then she broke the silence.
"Why don't you bring the blanket?" she asked, her
eyes asking the same thing.
Joey doubled back to the car, jerked the blanket off
the back seat and hurried back to the sand, to the water,
and to an anxious Bette Marlow.
After having sand in their shoes became too much to
bear, they stopped to take them off. It was much better
this way and the cool sands of the shore, kissed unceasingly through the day by a burning sun, felt good under
their bare feet. The sun had long since dropped over the
horizon and the glittering yellow of the setting sun now
turned to a hazy rust.
"Feels good, huh?" she inquired, looking at Joey and
smiling.
"You feel good ... " Joey said, squeezing her wai st.
"I mean the sand .... the sand between your toes, the
soft breezes blowing in off the ocean, and walking along
the shore with no particular destination in mind," she
said, looking away toward the lights of the city which
twinkled in the distance. They held hands, swinging
them back and forth as they walked. Then Be tte dropped
his hand and her arm crept around his waist.
"Let's put it down here," he suggested, dropping the
shoes on the sand and shaking out the blanket. She
grabbed two ends of it and they spread it out, setting one
shoe at each corner to hold it down lest the breezes wave
it.
"You're not in shape, are you?" she kidded.
"I don't have to be .... you obviously are!" he retorted.
Both of them lay on the blanket, their eyes scanning
the heavens. Stars by the millions gleamed overhead and
dominated an endless sky. The enormity of it all was
overwhelming and made him feel so infinitesimal, so
insignificant. He cuddled closer to Bette seeking warmth
from a girl, warmth that nature wasn't providing on a
sandy beach at night.

"What are you thinking about, Joey?" she asked,
mnning her fingers lightly over his cheeks and over
his lips.
He didn't answer, letting his silence answer the
question.
"I don't know .... Bette .... I like to lie here and look
up at the skies ... it's hard to think about your problems
when you are looking at the moon and at the stars," he
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replied thoughtfully.
She turned her face toward him now and her hands
again moved to his face. Gently her fingertips ran over
his chin and to his lips, his pudgy nose, and his eyebrows.
"Joey ... would they tell .... would they ... ?"
"Who?"
"The stars .... and the moon ...... " she whispered,
moving even closer to him, and flicking her tongue
against his ear. A thrill coursed down his spine.Their
mouths met once more.
"I don't think..... how .... " he tried to answer.
It was at this point that Joey Valente let his imagination depart our mundane planet and seek bigger, better,
more exciting worlds. He imagined both of them walking in a garden in paradise, walking over sidewalks of
pure gold with trees and shrubbery of a rich green color
everywhere. Ornate fountains spouted precious perfumes and with every step they took the beauty of
everything multiplied itself a thousandfold. After what
seemed like centuries of wandering around in this utopia, their lips parted and he kissed her tender cheeks and
ears, and even her eyes.
"Pretty girls get into trouble kissing like that," he
whispered in her ear.
"Afraid?" she asked, moving her body against his.
That question didn't need asking and it didn't need an
answer.As their lips met once more, a concert began in
the heavens. Violins played the overture and the maestro
waved a golden baton. The stars formed the chorus
which burst forth in song. The moon disappeared momentarily behind clouds which drifted lazily across the
skies, wanting to leave only with himself this mortal
being who now sought to bring to fruition every dream
which he had ever nurtured about Bette Marlow.
Driving back to Emerson City, they said very little to
each other. She chose to let the radio and the sound of the
~ar's engine break his monotony. Joey's attention was
focused on the highway but his mind was a million miles
away, in utopia, with a trembling and excited Bette
Marlow.
Driving through the neighborhood where she lived,
the streets were now entirely deserted.
"Joey, I don't want to go home just yet ... Let's just sit
and talk for a while, can we?" she asked, reaching into
her purse. She brought out her comb and ran it through
her hair a few times and then found her lipstick and did

her mouth.
He watched her closely as if trying to pick out
mistakes in the manner in which she made herself
beautiful. After her comb and tube of lipstick rejoined
all the other junk in her purse she ran her tongue over her
lips once or twice and turned to face him.
''We'd better not see each other anymore, Bette!''
he said, breaking the silence. The thought shocked
her.
"What?"
"We better not see each other anymore," he repeated.
"I don't understand, Joey!"
"We went out together that first night because you
were going to tell me about your troubles with_!:Jill, Bet~~
.... I did that because Bill is a good friend of mine and so
are you .... I thought if there was trouble in your relation~
ship and there was something I could do to help out, I
would .... but I didn't mean it to lead to this ..... tonight,
we didn't even talk about Bill!" he said.
"Joey, maybe I ought to be slapped for saying this ...
but what would you think if I told you that I didn't go out
with you to talk about Bill .... but because I wanted to be
with you? ... Would that be too hard for you to understand ... would it?" she asked.
If he was confused about her before, this last statement put the clincher on it. Now he was really puzzled
by her.
ere was a lovely, mature young lady who
was going steady with one ofhisbest friert~
telling him that his best friend didn't matter
... that Joey Valente was the one that mattered.
It still didn't make sense. Why? Why?
He didn't answer Bette's questions, wanting to think
it over a little more before deciding what to say. Joey
looked out the car and down the street. All the houses on
the street were now completely dark except for one. That
would be the Marlow home. The night had brought a
peaceful tranquillity to this street and both.ofthem were
enjoying it for the moment.
··
··
"Why the sudden urge to make a change of boy
friends, Bette? ... I don't want you playing games with
me ... I don't want to be used as a pawn ip a gamE..
between you and your boyfriend... I was serious when I
said that I love you. I love you very much, but I want you
to be sure. I don't want to be played with and then
dropped," he said, now aware that there had been far
more to her initial request to talk to him than he ever
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America's Cities
Do you have any idea about the relative size of some
cities in America? For instance, Green Bay, Wisconsin,
with a National Football League franchise, has a population smaller than any of the cities listed here.
San Jose is much larger than Minneapolis, Pittsburgh, St. Louis, Buffalo, Boston, Kansas City, Salt
Lake City, San Francisco, Indianapolis, Baltimore,
Cleveland, Denver, New Orleans, all supporting
major sports franchises.
New York ............................
Los Angeles .........................
Chicago ...... ..... .....................
Houston................................
Philadelphia ............. .. ...... ... .
San Diego ........... ............ .. ...

7,322,000
3,480,000
2,780,000
1,700,000
1,600,000
1,200,000

imagined.
"I've been thinking about us, Joey ... not you and I but
Bill and I. I've decided that he isn't what I want, but I
want the thing that is nearest like him ... YOU!
The reason that I hadn't told you before was that
I was afraid if I started to I wouldn't go through with
it .•• people more or less expect Bill and I to be
married someday. It isn't going to happen.
That isn't what I want anymore. Can you blame me
for feeling the way I do?" she queried.
He put his arms around her once more and kissed her
tenderly, as if to culminate their love with this mild show
of affection. Bette looked out the window of his car now
and the world looked better, the street lights gleamed
brighter, the porch light at the Marlow home seemed like
a beacon to her, and she felt a warmth in her heart that she
had not felt there for a long, long time.
"Who's gonna tell Bill?" asked Joey.
"I'll write him a letter, Joey .... and it will explain
everything that's happened and why it has happened. I
am not going to change my mind.
"I fell in love with him and I have fallen out of love.
"That's it.
"It's that simple.
" To make everything final, I'll sign it,
"CHANGING PARTNERS,
BEITY MARLOW."****
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Phoenix ............................... ....
San Jose •••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••
San Francisco..........................
Indianapolis ....... .. .. .. .. .............
Baltimore .. .. ... .... .. .. ..... .. ..........
Jacksonville, FL......................
Boston .....................................
Cleveland ................................
New Orleans .......... .. ..... .. .. ......
Denver .. .. .... ... ... ......... ... .. .. .... ..
Kansas City, MO ....... .. .. .. .......
Long Beach, CA .. .. .. .. .... .. .......
Oakland...................................
St. Louis .. ..... ...... ...... .... .... .... ...
Sacramento .. .. .. .. ...... .. ..... ...... ..
Atlanta ....................................
Minneapolis ..... .. .. .. .. .... .. .. .... .. .
Pittsburgh ....... .. .. .. .. .. .. .............

990,000
932,000
725,000
732,000
736,000
635,000
575,000
505,000
496,000
468,000
435,000
430,000
400,000
397,000
396,000
393,000
370,000
370,000
Miami...................................... 360,000
Fresno ..... ................................ 355,000
Buffalo, NY .................... ........ 327,000
Tampa ..... .... .. .... .. ...... .... .. ........ 280,000
Louisville ................................ 270,000
St. Petersburg, FL ... .... ... ... .... .. 240,000
Jersey City .. .. .... .. ..... .... ... .. .. .... 228,000
Bakersfield .............................. 183,000
Little Rock .............................. 177,000
Salt Lake City .. .. .. .. .. .. .. ..... .. .... 160,000
Syracuse, NY.......................... 163,000
Kansas City, KS ...................... 152,000
Lansing, MI ............................ 126,000
Tallahassee, FL ....................... 125,000
Columbia, SC .......................... 115,000
Ann Arbor............................... 110,000
Sunnyvale, CA .... .. .. .. .. .. .......... 101,000
Santa Clara, CA ........................ 94,000
Provo, UT ................................. 88,000
Is San Jose handicapped by being so close to San
Francisco and Oakland? It is a much larger city, but does
not have the national image of the other two. Is a sports
franchise THAT important to a city?
*Population figures are from 1999 and rounded out.
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The Tomb of the Unknown Soldier
On a trip to Washington, D.C. in 1972 we visited Arlington National Cemetery and stayed for
the changing of the guard at the Tomb of the
Unknown Soldier. It was one of the most impressive ceremonies I have ever witnessed. Many
questions I had about the ceremonies were answered in a booklet distributed to all interested
persons:
Q: Why does the guard take 21 steps during
his walk across the tomb of the unknowns?
A: Becauseit alludes to the twenty-one gun salute which is the highest honor ever given
to any military or foreign dignitary.
Q: How long does the guard hesitate after his
about face before beginning his return
walk?
A: Twenty-one seconds. For the same reasons
stated above.
Q: Why are the guard's gloves wet?
A: They are moistened to prevent his los ing his grip on the
rifle.
Q: On which shoulder does the guard carry his rifle?
A: On the shoulder away from the tomb . As he executes an
about face he moves his rifle to the outside shoulder.
Q: How often are the guards changed?
A: Guards are changed every thirty minutes, twenty-four
hours a day, 365 days a year.
Q: What are the physical traits of the guards?
A: The guards must be between 5' I 0" and 6'2" tall and his
waist size cannot exceed 30". They must commit to 2
years of service, live in a barracks under the tomb, and
cannot drink any alcohol on or off duty for the rest of
their life. They cannot swear in public for the rest of
their life, cannot disgrace the uniform (fighting) or the
tomb in any way. After two years, the guard is given a
wreath pin that is worn on their lapel s ignifying they
serves as a guard of the tomb. There are only 400 presently being worn . The guard must obey all these rules
for the rest of their life or give up the wreath pin.
Q: Do the guards wear special shoes?
A: Yes. The shoes are specially made with very thick soles
to keep the heat and cold from their feet. Metal heel plates
extending to the top of the shoe in order to make the
loud click as they come to a halt.
Q: What specifications apply to their clothes?
A: There are no wrinkles, folds or lint on the uniform.
Guards dress for duty in front of a full-l ength mirror.
Q: What must all guards learn?

A: The first six months of duty a guard cannot talk to anyone, nor watch TV. All off duty time is spent studying
the 175 notable people buried at Arlington National Cemetery. A guard must memorize who they are and where
they are interred. Among the notables are President Taft,
Joe Louis (the boxer), and Medal of Honor recipient
Audie Murphy (the most decorated soldier of World War

m.

Q: How much time does a guard devote to preparation
for duty?
A: Every guard spends five hours daily getting his uniform
and equipment ready for his next duty.
Q: Have the guards ever stopped marching because of a
national emergency?
A: No. In 2003 as Hurricane Isabelle approached Washington, D.C . the U.S . Senate and House of Representatives
took 2 days off in anticipation of the storm. The guards
assigned to the Tomb of the Unknown Soldier were given
permission to suspend their assignments. They respectfully declined. They declared that the tomb guard was
not just a military assignment, it was the highest honor
that can be accorded to a serviceman, so they marched
through the pelting rains. The tomb has been patrolled
continuously since 1930. ••••••

Medals of Honor
Of the 925 medals presented in this country's last
four major wars, 123 were won in WW One, 433 in
WW Two, 131 in Korea, and 238 in Vietnam.
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A Short Story

Educating a
School Teacher
by E. David Sierra
As he sat in his car parked in the driveway of the small
white stucco house he couldn't keep from thinking about
what was inside that house. He leaned on the horn three
more times and then waited, looking toward the house,
anxious to see the beautiful face and desirable body that
was Glenda Jordan.
hey had met one rainy night when she noticed
his car parked on the shoulder of Highway 194,
he working feverishly to replace a flat tire. It
was raining hard and she had stayed to hold an umbrella over his head as he struggled with the tire. Afterward he wanted to pay her for her help, but she had
refused his money, saying instead, "Come over to my
car and I'll give you a towel so you can dry yourself
off."
"Are you sure you won't let me pay you for your help,
lady?" he asked.
"You don't have to pay people for favors they do you,"
she'd remarked. "Sometimes people get a feeling of satisfaction helping others. I do!"
He'd noticed then that she didn't have a wedding band
on her finger and no signs of an engagement ring, odd
indeed for a woman as lovely as she.
A funny feeling came over him when he realized that
he was sitting here in her car way out in the country and
no people for miles around. He had never been alone
with a beautiful woman and felt a burning desire to hold
her in his arms and kiss her, but he knew, of course, that
she wouldn't let him. He yearned just to touch her, that
in itself would bring him some degree of satisfaction.
"What are you doing out here in the middle of nowhere on a night like this?" she asked.
"Oh, I don't know," he answered, "I like rainy nights
and decided to go for a drive. I like to hear the wind
blow and see the rain splatter against the windshield
and watch the wipers push it aside like a cat flicking
flies off his face."
"Very good," she said, "you have a very good way of

T

expressing yourself." She paused and then added, "do
you read much?"
"I write," he said tersely.
She was surprised to hear this coming from a young
lad whom she estimated to be in his early twenties.
"What do you write? Short stories, poems, or ... "
"No, no!" he stopped her in the middle of a sentence.
"It's nothing like that! I'm no Emerson or a Herman
Wouk. I just write for my own pleasure. I think it's fun
and an excellent way to exercise a person's imagination."
"I'd like to see some of your work if I may," she said.
"Maybe you've written something that could be marketed. Have you ever submitted anyting to a publishing
house?"

"No, I don't think my stuff is that good ... Don' t
they buy their stories from old established writers
all the time?''
"They had to get a start somewhere too, Mr........ ? she
said.
"Oh, I'm sorry," he apologized, "my name is Collins
Finch."
"I'm Glenda Jordan, Collins!" she replied, smiling,
"and I'd still like to see your work."
He was an immature youth of twenty but.still able to
add two and two and get four. No matter how he
struggled with his inner self telling him that it wouldn't
do any good to let her see what he'd written, the way
she'd inflated his ego was too much for him and he said,
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"Okay, Miss Jordan. I'll let you see them. But please
don't show them to anyone else."
"Of course, Collins," she answered. "And you don't
have to call me Miss Jordan. You can call me Glenda.
After all, we're old tire fixing friends, aren't we?" she
laughed.
"What did you mean when you told meyou were interested in young adults, Glenda?" he inquired. "Are
you a school teacher or somethin'?"

"No, I'm afraid, I'm not one yet. I'm studying at
State University right now. I just drove over to
Langston tonight to see a girl who is in the hospital.
I guess I should be at home studying.''
"I'm glad you didn't," he said..
He hadn't noticed it before but no cars had passed on
the highway while they'd been sitting in her car.
"How will I get in touch with you to let you see my
manuscripts?" he asked.
"..... Let me think, Collins ... I won't be coming this
way till heaven knows when ... It's too far to drive all
that way for a story ... This place is about halfway between Langston and King city isn't it?" How about meeting here two weeks from tonight at about 8:30 ... Is that
alright for you?" she asked.
"Sure," Collins answered happily. "I'll be here!"
Two weeks never seemed longer to Collins Finch.
Every day he'd think about Glenda and how he'd met
her, what she'd said, how she looked, and the way she
smiled. Every night he'd lie in bed wondering what she'd
think of his stories and he resolved every night that the
next day he'd write something that would really impress
her. His desire to impress her was fast becoming an obsession.
Two weeks seemed like an eternity. He hoped and
prayed that on the day they were to meet it would dawn
cloudy and then begin to rain in the afternoon, turning
into a downpour in the evening. Nature had picked a
very appropriate setting for them the last time, and he
wanted history to repeat itself if only just this once.
Somehow he wanted to recapture the feeling of
aloneness that he had felt the last time he'd been with
Glenda. Knowing that he'd been alone with her in her
car with not only the dark night but a driving rain enveloping them completely and hiding them from a world
unaware that a young boy and a mature, intelligent
woman were making a date with destiny excited him.
Driving to their rendezvous the rain had beaten a

steady and monotonous tune on the roof of his car an~
after one of his windshileld wipers feel off and he ele~~~t _·_ ~ _
not to brave the elements to look for it, ~e <;lrove__Q.l1_
feeling like a man blind in one eye; knowing that he
could see but not as much as he'd have liked. He stoped
at an all night service station and let the gas tank drink
some gas and then pushed on. Further down the road
the remaining wiper fell off as if to say it would no·
longer work alone. He stopped the car and consideredtumign back, but the desire to again behold the beauty
that was glenda made him continue on.
Further down the road he wondred how a person could
even consider not keeping a date with a woman as wonderful as Glenda Jordan.
Once or twice he had to slow his car almost to a walk
as the sheets of rain continue to beat down on his car.
The huge eucalyptus trees they had select~d as a reiJ..-:-.dezvous now hove into view and he breathed a sign of
relief, drove up alongside them, doused his lights and
killed the motor. Then Collins looked at his watch.
Twenty minutes to nine! Mild panic invaded his mind.
Had she come? Had he been a fool to suppose that she'd
drive all this way just to see him?

Two weeks seemed
like an eternity
He was just starting to doubt that she'd show up when
a pair of headlights cut the darkness and moved off the
highway toward him. He recognized her late model car
as it drove up alongside his and he eagerly gathered the
manuscripts he'd brought and jumped out of his car into
hers, cheating the rain out of another victim .of expO:- .
sure.
"I didn't think you were going to make it Glenda,"
Collins siad, "I brought the stuff you wanted to see~ .. --~ ·- ·

"I got held up the road a bit by an accieent ••• I was
afraid you wouldn't be here," she said, taking the
manuscripts he handed her.
"I dam near decided to go back about twenty miles up
the road," Collins said. "I lost my windshield wipers
and for the last few miles I couldn't see three feet past
the end of my nose!"
"Well, anyway we both made it," she exclaimed and
then smiled at him.
Someday he'd have to tell her what that smile did for
him because women shouldn't be allowed to torture men
like that without knowing the wounds they inflicted on
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a man's heart.
"Collins,"·she said, "I hope you don't mind if I take
your writings home with me and read them there. I'd
rather do that if you don't mind."
Would she ever realize the thrill that had permeated
his very being knowing that something which his mind
had produced, which his hand had held, someting that
was a part of him would accompany her into her own
home, in her very room?
"What do you write about, Collins?" she asked, slipping off the white gloves which she wore and putting
them into the glove compartment.
"Oh ... everything and nothing," he answered. "I just
like to sit down in fron of the typewriter and put down
whatever crosses my mind. Once in awhile I think of
something and write a few words and before I even realize it, I'm writing like mad!"
He laughed, and then added, "Of course some of the
stuff that I write reflects the manner in which it is written!"

Collins watched her struggle with her coat and then
helped her get out of it. First he placed it on the seat
between them and then removed it and threw it into
the back seat.
He knew that she didn't realize the thrill that had passed
through him as he watched her take off her gloves slowly
and then struggle with the coat. In reality it was being
taken off in a car parked out in the country on a rainy
night. Mentally, in his mind, it was being taken off in a
dimly lit supper club or better yet in the intimacy of her
own room. He didn't have to call upon his vivid imagination to furnish beautiful pictures about what she wore
under the coat. It was a skintight sheath dress whose
every thread was being stressed dangerously near the
breaking point. The neckline was rounded and exposed
just enough of her creamy white skin to make him fully
aware that nature had amply endowed her with woman's
most enticing charms and yet hid enough to arouse his
curiousity. Beautiful diamond earrings hung from her
ears trying vainly to embellish a face that needed no
further enhancement.
"How do you write, Collins?" she asked, interrupting
his thoughts.
"What do you mean by that, Glenda?" he asked,
puzzled by her inquiry.
"You know ... what do you do when you write, what
do you use for inspiration, the ocean, the mountains,
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the city, or what?"
Collins smiled and answered, "I don't know, I don:~f
really know. Sometimes I get into certain moods and
then start writing. The sound of waves crashing agains.t
rocks on the seashore and ther sight of gentle wave~
washing the sands is inspiring as is the sight of count-·
less stars twinkling in the heavens. The world itself is
an inspiration," he finished.
he was solemn faced all of a sudden and li~
wondered if he had offended her by anything;
that he'd said. that was the last thing in the
world that he wanted to· do.
"Collins, did you think about tonight during the last
__
two weeks?" she questioned.
"Not really," he said, telling a lie. He wondered now,
would he ever tell her how much he'd thought about
tonight? How he'd lie in bed at night wondering if sh~d
show up and asking himself over and over. again if' it
wasn'tjust a dream that they'd met that rainy night wheu
he had a flat tire.
"I could have had you mail the manuscripts to .me.,
Collins, you understand that don't you?" she asked, turning in the seat to face him. He looked down at the floorboard and for the first time noticed that not even in def~
erence to her had he bothered to shine his shoes.
"I hadn't thought abut it," he said, avoiding her eyes'.
"Do you like my dress, Collins? ... Do you?" she aske~
moistening her lips and looking directly at him.
"It's pretty," he answered, still avoiding her eyes and
looking straight ahead to the eucalyptus trees swaying
in the wind. The rain still beat down on the car and gave
no hint of ever lessening.
"Is that all it is, Collins, just pretty?" she persisted.

S

''lt''s •••• well, I mean •••• do you really want me to
tell you?" he rmally blurted out.
"Yes, please do," she answered.
"Glenda, I like your dress. I like white on a woman,. I
like sheath dresses. I like the way it fits, truthfully ...
It's hard to look at your face even as beautiful as you
are when you wear that dress. You make me feel funny
... the dress, Glenda ... What was the object of that dress
..... ?"

"The object?," she said, "Oh there really wasn't any.
object .... just ..... "
He was looking at her now and his hands. trembled
with anticipation. Her lips parted slightly and her mouth
rushed to his. Gradually, Collins' hands moved toward
..

!;

·
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her, encircling her waist and pulled her toward him.
"Glenda," he whispered, "You're so ... so warm ... and
so soft .... and so ..... "
"Don't talk ... don't talk, Collins ... just kiss me!" she
whispered, urging him to do what she had come for.
"I have no moral right ... " he whispered tenderly as
their lips parted. She had relaxed completely in his arms
and he could feel the warmth of her.
"Glenda, I .... I .... I don't know what to say ... I can't
deny that I wanted this to happen ... I just never imagined that it would .... "
y now she had recovered from the rapture that
she had known when their mouths collided
and the warm sensuous feeling that had passed
through her entire body as he kissed her and held her
tight. She tried to remember how long it had been since
a man had held her and kissed her mouth with such intensity and feeling. Being a beautiful woman has its advantages Glenda knew as do all girls blessed with fine
face and figure but she knew also that there are distinct
drawbacks to being beautiful. Men often are such cowards! Men who think little of braving the treacherous
undercurrents of an angry sea, who scale towering
mountains with the aid of little more than a rope, men
who willingly throw themselves at the feet of a hard
charging fullback, who have know the strife and horror
of modern war; these men often develop weak knees
when confronted by a good looking girl. Not all of them,
she told herself, but the majority like to think of a beautiful woman as something untouchable, something for
the Gods and not mortal man. That is why, she explained
to herself, you often see a beautiful woman with a man
whose facial features would drive Dracula to consider
suicide.
''I know exactly how you feel, Collins ••• It isn't the
first time that a man has spoken to me that way and
it may not be the last."
That hurt. He didn't want to hear Glenda Jordan speaking like that. Up to the time that his mouth knew the
warmth of hers he consiered Glenda just a beautiful girl
who liked people and liked to read. After they kissed,
his mind made much more room in his heart for her. He
didn't stop to consider that maybe his kiss didn't mean
anything to her. He didn't think of that. The rapture of
the moment had excluded all other thoughts from his
mind except that he loved her now and wanted to get to
know her better. He didn't stop to think that there might

B

be someone else in her life.
"Collins, I have to be going now ... I'm sorry but all I
wanted to do was pick up the manuscripts. I have to
study," she explained.
"I don't want you to leave right now!" he pleaded with
her, "Don't do this to me ... you've just begun to awaken
the man in me and now you want to snuff me out like ~
candle, forget me like yesterday's soeap opera. Please
don't!"
"No, Collins, there isn't too much for us to say so I'll
just take your manuscripts hom with me and then mail
them back to you. Is your address on any of the pages?"
she asked, pretending to be looking through· the paper~
"Glenda, you haven't been listening to me, have you?"
"Please, Collins, let's just leave it the way it is now
and you can remember me as the woman who helped
you fix a flat tire and I;ll keep my memories uf you· as
the wonderful young man who let me see his work!··I
guess maybe I shouldn't have let you kiss me, then
maybe we'd still be talking sense to each other:"
'
She realized now that her kiss had done· more ·for
him than she'd intended. She had wanted him to kiss
her, there was no denying that.
Why else had she insisted on asking him about her
dress? She knew it was much too tight and:thatit both..
ered him to look at her. She knew that if he looked at
her enough he would grab her and want to kiss: her. ·
"Why did you let me kiss you, Glenda?."· he asked,
wanting to know the precise reason why she had. ·let
him have that brief interlude in paradise.
"I don't really know ... I don't.lt just happened; I guess.
Collins, I really must be going now. I'll mail the papers
back in about two weeks, g'bye now ... an"d be good~
Please Collins, let's not say anything more .... let's just
leave it that way ... Neither of us is making sense, we're
both emotionally upset ... "
"Glenda ... Glenda!"
Those were the last words spoken before he realized
what had happened and the taillights of her~car were
rapidly disappearing from sight. He didn't know how
long he stood in the rain and looked down the highway
where she had driven. He couldn't help thinking of her.
She couldn't stop thinking about him· either and .all
the way home her deepest thoughts were of him. ·
She had wanted to be kissed. She wished now that he
hadn't been such a gentleman! Surely he· didn't think
she had driven thirty miles in a driving rain just to look
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at his manuscripts! Why had he been so afraid
to hold her, so reluctant to kiss her, and why
did he have to be that way? Didn't he realize
that when a woman wants a man she can't just
come out and say it? Doesn't he realize how
lonely a woman can be at times? Doesn't he? I
wonder how old he is ... twenty?
She thought about him as she read his work
and late that night, tears came to her eyes.
A few days later he phoned her at the college.
"Yes, yes, Collins ... of course ... at eight,
Okay!"
Joy filled her heart as she hung up the phone.
He was coming to see her!
She heard the horn blow and glanced at the
clock once more. Eight sharp! Punctual. Glenda
looked at herself once more and decided that she looked
very good. Stunning is the word. The flame red chemise which she wore hugged her body snugly and made
her feel like a million dollars in it. She applied another
coat of bright orange lipstick to her mouth and ran her
tongue over it lightly to moisten her lips. She straightened her seams and looked in the mirror again. She knew
that she presented a picture of temptation in the dress
and that is exactly the effect she sought.
At the door she remembered she had forgotten to wear
a coat. No coat tonight, she decided, this is the way that
I want him to see me. He leaned over and opened the
door for her. Glenda stepped inside and let her dress
ride up exposing beautul nylon-encased legs that
screamed a wild invitation.
"Where are we going, Collins?" she asked, knowing
that the aroma of her perfume was making him fully
aware of her presence.
"Nowhere," he answered, "Nowhere at all."
He eyed her coldly now.
"Glenda, how long have you been playing this little
game?" he asked.
In this moment he turned from a mildhearted youth to
a coldhearted man.
"I don't understand, Collins!" she replied, perplexed
by his change in attitude toward her.
"You know what I mean," he said, "You know just
exactly what I mean. I wanted you to refuse to see me
when I called Glenda, that's what I really did want.Make

no mistake about it, I do desire you ... like a child wants
love. Like a cornered man wants a gun! Like a hungry
person wants food ! There's nothing in this world that I
want more than you! But, you don't think of me, do
you? You don't think of what you do to me when you
wear those dresses! Have you ever wanted something
more than life itself, Glenda? Do you know that feeling?"
He must be crazy, she told herself, why doesn't he
grab me and see for himself? He's crazy!
"Kiss me, Collins ... please kiss me!" she begged him.
"Why, you dirty no good ----- !" He spat out, "You
think it's that easy, don't you? It's that easy, huh?"
"No! No! You don't understand me!" she screamed.
"You've tortured a man for the very last time, Glenda
. ... and you are going to die."
As he said the dreaded word, his hand came out of his
pocket and cold steel prodded against her stomach.
"No, Collins! No!" she screamed, trying to explain
her feelings for him.
The gun went off as she tried vainly to explain to him.
"Damn her," he said to himself ... "I should have done
this before tonight.
He looked at her again , as she lay dying on the car
seat.
"Who did she think she was going to tease tonight?''
Then there was another shot.

*****

Possession
The possession of a book becomes a substitute
for reading it.
--Anthony Burgess
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As we have learned in recent
years, Muslim terrorists are convinced that they are serving God
when they visit death upon Americans, Israelis, and other peoples.
Thou shalt not kill is one of the commandments we
live by but it is not one to which they pay any heed.
Not too many years ago American southerners believed they were doing their slaves a favor by providing them with food and shelter while they worked the
plantations. President
Lincoln said that if you
favor slavery, try living
under it.
Coming from a part
of the world that considerably enhanced our
civilization so many
thousands of years ago,
it seems that the middle
eastern countries no
longer have the creativity that their ancestors
had when they built
pyramids, produced artworks which impressed
the world, and mastered
languages, astronomy
and mathematics.

Those terrorists who rammed the airliners into<*-e
World Trade Center were driven by the belief that nu::.
merous virgins awaitied them in heaven if they died
fighting the Americans. My religion promises me a better life in heaven than I know on earth, but it never defines exactly what it is that I will get. For some Mus~·
lims, it is 17-year old virgins, apparently.
Some realists are quick to point out that if carnal de;..
sires are your fondest wish, they can be easily satisfled.
in any one of the world's houses of ill repute.
Lately, the countries in the middle east have not accomplished much in the way of making the world a better place for themselves and
their fellow man~- ·As others
have pointed out, they don't
produce much. They don't
grow much. They don't produce works of art nor invent
anything which enhances the
world.

When

will
the
Muslims
understand
US?

Probably because
they envy us Americans for having produced a way of life
which sets the world
standard for productivity, some middle
easterners resent us
very much. It is much stronger than that ••• they hate
us. Some of the more radical are committed to erasing Americans and other peoples like us from the
face of the earth.
They say that they would never allow their daughters
to dance topless in front of leering men. We say that the
women have the right and the freedom to earn their living in that manner if they wish.

Perhaps having .all that
easy money gained by oil,
they have become listiess:an.d
lazy.
~ c:·

Why haven't they turned
their deserts into agricultural
gardens like we created in the
Imperial and San Joaquin val-leys in California-? Why
haven't their dollars been spent
to eradicate hunger and dis.;;
ease on their continent? Why
haven't they given their
women equal rights and access
to higher education, driving
lessons, and freedom to dress
as they wish?
The United States is as rich
as most of those middle eastern countries, and yet its people continue being creative~
innovative, freedom-loving, and good neighbors to .'a
less fortunate world.
To be frank, many of the inventions we produce are
for making machines which kill people in larger numbers at less risk to us. But while we were doing that we
also rid the world of Adolf Hitler, Benito Mussolini,
Saddam Hussein and other tyrants who murdered mil-
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lions of their own countrymen.
While we were waging a very costly war in Vietnam
we were also funding interspace travel which resulted
in American men setting foot on the moon in 1967,
something no other nation has accomplished forty years
later.
In spite of racial problems, greedy politicians who line
their pockets while pledging service to the public, businessmen who steal millions from investors in the stock
market, and medal-hungry military leaders who would
rather wage war than enjoy peace on earth, Americans
always seem willing to assist other nations in their time
of need.
Whether American servicemen are in Iraq to provide those people with freedoms which we take for
granted, or for assuring America a steady supply of
Iraqi oil, the Iraqis seem sure to acquire new freedoms, new political leadership, and perhaps, a better way of life.
Maybe some day millions of America-hating Muslims will realize that Americans and other peoples are
not their primary problem.
Some day they may ask themselves why their educational system trains their children to hate Americans,
Israelis, and others? Why?
Aren't the real culprits in their lives those who continue oppressing them, leading them to believe that their
problems are caused by "others"?
If, by some miracle, there were suddenly no Americans and no Israelis on planet earth, would the average
Muslim suddenly become better off, his family better
fed, better clothed, and better educated?
Are those advocating Death to America and Death to
Israel only using it to pass on the problems to "others"?
Why?
The world pours millions of oil dollars into the Muslim country economies. Where does the money go?
Why?
If the average Muslims cannot manage their own
lives, it will be managed for them, as it has in the past
by tyrants like Saddam Hussein. If they decide to manage their affairs themselves, then they must assume fu ll
responsibility for their good (or bad) fortune. They may
c\ecide that they cannot blame themselves for their misfortunes. Then, whom do they blame when things don't
go the way they want them to? Allah?
--E. David Sierra *****
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Little Guys Lose a Biggie

SAN
JOSE
COUNCILMAN
GEORGE
SHIRAKAWA, right, and E. David Sierra, shar e
thoughts about their golf game after another Barrio Open Golf Classic at Thunderbird Golf Club.
(I was asked by the editor ofTHE LEADER,
San Jose GI Forum's newsletter, to WJite
something in tribute to George Shirakawa Sr.,
San Jose City Councilman who h ad died
suddenly on El Cinco de Mayo in 1994. Below
is what I submitted to the paper):
The downtrodden, the under-represented, and the under-employed, underhoused, and under-respected lost a true
champion with the sudden death of SJ
Councilman George Shirakawa Sr. on May
5, 1994.
Born in Hanford and educated at Corcoran
H.S. , the Japanese-Mexican carnal was what
you call real gente.
He talked once about how his mother encouraged h er siblings to aspire to much m ore
than a life of trudging endless rows of cotton
in the scorching h eat of the central valley.
George graduated from SJSU and used his
knowledge in teaching and coaching youngsters to succeed in life.
Bu t that was not enough. The political
arena b eckoned. George did not timidly arrive
at City Hall, feel his way around, getting to
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"know the ropes" and then becoming part of
the city hall "in" crowd.
He was on a mission, and if you did not
understand it or agree with him, he would
patiently discuss that mission with you. Endlessly. Until you became sensitized and became one of his fetvent followers, or he was
convinced that you were beyond sensitizing,
whereupon he bade you sayonara, smiled and
charged forward, gathering followers every
step of the way. Succinctly, "if you are not part
of the solution, you are part of the problem,
amigo!"
A 100°/o optimist whose driving energy

and radiant smile "made the day" for everyone privileged to know him, Shirakawa
represented everything that is noble about
American poHtics, a common man genuinely concerned about the Httle guy.
A memory lingers from his city council
campaign. A man ofJapanese descent entered
his campaign office, asked hm "Are you Japanese or Mexican?"
George replied, "My dad was Japanese, my
mom was Mexican. I speak Spanish."
The man wheeled and left.
A few months later, at a Vida Nueva advisory board meeting, he made a remark which
was followed by someone saying, "For a politician that is NOT a stupid statement, George!"
The person who laughed the loudest was, of
course, the unflappable George Shirakawa.
If there is anyone whose path he crossed
who did not like him, we never met him. He
and Will Rogers would've been camaradas. A
former educator, coach, and businessman, he
was easily the most loved and respected person on the San Jose City Council.
Supervisor Shirakawa? Congressman
Shirakawa? Senator Shirakawa?Wewill never
know.
Ese sijue golpe, Don Chuy/

Halters!
When I was growing up in Woodlake, we had an
old tradition of sharing, or being asked to share ...;
everything. If you bought a candy bar and a friend ·
approached you and said, "Halfers!" you were obligated to give him half of it. Same for ice cream,·
chewing gum, or anything of value. You could pro~· ·
teet yourself against Halfers by being flrst to say,
"No Halfers!"
One day in 1953, a group of young men were ariJ;t: :
the Tulare Veterans Memorial Building when an ·ac:..::
quaintance of ours approached us escorting a very_ ..
beautiful young lady. He introduced us as his friends
and most of us said, "Glad to meet you" or sometirig
similar. The joker in the crowd looked up from his
beer, took one look at the beautiful young lady and
blurted out, "Halfers!"
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COCk•a•doodle•doo! II

Q: What is the difference between a Rooster and
a Spinster?
A: The Rooster wakes up in the morning and crows
"Cock-a-doodle-doo!" and the Spinster wakes up
in the morning and cries "Any cock'l doo!"

GLORIA'S PHOTOS
(Upper Right) - GLORIA, AUNT ANGIE and
other kids enjoying the water. (Right Middle)
GLORIA looks ready for a night out on the town.
(Center) - GLORIA enjoys another of the many
books she reads weekly . (Lower Right) EZEKIELA
COLON CARA VAYO , Gloria's mom, many years
before we met her. Her hair had not yet turned gray.
(Middle Bottom) - CRISTINO CARA VA YO,
Gloria's father, holding his beloved granddaughter
Doreen C. Filingeri, daughter of Dulcie and Joe
Filingeri. (Lower Left) ANGIE and some of the
Caravayo kids. That's GLORIA at right, looking
away from the camera because at this age she was
still very, very bashful.

(Right) --

Gloria Sierra, Sylvia Austin,
and Mr. Jerry Cardwell at a
Birthday Party in the Mayfair
Recreation Hall.
Mrs. Austin is President of
the Residents Club and Gloria is
the Secretary. She is very tanned
from spending many hours in
the swimming pool.
Mr. Cardwell was a Security
Guard who passed away a few
weeks after this photo was taken.
(Middle, Right) --

Gloria gets a good look at
the Monangahela River as it meanders through westem Pennsylvania. We were
headed toward Pittsburgh to view the Three Rivers
Stadium at the confluence of the Allegheny and the
Monangahela rivers where they join to becom e the
Ohio River in downtown Pittsburgh.
(Bottom, Right) --

Gloria looks seaward for her husband whose out
raising hell with the boys. "He'll be home when he
gets hungry," she said.
(Bottom, Left) --

GRIN AND BEAR IT-- Gloria and one of her best

friends, Sylvia Austin, at the monthly Birthday
party at The Mayfair Village rec hall. The food is late,
judging by the look on h er face.

8 10 - ELISEO T. (David) SIERRA 8.16.13 7:30 PM
Eliseo T. Sierra was born in Ontario, Calif., the son of Abigail and Juan Sierra. The family harvested farm crops up and down the Golden State until 1938 when they moved to Woodlake, a
small town in Tulare County in the San Joaquin Valley, with the towering Sierra Nevada Mountains on the west, Bravo Lake southeast of town, and citrus trees, vineyards, and other crops
growing abundantly on all sides.
In his senior year at Woodlake High he wrote sports and feature articles for the school paper,
the city newspaper, and was the scorekeeper for the Tigers baseball team.
He entered Woodbury College in Los Angeles in November 1952, majoring in Journalism and
Public Relations, writing sports for the school newspaper.
He pledged Sigma Phi Nu Fraternity and upon becoming active was immediately appointed the
fraternity newsletter editor.
Dropping out of school because of his hearing problems and alcohol addiction problems in
1953, he worked a variety of jobs, furniture store stockman, carpet dyer , truck driver, s heet
metal apprentice , and several odd jobs before moving back to Woodlake in 1955.
Appearing in Woodlake Municipal Court for a driving citation in 1956, he was apprised by the
judge of the soon -to-open Tulare County Boys Ranch, a facility for juvenile delinquents. He applied for and accepted a position as a group leader and recreational director.
In 1957 h e moved to San Jose, seeking b etter job opportunities.
In 1958 Sierra and his good friend Eligio Villegas were co-founders of Club San Joa quin, an
organization of former San Joaquin Valley residents, who participated in sports contests
against other clu bs in the United Club Council League. Sierra was elected President of the
club.
Sierra was electe d President of the UCC League by a vote of the club presidents.
Sierra coached a C.S.J. basketball team against the Fort Ord Warriors in a Sacramento tournament when they were an armed forces athletic power.
In 1959 he began writing a bimonthly column in EL EXCENTRICO Magazin e, a SpanishEnglish publication. In 1960 he was appointed Assistant Editor and worked there for flfteen
years. He was honored by the City of San Jose for his supportive editorials when t h e city won
its All America City Award in 1963.
In 1963, he became a volunteer assistant editor of THE FORUMEER, official newspaper of the
American GI Forum, the country's largest Mexican American Veterans Family Organization.
Sierra was elected to m embership in San Jose GI Forum in October 1964, and in May 1967 h e
became the frrst non-veteran Chairman of California's largest ch apter. In 2012 h e was the oldest consecutively-enrolled m ember of the group, with 48 years as a paid-up member.
Eliseo served on the SJGIF board of directors for 19 years, edited t he ch apter n ewsletter for 22
years, and was elected its Outstanding Member on three different occasions . In 1987 h e was
awarded the ch apter's first-ever Mr. GI FORUM award.
1

In 1975, appointed by Santa Clara County Supervisor Dan McCorquodale, he seiVed five years
on the Santa Clara County Fair board of directors during the years when it attracted the largest crowds in its histocy. He was awarded a Lifetime Pass to all county and state fairs in the
western U.S.
In 1968 he was appointed Editor of THE FORUMEER, and the newspaper was subsequently
recognized by the Santa Clara County Board of Supervisors for its service to the community.
His article, THE DEMOCRATS HAD IT COMING, was reviewed in two entire columns by Harry
Farrell, San Jose Mercucy News political columnist.
Sierra was cited by the Bobby Kennedy Foundation in its annual literary awards for a series of
articles critical of the underemployment of Hispanics in the U.S. government.
At one time he was concurrently editing his local, state and national organizational newspapers. "Too much editorial power vested in one person," he said.
Sierra seiVed as Editor of THE FORUMEER for nine years, resigning at the Albuquerque national convention in 1977.
He delivered the eulogies at funerals for a San Jose Deputy Chief of Police; for four world war D
veterans of the American GI Forum; and for a U.S. Marine killed in Vietnam.
His chapter was voted Outstanding Chapter in California in three of the four years he was
Chairman. During his last year as Chairman, San Jose GI Forum became the largest chapter
in California.
They started the 33-bed Vida Nueva Recovery Home to assist public inebriates in finding and
maintaining their sobriety. The program recently celebrated its 40th anniversary.
The group also organized the San Jose GI Forum Scholarship Foundation which has granted
over $3.2 million dollars in academic grants to Santa Clara Valley Hispanic high school students.
He was the keynote speaker at the first-ever San Jose GI Forum Scholarship Foundation
awards dinner. In 1969 he and Los Angeles County Supervisor Pete Schabarum co-keynoted
the scholarship dinner of Region IV, California GI Forum, in Anaheim.
Sierra wrote and submitted an Amicus Curie brief to the U.S. Supreme Court as they deliberated the Alan Bakke v. University of California reverse discrimination case.
In 1970, he sat at the head table at a City of San Jose banquet and presented plaques from
San Jose and South San Jose GI Forum chapters to Heisman Memorial Trophy winner Jim
Plunkett of Stanford University.
Chairman Sierra welcomed speakers like Congressman Norman Mineta, California Senator Ruben Ayala, Congressman Don Edwards, and Tony Gallegos, Chairman of the U.S. Equal Employment Opportunity Commission, Washington D.C. to his local chapter meetings.
As Sierra left the chairmanship of one of the largest American GI Forum chapters in the country, U.S. Senator Alan Cranston was the installation dinner sneaker.
Mr. Sierra was presented the keys to the City of El Paso during an American GI Forum national
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convention in Texas.
For ten years, beginning in 1984 he organized and managed the annual Cinco de Mayo and
16th of September parades in downtown San Jose, with more than 225 entries which were
viewed by over 200,000 people, per police estimates.
In 1987 he left Hillis Printing Co. where he had been a cold-type composer for 26 years and began a new career as Office Manager at Vida Nueva Alcohol/Drugs Recovery Home, a community services project of San Jose GI Forum.
For twelve years he was public relations director of the Barrio Alcohol/Drugs Conference held
at Elmwood Correctional Facility, sponsored by Vida Nueva, which hosted Santa Clara Valley
high school students in a day of workshops at the county jail. The event included inmate panel
discussions, role models workshops, motivational sessions, gangs informational sessions, a
"jailhouse chow" luncheon, keynote speeches by speakers such as Joe Kapp, Super Bowl quarterback of the Minnesota Vikings; and Tony Gallegos, Commissioner ofE.E.O.C., Washington
D.C., and culminated with a mariachi music serenade of the inmates, both male and female.
In 1994 Eliseo had a minor seizure. Prescriptive drugs he took caused hearing, dental, and
other medical problems. In 2002 he completely lost his hearing.
In 2005, his poem, REMEMBER THE VETERANS, was published in the California GI Forum
state convention program, and read by emcee Rigo Chacon at the San Jose GI Forum Veterans
Recognition Dinner.
In March 2009, Sierra was presented a commendatory plaque honoring his contributions to
Vida Nueva Recovery Home from March 1988 to October 2006, and for his 45 years service to
the American GI Forum.
"I underachieved in my life primarily because I avoided doing anything difficult, like studying
my school lessons and doing homework, athletic practices, and hard physical labor. I accepted
responsibilities and participated in many organizational and community endeavors when I was
sober. Under the influence, nothing mattered. I began using alcohol in November 1951 during
my senior year at WUHS. I was attending athletic events with men much older than me. They
all drank and soon I did also. Under the influence, problems were forgotten and responsibilities
ignored."
"How irresponsible did I become? In my senior year, on a dare, I heaved a 12-pound shot onto
the WUHS gym floor; got failing grades in P.E. and Spanish even though I was an avid sports
fan and spoke Spanish; and once went to the school office to ask for my locker's combination
numbers. I had not taken books to my locker for so long I had forgotten the combination!"
A 1952 graduate of Woodlake Union High School, he presented an alcohol/ drugs workshop for
three years at his alma mater's annual Career Day, relating his problems with alcohol addiction, his experiences in 19 years as Assistant Director, Office Manager, Court Liaison, and Facilitator in a 33-bed recovery home in San Jose, Calif., and candidly answered questions about
working in a recovery program. "Not highly remunerative, but quite satisfying work," he said.
Sierra's presentations at WUHS Career Day warns students of the dangers of alcohol and drug
abuse, and encourages them to commit to an abstinent lifestyle. If they do. their life goals become attainable and their dreams a reality.
He received a number of commendatory letters from Woodlake High School students after his
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pre sen ta tions.
Eliseo worked for 19 years at Vida Nueva Alcohol/Drugs Recovery Home, 2212 Quimby Road,
San Jose, CA. , and retired on October 15, 2006 because his hearing deteriorated to where he
could no longer use the telephone.
Today, his h earing is all gone. He communicates via the written word, and makes extensive use
of an an 1-Pad, and Captel telephone with a Speech-to-Text program, a computer, and closecaptioned television.
Trying to maintain an active lifestyle he walks a mile every morning and does vigorous swimming exerc ises for one hour in the summer afte rnoons. He and wife Gloria enjoy visiting city
and county libraries, and attending high school and junior college softball and baseball games.
In 2011, Mr. Sierra was presented a Lifetime Achievement plaque at the California GI Forum
state convention , recognizing 50 years of service to the American GI Forum.
Eliseo Sierra lives in San Jose, Calif. with his wife Gloria whom he married in 1960.
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