
BLUE GLITTER, BEEF JERKY and A SKINNY BROWN BELT 

A little Story By Ken Brand 

Our rented house sat like perfection at the crest of a sweeping hillside 

neighborhood called Bay Park.  Adults always raved about the views.  On 

the brightest days you might think you could reach out and dip your fingers 

into the blue glitter of Mission Bay.  Actually, it was three point two miles 

away, but that was the view the adults raved about.  Tall San Diego skies, 

blue glitter, thin ragged white ribbons and grass greens spilled in every 

direction.  We kids could care less. 

In the back yard, adults liked to walk to the canyons edge and point at 

the little brown icebergs that never seemed to move.  There were three of 

them.  I don’t know what the big deal was.  They were pretty far away and 

when it was hazy out, you couldn’t see em.  What we kids called brown 

icebergs, the adults called “The Coronado Islands.  Yellow Fin Tuna liked 

the Islands too.  That’s where they lived.  I know because when I was old 

enough, dad would take me on fishing trips with his work buddies, that’s 

were we went to catch Yellow Fin.  Up close the Coronado Islands don’t 

look like icebergs at all, they look like small rock mountains. I always got 

sea sick.  



The views were spectacular, our house was not.  Our family of six 

shoehorned uncomfortably into a post WWII, three bedroom, one bath 

bungalow.   I was the oldest of four.  My sister Terry was two years younger 

than me, we fought like welterweights.  She died a few years ago in a freak 

car accident.  As adults we were friendly, but we never really connected.  I 

regret that I didn’t try harder to be a big brother.   

I have two little brothers.  Jay was 5 years younger.  He was too small 

to fight with, I would have crushed him, so I made his life miserable in other 

ways.  I sorta tortured him.  Once, when Jay and I were left alone for a 

Saturday afternoon, I tricked him into a game of “Escape”.  It wasn’t too 

hard, he was only seven.  I wound about twenty feet of clothes line around 

his legs and arms.  He was trussed up like a kid version of the Damsel In 

Distress, all tied up and left on the railroad tracks. I didn’t put him on the rail 

road tracks, instead I lifted him like a sack of potatoes and tossed him on his 

cot. All the boys in the family shared a room.  We had military cots for beds.  

I slept on the top bunk and Jay slept below, that’s were I tossed him.  I made 

sure I didn’t bang his head on the footlocker.  Three hours later, I came back 

from playing in the canyon.  With a smile and a wiggle, he was still 

struggling to escape.  It would be wrong not confess, I did much worse over 

the years.  My brother Jay, to his credit and unfortunately his continued 



torture, he was a “solid stand up brother”.  No matter how deviously I 

mistreated him, he rarely cried and never told on me.  Not once. 

Erich was the baby of the family, nine years behind me, I barley knew 

he existed.  As adults, all of the Brand boys enjoy each others company. We 

live in different states now, but we make time to get together two or three 

times a year.  We insult each other, share stories, relive past memories of 

dad and create new memories to share next time we visit and outsiders 

would say we drink too much. 

Dad didn’t approve of his kids watching TV.  He’d let us watch Walt 

Disney’s World Sunday evenings, but that was it.  Mom let us watch TV 

when dad was at work – Lucy, Andy of Mayberry and Lassie, we all agreed 

not to tell dad.  Dad was strict, judgment was swift and punishment was 

certain.  You toed the line with dad or you paid the price.  Talk back or act 

disrespectfully, you’d be picking yourself up off the floor.  Dad didn’t wear 

a skinny brown belt to hold his pants up, he used it to teach us respect, right 

from wrong and what happens if you don’t do your chores. When I want, I 

can close my eyes and hear his belt whistle and crack.  Man, it stung like 

hell.  Yeah…in more ways than one, my dad was ferocious. He loved his 

family and he worked, partied and played even harder than he swung his 

skinny brown belt. 



Dad was a blue collar, hourly wage slave.  He worked over-overtime 

to make ends meet.  No matter how long he worked, there was always too 

much month at the end of the money.  When the milk needed to be stretched 

from Thursday to payday, mom would spike the milk jug with water.  She 

never mentioned it, we always knew though.   It poured into our cereal blue 

white instead of milk white.  I played little league baseball in the seventh 

grade, I was a pitcher.  It was three games into the season before mom could 

buy me a pair cleats.  I pitched in slip-on tennis shoes.  It was all I could do 

keep those stupid white slip-ons from flying off my feet when running the 

bases.   

My two best friends were Glenn and Tommy.  Glenn and I met in the 

Fourth Grade.   Tommy was one year behind us.  We three grew up in that 

canyon I told you about.  As  tykes in grade school, we’d scuttled down to 

our secret fort to play cops, robbers. In Junior High, we put away our guns 

and badges.  The canyon was where we smoked stolen cigars, drank Coca 

Cola and ate beef jerky.  We read Playboys too.  Actually, we didn’t read 

them, we leered at the pictures.  Grandpa and Grandma lived a bike ride 

away.  Grandpa had an old workshop in his backyard.  Inside it smelled like 

sawdust.  Old tools and rusted junk was strewn about haphazardly.  Piled 

unappreciatively in a dark corner, sat a dusty, waist high stack of Playboy 



Magazines.  When grandpa and grandma were gone, with ninja stealth, we’d 

sneak into his workshop, grab three each, tuck our prizes under our shirts 

and laughing with guilty pleasure, peddling like fools, we hauled ass back to 

the canyon.  We thought we were the coolest.   

Things changed in High School.  We discovered girls.  Girls never 

visited the canyon, at least not real ones.  We left the canyon to the kids and 

thumbed to Pacific Beach.  My summer beach adventures lasted an epic 

three years.  In the fall of 1974 Glenn went off to college and I joined the 

Army.   

I have three kids of my own now.  They are all out of the house, two 

in college and one chasing her dreams in LA.  I wonder what memories they 

have.  I’m different than my dad, but I love my family as ferociously as he 

did.   

I miss him.  

 

The END  
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