
 
Norman Silvey 

 

I am not certain if it was late summer or early fall of 1976, however, that was the 

first day I officially stepped foot on the campus of Edgewood High School as a 

student. 

  

Edgewood High School as I knew it then was located at 1625 West Durness Street 

in West Covina, California at the corner of West Durness and Trojan Way.  
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The school mascot was the Trojan and the 1976-77 school year was my freshman 

year. 

  

However, that is not the subject of today’s entry. Today I want to speak briefly 

about Mr. Norman Silvey who was my history teacher. 

  

Mr. Silvey was a gracious man with a good face, a handsome beard, and whose 

smile was so sincere that you had no choice but to smile back whenever he 

smiled. 



 
  

My first encounter with Mr. Silvey did not occur in my freshman year. Which made 

sense since I would not have taken history during that year. My first meeting with 

Mr. Silvey occurred in 1974 while my brother Frank and I were riding our bicycles 

through the halls of the school on the weekend. 

  

My brother had gone in one direction while I rode toward the direction of Mr. 

Silvey’s classroom. Naturally, I did not expect to run into anyone as I went barreling 

down the hallways being it was the weekend. You don’t think about those things 

at 13-14 years of age. 

  

Apparently, Mr. Silvey had seen us riding through the halls because as I made my 

way up the hallway toward his classroom, there he was, big as day, positioned in 

such a way that I had no choice but to stop. 

  

As I came to a screeching halt, stopping only a few feet from the man whom I 

would one day come to admire as one of my greatest teachers, the first words to 

come from his mouth following that incredible smile of his was, “Hi. My name is Mr. 

Silvey. I teach history. May I ask your name?” 

  

Raised to always show respect to our teachers, I got off of my bicycle, looked 

directly into his eyes and said, “Hello sir. My name is Carlos.” 

  

That is when he extended his hand toward mine, shook my hand and said, “Hello 

Carlos. It’s nice to meet you.” 

  

His demeanor was so calm and inviting that I was quickly disarmed of any fear 

and felt for the first time that I was having a conversation with a living saint. 

  

He asked me what I was doing riding through the halls on my bicycle. I explained 

that I was with my brother Frank. We were on our way to another location in the 

city when we decided to ride through the high school. 

  

“It was my brother’s idea,” I said. 

  

He then asked, “What is your brother’s name?” I said, “Frank.” Then he asked, “Is 

your brother younger or older than you?” I said, “He is older. In fact, he is the 



 
oldest,” which I promptly followed up with a proud boast, “…and I am the second 

oldest!” 

  

Mr. Silvey chuckled and said, “That’s great, Carlos. Is your brother a student at this 

school?” 

  

I said, “Yes sir. He is.” 

  

“That’s great,” he said. Then he asked, “What is your last name?” I responded 

back, “Padilla.” 

  

He thought for a minute, smiled, and said, “Padilla…Padilla…is Frank Padilla your 

brother?” 

 

‘Yes!” I said. “Yes, he is.” 

  

“I know Frank,” he said. 

  

I beamed from ear to ear because a man I had just met knew my older brother. 

  

“I suppose that means you will be coming to Edgewood as well?” he asked. 

  

“Yes sir, I am,” I responded back. 

  

“Well then,” he said. “I look forward to seeing you when you are a student here. I 

need to return to my classroom. I have papers to grade. It’s  been a real pleasure 

meeting you. Be careful riding your bicycle through the hallways. There are other 

teachers here beside myself. I wouldn’t want you to hurt yourself or one of them.” 

  

Then he smiled again. 

  

“Yes sir,” I said as I mounted my bicycle. 

  

As he turned around and began walking back to his classroom, I stopped, looked 

back toward him, and said, “Sir?” 

  

He stopped and turned toward me and said, “Yes, Carlos?” 

  



 
I said, “I hope when I come to Edgewood you will be my history teacher. I would 

like that very much.” 

  

He smiled and said, “I would like that too, Carlos.” 

  

The next time I saw Mr. Silvey was during an encounter in the hallway just outside 

the media center. When our eyes met, he smiled that incredible smile of his and 

said, “Hello Carlos. It’s nice to see you again. I hope to see you soon in my history 

class.” 

  

I was floored. I couldn’t say a word except, “Yes sir. I mean, hello sir. I mean, I look 

forward to …” that is when I stopped myself and said, “Mr. Silvey, I cannot believe 

you actually remember me!” 

 

He smiled again and said, “You can’t forget a smile like yours, Carlos. You made 

an impression on me that day in the hallway. Nope, you don’t forget someone 

like that.” 

  

Not only was Mr. Silvey a great human being worthy of respect for his demeanor, 

smile, and knowledge, he was by far the best history teacher I had ever had. He 

made learning history fun. 

  

Go Trojans! 
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