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CHAPTER ONE
22 APRIL 1997

Alone in a crowd of people, | found myself in the grand ballroom of Hibernian Hall. The hall
was neither light nor dark, but bathed anpervasive twilighti spectral shade of gray so
indistinct that all seemed on the verge of slipping together.

| stood in a circle of gentlemen wearing the most generic of tuxedos. Our jackets were black
with narrow collars, our trousers black with narrow stripes down the legs, our cunmagrbu
black with the creases pointed dutifully upward, our shoes black-f@ai©xfords, our studs
black concave disks within round matte silver frames, and our shirts were white with vertical
pleats. In the twilit vagueness of the room, all of this bladedl to an indistinct dark gray, and
the white to a dull light gray.

Throughout the hall, the constellations of
another by clusters of ladies. Like the gentlemen, the ladies wore generic evening attire. Their
dresses were long, sweeping the floor. Their necks were open, adorned with pearl necklaces
matching their dangling earrings. Their shoulders were covered with puffs of pleats, stretching
slightly down their arms. They wore long evening gloves that matcleegdale grayness of the
mends shirts, and they clutched smal/l dar k h.
dresses of the ladies were of different colors, they all appeared in the twilight as but slight
variations of gray.

In my circle of gentlenen, | faced toward the eastern side of the ballroom, just opposite the
mid point between the entrance on the left and the corner in the right. The efitremosy
northeast and in the center of the wialvas open, revealing the balcony that ran arouned t
cylindrical space below the rotunda and above the lobby. | recalled that from the black and white
checkered floor of the lobby, you could take either of bmovedstairways, one north and one
south, to reach the grand ballroom. The balcony above \mabked by inner stairways, of which
| was tentatively aware, although | had never seen them, much less attempted to use them.

While the building was called Hibernian Hall, everything about it was Hellenic. The fluted
door frame of the entrance to the badim was punctuated in its corners by squares containing
concentric circlesi just as you would find in the entrance of a Greek temple. The same
concentric circles could be seen in the dome, although these were interrupted by vertical lines
that continued e dynamic of the space going up through the balconies and meeting at the
pinnacle in unity. For me, the most impressive sight in this central space was the columns. Eight
per level, the fluted columns culminated in graceful lonic capitals, like the agdistic women
they were designed to represent.

Of all the objects | could see around me, the lonic columns just visible through the entrance
gave me the most comfort. Their white was the closest thing to real white in the indistinct
continuum of graynes®erhaps because of this, the wavering confusion that seemed to dominate
all things gray was least apparent in the columns. They stood erect, providing bearings in a sea of
uncertainty and separating the fisointo distinct levels.

Far behind me, flankedn either side by double faux columns, was the stage where a small
orchestra played music that | could not discern. It struck me that while | could hear a great deal
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of music and conversation in the hall, duld perceive nothing aurally. Irhé multitudeof
sounds eachinterfered withthe other. It was like being on a small boat with waves coming in
from all directions and causing a confused jumble of crests and troughs, multiplying and
canceling each other out. No wave could be distinguished from anétietthroughoutthe hall

the noisy silence served to isolate.

At least, it served to isolate me. As | looked around my circle of gentlemen, | was amazed to
see them talking casually and apparently understanding each other quite lucidly. Across from me
stood two gentlemen who seemed to dominate the discussion in the circle. The one ori my left
just north of east and standing with his back to the entrameas short and round. He held a
cigar in this right hand, a drink in his left, and he waved thenutabs he spoke loudly and
jovially to the circle and occasionally up to the ceiling. His speckled complexion led me to
believe that he was ruddy and had red hair streaked with white. In the general grayness, though, |
could not be certaiin of this or of aything. He laughed easily, and whatever he said brought
waves of laughter from the circle, especially from the gentleman to his jle$t south of east
and standing with his back to the corner. This gentleman was tall and thin, with sparse hair over
thin-rimmed glasses and a fine aquiline nose. The other five in our circle were of nondescript,
average appearance.

The short round man leaned in toward the center of the circle, looked mischievously to his
right and left, lifted his glass and shook it slgwd make a point, and said something in feigned
confidence that set the circle into an uproakaghter | could hear that he said somethingnd
that in a jocular tone of voice but | had not the faintest idea what the words were. The tall thin
man boked over at me with a grand smile and his eyebrows arched high in a gesture that seemed
to inquire what my thoughts were on the subject. Flustered and confused, | simply rocked back
on my heels, held my drink out in my right hand as though in some f@wnabf toast, and
lifted it slightly. Both men seemed to take this as the funniest thing that they had ever seen. The
small round man bent over in laughter with his elbows nearly touching his knees. The tall thin
man arched back and laughed straighthatdeiling. Then he straightened up again and leaned
forward, patting his friend on the back.

Rather than making me feel more a part of the circle, the entire episode drove home to me
that | was isolated in this noisy silence. It dawned on me, too, Haat ho idea how | had come
to the grand ballroom of Hibernian Hall and why | was here. The only people who stood out in
the crowd of generic gentlemen and ladies were these two opposite me in the circle, and neither
of them looked at all familiai at least, not as individuals, though perhaps as types. Were these
two destined to be different from the rest, or had they simply not yet become as generic as the
others in the wavering merger of all things gray?

Disoriented and confused, | felt oppressed bg thdistincttwilight, in which people and
objects grew increasingly difficult to distinguish one from another. Everything in the room
seemed to be bent upon slipping together with everything else. | looked through the entrance
toward the lonic columns ttry to reestablish my bearings. There in the columns | could see
something familiar, something at least relatively constant, something that served the purpose of
differentiationi holding the various levels apart.

When | looked away from the columns, hawsg the confusion returned in an even more
distressing form. As | glanced over to my left, |1 thought | caught the faintest, most cursory
images of plants and archways. But when | looked harder, they faded away. Yet, | could feel
their presence, whethecould see them or not.
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| tried to remember what had happened in Hibernian Hall that drew me to it now. It seemed
like an age ago, a world away. There were plants and there were archways on the lower level of
the hall. | remembered being in a room on tlater level. Yes, a room with plants and
archways. There was color there, too. The plants were a dark green and the arches were a light
blue. | was with friends. As | looked back, my friends seemed to be gray, but not the gray that |
saw around me in therand ballroom. My friends were wearing gray uniforms. And there were
young ladies in dresses of various refreshingly brilliant colors. Of most importance, it seemed,
was one quite near to me. | remembered some shiny green material ... and a suddeof feeling
isolation.

It was a different level, a different worlda world of people | had known, of things | had
seen and touched. Why did | see the plants and archways up on this level as indistinct shadows
of the matter that had once made them up? Couldthdienot only was everything on this level
slipping together into a single mass of gray, but the lower level was joining in? Were the
columns being overpowered by thwilight? Was what remained of distinction on the verge of
disappearing, allowing all tbecome one?

The disorientation was too much for me. | looked down at myifegtmy dark gray shoes
blending in with the lighter gray woexkined floor. As | tried to reassure myself by tracing out
the boundaries of my shoes from the floor, | felt awthed right below them were those plants
and those archways. They, too, were now encroaching upon my existence on this level, even
though they were of a time and of a matter alien to my present rolé henatever that role
might be.

As | stared down amy feet, desperately trying to get my bearings and to figure out where |
was and what | was doing here, | did not notice the room becoming quiet. Not the hushed quiet
that descends upon a crowd of people from time to time, but a significant ghetquet that
occurs when one existence is ending and another beginning, the quiet of the void between
worlds.

| felt a hand on my right shoulder. It was a firm hand, a strong hand, a hand that held me
upright so that | would not fall. Nor could I move. Starglim place, | turned my head to the
right. I should have expected to see some generic gentlattesimga comment | could not hear,
but | was inexplicably relieved to meet the man who had his left hand on my shoulder. He was
taller than I, but he was leimg forward so that our eyes were level. His curly hair and-well
trimmed beard were jet black, and his deep green eyes stared into mine with pride and solemnity,
but also with more than a slight glint of mischief. He was wearing the generic tuxedo, but wit
emerald studs that matched his eyes both in color and in brilliance.

As | looked at him, it occurred to me that | was seeing color. Everything else in the hall was
like an old blackandwhite photograph that hddng agostarted to fade and lose its t@st. He,
however, was crisp and distinct. He appeared completely at home in the Hefjdmiball.

Indeed, he could have leapt from the scene in an ancient Greek vaiseis, of course, the
tuxedo.

Slowly, he raised his right hand pablownward in &ist i not in a threatening manner, but
as though he wanted to give me some sort of sign. On his fourth finger was a massive silver ring.
Its sides were unadorned, but on its face was an emblem of gold: A pole standing vertical with a
pair of wings at theery top, where a small globe was attached. Around the pole and around each
other rose two snakes, each with an eye of shimmering emerald. The gleam of the gold against
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the silver made it appear as though the snakes were alive. Oddly, | was relievedlladdoth
the sight.

In an instant, the ring turned green in a veritable explosion of emerald. | had been taking all
of this in as reassurance and comfort in the wavering, merging world of the gray ballroom. The
emerald explosion, however, threw me onameninto a helpless state of disorientation. But the
man with the ring smiled knowingly and calmed me, patting me gently on my shoulder. |
realized that the ring had not changed color at all, but it was simply reflecting somethiing else
something of the ost magnificent green somewhere behind my gaze. Something about the
green as it was reflected reminded me of the green that | had remembered from the lower level
from the world of plants and archways. Yet, it was here a fuller, more radiant green.ashas w
green that was different, somehow puireat green not affected by any other color. Could it be
that color on this level, rare as it be, was somehow fundamentally different from color on the
lower level? | wondered.

Slowly, he raised his index fingee pointed in the direction of the entrance. | wanted to
keep my gaze upon the enthralling green reflected in the ring, but | knew that | had to follow my
guide. Slowly, | turned my head. And there she was.

The world was still engulfed in absolute silen@s | beheld the Lady in the Shiny Green
Dress. She had just entered the grand ballroom, and she was standing between me and the
entrance. Through the entrance doorway, | could see the lonic columns, two of which now
framed her with an air of reverence she stood proud and erect. Although the columns had
provided me with bearings in this wavering world of gray, they appeared far less distinct, far less
comforting now that she was there to provide ... something. Was it prote@ionas it
something dgmer, more complex?

She appeared to be about thirty years of age, but age quite clearly did not apply to her. Her
dress was a vibrantadiantgreen with an open neck and open arms. With her tanned arms thus
exposed, she looked athletic and untamed, asgthghe would be just as comfortable running
through the meadows as standing in a ballroom. She wore no jewelry, for her natural beauty did
not need baubles to enhance it. Nor did she appear to be wearing any cosmetics. But her glowing
smooth tanned skirher pink cheeks, and her red lips displayed purer color than any substances
mortals may have devised. Both in their brilliance and in their intensity, her eyes matched the
color of her dress; though as she surveyed the hall and looked upon its inhabdatésted a
gentle softness in them.

Most curious was her hair. It was the color of ripened wheat blowing in the fields
variegated and shimmering. But it was styled all wrong. It lifipdn front over her forehead
and fell down in a smooth curve either side, curling forward and framing her face. It was an
outdated style, by about three decades. As | looked around the hall, though, it may not have been
so far out of place here. Yet, for her it was not righmot right at all. For some reason begion
my immediate comprehension, | knew it was supposed to be different, althaxaghdinot
recollecthow it should have looked or why | was so sure.

In silence she shifted around, searching out the crowd with a detached, but benign interest.
Others movedround in the hall as well, although | could hear no sound. It was like watching an
old silent movie running slowly almost frameby-frame. Everything was in shades of gray, but
she had been colored in the deepest, most magnificent hues.

I f el t Hhardeise fnamnndy sshoulder, and in that very instant the oppressive noise
returned to the room. Whatever became of him, | did not know. He may simply have moved
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away from me, or he may have vanished altogether. All I could see was the Lady in the Shiny
Green Dress. She alone was not wavering in the general grayness of the ballroom.

Along with the noise, eight young ladiésher entouragé swept into the room. They were
much smaller than she. Indeed, next to her they had the appearance of childrers theshap
were children; for in that wavering twilit hall, it was difficult to tell. They gathered around her as
though they were performing some ancient ritual dance. They wore Scathierdark saffron
dresses with black trim that accented her greenblgeded in with the general gray of the hall.

They seemed to be creatures of sombketweenness.

Thus surrounded, the Lady in the Shiny Green Dress looked here and there among her
retinue, as she chatted with them now thoughtfully, now frivolously.stiuthed me that her
ladies had thus cordoned her off from the multitude. Once they had danced in around her, she no
longer appeared to be even aware of the rest of us, but she seemed content and happy to be
isolated. | felt this to be disturbing, and eveapersonal loss.

For the first time, | noticed that she was indeed wearing a very peculiar ornameéatge
round golden pin just above her left breast. As she spoke with her friends, she would from time
to time raise her hand and touch the pin, asigh invoking some sacred bond vested in it. In the
mi ddl e of the pin, I could make out the pictud
short welltrimmed beard, and deep black eyes. Except for the eyes, he looked rather like the
man who had @t his hand on my shoulder. The man in the picture, however, was also quite pale;
and the contrast between his dark hair and his light skin made it appear as though the picture
were in black and white. Indeed, it may well have been.

Around the picture wer thickly cut blockstyle gold letters that allowed the green of her
dress to shine through and around them. | marveled at the colorlessness of the picture set off by
the brilliant green and gold surrounding it. | stared as hard as | could, and finatel out what
the inscription said: Al am his fianc®e. 0

| was shocked at the inscription. Why was she identifying herself as his fiancée? Why did the
letters not spell out that he was her fiancé? Was hetinsatfe really determined by who
possessed her?s/Asoon as | asked myself that question, some feeling of unease deep within me
struggled to make itself known. | knew there was something there, something buried deep within
my soul, but | could not figure out what it wasnd | was not sure | wanted toei€ainly, when
it came to the lady, | was downright agitated that she would define herself in these terms. She
seemed the type of person whom no one could (or would dare try to) possess. She seemed even
less the type of person who would relish such aiogiship, or deign to allow it.

As | stood there transfixed by this divine siga fraught with contradiction, the feeling
welled up from deep within me that | was somehow a part of herthough some strand of her
being reached down and passed thromnghsoul. Here was a person so majestic that | dared not
approach her in any capacity; yet, | seemed to perceive some special kinship on some higher,
deeper level.

Meanwhile, the noise of the hall continued: The orchestra continued to play indiscernible
music, the short round gentleman continued to amuse his cohorts with exaggeratedly confidential
proclamations, and the tall thin gentleman continued to laugh. In the conventionality of this most
unconventional setting, it occurred to me that | had beemgtatithe lady so intently and for
how long?i that it must appear unseemly. So | returned my attention to my circle of gentlemen
and pretended to understand the jovial conversation and to appreciate the fine music.

Cadet 6 sTolyGefferm ©2008 5



| was so busy pretending to be a paftmy circle that | did not notice when the music
stopped and the conversation halted. Reflexively, | looked behind me to see if théadtack
man with the bright green eyes and the large silver and gold ring had returned. He was not there,
but | saw hat everyone in the hall was looking in the direction of the lady.

Thus justified, | once again looked over at her. My heart ached and my soul collapsed, as |
beheld her standing with her head bowed, sobbing. The pin that she had worn so proudly, if so
curiously, was gone from her dress. In its place were to small holes with some loose threads and
wrinkles in between them. In her left hand she was grasping something in desapin. The
grand ballroom of Hibernian Hall was silent, as even her solukipeal no sound.

Slowly, she raised her head, her soft green eyes swollen with tears. She arched the inner part
of her eyebrows in supplicatidnto me. The Lady in the Shiny Green Dress was looking to me
for something. Words? Actions? | felt lost and afrd simply stared back into her eyes lige
deer hopelessly cornered by an archer. Then, everyone in the hall slowly turned and faced me.
What was | supposed to do?

| opened my eyes wide and awoke, still shaken with distress, compassion, and artoght t
| was lying on my back staring up at the ceiling fan that hung motionless above me. | looked
over at the clock. It was moments before midnight. It was a crisp, pleasant night, and | had
opened the windows to enjoy the gentle breeze. The room waedhbiata glowing light, as the
full moon climbed toward her zenith in a cloudless sky.

As | awoke, | thought | heard the distant echo of a feminine voice, whispering in my ear:

cih3aUs
cih3aUs
SO must it be
SO must it be

She spoke the words in an ethereal, lilting tempo with the sole accent on the second syllable of
each phrase. The lilt was even more pronounced, as the accent was one of high pitch rather than
of heavy stress. The Greek sounded kkeayon ested as it tripped out in a rhythmumdée
dumdum In spite of its lilt, the voice sounded consummately sincere, compassionate, and above
all, reassuring. | felt comforted by the presence of the moon, and | felt protected by the feminine
voice. Thefeminine voice? Could this be the voice of the Lady in the Shiny Green Dress?

At once all my concern and disorientation from the dreastaded back down upon.nshe
had been in great pain, and she had looked directly into myi esfessand everyone eldehad to
do something, to find the words to say to her, to bring her solace. It was urgent. In my reasoning
mind, | was aware that it had been but a dream; in my soul, | knew that what had happened there
in the cool glow of the full moon was far more Irél@an anything that might occur under the
warm light of the sun.

Taking a deep breath, | calmed down. | could not begin to approach her in her torment unless
| could delve back into my own past and find a time when something similar had happened to
me, when | had personally experienced the same feelings that she was suffering with right now.
Only if I could make this connection through some shared feeling, could | begin to know what it
was | was supposed to say and to do.
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Immediately, my mind drifted b&cthirty years. Could it have been thirty years to the very
night? Deep within me, | knew what my pain had beéme pain that must now connect with her
pain. Using no words, but letting myself be drawn deep within my soul, | diifideleper ...
deeper.. higher ... higher. Somewhere in the turbulent shallows that swirl between waking and
sleeping, my memories and my dreams merged in a long, wearying vision.
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CHAPTER TWO
THE DESCENT

A disembodied soul, | found myself floating high over Charlesidre moon was entering
into her fullness and was just climbing down from her zenith. She shone with stark splendor as |
drifted above the clouds that enshrouded the city. Despite the thick veil of clouds, | knew it was
Charleston, for here and there thgoh | ess dense portions, I co
reflection on the Ashley and the Cooper Rivers, flowing together to form the Atlantic Ocean.

For a time, | hovered, content to bask in the soothing presence of the moon and to gaze out
over the soft gganse of clouds below. I am not sure how long | waited or when | started my
descent. As | entered the clouds, | felt as though | were passing through some dark tunnel that
would take me from the blissful company of the moon to the world of matter belown Do
down ... down, into the world of matter.

Once | had passed through the clouds, | could see that the city was dark. It was just moments
before midnight on 22 April 196i7 a date Iseemedll too aware of Behind me, the moon could
barely be seen dielt through the clouds, and she illuminated neither the land below nor its
people. As | drifted closer to the ground, | saw a lone figure hurriedly walking beneath the
artificial glare of the streetlights.

He was a cadet. His gray dress blouse withigh black collar and its starched white collar
andcuffi nserts sported sergeant 6s «lhss, yuniar stipeshi g h
below. He wore stiff white cotton trousers over highly polished glaén Oxford shoes. His
white cap with itsshiny black visor obscured his eyes. High on the front of his cap was the
emblem of The Acropolis, The Military Academy of the South.

To me, he looked at once familiar and alien. Everything about him and his uniform seemed to
come out of my own memory.uB the hat device with its prominent waxing crescent moon and
the name of The Acropolis were different from what | had in my memory. No, it had not been
The Acropolisi it had been ... something else. What had it been? Suddenly, it struck me that,
importart as the scene may have been both to me and to this cadet, | could no longer remember.

It was clear, however, that as he walked along Ashley Avenue, he was distressed, for his
movements were hesitant and uncertain, and his left hand was oddly closéakind,erhaps
concealing some wound. | came nearer to him and observed that as he walked from streetlight to
streetlight, a shadow hovered behind him and then sped up and passed him, only to wait once
more for him to pass in turn. Where had | seen swsifadow before?

Ah yes, now | remembered. When | was a s mal
car and stared up at the ceiling. Was liillPerhaps, but | could not recall. There over my feet on
t he passenger 6s si demahdhoveras adistneg shadaw justoaboaentrew k  f
rear window. After a ti me, the tomahawk woul o
disappear beyond my head. Then another would appear over my feet. This had just been a trick
of shadow and strdaght, but for some inexplicable reason it had given me comfort as a child.
Looking back on it now with the faintest hint of the Hellenism of Hibernian Hall still clinging to
my imagination, | wondered if the strange shadow | had taken to be a tomahaykyouthful
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experience might more appropriately have been a labrys, dispensing death and birth in the cycle
of life i the cycle of the moon. For a brief moment, the thoughtfagees crosseahy mind, but
this made me ill at ease. Shuddering, | purgedasess from my thoughts in favor of the labrys.

The shadow that accompanied the cadet was far larger and more lumbering. It was like some
big, black bear that guarded him from behind and then rushed up to guard him from the front. As
| looked down throuly the eyes of a bird, my perspective grew. | could now see the cadet
through the eyes of the bear as well. As | rushed past him and glanced up at his face, | could see
tears falling down below the shadow of his visor. This made me all the more determined t
protect him from behind and from the front.

| ran forward, waited for him to catch up, and then ran forward again. | marveled that the
shadow of a bear would be giving protection to a cadet on the streets of Charleston. But this was
not all. I could stl see the scene belowi ncl udi ng mysel ffromtheegesbfear 6 s
the bird. In that persona as well, | seemed to be lending him some form of protection. | should
have been completely disoriented with this double view, but | could feel smgethsomeone
with me, deep within me, who made it seem entirely in accord with nature.

Watching the cadet from above and from below, | was soon provided a third view. Gradually,
| began to behold the scene through the eyes of the cadet himself. Thiglees disorienting,
but only because his tears were obscuring the landscape, at least from my new perspective.
Somehow | knew that | had to connect with the soul of this young cadet to learn the answer to
what now seemed to me the most pressing questiontt he uni ver se: AWhat 1is

With my triple perspective, | took in the entire scene. More and more, though, | concentrated
upon the view throughthead et 6 s ey e s watch aver him from the \bird lpersoria
above and the bear persona belopersonae that | knew | was only borrowing for a time by the
grace of another.

In his left hand, | began to feel an object. The more thoroughly we joined together, the more
the object hurt hurt not only because it was digging into the hand we now sHauebtecause it
was also digging into our heart. | did not need to finger the object with his hand or to see it with
his eyes, for | knew all too well what it was. It was a gold vermeil pin with two crossed
Acropolis swords, each precisely one and tiqearter inches long and forming a trapezoid one
and onehalf inches londpoints to pommels on the sidds) one inch wide (point to point on the
top) and severighthsof aninch wide (pommel to pommel on the bottom). In the midst of each
hand guard was anty ruby. Where the swords crossed was the seal of The Acropolis. Attached
to the pin on the back was a chain connected to a smaller pin, with the goleétylechumber
i 6 8 our class.

The cadet was walking up Ashley Avenue. The upward direction waerd to me;
although, despite the fact that my feelings came through him, I was not sure how well he
perceived it. He crossed Congress Street and walked for a short space until he was faced with
some construction on the sidewalk in the next block. Héated, and | knew he was deciding
whether to walk out into the street or turn to the left, in the general direction he needed to go,
anyway. He turned left; but as he did so, he looked up at the street sign: South Allan Park. He
hesitated, and | was awatigat he was not familiar with this street. Nonetheless, it was in the
right directioni up and in.

As he walked, | became increasingly aware of his thoughts. He was unfamiliar with the park
on his right. He had never seen it from this perspective. It cgatusng. He came up to
Glenwood Avenue, where South Allan Park ended, and he turned right.
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AYes, o | t hought, as though trying to comm
Acropolis. o Then the disorientat i adnfadihgout. me ag
The Acropolis? And why did the wordcademystrike me as peculiar? Peculiar, and yet ...

Of course, he could not hear me anyway and was unaware of my consternation. The cadet
continued on past North Allan Park on the right to Huger Strese Glenwood Avenue ended,
throwing him into panicky confusion. He looked straight across the street at rickety old houses

he had never seen before. Hi s thoughts became
this street go on to Moultrie? Where athAm | lost? How will | get back before midnight and
the end of gener al |l eave?0

We looked around and turned left. We ran now, up to Court Street. But Court Street only led
down to the left, and that was the wrong way. Up ahead just a few paces, thosighsleaped
intersection leading to the right. Sutherland Cduthat sounded familiar. We hurried up the
street and found ourself on Moultrie Street. Now came tentative relief, rapidly overtaken by
anxiety. We were practically in sight of the Main Gatel had to run as fast as our weary legs
could carry us up to the gate and then walk as quickly as possible back to the barracks.

As we approached the Main Gate, | realized that | had lost the bird and the bear perspectives
and was seeing everything nolaraugh the eyes of the cadet. In my last independent gesture, |
looked up to where the moon, her light barely visible through the clouds, was beginning her
descent over The Acropolis. | offered my thanks for her guidance and protection.

With the gate in ew, our souls slipped evenore completely together. | was amazed, yet
comforted to realize just how easily and utterly our souls were joining, as though on some inner,
higher level thewvere anchad always been the same. | became aware of his memadesnee
again | felt disoriented, for some of his memories seemed to be very similar to niy avat
least to the memories | believed | had possessed up to that moment. Other memories were
different, and | found these fascinating and disturbing. But wee\oining rapidly now and |
knew | had to accept his and somehow speak for both of us, for we were now ..oge$ ..
was Cadet.

| 7 we? No, IT approached the Main Gate and slowed down to an extremely rapid walk.
Then, in spite of my hurried movemts, for the barest of instants another image of the Main
Gate flashed through my mind. | recalled approaching this hallowed pott@ Propylaed
long, long ago. It seemed as though a lifetime had passed. It was 7 September 1964, the day |
arrived in Charleston to join the Corps of Cadets of the Military Academy of the South, The
Acropolis.

Cadet 6 sTolyGefferm ©2008 10



CHAPTER THREE
SERGEANT OF THE PROPYLAEA

Monday, 7 September 1964, Charleston was hot and muggy. Her charm had not yet
insinuated itself into my psyche, é&n considered the city to be disappointingly dilapidated,
compared with my native Washington or my home in the suburb of Bethesda, Maryland. The
oppressive humidity, however, was certainly familiar, if not terribly reassuring.

My parents and | were stang at the Francis Marion Hotel in the heart of Charleston. | gazed
out my window at Marion Square, with its immense statue of John C. Calhoun. Over on the left
of the square, | coulseethe municipal office building that had once been the original Aciepol
As | waited for my parents to come get me for a reception and speech by the President of the
Academy, | thought back tte journey othe day before.

My parents had driven me down to South Carolina. All day, we traveled from north to south
as the dek outline of the moon glided on her cross course from east to west. For some odd
reason, it struck me that the moon and | formed the quadrants, as though we were taking part in
some slow ritual dance.

That day, we made it as far as Florence, where wedta a twestory redbrick guest
house attached to a dental clinic. My father was measured for dentures at the clinic, which was,
to my surprise, opened for him on Sunday. The dentures would be ready foppckTuesday,
the day my parents would leaxee off at The Acropolis.

That evening, waveresitting together in the hospitality room of the guest house along with
several other, mostly elderly dentumearing guests. It was a gosited room, allowing for a
wide circle of about a dozen people, sdlated in comfortable, overstuffed chairs. The Victorian
lamps with their thick shades and tassels provided little light, but | could make out the burgundy
and black wallpaper with vertical floral designs interrupted occasionally by reproductions of
greatart.

At seventytwo years of age, my father was a robust man of my height, though considerably
heavier. A civil engineer, he had served for thitigee years as a Navy officer, retiring with the
rank of captain. He still worked as an engineer in Washimgt and al ways wore t
uniformT sports jacket or suit, white shirt, and bow tie. He hailed from a small Welsh colony in
Duchess County, New Yorkvhere he had still heard the old languageken in his childhood,
especially from an aunt who hdifficulties in comprehending English. Indeed, the one phrase in
the language he still remembered was her frustr&iedad Cymraeg'6 Speak Wel sh! 6.
himself spoke little at all; but when he would sit in his chair in the corner of the living room at
home and | would sit on the couch to his front right, across the large square entranceway to the
dining room, | could always feel his presence in a sort of communion of souls. He was my
spiritual connection.

My mother was a short, thin lady fifteen years juisior and full of things to do and the
energy with which to do them. While my father was relaxed and quiet, my mother was
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out spoken, and her speech was richl yevwrgpper e
inch the Navy c aptuelthad Isdidwiy hanmework raecomplishdde my s
household chores, and, most important of all, stood up straight. She was my factual connection.

Al | of a sudden, and certainly to my surpr.
son here is enroling@ he Acropolis. o This he wuttered wit
blushed and, typical for a boy of eighteen, wished | could sink through the suddenly
uncomfortable chair and disappear. He beamed as the other guests, all from the South, raised
theregy e br ows, smil ed, and chimed in with the wun
rush of information about the importance of the Academy not only in the history of the South
and the ALate Great Unpl easant soesarsl refativdaswho al s o
had joined the Corps of the Military Academy of the South and how the experience had formed
them into men.

One particularly old gentleman smiled in an awkward series of contortions that testified to
his dire need of the dental clinii. The Acropolis, 0 he procl ai med
nostalgic pride and a thick South Carolina &
urgently as he slowly pushed himself out of his chair and walked bent over and hesitant out of
the room.

A few moments later, he reentered, standing straighter and walking with a more assured gate.

AThe Acropolis, 0 he once more proclai med, t h
display a massive gold ring with thenarseal of the Academy.

Theroon fill ed with a palpable awe. ACl ass of
from his frame. He stood erect and proud.

AThat 6s the year I was born, 0o my father sa

reverberated throughout the whole house aoddht the landlady scurrying in. She took a small
camera out of a drawer in a little desk in the corner and insisted on taking a picture of my parents
and me with the Acropolis Man.

That night, | lay awake in the total darkness of my guest room. In apitey immediate
reaction that evening, I was joyful for my f a
chilly evening late in winter when | had wrestled for my high school in the last match of the
season. To my surprise, my parents had contkisgamatchi the only athletic event | had taken
part in under their eyes. That season, | had wrestled above my weight, as a transfer student had
beaten me in my weight class, and | had managed to defeat the boy in the weight class above me.

The three mathes before mine had all gone poorly for Walt Whitman, and the drop in
morale was rendered audible by the silence in the stands, punctuated only by the occasional
groan reverberating off the geodesic roof of the field house. When | stood up from the row of
metal chairs beside the mat, though, a cheer could be heard in the gymnasium. Some boys right
in front of my parents, but not knowing who they were, clapped loudly. One turned to the other,
pointed at me , called out my Thimgs @re goingto turns ai d
around now! Heds good! o Fortunately, |l won, a

When | got home that night, my father was bubbling with an enthusiasm | had never seen
from him before. He told me aboutthe boysmftrt of t hem and kept repe
the darkness of the gudsbuse room in Florence, | could still hear the pride in his voice. Deep
within me, | felt confident that this pride had indeed always been there, even if my father rarely
said the wads. And | knew with quiet certainty that it always would be.
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The wrestling match took place less than a week after | had received my acceptance letter
from The Acropolis. The letter, which in my impatiencé had taken its sweet time coming,
wasdatedoval ent i neds Day, a fact that seemed som
day was would not be clear to me for some time though. But it would certainly have its effect as
my career at The Acropolis took shape.

A month after the letter arrivedl took my first trip to Charlestoin my orientation visit.
Perhaps fiorientationo was not the best choice
flight out of Charlotte. On the other hand, it probably was an appropriate term after all, since |
then tak it upon myself, without any phone calls for help, to catch a bus to Charleston and find
my way to The Acropolis. The next morning, | arranged to go to the airport to retrieve my bag,
and the visit proceeded with no further incident. | was proud of misehaving the tenacity
and presence of mind to accomplish this, and | was filled with confidence that night in Florence
that | would not only succeed at the Academy, but even excel.

Looking back over my accomplishments, | felt a wave of-as$urancel had fairly good
grades, four varsity athletic letters, the pride and support of my parents, and the will to excel. |
also had an older brother who was at the time entering hisclass, senior year at the Naval
Academy and who had told me what to esjpat a military college. He had even taught me such
critical skills as sp#shining shoes to the reflectivity of a mirrba dark mirror, to be sure, but a
mirror nonetheless.

As my mind drifted back from thoughts of home and the night before in Elerémeard a
knock on my door at the Francis Marion. It was time to meet the General.

We entered a large hall with metal folding chairsrigca stage and with whilenen-draped
tables covered with hor-paneted walsuTheecemiondinle atrihg t h e
entrance was a gauntlet of higdmking officers and their wives, culminating in the tall, thin
figures of General James Mitchell and his wife Sadie. It was said that General Mitchell would
float across campus like a retired Gioa feat certainly befitting The Acropolis. In his day, he
had been considered a brilliant tactician, known for taking the calculated risk (though his
detractors would add that it was a risk with
receiving line,he towered over me, and he cast me a grim smile that contrasted with a slight
glimmer of hope and pride in his eyes that reminded me of my father. | liked the man and was
sad to hear him announce after the short reception that this would be his last Vida
Acropolis.

With that announcement, he invited the prospective cadets to leave the room. He had a few
things to say to our parents and was sure we would understand. My future classmates and |
gathered in the hallway outside the door to eavesdrapespeech that had been forbidden us.

It was, as | would come to learn, the standard speech, full of patriotic references to us as the
future standard bearers of our country and the free world, as well as to The Acropolis as the last
bastion teaching itgoung men how to lead armies, businesses, and communities to defeat the
threat of Communism.

After a while, the crowd at the door became stifling, and | wormed my way out of it and
drifted away down the hall to find relief in isolation. | stood alone lan#ded back at the crowd
of eighteenyearolds. They all seemed to lose interest in the speech and to start murmuring with
each other, striking up friendships, finding out which company their new friends would be
joining, but all the while knowing that threext morning would disrupt their lives completely.
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As | stood there alone in the crowd of young men, | suddenly felt a firm hand clasp onto my
right shoulder. | turned my head to see a tall, thin, but athletic young man with remarkably jet
black curly h& and intense green eyes. A spask mischief flared up in his eyes as he
introduced himself in a strainedh i sper, AHIi, MhdémrHé&ér m, Her m Poy

| introduced myself to him, and then | noticed something odd. While | could still hear the
General droning o with his increasingly dull speech, | could not hear any murmuring in the
hallway. Was everyone so bored by the speech that they had in turn become speechless? Had
they suddenly become apprehensive of the reign of terror that would break out the néxgorn
Or was it something else?

Appearing to take no notice of the silence, Herm continued with the same mischievous, yet
intense | ook, NnLet 6s get out of here. Il 6m goi
Woul d you 1| i ke t ethimg@boset hiwingpired coidence i8 menas well as a
desire to leave the stifling hallway and travel across the long intervening boundary of Charleston
for a secret, unauthorized visit.

We walked out of the building and turned right up Calhoun Stkéstm easily slipped into
the role of guide, showing me the various sights along the way. He did not have a South Carolina
accent, yet he seemed to know the location and history of every building of note in the city. As
we passed along the street, the was falling to the horizon and shone upon us as we passed
between the buildings.

Approaching Routledge Avenue, Herm nodded left to a building down the street with a

circular porch and col umns. ARThereds Almer i cac
not that particular building. It used to be down in the College of Charleston. And, for that matter,

it will eventually move to a | arger |l ocation,
Smithsonian, of course, but | think youdll en

Much of what he said seemed cryptic, as though concealing some information that he should
not have known and imparting that information to me, who had no idea of what to do with it. But
it came across so subtly that it seemed beyond question. Whyeveasshire about the fate of the
columns? The fact that he compared it with the Smithsonian without my telling him that |1 was
from Washington simply glided past me, not to make me wonder until he was long gone. Perhaps
it was merely coincidence. Perhaps rge@me was familiar with the Smithsonian whether they
visited it regularly or not. | did not know, and that is why his strange little asiflesving out
block-by-block along the way seemed so mysterious.

We walked up to Lucas Street and turned riglgt.we came to the end of the block, we saw
to our lefta large buildingwvith two wings going back in a V shaplacing the intersection, the
blunted point had two long staigoing toward the building, then angling in, and fingdlining
togetherin front of the door above. We had to walk all along one side of the building and then
the other. Just as we turned on Doughty Street in front of it, Herm stopped, faced the building,
and put his fists on his hips. ATmi sabi v, sAi
Schoolof Nursing of the Medical College oSouth Carolinai better known simply as the
Nursing College Do noé't worry, youol | have to deal Wi f
remark to confuse and befuddle me some time down the road.

We turned right up President Street and plodded on in silence for a few blocks. Herm kept
looking over to the left, as though trying to find an exact spot in an itinerary he constructed on
the fly. As we were walking along a mordgked empty lot, hesipped and decl ar e
Letds cut across this field. o
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We slogged through the soaking grass. | was glad to be wearing my civilian shoes and not the
plain-toe Oxfords | had been shining up for my report to The Acropolis. The sun had just fallen
below thehorizon, and | was amazed to see the braad moon following him. The sky had
been so hazy, and the moon so attenuated that | had not seen her all day. We climbed up a small
embankment, where | could behold the moon in all her youthful glory just adissppeared
over the horizon directly in front of us.

| remained there for a moment as Herm walked on. | thought about the newi mobthe
new moon as many people call the dark moon, but the gentle sliver of light that calls forth a new
month in our Wes. Seeing this newness descend in the twilight over the horizon on the way to
The Acropolis made me wonder if it might be some kind of omen. If so, of what?

Herm stopped some yards ahead of me and turned with a sympathetic smile. He beckoned me
forward and said something that widulater stick with me aglisturbing or evershocking
although at the time it seemed perfectly natural t al ent he had developec

now. Come on, Il 611 guide you!o
As we trudged across the rest of the fistle r m asked casually, AYo.L
Company, wonodot youdabooaanfiekl fbptysevesijzéodd

they arrange the sixteen infantry companies by height, so that when everyone is lined up on the
parade ground on Frag afternoon, the tallest companies are on the ends and the shortest in the
middle. From the reviewing stands, this gives the illusion that the entire Corps is the same

height . Itdéds something |like the optheanathat t r i ck
makes the columns look straight by curving them. Be this as it may, the real benefit for you

and foreveryoné i s t hat youoll be able to |l ook your ¢
feel inferior or superior on account of some genet acci dent of height . o
conviction, but then he added playfully, AAN
trousers when you need to. o

We c¢climbed up out of the morass to Chestnut

y o Wldok out overindian Hill, whichis widely thought to be the highest point in Charlegton
certainly the highest point west of Ashley Avenue. Sixteen feet above sea level! You probably
wonoét | i ke i1t, though. That 6w muesthoéthiewas chysty put
and how much of it was simplg hat t er I could not tell . Her
unpredictable, but | enjoyed his company and his manner of speaking, with the hint of a British
comic tradition that | had always delighted in.

Now we walked up Chestnut Street to the right, and it turned into Hagood Avenue, leading
past the football stadium. We were going ever so slightly upward as we closed in on The
Acropolis. Just past the stadium, we turned right on Congress Street aneftlmmEImwood
Avenue for two blocks, to avoid the rather uninteresting locked gate behind the academic
buildings. Finally, we saw on our left the narrow end of the humanities build#tglanthropos
Hall. And beyond that, the Propylagédahe Main Gateof The Acropolis.

Most cadets referred to the Propylaea with its English equivalent of the Main Gate. When
The Acropolis was laid out in its newer setting, Greek words were used for those first structures.
So just beyond the Propylaea was Philanthropdkfétathe humanities and Techne Hall for the
sciences, and also for the administrative offices. The original barracks building right behind the
reviewing stands in the center of the long end of the parade ground was originally called the
Epaulis. Thatten was t oo foreign for most peopl ebs ta
English), and as more barracks were added, they were all given names for famous graduates.
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Since there was neither rhyme nor reason for these names, though, everyone simpty teefe
eachby the number of the battalion that lived there.

The best way to get your bearings at The Acropolis was to go around the parade ground.
Entering the Propylaea, you could see the Bibliothek (or simply the Library) on your right and
Philanthrops Hall on your left. Like all of the buildings on campus, they were of light gray
stucco with ample castellations, especially on the round corner turrets, and seemed to fit in nicely
with the bumper crop of Spanish moss. Going straight ahead, you wasl@pantersection on
your right atthe southeast corner of the parade groundsaad up the road along the south
(short) endacross another -intersection on your left between Philanthropos Hall @aedhne
Hall, with its central tower topped by an eagboking enigmatically to its left. At the southwest
corner of the parade ground, you would face an intersection with Fourth Battalion to your front
left and Third Battalion to your front right. Turning right on the road along the west (long) end of
the parade ground, you would pass Third Battalion, Second Battalion (the original Epathlis
its high central tower and clock), and First Battalion. At that intersection, the Armory would be
to your front left, and the Engineering School to your front righat that point in the
construction of the campus, Greek was seldom taught (and it is doubtful that Mechanopoios Hall
would have been at all acceptable, regardless of its English cognate). Turning right down the
road from there along the northern end of garade ground, you would pass the Engineering
School, the old Gymnasium, the Business School, and JaspértHalmilitary science building
t hat also housed the Commandant és offices. T L
end of the paradergund, you would pass the new student union named for General Mitchell and
the Chapel, and you would then end up back at the Bibliothek, or Library.

On 7 September 1964, alff that lay beyond the Propylaea, addrm and ljust gazed at the
gate itself. Wiile not as elaborate as its namesake in Athens, this Propylaea was still quite
impressive. Two massive rectangular columns on either side of the road each held high a flag
American on the left, South Carolinian on the right as we faced them. Benehthagawas a
different seal of the state. The columns anchored massive iron gates that could be closed to seal
off the entrance. On the outer side of each was a personnel gate framed in stone and connected to
the column, and each gate boasted impresswmework featuring a massive iron sword, a
replica of the sword carried by an Athenian hoplite. The point of each sword faced in toward the
road when the gates were closed, though they seldom were, and they were not on this night.

Through the personal gabe the left, Herm and | spied a small guard house next to the road.

In front of the guard house stood a cadet sergeatfie Sergeant of the Propylaea, or the
Sergeant of the Main Gate (both renditions abbreviated as SMG). He stood proud and erect
facing the road with detachment bordering on aloofness. Perhaps he was aware that curious
prospective cadets would be sneaking by this evening and he wanted to put on a good show for
them. Perhaps he had been one of these prospective cadets two years eanigrcdse, his

sharp stance of paradest in his starched light gray cotton uniform with white web belt, white

hat, and white gloves certainly impressed me.

As | gazed at the SMG, | determined that one day I, too, would stand there erect and proud. |
would be such a model cadet that my classmates and the Commandant would have no choice but
to make me Regimental Commander. | saw myself in a crisp gray cotton uniform with three
diamonds on each collar, as | approached the SMG.

AAnyt hing t or gpeeaprotr20, Ic awdoeul dseask in a relaxe
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AOnly the wusual, sir, o0 he would reply. AA cC
The Acropolis from outside the gate. Wedol |l de
smile.

Al nddewe shall, SMG. Il ndeed we shall. Carry o

During my imaginary conversation with the SMG as the future Regimental Commander, |
did not notice Herm looking intently at me with more than a hint of amusement.

AYou know, 0 he said yquifeytoluy neanyd wseyl nhp astehrevtei ca

never make you Regimental Commander . 0

AWhy not?0 | shot back. Il was not sure whet
my very thoughts or by his lack of faith in my leadership qualities.

AYoudbr eemmomugh,ad lhe replied as a matter of foa
Regi ment al Commander can be shorter than he i
next Prasident will change the standard, or be much shorter himself.

AThadodosulrous! o | muttered, t horoughly incer
| eaders who have been no taller than me. Don

with height?0
Altds their preferred @&pephaps ditdob cabnly.,Notingtler m r e p

this did not guite satisfy me, he continued,

height. Franklin Roosevelt pulled this country out of the Great Depression and saved the world

from Fascism (at least for a time). Dou think for one minute that he would ever have won an

electioni even in 1944 had it been generally known that he used a wheelchair and could stand

for his famous photographs only with pain and
ASo hedd had pol i opedple had it io bhisngerenatord The fack thdt bet o f

could stand only with pain and difficulty made him that much more admirable for standing. |

thought perseverance in the faceadfiersitywas one of the hallmarks of a great man. What kind

of peoplewouldpss up such a | eader just because of a
Herm smiled at me in a way that combined his wryness with affection. Then a cloud came

over his eyes, and he seemed to | ook out i nt
people who condemnedo r at es. 0 He sighed heavily and bogc

known the martyred sage personally.

When he looked back to me again, his green eyes seemed more thoughtful than mischievous.
Indeed, after the mention of Socrates, the mood of the evencamieemore somber, even
melancholy. For our trip back from The Acropolis, Herm led us straight down Moultrie Street
(the street that comes out of the Propylaea) to King Street.

AThis is the usual way downt own. ribnangtoStr ee:
most of the places cadets like to visifrom a good shoe repair shop (while you wait in a little
booth just high enough to hide your holey soc
was trying hard to shake off the ghost of So@aRut the philosopher followed us all the way
back to the hotel.
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CHAPTER FOUR
8 SEPTEMBER

Whatever desire | may have had to excel, whatever ambitions | may have had for Regimental
Commander, height or no height, ran headlong into Thete Weekwgkishe week before the
beginning of the academic year reserved for the intense training of the new fourthclassmen, or
freshmeni bet t er known a s thdletwhiehtrremmed withfdeh @amenframmthe
lowest class of Athenians, those fit only foenial tasks.

Marked by physical, emotional, and psychological exhaustion, Thete Week was the first step
in becoming an Acropolis cadet. And it was by far the most harrowing. From his reporting for
duty to the return of the upperclassmen and the begimiiogsses, every thete felt the constant
presence of one burning, overriding question:
Thete Week, whatever answer may have come made this perhaps more clear, but that hardly
provided much comfort.

My parents drove me up to the great entrance arch, or sally port, of the Second Battalion. |
kissed my mot herdés cheek, shook my fatherads h
barracks with all the false confidence | could muster. Once inside ltheed, | faced a large
guadrangle with a red and white checkerboard design. To my left front, | saw an enclosed
stairwell in the corner with a large H painted on the front of the light Acropolis blueGoing
sunwise from there, the next corner h&d the one after that F, and then finally E to my left.

The two thick columns on either side of the rear sally port facing me held the vertical letters
REGT and BAND. The Regimental Band occupied the first level to avoid accidents with the
instruments. Eeh infantry company occupied the next three levethe three divisions, each
corresponding roughly to a platoon.

Determined to make a good first impression, and ignorant of the fact that this was a
completely impossible task, | marched up to the dedkoimt of the H. Seated behind the desk
was the company supply sergeant named Stanley JaimMISTER Jarmon to me for the
duration of thete year. Behind him was Munro Sinclair, the guidon corpohal highest ranking
sophomore. The company commander él&ihaptain Powell was speaking a few steps back with
Cadet First Sergeant Grant Woodward. The two made an interesting study in contrast. Although
they were both the same height, Mr Powell was thin and had a slight frame, and this made him
look considerablyaller than Mr Woodward who was boxy and had a muscular frame.

As | raised my hand in a stiff salute and reported for duty, | noticed several cadet sergeants
lurking in the shadows of the stairwell, ready for action. These were all members of thegTrainin
Cadre, selected for their military expertisand their ability to whip the new cadet recruits into

shape.

AYou donoét salut e me, thete! o screamed Mr J
pointing to the three stripes with the horizontal bahatbottom on his right collar.

AYes, sir, o | answered, beginning to get flu
Al 6m your supply sergeant, not a cadet offic
A Wh at seems to be the problem?06 asked Mr P

though on cue.
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AnWell ?20 Mr Jar mon sl ammed his hands on t he

were practicallynoseo-nose. fAWhat do we have here?o
ASsir?o0 | stammered, now totally confused.
ADo you see what this gentleman is wearing?o

| looked at him and saw that he had a gold band on his black service hat (which, for some
reason, was called a garrison hat at The Acropolis), black epaulets on his shoulders, and three

circles, or fApips, 0 on his right <coll ar.
AHeds a cadet captain, sir.o
iVeerey good, thete. And what do we do when w

| executed a sharp hd#ft turn and saluted as briskly as | could. In the meantime, however, a
cadet sergeant had moved swiftly up to my right side, and my elbow made contact with his
shouder.

AHe touched me! 0 the sergeant screeched. AT h
From all sides, cadet sergeants descended upon me, yelling often conflicting commands in

my ears.

AfGet that stomach in! Get those shoulders ba
Al wanna see ybbGs cbmhngootarthe back of you
AWhat are you doing, thete? We havenot start
AYoubre gonna be in a heap of trouble, thete
AGet that chin out, ctimgt gletWe® havendt starte
They swarmed around me | i ke angiranincessanp s . E\

buzzing in my ears that made no sense whatsoever. All the time, First Sergeant Woodward was
observing the operation of his sergeants with grim satisfadtieleaned over to his right to say
something to Captain Powell. Mr Powell kept looking at the show as he nodded in Mr
Woodwardoés direction.
AOkay, boys. Let s get this thete registered
Mr Jarmon handed him a card from theex box in front of him on the desk.

Awell, well, well, 0 said Mr Woodward bobbing
repeated my name over and over, ostentatiousl
Acropolis cadet ?0

AVery msc¢ch! &o] exclai med with al/l t he enth
onslaught of the sergeants.

AWhat 270 he asked, |l ooking closely into my e
look your comrades straight in the eyes offered me no comfoed Itlme distinct feeling that
these gentlemen did not view me asacomiaded | east , not yet. A don

A thete has only three answers for an upperclassman: Yes, sir; no, sir; and no excuse, sir. Do you
think youbve got that?o0
AYessi,r, 06 | answered obediently.
ANoO, no, no, no, 0 he replied cal mly. Al hav
say popo f f . Do you understand now?o
Yy-y . o | caught myself before completing a
Ve ry good, t h et e retching eut Hiseahick raudculdr oecknaad placing s t
mouth right nextf!tdoo hmy ceamrma nfddaw, npap boon
Y ir!to | replied in a voice to match hi
E ent! 0 He turpoedai smeldjsfisledgeaht syand s
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And the grilling continued. Somehow in amongst the yelling, | found myself holding an
athletic uniform consisting of dar k bl ue s h
emblazoned across the front in a blue tinatched the shorts. | also possessed a card with my
white-on-blue name tag and a silvery metal 4 attadioeitlanda room numbewritten on it

The sergeants continued yelling in my face, ears, and the back of my neck. Then there was
silence and the dimct feeling that one of the orders screamed at me was supposed to be
foll owed. But they had all merged into one | o
get right back down here. YoubdOve got two minu

| grabbed my bag and ran tiee stairwell. Glancing at the card, | saw a number that began
with a 4, so | figured that | had to go up to the fourth floor, the third division of H Company.

AMove it! Move it! Move it!o came the comma
greasedilght ni ng! o

| ran up the stairs, taking two or even three stairs at a time in my panicky rush.

AOne at a ti me, thet e! One at a time! o bell
voice.

After running up two flights of twisting stairs, each time tagnieft onto the gallery, left
around the corner, and left again onto the next flight, | came to the last flight, feeling slightly
dizzy. There was a thin, blofithired upperclassman on the stairs. As | started up, he shouted out
in a thick New England aecn t AHal t , thet e! I havenot gi ve
stairs. o

| stood transfixed fo a moment, then | shou

S

r
AMay | climb up the tairs?0 he ra?PThisised s al

t he way you sayouiotgetitiv&St e, &»Mnd Showdts, sir. Cad
requests permission to drive up the stairs, s
AYes, sir, Mr Sardi s, sir heconpletaforsmwefaddess. i n  wh
AHave | todfdf y@u t o pop

ANo, sir!o As soon as | said it, I knew what

He simply smiled menacingly at me, came down the stairs, and put his face right up to mine.
APeod f! 0 he screamed.

ANo, sir!o

AYounmgau dondét get it then?0 he asked incre
ANo, sir. |l mean yes, sir. Il mean. . . 0

AGet up those stairs, thete. Move it! One at

Finally, I made it onto the top gallery. | looked at the number on the card and tneddio it
to the numbers on the doors to my right. Following the numbers, | turned left and saw in horror
that my room number had been skipped. Looking back and forth in confusion, my eyes lighted
on a small extension of the gallery going back from thearorfihe number on the small room
on the righthand side of the extension matched the number on my card, and | entered through
the screen door and then through the heavy, green wooden door, glad to be, at least for the
moment, out of the line of fire. | kme though, that there was not much time left after my
encounter with Mr Sardis on the stairs.

The room was on the southwest corner of the building, off the gallery and behind the
stairwell (which, although chained off, continued on up to give access todf), so it received
no morning sunlight and was accordingly dreary. There was a sink just inside the door on the
right and a metal bunk bed with ancient thin mattresses beyond it. The bunk was faced by two
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large metal presses with dilapidated doors it shelves on the left and hangers on the right.
Beyond the bunk and the presses were two antiquated wooden desks with chairs to match, and
beyond them were rickety wooden bookcases. The window was straight ahead, with latticed bars
inside the screen dra transom on top (as also over the door). To the right of the window was an
old-fashioned heatedater radiator. There were pegs on the wall behind the desks on a plain
wooden cornice that surrounded the room, a match for the chair rail beneath. Ablbveng a

high ceiling with acoustic tile above exposed pipes.

Not being used to an upper bunk, | tossed my suitcase onto the lower. My roommate and |
could discuss that later. | hurriedly put my athletic uniform on and dashed out the door.

Approachingthe stairwell, | spied Mr Sardis on the second division below me. He had his
foot nonchalantly on the lowest step, which | took to be a trap. | popped off smartly, shouting out
my request to drive down the stairs, just as he had taught me a minute bdidreot want to
take the chance of any further delays, although from the yelling that drifted up from the
guadrangle, | could tell that my classmates were arriving and | was probably not being timed
terribly precisely at that point.

ADri ve onel!doownhoutheed Mr Sar di si,he had getiormad | o o k
his duty nicely as keeper of the stairwell. He then went on to inform me, however, that | also had
to request permission to Adrive arounthe hi m,
guadrangle (except when driving aroumdwhenapproaching a room or bulletin boar®n the
stairwell, | was supposed to use only the outermost portion, next to the concretenatathe
inside with only the black steel railing separating me fropnegipitous drop down the stairwell.

This gave the thete an extra distance to go, but it also afforded some safety on the dizzying path.

When | arrived at the bott om, I ran out ont
you think you are, theteBet of f my quadrangl e! Stand over t

| stood at the edge of the gallery facing in toward the quadrangle just to the left of a thick
column and with the stairwell further on to my left. This, | would learn, was where welwoul
always form up before running outyelling 1 onto the quadrangle in a group.

AWho are you, thete?0 Mr Sinclair said in a
mistake.

| answered using the formula that Mr Sardis had taught me on the stairs.

MAnd how is anyone going to know that?0

| stood mute, as it dawned on me that | should have put my name tag on.

AGet back to your room and get your name t ac
tag on the left side of his shirt over the flaplof s pocket . A Go ! Go! Go!
time! One at a timelo

Back up the stairs, back down the stairs, shouting out requests to drive up, down, or around, |
made the circuit again. This time, | came back and stood at attention where | had beenl So
was still the only one there, though | suspect some of my classmates might have been sent back
in the meantime for their name tags as well

Altés the early worm, o0 expounded Sergeant G

Wipe that smileoff our f ace, thet e! Now hit it and give

This | knew was the order to pump out ten pupk. Halfway through, Sergeant Jung
rushed up to me, knelt down andupsyhtoTaaseecdmei n my
|l ater! Stand up, thetel!o
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Of course, as | was at this point expecting, Sergeant Gunn smiled grimly at me and
demanded, AWhy di dmudpts ?2Yo LAnfdi nihseh srhyoupu sl bacl
and then in the other and then in both simultaneously faded into a menacingTdnangh it
all, | barely heard the outradgeoiceco f Mr Jar mon shouting at one
supposed to salute me when you report for dut

At last, there were ten of us lined up on the gallery, all being yelled at in the same manner.

First Sergeant Woodward was still standing behind the desk, which now had six more cadet
recruits lined up, looking anywhere between nervous and terrified. Mr Woodward glanced over
to the company commander who stood rigid. He then turned toward Mr Gunn drfdradj,
ATakebem away. O

Mr Gunn stood in front of us and barked out

Someone in the back of the line had never attempted a facing movement before, and he
managed to fall into the cadet recruit in front of him, creatidgraino effect all the way up the
squad. | put my hand out and braced myself against the thick column in front of me.

As at least two sergeants descended upon my clumsy classmate in the rear, Mr Gunn strode
up to me shouting, nNnGeumypurhéi et dy hand off

| immediately complied, but the tangled mess behind me had not yet recovered, and | fell
headlong onto the gallery, twisting hard so as to miss the column. At that point, | could not have
told whether | was so intent on missing it in ortéieravoid being hurt or to avoid getting my
filthy face on it.

Eventually, wewereordered into some semblance of a military formation and marched off,
receiving both threatening, demeaning insults and chanted drill instruction along the way
ASwi ngarymsur nine to the front, Ssix to the reat
parade ground. Mr Gunn put us in a long line outside the barbershop and disappeared.

We received the traditional thete dgua thin layer of bristle sticking up out afbald headl
from a cluster of aged barbers who seemed perpetually amused at the varied hair styles they saw
entering the shopnd how they stooth contrast to the satisfying uniformity created from them.

When the first few of us were done, we walkedraweethe door, but Mr Gunn was nowhere to be
seen. We waited in the hallway just outside the barber shop, not wanting to get lost but
suspecting we were doing it wrong.

Once we were allthe;te one of my c¢cl assmates spoke up.
hastily with our names, though | knew that after another round of marching, the names would
|l ose their faces and then fade away compl et e
continued, Awhich wedoll i nevit ab kdyin resignet , wh a
agreement . ALet 6s just | ine up here at parade

After a few minutes, Mr Gunn strutted back into the hallway, and we snapped to attention.

He walked slowly in front of us, examining our hairt s . I believed that Ta
the wind out of his sail s, but only for a mi
wavered and fell into itself again.

Off we went to the Gymnasium, where we had to climb up the-hght leg of an Ashged
stairway into the second floor. Rows and rows of tables brimming with uniforms and equipment
lay before us as a cadet from some other company shoved a mattress cover into each of our
hands. We snaked through the Gymnasium, as trousers, shirts, sit&aarsili other uniform
items were held up to us in a cursory attempt at measurement and then stuffed into our mattress
bags along with sheets, towels, blankets, and so forth.
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Just before we went out the door ,isonbat(aser e fn
they called the visored kind), one black and one white, were shoved onto our heads until one pair
fit. These were placed more carefully on the top of the pile in the mattress cover. Finally, the
same procedure was followed to fit us with tvamtrectangular field caps (known, confusingly,
as garrison caps in the military), black with white trim. One was stuffed into the cover and one
was left on our heads as a sign of our cadet recruit statsishough anyone really needed a sign
after takirg a cursory glance at us.

From here, we lugged our burdens down the-Haftd leg and marched back to Second
Battalion, around the quadrangle on the gallery, and then back to our spot by the stairwell.

ASquad, halt! o shout ed oMNe hed&d aver the Hest of the shoutse st
reverberating throughout the barracks. ARI ght
time no one actually tripped.

AALl right, thetes, 0 he shouted. ATake t he:
unpack your precious treasures later. Just search through them and find a pair of white cotton

gl oves, put them on, and report back here. o H

Go! Go! 0 He did not have t o s ksesomeighteddownibPpne at
our full mattress covers that we could barely make it up the stairs as it was.

With difficulty, we got to the top of the first flight, and one cadet peeled off and entered
room 248, just at the top of the stairs and to the righb@ftompany bulletin board. We looked
at him in envy and continued on. Besides Tadd, who turned right down the gallery, the rest of us
were on the second and third divisions. Thankfully, or by design, Mr Sardis was only milling
about while we carried our hiens. He would return to the stairs as new cadet recruits reported.
| put my mattress cover by the table on the right, located the gloves, and dashed back out the
door.

This ti me, I was the | ast one back youso f or ma
l ong, thete?0 Sergeant Gunn drove his index f
T the first of many chest pokings | would receive that year. A few feet behind him, Mr

Woodward gave a slight cough, and the poking ceased.

Al 61 widkbalou | ater, thete, 0 he whispered ho
deal with me later for being the last one down, | could not tell. The harassment was so
ubiquitous, and he was so good at it, that such threats carried little weight beyaminddiate
terror and the lingering unease they generated.

Again, we marched out, but this time through the side sally port nearest us. We made a
reasonable columright down the road and came to an intersection. In front of us and to the left
was the mss hall, where we could smell lunch cooking. It occurred to me that it was stilliearly
the sun was just climbing above the barracks. We executed another gaahirend passeth
front of the print shopn our left We continued on behind Second Battali between the
laundry on our left and First Battalion on our right, and across the road to the Arradpng
field house replete with cylindrically curved roof.

Most of the Armory was used for speeches, hops (formal dances), and basketball. At the rea
however, was where the arms were issued. After much signing of documents, we each received
an M1 rifle, complete and serviceable, except for the absence of apfining

We stood outside in a line as Mr Gunn proceeded to tell us how to hold thet niiigta
shoulder arms. From there we made our first visit with our newly issued rifles to the parade
ground, where he continued drilling us in the manual of arms.

Cadet 6 sTolyGefferm ©2008 23



~

Aln your rooms, 0 he concluded, Ayouol | find
door.The Blue Bok is the book of regulations for the Corps of Cadétsstoms and Courtesies

tells you how you are expected to conduct yourselves properly in nineteeitiry society, i.e.
Charleston, South Carolina. You will be regularly questionedhe contents of these books at

mess, along with the fourtiass knowledge section of the orientation manual sent to you this
summer. The third book isthen f ant r y ma mwohsi cGwu icdoent ai ns al | of
need for drill. Except, of coues for some arcane Napoleonic troop movements we still use
here. o

Ordinarily, I would have found Mr Gunnoés dr
and ordinarily, | would have appreciated it. Coming from his mouth and in this context, however,
| found it sarcastic and disorienting.

After marching us back to our position in t
for noon meal will be at 1200 hours sharp. It is now 1145 hours, so go back to your rooms, put
your rifles in the racks at the endydfur bunks, take off your drill glovessd on 6t f or get t
your face and handsand take it easy for awhil e. A Oh, y
want to take a shirt and trousers out of your
wrinkil ed t his afternoon when we teach you all h «
shouted as we scurried up the stairwell.

As | placed my rifle in one of the slots on the end of the bunk next to the sink and above a
box for shoeshining and cleaningupplies | saw another suitcase on the top bunk and another
mattress cover by the desk to the left. Evidently, my roommate had arrived, although his
whereabouts were as yet a mystery.

When we assembled by the stairwell for mess, there were a lot mose rafwy and the
sergeants formed us into three rows. When the bugle blew over the public address system, we
stood there awaiting instructions.

AWhat are you standing there for?06 the serg:e
there and form up. & no, nai not like that! Run out yelling. | wanna hear your voices bouncing
off the walls of the barracks. What? You call that a line? Okay, form up in three squads. You, put
your toes up to this |line; you, up to this 1i

Gradually, thg formed us into some semblance of a platoon. Actually, there were two
platoons, upperclassmen on the right and thetése left,with sergeants at either end of each of
the three squads. In front, Mr Woodwarbserved us and then executed a crisp atawet and
saluted Mr Powell, who returned the salute and execitedwncrisp about face, turning away
from us. As the other three infantry companies did the same in their corners of the quadrangle
and the band formed up in the middle, an imperious godugadets strode out from the front
sally porti the Second Battalion staff. Reports were made, orders were given, all in a flurry of
well-rehearsed roles. Before we could figure out what it all meant, we were being marched out
the side sally port to theess hall.

In the mess hall stood rows of tables shoved together in pairs, each to form two Aesses.
the head of each mess stood the fimess carver,
to his right was his assistant. We were rhandled mto positions at random, each thete standing
behind a chair. After grace, we all sat down, and waitresses brought out the food in large serving
dishes. Although the mes$sll rituals had not yet begun, we did learn right away that the mess
carver receivedll food first, followed by his assistant. Our duty was to make sure that they
wanted for nothing. It would become a lot more complicated, though.
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After the meal, we were not free to leave (as most of the upperclassmen were), but remained
seated until wewere ordered to form up outside. We were marched back and remained in
formation, while Sergeant Sardis and Guidon Corporal Sinclair stood in front of us. Mr Sinclair
was wearing no accouterments on his uniform, as this was to be our instruction on messto d
ourselves.

Mr Sardis took out a 4 and showed how this was to be placed on the right collar. Under the
collars went two springperated collar stays. The belt buckle was affixed to the belt, with the
extra webbing removed. The lacquer would also hauge removed from the buckilefront and
backi so that it could be properly shined. The name tag went through thefeftpocket flap,
even with the tog we would not be using these pockets anyway. A handkerchief was stuffed
down in the rightrear pog&et, with none of it showing. And off we went to put ourselves
together, with a whole fifteen minutes in which to accomplish the task.

When | returned to the room, another young man came through the door just behind me.
AHoly Cow! 0 he eGrcrlian mduwr. p MiyO.hg -ldbldhgnyoang mann | nt €
and the thete haircut over his short, aquiline nose and his gray eyes gave him a slightly stern,
avian appearance.

AHoly Cow is right!o | replied and introdu
throudh our mattress covers.
AThis thing here says ités a collar stay, o

up a card with a strangeoking contraption on it. It had two sprigperated points on arms that
were connected just below the top, l&ke&ery shallow continuous H.

AThat doesndét | ook | ike what we just saw, 0
st a ytkink this is what weneed he ot her one has a picture of
use with ties. 0

We managed tdind our things and put them on our uniforms. We checked each other out
and ran out the door, seconds to spare. Down we ran to our spot on the edge of the quadrangle,
and we all formed up into three ranks, with s

We were tha ordered out to the same positions we had taken before noon meal. We were
immediately sent back and ordered to yell the way outThen we were sent back again and
told to yell louder this time. | had the luck of having Sergeant Gunn inspect my sqsaletli

active finger poked against name tags, belt b
Once agai n, Mr Sinclair was standing in fror
and then to his own. i Do vy o uing nathing lutesilebch, de d i f f
addedofiPbp and we all yell ed fAYes, s-dDffwe in un

had simply been confused.

Mr Sardis had Mr Sinclair turn his back to us and we saw how his shirt billowed out over his
belt. He losened his belt, grabbed the two sides of his shirt and pulled them out taught. Mr
Sardis grabbed the right end from him, held it firmly in his right hand, and folded it back over his
left hand. After Mr Sardis took his hand out from the fold, Mr Sincleld hat side down, and
they repeated the procedure on the other side. Finally, Mr Sinclair synched his belt to reveal a
tightly fitted shirt with two folds down the back, just like the black lines on the back of a wool
dress gray blouse.

AThat, st hetseng rti tuck. o0 We were al/l told to
procedure. Of course, ours did not look as neat and crisp. After all, we had never done this
before. Nonetheless, we were assailed with yells and insults.
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Now t hat wel ywedree Sipad®p e(ral t hough it was evid
had a long way to go before looking like real Acropolis cadets), we were ordered back to our
rooms to retrieve our drill gloves and rifles. The rest of the afternoon was spent learning the
manual of arms and closeder drill.

At 4:00pmi 1600 hours we were dismissed and told to start putting our rooms in order.
Orrin and | reintroduced ourselves. In the hectic life of the-flest cadet recruit, first names
were difficult to remember.dftunately, we wore our last names on our chests. As for Tadd, who
had taken charge of us and had kept us (momentarily) out of trouble after our haircuts, his name
was long gone from my memory and his face but a hazy recollection, soon to join his name.

One name | did remember was Cadet Sergeant Sambshaps because | had associated it
with the ancient Lydian capital burned by the Athenians and through that connected with The
Acropolis; or perhaps simply because it was easier to remember a name lattegdlled it
several times. Mr Sardis grabbed the screen door handle, opened it slightly, then slammed it into
the door jam. That, as we would learn, was the way upperclassmen knocked. It certainly served
to get thenoticeof the thetes in the room andliang the room to attention.

Mr Sardis | ooked at me with his hand over hi
ASi r, Mr Sardis, sir,o | shouted out with co
AExcel l ent , thete! 0 he pr ocl adiminiself aswvet. h  wh a
Al 6m gl ad you remember my name, because you
Meanwhil e, 6 he continued, Al 6m gonna show you

AThank you, sir!'o said Orrin, a pmpgertapst | 'y w
encouraged by Mr Sardisd New England accent .
ADond6t you ever thank an upperclassman for g
this because |1 I|ike you. | dun tdwd ntgh atte 9 ewcradiesres
AYes, sir, Mr Sardis, sir!o we shouted in wun
Mr Sardis showed us how to make a bed, with square tucked corners and the pillow the width
of a Blue Bookfrom the end. He showed us how to fold our socks around pieces obaetdb
(that the laundry wrapped our shirts arousadthey would lay flat on their appointed shelf in the
press. He showed us where folded things were laid, where things on hangers were hung, and
where various types of shoes were placed below the lower. bimkintroduced us to the
cleaning supplies in the bucket under the Sinthe bucket that would be our trash can in the
room and our wash bucket for cleaning the gallery. He pointed out the slips of paper with our
names on them that had appeared somedimer i ng t he day on our desks
name in the slot on your bunk, press, desk, and bookcase, and in the slot behind your rifle. You
see that slot on top of the mirror over the sink? Each week after Saturday Morning Inspection
SMIT y o udbhdnge the name. Each of you serves a week at a time as room orderly, responsible
for everything in the r olkethidfithg floor.dNovegetiiodwmork h a v e
and assemble with your squad in front of the shower room at 1700 hdaathiobes, field caps,
name tags, and flip | op s . Donét forget your soap, Shampo
to take a shower! o
At precisely 5:00pm, albf us from the third division weréned up on the edge of the
gallery, facing the latrine ah shower room just this side of E Compaiyr Woodward was
there, along with Mr Sardis, Mr Gunn, and one or two other sergeants. With our eyes looking
straight ahead, it was always hard for us to tell just how many there were.
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ATake one st anandddadhe first sedyeant. Toi® took us off the outer row of
tiles to which we were generally restricted, but it gave the sergeants room to walk behind us. It
was always more intimidating if we could be surrounded.

Mr Woodward strode back and forth in ftoof the squad like Napoleon addressing his
troops. He told us how to lather with soap and shampoo and rinse all in the tithedatib a
thete to showeir twelve seconds. In mid stride and mid sentence, he wheeled around toward me,
almost touchingnose o nose and bell owed, AThis ti me, Ce
name tagbés on upside down. 0

He quickly looked away, but not before | spied a slight wry smile on his lips. Could it be that
he had done the same thing his thete year? Looking badk lohad to admit that | smiled the
same way whenever | caught a thete repeating one of my numerous blunders from freshman
year.

At that moment, though, such thoughts were the furthest thing from my mind. Precisely what
was on my mind was hard to tékecause of the sheer panic that set in from all angles. | looked
down instinctively, just to be closed in upon by two sergeants behind me, each yelling in
different ways to keep my eyes straight ahead. One of them was Mr Gunn, as | could tell by the
finger poking into my shoulder, at least until he was given a glance with a raised eyebrow from
Mr Woodward.

We all received twelveeconds under the showers, thieolet i me wi t h t he ser ge
reverberating so loudly from the walls that we could disgeattically nothing of what they
were saying. Finally, we were told to get back to our rooms and prepare for evening meal at 1800
hours, including ties (tucked in between the second and third button) and with the other collar
stays.

This time when we y&d our way onto the quadrangle, we were organized into our training
squads. In the third squad, Mr Sardis arranged us by height (subtle as that difference may have
been) with the tallest to our right. | was somewhere in the middle, and Mr Sardis viesvediyt
over to the right, with Mr Gunn all the way over to the left. Again, we were in the second
platoon, with most of the Cadre in the first.

After retreat and the lowering of the colors, we were marched off to mess and given
A per man e nit pegrmaeataeing fog the rest of September. A mess consisted of seven
cadets, with two messes sharing a long table. Although most of them had a cadet officer and a
sergeant at the head, mine was commanded by Mr Sardis as mess carver and by Mr Sinclair as
assistat. After the meal, we were marched back in a group and ordered to go to our rooms and
start shining our shoes. We should expect a visit from members of the Cadre, who would give us
instruction.

In the small alcove room of third division, Orrin and | tamkt our shoes and polish. | put
some water in the cap of my metal tin of polish, wrapped a soft handkerchief around the index
and middle fingers of my right hand, aptbceededo spitshine my shoes. But Orrin took out a
brush and started buffing his.

irhat 6s not the way you do it, o | i nfor med h
howto spits hi ne. 0
A know hsohw nteq 0s fhiet asserted with an air of

| eat her . hnetheho Théytgetpigga good a shine buffing. o
Air of authority or not, | knew that buffing would not work. So | tried to convince him that
the only way to get the shine they wanted was todpite. He dug in his heels and suggested
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we wait for the upperclassmen, who would, doubt, be duly impressed by his Spanish leather
shoes.

Down the gallery, | could hear the slamming of screen doors that announced visits by
members of the Training Cadre. | was afraid. If they came in here and saw +skirsp my
shoes and Orrin bfifhg his, | would look awfully bad. | thought of putting away my polish and
buffing my shoes too, but | had no brush.

Just then, our door slammed and in walked Mr Woodward, followed closely by Mr Gunn and
Mr Jung. It took the First Sergeant only a sectindize up the situation, and he descended upon
me in a rage. AnWhat are you doing, l etting vyo
spts hi ne?0 he demanded in a genuinely angry
roommate? O0Cabhsé¢ 6sf thwheul awest thing you can d
outshine your roommate. He may be the only friend you ever have at this place. So what were
you trying to do?bo

AsSir, 1 did try to...O0

AQui et, thete! What g@greetlhhe upPppeecdaswenan ?Yo
AYes, sir. No, sir. No excuse, sir.o

ARight! Now | say again, what were you tryin
ANo excuse, , feeling trapped andr defgated. &ltl the time, Orrin stood there

silent. | wanted desperately for him to comenty rescue and explain about his wonderful
Spanish leather shoes. But he was caught in the same dilemmd Iseaething important to
say and no permission to say it.

In the end, we were given a brief instruction in -ghiining, and they whisked out tdeor.
But not before Mr Woodward spun around and gr
trying to outshine your roommate again!o

I felt i solated by the accusation ant by my
stand up for me. | nevallowed myselthat close to Orrin. Something in the back of my mind
kept warning me not to trust him, even though my reason said that he would not have been
allowed to say anything. And besides, he was just as afraid as | was. Still, that irrational
sonething in the back of my mind ushered me into a world ofisel&tion.

That night, as we |l ay in our bunks, he turn.
the shoes. 0

ADondbt worry about i1it, o0 | assureditinimve ABY 1
some new way to torment wus. o0 At | east, |l hope
had ruined my career at The Acropolis the very first day.

AYou know something?0¢6 | added, tryingt to be
flowed through the room. i t hink | see two
harassment we get. You know, O&éMove! Mo v e! Mo v
Then on the upper level, things are governed by safety anchtigini Thi s i s the 60O
t het e! One at a timel!dé Il evel. And | i ke Mr Gur
seems to get to carried away, Mr Woodward giwv

ASo?0 asked Orrins?d@dHow does that help u

ADonot you see?0 | continued with my analy:
permanently. The lower level is applied with the oversight of the upperildveke force meted
out only in accordance with reason. 0
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AOh, great! ad.Orididm eolmdinme with a philosoph:
What happens when Mr Gunn operates on the lower level and forgets about the uppeaarievel
Mr Woodward isndét around to raise an eyebrow?

With that one question, | realized that | diddéed have something to fear. Someone
operating on the lower level with no respect for the upper would be a sadist. Now | felt even
more isolated and afraid than ever.

All cadets were required to carry delinquency slips in the lining of their field capstbweir
names and units filled out and ready to present), just in case an officer or desezliocadet had
reason to report them to the Commandantds of
ADi scipline is training ytatT hmak ewsa sp u noifs hcroeunrt
|l evel s were operating together. For an unchec
i's punishment that makes training unnecessary
And the more | feared, ¢hmore isolated | felt.

| looked down at the luminous dials on the alarm clock that | had placed under my bunk. It
was set to go off at 5:45, so we would have a half hour to get up, get ready, shine our shoes and
brass, and be in place at the quadranglé:i5. At that time, five minutes before reveille, a
bugler switched on the PA system and played first call, the tune best known for its use at horse
races(the call to postput traditionally the signal that a more substantive call was five or ten
minutes away. It was at this first bugle call that the thetes would race out, yelling at the top of
their lungs, to their positions on the quadrangle; and we wanted to be ready for whatever this
new day would throw at us. Was it really only our first full dayla¢ Acropolis?

As | fell asleep, | worried about the levels. Perhaps even more than that though, | worried
about worrying about the levels. Where had | got such an idea? It was not at all typical for me.
Yet, somewhere deep inside me there was somethalligg me about higher levels and lower
levels, and how the one must govéna other, lest disaster ensue
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CHAPTER FIVE
THE THETE SYSTEM

Whatever special surprise that first full day had to throw at us took its time coming. All day,
we drilled, aad we went to orientation sessions about The Acropolis, its history, and the various
facets of its operation. We had physical training, or PT, in which we ran with our rifles around
and around the road encircling the parade ground. We ate our three méads mess hall,
always making sure that the mess carver and his assistant were properly and generously served.
We attended the various formations and listened to announcements we could not understand. The
only announcement we did understand at the erel/@hing meal was an ominous ané@ T h e
Thete System will officially begin this eveni
laugh from all of the Training Cadres.

After evening meal, we were marched back to the quadrangle and ordered toinmepor
bathrobes and field capst he usual bar r ac k si tditheosecang divisiore ar 0 ¢
alcove room at 1930 hours sharp. We heard the same orders being given to the other three
infantry companies. The Regimental Band was to meet in their sestlalcove, behind the big
H.

As Orrin and | drove down the stairs to the second division in our bathrobes and field caps,
we were herded into a line forming from the corner opposite the alcove room back to the latrine.
Once everyone was present, we werached down the little extension of the gallery into the
large alcove room. Although | had lived nextaim emptyone for almost two days now, | had no
idea what one of these large rooms looked like.

The outer corner room was circular, following the waillthe turret at the corner of the
building. At the far end, Mr Powell and his executive officer, Mr Woodward and several of his
sergeants, and Mr Sinclair stood motionless behind a wooden desk. We were crowded together in
front of the desk so closely thae were pressing against each other. The room was hot, not just
from the press of scared bodies, but also from the radiators, which had been turned on to
contribute to the effect.

The room was far too small for three dozen thetes, and we were onleallmif of it. As
the sergeants pushed us together, | thought of what the tégletrinterpretation of this action
might be. Clearly, it was to force us into unity, to make us all slip together into one.

Unfortunately, it had the opposite effect on mbe more | was squeezed together with my
classmates, the more isolated and alone | felt. | did not want to feel this way, and | was totally
aware that the feeling was wrohgvrong on any level. Yet, this was how | felt.

To make matters worse, as soomashad been squashed together as tightly as we could be,
we were ordered by sever al |l oud voices in uni
matter with you? | want al/|l your bottoms on t
mess, withme feeling even less a part of the unity than before.

Finally, Mr Woodward stepped up onto the table in the circular part of the room. From our
lowly vantage point, we could see just how impressively muscular and powerful he was. He
stood erect, slapping brand new Marine swagger stick in his hand and glaring at us with an
intensity that gave us shivers in the stifling hot room.
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AThetes, 0 he began, i am your First Ser ge
misfortune to have to visit me in my room twimors down from here at the bottom of the
stairwell, you will place your nose against the Marine fsestgeant device on my screen and

report. For now, all you need to know &bout n
all of it muscleir andrave a 20 inch neck. After wedre dor
return to your rooms and write a |etter to yo

The speech went on about his expectatioretually demand$ for us, how difficult the
thete yeawas going to be, and why we had all beesadlVised as to come here in the first place
i wretched, unmilitary, useless beings that we were. This was the worst class ever to enroll at
The Acropolis, and he took it as his special dugnd pleasuré to run out anyone he did not
see as fit for the System.

It was the standard speech. Just as the General had his, the first sergeant of each company
had his speech as well. Needless to say, we took the latter to be far more important and certainly
less boringhan the former. When he had finished his harangue and introduced us to all the other

members of the Training Cadre, he concluded
rooms and write that |l etter whilenybabdbme gobub
wearing now to your station by the quadrangle for, let us say, a very special introduction to the

Thete System. Now get out of here! Move! Mo v e

the other sergeants joined in the chorus. Thietafficers stood back, silently watching.
We all ran to our rooms, and each one of us wrote the same letter to our parents. For some, it
would be the fist of many letters begging their parentsallow themto withdraw from The
Acropolis. In his standad speechGeneral Mitchellhad already given warningpat the lettes
would come, and he urged the paretsisdoe sympathetic, but firm in their resolution that we
would all become Acropolis Men.
At 2200 hours, we stood ready to roll out onto the quadiearide bugle sounded a single
note, followed by screams from cadet sergeants to get out there. We stood in formation without
our squad leaders at the ends of the squads and without our company commander and first
sergeant in front of us. We were all alomken the flood lights suddenly went out, leaving us in
the dar k. Over the public address system waft
played wavering on a harmonica.
AGent | e me n ,-sounding annooirfcdmiert begain over the PA systeverberating
from the silent walls. AThe Thete System for
Immediately, the lights glared down with unexpected brilliance as Cadremen who had been
hiding in the shadows, lying in wait, now waited no longer but deh upon us screaming at
the tops of their |l ungs. AGet that chin in, t
neck! |l tés called a brace, thete, and that ch
a waste, t het eoutodfthisiplagebGentlosershounlderg baok! Get that stomach
in!o
Over and over we were each told to AHIt it,
maximum number of pushps an upperclassman could order at any one time was ten. The
numberincreased through the year as we got into shape. That was theithberhigherlevel
purpose. In reality, and especially on Thete Night, each order to hit it was followed by another
voice giving the same command. Now it was not just Mr Gunn, but afleétgeants who were
poking, poking, poking with their fingers and knuckles, giving concrete emphasis to their words.
All around me, thetes were giving out. | was fortunate in having been an athlete in high school,
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so | gave out later than most. The badesad it was that | got to give out with a lot more
sergeants yelling in my ear.

After what seemed like hours, but was in reality only thirty minutes, the bugle sounded
tattoo, and every man was ordered to return to his quarters. Yes, the Thete Systéfimihihyl
beguni a hectic routine of bracing, doing pusps, being yelled at, moving always in double
time.

All day Thursday and Friday, the torment continued, only occasionally broken up by
instructional sessions overseen by Army or Air Force offic&¥e marched and jogged in
formation, with and without rifles, all over campus from the parade ground to the mesquito
infested marshes behind the Armory.

Meals became things to be dreaded. We had to sit at admabe first three inches of our
chairsand serve our upperclassmen. When we wanted to eat we had to hold our plates between
stiff, praying hands and shout out, AnSir, Mr
food, sir?o0 We especially fear edintevtheacompanp ul d h
and two of wus had to serve five upperclassmen
of these other fine, refined, and otherwise highly sophisticated Southern geritlameN grim
Yankees car e f or t hi § antlevenavhethe e vidold bé/abée o eat then was
a matter of great concern to us (although, of course, we had never heard of an Acropolis cadet
starving to death).

Finally, after a parade on Friddya custom that would continue every Friday afternoon for
the rest of our time at the Acadermywe were gathered together by Mr Jarmon, the supply
sergeant, to learn how to take our rifles apa
our first SMI. Over and over again we dismantled our M1 rifles pudthem back together
again, and we were finally told to practice it in our rooms until we could do it blindfolded. He
also ordered us to dAburl and url o our —rifles.
came from the Eastern Shore, andittoegkma whi | e t o figure out that
rifles i to use hot water to remove the old biand to replace it with a thin coat of new oil.

Boiling was a procedure that, if askedoutby Major Cantwelli the Tactical Officer (an active
duty military officer who wasassigned to the company antio also served as military science
instructor)i we had to deny, since it was definitely against military regulations. But it was also
the only way to get the rifle clean.

That evening, Orrin and | eaned our rifles and started preparing our room for SMI. Of
course, we were exhausted and overwrought. At 10:30 we heard tattoo over the PA system and
decided that we would have to get up early in the morhiagout 4:00ani to finish. | put two
alarmclce ks (bot h Orrinés and my own) wunder my bu
taps at 11:00 that night.

During the night, | had a strange dream. | dreamt that | heard a grotesque sound, like an
otherworldly alarm clock going off. But it sounded &sugh it came from a great distance. |
traveled down a country road till | found myself faoeface with a giant alarm clock that
wavered and melted before me when | touched it, like some animated surreal painting by
Salvador Dali. Then | had another drean which the sound returned. This time, | seemed to be
looking below my bunk at a monstrously large alarm clock that appeared to be growing out of
the floor beside my shoes. | performed some ritual that | must have learned in the earlier dream,
and thesound stopped.
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The next thing | heard was the bugle playing first tdle most jolting and terrifying bugle
call a thete can hear between sleeping and waking. We sprang from our bunks, disoriented and
still exhausted. We had no time for such nicete®rashing our teeth, much less polishing our
shoes and brass, but we immediately started throwing on our clothes, neglecting such details as
shirt tucks. We could hear our classmates yelling as they ran out to their places on the
guadrangle. We were doothe

ADi dndt you hear the alarm clocks?0 Orrin sn

ADi dndt you hear them?060 | retorted, feeling

AYeah. But | was just as wiped out as you we

We managed a weak laugh at both of our ezps, and we tore out the door, down the small
extension hall, and onto the gallery. There we were met by our classmates who were all
scurrying back to their rooms. | wondered if this was some continuation stimgaldreams of
the previous night.

AAmMt e on to orders, attention to orders, o0 ca
of the day is now raincoats. | say again, the

Never before had Fortune smiled upon me so broadly, so benevolenilgnsally. With
the scramble back up the stairs, the fumbling with raincoats, and the mad dash back down the
stairs, our classmates would not look so much better than we did that the upperclassmen would
realize that we had not preparédnly that we hadrery poorly prepred Above all, no one
would know that we had not made it to breakfast formation on time.

Of course, we were all severely reprimanded at the mess hall for our poor appearance. And
Orrin and | were singled out as the worst of the lot. élbeless, our appearance was not so
relatively bad as to be worthy of any punishments that would keep us from getting back to our
room as soon after mess as we could to try to throw things together.

The personal inspections on the gallery were markedaby splashing in on us, further
saving us from disgrace; and the wet raincoats with their billowing capes had made enough of a
mess in all of the rooms to at least partially cover for us there as well. Once again, we were
certainly the worst, but not so regjious as to warrant anything more than the greatest amount of
punishment.

The worst was indeed yet to come, though. So long as we were preparing, being inspected,
getting yelled at, and doing pusips, | had neither the time nor the energy to think.eOnwas
all over, most of the upperclassmen went into town, leaving me time to sit down and take stock.
For the first time, it dawned on me that | might not become Regimental Commander dfter all
not because of my height, but because | was just not Retah€Commander material.

Now, this realization should have served to draw me closer to my classmates, to convince me
(if I needed convincingjhat | was no better than they were and that we were all in the same
predicament. But it did not do this. Norddit convince me that | was any worse than my
classmateg | still had dreams of making corporal at the end of the year, just not guidon
corporal. Instead, it simply seemed to isolate me further, to separate me from the rest not as a
matter of fact, but ag matter of Fate.

All the rest of that day, | worked on polishing and cleaning whatever should have been
polished and cleaned early that mornigicel could not excell set myself a new goal:
would at least do well enough to be invisible, somewheréhe middle, where | could be
overlooked by everyorie by the upperclassmen and even by my own classmates. Survival was a
task to be achieved alone.

Cadet 6 sTolyGefferm ©2008 33



The next morning, after being allowed to ndsl
marchedo general Protestant services at the Chapel. The Roman Catholics, Jews, and Orthodox
were led off to their own services at various parts of the campus. The Episcopalians, who
abounded in Charleston, had already arisen an hour early (the normal timentb tattheir
services at the Chapel before the Protestants.

For the first time in the history of the Military Academy of the South, there arose the
Aprobl emd of Buddhists. Starting with our <cl a
per year tdbe educated at The Acropolis, so they could return and serve as officers in the Thai
Army. Since they were characteristically shorter than the average American, we ended up with
one of them in H Compariythe other was in the dgast asshort | Company.

Our cadet was a particularly affable young man with a name that none of us could
pronounce. So we all upperclassmen and thetes alikecalled him Guy, which was close
enough to part of his first name to work. I do not know if it was from his Buddhe&gbaund,
but he was certainly one of the most stoic individuals | had ever met. But he was not stoic like
some puritanical, humorless Cato. He was congenial and laughed easily and heartily among
friends. | took an immediate liking to him, and since | waajoring in modern languages, |
decided to attempt calling him by his real name. After a few weeks of mispronunciations, he
finally smiled and told me, AJust relax and c
call me, anyway! o

On that first Sundy, though, Guy presented a major problem for the company. Since he did
not fit into any of the other categories for services, he had to report to the general Protestant
formation. But, of course, he was far from a Protestant by any definition.

Sergeant @nn was the one who first broached the topic. As we were formed up and ready to

march out the front sally port, he approachec
gonna do about Guy? Frankly I donodte tda exkn dhte
believe in, but as the regulations stand now,
see our first Thai cadet get burned. 0

My ears perked up at this for a couple of reasons. First of all, it became clear that Mr Gunn
was not in fact sadisti one who operated only on the lower, brutish léveut he was quite

capable of seeing the reasons for things. He
religious freedom. Compounding that bit of confusion, | was curious that hédsismithe term
Aburned. 06 The first thing that popped into m

perdition. But then it occurred to me that this was a term used for receiving demerits. At that
point, the dilemma was clear: Guy should not be foitaa religion he did not believe in, but
he had to be a part of this formation.

From the corner of my &eye, I could see Mr V
finally concluded, At his 1 s a requir ragqudedmil it a
Therebds also a military formation in front of

prohibiting him from leaving the line as it enters the Chagelher e s no f or mat i on
itsel f. O

As it turned out, the Commandant agreethwilr Woodward. From then on, the two Thai
cadets (and all those yet to come) would break off from the line going into the Chapel and would
repair to Mitchell Hall, where they could hold their own religious discussions and meditations.
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Once again, my mintbcused on the two levels of the System. Mr Woodward may have been
very strict in making sure the Thete System was enforced fully and properly, and Mr Gunn may
have been extremely enthusiastic about the execution of the System (or of us, as it appeared fr
our angle), but all of this was carried out in accordance with the highelrplan.

After Chapel, | polished and cleaned. And as | performed these menial tasks my mind was
free to contemplate the levels. As before, however, | wondered not only theorglationship
between the highdevel thought and the lowdevel action, but even more about why my mind
should be thus occupied. Whewvere these thoughts comifrgm?

Then t here was itahhaught that sedmed oecagiohatydogcbmme from
another world, another time. Was tiise Acropoli® Was there not some other name? Or was it
really some other place, some other universe altogether? Some things did seem vaguely familiar.
Yet, | had a foreboding that some things wob#l distubingly different. But different from
what?

On the next day, my feelings of isolation were extended beyond the debacle of my first SMI
and into the academic. Monday, the thetes were assembled in the quadrangle to be called out for
their first faculty adisement. We were ordered to run to the front sally port when our majors
were called out, and, of course, we had to yell at the top of our lungs as we ran.

The majors proceeded alphabetically, with thetes running and yelling from all four infantry
companis and the band. Business Administration was first, and a roar went up as the majors
filled the sally port. The roars were somewhat more muted for Chemistry, Civil Engineering,
Education, Electrical Engineering, and English. A mighty chorus sounded faryigierhaps
the most popular major at the Military Academy of the South. Mathematics was decidedly less
popular, with yells proceeding from only one or two cadets in each company.

Then came Modern Languages, including major programs in French, Gerrda®pamish.

One lone voice called out pitifully on the seemingly marathon distance from H Company to the

sally port. I assumed | had made some mistake
guidon corporal in the sally port looked at me and askedvwin no emot i on, AModer
AYes, si rsyppressing ang ghow oédisappointment.
AThis way, 0 he said as he I ed me around t he

way, he asked me my name in a curiously friendly manner. Disarmelisbopenness, |
answered with my full name.
AOnly your | ast name, thete! o he barked in r
When we arrived on the third floor of the hall, he showed me to the office of Lieutenant
Colonel Dunbar. Once more, | made the mistake of recognizing th® copl 6 s ki ndnes
thanking him.
AYou donodt t hank me, t het e. You never thank
brought you here because those were my orders
Sufficiently chastised and utterly lonely, | wexdt for Colonel Dunbar. In a few moments, an
elderly, preoccupied man in a constant bustle burst through the door, muttering about being late.
He was a senior associate professor in the South Carolina Mititih e A unor gani zedo
formed the faclly and staff of the Academy and that was designated by SC on their lapels. As
with all SC officers, his military rank reflected his academic position. Reservists and military
retirees, on the other hand, were allowed to wear their federal uniforms witbShon their
lapels, and their ranks were not so informative of their academic standing.
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As Colonel Dunbar shuffled hastily through a pile of papers, | noticed that his brass was a
strange mixture of brown, black, and green. | learned later that abboyeaesearlier, he had
removed the lacquer from his brass, shined it to perfection, and showed up in the department
proclaiming in every |l anguage he knew, ADono
colleagues convinced him never to try that aghut at this point, the protective lacquer was
gone and the brass had begun its long trek to total corrosion.

Colonel Dunbar was one of those brilliant thinkers who had a hard time connecting with the
real world. He could walk across the parade groumading a book and trip, only to continue
reading l|ying down. My sophomore year, he <can
office in Techne Halli a good distance from the rest of the language classrooms in
Philanthropos) three times in a row liat§ away in Spanish to a train of seniors trying to keep
up with him. When he set his book down and | o
AOf course, 0 he asserted with confidence, sl a
same fakion. Yet, he could carry on simultaneous conversations in French, German, and
Spanish while walking down the hall, never missing a point.

On this day, Colonel Dunbar examined my papers, looked at me closely, and advised that |
take first year French.

ABt, sir, o | hesitantly protested, Al 6m a Ge
AYes, yes, 0 he replied impatiently, i see
have at | east a minor in French. No, not Span

After two years of German in high school, ddiot want to leave it fallow and asked if there
was any possibility that | could take some German as an elective.

ANoO, no, no, no, 0 he stated emphatically. A
have to take composition and English literaturg@roduction to general chemistry, college
algebra (first semester), trigonometry (second semester), survey of American history,iROTC
uh, Ar my, i n your case, 0 he noted, l ooking at
your case, French. o

So row | was even isolated from the subject | wanted to study most. | wondered why | had
even been required to come to advisement, but this became evident when he handed me a stack
of cards.

ANow, take these to registr aisterdonchemistryfWst.d ne s d e
|t has a | ab requirement, and itbés terribly
settled. You might have all your other, lecture courses in place, and the chemistry lab will throw
the whole plan out of kiltes 0 you 6 | | have to start all over a

and his arms flailed about to demonstrate the confusion | would be facing at registration.

As it turned out, his advice was solid. But | still ended up remaking my schedule several
times to fit everything in. Wandering around the crowded Armory that Wednesday, | wondered
why, since | had no choice in subjects and there was no particular reason to choose certain times
over others (and | did not know which professors | would prefer ferbdsic courses), the
schedule could not have been done up for me ahead of time, the same way my curriculum had
been. Some time during that semester, The Acropolis discovered computers, and my wish
(shared by many, many other frustrated cadets) was granted

As always, | felt evemore isolated in the crush of registration. Not only did | feel alone and
dejected from the military aspect of The Acropolis, but now | felt the same way from the
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academic. The one thing that gave me some hope was the fact lihdt thken all of the
academic courses in high school (except French, although | had taken Latin). My plan was to
coast as much as possible in my courses, relying upon all that | had learned in what was, after all,
one of the top school districts in the obtry. This would leave me time to ... well, survive.

Needless to say, this was not a wise plan. Is&enany other students before me, | would
find out all too well that high school mathematics and chemistry were not quite as advanced as
college. And wheryou add the Thete System to it, the result could border on the catastrophic.
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CHAPTER SIX
THE ACROPOLIS CHRISTIAN FELLOWSHIP

In between advisement and registration, the upperclassmen returned. At noon on Tuesday, 15
September, the quadrangle bustieith them.In addition to those with the familiar rank insignia
we saw cadets with numbers on their right collarg for seniors (officially designated as
firstclassmen), 2 for juniors (secondclassmen), and 3 for sophomores (thirdclassmen). These
werethe privates who made up about half of the upperclassmen in the Corps of Cadets and none
of the Training Cadre.

These returning upperclassmen had little to do with us. They formed up in another large
platoon to our right and generally left us alone. Ftone to time, the seniors and juniors would
observe us with undisguised humor, though the sophomores would view us with contempt and
resent ment for not having it as hard as they
were an odd thing: They resmbered the isolated periods of torment and imagined that these
must have stretched out unabated for nine months.

Classes started on Thursday. As fsemmester thetes, we had to form up at designated
locations outside the academic buildings for roll.cal An upperclassman assi
marchero to perform this duty and to march wus
his report to the professor, and we would begin class. Generally, the professors seemed mildly
annoyed by all of this anddked forward to dispensing with the formality second semester, as
did we. Section marchers would continue to dssigned all four yearfor calling roll and
reporting absencdbough,a burden the professors did appear to appreciate being taken off their
shoulders.

We went through a parade that Friday afternborot a fultdress parade, as we thetes did
not have the uniforms yet, but a rather {key affair in light gray cotton uniforms (starched so
much that you had to force your hand through the trmsulsefore you could fit your legs into
them), black garrison (service) hats, white gloves, and white webbing around our waists and
across our chests. The webbing was held together with brightly polished waist plates and domed
breast plates, and the webbigyoss our chests held a highly polished leather cartridge box three
fingers below the waist webbing behind us.

After the next morningdébs SMI, we were actual
the upperclassmen cut dashing figures in theiraatpepper(gray wool blouse over white
trousers)or in their dress white uniforms with their light, Acropelikie shoulder boards, we
looked rather pathetic in our-ilitting and sloppy light gray cottons.

| walked down Moultrie Street to King Stredtirned right and proceeded downtown, as
Herm had guided me so very, very long dgalmost two weeks. Trudging along the street
toward the Francis Marion Hotel and noting the familiar sites | had seen before, | kept looking
around at taller cadet recrsiithoping to see him. While | had readily forgotten such classmates
as Tadd and would not get to know them again for a while, Herm stuck in my mind. If | could
only have found him again, | was sure he would have guided me through more of my ordeal.

At chgpel on Sunday, | witnessed for the first time the sword ceremony. Two parallel squads
of cadets marched in with swords and arched them for the procession of the flag. It struck me as
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too much militarism and nationalism in the chapel, especially since béma raised in a church
that espoused strict separation of church and state.

But for me personally, the sword ceremony was even more depressing than it may have been
for someone else of my background. Already, | had experienced the restricting, letaly &
isolation first from the military and then from the academic. Now, | could add the religious
dimension to the list of things closing me off from life at The Acropolis. It would, however, get
worsei far worse.

On Monday evening, all thetes werequired to attend the first meeting of their particular
religious fellowship. At retreat formation, Supply Sergeant Jarmon called out our names from a
clipboard and informed us of the group appropriate to our affiliation. | was assigned to the
largest grapi The Acropolis Christian Fellowship, or ACF.

The ACF was a general Protestant group found urdepus different names on many
campuses around the country. The pastor of my home church had already urged me to go to its
meetings, although he probalaid not expect that | would have no choice in the matter, at least
for the first time. Indeed, | am sure he would have been appalled to find out how much a state
college was integrating religion with militarism and nationalism.

The rationalization for tlsiintegration was that most of us would serve at least for some time
as officers in the armed forces. In this capacity, we might well be called upon to counsel and
bolster our soldiers in their faith, whatever that faith might happen to be. Lurking k&kgnd
military justification, however, was a sense growing stronger in the country that America was
fundamentally Christian and should express this Christianity as an aspect of nationalism. It had
only been a decade since tédddothe Pledgesod Allégiantel er G
over the strong obj e citlandoonreligidus fregdonp la #\meoica you i A me r
are free to worship any way you wish, so long

But in the more conservative sectsoof societyy and that certainly included The Acropolis
T the addition was taken as a basic statement and affirmation that this was a Christian country,
the New Jerusalem. More importantly perhaps, it was seen as a blow to free the country from the
percev ed APagano traditions of the Jeffersonian
things that such conservatives did not want to see tolerated.

On the evening of 21 September, with a completely full moon risigg Mitchell Hall, |
joinedintoal ong | ine of thetes shuffling out of &ea
way somewhat sullenly through the gutter on the outer part of the street from the parade ground
I where thetes were required to walk. Ahead of me | could see cadet rpeslitgy off to their
meetings in various buildings; and when 1| turned right in front of the Engineering School |
noticed that another line was moving on the far side of the parade ground as well.

In an odd sort of way, | felt guided by the full moon, aind brought Herm firmly back into
my mind. Would he be there, too? Or was his guidance only for when the moon had set? With
such peculiar thoughts in my mind, | finally walked in the remnants of the line to the stairs
leading into the front doors of Mitell Hall, while carefully avoiding the Acropolis plaque (a
gift from some previous class). Any thete who stepped on it had to polish it with a tooth brush.

The ACFmetin the largeconference roonn the middleof the second floor, just above the
main erranceon the westand it was reached by taking either one of two curved stairvoags
south and one ntr. Entering the door on the east wall of the room, | imgdfirst real encounter
with cadets outside my company. Although the only readily appaiffatethce was one of
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height, coming out of H Company it looked to me like a truly heterogeneous assemblage.
Besides the towering giants, especially from First and Fourth Battalion, what struck me most was
the great variety of insignia | saw on the colldRgeading from left to right as | saw them, |
beheld such new and exotic combinations as 1R (a senior private from R Company), staff
sergeant chevron L (a junior platoon sergeant from L Company), two round dots lyre (a senior
first lieutenant from Band Conamy), three round dots S (a captain from one of the battalion
staffs), a lozenge on each collar (a major on regimental staff). As for the thetes, all we had were
40s to show our irwe hdd not even recesavedkour companyeleitéry, for we
had not yet beeformally received into our companies.

Then | saw a thete across the room. Although | could only see him from the rear and a bit off
to his right side, | knew he was a thete from hiitiling uniform and absurdly short hair. Could
this be Herm? | hastily wove my way through the croWwdoeing sure not to touch any
upperclassmenu nt i | | was right behind him. Al s that

He turned around to look down at me with stgely eyes that lacked any glimmer of humor.

No, this was defittely not Herm. The little bit of a tuft left of his hair in front was light brown.
ANo, 0 he replied, Al 6m Christopher, Christoph
extended his hand and shook mine warmly, though his eyes were still cold amilais bit

forced.

Al 6m sorry, o | bl urted out, A t hought you
introduced myself.

AOh, thatds okay, 0 hGowamstsuy edoumteh i @Garolsi nadia
first of my clmsHdm@omsahnhyvel metadtro youdre th
|l dondét get around much, you see, 0 he quipped
ironic smile.

We struck up a forgetful conversation and a lasting acquaintance. Over theunagt years,
| would get to know Christopher better, although | would never get to know him well. At least, |
would not get to know him well enough until it was too late.

At | ast, he revealed something of hiehopes
President of the Acropolis Christian Fell owsh

AOh, 0 | noncaenmittallyefidding it to be a rather odd thing to say in itself, and
especially to a new acquaintance.

AYou see, 0 he exphgimgdcuevodeny]) yiskasPresi

a full scholarship for graduate studies at th
AThe NCBC?06 | asked, carefully repeating the
AwWel |, yes. The NCBC, 0 he assertedifHer ml y,

continued with a bit too much patience for F

t
Coll ege. Only the finest such institution in
added witha hal mi | e, Aimy daddy lasittl el dédti nisueayged

Silently, | decided that | had a lot to learn about the Great State of South Carolina, and | was
not completely confident that all of it would suit me. Just then, Christopher Adams was called
over to a group of upperclassmavho were standing off in a corner discussing something very
seriously by themselves.

At that point, | realized that | was separated from the classmates of my company and |
suddenly felt alone and adrift. | slowly started ambling to where | thoughtntiggyt be, all the
while |l ooking around for 46s on cadets about

Cadet 6 sTolyGefferm ©2008 40



put my hands in my pockets, only to relearn that the gray cottons had only one back pocket
designed for a wallet (which, on the rare instanitet we carried one, we stuffed into our socks
anyway, so as not to break any more starch in our trousers than we had to) and a small watch
pocket (which we used for holding our Acropolis identity cards and tightly folded dollars and
change).

Turning sbwly around to my right, | was surprised by a sophomore corporal with a clipboard
right in front of me. | started and stepped back slightly, nearly colliding with a junior sergeant.

The sophomore looked at my name tag, and then ran his pen down a Istbloard.

AAhQ, youbre the cadet from Bethesda! o He ex
t her e. il 6ve been |l ooking forward to meeting
Our churches are very close and do a lot together, thougll o n 6t t hi nk webdve me

To my utter astonishment, he stuck out his haat upperclassman, sticking out his hand to
a thete was befuddling, to say the least. But his smile was genuine, and his eyes shone with a
friendly, though not overly piouglint. He was handsome, with wgdtoportioned, soft features
that matched his dark brown hair and hazel eyes. He was from E Company in my battalion,
though he was slightly taller than Christopher Adanperhaps he had grown since last year, or
perhaps tb system was not completely famioof. Feeling seltonscious, and noting that some
other sophomores nearby were looking over askance at the situation, | hesitantly raised my hand,
which he grabbed and shook firmly.

AMYy nameds Owen Hufgahred ,I0 thkei mcko njtauwnuecan be a
We need people with your church background to
Astonished, | stood there mute with my hand being pumped up and down in what seemed to
be slow motion. I did nbur &molwaowkgt olned me aand
not know how | was expected to help Arun t hi
ambition either to rise to general through the military track or to professor and dean through the

academic. | was so confusedtth&ardly comprehended what he said next.

AWhen it has to do with matters pertaining
have to be Mr Hughes at this point. o

Totally fl abbergasted, I blurted oM.tuht o the
Owen ..., sir.o

He placed his hand on my shoulder, let back his head, and gave a good natured laugh that
you wouldhaveexpecedf r om a kni ght at the Round Tabl e.
broad smil e, At hat 6s hawe @mMudlRrefl omgywe 6ihewgoBu
eventually. o

Owen Hughes noted my room number on his clipboard and mercifully let me go to try to find
the classmates from my company. He seemed like an awfully nice young man, the kind | would
have taken aimmediate liking to in any other circumstance.

My search was cut short in its first moment, however, by a sudden rise in volume from the
discussion in the corner. Someone at the far end of the group was making a highly stylized
proclamationi the kind tha& comedians would use to parody Southern preachers. | could not
catch the particulars of what he was saying,
Triumph of Christianity. o

Not sure what the phrase meant, but definitely sure that kedasomesignificancewith
which | was unfamiliar (and decidedly uneasy), | scurried back to Owdn Hughesi like a
scared rabbit. Owen was standing there with his lips pursed and a worried look in his eyes.
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He looked at me kindly. Although he was slity taller than Christopher Adams, it seemed
as though he looked straight atin@ ot do wn. AThose are our Liter
voice consistent with being forced to acknowledge his cousins who had gone over to the
Communist Party.

ADon@t r yw. Theyore distinctly in the minorit.y
Aand webre determined to keep it that way. o

| looked at him quizzically, but he went no further. So | decided to make a slight detour from
my search and drift over to thaorner to see what they were talking about. Something about
them told me that | was not interested in joining their circle, but that | needed to find out what it
was about them that made me so apprehensive.

Since | had already met Christopher Adamsetided to sidle up next to him. He glanced
down at me with a cocked head and raised eyebrow, but he said nothing. Several sophomores in
the groupi they were mainly sophomore privategave me a threatening look. But then they
seemed to note that | wastwiChristopher, so it was all right.

There were several conversations going on throughout their circle, and | had always found
such situationgonfusng to the point that | could not focus on any one dialogue. What | could
glean from them was a ferventsie to bring in more members of their kind. They called it
Asaving souls. o0 They wanted to straighten oul
though it could have been The Acropolis, the state, or the whole country, for all I could make out
in the confusing coalescence of conversations.

From what | could tell, and from what | woul
a literal, wordfor-word interpretation of scripture as historical fact. Whatever spiritual
significance or meaning might have was beside the pointoo esoteric and flighty for their
consideration. Accordingly, as cadets they emphasized the strictest, harshest enforcement of the
Thete System, in keeping with what | had determined to be an adherence to théevaver
brutality without concern for the uppé@&vel reasoning behind it my peculiar definition of
sadism. In both arenas, then, they were exclusively ldsvel types; and in both arenas, they
made me extremely nervous.

In my thoughts about levels, | did thootice that the circle had become quiet. They were all
looking at me as though | were some sort of an interloper. Perhaps they picked up on my
disquiet, like foxes discovering a rabbit in their midst.

Christopher put them wt kKade, witthbugd, 0 wit hot
said that | was one of them. The implication was that | could be overldakeésitime.

Two or three of them even stuck out their ha
ands o , t het e. 0 Tdhand their emyles $orces end eootlty.oThe comparison with
foxes and rabbits grew ghe-more threatening in my mind, and | quietly slipped away.

Al see youbdbve met some of our Literalists, o
| seetheirstye doesndét agree with you. Thatods good. o
Although he did not touch me, | had the distinct feeling that Owen was taking me under his

wing. Only then did | realize that he was in the midst of a conversation with the cadet major from
Regimental Staff. Owemit r oduced me to him as fAMr Brady, F
clear from his deference that even Owen did not feel comfortable calling him John. After all,
barely three months had passed since he had been a thete.

Mr Brady, however, turned out to laecongenial, even friendly individualfar from what |
had expected from Regimental Staff. He looked rather similar to Owen, but he was considerably
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taller. | recalled what Herm had told me about the importance of height at such levels of
command.

Whatthey were discussing at the moment, however, was far from congenial. They were both
worried about the Literalists, whose numbers, though now relatively small, seemed to be
growing at each meeting. New members kept joining in from outside the traditiofat Ach
organizations. Apparently, t heseianckthaenedddde fine
to Astraighten outo the ACF ... at Il east.

Owen and Mr Brady di scussed their mi sgi vi
Chri sti ani t ychpghrase that ®bvieualyshadaa fac geeéper meaning than | was aware
of. And they both shook their heads slowly over it, as though they were discussing their beloved
cousins who misguidedly insisted that the @AWo

| perked up my earahen | heard Mr Brady, who was a political science major and a bit of a
Leftist himself (more genuinely than the rumors implied about all poli sci majors)insay
pensive tone A You Kknow, Lenin characterized such p
catch phrases, even if they donodot 7T wmtbdegr st ano
implications. The problem comes when someone, whether he believes in the cause or not, molds
them into an organization capable of doing re

Hisreference o a hi gher | evel above the | ower | eve
barge into the conversation and steer it to wider philosophical or even metaphysical issues.
Fortunately for all of us though, another cadet came up to him just then to fe®tadjr for the
start of the business portion of the meeting.

On theeastof the roomto the right of the dogrthere was a podium with a lectern on top of

it As Mr Brady slowly made his way there to
speech, Owenxplained the two factions to me.

ABasically, o he started, At here are two gr
Spiritualists and the Literalists. The Spiritualists are in the majority and take the factual accuracy

of scripture as a rather unimportapti v e n . What 6s i mportant to us
spiritual l evel . Here we | ike to quote the Ge
your message to Mari e, unl ess you now can bri
dondét whatscandse said or did in the Bible, unl es
what we should say and do in our own lives.

AThe Literalists, on the other hand, stress
Genesis says the earth wasated in six days, then it was six days and not a second more or less.
And if Christ distributed so many | oaves and

important. What it means in terms of sharing and generosity in our own lives metingg.
They take that as so much Spiritualist drimatioperate completely on the factual leVekhich
we do not in any way, shape, or form disputieut they do it without regard for anything on the

spiritual level.

AFor wus, Chr i s hasedipon $piyitual values discemibiiorg sciopture. For

t hem, ités based upon historical fact procl ai
A can see why the Spiritualists |l ook with
ignore the spiritual level 0 | said hesitantly, trying to rea:
have against the Spiritualists? After all, y O

to be the only thing they care about. All you do is add a spiritual dimensio
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Owen looked at me with the sadness and affection that | remembered from Herm when his
mind had drifted over to Socrates. #ABut that
could be supp o sctipues dr nocseniptres gilaln.e® s

As he said this, | saw that Christopher Adams had stealthily maneuvered himself within
eavesdropping range with his back towards us. | noticed his head abruptly cock to one side; and
in spite of his severe thete haircut, the hairs on the back nébisseemed to stand up.

AHoly Cow!o | exclaimed to Orrin when | rett
greeting since that first day two terrifically long weeks ago. But this time, | really meant it, and
Orrin could tell.

AYou allaskegttwdt hheobvious concern. AnHey, vyo
you there at the Acropolis Christian Fell owsh
Roman Catholic and was generally as clueless about Protestants as | was about.Catholics

Al dondét think 1 0dm gonna go back there, | 61
hornet sdé nest. I went i n t hdkeany home charch int o f i
Bethesda, and | found two factions, one of which is downright s&list. Fasci st . Or so

| did my best to explain it all to him, but Orrih comfortable ensconced in (what he
perceived to be) his monolithic Catholicismnever did quite grasp it. He did pick up on my
reference to levels, however, and | was afradhought the whole thing might have taken place
in my head.
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CHAPTER SEVEN
CADET PRIVATE

Throughout the month of September, we remained in our thete platoon at the end of the
company. The various sergeants and corporals looked us over, knbatreg the beginning of
October we would be integrated and that they would have to take charge of us. Meanwhile, the
hectic training continued the yelling, the puships, the bracing, and the doubime. But the
Training Cadre were students as well, ahdy had to attend to their classes. So things by
necessity lightened up a bit.

As for the thetes, we | ooked forward to Oc
officially become cadet privates. We looked forward as well to getting out from under the
pressure of the Training Cadre. What we did not look forward to was that, relative to the
upperclassmen, there would be far fewer of us in each of the three squads that made up each of
the three platoons. There would also be only two of us per mess td samdebe harassed by
five upperclassmen. This would open us up to a new round of torment.

It would not be quite so bad initially, however. During the year, there were several points at
which certain groups of wupper Ourategation mothe r e A |
company as fourtlelass privates would really only allow the sergeants who had not been in the
Training Cadre to discipline us. After Thanksgiving, the corporals would be let loose, and after
Christmas the junior and senior prigas . The most dreaded Al oosing
the sophomore privates, eager to be made sergeants at the end of the year, would be allowed to
show their classmates and the juniors and seniors what they were capable of.

The process was both goodddmad. On the one hand, the gradual loosing of upperclassmen
meant that we would not suddenly be overwhelmed come October. On the other hand, it also
meant that we would periodically be confronted by a new group of torménséogsoup that had
(particulaly in the case of the sophomore privates) been chomping at the bit to participate as
executioners of the Thete System.

On Friday, 2 October, as we marched back to the company after parade, Cadet Captain
Powell dismissed the first two platoons, but leftstanding at a strict brace. We knew something
was up, because the other companies were doing precisely the same thing. First Sergeant
Woodward took charge, then ostentatiously turned away. Suddenly, the sergeants were buzzing
around us like angry hornets

ADrop and give me fifteen, thete! o And we |
course, it did not matter how many pugbs were allowed. Doing series of fifteen ordered by
every sergeant passing by was hardly different from doing series of ten.

ANow hold that rifle out! Keep your arms str

ADrive that chin in, thete! I wanna see it <c
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Judging from past experience, the torment must have lasted a good fifteen nsimecee4,
seemed like two hours. Then, all of a sudden, the entire barracks became silent. Mr Woodward
slowly turned around to face us, as we stood bracing at attention in three neat squads.

AGentl emen, 0 he began. Il n t hdirstlsargednty gongnd we
similar addresses to their thetes. AYou have
|l east, most of you have. o0 For the first ti me,

of us than there had been at tlegipning. Throughout this time, though, | had been meticulous
enough about keeping a low profile not to have known who had left.

He now went through the ranks, followed by Mr Jarmon, who handed him each insigne of the
letter H. Mr Woodward grabbed each aur left hands in turn and pressed the insigne into fit,
saying, ACongratul ations, Mr Meanwhile, nin¥ cadgi r e n c
sergeants took their posts, in three rows of three.

Once he had performed his duties, he returnedtothefnodtaa d dr essed us agai

youdbre cadet privates, youoll be integrated
sergeant, followed by the names of several thetes. When you hear your name, | expect you to run

to your new sergeantand formupo hi s | eft . o0 By this ti me, he
run yelling.

Always a stickler for proper ordér and always providing us with enough information to
allow us to perform our dutiéshe started out by announcing the first squad sergdahe dirst
platoon, so the thetes who came after knew where to run. By the time he got to the third platoon,
the only thetes left in the space occupied by that platoon were already there, so it was just a
matter of running backward, forward, or just te gide.

The very last sergeamthose namdie called out was Mr Gary Daniels, squad leader of the
third squad of the third platoon. | was the third from the last thete whose name was called, and |
yelled as loud as | could for the yard | had to traveliscstie.

AYour squad | eaders wil/l tell you exactly
formation and inspection. General leave has already begun for Friday evening, so many of the
upperclassman will not be at retreat tonight. You, however, willhere, since | doulit |
sincerely doubt y o u 6 | | have any inclination to take | €
to shine in your new squads and make the Training Cadre proud of you. Squad leaders, take
charge of your new thetes. 0

We all braced dr another onslaught, but the sergeants, even those who had been in the
Cadre, simply went down the lines and spoke with their new charges. Mr Daniels was definitely
not a member of the Cadre. He was decidedly overweight, needed a shave, and spoke alowly i
thick South Carolina accent.

ASo what have we her ei?hsfirst gictira. $ ratded off ap amedirm ¢ h i n g
the official formula.

AAnd where are you from, Cadet ?0

ABet hesda, Maryland, sir.o

A Mayfland? Mary-l and?0 he muml gkedNesbodgf p-lam@dnounce
t het e. -llatnéds. Maarye i t, t hete! o

ABet hestdlandMaseéer, o | repeated with some diff
AGood, good, good, 6 he praised. I did not Kk

pronouncing the name f my home state fAcorrectlyod or tha
make me.
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Then he looked down at my shoes, which were-dpied to a high degree of reflectivity in
spite of going through parade and our little graduation party. He smiled broalyay that |
could not fathom. Was it approval? Was it malice? Or was it some combination?

ALook down at my shoes, thet e, and then | oc
scuffed and dirty.

AThese are my clod ki ckeirssf,acttheotne, oi Wheo sper oschl
ifyours or mine?o

AYour s, sir, o | answered automatically. He
down, and moved on to the classmate on my left.

Having Sergeant Daniels as my squad leader put a wholeerspggtive on my career as an
Acropolis cadet. Up until then, | had shined my shoes and brass out of fear of the Training
Cadre. Now, | shined and polished even harder, determined never, ever to look like my sergeant.

All in all, though, Mr Daniels was s to get along with, because he did not really care
about the Amilitary stuff.o He had made serge
were even more slovenly. Nonetheless, he always made sure that his squad was properly
supplied, well informd, and passably taken care of (even the thetes). And in drill, PT, parade,
and inspection, he was a surprisingly capable sergeant.

His squad corporal, a shy, redheaded, bespectacled lad named Calvin Jones, was-also easy
goingT not so much from lack of terest, but from an apparent uncertainty as to exactly what it
was he was supposed to be doing. Unlike the other sophomores, he did not appear to need to
prove his prowess by harassing thetes, but he took his lead from Mr Daniels in making sure that
the saqiad was always in good order. He knew that he could do nothing to straighten up the junior
and senior privates, since class outweighed rank in the system, and his use of gentle persuasion
and suggestion for them occasionally spilled over to us thetesllas we

Being in Mr Danields squad worked well i nto
could only slide through the next ei-ghihmng mont h
incident still burnt into me, and | simply wanted to avoid any enanistakes or
misunderstandings. The drawback to my plan was that keeping a low profile entailed a great deal
of selfisolation. | consciously weighed my options and decided that isolation was not all that
bad.

Isolation or not, however, | did get to kmsome of my classmates. Zachary Michaels, a thin
gaunt thete whose body structure, like that of Mr Powell, made him look considerably taller than
the rest of us, was as laid back as the System allowed for a thete. He lived locally, although I
never visitel his home, and he seemed to be perfectly content with the prospect of remaining a
cadet private all four years.

He roomed with Jimmy Clifford, who had led his own rock band. | managed to find a copy of
one of his45 RPMrecords and got him to autograpte tiacket for me. It was good, but nothing
like the Beatles, who were at that time sweeping the nation. For me, however, it wasl gatat
to meet a rock star!

Roland duBerry was different from most of the classmates | got to know. Even after the
onslaight of the Thete System, he desperately wanted to make guidon corporal at the end of the
year and to move up to Company Commander or Regimental Staff by his senior year. He was the
only classmate | knew who talked to me about his ambitions. To everygmbualking for rank |
seemed to be as invisible as | tried to make myself with the upperclassmen, but with even more
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success. Either they were as unaware of me as | was of them, or they realized that fawas so
out of the loop that my vote would hardlgunt for anything, anyway.

As for my roommate Orrin Murphy, we got along all right. But other than our special
greeting of AHoly Cow, 0 we did not have a | ot
convince me that he really had done nothing tdlbened for in the sheghining incident, such
events simply had too much power over me emotionally. | tried to warm up to him, but | sensed
that he realized that | was trying, and that was definitely a negative.

One thing we did not have in common was ke rifle. It took Orrin little time to realize
that he hated the thing. He fumbled with it each time he had to dismantle it for cleaning. He
waved it around in his right hand as his left hand tried desperately to push back the bolt for
inspection arms. Heonstantly got the commands crossed up. | believed that he saw the rifle as
almost as great a thorn in his side as the upperclassmen were.

[, on the other hand, decided that the M1 was a rather neat toy. | practiced disassembling it so
that | could smodtly take it apart and put it back together blindfolded. | practiced the manual of
arms for the pure enjoyment of it and tried
right moment of order arms. The only thing | did not like about it was ictuging it as it had
been intended, for shooting. Although | qualified as a sharpshooter with the smaller rifle we used
for target practice, there was something about firing a rifle that made me uneasyething
basic, beyond the kick and the noise.

For Orrin, however, it was completely odious. It occurred to me more than once that perhaps
it was not the rifle that was his problem, but something deeper about The Acropolis. | wondered
if he had some serious misgivings about coming her®re than theast of us had every time
we ran out of our rooms douklgne and at a brace. In my mind, | rehearsed over and over how |
could ask him what was wrong, without being too pushy or condescending. | never did figure it
out, for however much genuine interesiald, | was simply too shiyand ever more isolatédto
show such a personal interest in the inner thoughts of another.
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CHAPTER EIGHT
THE SENIORS

It did not take long to figure out the differences between the upper three classes in H
Company. Theuniors were fully in charge of the Thete System. In fact, through First Sergeant
Woodward, they seemed to manage the-tdegay operation of the entire company as well
always, of course, with a meaningful nod to Captain Powell, who, unlike most da&snates,
garnered their respect and apparently even their admiration.

Entirely businesslike, the juniors ran things with the most obvious attention to both levels.
On the one hand, they enforced the pop-lipe and inspections on the galleries, thehaps
and related physical endurance tests that constituted punishment, and the hectitirdeulite
suffered by the thetes. On the other hand, they seemed to be constantly aware of their purpose in
enforcing the System, in making punishments fit tHerzes, in timing discipline for maximum
efficacy, and in pulling back right before we exceeded our limdsly to push those limits later
on.

There were certainly one or two of the cadet sergeants, perhaps desperate to make officer
rank the next yeaor perhaps simply endowed with a perverse nature, who did not appear to
understand what it was they were enforcing.
level were the mostio be feared, for we suspected that they might not take our phyesichl
mental limits into account. Nonetheless, my discovery the first week about Mr Gunn provided
me with some hope even for these. Needless to say, however, | was still petrified of the System
and of the juniors who enforced it.

One highly fortunate aspedf the System was that the sophomores were not initially
involved with the thetes. Theoretically, the corporals were learning from the sergeants and would
be ready to be loosed upon us after Thanksgiving. Since there were more sergeants than
corporals inthe company, these would also be the most assured of getting rank the next year and
the most likely to adopt the businesslike character of their mentors.

The sophomore privates were a different matter. They would not be loosed until after Easter,
at the ail end of the year. They had to participate sometime, so their classmates, the juniors and
seniors, and the Tactical Officer Major Cantwell could determine who among them should fill
the remaining sergeant slots. But it was these sophomore privates whalse most likely to
be oblivious to the highdevel motivations of the Thete System.

Having recently survived their thete year, the sophomores (particularly the privates) had
vivid memories of all the torments they had suffered. So vivid were thes®mas that they
were expanded in their mindisas we ourselves would learn in our sophomore yaattil the
entire year, day by day, was recalled as having been filled with the worst abuses of Thete Week.
They would mutter to one another in voices dehively loud enough for us to hear that we were
having it easy, not the way it had been in their thete ydaack in the Old System. And they
would make sure that we would find out just how tough they had really had it when their turn
finally came.
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What nade their line of reasoning particularly ludicrous was that their junior serdgetrgs
enforcers of their Thete Systeéimwould have been the cadets who were now seniors. As we
could all see, the seniors were the most-tadk, even lackadaisical memberfsthe company.

Indeed, the H Company seniors were known throughout the Corps of Cadets for their total lack
of interest in the barest essentials of regimentation at The Acropolis.

This was most evidentnoTuesday 20 October,when there was a special ssmbly in
Mitchell Hall for cadets who were either under contract with the Army to serve as second
lieutenants upon graduation or who were potential Army contract cadets. The contracts were
signed at the beginning of junior year, so the juniors and seaitesding would already be
under contract. The freshmen and sophomores attending were those enrolled in military science,
as opposed to aerospace stu@festhose having or seeking an Air Force coniract

Most cadets took a contract of one form or &eot(Navy and Marine were also possible,
though they required some combination of basic training and officer candidate school upon
graduation), especially since the draft was still in force, and a diploma from The Acropolis
would ensure an early selectioiwhile Acropolis Men caught up in the draft could expect the
rank of corporal after basic training, that was a far cry from lieutenant. So the choice not to take
a contract was Hadvised, at least until the draft was reformed and draftees were chosen by
lottery of birthdays.

At 7:30 that ®ening, over half the Corps wasarching across the parade ground, company
by companyThe full moon hadhot yet risenand theheavily overcast sky anthick fog shrank
visibility in the dim lights of the barracks hed and Mitchell Hall ahead to only a few yards.

Since no provision had been made tlois rareformation, wethetesended up at the rear of the
company, happy to be out of sight of the upperclassmen in front of us.

As we slogged through the puddles fronrh e d a y 6awertheatufts of grassdthat had
already sprung up since the previous Fridayods
steady soggy beat of our shoes in the puddles and wet grass, the oppression of the low clouds and
the highhumidity muffled all sound

Suddenly, a voice from one of the seniors in front rang out in an exaggerated hillbilly accent,
Acanoéto tel]l

Another joinedin with what turned out to be a parody of a jusfeased Roger Miller song

I f wedorce in Hell

Yet another sang &Ixtaotgndenvgrduid. t he first t wo, f
Then all of the seni oBuwt |itlie meddarsivado?eQueshr usi as
we ol | hafta go honk around, !'hoonWi tdmnkearudh o fih o n k
their voices became louder, and they beat out the rhythm by stomping their left feet matio-the

drenched groundAf t er one stomp in silence, wehEy gave
Honki nd ar cAndithey deteriorbtedlinto la @stling, hing mob.

The sergeants glared back at us with threatening looks, | supposed as a warning not to turn
into creatures such as thésand for immediate consumption, not to think about laughing or
even breaking a smile.

From off to our right, we could hea voice from the dark rectangular shape that was one of
the other companies, AThat 6s gotta be the H C

At that point, the sergeantsdé gl dlibrekeintoompl et
an uncontrollable but subdued snickearked by rigid back and forth movements of our heads
and equally rigid up and down movements of our shoulders. The mosaigkeed, the more

1]
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we voluntarily slipped into as strict and forced a brace as we could manage, in a valiant but futile
attempt torein in our emotions.

Inwardly, we all glowed with the pride of attaining some degree of special notoriety, albeit
only through our seniors. By the time we had reached Mitchell Hall, however, it dawnedion me
ever ready to turn the positive into somelizedion of isolationi that the notoriety came at a
price. If we identified with our seniors, we would be isolated from the rest of the Corps.
Notoriety and infamy stride hand-hand.

Whatever the consequences in the Corps, though, we all realizedndastown way, that
we were now thinking of these firstass cadets in H Company @sr seniors. For me, this was
to become intimatelgrystallizedin myseniors, the three cadets who dwelled in the great circular
lair known as the thirdlivision alcoveroom.

As soon as we had been integrated into the Corps, Orrin and | finally discovered our role as
occupants of the small alcove room. We were to serve the three seniors in the large alcove room.
There had originally been four, but one had already mawgdn disgust at the constant mess
made by the remaining three. I f the seniors c
di fferent drummero (not an easy task at a mil
of the third division alcos room took this reputation to yet a higher plane.

Mr Wilson was a cadet second lieutenant, the lowest rank you could achieve senior year
above senior private. As the assistant platoon leader of the third platoon, his military duties were
minimal; but aswith all second lieutenants, he had administrative duties that he performed quite
adequately. He was the most boisterous of the three, always alert to any opportunity for having
fun with the system. Of the three, he tried the hardest to take me undendpiswvich | greatly
appreciated even at the tiniebut which | was too timid and far too isolated to turn to my
advantage. Nevertheless, | did learn quite a bit from him, though I did not show it then.

Mr Ford was also a cadet second lieutenant, thestassiplatoon leader of the second
platoon. He was the most retiring of the three, though such a distinction bore little relevance
outside the room. He was more inclined to try to help Orrin, who was more outwardly accepting
of the assistance. Orrin, thdugsimply could not comprehend the degree of disorder in the
seniorso room.

Finally there was Mr Santorelli, a plumpish senior private. With a zest for life | had never
seen before, he embraced all the shenanigans of his roommates with gusto. On thendther
his task for senior year was quite plainly to try his best to see his roommates through to
graduation. Although he certainly contributed to the disarray that was the alcove room, he was
known as Mam&antorellito his grateful, though unrepentanbromates.

All three of our seniors were civil engineering majors, and they looked mgonith some
degree of awe for majoring in modern languages. Civil engineers at The Acropolis were the only
cadets not required to take two years of a foreign languagsncession given them grudgingly
by the faculty in an attempt to squeeze a-frear program into the four years of Acropolis
education-:yeWhri Ine niof iweer e t o be found, they wer
company per year), and the pieetwas discouraged for many reasons, not least of which was
the maintenance of the class sysiethese people would be your classmates for life.

For my part, | was oblivious to the academic abilities of my seniors. They were, after all, in a
fieldlknew | ittl e about (in spite of my father 6s
studies. But when | was employed to do some t
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or theses), | was highly impressed with their capabilities. For exampéehad performed a
number of experiments to determine how much metal could be removed from a beam without the
loss of tensile strength and then wrote up a report that looked to me, at least, as worthy of
publication.

Perhaps that was the reason for th@mbunctiousnessto relieve the stress of their studies,
to say nothing of the strange demands of the system. At one point, they and four of their
classmates took over a mess at evening meal, kicking off all the lowerclassmen. First they
dispensed witlthe eating utensils, then the dining plates, and finally the serving plates. With
bravado, they proclaimed this the First Annual Tom Jones Invitational, after a popular movie in
which the same dining practice was performed by the hero and heroine, thahgiotaily
di fferent i ntentions. The me JacticallQfficee onidoty at e d
strolled over and put a gentle, but firm stop to it.

For two weekends after that, my seniors served confinements in theiriroestricted for
five two-hour periods per weekend and required to sit studying at their desks with cotton grays,
waist plates (with white webbing), and white gloves. The periods were spaced so as to
discourage participation in general leave. True to their defiantly boistehamacter, however,
they proudly announced on a sign on their do
Tom Jones Invitational . 0

As | looked back on my thete year, my most memorable event with my seniors was the
infamous coffee encounter. | had revnade coffee before, but it fell to my duties as butler/valet
to brew their coffee in their coffee pot, a rather good sized electrical appliance. These were, of
course, quite against the regulations, but they were fairly common, even among thetes.

For acouple of weeks, they suffered through my attempts with patience. Finally, unable to

take it any longer, Mr Wil son explained, ALoo
Somehow you have the ability to make it too weak and too strong aaitie time! So come
over here, and |16l show you how to make a go

Taking on the air of a pedagogue, Mr Wilson all but held my hand as he explained how much
water to put in the pot. As | filled it under his tutelage, he squinted closelynadded
approvingly. He then took me stéy-step through the assemblage of the machinery. Finally, he
supervised my filling of the scoop and the installation of the coffee itself.

AOkay, 0 he exalted in triumph, yduthimkysucani | | b €
remember how to do this?0
AnYesir! o I answered with ent husi asm. I not

suppressing laughs at the performance. They had watched me make coffee before and had found
my strange ability to ruin a pot waifollowing directions to the letter to be excruciatingly
amusing.

Ten minutes | ater, I heard a plaintive cry f

As | ran into their room, | beheld Mr Ford and Mr Santorelli sitting at their desks benirsd
of coffee. With motions that appeared to be choreographed, they were slumping down in their
chairs each with one arm over the back and his head looking up to the ceiling in fits of laughter.
Through this laughter, they kept repeating in mock sericisne AThis wil/ be a
cof fee. O

Mr Wilson sat at his desk with his hand on the cup in front of him and a look of utter
di sbeli ef on his face. He shook his head sl ow
todoit. t was exactlyrightvhy i s it too weak and too strong
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This brought out such a howl of laughter from his roommates that people stopped on the
gallery to find out what was going on. Orrin rushed over uninvited to see what he could do, if

anything.

A Or r NIr WVjlson said. Our seniors routinely addressed us by our first names, though they
had not given us theirs, perhaps as a sign of
t he brewing of the coffee, 0 ke concluded in h

He sat me down in his chair, took the measuring spoon in his right hand and held it up to the
heavens. ABy this solemn and sacred act, I h

brewer of the coffee and forbidyea, proscribe androhibiti your ever striving for this office
in perpetuity!o

With ritual care, he brought the metal spoon down on my head three times. To be sure, it was
firm enough to hurt, but not so much as to quell my laughter.

Wilson, Ford, and Santorelli: They made thete y@aimes enjoyable and always bearable.
They offered me their friendship as much as even their loose regard for the System would allow.
Yet, | held back. | could joke with them and assist them in their pranks and schemes, but | could
not feel close to tha. | was so determined to keep myself isolated and out of sight that even in
their company | could not help but feel alone and inhibited.
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CHAPTER NINE
IN AND OUT OF SPORTS

One thing | had excelled in back in high school was sports. Although tdbfemiotball,
too short for basketball, and too eccentric a thrower for baseball, | did earn two varsity letters in
wrestling and one each in track and cross country. Looking back at them critically, though, |
could recognize that these were spamtsvihich | was not a member oftaam acting in unison.

Each contest was between me as an individual and one or more other individuals, all of whom
happened to be identified with a school.

Right after classevad begunthere was an announcement at noon nfealall those
interested in trying out for cross country to meet on the north steps of the mess hall. |1 had run
cross country only in my senior year in high school, but | had slogged my way from twentieth
place on the team to second, to tfemorously exagerated consternation of all those |
surpassed

But just as | would learn that chemistry and mathematics were harder in college, | would
discover how much more grueling cross country was as well. Races increased from two miles to
four, with practices douimg the amount. Now my diminutive size really worked against me. |
made the team with ease, but | never excelled as | had before. | occupied a spot firmly in the
middle of the pack, not contesting for a placing slot.

By this point in my cadet career, hever, excelling was no longer my chief concern. That
had long been replaced by the merest survivald, of course, keeping a low profile. Being on a
college team allowed me to leave regular mess in the company and join with my teammates on
an athletic thle at the north section of the mess hall, far removed from the torment that |
imagined to be growing ever worse in the main section. Here | did not have to serve the
upperclassmen, although most of us thetes did take on servant roles as a reflex amyway, a
could eat in peace and without having to pop off with fogfélss knowledge.

There was one other benefit to running cross country: The Acropolis was flat. As Herm had
told me ages before, the highest point was sixteen feet above sea level. Rerapsoked at
the Low Country of South Carolina in comparison with the mountainous terrain of Greece, then
Indian Hill might be analogous in a pathetic way to the real Acropolis in Athens, but nowhere in
Charleston was there a course that would prephtetes for cross country competition.

So we were bussed out every day to Summerville, where we ran in a fairly hilly (though by
no means elevated) course next to a golf club. There were streams to leap and roots to avoid in
our rushdown the woodland tilg, but the main challenge was the sheer length of the course. It
would have been a pleasant leisurely run, but it was a laborious trial in competition, and |
struggled to keep my mediocre standing on the team.

Time and again as | ran in practice andraces, my mind wandered as | automatically
dodged the sprawling roots and jumped the lazy streams that my feet were now anticipating
reflexively: Was this actually better than serving on a regular mess? Except for the complaints by
Orrin and some of my o#n classmates complaints that seemed more like boasts than laments
and that were probably well embellishietireally did not know what was going on there.
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What | recalled from Thete Week was a constant yelling and little time at the end for scarfing

down some food. AHow6s the cow?0 they would a:
pitcher.
ASir, she wal ks, she tal ks, shebs full of ¢

the bovine species is highly prolifictothe h  d e g r ewould shdutrbach, indicating our
estimate of the number of glasses left in the pitcher.

AWhat time is it, thete?0

ASi r, I am deeply embarrassed and greatly h
over which | have no control, the inner workiregsd hidden mechanisms of my chronometer are
in such inaccord with the sidereal movement by which time is commonly reckoned that | cannot
with any degree of accuracy state the exact time, sir. But without fear of being very far off, I will

state that it impproximatelyN minutes,N seconds, antl ticks aftertheN\t h hour , sir! o
AHow many cards does a Southern gentleman | e
ASi r, a Southern gentleman | eaves one card |

toatotalofth ee, sir! o

AAnd how many cards does a Yankee gentl eman

ANone, sirl!o

AWhy none, thete?0

ASir, a Yankee gentleman is an oxymoron, sir

No, | would keep on running the course at Summerville and avoid regular mess, even if the
running did ruin myappetite. The fact that none of my classmates on regular mess seemed to be
getting any thinner to the contrary, they seemed to be filling out nicely with three regular meals
per day’ did nothing to allay my fears.

In early Novemberasthe cross courny schedulevas windingd o wn, we had a f@Aho
at Summerville against the University of South Carolina. As | was struggling to maintain my
position in the middle, one of my opponents tripped over a root and sprawled onto the ground in
front of me. He dy there doubled over in pain and hugging his right leg. | stopped and helped
him out of the path of the others and shouted to one of my teammates to let someone know up
ahead that we had an injured runner.

| always wondered why | had stopped to htipt runner | remembered the big meet in
Montgomery County, Maryland, where | had hoped to surpass the last of my classmates to take
first place on the team and perhaps place in the race. On the very first step, however, someone to
my right started out on hieft foot as | started out on my right, and his cleat sliced through my
ankle. | limped through the race to the praise of my couches for my perseverance, but also to
their scolding for my not seeking immediate medical attention.

Whenthe runnerin Summeyville went down and looked at me with pain radiating from his
dark green eyes, my mind went back to that day in Maryland, and | could not help but stop.
Besides, there was something about his tall, lanky frame and his green eyes and black curly hair
that eminded me of Herm.

AGo on, 0 he said, and he nodded vigorously v
go on! o
ANo, 0 | replied cal mly, as I |l ooked at his

wondered if his knee was really supposethédoending that way. | could, of course, do nothing
for him then but simply be there, make sure no one ran into him, and give him whatever comfort
| could.
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After the race, | was paraded in front of my team by tieadc o u c h. AThat 6s

sportsmanship n@en s , men, 0 he announced with grave ap
down, if youdbre the first one there, you help
help him. This is a sport, not combbesofthhnd at

sport. o

| was greatly embarrassed by the couchos pre
because of my duty to the sport? Or had | stopped because | remembered how it had felt to be
injured during a race? Did it really make anifefience?

For a brief moment, | had felt that | did indeed belong to some higiiel unity of purpose,
and that thought gave me immense, if only fleeting comfort. Then, mylselfts entered into
the equation, and | was left wondering if | had readlgsed that | was at one with the young man
with the pained green eyes, or if | had allowed myself to feel so isolated from the endeavor that |
treated himas an excuse to leave the réacerace | could not have won, anyway.

In mid November, cross cougtseason ended and wrestling season began. Wrestling had
been my main sport in high school, and | really did still have ambitions of excelling in it at The
Acropolis. | had never been pinned in a match between schools. The only time | had been pinned
at al was in the county tournament, and that was by the boy who went on to become champion
in the county and to place in the state.

When Guidon Corporal Sinclair came up to me and asked if | would be rejoining the regular
mess after cross country, | informed m t hat I was already on the
gonna be | ike me, Cadet, 0 he replied with a w
thete year . o

I was oddly taken aback by Mr Sinclairéos
obsenations were criticisms and were generally yelled with invective dripping with righteous
indignation. Yet he simply stated the obvious fact and seemed to hold it to my credit that | was
ducking the System. In fact, he even admitted that he had done thettsagheé something
tantamount to your father admitting that he had smoked and drunk to excess when he was in
college ... too.

In a surreptitious way, his remark served to identify him as the member of the third class
most cognizant of the purpose of thealemy and most determined to ensure that it would
prevail despite the excesses of others. The fact that he waguitd@n corporal gave me
considerable confidence in the System. And this confidence would be reaffirmed in thénfipllow
two years as he bewe the irst sergeant and then tle®mpany ommander.

My career on the Acropolis wrestling team, however, would not be so affirming. My first
opponent in the process of determining who would represent the college in competition was
Mark Tennet, a classm&abf mine from H Company. | had not got to know him very well at all,
for he roomed down the gallery on first divisibmefinitely out of the way for mé and he was
in the first platoon. All I knew about him was that he was impressively muscular and was
brought up doing farm work in the Up Country of South Carolina.

As | faced Mark on the mat, | saw that he had no idea how to stand and appeared to be
curious about the way | fainted this way and that to test him out. It was plainly obvious that he
had neer wrestled competitively before, at least not on a team that stressed the stances and
strategies that had been passed on down from the ancient Greek athletes. But because he did not
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approach me in the manner expected of a wrestler, | found myself inndagyaas to how to
make contact with him.

The quandary was short lived, though, as all of a sudden he simply walked, fully erect, right
up to me, wrapped his arms around my upper arms and chest, and lifted me off the mat.
Flabbergasted, | flailed my foreas about and tried to clasp him with my right leg, seeking at
least to trip him up. Calmly and methodically, he twisted me around and placed me on the mat,
shoulders first. | had been pinned.

All the other members of the team roared with laughter. Tkeggnized that had Mark
really learned how to wrestle in school, he would not have made such quick work of me. To be
sure, it was a comical sight. But | was utterly humiliated.

At the end of the practice sessiimmyearsyi t h my

approached the head couch. Al 6m sorry, sir, o
wrestling. o

AWhoa, whoa, whoa, whoa, whoa, o0 he said, w a
pessi mism. AMr Temnmetrds otdoxt. i cCAnwad, swealcleor el y
by it again. |l 6ve seen your record, Cadet , an
|l i ke you to remain a member of the team.o
AAfter that humiliationm.®ir, I donot t hi nk
Al ot happens to alll of us. A surprise tactic

laughing stock of the country. Yazan come back, you know. Tell you what, just think it over

and come to practice tomorroweandd | et me know
It was a good plan from an experienced and thoughtful couch. Had | followed his advice, |

probably would have returned the next day,

someone el sebs stupid mistake, |sanmmly suspected nued
from my experience in cross country that | would not excel in this sport &ittrex sport my
fat her had been so proud of me i n. No, I e

enthusiastic praise.

Of course, this placed me ddaon regular mess. There was one chair left on Cadet First
Lieutenant Unger 6s mess, and his assistant me
fear being thrown into the clutches of some sadist operating in the-levedrbrutality of the
System. Moreover, this made three thetes to serve four upperclassmen, so | was not singled out.

Actually, the System had changed considerably over the time | had been in cross country. By
now, it was assumed we knew our foucthss knowledge. This becarokear when Mr Unger

asked me the time.Haway i nt o my rapid recitation of the
Just tell me what time it is.o0
When we were asked questions at all, it was

edition of theCharleston News and CouriefThat was to teach us to stay abreast of current
events and community activities.

Another common command was to tell a joke. This took me by surprise, and the only one |
could think of right away had to be the worst joke imtmun  hi st or y. AA man wa
parl or, minding his own business, o0 | began, n
out his window and saw a flying saucer hovering over his back yard. A door opened, and a box
dropped out. The door slammsldut, and the saucer zipped back into outer space.
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AHe brought the box in and opened it up. Anc
an oscillating blob. He wondered if it was alive. If it was alive, he reasoned, it would eat. So he
tried to feel it and found that it would eat anything that dropped into thei hoeat, vegetable,
his gold watch anything. He decided to callthe Rarey, because it was so rare, the only one on
earth that he knew of. He almost called the authorities to let them kbout it, but he decided
against it, fearing theyodéd take it away from

AThe Rarey ate and atm bi@gfordhe hox.e&o heduilidanoshero n i t
bigger box. It grew to big for that boxas wel] so he built a big cage in his basn After a
while, though, he realized that it was gonna grow too big for that box as well. So the only thing
he could do was to load it onto a dump truck, drive it to the P&ad&an, and dump it. There, it
could grow as large as it wanteengulf Havaii i whatever.

AA couple days into his trip, he heard a cru
that the Rarey had eaten its way out of the cage and was starting to devour the back of the dump
truck. He finally realized that the Rarey wamnderous. But luckily he was at the Grand Canyon,
so he backed up to the edge, jumped out of the dump truck, and was just about to pull the lever
that would tip of the back of the dump truck up and send the Rarey down into the canyon, when
along came a pmleman.

AHe had to expl ain eiviowhehad gotgthe Rarey,thémeit hado | i ¢ €
grown, his decision to take it to the Pacific, and now the need to tip up the back of the dump
truck and send it down into the Grand Canyon. The policeman lcikadhi oddly. He looked
at the Rarey even more oddly. He looked all the way down to the bottom of the canyon. Then

he Il ooked up to the dump truck and down to t|
ités a long way to tip a Rarey. 60

There wagsomplete silence at the mess, as the upperclassmen stared at me in disbelief. Then

in unison, they |l et out screams of angui sh, i
heard. o

Their looks changed to wicked smiles when the mess carver suggds, AOkay, Cadet

that joke to Mr Stanwick! o

The joke was received the same way there, as well, with the added embellishment that Mr
Stanwick threw a fork at me. From that point
positive part of g newfound reputation was that | was never ordered to tell a joke at mess
again.

The worst part of being back on regular mess was the fear that each meal would be my last
that however lenient | might be having it on my current mess, the arrangernalitschange
immediately and | would be placed on a mess where | would be starved to death. Once again, of
course, | had never heard of a thete being starved to death, and | had never seen a thete around
campus who had even the faintest appearance of mtatmtNonetheless, the fear was real.

Consequently, | ate every meal in anticipation of the deprivation that never came, usually
staying behind after the upperclassmen had left to make sure that | had enough of the remnants
of the meal. In addition, lwul d make frequent tiangxdensioroofft he A
the north side of Mitchell Hall with a row of vending machines. And | would save up pennies in
my change until | had ten, and then | would treat myself to an ice cream cone in the regular
Cadet Canteen in the main building.
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As did many thetes (if not most), | gained weight my freshman year at The Acropolis. Even
if I had eateronly what was put in front of me for three substantial meals per day, | still would
have gained weight. Fortunatelyowever, | did not gain too muéhbeing once more subject to
drill, physical training, parade, and, of course, living on the third division, which helped in some
measure to compensate for the lack of sports. So | was never classified by the drehded epit
Ablivit. o But i t wa s -coastious, giftomformablanaiikias alwags f e e |
ever more isolated.

Thanksgiving break only lasted from Wednesday to Sufidagt enough time to take the
bus back to Maryland. Besides, you had to requdsawe, and that was something | was not
quite confident enough to do yet.

At noon meall on Wednesday, there was an an
general leave from after morning meal to tattoo. For those staying on campus, there will be a
specal Thanksgiving feast at noon. It will be o

AOpen mess. o0 That meant that thetes could fi
This was a dangerous situation, in which | could find myself tortured and starved by any sadist
from any compay in the Corps. As | was worrying about the situation and deciding that | was
not going to expose myself to that, another announcement was made, one that, isolated within
my worried thoughts, | did not hear. My classmate across the table from me cosilgpprgss a
grin, and | wondered what kind of joke the announcer had told. Whatever it was, it must have
been better than the one for which | had become infamous.

The next day, | slipped out of the barracks as quickly and quietly as | could and made my
way down Moultrie Street to King Street, down King Street to Charleston proper. At first, there
were a lot of cadets, especially thetes, wandering around the city, elated to be free on a Thursday
morning. But as the time got closer to noon, | noticed withesavonder that the streets seemed
to become deserted. Except for a few native Charlestonians and their guests scurrying home to
share Thanksgiving meal with their families, there were no cadets to be seen.

This was very strange. By noon, all the inhaligaof the city were at home, and no cadets
were wandering the streets. | had the entire city to myself. | walked into the drug store across
Calhoun Street from the Francis Marion, sat down in a booth, and ordered a hamburger.

As | sat down, | looked arodn expecting to see the faces of some of my classmates. The
drug store had become a favorite of H Company thetes, and you could always see the smiling
face of Phil Levis, the sparkling eyes of Billy Allen, and a host of others. That day, however, it
was emty not only of cadets, but of all other customers. The waitress brought my hamburger
and looked at me in a pitying way. Was | missing something?

At morning formation the next day, Mr Sincl e
you yesterday, Cadei? he asked, with genuine concern in
the few who |live in Charleston, you were the

Al went downtown, sir, o | replied with an ai

AWare did you eat?0 he continued with his e
curiosity.

A had a hamburger at the drug stor e, sir.o
| had made a major mistake.

AA hamburger ? Ailambwrsgeri!'ndo dhisbevad ef . A We h
the fixings in the mess hall, and you had a h
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He <call ed Mr J 0 n ¢ells.me fthat dvas mad d Hemduger im eChaeleston
yesterday, 0 Mr Sincl air If-wal between gity amg reserdmepto r a |
with a degree of anger seeping through.

AYou mean, we had a major feast and the The
and got a hamburger?d6 Mr Jones asked rhetori:
incredulity.

| just stood there dumb. The Thete System had been suspended for the meal? Why had | not
heard that? Why did everyone else know about this, but | was not informed?

Then | remembered the announcement that had caused my classmate to grineérnao
wrapped up in my own dread, that | had not comprehended that crucial announcement. By my
own enslavement to my fears | had managed once more, as so many times in the past two long
months and so many times yet to come, to isolate myself from énosed me.
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CHAPTER TEN
CHRISTMAS

After Thanksgiving, everyoneds attention was
was the day we held muster and everyone cleared out of The Acropolis for Christmas leave.

As the date approached in our rgonowever, there was a decidedly doleful atmosphere.
Orrin had been speaking for weeks about leaving The Acropolis at Christmas and enrolling the
next year in the Merchant Marine Academy. Ay
saying over and oveas thoughn some kind of vaguely enthusiastic, yet detached mantra.

| was curious as to why he would leave at Christmas, rather than finishing out the semester at
the end of January. Then he could apply whatever credits he might have and perhaggieven b
as a transfer midshipman. Once or twice, | broached the topic with him, but he did not seem to be
interested in pursuing it. Saétreated into silence

The two weeks leading up to muster became ever more awkward for both of us. It was like a
wake hat went on too long. Deep down in, | redfigd come tacare about him; but up on the
surface of human relations, | found it difficult to talk about his impending departure. | knew
there was something wrong beyond the rifle. Was he leaving before thef drel semester to
avoid the embarrassment of failing courses? That was possible, although the grade sheet posted
inside the door of his press did not seem to support that hypothesis. | simply did not know; nor
did | know how to ask.

Of course, the questin  was el egantly simple: AOrrin, \
guestion entailed too many taboos, real and imagined; and | found myself paralyzed and disabled
by them. There was a suffering quality to him. It was as though | were facing the Fisher King
ard could not find a way to ask what was causing him such anguish.

On Thursday, 17 December, he had all of his things packed and cleared out of the room. We
faced each other clumsily, shook hands, and on impulse simultaneously hugged each other with
our let arms.

| dragged two large suitcases down to muster. In one were my clothes, including my full
dress uniforni just in case | might want to really impress anyone during the break. The other
suitcase was packed full of books that | intended to studyraeho prepare for final exams in
January. The ritual packing of an excruciatingly heavy suitcase of books was gessade for
all college freshme We would take them home to study, perhaps take one or two books out as a
cure for insomnia, and theand them back so that we could cram for exams in the little time that
was left. Sophomores, juniors, and seniors carried increasingly fewer book$ mmibecause
they did not need to study for examinations, but because they became more and more realistic
over the years.

Several of us went together, sharing a cab to the Trailways Bus Terminal to begin the long
trek back home. The full moon accompanied us through the evening and night, crossing from
east to west as we traveled from south to north. Onenby my classmates got off the bus.
Before dawn on 18 Decemberj Ithe last member of the small party of H Company thétes
desended the stairs in Washingtas the moon set. | took the local bus to Friendship Heights,
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just inside the District Line on Wesnsin Avenue; and by the time | got there, it was late enough
in the morning that | could call my mother and ask if she could pick me up.

As we drove down Wisconsin Avenue to Bradley Boulevard, Old Chester Road to Radnor, |
knew my mother was barragingemwith many questions, and | was doing my best to answer
them. Yet, the long, firvdiundredmile bus ride and the subsequent negotiation of the local bus
system with my two heavy suitcases had so dulled my senses that my mind may as well have
been back somehere in Thete Week. All | could think ofasthe popular Peter, Paul, and Mary
songabout beingive hundred miles from my home and how badly | wanted to crash onto my
bed.

| lugged my suitcases up the steps to the front yard, around the walkway, Hedstigps to
the house. My father was there to greet me with a warm handshake. We were not a family that
went in for males hugging each other, so the handshake had to be as firm and sincere as possible.
| fielded more questions that | hoped | gave coheaestvers to and then managed to inch my
way past the Gulbransen-ught on my leftto my room, just opposite the front doMy old cat
was sitting there, looking up expectantly at me. | petted him gently and felt glad that he could ask
no questions.

In a haze, my mother said something about my being tired, and | took that as a welcome
excuse to freshen up in the bathroom next to my bedroom and take a long nap. Usually, | avoided
napsi they made me groggy for the rest of the day and interfered withewap sit night. That
day, however, | was too groggy to function anyway, and somehow | was confident that, if woken
up for dinner (which in my opinion at the time was totally unnecessary), | could indeed manage
to go right back to sleep afterward. Which, actf | did.

We lived in a solid, whitgbrickranchs t yl e house built in the ea
the left (when you faced my room from the door) were the other two bedfiooms par ent s
master bedroom on the left past the closet, and (adredmeén closet with its fullength mirror
at the end of the hall) my brotherds room on
and mine. Mine had been the guest room until | had succeeded in making myself too obnoxious
to my brother and his friels back when | was eight or ten. At the near end of the hall was the
living room, with a large square open way on the left of the far end leading to the dining room,
where there were doors to the basement and attic on the left and the swinging dokit¢behe
on the right. As you entered the kitchen, there were porches on the left andthghback and
front of the house. The back porch door was s
of leaping up to look in when he craved entrance. fidve porch was now enclosed with brick
and glass, but it used to just have screens on two sides, and my brother and | woultesdeep
on cots during hot summer nights before we had air conditioning.

Waking up that first morning, 19 December, | wad stéepy and reached over to the chair
next to my bed to turn on a transistor radio. It was the Hardin and Weaver show on WMAL. The
main thing on their program was advertisements, with a little music; but they would take on
funny voices and would make upat comedy sketches. These were not the extended stories
such as you used to hear on the recordings of the old BBC Goon Show, but simple segues
between advertisements and music.

As | lay back on my bed, with the radio droning somewhere on the bordensy of
consciousness, | relished every sleepy moment, knowing that | did not have to get up. That in
itself was quite telling of how exhausted | was, since | tended to be an early riser. All of a sudden
| leapt straight off the bed in a panic, violently letitg from the supine position. Hardin and

r
0
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Weaver were introducing a fiName the Horse Co
with a sudden and loud recording of first call on the bugle.

Most people, | am sure, heard that bugle call as an enjogafilef horse racing. For me, on
the other hand, it was the most dreaded call in the arsenal of signals that daily pummeled an
Acropolis cadet. It meant that it was 6:15am and the thetes had to roll out yelling onto the
guadrangle for morning meal formatioln a word, it meant that | was late and in a heap of
trouble. | had not woken up to it since that first SMI, after | had managed to turn off my surreal
alarm clocks; and | had never intended to wake up to it again.

That morning, | spent with my parentsatching up on all that had happened in Bethesda
since September, which was, frankly, not terribly mu@xcept for the ubiquitous growth of the
small, placid town into a major city appended to Washington. Since it was Saturday, my father
did nott ofilhgaovetoo t he offi ce, where he worked
errands and did chores. It was a fairly warm day for December, so | took out my bicycle and
went down to the library.

The library would seem to be an odd place for a freshbygh temporarily liberated cadet
to go. But then you would have to know something else about the layout of the house. The living
room had a large picture window facing west along one length, and in front of it was a desk
bordered by chairs on either sid@pposite that was a couch flanked by end tables and a coffee
table in front of it. The television was on t
the southeast corner, next to the dining room. The only telephone was a black rotary phone
sitting on the end table between the couch and my room, and its cord would not reach past my
door. The only way | had to call young ladies was thus in the center of all activitesce, the
library with its outdoor pay phone.

For some reason, | had deciddwtt | would like to see Alison Greene. We had met the
previous summer at a youth gathering between our two churches, and she and | shared quite a
few friends. Still, why | should be interested in calling her rather than the group of friends | used
to hangout with intrigued me, as though | were an observer as well as a participant. Did | want
to get to know her for her sake, or was | trying to avioi isolate myself from my usual
associates? The question made me uneasy, as did the fact that | wagdtitey myself.

| got through to her and told her who | was, giving more information than she needed for fear
that she had forgotten me.

AOf cour se, I remember you, 0O she assured me.
at talking with me. But dgeer down, | sensed some static in her voice and worried that she was
not doing so well.

After some more pleasantries, | found myself
|l i ke to go out? Maybe for a binotupdanevhacnaoviesand a
are out there.o

AWell , 0 she hesitated, Al dondt think | <can

AThen how about Friday?o | asked, hoping t
optimism.

ADo you know what day Fr iutbasybutierd&nglugle as ked

AUh, I donoét have a calendar on me, 0 | admi

Muster was Thursday, and that was tharafportant 17 December, ...
Al t déds tfhief tthweontsyhe r epl i e dll. lpausedt hough t hat e
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AChristmas! o she finally spelled it out.

AOh my goodness. |l 6m sorry, o | said as apol
looking forward so long to just one dayl7 Decembeift hat | guess thhatwasust O0v e
Christmas. 0

iYou need a rest, o0 she |l aughed. Then she add
do I . I was in a bad boating accident a whil e
out. o0 Then after the briefestviodi pausesAsdel &
see you. How about tomorrow?o

AThat would be great. I 61 1 swing by in the

obsessive ironing including sheets and underwdagas she and my father watched Bullwinkle
and American Bandand on the television, so | was confident | could borrow her car, a white
Corvair.

Sunday afternoon, | donned my dress grays, which | had worn on the bus from Charleston to
Washington, and went to visit Alison. As | walked up the stairs to her front tbeard her say,
ACome on in, the doords not | ocked. 0

| entered a front porch that had been enclosed with brick and glass, much as my parents had
done with the porch on the corner of our house. Alison was sitting in the far right corner, with
her feet p and some blankets over her legs.

AThi sol | give our neighbor som
poking her binoculars through th
and pathetic, butitdoesgetn noyi ng. 0

Alison seemed to get tired just saying that much. She was obviously uncomfortable and in
some pain, and my heart reached out to her. Unfortunately, my speech did not follow suit, and |
never did ask her just how badly she was hurtingst what was wrong. | wanted to, but | felt
that it might be prying or breaking some unstated taboo.

ing to wat
i n

t h
b | ds and

e
e

When | took my hat off, she quipped, AThey ¢
AOh, o | said in astonishment. Ainhy first shawing h t it
back in September. Among thetes at The Acropo

She laughed despite her pain, and we went on to talk about common friends in Bethesda and
life in Charleston. All the while, though, she seemed to be bothgrsdrbething.

Finally, she came out with it: ARSeeing you
crude. 0 Her tone was sad, and not in the | eas
AwWell , o I answered | amel vy, Aités part of ou
for it. o | could not tell i f I convinced her,

not tell if I convinced myself.

Alison had spotted my Achilles heel and had sped an arrow straight down into it. This, I
came to realize, was the reason riay worrisome relationship with my rifle. As long as it was
used for drill and for cleaning, it was fine. But once | had to fire at a targgecially at a target
placed on the rough outline of a human tarssomething within me cringed. Something it
me did not want to face the reason for carrying a rifle, or the reason for wearing -dostkarg
gray uniform.

Something was direly wrong, and | wished she would pursue it further and ask me the
guestion. But she pulled back when she saw the paixgession in my face, just as | had done
when | had seen the same in hers.
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We talked some more about things that mattered very little now. She invited me to drop by
anyti me, for she did enjoy my company.nbéfiAnd, ¢
have to dress up for me, you know. 0

| drove home slowly, taking a circuitous route that led me past many of the landmarks that
commemorated my growing up. My mind, though, kept returning to Alison. | desperately wanted
to see her again and to disclgh her pain and mine. But mine was too embarrasgsingas,
after all, from a military family; and there were, after all, certain expectations to be met. So
finally, | forced these thoughts from my mind, and | never saw her again.

Monday morning, thdigh school was still in session. | arose early and went there, again in
my dress gray uniform. As a visitor, | would have to check in at the office, but I arrived before
the office opened so | could see the group | used to hang out with at the gadé thatoss the
hall just inside the lobby. It was always opened right before home period.

Several of my friends were still there and gathered around me, all talking at once. Samantha
Hanson was there and was talking the most. She was just a junigedénathough she was only
a year and a month younger than the result of being born right on the dividing line between
starting school one year or the next. With her was Nina Ferguson, a petit girl who was very shy
except in our group, and smiling L@uNelson, whose Anglicized name could not cover her
Scandinavian background. Fred Collins was still thengow a senior with a Carmen Ghia,

t hough he preferred to hang out with this gr
missed a couple of mylassmates, particularly Betty Liston, an intellectual and attractive tall girl

with straight black hair. She used to play Natasha to my Bdhie two inept Russian spies from

the Bullwinkle show. The awkward but always serious Marty Smith had gore \Washington

University in St Louis. There were also a couple new additions, who were hurriedly introduced

to me before the bell rang and | had to go check in at the office.

Il n the week after Chri st mas, Samantfora, Ni na
number of trips. | also went out to the movies with Samantha, although it was as always
understood that these were not dates, as such.

Nina had a formal dance she was required to attend, so she asked me if | would take her. |
used the opportunity tavear my full dress uniform, with the three rows of buttons and tails.
When | arrived to pick her wup, her mot her sho
here!o

It was good to see my friends again. The only complication was that Samanthed geem
have eyes for me. The only one in the group that | had ever been romantically interested in,
though, had been Alice Reynoldsny f i r st HfAst eady. 0

Alice and | broke up right before my senior prom. She had already purchased a gown, so |
had no choicéut to go ahead and take her. At the prom, she seemed to have a really gdod time
and | was totally miserable. | wondered how anyone ever survived high school without
permanent emotional scars. Perhaps no one did. In any case, she and her family hamitoved
Colorado over the past summer.

Oddly enough, | had received a letter from Alice at The Acropolis around Thanksgiving. |
did not know how she had got my address, nor did | fully comprehend her letter. It was full of
surreal references to strangghés and strange sounds. | replied with the strange sounds that |
heard from the gallery, and | never received any more correspondence from her.
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Finally, on Saturday afternoon, 2 January 1965, my parents drove me downtown to the
Trailways bus station fomy long, fivehundredmile ride from my home. It had been great to
see my friends again, but there was also a negative side. When | had gone to The Acropolis in
September, it was the beginning ofew adventure, and | did not give much thought to those |
left behind. This time, however, | was fully cognizant of the fact that part of me belonged back in
Bethesda among friends from whom inevitablpow or lateri | would be separated, isolated.

And | felt alone.

Added to my feelings of isolation were therds of Alison Greene, still ringing in my ears
and still evoking thoughtand doubtsabout myself. | fantasized about writing to her and asking
her what was wrong and telling her what was wrong, but | knew | could never overcome my
shyness and uncertayriong enough to actually do it.

As the bus progressed through Virginia, North Carolina, and South Carolina, we picked up a
number of cadets who seemed to be sharing some of the thoughts and concerns that were picking
at me. One by one, my classmates Wmlad accompanied me northward got on the bus and we
returned to Charleston early Sunday morning. Musteat other muster, the one we did not like
to talk about was at 6:00pm.

As the time approached for that other muster, | gazed out the window tialkgmpty
room, through the latticed bars and the bare branches beyond. | could barely make out the moon
about to set in the first glimmer of her new phase, just as she had appeared on the evening when
Herm had been my guide.

Then it struck me. Since thdark moon and | had joined in our slow ritual dance of the
guadrants on my journey south, and especially since the new moon had shown Herm and me the
path to The Acropolis, | had been constantly aware of where she was.

Of where she was in relation to me.

She?
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CHAPTER ELEVEN
BACK INTO THE BREACH

Returning to The Acropolis after Christmas break was always difficult for thetes. Stepping
back into that small alcove room was particularly hard for me, as everything that represented my
roommate Orrin Mgphy was now gone. In spite of the long wake, | found myself wishing he
had changed his mind and would come wal king t

After my talk with Alison, | started to have suspicions that perhaps some of hosélfs
and anxieties corresponded with mine. | thought about the Merchant Marine, with its dangerous,
but noncombatant missianits lack of rifles. Of course, everything seemed to fall into place,
now that it was too late. | wanted to put the sebming inciden firmly behind us. | wanted to
talk with him, to give him comfort, and to receive comfort from him. On some higher level, |
wanted finally to pose the gquestion to him,
from the Fisher King, | had lost ngpportunity. Unlike Parzival, | would never have another.

Not that | had to be alone. It was simply more comfortatdafer. Besides, there were only
two weeks before exam week, and everyone would be studying. Needless to say, that was as
flimsy a ratioralization as they come. | certainly was not pouring over my books, and | was fairly
confident that my classmates were not so engaged either. And in the end, our grades proved it.

Then there was the excuse of the loosing of the junior and senior privateslity, the only
event associated with that was Mr Santorelli

hit 1t and give me twenty!o
Unthinking, | complied and had completed only a few before he gasped out my first name in
horrorand nervouslgy hout ed, Al didnét think youdd do it.

On the morning of Monday, 25 January, | visited Lieutenant Colonel Dunbar, and we filled
out some computer cards. That was registration for second semester, and we both agreed (along
with everyone elsat The Acropolis) that this was a far better way of doing it.

When | returned to my room, | was no longer alone.

Arty Thornton was an easyoing, fair-haired, soft-featured Floridian with a pleasant drawl
and a determination not to be too hasty. In shwr was the exact opposite of the nervous New
Englander Orrin, and | felt myself relaxing in his presence. More importantly, he knew how to
make a pot of coffee. | wondered if that had played any role in his being moved up to this room.
Afteral,b Mr Fod was responsible for room assignments
from Christmas break either.

With Arty for a roommate, | started to get to know some more of my classmates. He was a
networker, and his friendly, relaxed manner drew peopleno kiore importantly, he made me
realize just how isolated | had beehow isolated | had chosen to make myself.

One thing that had helped Arty in his networking was the fact that for the whole first
semester he had lived in room 248, the room righteatdp of the stairs on the first division and
right beside the bulletin board. That was the room we all ducked into when we had forgotten the
name of the upperclassman on the next stairway or when we saw an upperclassman approach as
we were reading the Hatin board.
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In a small, dark, seldomsed corner of my mind, | wished that | had been moved down to
room 248 so | could meet more of my classmates (to say nothing of avoiding two more
stairways). On the other hand, the small alcove room of third diviseas comfortable and
familiar, and | was glad not to leave my seniors, whom | liked far more than | showed. And in
the final analysis, this room allowed me to hide, albeit it in a state eihgadfsed exile.

Two classmates | especially liked to havetwsere Harry Sedgwick and Kenneth Jackson.
Harry was slightly stocky and on the tall end of H Company, and Ken was thin and on the short
end. In an environment that counted fractions of an inch, this may as well have been Mutt and
Jeff. Although both werdrom the Up Country of South Carolina, Harry was a Jewish cadet
majoring in political science, while Ken was of Scottish extraction and majored in history.
Political science and history shared the fourth floor of Philanthropos Hall, with political science
on the left and reputedly on the Left, and history on the right and decidedly on the Right.

Since classes had just begun, Harry and Ken came up to our room on Thursday during
Evening Study Period (or ESPand you can imagine the puns that that acronyoked). After
a perfunctory knock, they slid into the room, holding mathematics books, notebooks, and the
chairs from their room. As soon as they were inside and the door was closed, Harry produced the
deck of cards.

We pulled out one of the rickety woodene s ks and sat around. i Ha
hearts?0 Ken asked me.

A dondt think so. o | answered hesitantly, |
of the card games | had played at homanywit h n
case, | wouldndét remember how to play. o

AHere, weodoll show you. ltdéds easy. o0 For the f

they played for me and explained the rules. It seemed easy enough.
Once we got going into the second game, | plafpedmyself, and Harry, Ken, and Arty

begant al ki ng about our cl assmat es. Harry start
formation?o
AYeah, o replied Arty. AThat was sometihing. N

guess because the weldpion his door and his screen door was so neatly knotted. Boy, they
were all over him!o

AFirst, o0 chimed in Ken, At hey tried to finc
demerits. But he was so shined up, you coul doé

AYeahr,eoe da gAr t y. AT he n -upshik he wasalde irhthenfaced But he u s h
didnoétiabdeak dnodt admit to doing anything. Es
with a notable sigh of relief.

AYou know, 0 Harry pr ocl| aidomeompqgral fér Bured @heyimgy g o n n
not like to be tied in, but they admire anyone who can do it and get away with it, without
caving. o

Throughout the conversation, | kept wracking my brain, trying to remember who Tadd was. |
hadndét seen tolmarxe, leevaaskd athgrd sere indinstfplatoand | was way
down in third.As thetes, we certainly did not look around. But there was something vaguely
familiar in his name. | kept imagining someone looking me in the eye, holding out his hand, and
sayng AHI , |l 6m Tadd. 6 But as soon as that | mage

What distracted me at that point was a distant cry from the quadiiatiggethete serving as
Orderly of the Guard had made an announcement. The first part had been loseimtiamtas

Cadet 6 sTolyGefferm ©2008 68



usual, but it ended with A... H Company. o |t
telephone call down in the guard room, so we all stopped to listen, each hoping the call was for
him.

ACal | for Charl es Br ownoud aHdd clear.mknawnthereovascna me  t
Charles Brown in H Company, so | sat there baffled, holding my cards.

Kenbds and Har i prfysust eaymby svengimtd actibn. ghey reached out and
gathered in all the cards from the table, snatching miteobmy hand and stuffing them all

unceremoniously into the pocket of Kends bat
produced nicely sharpened pencils to hover over their notebooks, they looked at me and
commanded, ACome on, Cadet! Get with it!o

Conpletely taken aback, | simply did what they had done. Harry took out a sheet-of half
completed problems and shoved them over to me

AWhat 6s going on?0 | blurted out.
AWheredve you been for the palbatwa$ ava formont h:
Charl es Brown! The Tac Officer and the guard

exasperated that | was so much in the dark.

We sat there quietly and listened. For a while, everything was still. Then we heard-official
sounding fotsteps coming up the stairs and heading straight to our room. Along with the
footsteps was the unmistakable clinking of a heavy brass key chain against a scabbard.

ARoom, attention!o cried out the Offirmer of
only slightly more sharply than a cadet recruit. The sword he had to wear for guard duty seemed
incongruous hanging at his side.

In walked the Tactical Officer, a tall Air Force major who had the supervisory duty over the
guard that day. With a deepige and an even deeper Southern accent, he demanded in an even
tone, AWhat 6re you boys doind here?o0

We all answered in a jumble that we were studying mathematics. We wanted to get a jump
on trigonometry this semester so we would not do as poorly as wedmedwith advanced

algebra.

AThat 6s what the sign said on your door dow
Ken, whose bathrobes gave them away as the v
nearly flunked it myself when | was atket her e . Of cour se, I compl i ¢
cards and liviné it up instead of partakind i

We stood there bracing and not at all comfortable with what sounded an awful lot like
sarcasm.

As he turned to Bve the room, he twisted the upper part of his body back around and
pointed under my chair. ABy the way, you migh
| 6m sure theredbs a need for a ten of hearts s

He swept out of th room, with the OG in tow, whose shoulders bounced up and down in a
barely stifled laugh. The Orderly was last out, looking back at us with eyes enlarged in relief.

Once they had descended the stairs, we exhaled, gathered into a circle with our amchs arou
each othersé shoulders, and | aughed as Il oudly
in the door with fABoy, were you lucky!o And w
seniors as well.
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As a junior sergeant trekking back hastily agidtraught just minutes before midnight on 22
April 1967, | could remember the incident as though it had been yesterday. It even managed to
bring the slightest trace of a smile to my lipsemembering my long awaited bonding with my
classmate$ or at least the barest beginnings of it. That was important, and somehow | knew
now more than ever just how important it had been.

Yet, my mind drifted once again toward the negative, toward the implications of isolation in
my experiences. That entire first setagswhen | should have been channeling my energies to
uniting with my classmates and building the relationships that would last a lifetime, | had
squandered every opportunity.

As memories flooded into my consciousness, some with which | was intimaiiébr fand
some that seemed to have come in from some far off land at some undeterminable time, |
remembered that things would get worse. Indeed, they did get much, much worse, though not as |
had expected them to.
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CHAPTER TWELVE
SEEKING REFUGE AT THEACF

Between Christmas and Easter, the Thete System settled into a dull, wearying routine.
Occasionally, we were lined up on the galleries for yelling and-ppsh and the evepresent
poking by fingers and knuckles. We knew what to expect, and weedpkcted it; although, to
be sure, it happened far less frequently thamaaanticipated. This, we eventually learned, was
part of the System itself: Fear is a far more constant and effectteolthan punishment.

Nonetheless, fear tends to waned anore and more of my classmates took part in what Tadd
had dond tying in an upperclassman. This entailed taking a length of webbing and slipping it
though the handles of the door and screen door and tying it so that the door could not be opened
from the inside. There were other pranks as well, such as putting shoe polish on certain toilet
seats, placing buckets of water in transoms so they would drench the first person to open the
door, and so forth.

Far from being serious violations, however, thesmks were an expected part of the Thete
System. Just as we had been forced together into a swelteringly hot room on Thete Night to press
us (quite literally) into a sense of unity, the pranks nurtured unity as well. But this unity was
designed to come fromhme fourth class itself, and it worked doublpnce in the actual planning
and execution of the prank, and once more in the collective punishment. Sometimes, it was
organized and directed by those who would become the leaders of the class; and soihetimes,
was instigated by the more floving thetes like Lester Smith, a small skinny cadet who smoked
big cigars and sported an even bigger sense of humor.

As usual, my participation in the pranks reflected my isolation. During the three weeks I
roomed alom, | snuck out late one Saturday evening as Mr Gunn was returning from general
leave. | climbed up the chainedf stairway that led to a locked dotwy which custodians
accessdthe roof. As the junior sergeant grasped the inner hand rail on the stairstbe first
division, | let loose with a water balloon, hitting him squarely on the shoulder.

It was a masterful shot, but a disappointing one. | had played my prank alone, with no
assistance from my classmates. While it may have been satisfying th dmempperclassman,
especially one who had been so influential on the Training Cadre, it served no purpose. | snuck
back to my empty room, knowing that | had succeeded in my mission, but that my mission had
drawn me no closer to my classmates.

The one ting we still dreaded was the loosing of the sophomore privates after Easter. A few
of these would become sergeants at the end of the year, and the only way they felt that they could
accomplish this was to show the greatest possible ingenuity and skilmeriting the thetes. Of
course, making rankequiredabilities far beyond enforcing the Thete System; but many of the
sophomores did not realize this, any more than they realized that we were having it no easier
than they had.

Moreover, these were theryesophomores who had yet to learn that there were two levels to
the System: the upper level of reason and judgment, and the lower level of enforcement. They
only knew how to act on the lower level, and that made them, by my definition, sadists. While
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suchsadists were not as likely to make rank, they were certain to make life miserable for us in
the weeks between Easter and the publication of rankings at the end of the year.

As the routine of the Thete System wore us down and the fear of the sophonaatespri
loomed threateningly on the horizon, we all needed refugdaces we could retreat to in order
to feel safe, if only for a time. For most of us, this included certain sanctuaries in Charleston.

In my seltimposed spirit of isolation, my forays tCharleston had at least begun in
solitude. For one thing, | preferred to walk so | could clear my mind and prepare it for whatever
new worries were set to infest it. After a while, the walk down Moultrie Street to King Street
became so much a habit onekends that | scarcely paid any attention to the scenery. That
probably came about the time | stopped looking for Herm.

| discovered many refuges tucked away on the streets of the city. Off to the right of King
Street downtown was a little shop where ulcbbuy loose tea and have some borsht. The tea |
would sneak back into the barracks and prepare in my room using a personalized Acropolis beer
mug, a tea ball, and occasiondllyvhen | found one that workdéda submersible coil that heated
water to a bdibeforeone day inevitably explodingn sparks. Usually, though, the water from
the tap was sufficiently hot.

Of course, there was also the drug store across from the Francis Marion where | would meet
my classmates from H Company and share a meal wath.tEspecially after | had got to know
Harry and Ken better, we would dine there, sometimes with other classmates, &spesllally
Guy.

At one of these fine culinary experiences on a Friday afternoon, Harry looked over his
hambur ger andome kterdi, e d Hawst atntyat Chi nese rest al

AOh, the Chow Mein I nn, o I replied, doing m)
had some real information to contribute for a
like the restaurants in Washington that cater to the Chinese embassyipeople f act , it ods

greasy. Butthefad t ast es okasy,t mendo rbleys i Gleisnedsd 6restaur

My compatriots looked at me with a new air of appreciation. Haogréd me, though, with
ASo 1itds not | i ke the Peking on Connecticut A

After I closed my jaw, he continued, A We at
match box for a souvenir.o

ALet 6s get some guys t ogeonmoerrr caw dn itgahkte, 0o vKeern
boldly. And the rest of us chimed in with our approval.

The next night, Arty, Harry, KerGuy, and I, along with Billy Allen (as fine a connoisseur as
you could find at The Acropolis) and Don Mallard (whom | did not know clmte to know and
like as time progressed) shuffled into the doors of the largélogray wooden house at 700
North King Street for an evening of Chinese dining. The street numbers of Charleston
establishments had always confused me. To my Washingtevay of thinking, 700 should
have beemnly seven blocks from the center of town, not a mile and a half.

As we sat down and looked over the menus, in walked Zachary Michaels, Jimmy Clifford,
and Roland duBerry. AYou iwlehopeen 60t Zgacrhma ys tsarotl
pushed another table up to the two we had already joined. We were the only cadets in the house,
so we felt free to excoriate certain upperclassmen and to issue challenges to those we feared
most.
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From that point on, | felt much me a part of my class. The Chow Mein Inn was a big hit,
and it became eegularhangout of H Company thetes. Unfortunately, it was only available to us
on the weekendsthat and everything else outside the gates.

Inside the gates, the main refuge fortésewas the Thete Cantekmhat squat addition onto
the north side of Mitchell Hall. It had an entrance on the north and one on the south that jutted
off the side entrance to thmeain building. It was down and off to the side, quite appropriate for
thoseof us who were suffering through our figar initiation of exile from the mainstream of
cadet life. On the west side, under a row of windows, was a long shelf with affixed stools under
it andwith a change machine and a couple of can openers oveeitchidnge was for the row of
vending machines along the east side, and the can openers were for the cold soup that some of
the machines dispensed.

Al ways worrying about the next me a | assignn
frequented the Thete @&en. On rare occasions, | would run into someone who actually was on
a horrendous mess and felt far more urgency in eating than | had. Nonetheleasty of these
encounters and the fact that no thete seemed malnourished fadlisgetmy fear unil the end
of the year.

As Easter approached, | felt compelled to revisit the Acropolis Christian Fellowship.
Whether this desire for a religious refuge was spurred on by the approach of the Holy Season or
by fear of the sophomore privates to be looakkdoo-soon now, | could not say but at that
pointthe latter appeared to bauchmore likely.

The ACF turned out to be far from a refuge, however. | gingerly walked into the large
meeting room in Mitchell Hall and looked around like some frightened eetering a forest rife
with the smell of cougars, foxes, and bears. Over in the corner, | spotted the band of Literalists.
They had the same forced, toothy smiles beneath the same steely, cruel eyes. But there were so
many more of them!

Most of the Lieralists appeared to be sophomores, and not just any sophomores, but the
sophomore privates who were most looking forward with relish to their tormenting the thetes.
They had been passed over for rank at the end of their thete year by classmates, sipeerclas
and Tactical Officers who could see right through them and did not particularly like what they
saw. Now they intended to prove to those Abli
would.

In the midst of the band stood Christopher Adamsatteally appeared to be holding court
ithe rabbit king addressing the foxes. Awel |,
with that, maybe he will become president of the ACF and receive his graduate scholarship to the

NCBC. o | m ulasttingialsecatrefutlyhtiryisggo remember them by what they stood for.
Suddenl vy, | felt a hand on my right shoul der
can stop him.o I m® wmyebddy wag stilh leld th place by théldsinandi g h t

saw the concerned face of Owen Hughes leaning down tteegewith me. | had not realized

that my words could be heard, and his comment startled me. What startled me more, though, was
the whole situation. | could not remember ever having hadre powerful feeling ofléja vy

and | rapidly shook my head trying to figure out where that feeling had come from.

ATheydve grown, havendt they?0 | said in a
al so sharing enough ofyOwkodos tbecenspobemoidis
AYes, 0O he answered gravely, Afand the rest of
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AWhere are they all?06 | asked. As soon as t|
reply.

AWhere have you beeém?d alHe mooekedsagnme i win t
to be a very comfortable, spirituallydpi ft i ng group, 06 he added al mo.

We both stood transfixed by the sight of the Literalists with their intense inaudible discussion
i inaudible, thatise x cept for the occasional ATri umph of
unable to utter in hushed tones.

One figure among them seemed definitely out of place. | could not tell what his name was,
because he was not wearing his nameitagn omission thaappeared to be very much in
keeping with his general attitude toward his uniform. In lieu of being tied, his necktie was looped
over his collar stay. This was a common practice among upperclassmen, but his stay was
dangling out of one collar, revealingshiailure to butta the collar, and anissing third button
right below the point where his tie was tuckealiowed the frayed cudff end of his tie to poke
out In general, he made my squad sergeant Mr Daniels look like a candidate for the élite drill
team. He was decidedly overweighphad he been a t hete he would |
and either forced on a diet (with exercise) or run out of the Corps. His hair and thick eyebrows
were dar k, and this accent u Harsé abuldmale out highly o0 6 c |
smudged 2K a junior private from K Company, Third Battalion.

| could not take my eyes off him and watched him as he left the band of Literalists and sidled
up to a circle of other cadets, including the president of the 8aBet Major Brady. Mr Brady
raised his eyebrows and appeared t@blktely attentive to what the junior had to say. But as
soon as the 2K went on in search of fresh pastures, Mr Brady shrugged his shoulders and carried
on his conversation within his clec

Standing next to me, Owen was observing the
sai d, not waiting for me to ask. AHe first st
Every time | get close enough to talk with him, something gets inviye The meeting starts,
someone else steps in between usoonething o

AWhat 6s he doing?0 | asked with some fascin:
the Literalists and the rest. o

ATo be YasealolusChr i st i an s ithdibwngledirmly plantéd iMwe n s
his cheek, Al 6d have to praise him as the onl
increasingly antagonistic camps. o0

AWhat 6s he really doing?o0

AStirring things up. He heaer si nsowredthi hg heér
di storted version. Then he goes back the same
ABut why?06 | was really curious now.

AYoudl | have to ask him. As wusual, heds dr i
the business meeting. | suspect that by the tihe business meeting is over, our friend will
already be |l ong gone. 0

And so he was.
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CHAPTER THIRTEEN
THE SWEAT PARTY

Easter break lasted less than a week, from 14 to 20 April. But since Christmas | had learned
about the trains that ran betwe@harleston and Washington. They were a lot faster than the bus,
and far more comfortable. You could get up, move around, and even visit the snack bar in the
dining car. Some still had formal dining arrangements, though these tended to be much too
expensiveor cadets. Or you could just slide your visor down over your eyes and get some sleep.

There was always a cadet party on the tfaat least on the trips home. They even served
drinks from little metal carts, depending upon the laws of the county weehag to be traveling
through, and these tended to enliven the party atmosphexen for me just taking in the
vicarious pleasure of watching others drink and make fools of themselves. | would join them
after the beginning of my junior year. The tripsckh@o The Acropolis were considerably more
somber and the conversations more subdued, but it was still far better than the cramped
conditions on the bus.

Although the train was more expensive than the bus, if we traveled in uniform (which
freshmen and evesophomores had to do anyway), we received a third off our tickets. This was
the Atlantic Coast Linebs and the Seaboard Ai
discount brought the cost of the ticket down at least as far as the bus.

The only poblem with the arrangement was that the train got in edriiethe middle of the
night. So | had to get a bus into Bethesda from Friendship Heights. But at least | was far more
rested and had had a more pleasant adventure in getting there.

Unfortunatéy, there was not much to do at home over Easter. Religious observances
domi nated everyoneob6s schedul e. | wal kédp my us
Radnor Road to Maiden Lane and then down Wilson Lane. | was fond of walking, and that
probably played a role in my frequent forays into Charleston. When | was a very small child, my
mother would drive me to church with my brother, and she would pick us up afterwards. Most of
the time growing up, though, I would walk with him. Then when he vedhto the Naval
Academy, | walked by myself for the three years before | went to The Acropolis. | knew every
inch of the way and always delighted in sedimgsmall animals that scurried along the sidewalk
in front of me

| did manage to call some frids and went out to a movie with Nina on Saturday. Otherwise,
| took advantage of the favorable weather to ride around on my bicycle and look at the sites that
had been important to me growing ughe schools, the trdaed roads, and the houses of girls
had never had the courage to approach.

All of this effort to relax, though, was doomed to failure. | knew the sophomore privates
would be loosed as soon as we returned to The Acropolis, and | dreaded the torture that they
might inflict. The more | triedo banish the thought from my mind, the more entrenched it
became.

Indeed, it seemed like only hours before | was standing once more on the quadrangle for the
return muster at 6:00pm on Tuesday, 20 April. All of the thetes in H Company were bracing as
strongly as they could both literally and figurativelyi for the onslaught of the sophomore
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