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SONG OF THE DAY 
 

Lovely Jimmy (‘Meda Man) 
 

Lovely Jimmy, ‘Meda Man, 
When will you come to see me? 

Is it my turn today, please? 
You look good in your dress blues today . . .  

Hey hey hey! 
 

Lovely Jimmy, ‘Meda Man, 
The doolies are calling minutes, 

Ready to march to dinner? 
Can we sit together like yesterday? 

Hey hey hey! 
 

Cadet Chapel Guide Chorus 
On terrazzo or on the ‘vator, 

Don’t have a buddy that I like better, 
Ahh-ah-ah Jimmy, Jimmy, Jimmy ‘Meda Man 

 
Lovely Jimmy, ‘Meda Man, 

Command Post is playin’ Taps now, 
Lay my head on my pillow, 

Dream of you ‘till we welcome a new day, 
Hey hey hey! 

(Reprise) 
 

Lovely Jimmy, ‘Meda Man 
The Seegram Seven Chorale, with 
The Cadet Chapel Guide Chorus 

(Sung to the melody of Lovely Rita by The Beatles) 
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GLOSSARY 
 

     
 
A-ahhhh A verbal device used by pilots to garner the 

attention of air traffic control or a range 
control officer.  “A-ahhhh Albuquerque 
Center – this is [Call Sign] – requesting 
unrestricted climb to flight level 500.” 

  

Aardvark General Dynamics F-111, Call Sign. 
  

AFI 11-401 USAF regulation governing the USAFA cadet 
flight orientation and indoctrination program. 

  

Afterburner An appliance installed in a jet engine by the 
manufacturer to dramatically increase thrust 
by spraying raw fuel into the engine exhaust.  
See references for Burner, Reheat. 

  

Annapolis The encrypted call sign for the U.S. Naval 
Academy somewhere in Maryland. 

  

AOC Air Officer Commanding.  A commissioned 
officer (any branch) that babysits a cadet 
squadron consisting of 120 of America’s 
finest young men and women. 

  

Arnies (n.) The encrypted call sign for the cadet 
student union where upper classmen without 
cars go to pick up chicks. 

  

Bacon (n.) Cured meat from the back or sides of a 
pig. Connotation: raison d'être. Seegram 
Seven jargon for life and a life worth living. 
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Back Yard Killer Gas BBQ Grill being ignited by the AOC 
with the metal lid in the closed position. 

  

Barbie (AU) Barbecue, BBQ (US). 
  

Barbie (US) Hugh Hefner’s girlfriend. 
  

Beer Ball Game The administrative rationale used by AOCs to 
authorize expenditure of appropriated funds 
to procure alcoholic beverages for underage 
cadets. 

  

Beer Response 
Unit 

BRU; a tactical beer delivery system pioneered 
by One Mile Brewing Co., Darwin NT. 

  

Bijou Bridge (n.) Classified extraction point used by cadets 
conducting urban assault missions. 

  

Blue Fox (n.) Motel on North Nevada that the Director 
of Admissions said was the haunt of pimps 
and prostitutes. 

  

Blue Jacket Brewpub in the Washington Navy Yard with 
an Imperial Stout called Mexican Radio. 

  

Bring Me Men 
Ramp 

(n.) The base of the ramp leading from the 
Corvette parking lot by the Mail Room to the 
Terrazzo. 

  

Broadmoor The hotel in Colorado Springs where Monty 
Post spent the weekend before taking the bus 
to the base of the Bring Me Men Ramp. 

  

Burner Military jargon for afterburner.  See references 
for Afterburner (US); Reheat (AU). 

  

CCD (n.) The unofficial organized religion of the 
Seegram Seven cadets that professed the 
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Roman Catholic faith. 
  

CCQ (n.) The state-sanctioned religion of all Third-
Class cadets at Kamp USAFA. 

  

C-Store (n.) The forbidden encrypted call sign for the 
Kamp USAFA Country Store.  Xenophons 
(including cadets’ parents) are not permitted 
to know of the existence of the C-Store. 

  

Cadet Term coined by Marie Antoinette to refer to 
the soigné young men who carried the French 
royalty’s golf bags.  A term of endearment.  
Pronounced ‘ca-day’. 

  

Call sign An aviator’s nickname (‘Kid’, ‘Studly’, ‘Pudly’, 
‘Camper King’, ‘Don-lee’, ‘Green Onion’, 
‘Low-renta’, ‘Mo’, ‘Mutha’, ‘Stew’, ‘Tommy-
O’, ‘Ziggy’, etc.)  A personification of the 
aircraft or flight call sign used when 
communicating with FAA (Qantas Flight 30, 
Tiger 79, Gambler 77, or US Airways 1549). 

  

Camp USAFA The incorrect spelling of the encrypted call 
sign for the U.S. Air Force Academy 
(minimum security prison) in Colorado 
Springs.  Correct spelling is ‘Kamp USAFA’. 

  

Corvette The official and authorized mode of 
transportation for Cadets First Class. 

  

DMZ Demilitarized Zone.  North-south hallway in 
Seegram Seven (overlooking the parade field). 

  

DVP Distinguished Visiting Professor 
  

Dad’s Day (n.) Colloquialism used to describe the day 
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that cadets invite their fathers out for an 
autumn football game at Kamp USAFA.  
Disambiguation:  not Father’s Day (in June). 

  

Dash-1 An aircraft flight manual (military aircraft). 
  

Detachment 5 An agency of the Federal government that is 
responsible for operational test and evaluation 
of aircraft, aircraft components, aircraft 
systems, and aircraft support equipment. 

  

DoD The US Department of Defense. 
  

Do-gooder(s) A person or people in positions of authority 
who claim to have the best interest of others 
in mind; but who continually make decisions 
that are in their own best interest and make 
decisions that inflict considerable financial or 
personal harm on others. 

  

Dodge Coronet 500 1965 model with 273 cubic-inch V8 
abandoned by a graduating cadet and adopted 
as the Seegram Seven urban assault staff car. 

  

Doolie(s) (n.) Member(s) of the freshman class at the 
Air Force Academy. Syn:  Smack, Wad, Plebe. 

  

Eagle & Fledglings (n.) Statue of the eagle and little eagles that 
has the quote “Man’s flight through life . . .” 

  

Elevator (n.) Mechanical device used to raise and lower 
cadets and Xenophons to and from the 
Terrazzo-level at Kamp USAFA.  Commonly 
abbreviated ‘Vator. “Hold the ‘vator.” 

  

Elite A person or persons in positions of authority 
or trust who have no cognitive, behavioral, or 
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affective recognition or consideration for any 
person or persons considered to be of a lower 
social caste or status.  See:  Predatory Elite. 

  

Ethics (n.) The practice of telling lies with the 
objective of not hurting the feelings of a 
female of the species.  Example:  ‘We can’t go 
steady because I promised my mother I 
would marry a member of the Rosicrucian 
sect back in her home country.’  Ethical lies 
do not constitute an Honor Violation (HV). 

  

F-111 General Dynamics ‘Aardvark’ aircraft used 
for long-range interdiction and strike 
operations by U.S. and coalition forces. 

  

Faculty Puke (n.) A commissioned officer selected to 
impart academic learning to cadets at Kamp 
USAFA.  Tradition holds that the majority of 
these hail from Dubuque, Iowa. 

  

Falcon (n.) The official mascot of the U.S. Air Force 
Academy (minimum security prison), also 
known as Kamp USAFA. 

  

‘Falcon A’ (n.) The hearty and bodacious cheer or 
victory toast that is passed down from one 
generation of cadets to the next generation. 

  

First Aid Kit (n.) A Squadron Faculty Officer’s bag-of-
tricks.  Contains handkerchief, a dime (to call 
a chaplain), and a list of phrases to comfort a 
cadet who just flunked out or who was just 
dumped by his high school sweetheart. 

  

Firstie Locker Room (n.) Place where upper class cadets stash their 
quart bottles of Budweiser beer and fifths of 
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Seagram’s Benchmark Bourbon tucked inside 
black combat boot socks. 

  

Firstie Parking 
Lot(s) 

(n.) Sensitive but unclassified (SBU) strategic 
storage facilities for General Motors’ 
inventory of wartime readiness Chevy 
Corvettes (to support and defend the 
Constitution of the United States against all 
enemies foreign and domestic). 

  

Flight level The height of an aircraft above mean sea 
level, measured in hundreds of feet.  
Example: flight level five-zero-zero is fifty-
thousand feet above mean sea level. 

  

Garden of the Gods (n.) Senior officer housing in Douglass Valley. 
  

Gate A portmanteau derived from the words ‘gay’ 
and ‘eight’.  See:  Portmanteau. 

  

GI Government Issue. 
  

Hombre (SP) Bruce (AU), Bloke (UK), Dude (US). 
  

Honor (n.) The condition of being without reproach 
in regard to lying, stealing, or cheating.  
Disambiguation:  See Ethics. 

  

Janitor A problem solver or ‘mess cleaner’ the likes 
of Monty Post or any other in a number of 
interns-in-residence at Kamp USAFA.  An 
evoker or invoker of the SolvIt philosophy.  
See:  Plumber. 

  

Jody Calls (n.) Marching songs that contain obscene 
language that can be instantly translated into 
‘Sunday school’ language when Touri are 
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detected hanging over the Chapel wall. 
  

Jungle A suffix applied to the title of a book that 
renders the very contents of the book sacred 
to the inhabitants of Kamp USAFA.  
Example: the book title Acronym Jungle renders 
the glossary sacred & unimpeachable. 

  

KAFA Kamp USAFA FCC-approved AM radio 
station broadcasting Radio Free USAFA, 
KAFA Radio Dinner, KAFA After Taps, and 
other popular programs. 

  

Kamp USAFA (n.) The avante-garde society of future 
leaders, clandestine crime-fighters, and safety 
evangelists disguised as a fully functioning 
minimum security prison in Colorado. 

  

Kanoodling (v.) Unauthorized maneuver for Kamp 
USAFA cadets.  Synonym:  PDA.  
Indulgences for Lawrence Paul and Farish 
Memorial. 

  

Kitchen (n.) The unsecure location at Arnold Hall 
where Touri congregate to graze and to 
exchange raw spice, spice mélange, tea leaves, 
and coffee. 

  

Lad (n.) A term of endearment when used as a 
hyphenated suffix (i.e.; Pudly-Lad).  A term of 
derision when the native term is used to 
address a Tourist or an under-classman. 

  

Laddie (n.) An unambiguous term of endearment. 
  

Ladiolo (n.) A term used to communicate supreme 
awe and respect. 
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Leader (n.) A freshman cadet that knows the first 
verse of the National Anthem and the Air 
Force Song and sings that first verse loudest 
and with many ‘balls’ in his voice.  By the 
time that everyone chimes in, the upper-class 
cannot tell who is singing and who is not. 

  

Lending Library (n.) The Seegram Seven’s TV Room Library 
containing every back-issue of Playboy. 

  

Library (n.) The secure but unclassified study hall 
frequented by doolies to escape the upper 
classmen in their squadron at Kamp USAFA. 

  

Life’s Better Here The signature tag line for Seegram Seven. 
  

Litch An abbreviation for Litchfield. 
  

Litchfield A fictional location in the Southern Colorado 
that inspires travelers to go to and from, and 
to return back again.  Always abbreviated 
when referring to a trip to and from, or back 
again.  E.g.:  ‘Let’s take a quick jet to Litch.’ 

  

Mach A reference to the speed of sound measured 
in units.  Example: an aircraft traveling Mach-
4 is flying four times the speed of sound. 

  

Maëstro (n., Italian etymology) Literal translation: 
‘master’.  Connotation: master teacher from 
the original Latin ‘Magister’.  Example:  
Magister Ludi, the master of the game. 

  

Meanest Mutha (n.) Meanest Mother-F***** in the (Jack’s) 
Valley.  A proper pronoun that created great 
confusion during Parents Weekend.  Doolies 
attempting to explain the meaning of 
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‘Meanest Mutha’ to their mothers during 
Parents Weekend would result in potential 
Honor Violations (HVs) or give cause for 
their moms to wash their mouths out with 
soap in the Broadmoor Hotel bathroom. 

  

Meatless Combo (n.) Vegetarian pizza served by Giuseppe’s 
Central.  (Kamp USAFA vernacular) Two-
man roommates who are both engaged to be 
married after graduation. 

  

Meatless Wonder (n.) First, second, or third-class cadet who is 
engaged to be married after graduation.  See: 
Spineless Wonder. 

  

Mighty Fine Akin to ‘darn fine’ in the common vernacular.  
At times, a wistful prayer with hopes that all 
will end well when conditions or 
circumstances are less than optimal. 

  

Miss Penelope (proper noun) The Supt’s civilian ambassador 
to Arnold Hall.  Call sign: Miss ‘P’. 

  

Mitches Mountain (n.) A sterling silver platter that is piled with 
an obscene number of scoops of super-
premium ice-cream, topped with no less than 
fourteen different flavors (that include hot-
fudge, caramel, bananas, nuts, cherries, etc.). 

  

Monty Post The enigmatic graduate of the cadet wing and 
Vietnam veteran rumored to be living in the 
tunnels, scrounging for leftovers in Mitchell 
Hall, and posing as an Australian-exchange 
officer and DVP to hit on cadets’ girlfriends 
and mothers during June Week.  See: DVP. 
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Mrs. Robinson (n.) Classified call sign developed by the tenth 
graduating class.  Term refers to an AOC’s 
wife that is deemed ‘super-hot’.  Use case:  
“Check out the rack on Mrs. Robinson.” 

  

Navajo Hogan Biker bar on North Nevada Avenue declared 
‘off limits’ by the Commandant of Cadets. 

  

Not Too Fine Synonym for ‘fine’; as in beautiful (adjective), 
or exquisitely (adverb). A Seegram Seven 
exclamation with emphasis on the middle 
word; i.e., ‘not TOO fine’. 

  

OCONUS Outside the Continental United States 
  

OIC (n.) Officer in Charge.  Kamp USAFA term. 
  

Outpatient Surgery To get a haircut from Cowboy Bob in the 
cadet barber shop one floor above the 
Country Store.  See: C-Store. 

  

PDA Public Display of Affection; See: Kanoodling. 
  

PI Philippine Islands. 
  

Pants (AU) Knickers (US), Trou (Mil). 
  

Pegasus The Mobil Oil Corporation flying horse 
repurposed by Kamp USAFA security to 
ensure that females bussed onto campus were 
qualified to dance with cadets. 

  

Philistine Hypocrite. 
  

Plumber A problem solver or ‘leak fixer’ in residence at 
Kamp USAFA.  An evoker or invoker of the 
SolvIt philosophy.  See:  Janitor. 
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Portmanteau A double-sided suitcase and metaphor for a 
new word that is a fusion of two other words.  
Example:  the term ‘Gate’ is a portmanteau, a 
fusion of the words ‘gay’ and ‘eight’. 

  

Predatory Elite A person or persons in positions of authority 
or trust who have no cognitive, behavioral, or 
affective recognition for or consideration of 
any person or persons considered to be of a 
lower social caste or status – and take every 
opportunity to inflict grave harm to the 
financial standing of those they consider 
common, unworthy, or ‘less-than’.  See:  Elite. 

  

Randy (n.) Nickname for a Yank named Randall; 
(adj.) an excessively romantic hombre. 

  

Reheat (n., Australian) The portion of a jet engine 
designed to increase thrust by spraying raw 
fuel into the engine exhaust. Synonym:  
Afterburner, ‘Burner (US). 

  

Return to Sender (n.) A swingin’ hit by Elvis (popular with the 
Class of ‘59).  Unobtrusive ‘Dear John’ letter 
from a girl back home that was a 7 or less. 

  

Return to Mother (n.) A ‘Dear John’ letter from a super-hot 
chick back home that includes a Polaroid 
snapshot of the girl in bed with her new 
civilian (long-haired, loser) boyfriend. 

  

RON Acronym: Remain Overnight at a military 
installation.  Not a ‘gas and go’.  A stay at the 
overnight transient quarters within crawling 
distance of the military clubs. 

  

Ruling Class See:  Elite; Predatory Elite. 



CADET LEADERSHIP ENRICHMENT SERIES, VOL. 75 BEST ALIVE! 

xvii 

SOD (n.) Senior Officer of the Day. 
  

Safety Minute Squadron report of a devastating accident or 
injury that is transformed into a teaching 
moment to extend life and prevent 
recurrence. 

  

Seegram Seven A subdivision of Kamp USAFA that boasts a 
reputation for having cadets who dominate 
Malanaphy sports heritage; quick access to the 
tunnels and hot chicks, and stairwells that can 
drain 10,000 kiloliters of water per minute. 

  

Sheila (AU) (n.) Chick (US). 
  

Showering Singing. 
  

Smoking Lamp (n.) The ruby-colored obelisk suspended from 
the ceiling of the ‘Mitches’ staff tower that 
signals for all upper-class cadets to light up. 

  

SMUT Trial (n.) An administrative punishment that is one 
level more serious than an Article 15.  
Administered exclusively by the cadet 
leadership in Seegram Seven. 

  

Soigné (adj., French, masc.) Well-groomed, elegant 
dress and appearance, dapper; in the tradition 
of Monty Post.  Feminine form: Soignée. 

  

Solstice The celestial events marked by the sun being 
at the greatest relative distance from the 
earth’s equator, to the north or to the south. 

  

SolvIt A state of mind that compels both the sender 
and receiver to plug a leak or clean up a mess.  
See:  Janitor; Plumber. 
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Song-of-the-Day The gift of a new song that blesses the giver 
as well as the recipient. 

  

Spice (n.) Commodity brokered and blended by the 
Touri of Arnold Hall.  Spice is traded or 
consumed in its native form or blended in 
hopes to achieve the penultimate ‘spice 
mélange’ that extends life. 

  

Spineless Wonder See: Meatless Wonder. 
  

Spirit Cheese (n.) The plastic-wrapped single-sliced yellow 
cheese that is hurled across Mitchell Hall 
during the evening meal before a home 
football game. 

  

Spiritual Warfare Recognition that we are in a battle, not against 
flesh and blood – we are in a battle against 
powers and principalities (including West 
Point and Annapolis). 

  

Squadron 
Sweetheart 

(n.) Photograph of a ‘hot chick’ purported to 
be the girlfriend of the cadet submitting her 
photo for the contest.  Exclusions: cadets’ 
sisters, hot mothers, ex-girlfriends, or chicks’ 
pictures cut out of high school yearbooks. 

  

Strawberry Mung (n.) The delicious purple seed-filled custard 
that upper classmen tell doolies was produced 
from a most questionable source. 

  

Studio54 The secure but unclassified workspace where 
Seegram Seven cadets kick back to play 
foosball, open mail, and return phone calls. 

  

Suboptimization The universal practice of taking positive and 
deliberate action to optimize the performance 
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of one feature or characteristic of a system; 
while allowing the entire system to fail.  
Analogy:  the act of ‘putting lipstick on a pig’. 

  

Summer solstice The celestial event marked by the sun being 
the furthest north distance from the Earth’s 
equator; the longest day of the year in the 
northern hemisphere. 

  

Sunday School The unofficial organized religion of the many 
diverse people groups of Kamp USAFA. 

  

Sunday School 
Picnic 

The only packaging and labeling that would 
prevent ‘frangers’ from devouring leftovers.  
For a Tourist to devour the contents of a 
massive food cache labeled ‘Sunday School 
Picnic’ would be anathema. 

  

Sweetchie A poultice of tobacco used to invigorate the 
subject and suppress the appetite temporarily. 

  

TAC Tactical Air Command 
  

Tiki Bird A native species of Ethiopia rumored to be 
extinct; then reintroduced in a questionable 
campaign to save the endangered species. 

  

Touri (n.) The hapless and indigenous population 
groups around Kamp USAFA.  Included on 
the list are individual tourists, touri, 
government employees, and any people 
groups that are unfamiliar with the cadet lingo 
used by the residents of Seegram Seven and 
other Kamp USAFA inmates.  Allowances are 
made for good-looking females that 
demonstrate a penchant for kanoodling. 
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Tree Top (n.) Call sign for the KAFA DJ when 
hammering out warnings in Morse code. 

  

Trousers (Mil) Pants (Civ). 
  

Truth-teller(s) (n.) A person or persons in a position of trust 
whose speech is characterized by a barrage of 
true statements that are designed to garner the 
trust and confidence of others.  Once trust is 
established, they present a diabolical lie (from 
the Devil) now accepted as fair dinkum. 

  

Tunnel (n.) The subterranean storage area for upper-
class beer, whiskey, Madera wine in casks, and 
was rumored to be a late-night hangout for 
the cadets in Dirty Thirty.  Legend holds that 
there are more than 345 miles of tunnels. 

  

Universe (n.) The cosmic entity that spews out evil-
doers (do-gooders and truth-tellers), and that 
rewards good cadets with a Chevrolet 
Corvette upon completion of their second-
class final exams. 

  

USAFE The United States Air Forces in Europe. 
  

‘Vator (n.) Abbreviation for elevator. 
  

‘Vator Shaft (n.) An elevator shaft that can drain 2,000 
kiloliters of water per minute. 

  

Vault (n.) A Cold War fallout shelter that remains 
hidden in an underground tunnel at Kamp 
USAFA. Repurposed by Monty Post and 
others to plan and execute secret missions 
during times of great danger or national 
emergency. 



CADET LEADERSHIP ENRICHMENT SERIES, VOL. 75 BEST ALIVE! 

xxi 

Vault 2 (n.) The Kamp USAFA annex that is 
disguised as a fully functioning pizzeria 
serving a 3.2 percent alcohol beer.  
Unclassified name:  Giuseppe’s Central. 

  

Walkabout (AU) Vision Quest (US). 
  

Wally (AU) (n.) Nickname for a Yank named Walter; (n.) 
term for an excessively obtuse hombre. 

  

Watcher(s) Monty Post and the Kamp USAFA security 
team.  The seemingly passive moniker belies 
the active and aggressive role that they take in 
subjugating evil across the land. 

  

Wealth (n.) Accumulated assets that are either 
harnessed to industry or held in reserve at the 
time value of money.  Incorrectly defined (in 
the common vernacular) as revenue, income, 
or savings that are held in reserve to purchase 
commodities. 

  

Whiskey Delta (n.) Top Secret call sign for all non-Kamp 
USAFA males of the species. 

  

Zeitgeist (n., German) literal translation:  The ghost of 
the current time frame.  Connotation: the 
prevailing sprit or consciousness of the times 
that we are living in now (or since 1955).  The 
‘vibe’ in Seegram Seven. 
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Holy Writ 
 
 

For I know the plans I have for you, declares the LORD, 
plans to prosper you and not to harm you, plans to give 

you hope and a future. 
 

- Jeremiah 29:11, New International Version 
 
 
 

Quote 
 

When I want to read a book, I write one. 
 

Benjamin Disraeli, Prime Minister of the United Kingdom, 
in 1868; and from 1874 - 1880 

 
 
 

Song-of-the-Day 
 

Jethro Tull – Locomotive Breath 
 

Author:  Ian Anderson, 1971 (date of birth August 10, 
1947), incorrectly referred to as ‘Jethro Tull’. 
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FOREWORD 
 
 

ON July 5 in the year of our Lord, Nineteen Seventy-One, a 
weather-beaten bus pulled up to the base of the Bring Me Men 
Ramp and deposited its scruffy retinue into the hands of the 
tormentors.  This bus was not one of the fleet of stainless steel, 
Navy blue, and chrome VanHool busses that the super 
sergeants in transportation would use to take cadets to the 
Kamp USAFA Airfield in summer, or to the slopes of Vail and 
Breckenridge in winter.  Nor were these the midnight blue 
executive coaches that delivered day laborers to the stadium 
seven hours before kickoff at Falcon Stadium.  This was one of 
the Blue Bird school busses painted National School Bus 
Yellow, chrome yellow, BASF #87363.  These school busses 
and drivers were on loan from Palmer and Wasson High 
schools.  A form of ‘insurance’ to make sure that the high 
school girls graduating four years from now would have an 
abundance of future husbands and Cadet Chapel weddings. 

Unlike the ‘yellow school bus dreams’ that dropped future 
cadets off downtown completely naked, this was no dream.  In 
fact, one Class of ‘75 candidate was certain that he heard one of 
the more boisterous ten-foot-tall upper-class cadets announce 
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the beginning of “. . . your worst nightmare, Smack!” 
The now empty high school yellow school bus closed its 

folding doors, shifted into low gear, and lurched forward to 
begin the long trip back to the Broadmoor Hotel to pick up the 
next load of future troublemakers. 

The Broadmoor Hotel was the unlikely beneficiary of an 
innocent mistake perpetrated by the Kamp USAFA Admissions 
Office and the unscrupulous Director of Admissions.  With the 
U.S. and coalition forces still reeling from the Tet Offensive and 
Charlie Kong’s relentless assault on Khe Sanh, volunteerism 
was at an all-time low. 

Rod Stewart was still charting #1 (on both coasts) with 
Maggie May, Playboy signed Hamilton, Joe Frank, and Reynolds 
who were rocking the charts with Don’t Pull Your Love, and 
Three Dog Night’s thinly veiled and unobtrusive anti-war song 
Joy to the World was moving up nicely.  The Jewish guy named 
Norman Greenbaum’s groovy little Christian number Spirit in 
the Sky was still getting air play.  Glen Campbell and Jimmy 
Webb’s Galveston had hit #4 a year ago and was firmly 
entrenched as the unofficial state song of Texas.  It would be 
years before Galveston would be accused of being an anti-war 
protest song.  Procol Harum’s Whiter Shade of Pale was well on 
its way to becoming the most played song in history thanks to 
the mass proliferation of elevators and doctors’ offices. 

“Men, when you talk with your candidates, parents’ groups, 
and high school counselors, I want you to tell them ‘they will 
eat like kings, and they will go first class’ everywhere they 
travel.”  He paused.  “Then tell them that fighter pilots are a 
dime-a-dozen and that we are lookin’ for leaders.”  The 
Admissions Officer scowled as if to say, ‘Do you understand 
me?’.  Liaison Officers nodded like bobble-headed and 
victorious Baltimore Colts replicas following their win over the 



CADET LEADERSHIP ENRICHMENT SERIES, VOL. 75 BEST ALIVE! 

xxv 

Cowboys in Super Bowl V that January.  Just a month ago. 
As fast as the Congressional and Vice-Presidential 

nominations rolled in, parents and guardians made reservations 
for themselves and their sons at the historical Broadmoor Hotel 
in Colorado Springs, Colorado for a good night’s rest before 
reporting for the kind of duty that makes parents and 
grandparents very proud.  The cost?  Just $24 bucks a night.  
But that’s when twenty-four bucks was 24 bucks.  Was it worth 
it?  Well hell ya.  The Broadmoor had a swimming pool and a 
view of the Will Rogers Shrine.  They also had a small pond 
with motorboats and water skiing.  (Short tow ropes of course.)  
They had a nice golf course, but the Class of ‘75 cadets would 
not learn to golf for another three years.  Some parents worked 
their future leaders into a frenzy over dinner in the Tavern, the 
Penrose Room, or in the Garden Room by asking them if they 
thought they would make a career out of the Air Force, or even 
if they thought they would make Brigadier General ‘below the 
zone’. 

Other mistakes were made. 
After high school graduation some parents had already made 

the false step of buying their sons a snazzy new sports car like a 
Datsun B-210 or the exotic Studebaker Avante as a reward for 
getting into a prestigious service academy.  Some of the 
appointees bought their main squeeze an engagement ring that 
carried the promise of an elite Cadet Chapel wedding in four 
short years.  Still, some kissed off their high school or prep 
school final exams in favor of embarking on one last vision 
quest before reporting to the prestigious Air Force Academy.  
These vision quests were nothing more than an extended senior 
skip day.  Most would simply refer to them as a week-long 
‘bender’. 

The gift of a sports car and the promise of a wedding proved 
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to be the undoing of more than a few of the cadet candidates. 
The majority, however, did report for duty and were in-

processed in the typical fashion.  Recruits lined up for haircuts 
and inoculations, were sized for shoes and uniforms, and each 
was issued a giant cardboard box that included a copy of the 
Cadet Wing Regulations in a three-inch three ring binder and a 
huge glass ashtray.  Cigarettes would come later. 

Over the next few days the new class of 1975 would be 
taught how to self-propel, check mail, and salute.  They would 
be taught to stand still without looking around too much.  To 
look around when you were standing at the base of the Bring 
Me Men Ramp was considered anathema.  Ten years earlier an 
American folk musician named Harry Chapin stood where we 
were standing now.  He looked around and eventually went 
back to New York to resume his musical career.  No matter.  In 
the fullness of time Harry was awarded the Congressional Gold 
Medal for humanitarian work.  He would also come out to the 
Cadet Field House a few years from now to play a concert for 
all of us. 

Time really flew by and we are packing our bags now for a 
two-week Christmas break. A year ago, the Falcons played at 
the Sugar Bowl in New Orleans while we were still in high 
school. This fall, the Falcon football team played Navy at home 
and we got to see the uniforms that were worn by the likes of 
John Paul Jones, Commodore Stephen Decatur, and Admiral 
David Farragut. The fashion had not changed much. Army was 
an away game this fall, so only the firsties and some of the two-
degrees got to go to West Point to see the guys that dressed like 
Edgar Allan Poe, Ulysses S. Grant, and Robert E. Lee. 

Some of the doolies are quietly packing everything (because 
they are not returning after Christmas break).  Two roommates 
(heavy smokers) made a last-ditch effort to clean the plate-glass 
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windows by wiping a lily-white cadet bath towel across the 
surface.  The brown nicotine stain was impressive.  The towel 
was tossed on top of the already full trash can.  The trash can in 
my room was completely empty.  That’s because I knew that I 
would stay at Kamp USAFA and to do so I must keep my trash 
can completely empty. 

One of the doolies that had entertained us with his twelve-
string Simon and Garfunkel songs was leaving for good to 
marry his high school sweetheart and have lots of babies and 
read books to them.  They were both nineteen. 

 
One of our C4C classmates would leave with every 

expectation of returning after Christmas break but we would 
never see him again.  That kind of thing happened. 

Next year would be different.  Sophomores’ girlfriends 
would sense the drawdown of the Vietnam war, the anticipated 
end of the draft, and the return of the American POWs.  ‘Get 
the heck out of there – now!’ they yelled over the banks of 
phones in the New Dorm, Fairchild Hall, and over at Arnie’s.  
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That was devastating for us.  The ones that remained.  We were 
losing some of the best friends that we would ever make in this 
life or the next.  But all the same, there were more of us staying 
than leaving. 

So what, I thought.  So what if I don’t get to live my dream of flying 
the F-4C Phantom in combat over North Vietnam and taking out the 
Paul Doumer Bridge.  So what if I don’t get to defend the Constitution of 
the United States against all enemies foreign and domestic by prosecuting 
the war from the front seat of the J79-powered chariot. 

Just need to get past Spring Break and Hell Week and then I’ll be able 
to see what the future holds, I thought. 

Sure, SERE, Soaring, then Leave.  Spit-hot summer assignments, I 
thought. 

 
Something more though. America’s Horse with no Legs was 

moving up the charts. The funny-sounding guy named Rod 
Stewart released Maggie May last summer (as we made our way 
to Kamp USAFA) and followed up with You Wear it Well after 
Hell Week. The Doobie Brothers and their radio song Listen to 
the Music got us back home for three-degree summer leave. At 
first people laughed, but then they listened. Laughed at Rod 
Stewart’s funny voice. Laughed at the name ‘Doobie Brothers’. 
And we got laid back home to the Chi-Lites’ Oh Girl (indeed!). 
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My summer schedule would be perfect, then the big 
enchilada. Only a 2.5% chance of being assigned to the 
illustrious and highly acclaimed Seegram Seven squadron. To 
have two of us from Dirty Thirty re-assigned to the Malanaphy 
Trophy perpetual winner was uncanny.  The director of cadet 
probabilities and sadistics would affirm that the permutations 
and combinations were self-evident. 

“The math don’t lie,” he said in a true-blue Kentucky drawl.  
“Take boards,” he commanded with a clap of his hands and 
then he moved ever closer to make his point. 

My roommate’s frequent recital of the limerick came to 
mind. 

There once was a girl from Kentuck’, I thought, then paused. 
The instructor approached and scratched out the formula in 

rhythmic staccato with the chalk on the blackboard. 
“Point zero-two-five times point zero-two-five equals point 

zero-zero-zero-six-two-five,’ he said as his hand clawed the 
chalk and obediently rendered the solution to the problem. 

I nodded with respect. 
“Do you get me men?” he barked, spraying each syllable with 

military precision. 
“We get you sir!” we all responded in unison. 
Then he turned to face me with barely an inch between our 

noses.  He whispered. 
“You don’t stand a snowball’s chance of getting assigned to 

Seegram Seven with that classmate of your’n,” he concluded.  
“Write that down.” 

“Yessir,” I added with a measure of respect, hoping he would 
collect his papers and go help some other freshmen. 

This smucker’s a sick puppy, I thought. 
“No sir,” I added as soon as he asked me if I thought it 

would be a good idea to supplant the needs of the Air Force 



FRANCIS E. McINTIRE 

xxx 

with my personal preferences. 
I glanced at the fruit salad on the chest of his Alpha blouse.  

Green weenie, fruit salad, Vietnam era medal. Thnick, I thought.  
A bad habit picked up from a classmate.  Keep looking.  Purple 
heart.  OK, I thought.  Keep looking, I thought.  Faster.  Faster.  
He’s starting to notice, I thought. 

“Men, do you have a solution to this man’s problem?” he 
asked the whole class.  “I can’t hear you!” 

“Sir, yes sir’” everyone lied. 
Nobody had a clue. 
One in 1,600 probability that the both of us would be 

assigned to Seegram Seven.  One in 3,200 probability that both 
of us would graduate.  Then it happened.  Then I thought the 
unthinkable. 

Silence. Try harder young man. 
Impossible. A coded message from my 

dad, from Norwich University.  ‘I will try.’ 
How can this be? I asked myself. 
A vision of my father,  WWII B-26 

navigator.  Gently guiding the aerial 
platform over the fatherland.  
Bombing the heck out of Dresden, 
Peenemunde, and Berlin. 

This man is a faculty puke.  Don’t listen 
to him Frankie. 

There, I heard it again. 
Don’t listen to him Frankie, he’s full of 

spit like a Christmas goose. 
There, I heard it again. My old man 

had been tested as an Army Air Corps navigator. He’s warning me! 
As I walked back across the terrazzo to get the last of my 

stuff from Dirty Thirty, I heard the speakers blasting the cool 

 

First Stroll in Air Gardens 
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notes of the new Bill Withers song Lean on Me. The 
upperclassmen in the floor below Dirty Thirty were playing the 
song Iron Man over and over again.  Four brand-spankin’ new 
Akai speakers each the size of the new Saab Sonnet were aimed 
into the middle of the quad’. As I executed a snappy face left 
(just for the heck of it) knowing that the end of Hell Week was 
in the distant past (just two days ago) I heard the bouncy new 
tune fill the New Dorm hallway – The Candy Man, by Sammy 
Davis, Jr. 

Gotta move quickly and high-tail it out of the squad, I thought to 
myself. The Class of ’74 are still required by Cadet Wing 
Regulation 27.4352.20237-0123 to pull CCQ duty until the 
smacks cum recognized fourth-class cadets are trained to 
perform the duty. They’ll not hesitate one whit, I thought, to ask me 
to ‘sit in’ while they ‘go to the head’, then disappear downtown for the rest 
of the weekend.  Then I’ll be up the creek without a paddle. Technically, I 
can’t even protest on grounds of an Honor Violation. Technically, he would 
execute the infamous ‘touch ‘n go maneuver (even if he didn’t need to wizz) 
and make sure he made one or two obscene remarks about the temperature 
of the water in the urinal. Remarks that could be brought into the 
proceedings if he was ever accused of requesting a CCQ ‘sit-in’ and not 
using the head. 

The last day of academics. 
Guys would be pushing laundry carts full of dresser drawers 

full of clothes and cadet uniforms to be installed in dressers and 
closets for the Saturday Morning Inspection scheduled for the 
first weekend after the first week of classes for the fall semester. 

Football teams would be already practicing during the 
summer months.  USAA and the Shifty Fifty would sponsor the 
Häagen-Dazs and Baskin-Robbins ‘jock ramps’ for the varsity 
footballers and the other fall sports teams. 

Falcon stadium would be peppered with white tents of 
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graduate classes staking their claims for tailgate parties. 
Winning football teams for the alums, I thought. Just like doolie year, 

first semester. A date with the hot chick at the Fairchild Hall candy store?  
Parking for the faculty, dancing lessons in A-Hall, the Padré’s film festival 
in the Smack Bar. What else? 

There once was a man from Dubuque, 
Who was commissioned an officer to boot, 
But time would reveal, and destiny would seal, 
His role as a faculty puke. 
I love it, but you can’t use it. 
Bob Hope, I thought. Is that you Mister Hope. Are you still alive?  

Is this a USO show? Can I get your autograph?. No!  Why not?, I 
thought. 

My other instructors just got back from Vietnam.  Stories about putting 
a Mk-82 slick through the upper window of an apartment building in 
Hanoi, down-town. 

Stories about the C-130 gunship, laying down a hail of lead upon the 
enemies of the Constitution of the Unites States.  All enemies foreign and 
domestic. 

My other instructor flew the F-100 Super Saber in Vietnam. 
The other instructor flew a Misty FAC.  Threw hand grenades out of 

the cockpit window.  Pulled the pin and put them in a Skippy peanut 
butter jar.  The glass broke and released the spoon when it hit the ground. 

My AOC flew an OV-10 Bronco and saw Charley Kong riding his 
bike up the hill.  He turned to meet him at the crest of the hill with the 
landing gear extended.  Heard a ‘bump’.  When he taxied back to chocks 
the crew chief barfed.  Charlie’s head was wedged between the left main strut 
and the landing gear door. 

Paul Mauriat and his orchestra were rocking Billboard with 
the new song Love is Blue (Lamour et Bleu). 

That hot Americano chick from Salinas was a surprise. I wonder if she 
would like to be my Squadron Sweetheart? 
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Heard that Steve Ritchie, Class of ’64 shot down two MiG 21s. 
My stats instructor is non-rated, I thought while sleeping in Poly 

Sci.  Chemistry teacher is cool.  Told us that his favorite four things were 
wine, women, song, and chemistry. 

Got a Dear John letter from my girlfriend back home. It had a polaroid 
with her and her new boyfriend (naked in bed) so I sent it to her mother. 

Ba bum ba ba ba, ba bum ba ba ba, ba bum ba ba ba baaa baaa. 
“Room, A-ten Hut.” 
Whaaaaat. 
I awoke from the dream. 
 

 
 
 
 

 

Seegrams Squadron Sweetheart – Call Sign:  Indian Princess 
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SONG OF THE DAY 
 

Monologue 
 

Are you optimistic, 
‘Bout the way the bugle’s playin’ 

That they’ll hold the vator now for you ‘n me? (ya, ya, ya) 
 

Don’t you think he’s crazy? 
The new guy in the squad? 

The guy we know as our new AOC? 
Our new AOC? Ya, ya, yah! 

 
Have you seen his new ol’ lady? 

They call her Mrs. Robinson? (Hmmm) 
She shore looks good in those brand new high heels, 

Yeah, yeah, yeah. 
 

Cadet Chapel Guide Chorus 
She baked a batch of cookies, 

Brought ‘em right into the squad, 
Set ‘em right there by the Coke machine, 

The ‘CQ’ ate ‘em all, ya, ya, ya! 
 

Days to graduation, well I lost count long ago, 
Don’t you think we’ll get a weekend pass for free? (ya, ya, ya) 

I haven’t had one lately, can’t remember when, 
Gotta get downtown to make it back to G’s, 

Yeah, yeah, yeah . . .  
(Reprise) 

 
Monologue 

The Seegram Seven Chorale, with 
The Cadet Chapel Guide Chorus 

(Sung to the melody of Dialogue by Chicago) 
 



1 

 
 
 
 
 
 

1 CADET TRAINING 
 
 

“A-TEN-HUT.” 
The cadet wing slouched to attention on the terrazzo under 

the sweltering dry heat of the first week in August, 1972. Elton 
John and Bernie Taupin’s Rocket Man was holding its own on 
the frequency modulation band. The summer hit by Looking 
Glass Brandy (You’re a Fine Girl) released a few weeks earlier was 
going strong. The ‘Stones rocked KAFA with the groovy tune 
Tumbling Dice and the full album finally made it into the C-Store 
from the coasts. Billy Paul’s Me and Mrs. Jones was moving up 
the charts and blasting into the quads. The Department Head of 
English and Leadership was adamant that “Mrs. Jones and I” 
was the grammatically correct subject of the sentence. 

“Y’all hold your horses,” whispered the Seegram Seven 
squadron commander to the cadets in the first two rows. 

He executed a snappy about face and dropped his saber to 
complete the salute. “You ready for classes to start,” whispered 
one Seegram Seven flight commander to his flight sergeant.  
The hapless two-degree just shrugged as if to say ‘Dunno.’ 

‘Wanka-wanka, wanka, wanka, wanka, wanka-wanka,” was all 
that the cadets heard of the new Commandant’s announcement 
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over the weather-beaten communication squadron standard 
issue loudspeakers bracketing the marble strips. 

“Too bad Robin Olds retired,” whispered one Seegram 
Seven flight commander to the three-degree guidon-bearer 
standing directly in front of him.  “This guy needs to get the 
dick out of his mouth.” 

For the majority of the cadet wing, today was just like any 
other day – with one exception.  The fresh crop of three-
degrees would make the processional march from the bottom 
of the Bring Me Men Ramp up to the terrazzo-level to join their 
new squadrons. 

For the firsties, two-degrees, and smacks of Seegram Seven 
the zeitgeist was more like the excitement of the NFL Draft in 
New York City back in January.  Just as the Buffalo Bills 
scooped up the Notre Dame Defensive End Walt Patulski, the 
cadets of Seegram Seven were about to ‘draft’ a fresh crop of 
stellar athletes.  This was no accident. 

 

 
 
“Class of Seventy-Five,” he paused, “forward-harch”. 
The class-appointed president of the third-class and editor of 

the Dodo Magazine led his classmates in formation up the 
ramp. 

Then, the jody calls rang out. 
Your mother was there when you left, you’re right; 
Your father was there when you left, you’re right, 
Sound off, ay-oh, sound off a-oh, sound off ay-oh, ay-oh, sound off!” 
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And up they came bobbing in formation and preparing for 
the processional ‘split-off’ to their new squadrons. 

Most of the cadet wing seniors and juniors were anticipating 
a month or so of pain-in-the-aft training to indoctrinate the new 
three-degrees into the ‘culture’ of their proud squadron.  Not so 
for Seegram Seven.  The ‘Malanaphy Trophy Squad’ had a ‘new 
look’ that they would usher in with this new crop. A fresh 
inculcation of athleticism. 

There was the Fightin’ First who would have been great 
except that they were too far out of the mainstream to be 
considered seriously.  They were at the top of the east end of 
Vandenberg Hall and had to go all the way down to the second 
floor to get to the C-Store, barber shop, cadet radio station, 
cadet photography lab, or the Model Airplane Club (MAC) on 
the ground floor.  Their access to the tunnels was abysmal. 

Then there was Military Fifteen.  A collection of West Point 
and Annapolis wannabes.  Why would perfectly capable 
adolescents consign themselves to become the bane of the rest 
of the USAFA cadet wing (during a perfectly respectable war) 
and the entire female population of Colorado just to compete 
for the few “Future AOCs of America” internships available 
each year?  No doubt that Cowboy Bob and the staff at the 
cadet barber shop appreciated them though.  Mob boss John 
Gotti was purported to be getting a haircut every day.  Not to 
be outdone, many of the Military 15 seniors popped into the 
barber shop two or even three times a day.  ‘Just to get a trim,’ 
you understand. 

Dirty Thirty was reeling from the loss of two very talented 
athletes, one football and one track and field, to you guessed it 
– Seegram Seven.  The other New Dorm squadrons had their 
share of misfortune what with the Green Onion cutting a swath 
through the dorms and tunnels with his swagger stick, and what 
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with the Dempsey Dumpster corporation losing its lucrative 
government contract – the one they held since 1957. 

One newsworthy moment was the recent New Dorm 
graduate who drove off with Kamp USAFA in his rear-view 
mirror in a brand-new baby-blue Jaguar XKE convertible.  He 
is gone now, but the cadet wing was marched into Arnold Hall 
auditorium this summer to renew their pledge and commitment 
to drive only General Motors products.  The Superintendent 
was there to host the Chairman-of-the-Board and CEO of GM.  
On the stage were the soon-to-be-revealed 1973 Corvette 
Stingray coupe and convertible models.  GM reps were there to 
hand out free ‘promise rings’, to answer questions, and to take 
orders for the Class of 1974.  Class of ‘73 already had their 1972 
model ‘Vettes. 

“Listen up men,” barked the cadet wing commander.  “GM’s 
offering a free roll bar for all two-degrees ordering a ‘Vette 
convertible.”  That drew a surge of traffic to the tables.  “Gotta 
order today, though,” he added. 

The Commandant and Dean both nodded with approval. 
Thirty-Eight All Stars was in deep kimchee though.  They 

had lost a bunch of their cadets, many star athletes, due to a 
curious ‘ethics’ investigation that was kept out of the papers but 
resulted in abysmal performance in intramurals last year. 

Bull Six and Eight Ball Eight were in pretty good shape.  For 
now, at least. 

 
Unbeknownst to the Class of Seventy-Five marching up the 

Bring Me Men Ramp to their new third-degree squadrons, there 
would be a scandal just a few short weeks away. 

The exposure would constitute a ‘near-miss’ for the 
exemplary student-athletes in Seegram Seven.  The schematics 
and blueprints of Vandenberg Hall would reveal the truth in 
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crystal-clear perspective for the illustrious Board of Visitors. 
 

 
 
“Come to order, come to order please, gentlemen,” said the 

Deputy Commandant’s executive officer.  “. . . and lady,” he 
added nodding respectfully at Miss Penelope, the ever-present 
and iconic mother-of-all-cadets and home-away-from-home for 
the lucky two-dozen who had her as a cadet sponsor. 

We have a highly classified investigation that will proceed 
now under the authority of the Commandant of Cadets and this 
month’s sponsor of the Parents Weekend Home Game – 
USAA. 

He lowered his voice an octave and read from the script. 
“If anyone is looking for a good deal on auto or 

homeowner’s insurance, give USAA a call.  They’ll bundle your 
insurance coverage and save you at least fifty-bucks a month.” 

Four cadets on ‘detention’ and awaiting ‘Show Cause’ boards 
with the Superintendent passed out flyers with the toll-free 
number for USAA. 

“They’re just outside the south gate by the Zuider Zee,” 
whispered the Deputy Commandant sitting at the head of the 
mahogany conference table.  He was a holdover from the Robin 
Olds administration and a ‘good guy’.  He would be getting 
orders within the next few weeks as soon as a decent 
operational assignment could be finagled. 

The administrivia was complete and the Exec clicked his 
heels and looked directly at the Deputy Comm. 

“Thank you Captain,” the full bird responded as he took 
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over the meeting.  “I want to thank Miss Penelope for sitting in 
as a voting member.  This is a serious case that requires 
objectivity.” 

The meeting droned on as witness after witness recounted 
the events of two nights before.  The event in question had 
occurred very late, or should I say, very early the next morning.  
Any collusion between the perpetrator of the injustice and the 
Honor Investigation Team patrols or the OIC on his final 
inspection was ruled out. 

The facts stand for themselves. 
Between zero-one-fifteen and zero-one-thirty the cadet wing 

morality officer snuck into the closet of an underclassman 
completely undetected.  The underclassman was in a one-man 
room (no roommate) and was assigned to cadet squadron eight.  
The morality officer had a six-pack of diet Tab and a box of 
Vanilla Wafers to sustain him during the night watch. 

At zero-two-ten he heard a scratching on the door.  At zero-
two-eleven he projected his voice (like a ventriloquist) against 
the east-facing plate-glass window.  The ‘scratcher’ at the door 
heard what could only be described as a ‘bedroom whisper’ that 
sounded like “C’mon in big boy.” 

At zero-two-twelve it was all over and the perp was caught in 
the very act. 

The ‘scratcher’, dressed like Batman with a too-small top and 
one-size-too-small leotards tiptoed into the completely dark 
room.  The intended victim was observing everything with one 
eye open and pretending to be asleep.  He had been granted a 
priori dispensation from the wing honor and ethics board from 
any and all honor and ethics violations if ‘Batman’s’ ACLU 
attorney filed a countersuit of entrapment or ‘intending to 
deceive’ the defendant. 

In a moment, the foam ceiling tiles collapsed, and the 
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halogen lights were switched to full bright.  The intended victim 
closed both eyes from the blinding light.  Cadets recruited from 
the gymnastics team rappelled from the support rafters in the 
ceiling.  Rescuers were dressed in cadet A-jackets, fatigue pants 
bloused, combat boots, and black socks. 

The seemingly absentee OIC and Cadet-in-Charge were 
hiding with the Command Post staff in the room across the 
alcove from the intended victim’s.  The Honor Investigation 
Teams that were trolling after midnight were just a shout away 
and hiding in the two rooms adjacent to the victim’s.  They had 
been quiet as church mice, but now the trap was sprung. 

“Alright, alright, settle down people,” said the Deputy 
Commandant.  “We’re going to handle this like professionals.” 

He paused, scanned the crowd, and nodded an apology to 
Miss Penelope. 

“And let me state for the record, I want zip-locked mouths 
on this, and no jokes about ‘eight’ or ‘gay eight’.” 

Heads turned to the side and smirked.  A few muted 
whispers to their neighbors. 

Then all eyes snapped forward, padlocked on the Deputy 
Comm seated at the head of the conference table. 

 

 
 
Clump, clump, clump.  “Detail halt.” 
The contingent of three-degrees being assigned to Seegram 

Seven drew to a halt just short of the pinnacle of the ramp. 
Dang fine-looking bunch of athletes, the squadron commander 

thought. 
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From his vantage point from the sixth-floor window in 
Fairchild Hall, Monty Post saw the fruits of his labors unfold. 

 
“Pssst,” the soon to be assimilated new Seegram three-smoke 

whispered out the side of his mouth.  His lips were pursed away 
from the direction of the Seegram Seven cadet squadron 
commander.  They are still dangerous, can still fry our assets, he 
thought.  “Pssst,” he whispered again to the unknown classmate 
to his left.  “Whatcha got?” he whispered.  “ . . . football, track, 
b-ball?” 

“Th-nickerball,” the soon-to-be new third-class squadron 
mate whispered back. 

Just then the outdoor speakers began crackling.  It was pretty 
easy to figure out what time of day it was by listening to the 
Command Post broadcast reveille, retreat, and taps. 

Monty Post watched his hand-picked contingent of third-
degrees assimilate into the ranks of Seegram Seven.  The 
clandestine whispering had stopped – for now. 

Monty’s subterfuge was simple and well-executed. 
Monty lowered his Bushnell Insta Focus binocs’ and closed 

his eyes.  Mmmmm, he thought.  “Not tooo fine,” he whispered. 
Monty himself had ‘infiltrated’ Churchill, the new top secret 

system that was demonstrated to the Director of Admissions 
and staff, but was deferred in favor of more ‘cloak and dagger’ 
tactics - AOCs surreptitiously skulking into the squadrons 
disguised as pizza delivery drivers from Giuseppe’s Central and 
Coke machine reloaders from the Coca-Cola bottling plant on 
North Nevada Avenue. 

Monty had smuggled an IBM drum storage unit into the 
Cadet Home Brew Computer Club.  The Norge frost-free unit 
was custom designed by the Department of Chemistry and 
Leadership and the Department of Electrical Engineering and 
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Leadership.  The cylindrical read-write mechanism generated 
more than 24,000 BTUs.  The cadets designed a fully 
functioning beer delivery system that provided refrigeration for 
the beer and cooling for the drum storage system nestled inside. 

The fridge had been wheeled up the ramp between Mitchell 
and Fairchild Halls.  The ADVON team consisting of Black 
Hat cadets and Second BCT Assault Course cadre fanned out as 
the fridge was rolled into the massive O’Keefe Elevator in 
Fairchild. 

Several waiters from Mitches snuffed out their butts and 
ducked back into the receiving area.  They knew something was 
up but did not want to get blamed for anything. 

The svelte cashier, just another Donna from the cadet candy 
store in Fairchild Hall near the Lectonars and the Life Sciences 
Auditoriums, made haste to get into her puke green Ford Pinto 
and get ‘outa there. 

The Seegram Seven janitor, now dressed as a Distinguished 
Visiting Professor in full tweed, rendered the Norge ‘point man’ 
a thumbs-up to signal that the coast was clear. 

The fridge with the beer keg-cooled IBM drum storage 
device moved without molestation down the corridor and into 
the Computer Club room adjacent to the Billy Boroughs 
enclave.  The Billy Boroughs suite protected with the new 
Halon fire extinguishers.  The Burroughs enclave that played 
host to more than 50 million IBM punch cards. 

 
Monty’s daydream ended and he looked down at his 

Accutron Marine Star Tachymeter with the resistors, diodes and 
gears showing beneath the glass.  They sell these now in the C-Store, 
he reminded himself.  The sweep second hand was approaching 
the top.  He elevated the binoculars and saw the white-gloved 
hand in the command post lower the ‘needle’ onto the platter 
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spinning on the beat-up Garrard turntable.  The loudspeakers 
crackled. 

 
Da da ta ta ta, da Da ta ta ta, da ta ta ta ta da da daaaaa. 
Retreat was sounding and all whispering and grab-aft was 

momentarily suspended out of deep respect for the flag and all 
that it stood for. 

The basic cadets cum cadets-fourth class had already barked 
out the entrées, side dishes, beverages, and dessert options prior 
to the evening meal formation.  We all knew the taste of the 
Mitchell Hall mystery meat, mashed potatoes, greenie beanies, 
orange beverage, apple pandowdy, all blessed by the Senior 
Protestant Chaplain. 

Most of the cadet wing had checked mail before the evening 
meal, some tore up Dear John letters, some turned to the side 
to re-read the letter from home.  The lucky ones, especially the 
doolies, received a kaboodle box from a thoughtful mother or 
grandmother. 

Only one thing remained.  The assimilation of the new third-
class cadets into their respective new squadrons.  Then the long 
march to Mitchell Hall and the process of finding one’s table, 
checking the Staff Tower for ‘bogeys’, and placing drink orders 
with the doolies manning the ice bucket and lemonade pitchers 
at the end of the table. 

The firstie from California always wanted ‘no ice’, and the 
new two-degree from Palo Alto wanted a ‘creamsickle’.  Half 
orange beverage (not orange juice) and half chilled milk. 

 
In a desperate attempt to sit at rest for the evening meal, the 

three smacks at the next table began a well-orchestrated skit.  
The doolie sitting at the end of the table (directly across from 
the table commandant) began working a ‘tickle’ in his throat 
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into a .05Hz cough, then a deeper hack that brought up a little 
phlegm.  His two classmates (left and right) popped to their 
feet, lifted him out of his chair and began a series of backslaps 
that drew the attention of the OIC and Cadet SOD on the Staff 
Tower. 

The OIC and SOD stepped to the left of the flag to block 
the view of the few distinguished guests now behind them on 
the tower. 

Back at the table where the doolie was choking to death, the 
victim reeled under the pre-rehearsed backslaps being 
administered by his classmates.  He turned his back 
momentarily to the unconvinced table commandant, then reeled 
back to face him front-on.  One classmate spun to his rear and 
lifted him from the ground in preparation for the Heimlich 
maneuver.  The other classmate reeled back and delivered a 
right hook to the victim’s solar plexus. 

The projectile that was ejected from the mouth of the victim 
had the appearance of a turd.  In reality, it was a moist ball of 
beef pemmican that had been left over from Second BCT. 

The table commandant had seen this one before and the 
meatball was easily deflected to another table with the assistance 
of a metal serving tray. 

With an almost imperceptible nod by the table commandant, 
the second-class cadets commanded the doolies to ‘sit at rest’ 
for the evening meal. 

Then it began. 
“Smacks, disregard what you hear.” 
“Sir, yes sir.” 
The table commandant looked around at the upper classmen 

and new three-degrees. 
“Welcome to Seegram Seven men.” 
They all looked around at each other and nodded. 
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“We’ve got a lot to do to secure the Malanaphy trophy again 
this year.  Everything is on-track as far as we can tell.  We have 
a few secret weapons returning again this year.”  He looked 
around suspiciously before continuing. 

“We have the WWII janitor returning again.  We have a mole 
in the contracting office, and he made sure the by-name-request 
was made part of the task order.” 

“We also have the ‘ghost’ in Fairchild Hall keeping the trains 
on the tracks.  If you ever hear the name ‘Monty Post’, or if you 
see an Australian exchange officer, or a DVP dressed in tweed, 
or a guy you have never seen before in the Comp Sci and 
Leadership Department – that’s him.  Don’t say anything, just 
nod or wink politely.” 

The doolies began passing the plates around.  The hot seat 
shoveled the meat, potatoes, beans, and gravy.  Then he passed 
the plate to the second baseman who inspected it and applied 
the garnish the way he was taught by Miss Penelope over at 
Arnold Hall.  All doolies took dance lessons, napkin-folding 
lessons, and ‘plating skills training’ under the grave hand of Miss 
‘P’.  As the chives, rosemary, cayenne powder, sea salt, and 
turmeric were carefully applied, the third baseman wearing two 
white gloves received the plate with the right hand, announced 
the dish for its intended recipient, and passed the plate after 
transferring it to his left-gloved hand. 

“Medallions of beef au jus, with cauliflower, haricot verts, 
and a dusting of saffron for cadet first class Bartholomew T. 
Graves from Sandusky, Ohio – please sir!” 

 
A nouveau two-degree jotted down a few riki-tik entries in 

his Air Academy Federal Credit Union note-taker.  Each note-
taker was a half-inch, spiral- bound, two-by-three-inch pad with 
a Jack Daniels Parker T-Ball jotter, like the ones that the 
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distilleries and breweries hand out at the USAFA Community 
Center Class-6 store and combination gas station. 

The reason for the notes were simple.  In a few weeks, the 
two-degrees would hand all fourth-class training responsibilities 
to the new three-degrees.  Right now, only the two-degrees 
could ‘train’.  The ceremony would be short and sweet but 
would take place in the squadron TV room after it was 
converted to a prehistoric cave, like the picture on the Grand 
Funk Railroad album.  Mark Farner and band all decked out in 
prehistoric garb, bear skins and all.  The Seegram Seven banner 
sporting the slogan “We will train you” would be passed from 
’74 to ’75. 

And that would be about all. 
Since the mass migration from Lowery Air Force Base in 

1957, the spirit of training always came in a distant second to 
the spirit of intramurals for Seegram Seven.  The recruited 
athletes even adopted clever disguises that allowed them to 
participate in intramurals undetected.  The varsity quarterback 
cum basketball star could nail the Flickerball goal from the fifty-
yard line.  The recruited Rugby All American could mow down 
a defensive line in Lacrosse.  The varsity Soccer players could 
‘place’ first through fifth in the intramural cross-country races, 
allowing the rest of Seegram’s top runners to fill in the middle. 

Cadets passing each other in the hall would offer a mock 
salute or just a wave with the tired phrase “We will train you.” 

“Yep, we will train you.” 
“Yup, we will train you.” 
But to really get the blood pumping in Seegram Seven switch 

from training to athletics.  That was something to behold. 
The sparse notes that the two-degree was writing down were 

nothing more than just good advice for one of the few OJT ‘we 
will train you’ training sessions with the new three-degrees.  
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Once completed, the two-degrees could pass the mantle of 
fourth-class training down to the third-class. 

The lessons scribbled in the note taker looked like this: 
#1.  Graves.  Learning objective:  on active duty, officers 

named ‘Graves’ will be assigned the call sign ‘Digger’.  Note: the 
same goes for ‘Wells’.  Officers named Graves or Wells will be 
assigned the call sign ‘Digger’.  Lagniappe:  you never get to 
pick your own call sign.  Others do that for you.  Anyone with 
the last name ‘Graves’ will eventually pick up the call sign 
‘Digger Graves’.  Anyone with the last name ‘Wells’ will 
eventually be dubbed ‘Digger Wells’. 

The final entry was ‘WWTY’ in block letters, crossed out, 
then re-written in cursive. 

#2.  Automobile decorum. 
(This eventually was nominated for a Best of 1973 in the 

soon-to-be-published Seegram Sewage squadron newspaper.) 
When borrowing a member of the Class of ‘73’s Corvette, 

there are agreed-upon standards to adhere to.  First, find out 
where they parked the ‘Vette in the firstie parking lot at the base 
of the Bring Me Men Ramp or in the firstie parking lot north of 
the parade field.  Next, drive the ‘Vette to the Diamond 
Shamrock gas station outside the south gate.  There is a very 
good chance that your patrón slid through the gate on fumes 
last Sunday afternoon with no time or money to refuel, and with 
minutes to spare at the sign-in log.  The CCQ would be bound 
to confirm the exact sign-in time (to the second) using the 
Newgate wall clock that had been ‘hacked’ at shift change and 
was ‘synched’ to the time being broadcast by the U.S. Naval 
Observatory atomic Master Clock at the Vice President’s house 
in Washington D.C. 

Once minimally refueled, use the time available to pick up 
chicks downtown at Palmer High School or at Wasson High 
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School.  If you pick up two chicks (easy to do), have the hotter 
of the two sit on the ‘hump’.  The ‘hump on a ‘Vette is the 
center console that is home to the parking brake handle.  This 
will place the more attractive of the females in close proximity 
to you for more detailed inspection.  Apologize profusely for 
not driving one of the few Pontiac GTOs or Mustang Mach I 
cars in the firstie parking lot.  This will communicate 
thoughtfulness and empathy.  At the same time your apology is 
a test for the more attractive female to demonstrate a ‘good 
attitude’ and a preference for close physical contact over 
comfort.  During the evening, if the hot one leans toward you 
to look at the tachometer or feigns losing her balance in a sharp 
turn and falls against your shoulder or touches your right leg, 
you have an opportunity to advance the relationship with 
another query. 

“You must be uncomfortable Sheila,” you say at a stop sign.  
“Would you like to swap ‘seats’ with Angela for a while?” 

Although your question may upset Angela who has been 
riding comfortably in the passenger seat, the risk is worth value 
of the data that you will collect.  The multiple hypothesis testing 
that you are advancing for your Behavioral Sciences and 
Leadership 340 upper division paper for ‘Marriage and Family’ 
is clear: 

a. If the hot chick ‘Sheila’ says “No, that’s okay,” you can 
attribute that to a good attitude and a preference for 
‘high-touch’ over ‘high comfort’; 

b. If the hot chick ‘Sheila’ says “No, that’s okay,” and 
initiates physical contact (hand on your shoulder or hand 
on your right thigh) then you need to make plans to get 
rid of the other chick (Angela) as quickly as possible, 

c. The optimal method for cargo transfer is to have a 
squadron buddy (‘wingman’) in extended trail with a 
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current or one-year earlier model Corvette.  Use Tactical 
Air Command (TAC) hand signals to request a stop at 
the Big Train parking lot if uptown, or a tactical rejoin 
(street-side) on the corner between Giuseppe’s Central 
and the Cotton Club downtown. 

d. Double-blind studies have confirmed that there is a 23% 
probability that the offer to switch seats may incite the 
tendencies of Angela to ‘compete’ for her turn riding the 
‘hump’.  Should this occur, request your wingman close 
into to close-trail formation in the event that an 
emergency cargo transfer is warranted. 

Side note:  in the unlikely event that you are transporting 
three babes in the ‘Vette, your first priority is to get names and 
phone numbers for the follow-up phase.  Be sure to keep these 
as ‘top-tier’ candidates with the svelte frames that allow three to 
share the incredibly compact passenger compartment of a ’72 
‘Vette. 

No sooner did the two-degree complete the final entry in his 
pocket note-taker than the OIC announced from the staff tower 
that the smoking lamp was ‘lit’. 

“Okay men, see you back at the squad,” the table 
commandant barked after taking the last drag on his cigarette 
and snuffed it out in a half-filled coffee cup. 

The two-degree closed up his note-taker and slid the T-Ball 
jotter back into the spiral rings. 

 

 
 
Before we go back to Seegram Seven, let’s address the nature 
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and intent of the strange man in tweed that was not only 
observing the poetry-in-motion but also pulling a few of the 
puppet strings.  Monty Post was indeed a graduate and a former 
active duty officer fighting the good 
fight in ‘Nam. 

Some will say that he was either a 
‘shadow’ of Robin Olds at West 
Point, Olds’ P-38 wingman in WWII, 
or a Kamp USAFA grad and Olds’ 
wingman in ‘Nam.  The rumor that 
the enigmatic Post was also seen 
disguised as a Distinguished Visiting 
Professor (DVP), a Royal Australian 
Air Force (RAAF) commander, or a 
janitor that had served at Pearl 
Harbor at the time of the attack were 
completely unfounded.  He was simply not old enough for 
those. 

On the matter regarding the ‘Man-in-Tweed’s’ hijacking the 
Churchill technology that was presented to the Director of 
Admissions and her staff (but not adopted), let the facts speak 
for themselves. 

A single IBM punch card did the trick.  The distraction was 
caused by the janitor in coveralls who tripped the cadet carrying 
a three-foot tray of cards that were destined for the feed-tray of 
the massive Burroughs B5000.  The apologetic custodian caught 
the sophomore lest he dash his foot against a stone, but allowed 
the full deck of cards to cascade in slow motion onto the 
impeccably polished floor. 

Classmates rushed to the cadet’s aid and scrambled to scoop 
up every card without bending, folding, or mutilating a single 
one.  After the fall, it would take the student more than three 
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hours to carefully assemble the deck in a way that would allow 
the program to run true blue with nary a syntax error. 

Many saw, but none paid any real attention to the tweedy 
character who entered then exited the control room buzzing 
with America’s finest driving hard to complete their end-of-
term projects. 

Exactly where the card was inserted, no one could tell.  The 
investigators began dusting the second-floor faculty lounge and 
distinguished visiting professor’s locked office for prints.  The 
assumption was that the Carnegie Mellon DVP may have pulled 
a high-tech practical joke on his colleagues that he counted as 
‘knuckle-draggers’. 

The esteemed professor, it was determined, was on stage at a 
national high-speed computing conference at the exact moment 
that the teletype machine began generating the verboten data. 

 

 
 


