
  [image: image]


  [image: image]


  
    
      Copyright © 2010 by

    


    
      Hamilton Books

      4501 Forbes Boulevard
    


    
      Suite 200

    


    
      Lanham, Maryland 20706

    


    
      Hamilton Books Acquisitions Department (301) 459-3366

    


    


    
      Estover Road

    


    
      Plymouth PL6 7PY

    


    
      United Kingdom

    


    


    
      All rights reserved

    


    
      Printed in the United States of Americ

    


    
      British Library Cataloging in Publication Information Available

      

    


    
      Library of Congress Control Number: 2009932793
    


    
      ISBN: 978-0-7618-4835-6 (paperback : alk. paper)

    


    
      eISBN: 978-0-7618-4836-3

    


    


    
      [image: ] The paper used in this publication meets the minimum

    


    
      requirements of American National Standard for Information

    


    
      Sciences—Permanence of Paper for Printed Library Materials,

    


    
      ANSI Z39.48-1992
    

  


  
    


    
      For Walt, Dave, and Carl

    

  


  We talked of war.Johnson: “Every man thinks meanly of himself for not having been a soldier, or not having been at sea.” Boswell: “Lord Mansfield [the Chief Justice] does not.” Johnson: “Sir, if Lord Mansfield were in a company of General Officers and Admirals who have been in service, he would shrink; he’d wish to creep under the table.” Boswell: “No; he’d think he could try them all.” Johnson: “Yes, if he could catchthem: but they’d try him much sooner. No, Sir; were Socrates and Charlesthe Twelfth of Sweden both present in any company, and Socrates to say,‘Follow me, and hear a lecture on philosophy;’ and Charles, layinghishand on his sword, to say, ‘Follow me, and dethrone the Czar;’ a manwould be ashamed to follow Socrates. Sir, the impression is universal; yetit is strange.”


  
    
      

    


    
      Introduction


      Come fill your glasses, fellows, and stand up in a row,
To singing sentimentally, we’re going for to go,
In the army there’s sobriety, promotion’s very slow,
So we’ll sing our reminiscences of Benny Havens, oh!


      O’Brien, Metcalfe, Arnold, et al., to the tune of “The Wearing of the Green”

      (Benny Havens was the proprietor of a Highland Falls tavern; this West

      Point song has multiple verses and is sung when the drink is flowing and,

      sometimes, the tears.)


      In 1999 I published a memoir of my teenage years entitled The Biggest City in America. Since then a number of kind (and hopefully not misguided) individuals have encouraged me to continue this story. The first memoir proceeded year by year and chapter by chapter, each chapter/year featuring a particular event or sequence of experiences that served to constitute and, hopefully, advance that difficult developmental stage which we term adolescence. Whatever adulthood might be, it does not proceed quite so deliberately as the years preceding it. This is a good thing, developmentally, but it presents those who would write of it with a different challenge, for while adolescence is an awkward adventure with difficult and commonly-experienced stages, adulthood is, for most at least, a hit-and-miss operation whose stages are sometimes reached, sometimes circumvented. The prominent developmentalist Erik Erikson was concerned that we not become trapped within a single stage and that we do reach his coveted final stage (achieving integrity and not succumbing to despair), but history and literature are filled with human lives that proceeded in herky-jerky fashion (T. E. Lawrence and his friendWinston Churchill are good examples) but were still marked by significant accomplishments.


      In his essay, “On a Certain Blindness in Human Beings” (which I taught at West Point), William James speaks of what he terms ‘the holidays of life’. His point is that our lives alternate between daily routines and occasional holidays (the latter delineated and perceived differently by different people) and that the two mutually define one another. The job that appears to be an endless holiday (my high school classmates considered the position of a taster at the nearby National Distillers plant to be such a position) is quite routine for the person doing it, for holidays are defined in part by their rarity. I once found myself in a hotel/spa steam room in the Sonoma Valley with a person whose job it was to pour free wine for the visitors to her establishment. She worked at one of the top wineries—St. Francis—so that the likelihood of people being disappointed with the product or personally combative with her was relatively remote. The climate was temperate, her work environment clean, the tasting room both heated and air-conditioned. While she poured wine in the Valley of the Moon, there were many people elsewhere, engaged in very different tasks—clearing minefields, cleaning septic systems, tarring roofs, greasing axels and doing stoop labor. “It must be a wonderful job,” I said. She leaned back against the tile wall, raised her eyes to the damp ceiling, and said, “You wouldn’t believe the stress . . .”


      The underlying point is that adulthood is irreducibly routine, at least to some degree. Even the life of the adventurer falls into repeating patterns (and, to a degree, of deadly monotony for adventurers such as Robert Falcon Scott or Ernest Shackleton). This is not an altogether bad thing. If James is correct, we require such patterns in order to be able to define, understand and contextualize the experiences which constitute our lives. However, for the memoirist of adulthood (even adulthood in its early stages) it would not do to construct a paratactic narrative consisting of recapitulations of the routine, no matter how honest such a narrative might be: “In the year xxxx I did . . . In the year xxxx+1 I did pretty much the same . . .”


      Hence the decision to write about a segment of my experience with common thematic elements, a segment occupying a decade, but only fractions (in some cases, small fractions) of the individual years therein. Thus, this is not an all-encompassing account of a post-adolescent decade, only an account of my military activities within that period.


      The period itself, however, is one that is not without interest. (As I write, the political pundits covering the 2008 election are steadily debating the degree to which the memories and allegiances of the Vietnam era continue to define the intellectual, cultural and political conflicts of our own time.) I entered college and the reserve officer training corps at a time when most ofus were largely ignorant of Vietnam and the conflict there. Eight years later, after I had completed college and graduate school and begun my active duty tour—first at Ft. Knox and then as an instructor at the United States Military Academy—we were six months away from the Tet offensive. When I completed my tour and returned to civilian life, teaching at the University of Wisconsin, Madison, it was in the wake of the Dow riots there and a year prior to the bombing of Sterling Hall. It is a period to which many future events and cultural phenomena are ultimately traceable. I am not attempting to write its detailed history, but rather to chart some of its direct effects on an individual whose life took him to several places that played a part in defining that time.


      This is really not a fish out of water tale, but it is a fact that there were very few reserve officers at West Point (I am told that the official term is OBV’s—obligated volunteers) during my time there, though the percentage was higher than normal. In average years at that time the forty-member English department at USMA would take on one or two reserve officers, in part for intellectual diversity, in part to raise the percentage of Ph.D.’s on the Academy faculty. During my two-year tour in the West Point English department there were eight of us, though not all were there simultaneously. This was the result of Vietnam and the career paths of Regular Army (‘RA’) officers, who opted to postpone or shorten teaching duties there so that they might obtain leadership roles in the combat zone. There was also at least one reserve officer (a Harvard grad who had been in my Ft. Knox Armor basic course) in the USMA Social Sciences department. None of these individuals have, to my knowledge, written at length about their personal experiences there, though Robert Moore coauthored an analytical volume with Joseph Ellis which focused on the history, curriculum and traditions of the Academy (School for Soldiers: West Point and the Profession of Arms [New York: Oxford, 1974]). (For an incisive, current assessment, see Elizabeth D. Samet, Soldier’s Heart: Reading Literature Through Peace and War at West Point [New York, Farrar, Straus and Giroux, 2007]. Dr. Samet is a civilian professor of English at West Point.)


      While it was relatively rare to have reserve officers at West Point—individuals whose perspectives were largely those of the civilian world—it was far rarer to have someone with West Point experience at Wisconsin in the late 1960’s. (My office mate told me that there had been initial suspicions that my appointment was a calculated act—yet another in a long list of crimes and misdemeanors perpetrated by the department chairman.) While neither of these sets of experiences could be characterized as holidays, they were, by any measure, anything but routine. This is the framework for the ensuing story.


      In writing a book such as this my principal desire has been to record my own memories. We have had various partisan accounts of the period and it was not my intention to add to their number. As the pages became covered with words, however, and as I returned after multiple drafts, I realized the nature of the story that I was unconsciously telling. That story is a traditional military one—part farce, part comedy, part tragedy, with drinks and songs, early mornings, long nights and untimely deaths. It is also an academic story. Its central focus—West Point—is a unique academic institution as well as a unique military one and my time there was one in which the country’s civilian institutions were transitioning from monasteries and finishing schools to light combat zones, from the world of the pre-war, tweed-clad don to that of the GI-bill graduate, the blue collar parvenu, the tenured radical and the academic entrepreneur. It is a story of American culture and American counter culture. It is, finally, a story of a time, a time in which (I have come to believe) we moved from too much regimentation to too little, a time of fellowship and, simultaneously, a time of mutual incomprehension. I have tried to portray it as I experienced it—with little sense, at the time, of the larger cultural currents in which we would all, later, be seen to have been caught up.


      Several of my West Point reserve officer colleagues may be known to readers of this memoir: in particular, Paul Szarmach, now Executive Director of the Medieval Academy, and the late Emory Elliott, University Professor at UC-Riverside. Few will think of them as a Military Intelligence officer or Artillery officer, respectively, but I think of them in that way along with their accomplishments in medieval and American studies. John Hafner continues to teach at Spring Hill College after a period at Indiana University; Bill Morgan recently retired from Illinois State University. John, another Americanist, was a doctoral student at Wisconsin before going to West Point; Bill, a noteworthy Hardy specialist, served as my sponsoring officer when I arrived at USMA. I have lost track of Rod Johnson, a comparatist, and would very much like to reconnect with him. Rod, like Emory and I, holds an Illinois Ph.D. When last we met we spoke of his interest in the function of interpolated letters in novelistic fiction. Wally (E. Wallace) Coyle taught on the ‘other side’ (to be explained later); after a successful teaching and administrative career throughout Massachusetts he now manages his own consulting firm and teaches as an adjunct at the Carroll School of Management at Boston College. The eighth individual was the aforementioned Robert Moore. He was also assigned to the other side and later taught at the University of Maryland before pursuing a business career in northern Virginia.


      My wife Judith (with our wonderful son, Jonathan) was there for all of it, making the routine a joy and the holidays more frequent in number. As always, I am indebted to her for her love and support. In this case I am alsograteful for her memory. I can swear to the fact that everything in this book is exactly as I remember it, but I have remembered it with her considerable help. Whether what I remember bears any relation to what others remember is something else again, but what I hope to present is not a history of the period, but an honest account of how the period struck me. If I am the oddity (always a distinct possibility) it is also true that the period created oddities, oddities who were marked by its events for a generation and beyond.


      I would also like to express my thanks to my friend Mike Collins. Mike and I were not at USMA together, but we deaned together for seventeen years at Georgetown; he was a Signal Corps officer (one of the principal combat branches) and though we seldom speak of our military experiences (we seem always to be occupied with more recent things) those experiences are part of the bond between us. Mike studied at NYU with the distinguished Shakespearian Leonard F. (‘Pete’) Dean, my sometime department chair at Illinois. It is indeed a small world, one markedly enriched by the individuals it has been my pleasure and privilege to serve with and to have as friends.


      Nearly all of the names in this memoir are accurate, but a very few have been altered to protect the not-so-innocent. The stories themselves are all true, which is to say they are recounted in precisely the way that I remember them. I have tried to reconstruct them in a way that my colleagues then would have considered fair and objective, and I have attempted to be honest with regard to the nature and limits of my own perspective. Samuel Johnson once said that to a grammarian all of the problems of the universe are reducible to problems of grammar. I have tried to leverage my experiences as a literary historian and fiction writer without succumbing to the temptations implicit in Johnson’s warning.


      One of the serendipitous benefits of working on a project such as this is the opportunity to reconnect with old friends. Genevieve Hart, a key administrator in the West Point English Department during my time there, is now back in the department. Gen was most helpful in enabling me to acquire the photographs of the department in 1967-8 and 1968-9. They originally appeared in the Howitzer, the West Point annual. She has also answered a number of my queries concerning the individuals with whom we worked.


      I have also been fortunate to have the able assistance of Dola Haessig, Melody Galen and Matt Wells. Dola is the creator and maintainer of my website (www.richardbschwartz.com) and Melody and Matt provided exceptional help with regard to the reproduction of some of the book’s illustrations. Paul Ackermann of the West Point Museum staff has been very helpful in responding to my enquiries as has my friend, Vin Caretta, who found some information that had been lost to me.


      My wife Judith has (as always) offered invaluable help, both in her service as a (reliable) check on my memory and in her ability to offer the advice and analysis of a trained psychologist. She is also a far more experienced and learned reader of military memoir than I. It was Judith who first thought that an account of my military experiences might be of interest to individuals beyond the members of our immediate family. Any readers who share that view should thank her for urging me to write it. I pray that there may be such readers and I thank her once again for her suggestion. As I remember those old days I am profoundly grateful for my wife and son. They were there each day when I returned. I am also grateful that I was able to return, when others could not.

    

  


  
    


    


    Chapter One


    
      ROTC


      Let us toast our foster-father, the Republic, as you know,
Who in the paths of science taught us upward for to go;
And the maidens of our native land, whose cheeks like roses glow,
They’re oft remembered in our cups, at Benny Havens, oh!


      I left my home in Norwood, Ohio (a suburb of Cincinnati and the ‘biggest city in America’ without a hospital or cemetery within its borders) and arrived at the University of Notre Dame for freshman orientation in the late summer of 1959. Notre Dame was by then a national university but one that retained very strong regional ties. Two of my Purcell High School classmates joined me there, the Cincinnati area being a prime feeder for the university, though nothing approaching the alumni base on the north shore of Chicago, where one can still see Notre Dame leprechauns painted on garage doors in upscale neighborhoods. Among the many New Trier grads in my class (one of whom had dated Ann Margret) was Bob McNeill, son of Don McNeill (of the ‘Breakfast Club’ fame), who was destined to become the top math student at Notre Dame. There were students from St. Louis and from Detroit and other Midwest metropolitan areas, a few students from California and Texas and a large contingent from New York. There was even a student from Bermuda. My roommate, Tom Kelly, was from Fort Wayne. Nearly all of my friends and acquaintances enrolled in ROTC.


      A feeling of overarching cultural change was palpable at that time. Fidel Castro had driven President Batista out of Cuba and had begun a term of office which was to span generations (and bring the Cuban Missile Crisis three years hence). Pope John XXIII called for the first Ecumenical Council since 1870. Hiroshima, mon amour and La Dolce Vita played in local theatres (the latter proscribed by the Archbishop of Cincinnati but, curiously, not by theArchbishop of Covington). Günter Grass published The Tin Drum and Philip Roth Goodbye, Columbus. Norman Mailer’s Advertisements for Myself appeared and Frank Lloyd Wright died. Nevertheless, the fifties’ spirit persisted in many quarters. President Eisenhower invoked the Taft-Hartley Act to halt a 116-day-old steelworkers’ strike and Postmaster General Summerfield banned Lawrence’s Lady Chatterley’s Lover from the mails on grounds of obscenity (to be reversed in 1960). Jack Nicklaus won the U.S. Amateur championship; James Michener published Hawaii, James Thurber The Years with Ross and Rodgers and Hammerstein brought The Sound of Music to Broadway. “He’s got the Whole World in His Hands” and “High Hopes” were popular melodies and the U.S. launched its first nuclear-powered merchant vessel, Savannah. Bill Mauldin’s cartoons won the Pulitzer Prize for the second time, the first prize having been awarded in 1945.


      While aware of some of these events, most of my fellow high school seniors/rising college freshmen were focused on more local activities and more personal concerns. I had chosen Notre Dame because of its traditions and because it looked and felt like ‘college,’ from the 1200+ acre campus (with two lakes and a golf course) to the songs and iconography of the (still not, to this day, politically correct) ‘Fighting Irish.’ I was taken by the university’s architecture and ivy, its long quadrangles and many trees, its grotto, basilica and dormitory chapels and its growing academic reputation.


      At the time, I was completely unaware of the fact that Notre Dame traditionally had one of the largest ROTC corps of cadets in American higher education. What I took at the time to be simple reality was, in fact, a statistical outlier. Approximately 20% of the student body was so enrolled. Where large universities may now graduate a dozen or two newly-minted lieutenants (and sometimes even pool their programs with those of nearby institutions to achieve a critical mass of students), in Army ROTC alone we had enough cadets (pron. kay-dets, by the noncoms) to form an actual battalion. In 2008 Harvard produced five commissioned officers; they (along with students from other local colleges) were trained at the ROTC unit at MIT.


      I chose to enroll for two reasons. Both seemed eminently sensible at the time. First, there was still a draft, and every likelihood that I might actually be called upon to serve. It would be better, I reasoned, to serve as an officer, with an officer’s pay, particularly if I was married and had a family to help support. There was as yet no large troop commitment to Vietnam, only a few advisers, and there was no talk of large scale student deferments or exceptions for married men with children. (Several years later it was mentioned that one of our ROTC cadre officers, an Infantry Captain, had been sent to Vietnam as an adviser. This was mentioned in passing by another officer and given no more attention than would have been accorded an assignment to Germany, Korea, or, indeed, to a post in the continental United States.) The major buildup under President Johnson did not occur until I was well into my doctoral studies, years later. The prevailing assumption was that there was a good likelihood that you would serve in the military but little likelihood that you would serve in combat.


      The second reason for doing so was that the students who elected to enroll in ROTC were exempted from the university Physical Education requirement. Better (we reasoned) to march in uniform than run through campus in loosely-organized groups wearing short pants. The jogging fad—often associated with Jim Fixx’s book on running (1977)—did not begin until many years later. Back in that day (fall, 1959) the P.E. students were regularly subjected to ridicule by the student body, while the ROTC students were perceived as normal. These attitudes might not have been statistically supportable by the actual enrollment numbers, but they prevailed nonetheless.


      At registration there were a series of makeshift booths operated by student representatives of campus organizations. It was like a job- or recruiting fair. (Do you wish to join the glee club? Do you wish to join the crew team? Do you wish to become a soldier?) I approached the ROTC booth and was asked by a senior cadet if I had any prior military experience. I told him that I did not and he responded, cryptically, “That’s probably just as well.” I signed up, noting that the ROTC program was divided into two segments: the introductory course (for freshmen/sophomores) and the advanced course (for juniors/ seniors). One could always exit after the first two years and still avoid theP.E. requirement. I later learned that some did so exit, though most did not. Juniors and seniors received modest monthly government stipends, an incentive to continue, but not one that was decisive (to my knowledge) for any of my classmates. The current wide-scale military scholarships with generous allowances for living expenses did not yet exist.


      On today’s university and college campuses one frequently sees ROTC cadets in fatigues and combat boots. Physical fitness is pursued zealously and students are introduced to the more physical aspects of soldiering far earlier and far more often than we were. Sitting in the rare book room of the Memorial Library at Wisconsin in the mid-late 1970’s, reading eighteenth-century authors’ journals, I would sometimes look out at the historic Red Gym with its castellated corners, next to the Wisconsin Union parking lot, and watch ROTC cadets rappelling down the side of this multi-storied structure. Nothing like this was required of us (or even imagined). Rappelling was for Rangers, not for ROTC students.


      We wore (‘Modern Army’) greens—pressed wool trousers and blouses, khaki shirts (with one-piece, adjustable, pointed collar stays), black ties, and polished dress shoes both for class and for drills. The collar stays looked like the bottom half of a set of football goal posts. The horizontal piece was hidden beneath the tie knot and the retractable side pieces were equipped with sharp points that were inserted behind the points of the collar tabs. They worked well when installed correctly, but looked ridiculous when they were not. When assembled hastily, as was often the case, one of the points would pop out (generally at the most inopportune time) and reveal the hitherto tidy, straight collar’s hidden secret.


      Except for the drills (simple marching), and for the assembly/disassembly of the M1 rifle, all of our classroom instruction was historical and theoretical. The six-week summer camp between our junior and senior years provided the practical application—along with the rude awakenings that accompany what, for junior officers, is a largely physical occupation. The Army later instituted a system in which a second summer camp could be substituted for the ROTC basic course—a fast track option for those who decided to join the program later in their undergraduate programs.


      The most difficult challenge with regard to the uniform was to keep it looking fresh. None of us had irons or ironing boards in our dorm rooms and we did not have multiple sets of uniforms, so that we could have one dry-cleaned while we were wearing another. We were driven to extreme behaviors, such as pressing our pants between books to maintain the al-ways-fading crease. I would never eat in my uniform, for fear that it might be stained. Having once established this pattern I continued it while I was on active duty. I only had one backup blouse, held in reserve in case of a catastrophe. Fortunately, I never needed it, for it was fast becoming one size too small for me, the 32” waist of summer camp and 34” waist of Ft. Knox fast-fading realities. Since you are not allowed to carry an umbrella (or push a baby carriage) when in uniform, I did have to buy a raincoat when I was on active duty. One of my West Point colleagues had one that had belonged to his father-in-law. I bought it because the price was right and you could still see the marks on the epaulets of his two stars. I actually only had to wear it once.


      Since we were required to wear our uniforms to our military classes, the preferred registration schedule was one in which the military class would come early in the day, with a separation of at least one period between that class and the remainder of the college curriculum. This would provide the time to change out of the uniform and into comfortable clothes. A jacket and tie were required for dinner later, but this was a rule honored in the breach, with students wearing tattered or outrageously out-of-fashion jackets and god-awful, horse-blanket ties with wild geometric patterns as a form of protest. (During vacations we combed through flea markets and garage-sale racks for ‘dining hall’ clothing.)


      This kind of schedule represented the ideal. The reality was that the vast majority of conscientious students picked their classes based on their course content (which could vary, even with some required courses) and the quality and reputation of the instructor and were often forced to forego the intervening free period. The result was that you attended all of your classes in uniform until you had a sufficient break to enable you to change clothes. There were some local-legend students who were capable of returning to their dorms and changing their clothes during the brief break between classes without compromising their ability to appear on time for their next class. This was a much-admired feat, one that was impossible for freshmen to even contemplate, since they were largely housed on a remote quadrangle by the Lobund Institute for germ-free research. With the ROTC building at the western terminus of campus, behind the Rockne Memorial (the student gym) and most classes in buildings at the opposite end of the elongated main quadrangle, it was difficult enough to get from class to class on time, much less return to the freshman quad to change clothes. With the exceptions of those (very rare) times in which the military class ended early, the feat could only be accomplished by those upperclassmen capable of changing their clothes with a speed approaching that of Clark Kent.


      We had received some instruction in fast-dressing from our high school gym instructors. The gym had brass numbers affixed to the walls at regular intervals and attendance was taken by requiring students to ‘cover their numbers’ while the instructor/coach ticked off the numbers that remained uncovered. For punishment we were often directed to return to the locker room (on a lower floor), change into street clothes and then return to the gym and ‘cover our numbers’ in two minutes. We were then directed to return to the locker room, change back into gym clothes and be back on our numbers (again) in two minutes, the process repeating until some point or other was made. This particular form of ‘activity’ was also common for plebes undergoing ‘Beast Barracks’ at West Point. We had undergone our own smaller version of it in Catholic high school.


      Regardless of whether or not we found the opportunity to change our clothes, one did not feel odd sitting in class in a military uniform, since there were so many others so dressed. The undergraduate student body was still all-male and the faculty largely so. Moreover, the university ethos was nearly as regimented as that of the service academies. Many classes began with formal prayers and the curriculum in the arts and sciences was fully required for the first two years and largely required (with mandated requirements in the major) for the last two. Just as at West Point, if one wanted an array of electives, the only option was to overload. I graduated with 139 credits (plus some summer work); one of my pre-med classmates graduated with 154.


      The administration was thoroughly autocratic, with an off campus ‘dean of discipline’ literally shining flashlights in car windows in an often vain attempt to insure chaste behavior. Alcohol consumption rules were strictly enforced, with the designation ‘21’ permanently printed on the i.d. cards of those students who had reached the legal drinking age. There were also rigidly-enforced rules with regard to class attendance. A three-credit course permitted three cuts; a fourth resulted in automatic failure of the course. Any cut immediately before or after a vacation period was counted as the total number of cuts permitted in the course. This was a major incentive for the pursuit of academic excellence, since students on the dean’s list were entitled to unlimited cuts and, hence, longer vacation periods. Dorm rooms (which varied widely in quality and size) were selected based on grade point average, though one could mix and match roommates and thus occupy a wing of a dorm with friends whose gpa’s were of varied quality.


      Dorm lights were turned out at 11:00 p.m. and ‘morning checks’ were required several times each week (to encourage attendance at mass). Students were required to be fully dressed when presenting themselves for morning checks. Preppy students who routinely dressed without socks had to present their case to a higher authority than the athlete ticking off names. (Athletes had to earn their scholarships; when I was a sophomore, for example, Darryl Lamonica, the Notre Dame quarterback and, eventually, great Oakland Raider, delivered our mail.) The residence halls were ruled by rectors, the floors by prefects (all C.S.C. priests). One of our rectors told us that if needs be, he had the authority (I am certain that this was a lie) to hold up our mail if that was necessary for disciplinary purposes. Had he done so I am certain that several of my hallmates would have resorted to physical violence in reprisal.


      Since the dormitory room lights were turned off from a master switch at 11:00, those wishing to study beyond 11:00 in, for example, one of the nearby academic buildings, were forced to use one of their weekly-authorized ‘midnights’ to do so. The students often responded by rewiring the electrical circuits and sealing their rooms lest any light escape. The rectors and prefects regularly checked the showers and other common facilities in search of individuals violating the lights-out rules. While they did not, to our knowledge, inspect first class mail, magazine subscriptions were noted and a subscription to a publication such as Playboy would draw comments. One of my classmates was confronted by the rector when he displayed a black pinup on his bulletin board. “Are you personally acquainted with this negress, Robert?” the rector inquired.


      When my father died (totally unexpectedly) during the spring semester of my freshman year I was required to present a death certificate to the priest in charge of discipline, to verify the fact that there was a suitable justification for my absence from several days of class. This struck me as immensely bureaucratic, given the fact that I had been notified of my father’s death by Fr. John Reedy, a priest at Notre Dame, who edited Ave Maria magazine and had attended high school with my mother. When I brought this to the disciplinary priest’s attention it made no difference whatsoever. The fact that a prominent member of his own religious community (with no reason to lie) could assure him that my father had indeed died was no substitute for the piece of paper which he craved.


      The result of all this regimentation, of course, was an equal and opposite reaction from the students. Protest strategies were refined. Specific protest incidents constitute, in many ways, the most memorable part of my college experience. This pattern of repression/counter action parallels the experience of USMA cadets, but with a key difference.


      At West Point it was believed that a certain spirit of independence was characteristic of great leadership. When MacArthur was a cadet he took a cannon from Trophy Point and hoisted it atop the West Academic Building clock tower. Determining how he might have been able to do this became an assigned problem for years thereafter in the Department of Military Art and Engineering. This is not to say that cadets would not be punished for such activities (if they were caught), but there was a running assumption that a tendency to attempt such forms of protest was a positive indicator of future success. (“If Dougie MacArthur did it . . .”) While the TAC (tactical) officers would dress down the offending cadets to their faces they might also mention their actions with a degree of pride and admiration within the secure boundaries of the Officers’ Club. “Guess what one of my yearlings did today . . .”


      At Notre Dame expressions of an independent spirit were more likely to be seen as positive indicators of future damnation rather than future success and they were treated in a rigid and humorless fashion. When major infractions occurred, the consequences were severe and unforgiving. The applicant pools to the university (though nowhere near as deep as their current counterparts) were deep enough to permit ample room for suspensions and expulsions.


      Textbooks in lower-level Theology classes (often taught by the rectors, who were usually members of the Theology department [then Notre Dame’s weakest department, now among its strongest]) were followed, as we say, religiously. These textbooks consisted of little more than long quotations from Saint Thomas Aquinas. The one faculty member who regularly fell afoul of the administration (a mathematician) was hectored because of his intellectual posture, not because of his politics, his personal behavior, or his tendency to file grievances. We were told that he was a neoplatonist and while that did not register with us in any intelligible way, it is clear in retrospect that he was a vivid example of the need for universities to respect the notion of academic freedom. The ethos was ultimately, of course, monastic, though there were Dickensian touches of Gradgrindism and the occasional tyranny of the petty martinet.


      The C.S.C. fathers always seemed to be fearing the release of some terrible, dangerous-when-unbridled human impulse (I think of some force like that of the id-monster from the film Forbidden Planet) and were at pains to contain and repress it at every opportunity. Since these impulses were fundamentally human and, ultimately, irrepressible, campus life was frequently comparable to an unending game of Whack-a-Mole, with priests attempting to smite the offenders whenever they appeared. (The game is only funny, of course, when the would-be whacker considers it to be something other than a game, something grimly serious.) The West Point TAC officers and a few of the academic officers could sometimes pursue similar behaviors, but they were ultimately quite different in their perspective. Fundamentally, they saw themselves as participating in a game, a game that had its (predominantly) serious sides, but its human, playful sides as well.


      In part, this is because the TAC officers had all served in command positions and had thus been exposed, extensively, to the extremes of human behavior and could assess the relative magnitude of a petty infraction. One would think that this should also have been true of the priests, with their experiences in the confessional. It was certainly true of the Jesuits, particularly so in the case of those Jesuits, who, like Tim Healy (my president at Georgetown), had been military chaplains. The Jesuits are, of course, frequently criticized for being too ‘worldly,’ but that is often a criticism lodged by those who are excessively sheltered and inexperienced. The early Jesuits characteristically located themselves at what they knew to be the center of civic activity—just between the seats of government and the brothels—and there was always considerable demand for their instructional services, perhaps because their form of education was both rigorous and informed by a thorough knowledge of human behavior. (In high school the more seriously sinful members of my class took the bus downtown and went to confession to the Jesuits at St. X (= Xavier High School) rather than confessing at our high school in Evanston—Purcell—which was run by the Marianists.)


      ROTC at Notre Dame was regimented, but no more so than daily dormitory and academic life. The curriculum (one course each semester, plus ‘leadership laboratory,’ i.e., drills) was largely delivered by Regular Army officers. The commanding officer was the PMS&T (Professor of Military Science and Tactics), his instructors largely senior captains and majors. Part of each Army career path included a teaching tour. Some taught in ROTC units; a select few taught at West Point. Occasionally the ROTC cadets were taught by senior noncoms. We sat at portable field tables in a succession of barebones classrooms in a simple wooden structure with ‘Modern Army’ green walls. It appeared to have been pre-fabricated and it sat in the woods, just west of the Rockne Memorial.


      The classes included such subjects as map reading, military history, strategy and tactics, weapons systems, military organization, battle doctrine, supply, logistics and the Uniform Code of Military Justice. There was some exposure to actual weaponry, but not a great deal; that was largely reserved for Summer Camp and our officer basic course. We did learn to field strip and maintain an M-1 rifle. (Some may not be aware of the fact that there was actually a rifle range under the Notre Dame football stadium [though we were not permitted to use it].) There was ample use of Army training films, each with the same introductory, martial music, whether the subject was personal hygiene (the brushing of teeth, e.g.) or the use of tactical nuclear devices.


      The instruction was highly competent. Some of the more substantive instruction (as opposed to skill-based instruction), such as military history, was delivered as well as that in the academic departments. All Army officers and noncoms are ultimately teachers and the Army devotes a great deal of time to both instruction and pedagogy. While it is sometimes wooden it is almost never incompetent. When it is wooden it is wooden for a reason. Whether a soldier is learning to field-strip a rifle at Ft. Benning, Georgia, Ft. Lewis, Washington, or Ft. Sill, Oklahoma, it is the same rifle and the same technique. Uniformity is insured for both logistical and personnel reasons. (Soldiers are regularly mixed-and-matched, but the weapons and the techniques for handling them remain the same.) This instruction is complemented by the use of elaborate ‘training aids’ (i.e. audio-visual aids), on which more later.


      The instruction can also be wooden because the military (all military, as far as I can see), believe that the art of war is reducible to a set of common principles. Success is achieved by implementing those common principles with uncommon skill and determination, but their inculcation is straightforward and simple. Surprise, for example, is nearly always a good thing. Enfilade fire (“in which the long axis of the beaten zone of the fire coincides with the long axis of the target”) is nearly always a good thing when you are on offense delivering it, a bad thing when you are on defense receiving it. In order to attack, one needs approximately three times the force of those in defense. In order to command respect a leader should share the hardships of his or her troops. And so on. This approach to doctrine results in lists and lists are particularly susceptible to reinforcement by ‘training aids.’


      The doctrine is also expandable. As career officers pass through their required student assignments (the basic officer course [which I had], the career course, Command and General Staff School, the War College) the lessons are often the same. “Two up and one back, feed ‘em a hot breakfast and attack at dawn.” The lesson is the same if you are commanding a platoon, a company, a battalion, a brigade, a division, a corps, an army or an army group. Senior officers passing through the series of Army schools joke about the fact that the section of the map and the size of the organizations change but everything else largely remains the same.


      The drills were all conducted by the cadets, with cadre officers and noncoms walking along the sidelines, counseling and evaluating them. Cadets carried military rank but with separate insignia—buttons and diamonds rather than bars or oak leaves, the senior cadet rank being lieutenant colonel. The drills were generally conducted competently, the chief challenge being the weather of northern Indiana. In the spring and early fall the wool uniforms were oppressive. In the depth of winter (which can be very deep in South Bend) we were issued heavy, yellowish overcoats that appeared to have been in common use some time after the Crimean War. They were functional but hideous, and hence, embarrassing. As we felt the lake effect and the snow was shoulder high (or higher), we marched in an enclosed arena that was a near-perfect echo chamber. It was extremely difficult to determine which orders were intended for which companies; the frequent result of hearing (and obeying) orders directed at other companies than one’s own was, thus, barely-controlled chaos. Think of the scene in Animal House where Stork leads the marching band into the wall and they continue to ceaselessly march into one another.


      Each year the drills culminated in two major events—a parade through downtown South Bend and the so-called Presidential Review. Naïve freshmen, myself among them, wondered if the latter event included the President of the United States. No, just the President of the University. It was a challenging event because of the heat. The best strategy for surviving it (I assure you I am not fabricating this) began several weeks prior to the event, when those wishing to evade it fumbled their way through normal drills, appearing to be unable to march in step. The result was that these putatively inept individuals were pulled from the ranks and assigned to the Presidential Review ‘stretcher crew’ (though there were, actually, no stretchers). During the Review, the members of the stretcher crew stood behind the cadets in the ranks, under trees, in the shade. The chief rule was to remain inconspicuous—generally a good role to play in most military situations. Whenever someone blacked out as a result of the heat and fell, which happened often, the members of the stretcher crew hurried forward, helped the barely-conscious cadet to his feet, and guided him through the ranks and back to the shade as quickly and as quietly as possible. By the end of the review there would generally be a tidy group of people sitting on the ground beneath the trees, their heads held between their knees.


      The problem is really very simple. When you are standing in 90+ degree heat with comparable humidity, in a wool uniform with a hatband that tightens around the forehead and temples as the day progresses and the perspiration increases, it is quite easy to pass out, particularly when you are listening to an endless, formulaic speech on a subject that is forgotten the moment it is broached. The most common contributing cause is the locking of knees. You are taught to be able to keep your knees unlocked without making your trousers bulge or move about. The problem is that when you are bored and woozy you come to believe that locking your knees will help keep you awake (‘straighten up, listen up!’), when, in fact, it hastens the onset of the blackout.


      I was able to secure an assignment to the coveted stretcher crew on two occasions. I had learned the general strategy for avoiding unpleasant duty not just from cadet tradition but from actual military example. The most shrewd and intelligent of the noncoms in the ROTC detachment was a man named Harold Cutcher. None of us knew at the outset of our enrollment that he was the most intelligent; on the contrary, he was perceived to be the least competent member of the ROTC cadre. We learned, however, that whenever the other noncoms needed help with something involving complex information or the need for intellectual acuity, they turned immediately to Sgt. Cutcher. He helped them secure special assignments; he helped them wend their way through Army regulations; he helped them fill out complex forms; and he helped them with all of the technical details of soldiering. At the same time, he was able to avoid every unpleasant office- or military, task. His secret was simple. The day he arrived at the installation he volunteered to make the coffee. He then proceeded to spill it all over the table, the floor and the surrounding area. The next day he volunteered again and was told, “That’s all right, Sgt. Cutcher; we’ll do it.” He was never again asked to do any menial task.


      He later landed a plum job in the military/industrial complex of whose ways General Eisenhower had issued his well-known warning. I was there when Sgt. Cutcher was asked about his post-retirement plans. “Are you going to get another job?” one cadet asked him.


      “Shi-i-t,” he said, “I don’t want a job; I want a po-sition.” From what I heard he secured a position evaluating the functionality of new tank designs. Whatever he did, he was, I am sure, successful. And he certainly never had to make coffee.


      The parade through South Bend was of less importance than the Presidential Review. Several cadets found ways to be excused from it. This resulted in resentment from those who were unable to avoid it and resentment often morphs into rebellion. In one memorable case, the cadets conspired with the yearbook staff to create an act of protest that was captured for posterity.


      The soft-core porn feature of that particular semester was a film called Revenge of the Virgins, a 53 minute black-and-white piece actually penned by the redoubtable Ed Wood. The film concerned the incursions of the white man into the sacred grounds of a group of native people—actually female native people . . . more precisely, topless female native people—who responded by releasing lethal arrows at the intruders as the camera came in for close-ups of their upper arms and chests. Initially paired with a foreign snorer called The Fast Set and later with the equally forgettable Girl Fever, Revenge of the Virgins got my senior class through a tedious spring semester. (Again, there is the West Point parallel—during so-called ‘gloom period’ the cadets were treated to a ‘Great Film Festival,’ which I was asked to direct.) Through careful coordination, the yearbook staff were able to memorialize the collective experience by securing (and printing) a picture of the ROTC battalion marching proudly up South Michigan Street, with guide-ons at the ready, just beneath the Avon theatre, with large block letters across the marquee:


      


      REVENGE OF THE VIRGINS


      This small victory was particularly enjoyable because the picture was overlooked by whatever dour official was responsible for the administrative oversight of the activities of the yearbook staff and it doubtless appeared as an unwelcome surprise after the print run had been completed. Though hardly comparable to the liberation of Paris it gave us a reason for marching which many remember fondly. Our most vivid memories, however, resulted from our experiences at Summer Camp.

    

  


  
    
      


      


      Chapter Two

    


    
      Summer Camp


      When this life’s troubled sea is o’er, and our last battle’s through,
If God permits us mortals then His blest domain to view,
Then shall we see with glory crowned, in proud celestial row,
The friends we’ve known and loved so well at Benny Havens, oh!


      Our training site was IGMR, the Indiantown Gap Military Reservation (now Fort Indiantown Gap), a major embarkation point during World War II as well as in subsequent engagements. IGMR sits a little over twenty miles from Harrisburg. A huge installation, it is capable of serving 75,000 soldiers. The WWII-era facilities are now gradually being replaced. There is an actual gap between the mountains at IGMR. We were several weeks into camp before we had the opportunity to see it. By any measure it was impressive. I had not yet seen the Andes, but it was as striking as any topographical feature I had yet seen. Seeing it was refreshing to us—a vision of natural beauty in a time of sweat and sleeplessness.


      Many of my classmates and I traveled by train from the Cincinnati Union Terminal, the art deco palace that remains a city landmark, filled with the ghosts of WWII GI’s, leaving and praying to return on one of its many tracks. (It now houses museums, theaters and a library.) It was not our first train ride, but most of us had, by then, become accustomed to DC-3 air travel: slow, inexpensive, and famously safe. DC-3 passengers all remember the fact that the planes were angled as they sat on the tarmac, so that each person boarding had to pull and climb his or her way to the proper row of seats. In order to travel to and from South Bend, the Cincinnati Club of Notre Dame chartered DC-3’s in and out of Lunken Airport, operated by Purdue Airlines. Once in my four years of college I flew on a propjet out of Indianapolis and toldstories about it. Except for trips through a few, high-density corridors, train travel was becoming a rarity.


      This particular train was exceptionally long. As it snaked through the Appalachians you could see the curved lines of the front cars from the cars at the rear, reminding yourself in the process that the train you were watching was, curiously, the train on which you were riding. It was filled with apprehensive college students headed for Harrisburg and IGMR.


      The black waiters were noticeably frustrated by their customer base, since the students were on limited budgets and were unable to afford the high-ticket items on the dining car menu. When we sat down, our waiter greeted us with the statement, “I suppose you’ll all just be ordering sandwiches.” He was correct; that was precisely what we did, since cheese sandwiches on the train were more expensive than Chateaubriand for two at the West Point Officers’ Club.


      There were a number of black cadets from Central State on the train. Several ended up in our Company and one became a constant companion through summer camp. His name was Henry and he was, like others of us, more bookish than physically-inclined. He seemed uncomfortable with his classmates, who were far more vocal and outgoing. One, a man named Fred, was highly skilled militarily and very entrepreneurial. As soon as he arrived in camp he examined his potential customer base and promptly bought a set of professional hair clippers and went into business. In a matter of days he had recouped his initial investment and the rest of his (quite steady) income was gravy. When the camp was over he had his income and he still had his set of electric clippers. He was actually a very good barber, for he cut close (as we wished) though he occasionally nicked the edge of an ear.


      When we arrived in Harrisburg one of the black cadets stepped onto the platform and said, “Let’s find a redcrap.” At the time I was shocked by his words. Class trumped race and, at least in this one case, there was greater commonality between the educated and privileged black student and his white counterparts (before whom he spoke openly) than the commonality between that student and the black service employees. For me, it was like a scene from a Sherwood Anderson short story, with the naïve Midwesterner being shocked at his introduction to the ways of the real world.


      There were military vehicles waiting for us just outside the station. They took us to IGMR where we were registered and assigned to specific Companies and then shown to our quarters. The quarters were primitive in the extreme. The first thing that struck us was that the toilets were not enclosed within cubicles, but sat open in a large, very public space. The morning sit-down would become the morning meeting. There were (cigarette) ‘butt cans’ attached to the support pillars between the bunk beds—large, economy-size cans with slots fitting over their nails, with several inches of water in the bottom, water that would become odoriferous and turn a thick brown as the cigarette butts were deposited there. Worst of all, there was no hot water. The thought of six weeks of cold showers was daunting to both the cadets and the noncoms.


      Our sergeant contacted a friend of his and the two of them proceeded to the boiler room beneath the barracks. It was little more than a glorified garden shed. The door had a warning sign nailed to its center. The substance of the message was that no one, absolutely no one, should enter that room except for official personnel from the United States Army Corps of Engineers. The penalties for anyone bold enough or stupid enough to disobey that directive would be harsh and swift.


      Our hearts sank at the thought of six weeks of cold water on warm skin and several of us stood there, staring helplessly at the sign, hoping that somehow it might disappear or rewrite itself. At that point one of the sergeants walked through the crowd of cadets and proceeded to remove the lock and enter the boiler room. “Shi-it,” he said, “I’ll be goddamned if I’m going to take cold showers for the rest of this camp.” He promptly fired up the boiler, closed the door, locked it, and walked away as if he had simply flipped on a light switch or closed a window.


      There was an officer standing nearby, an Armor captain. We saw him as we turned and walked toward the steps that led to the barracks. We saluted, the realization dawning on us that he had observed the noncom violate the order, and we wondered what he might say or do. He stopped us and looked at us as if it was time to instill an important lesson. “That, men,” he said, “is what we call leadership.”


      His name was Homer McKalip. I’m not sure why so many career RA’s have what Cincinnatians would consider country names, but it was then a fact of life. Even at West Point some of the RA’s with master’s degrees and more had first names that would usually be considered nicknames, like “Billy.” During the academic year Captain McKalip was assigned to the ROTC detachment at Penn State; he later went on to a successful career, one of his principal assignments involving security work and the pushing of a great deal of paper, the sum of which he increased as the author of several professional articles. He was our TAC officer.


      His posture with regard to us was moderately gruff and studiously physical, perhaps because he was an Armor officer surrounded by Infantrymen. The “ground pounders and gravel agitators,” as they were termed by the tankers, chose, the tankers said, with evident sarcasm, “to be protected by a quarter-inch of gabardine rather than 13 inches of homogeneous armor plating.” It was also said (again by the tankers) that the average Infantryman was not known for being conspicuously intellectual, the crossed rifles of their insignia sometimes being referred to as ‘idiot sticks.’ They were, however, in peak physical condition. That may be why our captain went out of his way to demonstrate his own physical prowess. He ran whenever and wherever he might have walked and continually tried to tempt us to challenge him to races or endurance contests.


      The company commander is the ‘old man’, but this one was probably no more than 30 or 32 at the time and a formidable physical specimen. His head was shaved, before that was popular, but he had a small tuft of hair, approximately the size and shape of a soul patch, at the top of his forehead. He characteristically wore tanker’s boots rather than standard combat boots (the former being tightened by straps rather than by laces). This small affectation appeared to carry some significant degree of symbolism for him. He wore an assortment of simple helmet liners, sometimes with, sometimes without his captain’s railroad track insignia. Tankers have their own form of helmet, which is more like football headgear than an Infantryman’s steel pot. Tankers use these articles of apparel as a recruiting device; when you become a member of Armor branch you are allowed to dress differently. Patton famously designed a completely separate tanker’s uniform, sometimes dubbed the ‘green hornet’ uniform, but the Army ultimately declined his proposal. In the field, Captain McKalip wore a set of olive drab suspenders in addition to his pistol belt. I could never determine their purpose, aside from setting him apart from the other officers. After a long march one could see the sweat stains beneath them.


      Small privileges take on greater value in a regimented world. At my Armor basic course five years later we were all suitably impressed when one of the lieutenants brought his personal .45 automatic to the pistol range, an act that was routinely permitted (if rarely performed). Our hearts then went out to him when he attempted to fire it and it fell in pieces on the ground.


      The Company Sergeant’s name was Smith. He was gap-toothed and his cheeks were wrinkled from the sun, but he was physically fit and a proud Infantryman, determined “not to let no goddamned Armor officer outrun me.” He was a promoter of the military life, saying that “I know I’ll always have three squares and a roof over my head, even if it’s made of canvas.”


      Most of his talk was about sex. He told us not to complain about barracks life, since none of us were suffering as much as the married men were. That included him, but only one or two of the cadets. He said that as soon as he got leave he was going to call up his ‘old lady’ and talk to her ‘like a god-damned cavalryman,’ saying ‘Prepare to mount . . . mount!’ (His command followed standard Army practice—with a ‘preparatory command’ [often pronounced prepatory by the noncoms] and a ‘command of execution.’) He looked exactly like one of the construction workers from Appalachia who lived and worked in Cincinnati during the week and returned to the hills and hollers of Kentucky on the weekend. I had spent two summers in high school working with them and had seen pictures of their (often) common law wives; they were generally wearing house dresses, most of them looking like grandmothers. In his favor, he generally gave us a wide berth (unless our missteps somehow affected him) and he did see to it that we had hot water.


      The summer camp experience was divided into sections, with different companies rotating through the instructional blocks on different cycles. Our Company was extremely lucky in that we had the most difficult week first. While it was unpleasant, the blessing was that we did not know how truly unpleasant it would be, because none of the other cadets from the other companies were able to tell us what awaited us. We found out for ourselves and it was largely over by the time the realization that we had had the worst first began to sink in.


      We were, essentially, in the field doing routine maneuvers. The problem was, that for that week, we did not sleep (beyond an occasional hour or two) and we did not bathe. The first thing that we did do was cover our hands and wrists and faces in camouflage paint. We then lived with it for the rest of the week, in the heat and humidity of a Pennsylvania summer. This was, of course, a walk on the beach at Waikiki compared with the experience of the soldiers in the Central Highlands or the Mekong Delta, but it was the most unpleasant thing that we had yet been asked to do.


      We ‘slept’ in two-man pup tents. My tent mate was a young man from the University of Dayton. We ‘slept’ head to toe; that afforded us the most room and the most privacy. He was thin and polite and probably the best I could have asked for under the circumstances. We spent virtually no time there anyway. The purpose of the instruction was not to teach us how to sleep. It was to teach us how to use our entrenchment tools to dig mini-trenches around our tents so that any rain would be diverted and keep us from being mired in mud. It was to teach us how to half-deconstruct our tents during the day so that their shape and hence, their presence would not be immediately obvious to enemy aircraft flying overhead. It was to teach us how to get by without sleep.


      We also learned the eternal lesson of RHIP: rank has its privileges. The TAC officers were sheltered in a large, airy tent containing comfortable canvas beds, with access to snack food and drink (‘pogey bait’ in Marine argot). They shuttled to and from camp with the mess crew so that they could shave and shower and continue pursuing the life of the gentleman without significant interruption.


      So-called reality television programming did not yet exist, but there were certain parallels between the structure of our maneuvers and the structure of such later programs as The Apprentice or Hell’s Kitchen. For each set of exercises cadets were chosen (by the TAC officers, not by election) to serve as company commander or company sergeant. (I was chosen to play sergeant on one of the early, night problems. I acquitted myself reasonably well, but confused the TAC officers [in the dark] by identifying myself as ‘Sergeant Schwartz.’ There was no such creature, only a Sergeant Smith. I was ‘Cadet Sergeant.’)


      If you have been frustrated in watching the competitions on reality programming, it is perhaps because you realize that the person chosen to lead that day has very little control over the circumstances. S/he did not hire those individuals under her or his command and s/he cannot fire them or demote them. S/he has all of the responsibility for the success of a real-world task, but virtually none of the sticks and carrots that leaders and managers hold in the ‘real’ world. That was precisely the circumstance in summer camp (and, later, in my AOB [Armor Officer Basic] course). In attempting to be successful in leading individuals (who you may have followed the day before or would follow the day after) you have little at your disposal beyond moral suasion and the hope that slackers will be seen to be such by the TAC officers, who will still—to some degree—hold you responsible for the quality of their performance.


      The mechanism (in both settings) was a general briefing of all of the cadets/junior officers. Each of us was then directed to plan what we would do if we were put in charge of the impending operation. After each had done so the TAC officer would select the individual or individuals to actually assume the command role(s). Sometimes the individuals were highly skilled and highly motivated, sometimes not.


      This resulted in awkward situations. On the first day out we had a long hike along a dusty road, carrying full packs. Our appointed leader was a young man from Lafayette College (I am sorry to say so, but he was) who was long on attitude and short on leadership potential. His first act after we arrived at IGMR was to go to the Post Exchange and purchase a gross of condoms. They actually sold them in those quantities. When he commented on how inexpensive they were (thus informing the rest of us of the dimensions of his purchase), my friend Henry commented to me quietly that he was buying enough to last him through three or four lifetimes.


      As we hiked along the road, between the tree lines, the TAC officers would introduce real-life complications. For example, we would be told that a patrol had reported an ambush a few hundred yards ahead. We would then be diverted to a circuitous, unpleasant route involving low-hanging tree limbs and/or thick brush. At other points someone would fire blanks in our general direction and we were expected to immediately exit the road and hit the dirt inside one of the respective tree lines. None of this is particularly complex, but it is far easier to read about it in a textbook than to execute it while carrying a rifle and a forty-pound pack.


      A few hours into the exercise our cadet leader announced that he ‘had had enough’, that he was tired of being Cadet Captain, that it was a pain in the ass, that he was returning to the ranks and that ‘somebody else could take over for him for awhile.’ We were, of course, astonished, and had no idea what to do. We thought that if one of the TAC officers heard him, he would be immediately expelled from the program, or worse. (We believed that you could not court-martial a cadet, but we weren’t stone certain.) At the same time, if one of us had volunteered to spell him for awhile, one of the TAC officers would discover what had happened and ask us just what, in the hell, we thought we were doing. Eventually one of the other cadets took him aside and told him that he’d simply have to continue, that none of the other options were viable. His response was that he would agree to do so, at least for awhile. The awhile proved to be long enough, as we eventually arrived at our destination point and began preparation for the next problem.


      The most amusing thing that happened during the field exercises was the sudden appearance of a plentiful set of widely-scattered pamphlets, which greeted us late one afternoon when we returned to our tents. The TAC officers informed us that ‘we had just been subjected to an act of psychological warfare.’ I should pause first and note that in all of these exercises the enemy was always identified as a force of undisclosed national origin called ‘The Aggressor Army.’ The pamphlets scattered among our tents (the presumptive fiction being that they had been dropped from a plane) were signed by the leader of the Aggressor Army. These individuals always had names that were clearly ‘foreign’ but not easily associated with specific nation states: names like Bildo Snilpas or Lanis Crisnatch. The leader of the Aggressor Army carried a rank that was equally foreign, such as ‘Marshal.’


      One of the TAC officers confided to us (almost as if he was revealing top secret information) that there were, ultimately, some commonalities between the organization of the Aggressor Army and that of the Soviet Red Army. The propaganda pamphlet, however, was more like something out of a Harold Ramis military comedy. It told us that Marshal Crisnatch knew that we were unhappy. He also knew that we were tired. Moreover, he knew that we were hungry. He knew that we would welcome the chance to escape the dreary exercises to which we were being subjected and promised us—on his word-that all of our problems would end and all of our futures would be bright and comfortable if we would simply lay down our M-1 rifles and come over to the Aggressor Army, where we would be greeted warmly.


      We collectively survived this psychological warfare attack, but not without the use of humor. Several of the members of our Company began acting as if they had undergone a sudden, battlefield conversion. They handed their rifles to their brothers in arms and said things like, ‘Fuckin’ A; it sounds good to me. I’m damn sure tired of this shit. Maybe that Aggressor Army guy will take care of us. Where do we sign up?’ Fortunately, none of the TAC officers heard them, because we doubted that they shared our perception of the ridiculousness of the situation.


      The live fire exercise, though much heralded and anticipated, was largely a non-event. Crawling under machine gun fire is only terrifying or, Churchill would have said, exhilarating (once you escape unscathed), if the people operating the machine guns are actually trying to hit you. In a training situation anyone who actually shot you would be court-martialed and summarily sent to prison, as might the supervising officer who, at any rate, would have systematically done all in his power to insure your safety lest (he would say to you) he have to ‘fill out a whole shitload of forms.’ The greatest annoyance with the live fire exercise is the high crawling (on elbows and knees, rather than low crawling, with the body flat against the ground and your hands pulling you through the foliage). It makes your elbows and knees sore and it gets dirt, grass, insects and things down the front of your fatigues. That is the long and the short of the ‘challenge.’ There is also barbed wire above you, to remind you to keep your body beneath a certain level and the rounds are being fired from machine guns locked in position so that the rounds will stay well above the barbed wire itself. Finally, the machine guns are firing tracers, so you can see precisely how far above you they actually are. The experience could be exaggerated and embellished in ways that might impress children, but anyone who has actually undergone it will affirm that it is far more challenging to carry a heavy pack for a few miles in hundred-degree heat than to crawl thirty yards or so under bullets fired under heavily-controlled conditions.


      The best job in the field exercises was clearly that of playing the role of a member of the Aggressor Army. These were all Army enlisted men, whose task was to wear comfortable, ragtag clothes, walk around in the woods, and shoot blanks in our general direction at unexpected times. It was the job that all of us actually wanted. In some cases, however, the roles were more circumscribed and the scenarios more organized. If we were doing ‘Company in the Attack’, for example, the aggressors would be in fixed, fortified positions and they would be required to stay there until the exercise was finally completed. It simply wouldn’t do for them to alter the problem in some creative way, because the Army protocols required that every company of summer camp cadets would experience a certain problem, framed in a certain fashion and executed in a prescribed way.


      Our inclination, on the contrary, was (as USMA cadets would say) to ‘speck out’ the problem, anticipate the aggressors’ actions and then formulate a response that ran counter to the ‘school solution’ as it is was officially understood. We would thus go beyond the prescribed limits of the battlefield, develop feinting operations, attack with the main force from an unexpected angle and (for the first time in their lives) surprise the aggressors and astonish the TAC officers. (This was long before Cadet Kirk’s approach to the Kobayashi Maru ‘no-win’ scenario in Star Trek II: The Wrath of Khan, but it took approximately the same form—changing the terms of the problem in order to achieve unexpected success.) This, needless to say, was found to be completely unacceptable. We were told to follow the textbook: two up and one back, feed ‘em a hot breakfast and attack at dawn.


      When we returned from the field we were told to prepare for a ‘foot inspection.’ This involved removing our shoes and socks and laying on our bunks with our bare feet exposed at the end of the rack. CPT McKalip then bravely inspected them, toe by toe. He sought to insure that we had not sustained any serious injuries and could proceed with our training. When he inspected mine and pronounced me fit, he said, “Schwartz, I knew you were a tiger.”


      This was a nice compliment, but I did not always fare so well in his inspections. During an ‘eyewash inspection’—one designed to demonstrate that we could sort out our equipment and display it in an aesthetically-pleasing man-ner—he railed at me (fairly) for failing to find a field expedient to secure my canteen cap’s broken chain. I still carry paper clips, safety pins, and small keychains to this day.


      He also conducted a ‘shakedown inspection’, an unannounced search for contraband. This might have been interesting, but our straightlaced company was hiding nothing of any great interest. The purpose of this inspection was largely pedagogical. If we were to serve as commissioned officers it was important that we learn military lore, in this case an effective way of protecting our units and our individual troops from materials that they were unauthorized to possess and could prove harmful to them or to us.


      He did, however, enjoy criticism for criticism’s sake, but we knew that while part of this was to instill discipline, part was intended to stimulate us and keep us alert and in high spirits. It is part of a verbal game which includes humor as a significant component. For example, after our return from the field, CPT McKalip toured the mess hall, checking our table manners. He noticed that I had one of my elbows on the table and screamed at me, demanding that I remove it. He then added, “We’re back in garrison now; we’ve got couth!” I could see the edge of his smile as he walked away.


      After the completion of our field exercises we received one of our two weekend leaves. The advice we received from the noncoms was to leave the post at our earliest convenience. This is sound military doctrine, for those who remain on post under such circumstances risk being spotted around the barracks and being tapped to do unpleasant duties while all of the other soldiers are enjoying their leave. A group of us chose to drive to Gettysburg, rent a single hotel room, drink a great deal of inexpensive Scotch (which would cushion those of us who would be sleeping on the floor), and put as much psychological distance between ourselves and summer camp as we possibly could. It is ironic, of course, that we chose a battlefield for our destination, but it is an immensely important and moving battlefield and one that is far easier to experience as a tourist than as a combatant. Besides, we were students, and this was an educational rather than a purely sybaritic choice (or so we told ourselves).


      When we returned and joined the cadets from the other companies they began regaling us with talk of the rifle range (which they had recently experienced) and other elements of the course, the most notorious of which was the gas chamber. Knowing that we had already put the field exercises behind us, we knew that everything else would be easy. That was particularly true of the gas chamber, a simple exercise that had far more to do with confidence in the equipment and the ability to follow instructions than with any actual physical danger.


      The training came in several stages. First, we were introduced to our gas masks, practiced putting them on and taking them off, and were assured that they would actually insure our safety. The next stage was to enter a chamber filled with CN (tear gas), wearing our masks. (I am told that CS [vomiting agent] was later substituted for CN.) We sat there for awhile, feeling nothing, the air in the room basically appearing to be filled with dust. We were then told to remove our masks, whereupon the ‘dust’ stung our eyes. We were required to stay there long enough to realize that being there was not a good thing. We were then told to leave the chamber and not rub our eyes. Rather, we should open our eyes wide, facing into the wind and allowing the agent to dissipate. Naturally, one or two individuals left the chamber and immediately began to rub their eyes, thus exacerbating their condition. The rest of us stood wide-eyed, in the wind, and felt markedly better in a surprisingly short period of time.


      The next stage was slightly more serious. The succeeding chamber contained Chlorine gas, which, ultimately, can prove to be lethal. The CN chamber had assured us that our masks would protect us. That would also be the lesson of the Chlorine gas chamber. The procedure, however, was reversed. In this case we entered the chamber with our masks in their pouches at our sides. We were told not to breathe as we entered. As soon as we got to the center of the room we were told to (a) remove our masks from their pouches and (b) put them across our faces and (c) then blow into them vigorously. The reason for the blowing is that as you lift the mask to your face it captures some of the ambient Chlorine. Thus, you blow into it and force the Chlorine back out through the rubber flaps around the base of the mask, along your neck. Then you pull the straps of the mask up over your head and wait, safely and uneventfully, until you are told to exit the chamber.


      If you followed these simple instructions to the letter (as most of us did) the exercise proved to be completely safe and straightforward. If, however, you forgot to blow into the mask (as one or two people inevitably did), you became nauseous and began to throw up. It was interesting to observe the inevitability of the vomiters’ actions. It is a military truism that there is an irreducible ‘10% that never get the word.’ Their actions (or inactions) are seldom the result of native intelligence. It all has far more to do with trust and attentiveness and, chiefly, with the ability to follow simple directions. That some—no matter how intelligent they might be—cannot ever seem to do this, makes military experience exactly like rush-hour driving or work in retail sales; it is an unending series of lessons in the ways of human nature. And the observation of the predictable actions of the 10%ers helps you develop a form of skepticism that enables you to guard against the degree of comfort which some find in abstractions and in the best-laid plans. Whether the latter lesson was being consciously inculcated by the ROTC summer camp planners ensconced somewhere in one of the set of offices in one of the rings of the pentagon is unclear, but the lesson itself was very clear.


      As part of our training we were given a complete physical examination. It was largely uneventful, except for the humiliation of walking around for an extended period of time in underwear and combat boots. It did include a psychological exam as well as the usual eye test, blood pressure check, temperature check, blood work, urinalysis, ear, nose and throat exam, hernia exam and other indignities. The military psychologist sat in a private office, his desk covered with forms and a prominent set of rubber stamps. I thought of the character in No Time for Sergeants, who flips forms with one hand and stamps them, rapid-fire, with the other.


      He instructed me to sit down and then asked me two questions:

      “Do you have a girlfriend?”

      “Yes,” I answered.

      “How do you like life in the barracks?”

      “Honestly?” I said. “It sucks.”

      The instant I answered the second question in that way he took my form and marked it with his smudged, well-worn stamp:


      


      NORMAL


      This has given me the opportunity—over the last 4+ decades—to assure the skeptical that I, unlike others, have been certified as such by a presumably competent professional authority.


      In the days that followed we found time to attend a movie or two (Henry was my moviegoing companion) and we successfully warded off a challenge from an adjoining company to join them for a swimming contest on which heavy bets would be placed. We knew that their company included several sleepers from the Indiana University swimming team—an Olympic-quality group—and challenged them instead to another form of competition, which, as it turned out, ultimately failed to materialize.


      Our battalion commander was replaced, an event which never really touched us directly. The rumor was that the aged lieutenant colonel who had served as our first commanding officer was perceived to have been too easy on us. He was replaced by a younger LTC who presented himself as a hardass and warned us that we would now be doing multiple push-ups for any infractions and that the bar for our expected performance level would be systematically raised. Little actually happened after that initial speech. The new LTC was also cool on the motto which his predecessor had given us (“All the Way!”) but the motto had never played a significant role in our lives to date and at any rate he had nothing to offer in its place. Anti-mottoes were usually better morale boosters anyway (e.g. “Well then, fuck you if you can’t take a joke”).


      The rifle range was interesting. Except for the occasional .22 of one of my grammar school or high school classmates, the M-1 rifle was the first significant weapon I had ever fired in my life. My father was in the FBI during the war and was required to report regularly to the range. He brought home his .38 hammerless at night, cleared it, and put it on the mantle. We have pictures of him firing Thompson submachine guns and other Bureau weapons. The result for me was that there was no particular mystique with regard to weapons and so I never had any particular inclination to own or shoot one. This is probably not the experience of everyone, but it was my own experience later that, having fired rifles, machine guns, mortars, carbines, .45 automatics, recoilless rifles, grenade launchers, 105 howitzers, and other weapons during my time in the service, any need to do so later had basically already been met.


      On the range we fired the M-1. I later fired the M-14 and the M-16, the latter feeling like a toy (and sometimes jamming like one), compared with the heavier weapons. We shot from various positions and shot in teams, our unit receiving a trophy for field firing—an exercise in which a group of individuals have responsibility for a certain broad area. Targets appear and the trick is to insure that all of the targets are covered by the team, without everyone shooting up the same one. This requires coordination and good reflexes as well as marksmanship.


      We also ‘pulled and pasted’ targets. Positioned in pits beneath the targets, we signaled the shooter when he had hit the bull’s eye and when he had missed the target entirely. We then pulled the targets into the pit and pasted white patches over the white area and black over the black. From the firing line the targets look intact; up close and personal they are covered with pasted patches. The range officers are meanwhile intoning things such as “Lick ‘em and stick ‘em. Chop chop, bally bally.”


      Procedures are followed carefully, to insure that the individuals in the pits do not rise above them when the people on the firing line are about to squeeze their triggers. Again, there are prescribed announcements: “Ready on the left, ready on the right, ready on the firing line . . . commence firing.” This is comparable to the expression, ‘Fire in the hole’ when one is about to detonate an explosive.


      Each day of training after the first week, in the field, ended with physical training. Cadets were selected to lead their fellows through a sequence of prescribed Army exercises. Some are much easier than others. Side straddle hops or jumping jacks are far easier than squat thrusts, for example. I was once asked to lead in the performance of the 8-count pushup. The 8-count pushup is essentially four pushups, a dozen repetitions bringing 48. It is the least enjoyable of the exercises. Being selected to lead it—where there is no room for hedging or fudging, and being required to call out the steps and the repetitions while performing them—is either an honor or a test; in my own case I wasn’t sure which, but I got through it. The P.T. ended with a mile run: 4 laps in combat boots around a rutted, hardpan track. I was surprised at how easy this got after the regular eating of a balanced diet and several weeks of physical exertion as preparation. The run was actually easy; one looked forward to it. It was like a walk-off home run. When it was completed, all of the work of the day was finished and you were off the clock.


      For our second weekend’s leave my college roommate, Tom Kelly, and I went to New York. For awhile I did not think we could make it. Our TAC officer called for a rifle inspection on the morning of the leave and announced that no one would be permitted to depart until each and every rifle was approved by him after close inspection. Oil patches have a way of leaving lint within the weapon, so that the cleaning and inspection process is arduous, frustrating, and sometimes seemingly unending. With many having pre-purchased tickets in hand, the prospect of being late or not leaving at all raised the tension level within the Company.


      This was a classic instance of the fine line between training and harassment as well as the use of peer pressure to enforce some vague and unspecified lesson. It reminded me of the tactics of the Sisters of the Precious Blood, who punished all of the members of a grammar school class for the infractions of a single person. At least they prepared me for this particular TAC officer who was following in the spirit of their practices.


      In New York we stayed at the 47th Street Y. This was not an experience I will ever be anxious to repeat, though the price was perfect for our meager budgets. It is an unsettling but not unique experience to be standing in a shower room suddenly aware of the eyes of an uncommonly large number of strangers. The Village People did not form until the late 70’s, but the experience of staying in the YMCA, of which they were to sing, was already engraven upon my memory and the word fun was not a significant part of it.


      Tom was a good friend and accompanied me to the Bronx to visit my then-fiancée’s uncle, who was dying of a brain tumor at Montefiore Hospital. A wonderful man, he was alert and lucid and we had a nice, though final opportunity to talk. He enjoined me, with a broad smile, to do all in my power to convert his favorite niece to his own political persuasion.


      The rest of my summer camp experience is something of a blur; after the week in the field and the week at the rifle range everything else was largely anticlimactic. The land navigation course was uneventful. Beginning at a specified post within a line of posts, one is given a list of azimuths and a parallel list of distances. (‘Following an azimuth of X, walk 123 yards; then following an azimuth of Y, walk 79 yards . . .’) These eventually bring you to another set of posts some distance away, the trick being to end up at the right post, with the intervening lines all crisscrossing like an explosion in a spaghetti factory. Except for a few thorn bushes there were, thankfully, no other major challenges. One hears of far worse settings for this exercise—swamps, e.g., at sites like Ft. Polk, Louisiana, but we were spared them.


      The final week revealed to me one of my major failings, an unwillingness or inability to test the limits of a highly-organized system. That week’s ‘instruction’ was essentially a waste of time, with multiple briefings and displays concerning Army branches and career opportunities. It could have been replaced by a medium-sized pamphlet. What I did not know (until it was too late) was that a significant number of my fellow cadets had requested the opportunity to depart from camp early, on the grounds that they had some job or other awaiting them with a tight deadline. The Army had approved all of their requests. Why had I not thought to file one as well?


      Later, when I was in graduate school, I operated on the notion—specified in my orders—that I could request up to four years of delay status before reporting for active duty. To me that meant that I must complete my doctoral studies in four years or face the prospect of interrupting them and then returning to them after two years of active duty. As a result, I set a record for degree completion time during the ten years since my department had begun to keep records. This was a good thing, after all, and I am glad that I did it. However, when I went on active duty and talked to other people coming on active duty after being on delay status I learned that several of them had requested a fifth or sixth year’s delay and were granted it without any hesitation. I blame all of this on the media (failing to find any other culprit), particularly the film and television media, for reinforcing the notion that the military is rigid, absolutist, and rule-ridden. In my experience that proved to be simply untrue.


      This is not to imply that it is studiously rational or commonsensical. The night before the end of camp we had to attend to certain duties, not the least of which was to police up the barracks and gather all of the materials in our possession that would need to be laundered and stored. Thus, we collected our sheets, blankets and pillows and spent our last night in the barracks without them. We were permitted to use our mattresses.


      As luck would have it, we were visited with an unexpected cold snap and lay shivering in our beds. In retrospect, the intelligent approach to this situation would have called for our sleeping in street clothes and using an additional shirt or two as a blanket. Intelligence, however, was trumped by naivety. One person offered a suggestion and we all followed it blindly, namely, the thought that we could easily open the mattress cover at the top and crawl inside, using it as one would a sleeping bag.


      Actually it worked and it worked very well, so we all fell off to sleep without giving it a second thought. In the morning, in the clear light of day, we realized that the mattress cover and the mattress beneath it had not been parted since sometime shortly after the War of 1812. Our bodies were covered with red dust of a sort that none of us had ever seen.


      A long, hot, soapy shower helped remove the larger bits, but the rest would have to wait for the healing hand of time. I signed out and was handed a sack lunch. I always thought that that was a nice touch. It was not something I could imagine eating and as I recall it was not something that would have held up well in the midday sun (egg salad, maybe), but it certainly projected the feeling that this large and complex organization really did care about us.


      Our prior experience with Army food was actually quite positive. We seldom had the time to eat our full C-rations in the field, but they often included things like crackers and jam which were easy to eat and remarkably palatable, particularly considering their age.


      The food in garrison was decent enough. We only had creamed chip beef on toast (‘SOS’—shit on a shingle) for breakfast once. I did catch K-P duty the night that we had had liver and I was assigned the task of cleaning the grease traps—not an experience I am anxious to repeat. I remember being struck by the skills of the cooks and their attentiveness to the cleanliness of the kitchen. At the close of the cleaning exercise they scrubbed the cutting blocks with thin pieces of sliced lemon. The food was always better than the drink. G.I. coffee is often bland, the water in the field tanks noticeably ice-free, and the bug juice (fruit juice of an indeterminable variety) consistently suspect.


      My trip home was very tricky. I was not taking the train, because my fiancée and her family had visited her married sister in Vermont and her dying uncle in New York. The plan was for them to pick me up at Indiantown Gap and return us to Cincinnati. My fiancée’s brother and younger sister had split off and were taking the train, leaving a comfortable amount of room for me and my fiancée in the back seat. I was very much looking forward to it.


      This was all, of course, in the days before cell phones, Google Earth and Mapquest.com. We had arranged to meet at a specific (but inevitably approximate) time and an equally specific rallying point within, I realized, an 18,000 acre, heavily-wooded and relatively remote site.


      I gathered my single piece of luggage and my sack lunch, said good bye to my friends, some of whom I had not seen since high school, walked to the rallying point, stood at the side of the road, and looked wistfully in the general direction of the northeast.


      I was there a very short time when I saw their family car approach. This was one of the most beautiful sights that it has ever been my privilege to experience, closely rivaling the image of my fiancée walking down the wedding aisle, closely rivaling the image of our newborn son in his blue and white receiving blanket, and exceeding, by a considerable measure, the view of the Duomo and the Arno Valley from Fiesole, the thin bluegreen ribbon of the Colorado River from the south edge of the Grand Canyon or a sky filled with thousands of stars on a cool August night on the shore at Mt. Desert Island.


      What I was less aware of than my fiancée and her mom and dad was the fact that my head was close to being shaved and that I had lost sufficient weight to make me look precisely like a 14 year-old again (a stage in my physical development that they had never observed).


      My wife now says that she had never seen a more forlorn individual in all of her life (and, fortunately, has not seen one since). She is doubtless right, but her view did not reflect my emotional state, which was one of relief, followed quickly by elation. After twenty minutes or so in the car—after the hugs and the greetings—she asked the inevitable question, “What is all that red stuff on your arms and legs?” It took, literally, two weeks to clean all of it off, and that included the use of Lava, 20 Mule Team Borax and other soaps and scrubbing implements that fell just slightly short of the coarsest steel wool pads. I didn’t give it a second thought. We were nearly five hundred miles from Cincinnati, but I felt as if I was already home.

    

  


  
    
      


      


      Chapter Three

    


    
      Delay Status


      To our regiments, now fellows, we all must shortly go,
We must cultivate the graces, do everything “just so”
And look as sage as parsons when they talk of what’s below;
And never speak to ears polite of Benny Havens, oh!


      I returned to college in the fall, the contrasts between the practicalities of summer camp and the abstractions of classroom work more clear and more finely-drawn than ever. Academically, the year was challenging. I was preparing applications for graduate school, taking a large number of courses, and had elected to write a senior thesis. My military duties beyond the classroom, on the other hand, were light. In fact, they were cushy.


      We never received personal copies of the evaluations of our performance at summer camp, but apparently they were prepared and forwarded to the individual ROTC detachments. The combination of those evaluations and my previous classroom work had placed me, to my considerable surprise, in the DMS (distinguished military student) category, a status that I had not attained as a junior and did not expect to attain as a senior. DMS students could elect a Regular Army rather than a Reserve commission; they generally had a higher likelihood of receiving their branch choice, and (most important to some), they were permitted to wear a gold fouragerre on their left shoulder.


      This lofty status affected my assignment as a senior cadet and I received what can only be described as the perfect position for someone with many other pressing things to do. The battalion included a commander, executive officer, and sergeant major and what was then considered a full staff. I was appointed a member of that staff.


      The student chosen to be commander was a dark-horse candidate. He had been appointed to the position because, it was said, he had two distinctadvantages over all of the other possible contenders. His military record showed ‘progressive improvement,’ something highly-prized by the Army, and he had a perfect command voice. The latter is as important to military officers as it is to television news anchors. The lack of a good command voice had held back a good friend of mine, whose technical knowledge of soldiering was very strong.


      His voice was high-pitched and squeaky and his commands sounded as if they were issuing from the mouth of a pre-pubescent. One of the difficulties of suffering from this plight is that there is no optimal place to go to practice altering it, so that you might actually be able to ameliorate the situation. He would sometimes bark out commands at the edge of the deserted parade field after the staff workers had driven home from their nearby parking lots. (This grassy space on the southeast side of the Notre Dame campus—a former parking area for football games—is now covered by new buildings and the parking lots, roads and other infrastructure which serve them.) To be discovered there, of course, would have been highly embarrassing. A high wind was helpful in dissipating the sound. At summer camp he would go deep into the woods beyond our barracks. At summer camp, however, the barking of commands was a constant reality, so that practicing such commands could be done with relative impunity. On campus, however, the risk of disturbing others or being subjected to ridicule by those who might overhear you was everpresent. My heart went out to him. The cadet commander’s voice, on the other hand, was exceptional and while few expected him to be tapped for the role, he ended up doing a very good job of it. As a member of his staff I was, of course, personally invested in his success.


      The acronym summarizing battalion staff assignments in use at the time was PITS (S-1, Personnel, S-2, Intelligence, S-3, Training and Operations, and S-4, Supplies and Logistics). Now there are six such officers, the additional two for Public Relations and Signal. Interestingly, at Notre Dame today four of those six positions are held by women (along with the Sergeant Major and one of the always-important Company Commander slots).


      I was appointed the battalion S-2, the staff officer responsible for intelligence. Since, gratefully, the Notre Dame ROTC battalion never conducted actual combat operations, it had no need to gather the intelligence that would have a possible bearing on such operations. There were personnel issues, and there were training issues (quite a few), and there were logistical issues. There were no intelligence issues whatsoever, though the Army’s drive for completeness and symmetry mandated that someone be appointed to fill that slot. Hence, the primary (and exclusive) functions of the battalion S-2 were to attend all drills, appear to be serious, and walk among the various companies and stare thoughtfully as they conducted their exercises. The issuing of words of encouragement or commendation (as appropriate) was one of the (few) subsidiary duties of the job.


      The staff officers carried the rank of cadet captain (three little silver buttons), but were considered senior to the company commanders who also carried that rank (though the company commanders had significant responsibilities). My first and last bona fide sinecure, I enjoyed it thoroughly. If I wanted to walk, I could walk. If I wanted to stand still, I could stand still. When I walked I didn’t have to be in step with the rest of the cadets. When I stood still I didn’t have to stand in any particular location. The only absolute responsibility of the position was to stand with the other staff officers behind the battalion commander for the minute or two when the full battalion was assembled.


      The selection of locations for active duty assignments came toward the end of the second semester. It was an interesting formality, though I knew that it would not affect me for several years. As it turned out it did not affect me at all. You are permitted to request assignment to any place in the world where there are Army personnel. I believe that I requested (in order of choice) assignment to: 1) England; 2) France; and 3) Italy. Virtually none of these requests were ever met, unless you sought assignment to places such as Germany, Korea, or Ft. Polk, Louisiana (commonly termed ‘Swamp Polk’). It may be that they were not even met then. I will return to this subject later, when (in 1967) the initial assignment was far more important than it might have been in 1963.


      We graduated on a sultry day in May. (Attendance was mandatory.) Lester Pearson, the prime minister of Canada, spoke on the occasion for approximately 45 minutes. To the best of my recollection the subject of his address concerned some aspects of the relations between Canada and the United States. We were mercifully spared the advice and counsels of perfection that usually constitute the peroration of a commencement speech. There were no stretcher crews, because we were all seated, but several passed out in the 90+ degree heat. Some of my classmates wore nothing beneath their black robes but their underwear. It was an odd dais. W. K. Wimsatt, Jr. (the great Yale critic and literary historian) was among the honorary degree awardees. Notoriously tall, he looked as if he was standing throughout the ceremony. He stayed awake throughout Pearson’s talk, something many of my classmates failed to do.


      Commissioning occurred at that time but at a different ceremony—a favorite occasion for the sergeants (think about the comparable scene in An Officer and a Gentleman), who lined up to issue the newly-created second lieutenants their first salute (and receive the traditional dollar bill in return). We wore tropical worsted, tan uniforms (‘TW’s’). I thought they looked very nice. Unfortunately, the Army discontinued them soon afterwards, so that my particular (expensive and carefully-tailored) uniform was worn for approximately four hours before being retired forever.


      Those four hours were the only time in which I wore a second lieutenant’s gold bar (a ‘butter bar’ in Army argot), since I promptly went on delay status and reemerged four years later as a first lieutenant. “Delay status” was a wonderful idea. During this period—in graduate school, awaiting a later active duty assignment—you were not required to attend Army Reserve meetings, but you were eligible for promotion and you did accrue seniority for pay purposes.


      The point was a simple one. The Army liked its officers to have additional education and advanced degrees. Under this arrangement, however, the Army did not have to incur the cost of that education. Thus, it encouraged its new second lieutenants to stay in school and secure an advanced degree at their own expense. Moreover, the Army permitted its lieutenants to attend graduate school in any field, while the Navy required the ensigns graduating from the NROTC program to study within an area of science or engineering directly germane to a naval career, or, alternatively, report immediately for active duty.


      You could also, of course, go to graduate school at Army expense, once you were on active duty. That is what all of the Regular Army officers with whom I would teach at West Point had done. The upside of their arrangement was that the Army paid for all of their tuition and continued their salary at their current grade; the downside was that they incurred an additional service obligation for every year spent in graduate school. Since the University of Illinois was covering my graduate school expenses I believed that my deal was better (though it would have been nice to draw a captain’s or major’s salary while in school, as my RA counterparts had).


      The downside was that as soon as I came on active duty I had to re-take the Graduate Record Exam. As the sergeant administering the test explained, “You may eventually decide that you want the Army to send you to graduate school. In that case, we’ll have your GRE results to help us decide whether or not you’re worth the investment.” I informed the friendly sergeant that I had already taken the GRE exam and had already completed graduate school and that it would be much appreciated if he could see his way clear to excusing me for the remainder of the period. He looked at me painfully and said, “Just take the damn exam, Lieutenant.” Which I did. My verbal and mathematical scores transposed by approximately 30 percentile points. Where the original test, taken in 1962, had indicated (I would never say proved) that I was verbally agile, but mathematically-challenged, the 1967 test suggested that I was a barely literate math whiz. I have been opposed to the requirement of the GRE’s ever since.


      Each year in graduate school I was required to submit a request to maintain my delay status for an additional year. These requests went to the Army records center in St. Louis and were approved by a first lieutenant named Justin Mureika. Any time the reserve officers talked about their experience with delay status they brought up 1LT Mureika’s name. He was scrupulously efficient in responding to our requests, but given the volume of paper with which he must have had to deal we sometimes thought that he might have been a fictional character, like Betty Crocker or Uncle Ben—an iconic representative of a vast organization, embodying its best features and products. If Google and the internet are to be trusted, this is not the case. He is now flourishing in Florida, with all of our best wishes.


      When I finally did go on active duty my first lieutenant’s rank and four years of seniority for pay purposes resulted in pay that was nearly double that of the newly-commissioned second lieutenants, so this was a very good arrangement for me. The point was made far clearer in those days, since the finance officers at the Armor School dispersed our monthly pay in cash, with a loaded .45 automatic sitting next to the cash box. I should say in passing that two of the finance officers who paid us at Ft. Knox appeared to be noticeably gay. This was not a problem for anyone and they fulfilled their responsibilities with great accuracy and efficiency. (This is not an acerbic aside on the don’t ask/don’t tell policy, but a simple affirmation from my own experience of the fact that there have always been gay people in the Army and that that fact was not a deeply-held secret.)


      When I completed my graduate education I was fortunate to have some additional time between my graduation and my active duty report date. The first assignment for every new officer is the branch basic course, in my case the Armor officer basic course at Ft. Knox, Kentucky. Each course accommodated approximately 120 junior officers. Since heavy enrollments (following the expansion of the war in Vietnam) had resulted in the need to add an additional (later) section of the course to cover the officers requiring it, and since I was assigned to that later section, I received an unexpected extra month to prepare myself for it. The Armor officer basic courses are numbered sequentially. One of our longstanding family friends was in the (previous) AOB1 class; since our class was squeezed into the preexisting list it was numbered AOB1A. Henceforth, we would be addressed in a manner such as the following: “All right, AOB1A, listen up.”


      Prior to reporting, my wife, son and I moved into my wife’s parents’ home in Cincinnati for several weeks and I began to prepare for Ft. Knox. In addition to beginning a regular exercise regimen, I went to the ROTC installation at a local college and secured the field manuals that were likely to be helpful in my AOB class. I had a very interesting talk with the supply sergeant there, who gave the manuals to me free of charge and informed me that the most expensive field manual in the Army inventory cost the Army sixteen cents to produce. Since some of these manuals were very large (cookbooks, for example), I learned something about economies of scale (as of 1967) in the publishing industry. One of my senior eighteenth-century colleagues later told me that during his military service—as, in fact, a supply sergeant working in a similar capacity—he had spent much of his free time reading field manuals. He was particularly taken, he said, with the instructions on how to properly conduct an execution by hanging. (More on English departments to come . . . )


      Since many military actions taken must be, to a considerable degree, uniform, they often become purposely formulaic. When you are under pressure and, in some cases, literally under fire, you fall back on procedures that have been memorized and performed repeatedly. Tank combat, for example, is like a wild west shootout. In most circumstances a 50+ ton vehicle at rest is absolutely stable. If the rangefinder and sighting equipment are functioning properly and the gunner is using them properly you are absolutely guaranteed that you will hit the target at which you are aiming.


      So is the person who is aiming at you. Hence, speed is as important as precision. In a very brief period of time the tank commander must direct the gunner and loader to acquire and address a particular target with a particular type of ammunition. This set of commands—securing their attention, identifying the ammunition, the target, etc. is governed by a specific formula and its elements must be articulated in a specific order. The ammunition is identified by shorthand terms (HEAT= high explosive, anti-tank; SMOKE=white phosphorous, etc.) that must be used, specifically.


      I figured (correctly, as it turned out) that at the Armor School we would be presented with much of this information in rapid-fire fashion, using predictable training aids. One, for example, was the window shade aid—a set of boards that could be turned, individually, each revealing a certain amount of information. As the instructor proceeded through this presentation he would reveal—in sequence—the next item under consideration (or the next item to be noted and memorized). This particular training aid was a crude but direct anticipation of PowerPoint software. (James Burke, the very clever creator of the Connections series—who I once saw emerging from the British Museum with weary eyes—could doubtless explain their relationship.)


      The Army loved training aids, which escalated in sophistication with the instructional level of the school. We heard stories, for example, of a microphone which emerged from the floor at the touch of a floor button—much like the wa-wa pedal used by the lead guitarist in a rock band. This was at the Command and General Staff College. The word was that unsuspecting individuals could sometimes impale themselves on the microphone if they got lost within their preparation phase and inadvertently stood too close to it when it was rising from the depths beneath the stage.


      The bottom line was that if I studied this sort of training-aid-specific material over the course of several weeks, rather than over the course of the thirty minutes or an hour in which it was presented at Ft. Knox, I would be able to absorb it more completely and stay with the rest of my AOB class, particularly with material which did not come easily to me. This could prove to be very helpful, since there was much military material which did not come easily.


      I am not, for example, by any stretch of the imagination, mechanically-inclined, though most of the cadets or lieutenants in my cohorts were. Except for my Daisy Red Ryder BB gun (which wouldn’t really count and never required any maintenance), I had never owned any firearms (and, hence, had never disassembled or cleaned them). When the Army teaches the proper method for field-stripping a weapon, for example, it does so very quickly: “All right, gentlemen, listen up. First you insert your right thumb approximately one and one half inches into the thingamabob, turning the widget 45 degrees, counterclockwise with the thumb and index finger of your left hand. This will release the whosis, which should fall into the palm of your left hand. You then separate the whatsis from the second widget. Now, gentlemen, listen up. I am not going to repeat this. When you separate the whatsis from the second widget, the coil which was holding the whosis in place will be released. Be very careful that you turn the weapon to the side and cover the open chamber with your palm or you will risk striking yourself in the eye with that coil, which is released under considerable pressure . . .” And so on, through another six or eight steps. “Now, gentlemen, field-strip your weapons!”


      Whenever we had instruction such as this I would look around the room and see my classmates proceeding through all of the steps, in a few seconds’ time, the parts of their weapons all sorted neatly on their work tables, the common expression on their faces one of ‘so did you have anything else that you wanted me to do or should I just stand here, bored?’ Meanwhile, I stood next to them trying to remember where to put my thumb to begin the process, knowing that there was no way that I would be able to remember the succeeding steps and still worrying about that coil that could hit me in the eye. My only hope to succeed with this sort of instruction was to get a running start, which the field manuals enabled me to do.


      The Armor School advised us that it was official Army policy to support the maintenance of intact families and that we should feel free to bring our wives and children (as applicable) with us to our AOB class. If we chose not to do so we could also be housed in the BOQ (bachelor officers’ quarters).


      This was a difficult decision. I knew that the coursework would be arduous and I knew that most available housing was remote from the post. Nevertheless, we decided at last to travel as a family and endure the summer sojourn together.


      On balance this was a wise decision, though it did not always seem so at the time. Ft. Knox is outside of Louisville, on the Dixie Highway, then often termed the Dixie Dieway. It is one of those roads that is so developed and so congested that one can imagine a person being born on one side of the highway and never going to the (considerable) trouble to visit the other side of it. Our apartment was 31 miles from the post. As a GRE-certified math whiz, I can say that that means a 62-mile daily commute.


      The alternative to multiple hours in the car was a tidy room in the BOQ with the resulting free time available for soaking up beer at the Officers’ Club bar. I was later told by those who lived on post that the O Club had actually proved to be a distraction and that frequent visits to it had actually served to reduce the quality of the work of those lieutenants who spent their evenings there. This was something that I and the other commuters very much wanted to believe. As it turned out, I only visited the O Club at Ft. Knox once—on something that approximated a field trip to a foreign location. Since we were being assessed membership dues for the facility whether we used it or not, it was felt that we should see it at least once.


      One of my car-pool colleagues lived even farther away than us and the only one closer lived in a seedy trailer park. Our apartment was actually very nice and we were surprised at the time to learn that our unit was still available for rent, since housing along the dieway was scarce. We did not know when we rented it that the complex in which it was located was being avoided by many of the locals. They were avoiding it because a homicide had been committed in one of the buildings near ours. This was reportedly a domestic dispute between a sergeant and his wife who he believed had been unfaithful to him.


      My carpool partners were both from Texas, though each was from a different college there. One was newly-married and concerned about the safety of his wife. He had brought at least three rifles with him for her protection and was instructing her in their proper use. (I was surprised at one class assembly when we were asked—for informational purposes—how many of the members of the class had brought weapons with them. Nearly every hand went up. We were then asked how many had brought more than one weapon with them. Nearly every hand stayed up.)


      The second of my commuter buddies was a Latino with a wife and infant daughter. He had been under contract for Army flight training, but had originally been interested in fixed-wing training, while the Army’s needs had since shifted to rotary-wing. They had lost his contract and he was concerned that he would be asked to sign a new one, one that would lead to an assignment flying helicopters in southeast Asia. There was a third Texan, a friend of the first, who was a bachelor with a modified Mustang called The Blue Max. His name was Curtis. He sat next to me when we took the GRE. He was not an English major, but he scored higher than I did on the verbal part of the test (and the margin was not a narrow one). Curtis loved machinery and he loved to drive. I believe that he had originally hoped to become a pilot. When that proved not to be possible, he opted for an Army branch with vehicles with different, but also imposing and complex equipment. This odd foursome approached the coming weeks together in class AOB1A.


      My first consolation was that our Notre Dame cadre officers had informed us that no Notre Dame graduate had ever failed or been sent home from an Army basic course. That was not, of course, the same thing as a guarantee. The second consolation was that I had been ‘programmed’ to serve a tour at West Point.


      The idea—like so many of the good ideas in my life—was my wife’s. As the months passed in my final year of graduate school and we thought about my upcoming active duty tour, she suggested that I write to the English department at West Point and request assignment there. “What do you have to lose?” she asked. “The worst thing that they can say is no.”


      I wrote, received an encouraging reply, and was asked to visit and interview. Unfortunately, they were unable to pay my travel expenses (a matter of some moment to a graduate student family subsisting on $2853 a year), but we packed our stripped, blackwalled, stick-shift Chevy Biscayne and drove to upstate New York.


      I was interviewed by the departmental executive officer, LTC James “Skip” Wensyel, who was uncommonly kind and welcoming. He took me on walking tours of the post, showed me the surrounding communities and answered all of my questions. I wore a business suit, had carefully shined my shoes, and gotten a close haircut. I was anxious to assure him that I had at least a quasi-military demeanor and that I would not embarrass my RA colleagues. Everything went well. He informed me, however, that if I were to join them it would be their wish that I secure a year’s troop experience prior to coming to the department. That was simply to help me mature as an officer and give me sufficient background to raise my own comfort level and help me enjoy the respect of the cadets (some of whom had prior military experience and a few of whom were even airborne-qualified).


      To secure that experience and then sign on for a two-year tour at West Point would require me to voluntarily extend my service obligation by one year. This struck me as a worthwhile tradeoff, since from my point of view this would be a plum assignment and the experience teaching at West Point would enhance my academic credentials and perhaps even afford me some time and opportunity to continue my research. (Hence my earlier request for assignment to England, France, or Italy still stood, since I entered my active duty believing that I would be spending my initial assignment with a troop unit prior to my assignment to West Point.)


      On the second day of my interview LTC Wensyel asked me if he had my permission to ‘program me’ for assignment to West Point. I said, “Absolutely; thank you sir,” and we parted, he hopefully pleased (he said that he was), as much as I was.


      As it turned out, I did not get assigned to England, France, or Italy, but rather to the 6th Cav (the Sixth Armored Cavalry Regiment) at Ft. Meade, Maryland—between Baltimore and Washington, a post named for the commanding Union general at Gettysburg. (The 6th Cav had distinguished itself in the Civil War and carried a blue background on its insignia—the color of the Union uniform.) I was pleased, though the prospect of leading an armored cavalry unit was somewhat daunting. They are chronically uncontrollable; “if you can control an armored cav unit, you can control anything,” an Armor noncom informed us. They are always moving in multiple, often contrary, directions, with vastly different types of equipment (mortars and 113 command vehicles in addition to tanks) and functions. The counterbalance to their uncontrollability is their romantic past, but that past includes the experience of George Armstrong Custer, still a hero and legendary figure at West Point, but not one whose ultimate career path I was anxious to follow.

    

  


  
    
      


      


      Chapter Four

    


    
      The Classroom Today/

      The Battlefield Tomorrow


      In silence lift your glasses: a meteor flashes out,
So swift to death, brave Custer, amid the battle’s shout.
Death called – and crowned, he went to join the friends of long ago,
To the land of Peace, where now he dwells with Benny Havens, oh!


      Such was the motto of the Armor School. Inscribed on a painted wooden board with a portrait of an attacking tank, it did not instill a great deal of confidence, particularly when the Armor School headquarters included pictures of tanks that had been struck by enemy shells. I remember in particular a picture of a shattered cupola that was blown from its position on top of its tank and now rested on the ground, a mangled piece of steel with noticeable scorch marks. The cupola was part of the commander’s position and we were quickly informed by our TAC officers that enemy troops would immediately recognize the platoon leader by his youthful age; there was no need to see his insignia of rank. Their intention was to sober us and remind us of the seriousness of our task. It certainly worked. My own plan differed from that of the Armor School: the classroom today, Ft. Meade for a year (or a little less) and two years above the Hudson River, teaching literature.


      Our principal TAC officer was a first lieutenant. His name was Gerratt and he was what my older, civilian English department colleagues would have described as ‘a fool and a knave.’ The Texans in AOB1A called him a four-star asshole and that came far closer, though I would have been happy to recommend him for a fifth star. His principal wish, one that he articulated without any apology, was that our class ‘would not cause him any trouble.’ I thought of Myron McCormick’s extended discussion of those who ‘make waves’ in No Time for Sergeants, the difference being that the latter play/film is a comedy with slapstick elements. Lieutenant Gerratt was a real-life individual,serving in war time, carrying an officer’s rank, and responsible, in part, for the effective education, annually, of over 1500 officers who would be entrusted, in many cases, with not only millions of dollars of equipment, but the far more precious lives of a significant number of American soldiers.


      He was also, it pains me to say (though it may be reassuring to those from Lafayette College to learn that I am capable of being fair), a graduate of the University of Notre Dame. If there was a noun describing the sort of person who was endlessly devoted to the most infinitesimal forms of chicken shit, his face would appear above the formal, dictionary definition. Martinet is far too formal a description. Martinet is usually aligned with drill-and-grill pedantry and this individual was too ignorant and too inarticulate to be associated with such behavior. He belittled and badgered his juniors and did not hesitate to pull rank on senior first lieutenants, who outranked him by promotion date but not—under these circumstances—by position. Our singular salvation was that we were permitted, largely, to govern ourselves, since his single concern was not that we learn or mature but that we not cause him any trouble.


      Our class included a senior first lieutenant who had approximately a dozen years of military experience. He had received his commission through Officer Candidate School and in a class with several lawyers and a few Ph.D.’s, including the Harvard grad who later taught in the West Point Social Sciences department, he was a little rough around the edges, but nevertheless the one person the rest of us would have willingly followed into combat. He served as our spokesman and Gerratt gave him a wide berth. I think he was afraid of him. We also had some warrant officers in our class who had served as helicopter pilots in Vietnam. Without exception they were absolutely without fear, scruple, or superego. He gave them a wide berth as well. They occasionally wore scarves with their uniforms and no one asked them to take them off.


      On the first day of our introduction to Gerratt and his assistant one of the principal subjects of his address was the extremely bright shine that he maintained on his personal combat boots. “You’re probably wondering how I got them looking like this . . .” (Actually they looked like patent leather. My current students would most likely describe them—without any intended aspersions on the LGBT community—as looking a little too gay.) “Well,” he said, “I’m not going to tell you how I get them that way, but if you don’t cause me any trouble I’ll tell you how to do it yourselves after the course is over.” Needless to say, part of his commencement farewell to us included the modest acknowledgment that, indeed, we hadn’t caused him too much trouble. However, he neglected to tell us how to make our boots shine in his particular fashion, but his subordinate TAC officer privately described it to us. (The process involved applying a certain form of polish and then baking the boots in an oven.) I don’t remember seeing anyone taking notes.


      Physically, he was an absolute, dead ringer for the Terrytoons cartoon character, Deputy Dawg—from the flat head and the rubbery jaw to the prominent paunch and the short legs. His voice was short of the Dawg’s full drawl, but he would have been recognized as hailing from a neighboring county. Except for the slightly different timbre of his voice he was the Dawg’s carbon copy and the Texans in our class never stopped commenting on the fact. At morning roll call you could hear their stage whispers from the back of the ranks: “Don’t you even think about fucking with me, Dawg, or I’ll sure as hell come up there and whoop your ass.”


      They were serious. On at least one occasion we had to restrain one of them, lest he actually assault him. The simple fact is that there are professional ways to do things and unprofessional ways. Gerratt consistently opted for the unprofessional ones. To give a simple example: at the outset of any military experience occurring in the woods or fields, there is, inevitably, a lecture on the population of poisonous snakes and other crawly things common to that area. He relished such opportunities, savoring the chance to taunt or instill fear. There was some of this, as well, in our summer camp TAC officer. After an informative lecture on the poisonous reptiles of IGMR he spoke up and informed us that he was the official carrier of the Company snakebite kit. “If any of you are bitten,” he said, “call me and I’ll come over and cut you.” This is the kind of thing that you really don’t need. It was Gerratt’s stock in trade. He enjoyed threatening severe reprisals for the smallest of infractions and talked to the class of first and second lieutenants as if they were children who could be easily cowed.


      After a time one becomes inured to attempts at intimidation. When we received immunizations the enlisted men administering them were fond of holding the injection guns at a slight distance from the arm rather than pressing them firmly against the flesh. The result is a larger puncture which bleeds freely. The purpose was to grab the attention of those farther back in line, who observed the initial ‘patients’ with multiple streams of blood running down their arms. The pain is not great, but the image firmly seizes the attention.


      We seldom saw the Dawg’s superior—an aging captain who had been commissioned through OCS and was nearing retirement. The only advice that I remember him giving us was that we should take steps to make certain that our wives did not hinder our careers. “There’s many a person,” he said, “who could have made general officer, if it hadn’t been for their wives.” Crude at the edges, he was later replaced by a West Point graduate who was no-nonsense and gentlemanly. I took that to be a good sign. Though he had been pigeonholed as a ring-knocker (a West Point graduate who taps his ring on the commander’s desk when he reports for duty—in hopes of favorable consideration from a fellow graduate) there was no such pretense about him.


      My tactics teacher in ROTC, a very good teacher by the way, was an Armor officer. When we asked him what to expect in our Basic Course he said that it was ‘one big tank ride.’ This proved to not quite be the case.


      The first week was spent in the Communications department. There were no tanks there, just radios. Since the Army is always in transition with regard to equipment and weapons systems, those studying in Army schools must frequently learn a variety of overlapping systems. For example, we trained on M-60 tanks, but had to study M-48 tanks, because some were still in use, in, for example, Vietnam. In communication systems we had to train on the antiquated ANGRC 3 and (AN)PRC 6 radios. The ‘prick 6’ was what most civilian script writers would call a walkie-talkie. The ‘angry 3’ was a large radio, approximately the size of a modern desktop computer. Frequencies had to be separately calibrated and that was a problem for those of us (i.e. all of us) who were used to simply pressing channel buttons or turning channel knobs.


      Calibrating the ‘angry 3’ was one of those kinds of challenges that creates special memories; my classmates talked for days about the difficulty of ‘wrestling that sumbitch to the ground’ or ‘subduing that sumbitch and making it obey.’ It wasn’t a simple matter of remembering a salient detail. (The M-79 grenade launcher, for example, was oddly designed; you had to keep your right thumb away from the back of the weapon when gripping it or the action of the weapon [when fired] would seriously injure it. After years of experience with rifles, e.g., it required a grip that was completely counterintuitive.) The ‘angry 3’ on the other hand, did not require specialized knowledge so much as it required technique and touch. When we went into the field in the M-60’s we were delighted to discover that they were equipped with next-generation communications equipment. The collective sigh of relief and verbal responses of my classmates might have suggested to passers-by that they had just learned that the tanks were equipped with free beer dispensers.


      Military communication involves a number of protocols and procedures. For example, one never says, ‘Over and out,’ as one hears in the movies. One simply says, ‘Out.’ Violations of these and other protocols resulted in instant ridicule and reprimand. Civilian recidivism in particular received little tolerance. There is an Army way and part of the trick of being a soldier is remembering to follow it. It is the ‘line of departure’ and not the starting point. It is an ‘assembly point’ and not a meeting or gathering place. One of the frequent directives we heard was, ‘We assemble at 1400 hours; that’s 2:00 p.m., National Guard time.’


      With regard to communications there is a prescribed system of clarifications for the fascicles of the alphabet. It is not ‘a as in apple, b as in boy’ . . . It is alpha, bravo. And Charlie, delta, echo, foxtrot, golf, hotel . . .


      With these sorts of realities (observing specific protocols within a set of exercises that are less than dramatic and can become tedious), communication instruction was best conducted by a person with a mind that was characterized by precision, clarity and an engaging sense of humor. Correction (as we say in the Army): make that an engaging, adolescent sense of humor. Our instructor was one of the most colorful characters we encountered at the Armor School. A retired lieutenant colonel now dressed in the kind of business suits one associates with the plain pipe racks at J. C. Penney’s, he emphasized the importance of maintaining and exercising ‘command control’ (and hence the preeminent importance of his commo classes) and he spiced his lessons with off-color humor.


      The first thing that you learn in Military Instructor Education is the fact that the human attention span is approximately ten minutes (at the outside) in duration. You are usually taught this fact during one of the eight hours of instruction to which you are being subjected on an average day. Realizing the realities of the human attention span and also realizing the military imperative to deliver instruction in larger units of time, the usual solution or, at least, the most common ameliorative remedy, is the copious use of training aids—the more eye-attracting the better.


      In instructional manuals with a high visual content (for example, the heavily-illustrated manuals which dealt with the repair of motor vehicles), the remedy was the use of pinup pictures. In those days one frequently saw pictures of a voluptuous adviser named Connie Rod. Connie appeared at the side of illustrations, spilling out of her low-buttoned blouse and offering help in breathy tones: ‘Hey there, soldier. If I were you, I’d use an adjustable wrench.’


      Our commo teacher did use training aids and he did use pictures, but his stock in trade was blue humor, generally germane to the context. For example, if the use of a certain piece of equipment was dependent on the direction in which a particular knob was to be turned he would illustrate the challenge with a story, viz., “This reminds me of the man who confessed to his bride on his wedding night that he had had sex with men as well as with women. ‘Oh my,’ his bride responded. ‘I hardly know which way to turn.’”


      Some found him to be hilariously funny. Some—the slightly more mature (or wishing to be seen as such)—found him to be embarrassingly crude. None found him dull. If you laughed with him or if you laughed at him, the result was the same; he held your attention.


      Other blocks of instruction, in other departments, were designed to hold your attention in other ways. The Weapons department, for example, was filled with exemplary instructors, exemplary in the sense that their personal experience was illustrative of the key points that the department wished to inculcate. For example, we were introduced to the handling and throwing of grenades by an individual with a hook in place of a right hand. When he talked about the imperative to handle a grenade carefully, you literally could not keep your eyes off of it.


      Armored Cavalry officers have, as part of their units, 4.2” mortars. These are large mortars, considerably larger, e.g., than the common 81 mm variety. The M30 (4.2”) weighs over 600 pounds and has a range of 6,500 yards, depending on the type of ammunition used. The individual (a major) who instructed us in the direction of 4.2 mortar rounds had once accidentally called in fire on his own troops, an experience that had, obviously, changed his life and personality. Accuracy and safety, he pointed out, went hand in hand. There were no off-color jokes in his classes. The atmosphere was deadly serious and the lessons were sobering.


      One of my most vivid memories of this period is the fact that there were a great number of wounded soldiers at Ireland Army Hospital at Ft. Knox but no wounded soldiers at all at West Point. There were also no men with hooks for hands or men burdened by stories of tragic mistakes (if there were, they kept them to themselves) there. One day one of the cadets walked past our departmental area. He suffered from terrible acne and had just been treated by a dermatologist, using an aggressive chemical peel procedure which inflamed his skin. He looked (very slightly) better but still awful. One of the RA’s (an Artillery major) commented that his appearance could hurt morale and that he should perhaps have been confined somewhere until his recovery was further along. One of the reserve officers immediately asked him, “What do you think the results of napalm look like?” and he responded, “Well, you do have a point there.”


      For years I believed that there was some sort of unspoken policy of presenting military life to the cadets in the most favorable light, viz., the only thing people ever brought back from combat was a chest covered with medals and a succession of promotions. Lately I have begun to see this differently, in part because there were many burials at the West Point cemetery during my time there and no attempts to divert attention from them.


      I think now (at least in part) that West Point was often seen as a college and that there are paternalistic and matriarchal dimensions to college life (sometimes with regard to behavior, sometimes with regard to thought) that set that ethos apart from those in the external world. While it is clear that there were wounded at Ft. Knox but not at West Point, it is equally clear that no reserve captain at Ft. Knox would have dreamed of confronting an RA major and informing him, in front of others, that he was being either naïve, delusional, or willfully dense with regard to the effects of flaming jellied gasoline on the human body. (Napalm is actually the thickening agent, developed by a group of chemists at Harvard University.)


      The M-60 tanks (the tanks used, for example, by the Germans in the North Africa campaign in the movie Patton, should you wish to see them in operation) were, eventually, our steady companions. We learned to break track, repair road wheels, drive them, operate their sighting devices, utilize their searchlights and their communication systems, fire their machine guns (while at rest and in motion) and their 105 guns.


      One quickly learns how to maintain personal stability while driving in an M-60 across rough terrain. At times we even supplied one another with C ration crackers and jam while we were moving. It was also possible to so wedge yourself in your seat that you could take a cat nap while you were under way.


      A 105 shell weighs approximately as much as a standard cinder block and the firing of the gun results in an interesting combination of sound and smell. Particularly sound. The M-60 is a combination of precision instrumentation and dead weight. The sighting equipment is extremely precise, the bulk of the vehicle a thick mass of armor plating. The 105 is as precise as the sighting equipment, but its firing is a very ‘basic’ exercise.


      The principal work space of the tank is the area behind the 105. This is where the loader does his work. At the rear of this area is a rack for ammunition, with different types of ammunition stored in different compartments. The loader removes a round, inserts it into the gun, says “Up,” and the gun is fired. Once it is fired, however, the shell casing ejects back into the compartment, striking a padded strip of material which covers the center of the ammunition rack. It then falls on the floor, making the expected banging sound and, depending on the angle of the tank, rolls around on the floor until it finally comes to rest. As you fire multiple rounds in rapid succession, the shell casings collect on the floor and move and rattle as the next shell casing joins them there. While the firing is smooth and precise the sound inside the tank is something like that of crude plumbers striking hollow containers with ball peen hammers.


      Firing the large machine gun when the tank is at rest is totally different than firing the smaller one when the tank is in motion. Particularly when using tracers, the 50 calibre fires a large round that is ruthless in its efficiency. You literally track the rounds directly into the center of the target. Firing the smaller machine gun (7.62 NATO round) when in motion is more like the cartoon action of a drunken or over-enthusiastic cowboy—shooting pistols in all directions as his horse bucks. Its effect is largely psychological. The likelihood that you will be hit by it is relatively small, but there is the possibility that you could be hit by it no matter where you were—in the field or in a tree, to the right or to the left. All of those areas are likely to be sprayed in the course of a second or two.


      The M-60 was a gem compared to the newly-developed Sheridan tank. The Sheridan was an engineering disaster. It was fast and it would swim (reputedly), but it was very light and principally designed for reconnaissance and quick assaults. Armed with the Shillelagh missile system and constructed of aluminum, it could be penetrated far more easily than the older, larger tanks and it was particularly vulnerable to mines. When its gun was fired the result was termed ‘dramatic.’ It jerked into the air (with the tank crew inside, of course) approximately 14” before summarily returning to earth. Most of these individuals would have already been scrunched into uncomfortable positions, since the Sheridan appeared to have been designed for a midget army of individuals 5’5” or shorter.


      It frightened (though that was not the word used) battle-hardened noncoms. We were scheduled to fire it, but the model to be used (characteristic of this weapons system) was temporarily inoperable. This pleased us greatly.


      The Sheridan was also reputed to be air-dropable. One of the noncoms told us privately that he had heard that if one was dropped it was likely to go into ‘instant turret defilade.’ In other words it would crash, flat against the ground. This monstrosity disappeared from the Army inventory in the late 70’s.


      Prior to our maneuvers, our range firing and our night firing exercises we learned the protocols for acquiring targets and articulating firing commands. As I said, my prior studies in my in-laws’ basement in Cincinnati helped prepare me for these tasks. There was a moment, however, when it appeared as if all of my preparations would prove to be unnecessary.


      As part of our physical examination I mentioned to the civilian med tech conducting the procedures the fact that I had a particular physical condition, something that I had had for life and had given little attention to, since it had not been commented on at summer camp, five years earlier. The med tech summarily informed me that I was 4-F and that I would be going home.


      That night I so-informed my wife and we started thinking through our various options. I was heartened by the fact that my graduate department routinely offered teaching positions to newly-minted Ph.D.’s who were unable to secure attractive appointments at other institutions. “We’ll go back to Champaign-Urbana,” I said, “and I’ll teach for a year while I go on the job market and look for a permanent position. You can go back to school while we’re there.” It was not what we had planned, but it would certainly work. I checked through my papers and located the departmental telephone number.


      The next day I met with the med tech and he informed me that he had been incorrect. He had learned that I was not 4-F, but the good news was that they would be happy to operate on me at Ireland Army Hospital and correct my condition (though I’d have to rotate to another AOB class afterwards and lose the time I had already spent). Perhaps, if I was lucky, they would allow me to enter the next class at the point at which I had exited the current class.


      This may be why they say that Army Intelligence is an oxymoron. Actually, the gathering of intelligence has nothing to do with the dispensing of medical advice and opinions. There was some good news after all of this churning. I would be able to continue with my class and have my operation later. I actually had it in my second year at West Point, with a Harvard Med School-trained surgeon.


      While in no way physically incapacitated I was always physically challenged. “Too much linguini,” was Harry Callahan’s partner’s diagnosis in Dirty Harry. Even though I had a 34” waist in those old days, I was four years older than most of my classmates. My long suit was the textbook and theory side of things, not that involving physical exertion.


      Half way through the AOB course I was visited by my career management officer, a major (duly) named Graves. The Army actually refers to this function as ‘career manglement’; officers in Washington monitor the career patterns of others within their branch and advise them with regard to options and choices.


      Major Graves was concerned that I not embarrass Armor branch at West Point. He was a proud graduate, a messianic graduate. He had nearly completed his undergraduate studies at Purdue when news of his appointment finally came. It was a common occurrence to attend a civilian institution prior to receiving your appointment, but most cadets who came to USMA after studying elsewhere would seldom accept the appointment after more than a year of civilian education. To wait as long as Major Graves had waited was, in effect, to come to USMA several years later than his age cohort and largely abandon the work done at his prior institution. It was obviously very important to him that he matriculate at USMA. He loved the institution and feared that I might somehow sully it.


      Major Graves told me that having a Ph.D. was a good thing career-wise (any Ph.D.; the field and granting institution were not particularly important), but teaching at West Point now would be a catastrophic decision if I intended to pursue a career in the military. (That should all come years later and my thoughts now should be of getting to the war before it was over. I could begin as a company XO and, with luck, receive a company command after my promotion to captain.) I told him that I was not anticipating such a career at this time and that the experience of teaching at West Point would be excellent experience for me in a civilian faculty position.


      He looked at me as if I was some sort of lower life form, though he restrained himself from saying as much. He then asked me how I was doing in the class. I informed him that I ranked #1 of 120 at that point. He was unimpressed, saying that that was a good indicator, but that it could, of course, change. (As it did; I finished 16th, plummeting quickly when the physical aspects of the program kicked in.) We finished our discussion of my assignment to West Point with him saying that ‘he’d think about it’; he then wished me good luck in the remainder of the course.


      I later learned that this was all so much nonsense. LTC Wensyel, the West Point XO, laughed when I reported for duty and told him that I was relieved to be there and had had some concerns that Armor branch might attempt to block the appointment. He told me that that was ridiculous, that they would not be able to do that and that the department was prepared to levy Armor Branch for one/each first lieutenant Ph.D. in English and that they would work their way through every available person in Armor branch until they had gotten to me.


      “You should have called me, if you were concerned,” he said. “I could have put your mind at ease. We knew that you would do well in your basic course.” I also learned that there had been interest in me at the War Col-lege—presumably to teach writing or something related to my English studies. My assignment was not in the hands of the career manglement officer and the Army’s systems had been sophisticated enough to tease out the academic credentials of their junior officers and find some way of utilizing them to the benefit of both the Army and the individual. It was at this point that I regained my trust in administrators.


      I should never have lost it. The assignments received by the members of my AOB class were inspiring in their appropriateness. For example, my friend from Texas whose flight training agreement had been lost was not intimidated into re-signing. He told the Army that his interests had actually changed and that he was now more interested in communications than in becoming a pilot. He was promptly assigned to Ft. Monmouth, New Jersey, the seat of the Signal Corps.


      No fathers in our class were sent to Vietnam and (very interestingly) no one who had actually requested Vietnam was sent there. The latter were sent instead to Korea. I had entered the service with the memories of my college French teacher, Professor Charles Parnell, at the forefront of my expectations. When he was drafted during the second World War, his prior experience and ability had been overlooked entirely and he was trained to become a translator of German. (Perhaps there was a plethora of French translators.) My own experience was directly the opposite.


      After Major Graves’s return to Washington I continued to be academically successful, not because of any innate ability or hard work, but because of my association with a friend named Lon Seay. Lon was from the University of Florida and he was my partner for the land navigation course (which replicated that at summer camp, but with a higher degree of difficulty). He could find his way anywhere, at any time, through any thing. In summer camp he had been partnered with a Seminole named Billy Bowlegs (named, presumably, for a celebrated nineteenth-century ancestor of the same name). Lon told me that when they did the compass course Billy sighted using the stars.


      Keep in mind that the directions across the course were enormously indirect, with lines overlapping and criss-crossing. Many of the cadets came to the conclusion of the exercise, only to learn that they had ended up at the wrong post. Those most unsuccessful were not near any posts at all, but found themselves dozens of yards to the right or left of the course’s row of end points.


      Following directions involving azimuths and distances, you first measured your own pace to see the correlation between one of your steps and an actual yard. You then made your corrections while you were following your compass directions. Billy told Lon to count as he paced, looking up at the stars all the while. When Lon completed his count they both stopped. Billy reached out in front of him, without looking down, and grasped the (correct) post.


      When Lon told the story I knew exactly who I wished to be partnered with. When I was informed that Lon and I were going to be working together I uttered a sequence of silent prayers of gratitude and my hopes and prayers were never disappointed. Whenever possible, I worked with him on any group problems.


      Lon was very lowkey, but an exceptionally effective officer. He was also the victim of the most unfair criticism I had ever heard in my life. It was not inaccurate criticism but it seemed unduly harsh under the circumstances, though I would come to see that a rigorous critique was considered a professional accomplishment, the quality of the critique being judged by its specificity, not by its nastiness.


      Lon was chosen to lead the class on a night attack exercise. This was enormously complex. It involved moving a significant number of tanks from a staging area in the woods, in darkness, to the line of departure for the attack. The tanks would leave their initial assembly point, drive along a road in a column, then peel off and come on line, in parallel, at an equal distance from one another. The xenon searchlights would then be turned on to illuminate the positions that we would attack.


      Each searchlight contained 70 million candlepower and while it appeared to emit a beam when you were standing beside the tank, the view was very different from the enemy position. The collection of lights basically turned night into day, blinding those in the defensive position and rendering them unable to see any discrete sources of the light. Tank commanders could then use infrared binoculars to scope out the position they were about to attack.


      After these maneuvers were completed and actions taken, the attack would begin and the tanks would roll off the line of departure. Keep in mind that the process was controlled from within tanks, using radios, and that for part of the operation we were required to maintain radio silence. We did not have directional signs along the road to the LD; we did not have a couple dozen ushers on the ground with white gloves and flashlights and we did not have alarge illuminated sign saying Welcome to the Line of Departure. Please turn left, then right, and park at the yellow line.


      Lon supervised the operation and it was absolutely flawless in its execution (in my opinion). I was astounded that he could do it so efficiently and, seemingly, so effortlessly. When the exercise was completed we got out of our tanks, took our seats in the bleachers, and awaited the critique. I doubted that Lon would be presented with a sterling silver or crystal trophy, but I thought that a serious number of attaboys would be issued, with injunctions to the rest of us to learn from Lon’s stunning example. Instead, the critiquing officer worked his way down a laundry list consisting of approximately a dozen trivial problems and then proceeded to explore them in copious detail. He then addressed the most serious problem of all, pausing first to let the full realization of our collective failure sink in: we had left the Line of Departure late.


      By 15 seconds.


      My feeling at the time was that the directive ‘synchronize watches’ could not possibly accommodate the fact that when all concerned moved their minute hands to the same point, they could not also so set their second hands. For that matter, many of the watches did not, in fact, contain second hands. We had not been issued stop watches, so their availability could not be used to reinforce the criticism. A few seconds here or a few seconds there, I reasoned, were an expected part of the situation. The crucial thing, I believed, was that we all cross the LD in unison, which we did. (Also, there was no artillery fire or system of air strikes preceding or accompanying our attack, such that a few seconds here or there might jeopardize the safety of our units.) On my own wristwatch we crossed the LD at the absolutely precise time, the second hand just crossing the 12 as the tanks rolled.


      When the officer offering the critique finished and we collectively closed our mouths he was succeeded by a senior officer who informed us that we should note the quality of the critique. “That is how it is to be done, gentlemen,” he said. There were no words praising Lon’s efforts. In retrospect I think of Gordon Ramsay in high dudgeon over the performance of one or more of his wannabe chefs and I realize how much even he might have learned from these more discerning hypercritics.


      Meanwhile, while we were conjuring with the Dawg and with our classes, our wives were actually receiving their own training. I was impressed by the fact that the Army would go out of its way to include the wives in our experience, even if the manner in which they did it was a little ham-fisted. The wives, for example, were invited to tea by the wife of the base commander and instructed in the politics of white gloves and calling cards. Most found this to be quaint and a little campy, particularly in light of the surrounding realities—heavy guns being fired in the distance, but close enough to make the walls of the commander’s quarters vibrate; and enlisted men from the stockade cleaning up the post under armed guard, with the individual at the front and the individual at the end of the line wearing a black and white 5 miles per hour sign to alert the passing motorists to their presence. The most sobering reminder of the realities of the war and the times were the crowded hallways at Ireland Army Hospital, filled with the bed-ridden wounded. As I noted earlier, there would be no wounded at the West Point hospital.


      My wife remembers the commander’s spouse offering both a reminiscence and an observation, the two of which appeared to be in substantial conflict. First, she said that she and her husband had had 31 moves thus far in his career and all of them had been wonderful. Second, she said, it is a standard principle that three moves equal a fire.


      The Army’s theory, a good one, I think, was that the wives should understand what their husbands were actually doing. Thus, they were taken to the tank range and invited to climb in and out of an M-60 tank and have a look around. They were also invited to the night-firing range, where we fired both 105 rounds and 50-calibre machine guns, with tracers. The result was not unlike an exceptionally loud fireworks display.


      We were never introduced to the fine art of hand to hand combat, nor did we pummel one another with pugil sticks. We did receive basic bayonet training. A rumor had preceded it, a rumor that seemed to spread rapidly and grow exponentially in the telling—the notion that a handful of trainees would (routinely) get so caught up in the moment that they would enter a kind of half-crazed ‘zone’ in which they would literally thirst for blood and begin thrusting wildly, as they yelled ‘Kill, kill!’


      We took the training seriously, some of it grim, of course, such as the use of your foot for freeing a stuck bayonet from your dying enemy’s viscera, but we were also sufficiently jaded to consider the likelihood that we would actually go out of our minds remote in the extreme. The more literary of us were also aware of the function of the warrior’s aristeia in Homeric epic and knew that none of us were of the order of those larger than life figures, a realization that also had a calming effect.


      Nevertheless, one lieutenant (an Ohio State graduate) did seem to be raving toward the end of the training, and he yelled ‘Kill, kill’ with a very persuasive degree of conviction. I believed then and continue to believe now that he was faking, hoping to evoke a reaction from his more gullible classmates, a number of whom thought that he was deadly serious and, as we say now, ‘in another place.’


      First Aid training did not immediately follow bayonet training, though that might have been considered particularly appropriate if it had. The First Aid training was actually interesting, particularly for those like me who enjoy watching cable TV surgery. Live bodies were brought into the room but with simulated wounds. They were not simulated in the ‘let’s pretend’ fashion of some Army simulations, but were instead fitted with plastic devices that bore some resemblance to the real thing. We were given the opportunity to observe compound fractures, the faces of individuals in shock, and such perennial favorites as sucking chest wounds (which actually moved). We were also taught the steps for conducting a triage exercise, again, a grim reminder of the realities of the battlefield. It was not as grim, however, as the instructions for labeling the insides of your boots so that your remains could be identified in the event that your limbs became separated from the rest of you in the heat of combat.


      We were never allowed to throw grenades (but watched it done behind a concrete wall). Similarly, we were not permitted to assemble explosives, but saw a number of them detonated and were instructed to always be careful in their presence. We were shown how a blasting cap alone could shatter a steel sheet.


      The recoilless rifle range was memorable. Before we were allowed near the weapon, there was a demonstration of the effects of backblast which involved the shattering of an orange crate—actually the splintering of an orange crate into toothpick-size pieces. After witnessing it, we were enjoined to avoid standing behind the weapon when it was fired. No one did, but one of the lieutenants unconsciously demonstrated the force of the weapon. After crewing the weapon at his station and leaving the prone position to join the rest of us, we noticed that his cheek and throat had been pinked by the gravel that was agitated by the blast. He looked as if he had been shaving with a dull blade, his skin covered with bloody nicks.


      The mortar range was interesting as well, a perfect example of the Army’s adherence to protocol. The method for directing fire involved bracketing the target. The first round was long, the second was short, the third (‘fire for effect’) spot on. No matter how confident my classmates were that they could hit the target on the second shot, they were directed to follow the bracketing technique. The technique did have the virtue of actually working and it is a truism that hitting (precisely) a distant target after minimal instruction is a true confidence-builder.


      I would have liked to have had more time with the carbine, a light and effective weapon, but our personal weapon was the .45 automatic and so our training on it was extensive. I fired expert on it and was even more surprised than the instructor, who said that I had a ‘nice touch.’ The results suggested that he was correct, but the touch resulted from complete innocence and inexperience. It may be that I was successful because I followed the instructions I received to the letter. Since I had never fired a handgun in my life, this seems the most plausible explanation.


      We were given a demonstration of the use of a flame thrower and the demonstration was more dramatic than most of us would have wished. One of our classmates (a volunteer) stepped out onto a field, heavily-weighed down with the weapon. We were in bleachers parallel with the direction in which he was aiming. As he released the flames a sudden wind came up that blew directly against him. The flames flew forward and then turned back upon themselves, approximately half-way back to where he was standing. We had a much better view of this than he did and hence, were probably much more alarmed than he had been. Even at a considerable distance the heat from the flames was so intense as to capture everyone’s attention and serve as a subject for discussion for days thereafter.


      The Armor officer basic course ended with an event called the Military Stakes or, mil stakes. This was essentially an exercise in which a succession of problems were encountered and solved, along the side of a gravel roadway, several miles in length. The event was timed. Each individual ran along the road, stopped, solved the problem in question, and then ran to the next station. The problems included such things as calibrating an ‘angry 3’ radio, adjusting a 4.2” mortar, field-stripping a weapon, and so on. It was, in effect, a final exam, a summation of all that we had learned—but an exam that included an additional dimension— physical exertion. In Kentucky weather. In summer. The physical exertion contributed a substitute form of stress that was designed to simulate the stress of combat. The exam was, finally, a test of one’s ability to think, decide, and perform complex tasks under physical and psychological duress.


      I completed the course and solved the problems, but my time was such as to move me down the list of participants to the sixteenth place in the class, overall. The #1 student in our class turned out to be our chosen leader—the OCS graduate, with years of military experience.


      I had had some similar problems with the physical training portion of the course earlier, though I did better than I thought I would. I completed all of the exercises within the prescribed parameters specified by the Army (number of repetitions/minute, etc.). I expected to have the greatest amount of difficulty with the horizontal ladder, but that proved relatively easy, the exercise principally being a matter of rhythm and technique rather than strength (once you got over the nice set of blisters from the initial, failed attempts).


      Our graduation ceremony required a ‘student respondent’—a student speaker whose address followed the speech delivered by the graduation speaker. Our leader announced to the class that I would be giving that address unless someone had an objection. No one had an objection and I was asked to prepare my talk.


      It was another dubious, though not unexpectedly dubious moment. The senior officer involved (a lieutenant colonel) was concerned that I not use this platform to espouse views that would reflect adversely on the class or the Army. He didn’t say that, but it was clear that he was concerned. He asked me (in his most non-threatening tone) ‘what sort of thing I was planning to say.’ I showed him a draft of my remarks and he was much relieved, so relieved that he arranged to have me chauffeured back to school headquarters.


      My wife and her parents attended our graduation ceremony, where they met the collected officialdom, including the German armor liaison officer, who appeared in a blue uniform that was, as expected, military beauty incarnate. My mother-in-law said to him, innocently but perhaps impishly as well, “We have a good friend who was a pilot in the war. His name is Gordon Gallagher. He was shot down over Metz.” Without missing a beat the German colonel responded, “That is very interesting. I myself was on the Russian front.”


      We drank some punch and enjoyed our conversations. At the conclusion of the ceremony we had a final moment with the Dawg, who thanked us for not causing him any trouble. Then we were free.


      There were other incidents, some memorable to me, some perhaps to others. While we were at Ft. Knox they were not shooting Goldfinger; that occurred several years earlier, though my wife and I actually happened to be there at the time, as Pussy Galore’s flying circus flew overhead, releasing perfectly harmless gas in the general direction of a skeptical crowd, who were collectively wondering what on earth was going on. During my AOB class we never had time to go to Bullion Boulevard and see the gold depository. As I noted earlier, we only made it to the Officers’ Club once.


      We had a Latino classmate who was always great fun, the master of the economical phrase. During a night exercise a number of us wondered if we would be in the field until morning. He informed us that that would never happen, that they would not require officers to stay in the field over night. He put the tip of his right index finger on his lieutenant’s insignia, tapped it, looked at us knowingly, and said, “It makes a difference.” We actually finished about 3:00 a.m., were released, drove our 31 miles home, showered, and snuggled into bed and slept for a blissful forty-five minutes or so before rising and preparing for the next day.


      One of our Texas classmates had had a bout with polio as a child and had difficulty with the physical training portion of the course. He spent additional hours exercising and preparing and eventually passed the requirement. In many ways it was a remarkable group of people. No one was really difficult or obnoxious and we worked together with a considerable degree of success. There was no one in our class who might have been characterized as self-centered or full of himself. At the time I thought about another individual, one from summer camp (from Ohio State, I am sorry to say), who had plagued all of us.


      His name began with the letter S. Let us say that his name was Soaper. He longed for the day when he would be chosen as cadet commander and assured us, with a completely straight face, that we would all finally be effective when we were forced to follow “Soaper’s SOP’s.” An SOP (also used as an adjective) is a standard operating procedure—something that is routinely done, though not governed strictly, by Army regulations.


      Soaper was not content to be in charge; he also had to be the center of attention. My friend Henry always had interesting comments to describe his behavior. If someone was reading something he would ask what it was and then announced that he’d already read it. If he hadn’t read it he would ask to borrow it and then play one-upsmanship games with it. One day I was reading a novel and he asked to borrow it. I couldn’t handle anything technical, the way most of my classmates could, but this was Henry James’s The Golden Bowl and when Soaper tried to read it his head nearly exploded.


      In his arrogance the Dawg reminded me of Soaper, but the Dawg was not a reader, even one who might read with ulterior motives. I was told that when he completed his service obligation he took a job supervising a chain of local laundromats. There was no call for baked combat boots in the civilian world.


      One to five years of education make a tremendous difference with regard to human development and even the Dawg in his worst moments was unable to ruffle the majority of my AOB classmates (particularly the lawyers). I can best express my admiration for them by saying that I would be comfortable seeing someone I cared about deeply serving under their command or, now, attending one of their classes or retaining their legal services. They were an impressive group by any measure.


      When my AOB class was finished we gathered our things, supervised the packers in Cincinnati, and moved to New York. I had not expected to do so; I had prepared to join the 6th Cav at Ft. Meade, even down to the point of having unit patches sewn on my uniforms, but something unexpected happened. One of the senior officers in the English department at West Point was expected to become a permanent member of the cadre. For that he had to have a Ph.D. He had not, however, completed his dissertation.


      This put the department in a quandary. It was difficult to order a senior officer to sit down and write (“Prepare to write . . . Write!”). At the same time, it was impossible to continue him without a completed degree. The solution was to create a leave—what the civilians would have termed a dissertation fellowship—so that he could give his dissertation his undivided attention. His absence created a vacant slot in the department and my old friend, mentor, and patron—the executive officer, LTC Wensyel—decided that I should come immediately. That would mean that I would not have to conduct training exercises in the wilds of Maryland and that I would not have to extend my service for an additional year. All in all it was a very welcome idea.


      I did not report at once. Instead, I tacked a little over a week’s leave onto my travel time. I did not know at the time that when I completed my tour I would be paid for my accrued leave and that I was, in effect, foregoing cash later, cash that would come in handy when I moved to a civilian job with a healthy portion of an unpaid summer between my departure from the service and my reporting for the fall semester.


      It proved, however, to be a good decision. It gave us the opportunity to visit our best friends from graduate school, Don and Sue Morgan. Don was a veterinary physiologist who had landed a postdoc at the Animal Disease Laboratory at Plum Island, across Plum Gut, just off the end of the north fork of Long Island. He was working to conquer hoof and mouth disease. Several years older than me, Don was the older brother I never had.


      We stayed at their home in Southold. It was an idyllic time. Don and I fished at the approximate location of the catching of the 4,550 pound great white shark (1964) that had later appeared, fictionally, off Amity Island in Jaws (1975). We didn’t know it at the time. Nor did I know that the area was one of Hemingway’s favorite fishing sites as well. We caught Blowfish and Flounder and (this should have been a sign) a baby sand shark. In the early evening when the Bluefish were running we would hurry to the shore, taking up whatever positions were left along the tideline, casting our lines and hoping that our luck might hold.


      The only gross mistake I made was that in going there I had attempted (successfully, barely) to negotiate the Cross Bronx Expressway on a Friday night at rush hour. I was still looking at New York through Scott Fitzgerald’s eyes but have since learned better. After visiting with Don and Sue we returned to our townhouse in Cornwall, drew some furniture from the post’s supply officer, and prepared for what would be one of the most interesting personal and academic experiences of my life.

    

  


  
    
      


      


      Chapter Five

    


    
      USMA—The People


      Come fill up to our Generals, God bless the brave heroes,

      They’re an honor to their country, and a terror to their foes;

      May they long rest on their laurels and troubles never know,

      But live to see a thousand years at Benny Havens, oh!


      The formal title is USMA, the United States Military Academy. It is pronounced [yu:zmay] or, by some [yu:zmuh]. The local, affectionate term is Woo Poo. RA’s who are non-grads sometimes call it Hudson High. I never heard anyone (except for distant civilians and characters in films) refer to it as ‘The Point.’ Its location is idyllic, seated some 55 miles above Manhattan on a plateau on the west bank of the Hudson, but during the Revolutionary War its location was also of great strategic importance—the most important site in the nation in Washington’s opinion, the site to which he moved his headquarters in 1779. It was so important that he asked one of the heroes of Saratoga, Thaddeus Kosciuszko, to build its fortifications. Part of the 150-ton ‘great chain’ stretched across the Hudson to frustrate the hopes and designs of British ships still exists and is on display at Trophy Point, along with two Revolutionary War cannon. Because of the threats of terrorism the post is far more carefully protected now than it was in my time there, when the atmosphere was more relaxed and collegiate, even in time of war. While no longer of strategic military importance, it is a target of inestimable psychological importance. It remains the oldest, continuously occupied military post in the United States of America.


      The views of the Hudson are exquisite. During my time there the post (particularly the northern-facing views, toward Bannerman’s Island and beyond, to Newburgh) was used as a backdrop in the filming of Hello, Dolly! A tourist approached Major Joe Coreth, one of my American Studies colleagues,and asked him about the name of the charming building just before them. He responded, “I’m sorry, ma’am; I don’t know. It wasn’t there before this morning.”


      The scenic Bear Mountain Bridge (the longest suspension bridge in the world upon its completion in 1924) is just to the south. (Some believe that President Roosevelt contracted polio at a Boy Scout camp at Bear Mountain State Park.) A cadet on summer maneuvers nearly took out the 1641’ bridge once with a mortar round. The cadets’ military exercises occur on a very small plot of ground, so that the trajectories of mortar fire are uncommonly high, the slightest error bringing far more dramatic, unintended results than it would at a vast post like Ft. Knox or Ft. Sill.


      Storm King Mountain is to the north, a major topographic feature and frequent home of retired senior officers. Its eastern summit (‘Butter Hill’) is 1,380 feet in elevation. After forest fires in 1999, unexploded ordnance left over from USMA artillery training in the nineteenth century was discovered on the mountain. This resulted in its being closed to hiking until 2002. Henry Hudson called the mountain Klinkesberg, because of the wrinkled rock cliffs near the river.


      Highland Falls is the village to USMA’s south, Cornwall-on-Hudson that to the north. The major linking artery is route 9W, which is frequently enshrouded in dense fog. A number of West Point people (ourselves included) lived in a townhouse development on the side of 9W, just outside Cornwall. Local academic joke: “If the answer is ‘9W’ what is the question?” The Question: “Do you spell your name with a V, Herr Wagner?”


      The Academy was then commanded by a major general with the title of Superintendent. Abbr.: the Supe. The position was later elevated to a Lieutenant General slot. In addition to a large house, the Supe had access to a launch which could be signed out by post personnel for trips up and down the river. We enjoyed a nice afternoon on it once, cruising up and down the Hudson and lunching on an unlikely meal of precooked hot dogs stored in a large thermos jar. In my time there the Supe was Major General Samuel W. Koster, later Brigadier General Koster, the demotion resulting from the conclusion that he had participated in the cover up of the massacre at My Lai. (He was then serving as Commander of the Americal Division.) I met him once. He was tall, world-weary, no-nonsense, and very cordial.


      There are two other general officer (BG) slots. The dean (during my tour, BG John R. Jannarone, an engineer and former department head) is the principal academic officer. This is a very important role, but, logically, not one that is necessarily associated with significant combat experience. The dean presides over the academic board, the principal academic and curricular unit within the Academy. As in any academic organization, the cadets are far closer to their teachers (they call them ‘P’s’, short for professors) and to—at the outer edge of their experience—their department heads, even though the dean and board exert authority over their curriculum of enormous importance.


      Fletcher Lamkin, who served very ably from 2000-2007 as the president of Westminster College in Fulton, Missouri (site of Churchill’s ‘Sinews of Peace’ speech in which he introduced the concept of the Soviets’ iron curtain) was a West Point dean, his last assignment prior to his retirement from active duty. He was instrumental in increasing the number of civilian faculty at West Point, expanding its research activities, insuring a successful development campaign and, in general, strengthening the Academy’s ties with the academic world beyond.


      The second BG slot is that of the Commandant. Abbr.: the Com. As the leader of the military side of the operation his actions touch the cadets far more directly than those of the dean (at least in their eyes). The Com during my time was a very distinguished officer named Bernard (Bernie) Rogers, a former Rhodes Scholar who later received an honorary doctorate from Oxford and who eventually served (among other capacities) as the supreme commander of allied forces in Europe. I did not have the opportunity to meet him.


      A more shadowy presence during my time there was a man who was destined to go from the rank of colonel to the rank of full general in a very short period of time: Alexander M. Haig (who had spent a year as a student at Notre Dame before transferring to West Point). His role was subordinate to that of the Com, but he made up for it quickly. He was, presumably, in ongoing talks with Henry Kissinger with regard to a role in Washington while he was at West Point. One day he simply left and the next he was on the evening news. I did not meet him at West Point, but saw him regularly at the Giant grocery store in McLean when I worked at Georgetown (where he had taken his master’s degree). Both he and (an unlikely counterpart) Sam Donaldson were regular patrons of the Gourmet Giant (now closed) and each projected a far warmer image than their public personae, particularly when they were grappling with (and surviving) serious illnesses. Chief Justice Rehnquist was a regular visitor to the Hafts’ bookstore at the other end of the strip mall and a great browser; I never saw him in the grocery.


      One day after my wife and son had driven in from Cornwall to pick me up after work at the English department offices in Thayer Hall (named for the academic visionary, Sylvanus Thayer, who served as Superintendent from 1817-1833 and significantly reformed the curriculum, requiring French of the cadets, since the major books on military engineering were in French) she saw one of my departmental colleagues, Major Don Williams, playing tennis with another man. Don was a divisional champion and a very serious tennis player, but he was being annihilated by his partner, a black man who was standing in one position and returning Don’s volleys in a manner designed to run Don all over the court but force him to return the ball in such a way that he himself would never have to move. “That man is amazing,” my wife said, as I joined them by the courts. I looked and saw just how right she had been about Don’s partner. He was amazing. Don’s tennis partner was an Army Lieutenant, Arthur Ashe.


      Arthur was, as anyone would expect, a very nice and very friendly man. The story in common circulation was that he was once taken to the computer center in Thayer Hall and told that if anyone should ask, he should tell them that that was where he worked. Most of the time, of course, he was representing the Army, both as an officer and as a world-class tennis player. One of my departmental colleagues, Bill Morgan, had served with him at Ft. Benjamin Harrison and held him in very high esteem. I met him once and he was kind to me and very personable. A handsome man in any setting, he was resplendent in a dress blue uniform, a uniform that he wore with great style and pride. Even at that stage of his life, in his mid 20’s, he was an international presence, the first to win both the U.S. Open and Amateur championships in the same year, 1968. When he entered a room, no matter who was there, all eyes turned toward him.


      The most impressive figure on the post to the cadets was Major Pete Dawkins. The cadets used to say that he walked across Lusk Reservoir on his way to work each morning. He had captained an undefeated Army football team and received both the Heisman and Maxwell trophies for his prowess. As a Rhodes scholar he played rugby for Oxford (very, very well) and later took a Ph.D. from Princeton. He was one of the youngest officers to be appointed to the rank of Brigadier General. When I was introduced to him by one of my departmental colleagues he was, characteristically, described— first and foremost—as a member of the class of 1959. He was warm, kind, and genuinely interested in a perfect stranger who was also a junior officer and reservist. There was no pretense about him, none whatsoever, and one of the individuals I look to as exhibit A when characterizing the biggest people as usually the nicest as well.


      Not all know that he had suffered from polio as a child. He had chosen to attend West Point over Yale and as a cadet was Brigade Commander, Class President, Captain of the football team, and in the top 5% of his class academically. No other West Point cadet has held all four of those positions at once. He was decorated for valor in Vietnam and was appointed a White House Fellow, where he served on a task force whose purpose was to plan for the conversion to an all-volunteer Army.


      The RA’s in our department were doing their teaching tour. Most were majors, with one senior captain, Bill Calhoun, and a sprinkling of lieutenant colonels. In some ways it was an easy tour for them. One had had a particularly difficult tour in Vietnam and was sent back to West Point for a breather, its paltry 60-hour work week being seen as a form of rest and recreation. Having said that, I would also hasten to add that a number of the RA’s spoke often of the rigors of the classroom. One senior major, who was very fit and not only airborne qualified and Ranger trained, but a Pathfinder as well (working in small teams, Pathfinders jump ahead of the full body of an airborne force, clear drop zones and guide aircraft), regularly commented, after two hours of teaching, that he was soaked with sweat and physically and mentally exhausted.


      The most challenging thing with regard to the West Point tour was that each officer was rated against his fellows in rank. If, for example, there were fourteen majors on our ‘side’, the rating officer was required to select one as the top officer and one as the bottom, with the rest appearing as part of the ‘great unwashed’ middle. That is the way that the ER (efficiency report) system worked. Throughout most of their military careers these superior officers would have been rated against a broad spectrum of individuals and come out very well. At West Point, however, they faced a kind of all star team and could perforce receive what, for them, were average to low ratings. In short, the tour there could be (and sometimes was) a career killer. A number of these individuals were ‘5 percenters’, the top 5% of rated officers within their cohort. The ‘5 percenters’ routinely received faster promotions than the rest of their fellows. West Point could quickly change all of that. In the case of several of my friends, it did.


      The upside was that while an officer going to an ROTC unit for a teaching tour would go there directly from his previous assignment (and sometimes try to do some graduate work during his 3-year ROTC tour), these men received two full years of unimpeded graduate education at Army expense and drew their regular salaries in the two years prior to their appointment as West Point P’s. The English department principally used three schools at that time: Columbia, Cornell and Penn. The reasons for this were largely personal; individuals had had good experiences there and the respective institutions were open to receiving more military officers in their graduate programs. It was a good arrangement for them. The officers were highly motivated, diligent students who came with full funding.


      Interesting aside: the officers who had studied at Columbia had a favorite professor there: the late (and highly controversial) Edward Said. At that time he was known principally for his book on Conrad and his classroom was a model of efficiency and discipline. “When a guy would come in late,” Walt Pritchard told me, “Said would say, ‘Listen, Buster . . . ’ and then dress him down.”


      Those studying at Columbia (and my second-year rating officer, LTC Peter Jones, who was [an exception] studying at NYU) frequently traveled to and from Manhattan, completing their graduate programs. The two years of graduate school were sufficient for nearly every officer to attain a master’s degree (no mean feat, at those particular institutions, considering the fact that the officers were military people who had had only the barest outline of an English ‘major’ and had been out of college for nearly ten years). The best of the cohort, like Walt, were able to complete their master’s degree, their language exams, their doctoral coursework and their doctoral prelims in two years. They then worked on their dissertations while they were at West Point.


      The department was directed by a Head and a Deputy who was not the Head. Hence, the ‘Not Head.’ The second in command was not (as in many military organizations) the executive officer. There was an XO (LTC Wensyel) but he was principally an administrator, a kind of dean of faculty insuring that our personal and professional affairs were all in order and that the department was running smoothly. It was the XO who had, in effect, hired me. The department heads—all full colonels—were promoted to the rank of Brigadier General upon their retirements. When I was at Georgetown I worked with a former head of the Social Sciences (‘Sosh’) department, BG Amos ‘Joe’ Jordan, who followed David Abshire in directing the Center for Strategic and International Studies.


      The Not Head was Colonel Jack Capps, a Penn Ph.D. who had published a book on Emily Dickinson’s reading with Harvard University Press. He also published concordances to a number of Faulkner’s novels. Colonel Capps was an Artillery officer and a lifelong lover of Pennsylvania culture (especially scrapple) after his Philadelphia experience. He was also a person able to draw with some skill. When he lectured he made marks on the board which eventually flowered into a full-fledged picture of some object or animal which illustrated his lecture and eventually underlined and reinforced its central conclusions.


      The Head was one of the most interesting and delightful individuals it has ever been my pleasure to know. His name was Edwin Van Valkenburg Sutherland and his twinkling eyes and carefully trimmed moustache were designed to produce the vibe of a senior British field officer. It was no stretch whatsoever to imagine him in a pith helmet in India. He was able to call his officers ‘Old Horse’ or ‘Old Thing’, with no sense of pretense or irony.


      In the second World War his unit was overrun by the Afrika Korps, but he found his way back, later helped drive the Nazis across Sicily and then went to England to prepare for the Normandy invasion. He landed on Omaha Beach as XO of the 26th Infantry and later took command of the regiment. He distinguished himself in the Battle of the Bulge and was later put in command of the military security forces at Nuremberg.


      One of the photographs in his office was the image in which every soldier dreams of being featured—marching beneath the Arc de Triomphe as tears of joy run down the cheeks of the surrounding, liberated Parisians. He had also been decorated for valor. I believe that having done his part (in a dramatic way) during the principal engagement of his life he dedicated the remainder of that life to enjoying the beauties of the world, something that he did with great joy and élan.


      His Penn dissertation was in folklore. He had edited the lengthy journals of John Gregory Bourke, the nineteenth-century ethnologist, friend of RobertE. Lee and Sigmund Freud and Civil War Medal of Honor awardee. He later commissioned a sculpture (in which he took some good-humored pride) of Sutherland Contemplating the Bust of John Gregory Bourke. He kept his office bulldog clips on the private parts of a bull that was part of a Frederic Remington statue and on the second floor of his quarters his and his wife’s bed was built upon a grand dais, like those of royalty. Every now and then I expected to be invited to a levée.


      The lesson plans were filed in his office and stored in ring binders. Whenever Bill Morgan went in to place one there, the Colonel would say something like, “Oh, are you here to make an insertion?”


      In cold winter weather he did not wear a regular Army cap, but instead a Russian fur hat. (It was probably sable.) In return for a salute you were likely to receive a wave. He routinely asked members of the department to take over his Friday classes when he went off for long weekends to his home near Montauk. The only time I ever heard him issue a word of criticism was after the viewing of a new USMA recruitment film. It was studiedly sentimental and, to his taste, insufficiently academic. He said, “They did everything but use ‘My Buddy’ for background music.”


      The English department was strong, but not as distinguished as the Social Sciences department. This was the work of Colonel George Lincoln, who served as its Head for many years and shaped it into an academic unit of which anyone might be proud. Lincoln was a Major General in the war, the deputy to General Marshall. At the conclusion of the war General Marshall asked him where he wanted to go. MG Lincoln said that he wanted to return to West Point, to the Social Sciences department. This required several steps down to the rank of Colonel, which he accepted, though he continued to be treated as a person of more senior rank because of his considerable accomplishments. He was intimately involved in the planning of the war against Germany and Japan and one of President Roosevelt’s most trusted advisers. Sometimes foreign diplomats would relate to him as the senior officer in the room because of those experiences and achievements. No one, apparently, found this awkward, in part because Lincoln was such a decent and unassuming man.


      One day I saw him in the hallway. It was cold and he was wearing a sweater over his shirt and tie. This was strictly non-regulation, though it was generally permitted inside a private office. He was confronted by a junior officer who mistook him for an enlisted man. This was incredibly stupid, since Lincoln was well-known and his officer’s trousers carried a broad black stripe which should have been seen immediately. The junior officer had intended to dress him down for wearing the sweater.


      “What are you supposed to be?” the junior officer asked.


      “I believe I’m supposed to be Colonel Lincoln,” he answered, without the nasty edge which the act probably deserved.


      “Oh . . . sorry, Sir,” the man responded as he beat a quick retreat down an adjoining hallway.


      Colonel Lincoln recruited every top officer available to his department and the roster, over the years, reads like a who’s who of military experts and intellectuals (among them Wesley Clark, Howard Graves and Barry McCaffrey). Pete Dawkins was one of at least three Rhodes scholars in the Social Sciences department during my tour. The second was Major Powell Hutton (another member of the Class of 1959) and the third Colonel Lincoln himself. Powell Hutton ranked fourth in the class of 1959. The two men who ranked second and third won Rhodes scholarships also. (Pete Dawkins ranked tenth; the man ranked second—CPT James Ray—was killed in Vietnam in 1965.)


      The other departments with which I had the most contact included the Art department (as the cadets termed it, ‘Art’ being shorthand for Military Art and Engineering), MP&L (Military Psychology and Leadership) and Foreign Languages. Foreign languages were taught by civilian native speakers. As long-term members of the staff they wore a military uniform, but without rank. Short-term civilian instructors (principally in Social Sciences) wore civilian clothes. The math and engineering faculty were central to the curriculum but their work was more remote from the interests of the humanities. Math in particular was a curricular keystone, since it was intellectually challenging and known specifically for its pedagogy, one that required the cadets to perform work on the board and defend that work to their classmates. This form of ‘recitation’ was central to the Thayer method and the Thayer method was central to the intellectual traditions of West Point.


      The English department was divided into four units—the administrative offices (containing the Head, Not Head, XO and civilian office staff), a small two-person office dealing with American Studies, and the two major ‘sides.’ They were called the ‘sides’ because they were housed in two symmetrical offices on the opposite side of the hall of the administrative offices, one to the left, one to the right. Each elongated office was the same size and each was shaped like a work space for galley slaves. The head of the side (a lieutenant colonel) sat at the end/front of the office and his faculty were arrayed in two parallel rows of work stations approximately 10 deep. In between the two lines of work stations was a long, narrow conference table. For each side meeting we simply rolled backwards out of our cubicles, spun around in our chairs and bellied up to the conference table.


      There were conference rooms between the two sides which could be used for meetings with cadets and a coffee room a few yards down the hall which contained couches, chairs, a kitchenette and a rack of current scholarly journals. The coffee room was available for informal conferences and planning sessions. Each ‘side’ was linked with the main office by an intercom (the ‘bitch box’). Bitch did not apply to the woman using it, but to the usual subject or nature of the meeting that the calls preceded. Throughout the day we would receive such calls. “Major Beasley, there is a cadet here to see you.”


      There was also a bitch box in the Academy library. It was perfectly appropriate for an instructor to leave the department and spend time working in the library, but if you did so you did it with the understanding that you could be summoned, publicly, over the bitch box. That is why we preferred to travel to the Vassar library to do research—both because of Vassar’s holdings and because of the fact that once there you were inaccessible.


      One ‘side’ taught plebe English, or freshman composition: the creation, the cadets said, of the ultimate M1-A1 theme (always tri-partite, with an introductory paragraph, identifying the points to be addressed, intermediate paragraphs discussing those points in detail, and a summation paragraph, encasing the central theme in a final bit of rhetorical wrapping). The other ‘side’—the side to which I was, fortunately, assigned--taught two courses: in the fall, Comparative Literature and, in the spring, Advanced Composition. Comparative Literature was a yearling course (freshman/sophomore/junior/ senior = plebe/yearling/cow/firstie) and Advanced Composition was a firstie course. ‘Comparative Literature’ was a misnomer; the course was a World Literature course and, in point of fact, ‘Advanced Comp’ had little to do with composition. It was an introduction to logic, aesthetics, and ethics. We were, in effect, a bootlegged philosophy program. We also had an adjunct faculty member, a local artist, who taught the plastic (as opposed to the military-) arts. The artist was a civilian and a woman, a fact that raised no particular questions or eyebrows.


      The vast majority of the English department RA’s were West Point graduates from the classes of 1957, 1958, and 1959. This was the first fact that they announced to their classes when they introduced themselves. As such they were generally our seniors in age (I graduated from college in 1963) and in rank but our juniors in terms of academic degrees. They did not blanch if we called them by their first names (once we had gotten to know them), though one would not do this with a person two ranks higher, particularly since the lieutenant colonel with whom we had the most contact was our rating officer.


      The RA’s mostly lived on post, in military housing, though the cutoff point was generally the rank of captain. (The new quarters at ‘Stony Lonesome’ were being planned, but had not yet been built.) The one RA captain in our department, Bill Calhoun, rented the bottom floor of a New York industrialist’s retreat on Storm King Mountain. Very nice digs—with 80 miles of visibility on clear days and views of the Catskills.


      The post quarters were stratified by rank. The Supe lived in Quarters 100, a white frame house overlooking ‘The Plain’, the principal parade ground. The senior colonels had large tudor duplexes on the south side of post, overlooking the Hudson, while the majors and light colonels had decent quarters on the north side of post, which were built in closer proximity to one another. I was offered some quarters in the basement of the hospital, but politely declined and lived (with nearly all of the reserve officers) up river outside Cornwall.


      The RA’s were nearly all from combat branches (Infantry, Armor, Artillery, Engineering, Signal) and those who were not had generally served in that capacity earlier in their careers and had been awarded CIB’s (the Combat Infantryman’s Badge). One of the RA’s commented that “I know I’m a soldier” (regardless of his current branch), because he had earned a CIB. Some of the reserve officers were from support branches such as the Transportation Corps or the Adjutant General’s Corps. Nothing was ever made of this, but I believe that I was cut a small bit of slack by the RA’s because I was in Armor and because I had fired expert with the .45 automatic and was permitted to wear the badge designating that fact. There was no pretending that I was an actual soldier, but at certain moments I was able to tilt in that direction.


      The RA’s always had interesting souvenirs and desk decorations. Ash trays made of shell casings with an inert .50 calibre round in the center were sometimes seen and it was obvious that someone had done a brisk business in desk name plates—often carved from wood in a dramatic, swoosh design. One thing I did not see (though I saw them at Ft. Knox) were inert claymore mines. The claymore was used for such things as ambushes. They were placed along roads and detonated at a distance, with a resulting directional explosion. The problem with the claymore was that inattentive troops would sometimes turn them in the wrong direction and endanger themselves and their fellows. Hence, the words Front to Enemy were printed on the front of the mine and, thus, inert versions were used as desk decorations—those words being the first thing that you saw when you approached the desk of a noncom with a request that he was not anxious to receive.


      The RA’s were careful, but not obsessive with regard to their appearance. One or two of them might check a shoeshine or gig line before going off to class. One of the reserve officers scuffed his shoes in their presence as a small act of rebellion. I was embarrassed by that and thought that he should have been grateful (as I was) for not being required to spit-shine his shoes. The physical appearance section of the Efficiency Report was not given significant attention in the department (the assumption being that we would all be sufficiently presentable).


      I was struck by the fact that many of the RA’s exhibited what would now probably be termed addictive personalities. I never saw anyone drink as much coffee as some of them did—12 cups a day or more. One of my rating officers combined the use of coffee with a vigorous physical regimen. He mentioned, for example, that he was feeling sleepy one night and was unable to work on his dissertation. His solution was to go out for a run of two or three miles and then shower, change his clothes and brew (and drink) a full pot of coffee. There were few chain-smokers, but there were many heavy smokers. Their ability to ingest massive amounts of Scotch was also striking to me. They did all these things without manifesting any physical impairments and they continued to be able to excel in physical activities. When we had our annual physical training test they outran us with ease. I noticed, in reading military obits, that many died relatively young—in their late sixties or early seventies, not like some of the civilian English department fossils who finally keeled over in their Maine cabins at the age of 94 or 97.


      I wondered if they were like rock stars who burned out early. Certainly they had concentrated a great deal of experience (and a great deal of decompression from that experience) in a short period of time. Later, when I was at Georgetown, I had a liberal studies student who was a retired colonel. He had recently turned down a job that would have required him to work godawful hours. “I used to do that when I was at the Pentagon,” he said, “ . . . get up at 4:30 or 5:00 and drive 25 miles and then report at 6:00, but I wouldn’t do it in a civilian job.”


      “What if you were called back to active duty? How would you feel about going back on that schedule?” I asked.


      “Not a problem,” he said. He saw a clear line of demarcation, one involving duty and obligation, between a service position and a civilian one. I think the West Point RA’s did as well. No matter how minor the task they would throw themselves into it, always accompanied by their coffee and other support systems.


      In those cubicles, in that single room and in the classrooms upstairs we did our academic work. While it bore some resemblance to the delivery of a curriculum in a civilian institution there were striking differences.

    

  


  
    
      


      


      Chapter Six

    


    
      USMA—The Program


      To our kind old Alma Mater, our rock-bound Highland home,

      We’ll cast back many a fond regret, as o’er life’s sea we roam,

      Until on our last battlefield the lights of Heaven shall glow,

      We’ll never fail to drink to her and Benny Havens, oh!


      Shortly after my tour at USMA I usually described its academic program to civilian colleagues as being far better than they might think and, in some of its details, far more regimented than they could possibly imagine, though as I get older I see the wisdom of many of the Academy’s ways and the absolute uniqueness of some of them. Let me stress the fact that the program I am describing is that of 1967-9, not the program that currently exists. The number of departments and the number of their associated curricula have proliferated. Women now play a key role in the leadership of the Corps and the size of the student body has markedly expanded. New buildings now dot the familiar landscape and security has been tightened considerably. Just as West Point was different in the mid-late 60’s, so too was civilian education, though all of that was soon to change. (The best and most easily-accessed index to change in the Academy’s program is the list of ‘firsts and lasts’ in the online USMA Register of Graduates and Former Cadets: http://www.aogusma.org/PUBS/ Register/firsts4.htm.)


      At West Point the curriculum was separately planned but centrally integrated. The English department, for example, planned its own courses but thought of its particular offerings within the context of the total curriculum required of the cadets. It was aware of the other coursework which the cadets were carrying and it was told how much time within the cadet’s day it was allotted. The volume of reading and the resultant amount of homework, e.g., were controlled. The English department could not simply require the readingof War and Peace or Remembrance of Things Past and let the time-constraint chips fall where they may.


      The cadets had military activities and physical activities in addition to their academic responsibilities and while they were expected to work very hard, their schedule was carefully balanced. Their academic training still centered on engineering. In Sylvanus Thayer’s day the military’s challenges were often engineering challenges. Part of his upgrading of the Academy’s curriculum involved the placing of engineering at that curriculum’s center. As I mentioned above, cadets were required to read French since the principal engineering texts of that time were in French. (The class of 1980 was the last class required to take four years of a foreign language.)


      English and Social Sciences were not unimportant, but they were of subsidiary importance. A 1967 West Point baccalaureate degree was essentially a degree in engineering. There was no such thing as an actual English major, though one could be bootlegged (more or less) through the taking of all of the available English electives (taught by the Head, Not Head, and American Studies faculty).


      Now, in the days of the so-called electronic battlefield (the Army has used the term for decades), information technology is of far greater importance than it was during its nascent stages in the mid sixties. Computers control military life the way that they control all life. (The class of 1990 was the first to be issued personal computers.) In my time the computer center in Thayer Hall (where Arthur Ashe putatively worked) was a large room filled with gargantuan Univac computers with less memory than a tiny chip would contain a few years later. The cadets placed their stacks of punched cards (in very specific order, of course) on a rack just outside the center and they were processed over night. I actually took a class in computers at that time. The first lesson inculcated was, “Before using the computer, ask yourself whether or not the computer is actually the best instrument to use to accomplish the task.” Lost wisdom. The class was taught by a very able, though slightly geeky first lieutenant. My classmates were mostly senior colonels. It gave me a sense of what it might have been like for me had I been assigned to teach at the War College.


      Each of us taught four sections (in the civilian sense of the term) of the same course, with fifteen students per section. We taught two hours per day, every day, the cadets coming to class every other day (not just Monday, Wednesday and Friday or just Tuesday and Thursday). Some weeks they had three sessions with us, some two. For example, let us say that we were teaching King Lear on Monday. We taught it to two 15-student groups, then did the same class on Tuesday for the other two groups. On Wednesday, say, we began Milton, with the first two groups and did the same class on Thursday with the second two. On Friday the material changed, and so on. (Civilians would say that we taught 4 sections with 1 preparation and 10 contact hours.)


      The “sections” were structured in ‘order of merit.’ Actually the “section” (in the USMA sense of the term) was 60 students, separated into four classes (ab/cd) of 15 students each. If, for example, you taught the 7th “section” you had four groups of 15 each, all considering themselves part of one section— the 7th—which was ranked in the middle, academically, of 14-15 “sections”. The students in the first (i.e. the top) section were excellent—the equal of English students anywhere. The students in the fourteenth or fifteenth section were often lost and confused. In general the top and bottom sections were taught by the most experienced members of the faculty and the middle sections were taught by those with less experience (i.e. less experience at West Point). At one point I was entrusted with the second (i.e. the #2) section (for one sectioning period—to be explained in a minute); this was considered an honor and, from the point of view of the head of our side, probably a risk. My assignment to teach the second section was preceded by a meeting with the head of the side, one in which he offered counsel of various kinds.


      The semesters were divided into at least three periods. These were termed sectioning periods. At the end of each of these periods all of the students enrolled in the course (which is to say [for required courses] all of the students in a particular West Point class) were “re-sectioned” based on the quality of their previous performance. Some rose and some fell, while, some, irrevocably it seemed, stayed more or less where they had been. That meant that each instructor received an entirely new cohort of students. In the course of the year each instructor taught at least six different sets of students—60 each time, arrayed across four separate (ab/cd) class groups.


      Some opined that the purpose of this was to keep the cadets from getting too close to any particular instructor and gaining an advantage with regard to grades. The glass-half-full interpretation was that this exposed the cadets to the broadest possible number of instructors (instructors most appropriate to their needs) and helped to achieve a degree of standardization across the grading system. It was far fairer than allowing students to stay with favored P’s. What did seem to happen (given the extensive amount of graded work that was required) was that once a cadet was established as a certain ‘level’ of student, it was very difficult to move above or below that level.


      Within each sectioning period there was an exam, a paper and a set of quizzes. The quizzes were termed ‘writs.’ The writs were staffed and standardized (to be explained soon) but not required class by class. Rather, they were required by sectioning period. For example, at the outset of a sectioning period it was specified (to the faculty, not to the cadets) that there would be, say, 6 required writs during that period. Some gave the quizzes early to get them over with, some spaced them out and some waited until the end. However, those who waited until the end were, in effect, alerting their students to the fact that, as the number of days in the sectioning period dwindled down, the chances rose that writs would be administered. The cadets were at pains to ‘speck out’ the number of writs in a sectioning period, so that they might know when they would need to study hard and when they could afford to coast.


      They also sought out the salient points of each lesson—the points most likely to appear on later examinations. A P who covers these points and highlights them is said to ‘give good poop.’ In lecturing he is ‘putting out the poop’ and if asked to tutor a student or set of students having difficulty with the material he is likely to be asked to ‘poop ‘em up.’


      The fact that the writs were centrally approved and not conceived and prepared instructor-by-instructor (though there could be different versions covering the same material) reinforced the importance of the honor system. Cadets were not to discuss the questions posed on the writs. They were always administered at the beginning of the class. The instructor entered the room, took the attendance report from the Section Marcher (academically, the highest ranked student in the class) and said, “Stagger desks.” The cadets then staggered their tables so that they could not observe the work of their neighbors. They took the writ (requiring only a few minutes) after which the P proceeded with the rest of the class.


      Our yearling course, taught in the fall semester—‘Comparative Literature’—was challenging in that it was taught right after physical training and lunch. The cadets would work out, take a hot shower, eat a calorie-laden lunch and then come to English class in warm wool uniforms. They were told to stay awake at all costs, even if it meant standing during class. It was not uncommon to have a large portion of your class standing and it was disconcerting to have them start to rise during those moments when you thought that your comments were especially acute and incisive.


      Classes routinely included visitors. West Point is a magnet for what the Army calls ‘visiting firemen’; some of them were senior officers; many were guidance counselors from high schools (who were courted assiduously). It was not at all uncommon to enter the class and find a general or two and a handful of civilians at the back of your room. When the head of the side asked if you planned to give a writ that day it was generally a signal that individuals were planning to visit your class. If you said yes, he would advise the visitors to attend a different section, unless, of course, they wanted to observe the process that you followed in administering the quiz.


      This was, on balance, a very good thing. In civilian education, class visitations are potentially disruptive. When the students encounter a foreign presence in the classroom they know that their teacher is being evaluated by a senior member of the faculty and that their own performance can hurt or help that teacher in significant ways. Given the importance of these visitations in civilian education (two or three perhaps during the 5-6 year pre-tenure period), the class can be an uncomfortable one. If, on the other hand, someone other than a senior member of the faculty were present in a civilian class (a university trustee or a local reporter, e.g.) this could be even more disruptive and might even lead to an incident. At West Point visits were taken in stride and all performed more or less the way they always would, whether there were visitors in attendance or not.


      We also had the considerable luxury of a floating instructor. This person’s job was to take over our classes from time to time so that we could visit the classrooms of other instructors and learn from their techniques. This pattern of mutual visitation was routinized and was thus non-threatening and of positive help.


      Since our salaries were set by Congress there was far less of the suspicion, envy and backbiting that one can encounter in civilian higher education. If a senior officer said that he was trying to help you improve as a teacher, that was, in all likelihood, all that he was actually trying to do. I received very constructive advice, for example, from several senior officers, whose posture was generally avuncular rather than authoritarian. Of course, you were being evaluated and the nature of the evaluation could affect your Efficiency Report, but those reports would be evaluated at a later time and in a different place and their cumulative effect might not have any measurable impact (for good or ill) on your career for years.


      Another major advantage enjoyed by the Academy was the fact that the effectiveness of the individual instructor could be evaluated with some degree of rigor. Everyone was teaching the same material at the same time and the academic level of the students was a matter of record. Hence their performance could be correlated, to some degree, with the quality of the instruction they were receiving. Civilian student course evaluations (a practice generally beginning in the 1970’s and now firmly institutionalized) virtually never confront the question of student accomplishment. The key point is never what was actually learned? but more, what did you think of the experience? The prior question cannot be accurately asked or measured anyway, because there is, in general, no common curriculum, common reading list, common requirements, common exams and no systematic assessment of the learning level of the students prior to their matriculating in that class. (One of the [unique, one-of-a-kind] courses I regularly teach now draws students from every class in school and from, on average, three or four different colleges within the university.)


      Civilians try to tease out the level of accomplishment of the students completing the forms by asking such questions as, what grade do you expect to receive in this class? but that is very crude and becomes cruder still in an ethos of significant grade inflation. I personally had a number of graduate school instructors whose behaviors and pedagogical practices were such that their student evaluations (had they then received them), could have been horrific. Nevertheless, I learned a great deal from them. The USMA program was the only post-secondary system in my experience that could validate the fact that a teacher was actually helping to instill knowledge and not simply entertaining his or her students or earning high marks from them in a contest hinging on popularity or likeability.


      With each resectioning period came the reassignment of students. With the students came their final written work, so that, at the outset of each resectioning period, we saw the final written work of other instructors’ students. (A new section list was circulated. We would determine to whom our students were being transferred and then hand them the students’ papers.) This could expose you to ridicule if your students wrote something that was clearly silly. This provided another window on instructional performance, particularly when seen in tandem with the section level. If you had taught students in a very low section and they said wise things in their written work this was a point in your favor. Similarly, if you had taught the top students and the quality of their work had fallen off under your tutelage this would be noticed (and be the subject of comments and persistent reminders). Though there were seldom any practical jokes played, the atmosphere of the office could be like that of a police station, with nicknames and running gags. One particularly non-academic major was frequently called ‘Superscholar’ by some of the other RA’s.


      The number of papers graded was enormous. Assume that there is a paper, a WPR (‘written partial review’ = a 6 weeks or 12 weeks exam in civilian schools), and multiple writs (sometimes as many as 9) in a sectioning period. Multiply that by 60 students and by 6 sectioning periods and it quickly becomes apparent that we were grading, literally, thousands of pieces of written work each year. (At the end of the semester there was also the WGR—the ‘written general review’, or final exam, to grade.) From the point of view of the instructor, this was burdensome. From the point of view of learning outcomes, it had the capability of being highly effective.


      The way to learn to write is to write. (In the early twentieth century, Harvard composition students wrote every day; when I was a teaching assistant in the mid 1960’s they wrote every week; now they may write only three or four times a semester.) The way to foster good class discussion is to insure that students have read the material; the ideal of the Thayer system was that cadets would ‘recite’ every day and, potentially, be graded on the recitation (for us—the writ).


      The way to improve is to establish a base line and then strive to move above and beyond it. The ‘system’ reinforced all of these notions. While it was extremely mechanical it was also extremely successful in achieving reasonable levels of student accomplishment. Civilian instruction might reach far greater heights, but it can also lose students in the shuffle (or permit them to hide in the rear of the lecture hall). Civilian instruction places greater responsibility on the students (commensurate with the greater freedom that they enjoy) but it is far less likely to be able to guarantee a certain level of result.


      Grades were posted weekly. (The cadets checked their grades under the sally ports of their quarters.) If one thinks of the difficulties that some civilian departments have in securing grade sheets from the faculty at the end of each semester, consider the logistical challenges of posting grades weekly. Only an institution that was passionate about ‘assessment’ and ‘feedback’ would put such a system in place and sustain it administratively.


      Grading techniques were prescribed. A student paper began with a perfect score of 3.0 (later changed to a 4-point system, the class of 1980 being the last to have a 3-point system) and then shrunk as cuts were administered (the value of each cut for spelling errors, grammatical errors and rhetorical lapses being prescribed). A proofreader’s shorthand was also specified, so that when a cadet received a one-tenth cut (reducing the paper from a perfect 3.0 to a 2.9) the basis for that cut (spelling, an agreement error, a comma splice, etc.) was indicated, with each instructor using the same shorthand indicator. This was mechanical and it was regimented, but the end results were impressive. The cadets knew what was expected of them and the reasons for their resulting marks were consistently made clear.


      They were also free to challenge (‘bellyache’) any grade that they received. There was a clear appeals process, with any paper being regraded at the cadet’s request. There was, however, an additional proviso. Grades could go down as well as up. This was a disincentive to ‘bellyache’, since the independent instructor asked to regrade the paper in question did so with the awareness that the paper’s grade was in dispute. He thus devoted close attention to the grading process, since it was, to some degree, a test of his own perspicacity. The frequent result was that the regrader noticed something that the (probably weary) original grader had overlooked and additional cuts were imposed, the grade going down in the process.


      With the ‘cut’ system, grade grubbers were described as those who ‘grubbed for tenths’ rather than ‘grubbed for grades.’ There were also special tutoring systems prior to the final exam for those students who had particular trouble with the coursework. I was once asked to tutor some students from the bottom of the fourteenth section and was shocked at the level of their performance. The head of the side said to me, “You’ve got to remember—the cream has all been skimmed off. This is what’s left.”


      Needless to say, working in a system such as this affects your own practices for life. To this day I grade quickly, mark every error religiously, turn back papers promptly, and continue to use some of the USMA shorthand.


      In order to insure that each instructional block was covered at a minimal level of competence, we were required to prepare lesson plans and lead meetings of the instructional staff that dealt with the material covered in our lesson plan. This was burdensome (a practice associated with primary or secondary education), but not entirely a bad idea, considering the fact that most of the instructors only had master’s degrees and much of the material that they were teaching could be unfamiliar to them.


      The meetings were held several days before the relevant block of instruction would be taught. This provided those who needed it the opportunity to brush up on the material. For example, during one term I was asked to prepare the lesson plan on the Milton block. We taught Milton for five classes. I prepared what was, in effect, a paper (eight pages or so, single-spaced) on the kinds of issues I would cover in teaching Milton. I also prepared a brief bibliography of those materials which I considered most helpful in teaching Milton at the sophomore level. The books were then placed on the conference table throughout the Milton block, so that instructors could consult them. Prior to each class we rolled out of our cubicles, sat around the conference table and discussed the most important points and the most useful techniques for teaching the key aspects of, for example, Book I of Paradise Lost.


      The person who prepared the lesson plan and led the discussion was also responsible for drafting the writs to be used for that block. The writs were then staffed, i.e., discussed by all of the instructors. Walt Pritchard used to say that his norm for fairness and appropriateness was whether or not he could pass the writ on material that he had read the previous year (with the cadets, presumably, reading it the night before class). When the writs were agreed upon you were required to use them in that approved form (if you chose, that is, to give a writ or several writs during the Milton block). Sometimes people didn’t like the writ and simply skipped it. That made its approval easier and helped to shorten our meetings. (“If you don’t like the writ or think it’s too easy or too hard,” our rating officer would say, “just don’t give it.”)


      The ‘Comparative Literature’ course began with scripture, focusing on the Book of Job, and ended with high modernist poetry, particularly that of Yeats. It included the usual household names (Chaucer, Shakespeare, Milton, Swift, for example) but a number of figures that most of us had read but had not previously taught (Homer, Sophocles, Dante, Cervantes, and Goethe, for example). The lesson plans and staff sessions were very useful in helping us to approach figures who were not, generally, a part of our teaching repertoire, figures who might also be extremely remote from the experience of engineering students.


      When we were on familiar ground (I had studied Milton with Arthur Barker and the Columbia grads had studied with people like Joseph Mazzeo), the teaching was relatively easy. Teaching portions of the second half of Faust, however, was something for which we all needed help.


      The WPR’s and WGR’s in the courses were separately staffed, with subcommittees reporting back to the full side faculty. An additional instructional duty that one could pull (an odd, high schoolish one) involved coordination with the audio-visual department in the fashioning of hallway displays that would illustrate (and hopefully illuminate) aspects of the various blocks of instruction.


      There were some standard displays—for example, facsimile editions of the Shakespeare First Folio—which could be very useful. Others were silly—papier-mâché dolls, e.g., illustrating the subject or themes of particular works. (Think of Satan on the burning lake or the building of Pandemonium.) Our responsibility was to advise the audio-visual folks as to what we wanted. They would then execute it.


      The results were sometimes embarrassing. Imagine someone trying to illustrate Yeats’s “Among School Children” or “The Second Coming” (one of my responsibilities) in a way that would compel attention in positive ways. “Yes, Captain, that’s your basic gyre there.” Gustave Doré could do this sort of thing, but he was not working at USMA during my time.


      The second semester firstie course, ‘Advanced Composition’, was a challenge for all of us. I had not studied Logic since 1959 and I had never formally studied Ethics, though I had studied some ethicists. Aesthetics was easier for all of us. We used Irwin Edman’s Arts and the Man, which was particularly strong on architecture. (Edman was the Columbia worthy known for the statement that “Education is the process of casting false pearls before real swine.” I was told that the statement was made in the context of the Columbia Teachers’ College’s developing a curriculum separate from, but reflecting that of Columbia College, i.e. the College of Arts and Sciences.)


      In this course the lesson plans and staff meetings were particularly useful. As disjunct as the course appears, it was successful and popular with the cadets, in part because 2/3 of it forced them to engage with ideas for which there was no ‘school solution.’ Logic was right up their alley, of course.


      We taught various approaches to ethics—Aristotelian, Kantian, but also what is usually termed ‘situation ethics.’ One of the majors responsible for the situation ethics lesson plan brought a hippie poster into the office and put it on the wall. It featured a nude woman walking through high grass in an idyllic garden. The inscription above the image read: The Burden of our Lives is Love. (For that occasion he also wore a ‘Make love and war’ button underneath the lapel of his blouse.) When the head of the side walked into the room the major asked him, “What do you think of the poster, Colonel?” The LTC looked at it for a nanosecond or two and then promptly responded, “I like it very much. When were you thinking about taking it down?”

      “Right now,” the major responded, sheepishly.

      Not letting up, however, he wore a set of beads while leading the discussion of his lesson plan. The beads had a long wooden pendant with three sets of words inscribed in unrecognizable symbols. The major said that he couldn’t decipher them, but perhaps someone else could. Bill May, one of the Infantry majors (on whom, much more later) immediately responded. “I can,” he said, “It says: ‘He who . . . Who he? . . . Whoo Hah.’”


      There were co-curricular activities as well and they were truly exceptional, particularly with regard to the resources available in Manhattan. When we taught the Iliad the guest lecturer was Gilbert Highet. With him came his wife Helen MacInnes, the queen of international espionage fiction—a stunning couple. Highet talked about Lattimore’s translation, which we were using, and described (very gently) its shortcomings. “The problem,” he said, “is that Richmond has never seen the kind of blood and gore that Homer describes and the nature of the depiction of that blood and gore is essential to Homer’s purposes.”


      When the American Studies faculty were seeking a lecturer to enrich their classes they invited Alfred Kazin, whose high standards and simultaneous populism appealed to the cadets as well as to the rest of us. He was lucid, passionate, and persuasive.


      For the practice of poetry we had (on two occasions) Howard Nemerov. The fact still astounds me (and is, in part, an indication of how much times have changed), but when Nemerov came to West Point he was actually invited to fly the military plane that had been chartered for him. He had, of course, been a pilot in World War II, but he was now a civilian professor. The potential liability that would have resulted had there been an accident (both financial liability and liability with regard to public relations) is inestimable now, but at that time there was a certain flare in the senior ranks and a regard for the adventurous that managed to coexist with a respect for regulations. If he could fly in combat, he could certainly fly from Boston to Stewart Air Force Base. More important, he was doing the Academy a great favor and, in return, he might really enjoy the opportunity to fly the plane.


      Once when one of the departments (Social Sciences or ‘Art’) wanted a military historian to lecture, they invited S.L.A. Marshall. A junior officer was dispatched to accompany him from the city. Marshall was colossally drunk and told the officer to please let him sleep. He slumped down in the back seat of the car and did not move until he arrived at the lecture site, whereupon he opened his eyes, cleared his head, gave a wonderfully crisp and incisive presentation, and then got back in the car and returned to sleep.


      One of the major co-curricular activities was the Great Film Festival, which was held during ‘gloom period’—late winter. I was asked to take responsibility for it. I was given a budget ($1200) and told that I would have to show 11 films, one of which had to be a documentary and one of which was to be a recognizable ‘art’ film. The films were 16mm, rented from catalogues and then shipped and screened. They characteristically arrived at the last possible minute (to maximize the number of possible rentals). This was stressful, since the screenings had already been announced and they were open to the full community, including senior officers and their families, themselves coping with gloom period and not anxious to appear at the auditorium only to be told that the film had not arrived.


      Each film did, finally, arrive, generally in time for the civilian employees to screen them for themselves once or twice. The only other injunction was that I could not order from Janus Films. Janus (someone or other believed) had some suspicious political connections, connections with which ‘the Academy’ did not need to be associated. This was a significant constraint, since the Janus collection constituted a significant portion of the bedrock of European art cinema.


      I also operated under the assumption that I had to work within the parameters of the budget, a matter complicated by the fact that one of the senior departmental officers loved the film Cat Ballou. He thought it was hilarious and in the days before DVD’s and VHS (or Betamax) tapes, he let me know that he was very anxious to see it again. Unfortunately, it was a very expensive rental ($400) that, by itself, would have consumed a third of my entire budget.


      For a documentary I chose Jacques-Yves Cousteau’s World Without Sun, a real yawner, but an inexpensive one, and I sandwiched it in between some better films. If I had shown it first I might not have had an audience for the second. I showed several films that I considered edgy—the comedy The Best of Enemies and the dark Billy Budd (the American Studies faculty were grateful). Most edgy of all, I showed Paths of Glory, Kubrick’s (banned in France and Switzerland) anti-war masterpiece, the ‘paths of glory’ leading, in the signature line from Gray’s Elegy, only to the grave.


      No objections were raised to Paths of Glory, but Tom Jones made a few people uncomfortable. Too much bawdy sex. I got back in everyone’s good graces with The Guns of Navarone, a personal favorite. David Niven really was a commando in the war, having graduated from Sandhurst.


      For the art film I showed The Seventh Seal—very heavy going for the cadets. In retrospect, playing chess with the grim reaper during the plague was probably not the best subject matter for gloom period.


      I was unable to play an active role in the Great Film Festival in my second year, since I was scheduled for minor surgery when the list of films was selected. I received a report from the person in the Social Sciences department who accepted the duty. Cat Ballou was shown, which delighted one of my bosses. I may even have received some of the credit for its inclusion. One film, however, was scratched from the list and deemed unsuitable. It was the film The Hill, a Sidney Lumet message movie, featuring Sean Connery and a huge, manmade hill in the desert which soldiers were forced to run up and down, apparently pointlessly. The reason for scratching it was the concern that “it might reflect adversely on the fourth class system.” In other words, it might make the plebes think that they were being subjected to the same sorts of meaningless exercises.


      That surprised me, but it did not particularly concern me, because I had not suggested it and it wasn’t a film that I would have chosen. My only real problem with the sequence of films whose showings I had supervised (beyond the Inn at Upton scene in Tom Jones) was the fact that I had come in (slightly) under the rental budget. I was promptly taken aside by one of the civilian employees and told, politely but patronizingly, that, “You don’t understand, Lieutenant. The purpose of the exercise is not to save money. If you come in under budget your next year’s budget will be reduced accordingly. You should have come in slightly over budget so that next year’s budget would be increased.”
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      Chapter Seven

    


    
      USMA—The Cadets


      And when in academic halls, to summer hops we go,
And thread the mazes of the dance on the light fantastic toe,
We look into those sunny eyes, where youth and pleasure glow,
And think ourselves within the walls of Benny Havens, oh!


      One of our earliest experiences at the Academy was a tour of the cadets’ barracks and dining hall. As part of the tour we were invited to dine with them, a memorable experience, both because of their company and because of the quality of their meals, which was very high. They each received an allotment for food; these funds were pooled and utilized in the most efficient manner. Purchases in quantity brought down prices and raised quality. Filet mignon, for example, was a periodic part of their diet; the closest equivalent at Notre Dame was the ‘chuck wagon steak,’ a vulcanized brown entity that could neither be cut nor chewed.


      Every table always contained a jar of peanut butter. This was a high protein, fall-back alternative for those who did not care for the entrées on offer. The cadets needed a good diet both because of the physical regimen which they faced as well as the high incidence of illness.


      The latter was not the result of a lack of hygiene, but rather the close quarters in which they lived. If one cadet caught some bug or other it made its way through the Corps rapidly. There was also a standing rumor that the pollution of the Hudson contributed to the problem. Sickness was a significant problem for the individual, since the curriculum was both demanding and rigorously structured. Cadets could not afford to fall behind. The antidotes were a healthy diet and a set of medications that were incredibly strong and fast-acting. One junior officer, afflicted with diarrhea, commented that after one pill he could feel his whole body closing up.


      The doctors were, as always in the Army, a gamble. My minor surgery, as I noted, was performed by a Harvard-trained surgeon, who was superb. At the same time, we went into the clinic one evening when our son was suffering from canker sores and took medical potluck. The doctor on call had never heard of canker sores before our visit. He even checked his medical books in our presence (a rarity among civilian doctors) and said, “They’re just like ulcers, aren’t they?” I told him that I had gotten them as a child when I ate lemon drops and that the doctor had prescribed silver nitrate for them. Together we muddled through and got our son cured.


      I also had my wisdom teeth removed at West Point. A young dentist came into the room and greeted me. He seemed nice. I told him that this would be interesting since I hadn’t had a tooth extracted since I was a child. He told me that it might be very interesting, since he had never extracted one before. My mouth fell open fairly easily after that and he told me that I should close my eyes while he put his forceps on the first tooth. “Tell me when you’re ready,” he said.

      “I’leady,” I said, with my mouth open.

      “I’m already finished,” he answered, holding the tooth in front of me as I opened my eyes. I learned later that he was the most expert oral surgeon in the Army. However, after he took out the first three wisdom teeth he handed me off to his assistant for the fourth. The assistant nearly killed me.


      That is an exaggeration, but not a great one. Since the fourth tooth was impacted and below the gum line, he had to ‘subsection,’ i.e. crack, it and pull it out bit by bit. At one point I opened my eyes and saw, with my peripheral vision, an elongated piece of gum stretching from my mouth, attached to a piece of tooth. He snipped it with a surgical scissors and I wondered how that area would feel once the anesthetic had worn off. “Just a piece of tissue,” he said.


      Later that night, when the anesthetic did wear off, along with the effects of the packing that he had put in the empty socket, I came into the hospital to secure some painkillers that would enable me to sleep. I met with him the next day and he lectured me on the dangers of ‘dry socket’. He said that I had risked a great deal by ingesting the painkillers, implying at the same time that I had wimped out. There was no mention of his meatball surgical techniques. I survived and actually did much better than one of my friends at Ft. Knox, who had undergone a slightly-botched hemmorhoidectomy at Ireland Army Hospital. I had a sore mouth; he could barely walk.


      While the cadets avoided periods of convalescence which would take them out of their classes, they were fearless with regard to broken limbs, since such injuries would not interrupt their studies, but would free them from drills. One of the winter perks of a West Point assignment was access to the post ski slope, the charges for which were little more than nominal. Whenever there was snow, the wives and dependents of the post faculty and staff dotted the slope, but they left in the early afternoon, when the cadets came out, since the latter were both fearless and foolhardy and they came down the hill with utter and complete abandon.


      Politically, the cadets were more conservative than their civilian counterparts, but not exclusively so. I was struck, for example, by their interest in Ayn Rand, who was a tiny flicker on my personal radar screen, but a bright light on some of theirs. Of strictly partisan politics they said very little. There was very little political radicalism, per se, but there was some and it was not entirely underground.


      One cadet in particular had done some things in connection with a radical student organization that were of questionable legality, things that would have brought considerable embarrassment to the Academy. I believe that he would have been brought up on a significant honor code violation if he had not come from a prominent military family, with household-name predecessors going back to the Civil War. I did not have him in class, but I had several of his friends who confided in me about their political beliefs.


      The honor code was not the fact of life that it had been in previous generations, but its presence could still be felt. Just prior to my arrival a group of cadets had been ‘brought up’ for a particular violation. They had rented a car and turned back the odometer when they returned it to the rental agency. Thinking better of this, they admitted to the agency that they had done so. They were not expelled, since they had confessed to their actions and paid the proper rental charges, but they were ‘silenced,’ i.e. the rest of the Corps stopped speaking to them for the remainder of their time at the Academy.


      There was a far greater incidence of this, I am told, in earlier years, when, for example, some cadets were ‘silenced’ simply because of their race. (Use of silencing as an officially sanctioned punishment by the Honors Committee ended with the class of 1973.) I am not a great believer in honor codes because I am a great believer in the fall of man (or at least in the fall as an excellent metaphor describing the human condition and the resulting aspects of human nature). Depending on the degree of rigor with which an honor code might be applied, one could quickly lose an entire student body. Moreover, the convoluted ethical dilemmas which such codes often generate encourage casuistical responses which, in my opinion, undermine more authentic conceptions of honor. Nevertheless, they have their adherents. I prefer a more realistic policy in which institutional props support good behavior and discourage bad. Rather than depending on idealistic constructs I prefer to cut the cards and employ observant pit bosses. So did the Academy, to some extent. That is why the cadets staggered their desks for writs.


      I have no doubt that the cadets felt constrained by their way of life, for they indulged in multiple acts of rebellion, just as my Notre Dame classmates had.


      The acts which they performed were relatively tame, since the consequences for them were greater, but they existed nonetheless. One of their most edgy behaviors was to put guinea pigs in miniature parachutes and drop them (safely, one hopes) to the ground from barracks windows. In contrast, Notre Dame has two large lakes on campus. There was a priest there who had clipped the wings of what became ‘his’ collection of ducks in order to keep them available for his observation and enjoyment. He was horrified one day when he found some students lounging on the lawn just west of the Grotto, roasting a set of them at a makeshift, shoreline picnic.


      One thing whose preparation was absolutely forbidden in the cadet barracks—and loved by the cadets—was popcorn. (The reason for the proscription was that the poppers were notoriously hot and notoriously cheap and that the hot oil or poor wiring could easily lead to fires.) There was a running contest between the cadets’ use of quickly-hidden popcorn poppers and the TAC officers’ attempts to find and eradicate them. There are at least four smells that are detectible at great distances: freshly-baked bread, burned coffee, garlic cooking in a cheap restaurant and popcorn. Hence, the popping of popcorn was not a sneaky behavior (like the consumption of alcohol and the hiding of [wonderfully convenient] half-pint bottles was at Notre Dame) but an in-your-face affront and challenge to the TAC officers, who took it in good spirits but raged in fits of mock high dudgeon when the appliances were discovered. (Of course, the poppers were also hard to hide because they were very hot; this added a further dimension to the cat-and-mouse contest.)


      One thing that the cadets were permitted was a bathrobe which they were free to decorate. These were usually covered with patches and insignia of various kinds—a way of expressing one’s individuality in an ethos of uniformity.


      The cadets had a device in their rooms which announced their physical locations. It was comparable in size to a name plate with a sliding pointer. Whenever they left they positioned the pointer over the noun that best defined their location. One option that they could select—the option indicating off-post leave--was ‘Trip’. One cadet artist had decorated his room with a portrait of Timothy Leary, indicating the Trip option as his eyes flashed and his mind spun out of control.


      Leary had been a West Point cadet, as had Kris Kristofferson and Edgar Allan Poe. One of the attractive things about the West Point library and archives is that they have spectacularly complete records on each of the cadets, thus facilitating the work of later historians and biographers (though some were once lost in a particularly destructive fire and had to be reconstructed from other sources). In my time the Academy library was part of the Ramapo-Catskill library system, one that included the Columbia, Cornell, and New York Public libraries. I could (eventually) get anything I needed there; the librarians were extremely helpful in securing books through interlibrary loan and in allowing me access to microfilm and microfiche readers and printers.


      There were also barracks libraries, but these consisted principally of paperback books, available for recreational reading. Each year titles were scanned and books were redistributed so that the cadets would have the opportunity to enjoy a variety of offerings. Civilian colleges and universities now routinely offer cable television for purchase by the students living in institutional housing. I wonder how many have libraries.


      The cadets made less use of the main library than their civilian counterparts, because the materials which they needed for their coursework were all made immediately available to them. They were, however, required to know the resources within the library and the best ways of utilizing them and obtaining access to them. There was also an ‘electronic’ introduction to the use of the library which was made available to the faculty, an ‘introduction’ which attempted to utilize military efficiency but quickly degenerated into farce.


      Sequenced squawk boxes were installed throughout the library. The notion was that you would go to one box, hear the recorded message there, and then be directed to the next box and then the next . . . The messages were something like: “Greetings. If you will direct your attention to your immediate right you will see a large array of oak cabinets containing drawers the size of file cards. These contain the card catalogue. The card catalogue is a system of classification and identification . . .”


      Needless to say, such an orientation procedure would have been beautiful in its efficiency, if only it had worked. The problem was that one single error—sending individuals to the wrong station, for example—would plunge the entire system into chaos, as would an error on the part of the listeners. These kinds of things work very well in museums where individual exhibits are systematically labeled and cattle chutes or one-way pedestrian paths keep everyone in line and on track, but a working library is not a museum.


      During my (mandatory) tour of the facility one inattentive lieutenant colonel accidentally went to the wrong station. Some followed him blindly. Those who realized he had made such an obvious mistake were hesitant to inform him of that fact. The result was a mob of individuals clustered around a single squawk box, trying desperately to hear its message and an array of boxes throughout the remainder of the facility, speaking into the ether with no one to listen to them. It was Babel on the Hudson.


      Efficiency is a dangerous norm. Just prior to final examinations in my first year at the Academy, a senior officer who had an all-consuming faith in computers ordered a printout of all of the rooms in Thayer Hall. His notion was that final exam rooms could then be assigned efficiently through the simple use of the printout.


      At the last moment, reason prevailed and a subordinate officer (a lieutenant colonel) was dispatched to make an eleventh-hour check of the numbers to insure that the classes that were scheduled to take exams were all assigned to proper rooms. The result was a debacle, since it was quickly discovered that the senior officer had forgotten the fact that the Army puts numbers on everything that is standing still. The classrooms were numbered, of course, but so too were the stairwells and the custodians’ closets. One class had been assigned to a basement fallout shelter, with most of the space occupied by olive drab steel drums filled with potable water. Another class had been assigned to take its final exam in the women’s rest room. We knew that something was wrong when we heard the lieutenant colonel kicking doors and cursing so loudly that his words could be heard throughout the floor.


      The cadets took this sort of thing in stride, probably because of their frequent occurrence. This is not to suggest that they were in any way laid back, but they were certainly inured to military snafu’s. The best word to describe their general demeanor was restive. Perhaps that is a good word for every undergraduate, but these undergraduates lived a highly regimented life in, largely, uncomfortable clothes. They far preferred the rigors of summer camp, since (in their opinion) they were less confined there. In part this could be a function of the energy of the young and the need to expend it, but it is also attributable to the degree to which their lives were controlled.


      Some were sad. I heard the same statement there that I had sometimes heard at Notre Dame. “An hour asleep is an hour away from here.” Occasionally there would be suicide attempts—most of them simple calls for help. One cadet during my time there donned a full dress uniform and started swimming across the Hudson. Fortunately, he was saved from drowning. When they built the new library at Notre Dame (the ‘touchdown Jesus’ structure) a student tried to jump off of it. The entire community was shocked. Such things simply did not happen there. When I got to the University of Wisconsin I learned that there were 250 suicide attempts there each year. The Dean of Students said that they preferred not to talk about that, preferring to talk about something ‘more positive’. Fortunately the general mood at West Point was, indeed, far more positive, even in difficult times. The fact that that mood was sustained in the face of consistent challenges is a significant point in the Academy’s favor.


      One weekend I was asked if I would like to accompany a cadet glee club that was scheduled to perform in the city. I had another commitment, but probably would have passed anyway, because the event would have required me to spend the late afternoon, evening and 100+ mile bus trip in uniform. The person inviting me had noted that the evening would include a dinner at Mama Leone’s. Who could possibly pass that up, he had wondered aloud.


      In point of fact, the cadets who performed that evening were in for more than a night on the town. As always, they were required to make the best possible physical appearance. The protocol for achieving that was to require each of them to bring along a second pair of trousers. Then, as their bus approached the city, they would all stand up, change their trousers, and remain standing on the bus for the remainder of the trip. The result would be that their trousers would maintain their crease while they were on stage. I understand the concept here and don’t dispute its appropriateness, but my personal (obviously civilian) preference would be for ever-so-slightly-rumpled comfort and I can understand the restiveness of the cadets in an ethos of such systematic and seemingly never-ending regimentation.


      They were, of course, not allowed to drink on post. There were mileage barriers, within which alcohol was forbidden, so that the bars just outside the mileage limit did a brisk business.


      Their relationships with women were slightly stilted, since (like the Notre Dame students of my generation) they were isolated from them for large periods of time. (The girl friend of one of my classmates—who had attended a college outside Manhattan—described them as frisky.) The Academy did, however, have Flirtation Walk as part of an institutionalized attempt to facilitate relationship building. At Notre Dame, dorm room doors had to be kept open whenever women were present (i.e. during the brief pre-game period on football Saturdays) and any couple in the student union had to have at least three feet on the floor at all times. (This was an actual rule, not part of an urban legend.)


      In their senior/firstie year the cadets were permitted to purchase automobiles, though they could not drive them off post at will. The local dealers displayed their wares, offering extremely low prices. I bought a car through the ‘cadet sale’ though not one as adventurous as those that the cadets tended to select. After the sale, particularly in the afternoons, you could see the cadets driving their cars around the post, thinking, no doubt, of the days of relative freedom which awaited them after their graduation and commissioning.


      While they were disciplined for various infractions the system did not strike me as grossly unreasonable or borderline sadistic. The principal penalty was the requirement to walk ‘punishment tours’ in full uniform. A cadet who was written up was said to have been ‘quilled’. I actually quilled one of the yearlings in my ‘Comparative Literature’ class. I had returned some written work to the class and when he saw his grade he said “Fuck!” in a stage whisper that was loud enough to catch the attention of the rest of the class. He knew that that was wrong and pleaded privately that he had actually been exhibiting anger at himself, not at my grading.


      The word spread among the RA’s that I had quilled a cadet and their response was enthusiastic. “Outstanding,” one of them said, the implication being that a reserve officer was unlikely to ever do such a thing. There have been times in my civilian teaching experience (not many, fortunately), when I have wished that the option of quilling offenders was still available to me.


      Athletics were of great importance to the cadets, as they were to the TAC officers and faculty, who were, largely, simultaneous members of the Alumni Association. When one student athlete was ‘turned back’ because of problems in his coursework there was some pleasure taken in the fact that he might grow bigger and stronger with an extra year of schooling.


      Cadets were generally turned back (i.e. required to join the class one year junior to theirs and repeat the failed coursework) because of a specific academic deficiency. Difficulty with Mathematics, e.g., was the cause for many to undergo the experience. The phenomenon was actually relatively common and did not carry with it a great deal of shame. It was a fact, for example, that many distinguished officers (Patton, for example) had been required to repeat coursework. Those who had been turned back still thought of themselves as members of their initial class (1958, e.g.) though they might be graduating with the class of 1959. Loyalty to the particular class year and pride in its accomplishments were of great importance. In civilian education today, with AP courses and, frequently, 5-6 years of undergraduate studies (degree completion rates are based on 6-year statistics), the ‘class’ of the individual graduate is largely irrelevant. To the cadets it was one of the most important aspects of their lives and experience.


      Though the cadets were essentially engineers there was nothing geeky about them. If they shared a common characteristic it was, in fact, well-roundedness. Most of them had been high school standouts and all were in top physical condition. Their basic academic orientation revealed itself in their skepticism with regard to the humanities curriculum. A common question, asked in a polite tone, was, “Why do we have to read this shit, Sir?” It was usually followed by a qualification. “I don’t mean it’s shit actually, but I just don’t see its purpose. It’s OK and all, but what good will it do us?”


      This is, of course, a far more important and sophisticated question than they usually realized, and its answers could be very instructive. The point is that much of their education had been utilitarian and all of them shared the same career expectation, at least for the five years that they were obligated to serve. The possible application of their classroom instruction to their impending professional experience was a constant theme in many of their other courses.


      While they could at times be playful and adolescent, their dominant mood was one of deep seriousness. They were, in my then-limited experience, far more focused and engaged than their civilian undergraduate counterparts. In part, this could be attributed to the fact that we were at war and they realized that they were likely to be assigned to duty in a combat zone, where they would bear responsibility for the lives of others. It was also due, I believe, to the fact that they had made a significant commitment when they sought their appointments to the Academy. The five years following their graduation and commissioning were locked in and many, at that point, anticipated another fifteen or twenty-five years beyond the initial five. At their age, five years were nearly a quarter of their lifetimes.


      In civilian education I routinely encounter students who know what they want to do with their lives (or at least with the five years following graduation) but they know that those plans can change and that other options are always available. Every student at West Point knows what awaits him or her and the making of that commitment requires a degree of maturity and self-awareness that entails a certain seriousness of purpose and results in a certain seriousness of mien. It also concentrates the attention and casts education in a utilitarian light. They know exactly what they are to do; how is their coursework, they ask, preparing them for that task?


      Part of this utilitarian spirit may also have been the result of their constant exposure to TAC officers, some of whom saw the institution as just another service school, a way station in the course of a military career, another item on the long ticket that each person needed to have punched. After graduation they sometimes spoke of the cycle that had been completed and they discussed it as a cycle, not part of a lifelong educational process. “Well that’s another class through. Now let’s get ready for the next.” Think of Louis Gossett, Jr. in An Officer and a Gentleman, greeting the new class of flight cadets with the exact same words that he had used in greeting the preceding one, as Richard Gere looks on, smiling. It was the Deputy Dawg approach to education, but Gossett was acting and An Officer and a Gentleman was fiction.


      The attitude underscores the military values of continuity and uniformity rather than the civilian notion of encouraging a unique experience for each individual. It was not that individual uniqueness was forgotten at the Academy or not valued. Keep in mind the praise of MacArthur for his placing of the cannon on the academic building. The difference in the two attitudes is that the civilian world would expect uniqueness to come naturally, whereas the military might awkwardly seek ways to attempt to institutionalize it (and, of course, to moderate and control it).


      “You’re not a real soldier until you’ve gone AWOL,” our summer camp sergeant said, but going AWOL was still not something that the Army encouraged. Ultimately the balance between uniformity and uniqueness was a source of inner conflict. The Army knows that conformity to principles and policies can often help save your life. At the same time it knows that the individual audacity of a Patton is essential if one is to defeat an enemy such as Hitler’s Wehrmacht. However, an Army filled with Pattons would be rather unwieldy.


      The civilian world is equally but not so obviously conflicted. Classically, “professors” take their title from the notion that they have something unique to profess, some knowledge or approach with which they have been uniquely associated. Much of the professoriate, however, conforms to shibboleths of thought, dress and behavior that are obvious to any observer. When someone strikes out in a bold new intellectual direction, the usually risk-averse others wait for its validity or interest-level to be confirmed. They then promptly attempt to assiduously imitate what their fellows have certified as ‘unique’ and interesting. (That is why Thomas Kuhn’s study of paradigm shifts and ‘normal’ science [The Structure of Scientific Revolutions] is the best-known academic book of the twentieth century.)


      There will always be a gulf between the P’s and the TAC officers at USMA. The absence of an everpresent, palpable gulf between elegant theory and hard-nosed, no-nonsense practice in civilian education occurs because civilian universities relish theory and abstraction (separate theories constituting the foundational aspects of different disciplines and determining the dividing lines between schools and colleges) and they do not have a significant number of TAC officers (deans of discipline, hall monitors, security forces) as part of their organizational chart. Moreover, those that they do have are no longer perceived to play a significant role there. In my time at West Point they certainly did play such a role and the difference between them and the English P’s, for example, was vast. The RA English P’s had, after all, found themselves in top graduate programs with top graduate students and they had been forced to draw on their limited academic experience (sometimes desperately, I would think) in order to compete. They had been forced to remember every text they had read and draw on every technique and insight available to them.


      They had also been forced to learn and utilize a new language in describing their literary experience as well as conjure with the multiple requirements that faced them in master’s and doctoral programs of the mid-late 1960’s. Later their learning would haunt their military side. I knew some officers, for example, who had served combat tours just prior to attending English graduate school. A number were downright Conradian in the scar tissue that they carried on their souls and, sometimes, their bodies--scarring which marked both their endurance and their sober reflections on their hard-won experience.


      Ultimately it may actually be more difficult to explain to a young man why he should shine his shoes or align his insignia in a certain fashion rather than explain to him why he should read Keats, but at the age in question the TAC officers enjoyed a decided advantage, since “Play the Game” or “That’s the School Solution” or “You’re not Paid to Think; You’re Paid to Fight” were common injunctions to which the cadets could more easily become inured.


      The gulf could reveal itself in humorous ways as well. One day we were meeting with some TAC officers for lunch and one of them asked, “What are you teaching these days?” He seemed genuinely interested and the P’s were pleased by his curiosity.


      “Oedipus,” one of the P’s responded.


      “Oedipus—that motherfucker?” the TAC officer responded.


      “Oh, you’ve read the play then?” the P asked, with a smile on his face and gleam in his eyes.


      “What play?” the TAC officer asked.


      We all stared at one another, at a loss as to what to say next. The TAC officer was no less confused, as he stood there, waiting for an answer to his question.

    

  


  
    
      


      


      Chapter Eight

    


    
      USMA—The Individuals


      To our comrades who have fallen, one cup before we go,

      They poured their life-blood freely out pro bono publico;

      No marble points the stranger to where they rest below,

      They lie neglected far away from Benny Havens, oh!


      Although there were disparities in rank between the reserve officers and the RA’s these differences seemed to ultimately matter far less than the division between the tenured and the untenured in the civilian academic world. Within the USMA English department we lived in close proximity to one another and we actually got to know each other fairly well, in part because of the nature and protocols of military life.


      The Officers’ Club was a short walk from Thayer Hall and we had lunch there regularly. A sandwich station drew most of the business and enabled us to spend our time eating and talking rather than poring over menus and waiting for service. Dinner was a more protracted affair and the club was a frequent choice (particularly on weekends, when I could come in in civilian clothes), in part because it was such a bargain. In addition to the reasonable charges for food, there was a further benefit: a thoughtful general had endowed a wine service for the officers and their families. Believing that every evening meal should be accompanied by wine, he insured that such wine would be complimentary, in perpetuity, for those dining at the Club. The choice was ‘red’ or ‘white’ but this was an enormous perk for us, having lived on a graduate student’s income for the previous four years, when beer or soft drinks were only an occasional treat. I am not a joiner, but we spent a great deal of time at the Officers’ Club, taking advantage of the general’s philanthrophy and the chef’s offerings. Chateaubriand (for two) was $3.50, a number that is not easy to forget, since we were never to see it again.


      One evening during my first year in the department there was a side poker party at the Club. The waiters were given two instructions—to keep serving Scotch until they were told to stop and not to interrupt any of the officers with calls from their wives. This struck me as a bit histrionic, but when I left, late in the evening, most were still there and they claimed to have remained there until the early morning. They even went so far as to have the drapes drawn—perhaps to achieve the Vegas effect of timelessness.


      We were also entertained by the Head, the Not Head, and our rating officer who directed our side. This was all facilitated by a first-rate child care service that was operated by professionals and offered so many activities and treats to the post progeny (the jello service . . . the ice cream service . . . ) that going there was something to which they all looked forward. The PX offered remarkable prices and we could then shop as well at the PX at Stewart Air Force Base (now Stewart International Airport, in New Windsor, N.Y.). There was also a service station (with mechanics on duty) on post and a veterinary service. The latter cared for the Army mules and for everyone else’s dogs and cats. It was as close to living in a conservative welfare state as I have ever come.


      When we left West Point and took our Scottish Terrier’s medical records, the Army vet erased the prices that had been charged for medications. “We don’t want the civilian vets to have heart attacks,” he said. The medications had been offered at cost, which is to say usually in the neighborhood of $1 each, versus the $20 or $25 we would encounter a few months later. The vet clinic had a beautifully polished terraza tile floor. After one trip there our pup associated the floor with the receipt of shots and she would freeze the moment her paws hit the tile. We had to carry her the rest of the way. We had purchased her (she would have said adopted her) in Broadalbin, N.Y. and her grand-sire was Bardene Bingo, who won Best-in-Show at Westminster in 1967, a fact of which she seemed somehow to be well aware.


      Some of the officers kept to themselves, particularly those on the other side, whose work was more routine than ours. There is always an English department division between those who teach composition and those who teach literature and it was reinforced at West Point by the physical separation and different reporting lines of the two units. Those on the other side graded an enormous number of papers and I think it is fair to say that they often saw their task as one of inculcating discipline and insuring correctness rather than one of introducing engineers to unfamiliar material and (within reason) expanding their imaginations and resulting vision of human experience. (They would probably say that that sounds like lit teacher arrogance, which in part it may be.)


      One of the ongoing requirements in the composition classes was that papers had to be of a specified length. Several of the P’s on that side routinely counted the words of any suspicious paper, hoping to catch the cadets at being a few words short. When they did, they told stories to one another concerning their success.


      Two of the younger majors on the other side had purchased homes off post. They were eligible for post housing, but saw the local real estate market as brisk and growing and thought that these homes would be a good investment. This occupied a lot of their talk, since home ownership was not a common phenomenon among relatively junior officers.


      Some of the RA’s on our side seemed guarded with regard to their views of their work and their future aspirations. It may be because they were succumbing to the attractions of literary study. After Karl Oelke retired he taught at Union College, where he also chaired the department. He has published a book and a number of articles. Alex Vardamis completed his Columbia Ph.D., became Director of European Studies at the Army War College and retired in 1986. He taught and served in an administrative capacity at Dickinson State University in North Dakota and eventually taught for ten years at the University of Vermont. He has done serious work on the poet Robinson Jeffers and served as the president of the Tor House Foundation in support of Jeffers. He has also written fiction and commentary on American foreign policy. My rating officer, LTC Peter Jones, completed his NYU Ph.D. and eventually published a book on the American war novel with the University of Missouri Press. All three were (once upon a time) Artillerymen.


      There is a certain commonality between the officer corps and a religious community. When a person leaves, the matter is not widely publicized. Presumably this is because of the sacrifices that each life entails and the fact that when someone leaves those sacrifices behind, others might be tempted to follow. Departures for the ‘real world’ also seem to entail a loss of vocation or, to some degree, a step down. I was shocked, for example, to hear that my high school senior Latin teacher, a Marianist brother, who also taught Calculus, had left the order and become an advertising man in Atlanta.


      Another officer, Major Tom Garigan, who acceded to the XO job after Colonel Wensyel, became interested in writing and began to do freelance work. Shortly after leaving the department he was writing articles on wood ducks and other water fowl. He eventually became a distinguished Army public affairs officer. We came into contact again a few years later when he was attending a summer program at the University of Wisconsin. When he tried to spruce up the yard of the property he was renting by keeping the lawn trimmed, he was confronted by a frantic student who yelled, “You’re cutting my grass,” the word grass (in this particular case) referring to the student’s marijuana plantings.


      A small number of the more senior RA’s appeared to feel uncomfortable with the reserve officers, for they were sensitive to the fact that while they were responsible for a number of the advanced academic duties within the department they had not completed their doctorates, as had those who were directly or indirectly under their ‘command’. We talked, of course, but always at a kind of distance.


      The conversation on our side of the department was approximately 75% literary, 25% military, with varied proportions depending on the individual. The one thing that was clear was that those RA’s who embraced their graduate education and were anxious to complete their doctorates had been significantly altered by the experience, as had their families. They were now, for good or ill, English teachers in part or, in one or two cases, most of their souls.


      The most vibrant member of our side was an Infantry major, part of whose appeal, like that of many ‘shock jocks’, was that he had little or no superego. (He would not appreciate the comparison, because his colorful verbal expressions were paired somewhat uneasily with a conservative outlook.) He might say, literally, anything, and all were tuned in to hear his comments. He was a superior officer and, despite his tendency to say outrageous things he was, as I indicated, far more reserved in his personal attitudes and private behaviors. His name was Bill May.


      He was the perfect counterpart for the director of our side, a by-then overweight but still personally formidable lieutenant colonel. The colonel had a number of personality quirks, but his principal behavior was his tendency to speak very loudly on the telephone. Keep in mind the galley-slave configuration of our office. Because he was not encased in a cubicle his voice carried throughout the office. Anything that he said could be heard clearly by all of us, and since he was well aware of that fact we considered that much of what he said was said largely for our benefit.


      There were three types of calls in which he specialized. The first was the money call, in which he instructed his broker to buy or sell particular quantities of particular stocks. This was designed, presumably, to impress us with his knowledge of the market and with the resources that he had at his disposal to invest in it.


      The second type of call was to foreign nationals or individuals who shared his competence in foreign languages. He spoke several, all fluently, and I had enough French and enough of a smattering of German to know that his pronunciation and grammar came close to approximating those of a native speaker. This was very impressive, as, presumably, he intended it to be.


      The third (and generally the most interesting form of call) was that to or from his wife, the call often ending in his slamming down the phone after saying something like, “God damn it, Janet; I told you I have work to do and can’t sit here wasting my time like this!” Bill, who sat in an adjoining cubicle, assured us that this was all a sham and that she had hung up several minutes earlier.


      I don’t know how he would have known this, but he spoke as if he was certain of it and his salient commentary on the ‘old man’s’ conversations followed them as rigorously as day follows night. His comments were highly prized, because they were usually bold as well as spot-on.


      Bill had a New Year’s Eve party for us the first year, a party in which more alcohol was served, per capita, than at any comparable event before or since in my (now) long life. The situation was exacerbated by the fact that most people understood the party to be a simple cocktail reception rather than a full-evening event. Thus, people began by drinking double martinis with the expectation that nothing would follow them. What followed them, however, were things like Black Russians and Margaritas and, eventually, champagne—a bottle for each attendee.


      Bill had chilled it by sequestering it outside, covering the cardboard cases with the ample snow that had recently fallen. When he began carrying it into his quarters case by case, he said, “I thought I was wearing blue socks when I came in but I had actually forgotten to put them on. It was my feet that had turned blue.” This was an exaggeration, but not a great one.


      The champagne was to be used as part of a marksmanship exercise. Bill had hung a set of balloons from the center of the ceiling and invited everyone to try to break one by using their champagne corks. When the corks were shot (most of the balloons survived) he said, “Well, I guess all we can do now is drink the champagne.”


      There were rumors to the effect that two of the RA’s at the party had walked home rather than risk driving and had, along the way, encountered some very senior officers who were having trouble negotiating the ice and snow on the roads. These two—much in their cups by then—tried to be of service to the senior officers but instead talked them further and further into a snow bank. They then ran off, refusing to disclose their identities, and ultimately escaped unscathed and unidentified.


      The next morning, on New Year’s Day, we followed Army protocol and ‘called on the old man’. This was a respected Army ritual, with a number of prescribed practices, including the leaving of our officers’ calling cards in the silver tray on the table adjoining the door. Bill was in his rarest form for the onset of 1968. He asked the old man—the director of our side—if he would mind if he called his tailor and wished him a Happy New Year.


      “No, go ahead,” the old man said, whereupon Bill walked over to the table on the opposite wall, picked up the phone and proceeded to call Hong Kong. (This was at a time when one would still say, ‘Shhh, I’m calling long distance’ and international calls were enormously expensive and very rare.) After a few minutes into the conversation it became clear that the tailor did not recognize Bill’s name and asked for a more specific form of identification. Bill unzipped his fly, pulled back the flap with his free hand and read the number that was sewn inside. This did the trick. They had some more words and Bill hung up, returning to the assembled group that had, of course, been listening to him all the while, with their mouths open in stunned silence.


      At the end of the school year the senior officers who were moving on to new assignments were honored by a cadet parade. As part of the parade the officers were formed into ranks and marched together to be recognized and honored by the presiding official.


      The director of our side had been so honored. Bill said to him (and I quote exactly), “What did they say to you, Colonel, when they told you to come forward? All overweight and out-of-step motherfuckers . . . Forward . . . March!”


      The old man’s response was his usual response to Bill. “May, you’re impossible.” He related to him as if he were a sort of jester, the one person in the court allowed to speak the truth to the monarch.


      I saw the exact same relationship in the provost’s office at Georgetown. One of the staff members there would say outrageous things to the provost, a Jesuit priest. During one Easter week, for example, he said, “Didn’t you hear? They’ve called it off this year. They found the body.” The provost’s response was exactly the same as the lieutenant colonel’s: “_____ , you’re impossible.”


      Bill went on to Vietnam the next year and accounts drifted back of reported sightings of him there. He seemed to suddenly appear and just as suddenly disappear in remote locales—very much like Colonel Flagg on M.A.S.H. He combined elements of the serious Infantry officer with those of the class comedian. I liked him immensely. The most interesting thing to me was the fact that the Army was capable of accommodating a person with his unique personality. He gave the lie to the notion that West Point officers had been stamped out with cookie cutters and that the long gray line principally consisted of anonymous individuals in a common uniform.


      His polar opposite was Major Fred Franks, who taught on the other side. Fred was quiet, likeable, and always serious. His seriousness was that of the shy and pensive individual, not that of the grim careerist such as my career manglement officer (though Fred was a member of our common branch, Armor). When he went to Vietnam after his tour at West Point he was struck by a Chinese grenade. These were poorly made. Rather than fragmenting into multiple pieces to inflict multiple casualties, they tended to break into only two. It was thus considered very unlucky to be struck by one, since the odds of a fragment hitting you were so low. In this case the results could have been devastating to Fred’s career since the McNamara pentagon was one in which a physical profile was expected to be perfect.


      In your military file the physical profile included a certain number of elements which were evaluated numerically. The optimum number in each case was “1” and the array of 1’s in that portion of the file was termed a ‘picket fence’. When one of the lieutenant colonels in our office (LTC Walt McMahon, the floater, who took over our classes from time to time) was recovering from back surgery he said, “I was relieved and very happy to get my picket fence back.”


      With Fred’s shattered leg, the expectation was that his career was effectively over. He would be permitted to complete his 20 years, probably serving in a remote ROTC detachment in upstate New York, and that would be that. I used him as the model for my Jack Grant character in a series of crime novels, focusing on the wound that he had sustained and the Army’s likely response to it. Jack does his 20 and retires as a lieutenant colonel. Fred’s experience (as well as his personality) were quite different from Jack’s.


      McNamara, whose pentagon would probably have excluded Stonewall Jackson and John Bell Hood from service (not to mention Achilles, Odysseus and the dyslexic Georgie Patton), left in 1968 to head the World Bank. (If only I had been able to show Errol Morris’ documentary, The Fog of War: Eleven Lessons from the Life of Robert S. McNamara in the Great Film Festival . . . ) With McNamara’s departure the pentagon changed and Fred was able to pursue his career unimpeded.


      By the time of Operation Desert Storm, Fred was commanding VII Corps. He engaged fourteen of Saddam Hussein’s divisions, including several from the Republican Guard, defeating or forcing the retreat of all of them and sustaining less than 100 casualties, an unprecedented success in the annals of modern warfare. He was commanding 146,000 American and British troops in 5 divisions, with 1600 tanks and 800 helicopters. His support command included 26,000 troops and 15 hospitals. He later co-authored a book with Tom Clancy, entitled Into the Storm; he retired with his prosthesis for his amputated left leg and four stars on each of his shoulders.


      Of the RA’s with whom I served in the English department I would say that at least 80% might have been capable of similar success, based on the quality of their skills, the content of their character and the depth of their knowledge. They did not achieve it, for a number of reasons. One—a person for whom I had very high regard—simply had bad luck. When he was in Vietnam he was operating in areas where he regularly became separated from his rating officer. Career-wise, that is a disaster. If you do something meritorious and there is no one there to observe it and record his evaluation of it, it is just as if it had not happened. He also, for reasons I never understood, fell afoul of the side director who had cut others a considerable amount of slack. His resulting efficiency report forced him to end his career after 20 years; he retired at the rank of lieutenant colonel. He knew that that was coming, but was very philosophic about it. He told me that it was important that you not judge the Army by the action of one or two individuals in it.


      Another officer on our side had, in the past, received an exceptionally poor efficiency report, one that followed him throughout his career. He had challenged it and offered compelling reasons that supported his challenge. He later served brilliantly in Vietnam and was heavily decorated for his actions. The result was that his record was then considered ‘even’ rather than ‘distinguished’, because, as one person said, “There are always lingering doubts over a bad ER.”


      Luck plays a great role in every military career and the everpresent danger is the temptation to play it safe, to get your ticket punched, to not make waves, to play the game, to accept the school solution to every problem, and then get on with your life. There was virtually no one in our organization who did that and that is one of the reasons why I admired them so.


      A number had just returned from Vietnam via the Command and General Staff College. They were openly critical of their classes there and commented often on the fact that the C&GS people had learned little or nothing from Vietnam. It is, of course, a common complaint that the Army regularly attempts to fight the preceding war rather than the one at hand, but I was struck by the fact that its intransigence or simple lack of insight and common sense were criticized so openly.


      Loyalty is a complex notion within the Army. One does not criticize the commanding officer. Once the commanding officer departs, however, he is fair game. The point is that you do not want to undermine confidence and morale when you are all serving under a particular individual. At the same time, the Army does not ask you to suspend your views or to stop functioning as a sentient being. After the initial director of our side had departed I was struck by the fact that he received vocal (and, usually, precisely accurate) criticism from the RA’s.


      The RA’s were also highly critical of the conduct of the war in Vietnam. They saw General William Westmoreland as essentially a public relations general rather than a fighting general (providing detailed anecdotes to support that belief) and had far greater confidence in Creighton Abrams, though they worried that, politically, things might be too far gone by the time Abrams assumed command.


      Abrams had been awarded the Distinguished Service Cross (second to the Medal of Honor) on two occasions in World War II (Alexander Haig was awarded the DSC also) and had spearheaded the efforts to relieve the 101st Airborne at Bastogne. Patton (who did not say such things lightly) said that Abe Abrams was his only equal as a tank commander. Knowing that such a person was available earlier, it pained them deeply to see the war conducted in the manner that Secretary McNamara and President Johnson had chosen. If one believes David Halberstam (and I have seen no credible counter arguments) the blame for the escalation of that war should be laid at McNamara’s feet as well (and how many of the 58,000 deaths and 350,000 casualties of our GI’s and millions of lost Cambodians, Laotians and Vietnamese?). I must also confess to profound disappointment in a Secretary of Defense who would carry on an open, long-term, adulterous relationship when such an action by a senior military officer would have resulted in immediate dismissal. This violates all military leadership principles (not to mention good taste, common human decency and the ten commandments).


      I lost two colleagues from the department in Vietnam. The first was Lon Spurlock, an Infantry major who taught on the other side. I did not know Lon well, but I respected him, and was very touched by the memorial service which was held in his honor. It included the distribution of a document which contained (among other things) private thoughts on his love for his wife and other touching details. I was so struck by the event that I asked my friend Major Carl Sullinger if the inclusion of this sort of material was common at memorial services. He assured me that it was not and that this was indeed special.


      The second was Walt Pritchard, an armor officer and my closest friend among the RA’s. Both Lon and Walt had left their West Point assignments early to serve in the war. Walt’s feeling was that he had been trained for combat and that it was not fair that reservists and draftees were being asked to fight that war while he was teaching English at a military academy.


      Receiving rest and recreation leave half-way through his tour he spent part of the time working on his dissertation, a study of Oliver St. John Gogarty, the Buck Mulligan figure in Joyce’s Ulysses. He was writing it under the direction of William York Tindall, one of the world’s great Joyce scholars and one of the giants at Columbia. He did not live to complete it, for he was shot by a sniper while riding in a helicopter, attempting to protect the Vietnamese so that they might be able to safely harvest their rice crop. His last letter to us had been optimistic, saying that we had a decent chance in Vietnam. What we most needed was “a little more time and a few more policemen.”


      He had a period of leave before going overseas and rented a town house in our complex during the period between the end of the semester and his flying out. His sons John and Mike and his wife Maryellen lived but a few yards from us throughout the time that he was in Vietnam. Before he left we would often walk our dogs together in a local field—his lumbering English bulldog and my Scottie.


      When a soldier was killed, the family was notified personally by an individual who came directly to their home. There were several military families with the fathers in Vietnam who were living in our complex and whenever a military vehicle approached (or whenever any vehicle came in during the hours of darkness) we braced ourselves, fearing the news that the driver might bring. My wife was nearby when the person knocked on Maryellen’s door.


      Maryellen wore white to Walt’s funeral and bagpipes were played by pipers in full Scottish uniforms. It was not an easy day. Another one of my colleagues, Major Ben Beasley, a classmate of Walt’s, had identified his body. We were all in denial and Ben had to be assured that it was actually him, which it was. He died from a single shot to the head. He was thirty-four years old.


      Maryellen moved to McLean, VA and we saw her often when we lived nearby in the 80’s and 90’s. Her boys are raised. She is remarried, to a Navy captain named Wayne Beech, a person of the purest quality who deserves his bride. Still, we all think of Walt and the loss that his death represents.


      Something very odd happened at Walt’s funeral. One of the TAC officers attending the burial ceremony approached one of the reserve officers from our department after the service was completed and asked him if he could provide him some ‘help’.


      The reserve officer didn’t understand his request and asked him to clarify it for him. The TAC officer informed the reserve officer that he—the reserve officer—was in need of a haircut and that if he was more careful about his appearance it would help all of the people who worked with the cadets, since the cadets would have positive models to follow and would not be receiving mixed signals with regard to their grooming and discipline.


      The reserve officer responded politely and then commented to me that that was probably the way in which the TAC officer was attempting to deal with his grief. Rather than confront it directly he forced it from his mind and did what he always did instead—checked haircuts and shoeshines and the degree to which brass had been polished and the manner in which it was aligned.


      I thought that this was a very mature response from the reserve officer and one that showed both insight and a degree of empathy that, under the circumstances, were probably not deserved. Walt would have been far less gentle with the TAC officer. It was not that he was imperious or combative. On the contrary he was a loving father and great lover of poetry and beautiful things. He simply realized that there is a time and a place for everything and that, in some moments, it is better to keep your lips sealed and your thoughts to yourself.


      When we completed our USMA tours we received plaques that included the Academy seal, our name, rank, the dates of our service and a quote. The quote was of our own choosing. Most selected something from one of the readings that we had taught. I chose a passage from Faust (memorialized in a Mahler symphony as well as a piece by Schumann) on the importance of striving, a passage that had been the occasion of a great deal of office humor as well as some serious discussion. When we scanned summary cards on current students who might eventually serve as departmental P’s, for example, the extent of their ‘striving’ was regularly assessed. ‘Striver’ became a desired description as well as one that might be used with irony or sarcasm.


      Gerettet ist das edle Glied

      Der Geisterwelt vom Bösen,

      Wer immer strebend sich bemüht,

      Den können wir erlösen.


    

  


  
    
      (II, 11934-11937)

    

  


  
    (Released is he now from ill, whom we a spirit deemed. ‘Who strives forever with a will by us can be redeemed.’)

  


  
    One of the officers chose a passage from the dueling scene in Hamlet to note the fact that he had failed to pass the examination for his master’s degree and had not been promoted to lieutenant colonel: “Nothing, neither way.” I thought that was particularly sad, though he chose it as a way to lighten the realities of the experience. It reminded me that I was not yet as mature (or, perhaps, as realistic) as these men—5 to 6 years my senior in most cases—had become.


    For all of the high spirits, the Scotch and the impromptu singing, the jokes and the witticisms, the Academy remains a serious place. The cadets did not see wounded soldiers there, but they saw many soldiers being interred in the Academy’s cemetery. In many ways it is a remarkable place. To read the inscriptions on the headstones is to receive a course in American military history. There you will find General John Buford, whose actions on the first day of Gettysburg helped preserve the Union, and General George Armstrong Custer, who is still the subject of one of the verses of “Benny Havens, oh!” a popular Academy song and the source of my chapters’ epigraphs. You will find the astronaut Ed White, a remarkable person who died quite unnecessarily and quite tragically, and people from every conflict since the Revolutionary War.


    Some of the old graves are actually large, heavily decorated mausoleums, in the then-current style of the nineteenth century. One decedent—buried with his wife—believed in reincarnation and had a button installed within their resting place so that he might ring up the caretaker when he awoke from death and summon him to come open the door. The cadets used it as an opportunity for pranks, breaking into his mausoleum and ringing the alarm in an effort to startle and shock the current caretaker. This was probably a strategy to counter the effects of the realities surrounding them there. Northrop Frye once said that all humor turns on our perception of human limitation. The result is that all humor is, ultimately, gallows humor. There are few places that reinforce his point more effectively than this.

  


  
    
      


      


      Chapter Nine

    


    
      USMA and Me


      They may lead no front line regiment to face the blazing steel,

      But they mold the gallant officers who win the victors’ seal;

      They devote their martial talent to the men who’ll stem the foe;

      And we know their souls will surely rest with Benny Havens, oh!


      When I entered graduate school in 1963 the job market in English was exploding. The wave from the post-Sputnik (1957-) buildup of American universities was still continuing and senior graduate students returning from the Modern Language Association convention (with its job service ‘meat market’) were telling tales of their sojourns in the promised land. By 1969 the market had essentially evaporated. Some doctoral students from top programs were not being invited for a single interview.


      I could see that this was coming and was anxious to do everything that I could to enhance my chances of securing a good position. That meant making progress on the revision of my dissertation for eventual publication as a monograph and publishing some articles in the meantime.


      These days, when the market is at least more stable, it has become common for applicants for entry-level positions to have records equaling that of a 1960’s associate professor. Graduate students are taught early to participate in scholarly meetings and prepare work for publication. (A great many of our creative writing Ph.D.’s at Missouri have published books as graduate students and a number are on the brink of publishing a second prior to the completion of their studies.) One of the realities of a tight market that has extended over decades is that in any single year the job seekers entering the market are forced to compete with several years’ worth of previous candidates, individuals who have secured positions at second-line institutions and want to better their lot, individuals who have accepted a series of visitingappointments and seek something permanent, and individuals who are well positioned personally but in search of an appointment at the same institution as their spouse (or some combination of the above). This dramatically increases the difficulty of finding a good position, for many of the candidates willing to accept an entry-level position already possess the credentials of more senior faculty members.


      These sorts of patterns and experiences were extremely rare in the 1960’s. At the outset of the 1960’s, in fact, many (perhaps most) graduate students in English were hired without having completed their dissertations (as in the buoyant business-school market today). By the late 1960’s the sad realities of that market had not yet sunk in and many went on the market with no published research or conference papers on their vitae. Mature departments (when they have the choice) do not want to bear the responsibility for acculturating young professors. They want individuals with teaching experience and the beginnings of a track record in research.


      I had already secured two years of postdoctoral teaching experience, teaching what would be considered to be, by research universities, a heavy 4-4 load (though with a single class preparation). If you can be productive while teaching 4-4, the argument would go, you could be far more productive when teaching 3-3 or, eventually as a tenured faculty member, teaching 2-2.


      I had also had some additional instructional experience, though I did not highlight it on my professional curriculum vitae. For summer duty after my first year I had pulled an assignment in MIE: military instructor education. This was an attractive assignment, since it only lasted for a portion of the summer and provided me several weeks of free time to work on research projects. The worst summer assignment for departmental P’s was Beast Barracks, i.e., service as a TAC officer for the plebes for their entire summer of military exercises. With MIE my job was (putatively) to teach some older cadets how to teach. (Many civilians outside of schools of Education believe that this cannot be done; the Army disagrees.) Classes were held on Flirtation Walk; the duties were light and the living was (relatively) easy.


      As a result of my MIE and West Point assignments I was awarded a secondary MOS (military occupational specialty) as a teacher of those who would themselves become military teachers, my primary MOS being that of a commander of tank units. Since I did not think that either of those realities would matter much to civilian educators I did not tout them as significant facts for them to consider when they were making their hiring decisions. They would be far more interested in the fact that I had survived a heavy teaching schedule (under conditions which they might imagine to be quite challenging) while, simultaneously, pursuing an active if still modest program of scholarly research.


      The West Point library was very helpful in securing books through interlibrary loan and the staff there made available all of their equipment for reading materials in microfiche or microfilm form, including their costly film printer. Unfortunately, the library lacked the journals collection and the immediate accessibility to scholarly monographs that I needed for my work. Since Paul Szarmach, a medievalist, needed access to the multivolumed Patrologia Latina for his work on the Vercelli Homilies, we traveled together to the Vassar library, which met both of our needs.


      I was also able to feel a personal connection with my colleagues in the field there, since Mary Hyde (later Viscountess Eccles), a Vassar graduate, had donated a significant number of eighteenth-century materials to their library. She was a scholar in her own right—a Columbia Ph.D.—and she and her first husband, Donald Hyde (†1966), possessed the finest private collection of Johnsoniana in the world. It was so vast that they employed an Oxford don, David Fleeman, to help them shepherd it. The collection was rich in Shakespeariana as well. Donald Hyde also believed that he actually possessed what remained of Napoleon’s penis (there are reportedly many fraudulent substitutes) and, Donald Greene told me, once brought it out for inspection at the conclusion of a dinner party that Don had attended at their farm in Somerville, New Jersey.


      I later used Wimsatt’s personal collection at Georgetown. He had bequeathed it to GU, his undergraduate college, when Yale declined it, presumably because they already possessed multiple copies of the materials. Those copies did not, however, include Wimsatt’s sometimes extensive marginalia, which, again, provide one reader a uniquely personal connection with another.


      I made progress on the revision of my dissertation (the book version appeared in 1971) and finished two articles that I was ready to submit for publication. They would first, however, need to be cleared by USMA’s public information officer. The military chooses to take preemptive steps to exempt itself, whenever possible, from embarrassment or scandal. In the civilian world we are free to publish anything, realizing that we cannot later be exempted from savage reviews or corrections and the professional results that might very well follow them. Having read and studied Milton’s Areopagitica, however, few of us believe in censorship. (Milton asks, in effect, ‘If we were to put such a system of censorship in place, who would we ever get to read the stuff?’ West Point answer: the public information officer.)


      The West Point PIO was probably not a student of Milton. Moreover, he had recently read two short stories written by one of my RA colleagues and denied him permission to submit them for publication. (I did not see them and cannot hazard a guess as to why they were proscribed, but I know that they dealt with his experiences in Vietnam.) While I did not fear that that would happen to me, it was a reminder of the fact that it could have. I have sometimes wondered if the cable news and talk-show garrulousness of many retired senior officers results from the fact that they were muzzled for so long that they suddenly feel the need to say anything and everything now that they have the opportunity.


      I took heart in the fact that the subjects of my articles would likely strike the PIO as hopelessly recondite or trivial. I personally thought that they were anything but, but I was not naïve with regard to the place of my work within the ultimate scheme of sublunary things.


      The purpose of my thesis had been to demonstrate that (contra the nineteenth century and, to some extent, Boswell) Samuel Johnson should be seen not as a reactionary conservative, but—with some specific qualifications—as a full-fledged figure of the Enlightenment. I hoped to show this by demonstrating his enthusiastic views of the new science of the seventeenth and eighteenth centuries and his awareness of and support for key elements of Enlightenment ideology. The first article concerned his Journey to the Western Islands of Scotland and the ways in which it embodied the norms and values of contemporary scientists and their publicists and popularizers. The second focused on his counter-criticism of the Tory satirists’ many attacks on science. The PIO must not have had any major concerns with them, since he returned them to me promptly, with a form certifying that he had cleared them for submission. JEGP (the Journal of English and Germanic Philology) took the first and Studies in Burke and his Time (which later morphed into The Eighteenth Century: Theory and Interpretation) took the second.


      Armed with these acceptances (JEGP, with its heavy backlog, did not actually publish my piece until 1970) I was ready for the Modern Language Association meeting, which, that year, was held in New York. Moreover, I was able to go to the meeting with a fallback offer in hand. Colonel Jack Capps, the Not Head, had informed me that they would be happy to have me stay on at West Point for an additional year if I was unable to secure a civilian position that I liked.


      This was very, very generous. I also had an offer from one of the career reserve officers who served his annual active duty stint in our department. He was a senior administrator at a branch campus of the University of Connecticut (at Torrington) and told me that he would like to hire me if I was available.


      All, however, was not so rosy. As officers on active duty we could be asked, at any time, to serve in ‘other’ military capacities. (One member of our department, for example, had recently been tapped to inventory the PX.) I learned in early December that I had pulled the assignment of Post Duty Officer the night before the beginning of the MLA convention.


      The Duty Officer carries all of the authority of the commander, in this case the Superintendent (while that commander is sleeping). Needless to say, in the event of anything serious happening, the Duty Officer would be expected to wake up anyone and everyone. Potentially, however, you could be up all night handling sundry tasks. A cot was made available at the duty station, but it was quite possible that you could face a series of events and responsibilities and have no opportunity to actually utilize it.


      My life was further complicated by the fact that I had Hong Kong flu at the time. The pandemics of 1968 and 1969 affected approximately fifty million in the United States. Although this category 2 flu was working its way through much of the northeast, I was armed with the West Point hospital’s mega-medications and figured that I could remain sufficiently functional to make it through my job interviews, assuming that I could get there, awake.


      As it turned out, I did not have to pull the Post Duty Officer assignment. My friend, Major Dave McLain, agreed to take the job in my place. In return, I would take his turn some weeks in the future. An Artillery officer, Dave was a kind and genial man and the master of the well-turned phrase. He described poetry as being ‘the PT pit of the senses’ and said that after a long period of sweaty exercise he was always anxious to hit the showers and ‘get the goats off.’


      I later learned that switching off extra duty assignments with other officers was common practice. The Army was built upon a set of expectations with regard to mutual support and accommodation. This was particularly true for the USMA graduates, who found themselves assigned to many of the same posts over the course of their careers. For example, if a person’s military duties took him away from his own family it was expected that his friends would include his wife and children in parties and picnics while he was away. At West Point in particular, Jewish officers routinely took Post Duty Officer and other duties at Christmas time and the Christian officers freed up the Jewish officers from such assignments during high holy days.


      When I finally did serve as Post Duty Officer the night was almost completely uneventful. The only thing that happened was that I was awakened by a call from a distant female noncom, who said something to me about VIP’s arriving on an Army bird. I asked her to translate slowly and she told me that some senior officers were flying to Stewart Air Force Base late at night and required military transportation to pick them up and bring them to West Point. “I can do that,” I thought to myself, and eventually did find the person to call, who was reasonably responsive to my request. I may have been carrying the authority of the Supe in the Supe’s stead, but there was still no mistaking the fact that my first name was ‘Captain’ and not ‘Major General.’


      The MLA meeting was headquartered in the Hilton for foreign languages and the Sheraton (the old Town Tower) for English. It was, as always, chaotic and somewhat surreal. For one interview I had to go to a faded-glory hotel—the Taft—a few blocks south on 7th Avenue. When I got on the elevator Alfred Hitchcock was standing there. I should have taken it as some sort of omen. To this day I wonder why he was there—scouting locations? Looking for extras?


      Whenever the English job market begins to circle the drain several things tend to happen. First, since department chairs do not have all of the slots that they require to mount their full curriculum, they leave open the vacancies in fields which generally draw less student interest and reshuffle their offerings. The eighteenth century is such a field and two or three years of neglect can help to create a pent-up need within that area. For several years no one is hiring in that field; suddenly everyone is.


      Second, when the market tightens, everyone seems to want to hire the same people. Many of the brightest people have gone on to law school or other professional opportunities, for example, and when departments have few slots available they want to make sure to use them as well as they possibly can. Ten years earlier, for example, some departments might have tried to hire 15 or 16 individuals in one year. The problem was the shortage of Ph.D.’s. Now, however, the problem was the shortage of positions. The situation was even worse when Emory Elliott went on the market in the 1970’s. Emory had completed his tour at West Point, then gone to Illinois to do his Ph.D. (He had come to USMA with his master’s degree after first serving as a TAC officer at Ft. Sill.) He interviewed with the top schools in the country (his [less popular] field—Early American Literature) and landed a job at Princeton. He was one of the few individuals who everyone had wished to hire, fielding multiple requests for interviews at a time when there were many highly-qualified people who had none at all.


      At the time that I interviewed there was a program operated by the MLA called the ‘faculty exchange.’ It was a secondary track that ran in parallel to the regular recruitment channel. The ‘regular’ route was to write to departments in which you might possibly be interested, tell them of your pomps, works and availability, include your vita, pray, and then hope to land an interview with one or more of them. Individual applicants sometimes wrote to as many as fifty or sixty schools. It would be considered arrogant and presumptuous to write to fewer than twenty institutions; at the meeting we heard that one individual had written to more than one hundred and twenty-five.


      This method for seeking employment represented a transitional phase following the ‘old boys’ network’ days when ‘strategic calls were placed’; there was as yet, amazingly, no formal job list. You could also submit your credentials to the ‘faculty exchange’ where they were made available for examination by department chairs in search of faculty. The interviews picked up there were likely to be at less prestigious institutions, institutions with minimal resources to conduct searches, institutions that had received their funding from the dean late (perhaps unexpectedly), or those that had trouble getting their hiring act together. It was a stopgap, both for the candidates and for the hiring department chairs.


      As it turned out I had 24 interviews requested, but only sufficient time available for 18, several of the 24 coming from ‘faculty exchange.’ The two from ‘faculty exchange’ that I was able to fit in were each borderline surreal. I was only able to enjoy them (candidates sometimes saw faculty exchange interviews as good preparation or warm-ups for more serious interviews) because Colonel Capps had given me a fallback position, reducing any possible feelings of desperation in the process. The first was an interview with one of the branch campuses of Indiana University. I was told that I would be entering what would become a three-person department. My colleagues would be a Jew and a blind Arab, each of whom utterly loathed the other. They would be my senior colleagues and they would be voting on my future consideration for tenure. In the meantime I would have the swing vote on every issue, being firmly positioned to antagonize the two of them in multiple ways for multiple years.


      The second interview was with a branch campus of the University of Massachusetts which was just beginning to establish itself and prepare for future expansion. The Q&A went like this:


      (RBS) “How are the students?”


      (The Chair) “None are really prepared for college; you truly feel needed.”


      (RBS) “How is the library?”


      (The Chair) “When it is built it will be spectacular.”


      (RBS) “How is the local town?”


      (The Chair) “Perfect. We’re in a depressed area, so housing prices are very low.”

    

  


  
    I am not exaggerating this. At the end of the interview the department chair (who was sitting on his bed in his hotel room) said, “Well, now that you’ve heard all about _____, how would you like to join us?” I waffled very politely, noting that I had agreed to talk to other departments and that I felt obligated to hear what each of them had to say. The Chair was very understanding and called me sometime later, offering me the job a second time.


    Everyone has such stories about MLA meetings. Dennis Donovan, one of my fellow graduate students at Illinois (who took a job at the University of North Carolina) told me of a candidate’s being interviewed by a department chair who suspended his questions for a second, went into the bathroom, kept the door cracked, began urinating, and then continued with the interview. Another chair had interviewed Dennis, an individual representing a remote institution, somewhere on the northern plains. Dennis asked him about the retirement plan there. (Dennis was 35—relatively senior at that time--having served in the Korean War.) The chair replied, “Hell, we don’t have one. The farmers don’t have a retirement plan and they don’t see why we should either.”


    One of my interviews was with the University of Kansas. I knocked on the hotel room door and was invited in. The interviewer was Joel Gold, a Johnsonian. He was in his stocking feet (as we would say in Cincinnati), watching a football game on television. “We don’t have any eighteenth-century jobs,” he said, “but I saw the subject of your dissertation and I wanted to meet you.” We had a very nice chat; the warm and non-threatening atmosphere probably helped me to talk about my work more effectively later, with those who actually had vacancies.


    I came close to an offer from Washington University in St. Louis and at least had the opportunity to talk at length with John Morris, a faculty member there, who had done significant work in autobiography, one of my interests. I also interviewed with the University of Texas, which later invited me to a semi-private cocktail party (if you cleared the first hurdle—the interview— you were invited to the second hurdle—the party). One of the full professors there was assigned the task of securing the liquor for the affair. He came into the room, late, carrying a case of liquor, and appearing to be harried and exhausted. I had occasion to attend the Texas party again several years later. In the interim the individual who had been pressed into errand-boy service had published a universally-celebrated and award-winning article. At the second party he was giving the orders and others were carrying them out. This is the sort of lesson that is not lost upon the young.


    I eventually received eight offers, several from top places, including Florida, Missouri and Wisconsin. I took Wisconsin’s because of the support that they offered for research (though the chair misrepresented the situation, saying that ‘he could virtually guarantee me a summer grant’ and later saying, ‘Oh, no, you have to apply for those . . . ’). One of my senior colleagues later described him as ‘a nice man, though a liar, a cheat and a fraud.’


    I agonized at length over the Missouri offer. They offered more money, greater choice in the courses I would teach and a far more congenial department. If I may be permitted a small, political aside, Missouri’s support for research (which concerned me at the time—particularly in contrast with Wisconsin’s and its access to the university’s WARF [Wisconsin Alumni Research Foundation] funds) is now first-rate, so extensive in fact that one of the former Missouri system presidents feared that there was so much internal support that it might be creating a disincentive for seeking external support. I was delighted to join the Missouri department several years later (and to reacquaint myself with a number of those who had interviewed me).


    George Harper, the Blakean and Yeatsian, then at Florida, approached me again several years later, after he had moved from the chairmanship at Florida to the chairmanship at Florida State. He always called me in Wisconsin when the temperature there was well below zero. He would have made masterful use of the weather predictions and radar resources now available on the internet.


    When I returned to West Point I received the bulk of the offers (department chairs must generally huddle with their search committees after the interviews are completed, and build their ranked lists). None required an on-campus interview, something that would now be expected. At Wisconsin, for example, assistant professors were seen as little more than cannon fodder. The chair there was permitted to hire without even consulting the executive committee of senior faculty, the expectation being that virtually none would receive tenure anyway. I was tenured and promoted just after Joe Wittreich and Stuart Curran (now at CUNY and the University of Pennsylvania, respectively) and if memory serves there were approximately 22 individuals denied tenure prior to the promotion of Joe and Stuart.


    I also received an offer from a small college in Illinois. The chairman had neglected to interview me in New York, but said that he had seen my dossier in ‘faculty exchange’ and was sorry that we had been unable to meet there. This was right out of left field; he was not a person who had contacted me in NY but whose interview had been precluded by time constraints. He had probably come back from New York empty handed and desperate and was ready to hire me without having met me. In those moments when I am mulling over the past and considering the regimentation of the Army to have been extreme, I sometimes think of the comparative chaos I have encountered with some (though by no means all) civilian institutions. Their greatest difficulty always seems to be with the hiring process—the most important task (along with the admission of students) that they have.


    When Bill Morgan and I discussed the offers that we were receiving, one of the RA’s from the other side (a lieutenant colonel) seemed very surprised by the nature of our values and desires. He commented that, “We appeared to be seeking a job that was not really a job.” We were concerned about the number of courses we would be asked to teach and the number of preparations that that would entail. We were concerned about the institutional support for research, which, in the humanities (where the work is solitary), generally means the amount of released time that we might receive.


    He saw a job as a call to duty, perhaps reflecting the Academy’s motto of Duty, Honor, Country. So did we, in a sense, but our notion of the job involved responsibilities beyond the classroom, responsibilities that, in a research university, might constitute (contractually) as much as 60% of the job.


    We knew that we would principally be evaluated on the basis of our research, competent teaching being a foregone conclusion. In order to do research we would need time and a substantial research library.


    For him, a ‘teaching’ job consisted almost exclusively of teaching. That teaching would principally be at the undergraduate level (his was all at the ‘introductory’ level) and it would also entail a certain amount of attention to the personal development of individual students. While West Point was not structured to contribute significantly to that development at the instructional level, a number of the RA’s had seen their jobs as commanders to be, in large measure, the shaping of a group of untrained individuals into a coherent, effective unit. One armor officer once said that it was an extremely rewarding experience “to take a group of kids who had never been a part of anything and teach them what it felt like to be a contributing member of a group on which they depended and which, simultaneously, depended on them.”


    The endless professional obligations (building the undergraduate curriculum, structuring the graduate program, hiring, reviewing junior faculty, serving on college and university committees) with which one must conjure in civilian academic life come under the umbrella of “service,” something for which time is consciously allotted and something which is evaluated for merit pay purposes and, to a lesser degree, for promotions. For those in the Army, dealing with what can sometimes be perceived as bureaucratic details is a normal and constant part of life—another thing for which we have to thank the Wehrmacht, which specialized in organization and the paperwork that drives it.


    There was also little sense of such a thing as “outreach” at the Academy. While it may be more important in a College of Agriculture, many English departments conduct activities that directly benefit their local communities and all contribute to the activities of their professional societies—to such a degree that many now express the concern that the professoriate’s principal loyalty is to their societies rather than to their respective universities. Academics would probably say their ‘current university,’ since free agency is as important to them as it is to professional athletes.


    “Outreach,” of course, was something that might actually concern the West Point Public Information Officer, who would be worried about the activities that officers might undertake beyond the confines of the post or Academy. When Bill Morgan was taking AG officers through their paces at Ft. Benjamin Harrison the residents in the northeast corner of Indianapolis were not pleased when the wind changed and they were visited by clouds of tear gas. When armor units were staging in Louisiana for a possible invasion of Cuba they fired rounds with an incredibly long range, a range well beyond the confines of the post where they were located, a serious concern to them, as it would have been to the members of the local community, had one of the rounds been misdirected.


    There was also, I suppose, that lingering memory of the cadet with the 81 mm mortar who almost took out the Bear Mountain Bridge. As grateful as communities might be for the resulting income and as hard-fought as the congresspersons’ battles might be to locate military installations within their constituents’ neighborhoods (and sustain them there forever after), there is still an uneasy peace between those communities and the military posts that they contain. In some ways the military post is really much more of an ivory tower than the civilian university, particularly with the services that it provides its ‘residents’, including their housing. It is like a company town, but without the scrip and the single product.


    Most of all, the lieutenant colonel did not appreciate the importance of literary research, though he should have, since it was then largely empirical and historical and the sort of thing of which he was likely to approve. He was not combative with us and we were polite with him, but our discussion underlined the significant differences between the Academy and civilian institutions.

  


  
    


    


    Chapter Ten


    
      USMA and the Family


      To the ladies of our Army our cups shall ever flow,

      Companions of our exile, and our shield ‘gainst every woe;

      May they see their husbands Generals, with double pay, also,

      And join us in our choruses at Benny Havens, oh!


      The English department at West Point currently includes approximately ten women faculty. Since much of what follows will concern faculty spouses in 1967-9, I want to point out that many of the observations that will be offered would now apply to male spouses, though at that time the spouses were almost exclusively women.


      The Army’s support for its families was, on the surface at least, absolute. For the most part, the Army provided housing, furniture, health care, veterinary care, a post exchange with discounted prices, child care, schooling, and recreational services. West Point had a ski slope as well as a pool and made available free film screenings during gloom period. It offered an Officers’ Club providing free wine with dinner.


      At the same time, the family support was based on a ‘traditional’ family model in which the husband works outside the home and the wife within it. As in certain parts of the business world, the Army officer materially enhances his opportunities for promotion by accepting a succession of assignments, some for very short periods of time, some in locations that are not on the average person’s A list. In general, the longest tour of duty for an Army officer at that time was three years in duration. A great number of them were far shorter. In the course of a career a successful officer would attend a basic course, a career course, the C&GS course, and a War College (or related) course. West Point P’s also spent two years in civilian graduate schools. AllRA officers were, in effect, constantly in school, but usually for months and more rarely for years. TDY (temporary duty) assignments were common. Our TAC officers at summer camp, e.g., spent their summers with us rather than with their families.


      The bottom line is that it was impossible for the officer’s spouse to pursue her own, parallel career, unless that person had skills and experiences that were in demand in all places and at all times. Any positions that required a longish period of time for acculturation and promotion or positions that required the incumbent to build a broad client base were out of the question. That does not mean that the wives of the West Point officers did not work outside the home, for several did, but they could only work in certain capacities. Maryellen Pritchard, e.g., was a psychiatric nurse. Paul Szarmach’s wife was a school teacher and taught at the West Point school while Paul was assigned there. Colonel Capps’s wife Marie was a librarian and worked in the rare books/archives section of the West Point library. In the latter case, the Head and Not Head assignments were ‘permanent’, though such assignments would not come until an individual was well into his career. Their wives could then pursue any course that they chose, but they could only do so (on average) approximately 15-20 years after they were married.


      At that time, of course, there were fewer opportunities for women in American society in general, but they were hardly invisible in the work force. English graduate programs were composed of approximately 25% women; the number is usually well above 50% (or 60%) now. The progress made by women in education is now being seen as one facet of a problem—not because of the number of women in postsecondary education, but because of the shrinking number of men there. Some institutions have (quietly) installed programs to increase the number of male undergraduates, so that their percentage more closely approximates their number within the general population.


      It was quite different in 1967. However, military life remains an itinerant one despite the gender of the individual concerned and while the Army wishes to be family-friendly the very nature of the occupation is such that it involves constant change and interruption.


      Some aspects of the itinerant West Point academic life were attractive, at least at first blush. Many civilian administrators have told me that it would be heavenly if they had the option to turn over their faculties every three years (though this is more of a joke or cri de coeur than a serious statement). Similarly, many civilian faculty have said that though they were devoted to the notion of tenure they would also like to be able to change institutions and roles with greater frequency. Where the military lifestyle can be unstable, the civilian academic life can be stultifying.


      Other models were utilized at the other service academies. At Annapolis, for example, there has been a much stronger tradition of hiring civilian faculty (civilian faculty are now in evidence at all of the service academies). The difficulty with that model is that the faculty cannot, usually, serve as role models for the midshipmen in the way that the RA P’s served for the West Point cadets. There is also the risk of having a faculty that is highly competent professionally (i.e. within their academic disciplines), but radically disaffected personally and culturally from the institution’s norms, values, and ways of doing things.


      The Air Force Academy tried to strike a via media, with some short-term officer faculty and a higher percentage of long-term, in effect, tenured officer faculty than at West Point. That may have been, in fact, the best model for securing both military and academic effectiveness.


      For the reserve officer the West Point assignment was an excellent one, since it offered a window onto a different form of life and work while, at the same time, it provided an academic experience that was roughly cognate with that which one would attain in a civilian institution. One of the RA’s told me that he knew a reserve officer at Ft. Sam Houston who had decided against a West Point assignment, though he had an advanced degree in English and aspired to an eventual academic career. He was in the Medical Service Corps (there is no requirement for an M.D. in that branch) and he believed that his two-year Army tour would be unlike any other experience he would have in the future. He preferred to devote his full attention to Army duties in that period and his full attention to academic ones in the future.


      Our second XO, Tom Garigan, the Infantry RA who went on to do freelance writing and specialize in public relations for the Army, told me that one reserve officer told him that his military experience had been the most unique in his life, an experience that far exceeded any challenges and satisfactions that he would ever experience in civilian life.


      For us the West Point academic experience was definitely unique and in many ways gratifying. It was, for my wife and me at least, traditional and even, at times, ‘genteel’ although the context within which we experienced it was sometimes tumultuous. We lived in a physical setting of great natural beauty, with vast mountains, a great, historic river valley and unforgettable sunsets. The Hudson shore was a mecca for leisure activities; it was dotted with tea rooms for ladies who lunch and it contained a multiplicity of ‘shoppes’ and antique dealerships. We still have a marble-topped walnut chest which we picked up there for less than the cost of a decent meal now.


      The Hudson Highlands and Hudson Valley, after all, attracted a whole school of American painters. Here, on its river and in its mountains, as well as in the mountains to the west (the ‘Catskill Eagle’ passage in Moby Dick may be the greatest paragraph in American literature), they found their version of the American ‘sublime.’ My American literature teacher (and Emory Elliott’s), Ed Davidson, used to say that one key difference between America and Europe was the relative absence in America of ‘enchanted ground’—the kind of ground that might house gnomes and trolls, ogres and the folk of faerie. The sole exception to which Davidson pointed was the Hudson River Valley. This was the land of Rip Van Winkle, Brom Bones and Ichabod Crane. “Sunnyside,” Washington Irving’s riverside home in Tarrytown, just below the Tappan Zee Bridge, was available for tours.


      While at West Point we were also able to visit one of my close friends from college, Frank McConnell, who was then teaching at Cornell (and guest-lectured for us at USMA). He and his wife Carolyn took us on mini-tours of the finger lakes and the local waterfalls. I had an impromptu meeting with David Novarr, the chair of the Cornell department—the world’s expert on Izaak Walton—and he asked me for advice on a possible senior hire that they were hoping to make in my field. He uttered (with just the touch of a British accent) what for me is one of the truly memorable academic lines. I suggested a name to him and he responded, “Yes, he’s very good, but he’s a bit of a bastard and we already have our full complement.”


      ‘Downtown’ Cornwall included a deli with the kinds of bagels and cake donuts that one can only get within the environs of Manhattan (still there, but now featuring Entenmann’s pastries, unfortunately). The aura of Manhattan could, in fact, be felt throughout the Highlands. Its residents regularly picnicked at Bear Mountain State Park and individuals within our townhouse complex actually commuted to jobs there, the smart method being to drive into New Jersey and take a bus for the final leg of the journey. The train from the Hudson Highlands was on the east side of the river rather than the west, and riding it was more of a trek than an effective commutation means. One of the reserve officers regularly drove into the city on weekends. Sundays were preferable, since the traffic was light and parking was possible. He said that he simply liked to stand there and feel the city’s presence.


      Our next door neighbor had had a very different military experience than that of the English department RA’s. An Air Force officer with a specialized skill set, he had spent thirteen years of his career at Dover Air Force Base in Delaware and his resulting family life had been far more stable. He was always relaxed, his wife the more restive one. She would stand at the front window for hours, watching the neighbors and their activities. We sometimes collected our bottles and cans, taking them to the Dempster Dumpster in a single trip, to pique her interest and cause her to wonder what drunken party she had somehow failed to observe. She explained to us that she always had to stay close to home, since one of her daughters had a fused spine. Their eldest son was preparing to matriculate at Texas A&M. He was anxiously awaiting the challenges ahead and looked forward to becoming a member of the Corps of Cadets. On the other side of us was the wife of an officer stationed in Vietnam. She was (understandably) edgy and unpredictable. When we eventually met him he seemed to be far more relaxed. The day after he returned from combat his first action was to play a round of golf. I couldn’t tell if he was in an unsettled state, but doing his best to return to normalcy or whether that was, in fact, normalcy for him.


      The rental had been perfect for us and was much in demand. One reserve officer actually attempted to bribe the resident manager, in hopes that his name might be moved to the top of the by-then long waiting list. The manager—a New York hard case—pocketed the money and simply said, “Thanks.” We had earlier been told stories about the difficulty of building the complex, since the construction materials and appliances had a way of disappearing soon after they were delivered. Whether true or not, this was attributed to the mob and its inroads within the New York construction industry.


      The townhouses had floorboard, electric heat, so that each room in the house could be kept at a different temperature. In addition to a large amount of square footage we had our first home containing a private washer and dryer. These were located in the kitchen area—a huge perk for those who had become accustomed, as graduate students, to carting their wash to a public facility. One day, Paul Szarmach’s wife came over to our townhouse. She was distraught because their cat (‘Puss’ums’) had suddenly disappeared. She knew that the cat had not gone outside, but she had searched every corner of their townhouse and been unable to find him. We told her that this was not a problem and that we could easily find the cat. “How?” she asked. We then brought our terrier, Heidi, to their townhouse. She walked through their front door, paused and sniffed for an instant, then ran directly to their washer and dryer and began to express her terrier dissatisfaction with what she perceived to be an interloper’s presence. The cat had taken refuge behind their appliances.


      Several of the reserve officers rented private homes within the village of Cornwall. The people were nice, though the officers (from the more outgoing southern U.S.) found them to be a bit formal and aloof. They also noted that the local residents pursued one particularly odd behavior. Whenever things were set out on the curb to be picked up the next morning by the refuse collectors, the locals would come out during the night and go through boxes of personal goods, hoping to find some discarded item or items that could still be of use. This was not an impoverished area, so the behavior struck the officers as especially strange and noteworthy.


      The village contained a nice duck pond, which we frequented with our then 2 to eventually 4 year-old son. The Catholic church (St. Thomas of Canter-bury) was modern in design and included a remarkable hand-sewn tapestry that was alive with color and fit perfectly with the attitudes of the late 60’s, with angels arrayed in what appeared to be glittery go-go boots and other, less-conventional regalia. Someone (the perpetrator was never identified) set it afire and destroyed it completely. The scorch marks on the wall and remaining fragment of the original piece were left in place for awhile, so that the community might reflect upon the likely attitudes that had precipitated the action. The pastor had been visibly shaken by the event; he urged us to pray for the individual who had done it.


      For us it was an apt emblem for the times: a troubled individual clinging to the past committing an act that some might consider one of sacrilege and a church anxious to be contemporary even if that meant distorting the iconography with which it had been associated for thousands of years. The perpetrator may have considered the tapestry itself to be sacrilegious; some of the parishioners doubtless considered the perpetrator to be insane. The common thread: mutual incomprehension and the tendency on all sides to rush to extremes rather than seek a middle ground.


      For many academic people, the first years after graduate school are years of consolidation. After living in flaking, dilapidated (or, as we did, cinder-block) housing and sustaining life on a steady diet of inexpensive, often carb-laden food, the first year’s full-time employment usually entailed a quadrupling of income. For the first time in your married life you could actually use the silver and crystal, the chafing dishes, the table cloths and the champagne buckets that you had received as wedding presents. You could even begin to buy new furniture rather than subsist upon the second hand items that made their way through the yard sales of graduate student housing.


      In our case we could even indulge in $3.50 (for two) Chateaubriand and free wine at the Officers’ Club. We bought items at the PX that we still use. After the final year of graduate school in which I drew a (then high) fellowship stipend of $2853, I was suddenly making $8,000. When we moved to Wisconsin the salary was $10,000, though I was shocked to learn that I was actually receiving less per month because of the favorable tax status afforded by the Army and the fringe benefit costs and high state income tax levied by the Badger state.


      We had a modest camera club—West Point included dark room facilities that were available for our use—and I bought my first single-lens-reflex camera at the Stewart Air Force Base PX. We used it to record the images of our time in upstate New York. An inexpensive Mamiya with a fixed lens, it was a major step forward for me. The most expensive personal purchase I had made during graduate school was a set of binoculars from K-Mart, which I purchased just before graduation, knowing, by then, that we were unlikely to require the contents of our savings account, which we had kept for a crisis or succession of rainy days. It amounted to approximately $180.00.


      There were no universities in our area at which my wife could realistically continue her education. SUNY College at New Paltz would have required a round-trip commute of over fifty miles and we had only one car, New Paltz being due north and West Point due south of our home in Cornwall. And so, while our lives were borderline genteel, certainly in contrast to the lives we had led in graduate school, those lives were, in some ways, on hold.


      In many ways, all military lives are on hold much of the time, since the top officers long for command positions and such positions are seldom readily available. The second lieutenant can lead a platoon and the captain a company, but there are virtually no command positions for majors and the period in which a lieutenant colonel is able to command a battalion is usually short in duration, because the number wishing to hold such an assignment is so high. Many do not make full colonel and hence have the opportunity to command a brigade. The attractiveness of general officer rank lies in part in the number of command slots available to people who attain it.


      Thus, a career officer might spend twenty or more years in the Army and only serve in a true command capacity for a handful of years. They are thus often as restive as the cadets, reliving the memories of the past and looking forward to command opportunities in the future. One member of our department manifested that restiveness in physical ways. A notorious pacer, he was a compulsive user of the side telephone, exerting his ‘command control’ over auto mechanics and other service workers. It was very difficult for him to sit still in his cubicle and grade cadet papers.


      One of the Artillery officers told me that the best moments of his life were spent with a troop unit, in the field, remote from those above him in the chain of command. (This is comparable to the Jesuits who prefer to work ‘out of province.’) He had taught his troops everything he knew and saw them learn and grow under his tutelage. His training of them included instruction in the disassembling and reassembling of certain weapons, a process that represented a clear act of defiance of Army regulations, some weapons being so sophisticated that they required Ordnance officers for their servicing and disassembly/assembly. “The reason I did it,” he said, “is that there could always come a time when you would need such a weapon but be unable to reach the Ordnance officer who was technically authorized to maintain it.” His troops would be ready for that eventuality. When he spoke of that experience he did so with the fervor and delight that one associates with life-changing moments.


      Another told me that the most frustrating time of his life was that in which his unit was assembled for the invasion of Cuba, an invasion which, of course, was never to occur. He was not bloodthirsty or anything like that. It was simply that all of the training that he had received up until that moment and all of the training of the men that he had commanded had led to a single dramatic point in time that suddenly had no purpose and led to no conclusion.


      Samuel Johnson once attributed the soldier’s willingness to go to war to the fact that it represented a relief from the one everpresent reality of human life: boredom. My friend Carl Sullinger, an Artillery major, once suggested to me that the endless paperwork of the Army constituted an antidote to inactivity and, under the stress of combat, it represented a form of continuity, one of the few things in life that you could count on in an ethos of noise, confusion, chaos, and personal threat. One of its subsidiary purposes was, thus, to ground you.


      One of the officers at the Armor School at Ft. Knox had urged us to seriously consider a career in the military. He said that it was a rewarding and interesting life and that you could retire at half pay after twenty years (when you would be in your early 40’s) or at three-quarters pay after thirty. (Many did this, of course, ‘double dipping’ thereafter, with jobs in what President Eisenhower described as the military/industrial complex.) He said, “I know what you’re thinking. There’s that little matter that when you serve in uniform there is the possibility that someone on the other side will be shooting at you.”


      He said that we should not really worry about that. In the first place, he said, there are many periods in which the country is not at war. There are also periods in which the country might be at war, but you will be serving in a staff position rather than in a command role and not be directly affected by the combat. There are also the positive odds that when you are in combat you yourself will remain unscathed. “If you look at the possible incidence of death from traffic accidents and the stomach ulcers and heart attacks of the corporate boardroom,” he said, “you will find that the likelihood of your dying in combat is really no greater than that of your civilian counterpart. The odds may even be better, since you will be in peak physical condition and you will have access to the finest medical care.”


      This was nice advice, but none of us really believed it. It was rather like the Harvard philosopher Robert Nozick’s advice with regard to the onset of old age and the death that looms on everyone’s personal horizon. You must not, Nozick argued, think of old age and death as something likely to occur at a specific, statistical time, then agonize over its seemingly quick approach. Instead, you should think as a mathematician does. At any point in time you can chart the distance between your actual age and the time of your statistically-likely death. You then think of the intervening points, marking the time. If you are, say, 74 and the statistically-likely age of your death is 78, you look at the intervening four years and say, “When I am 76 I will only be half way there.” When you reach 76 you redraw the lines and say, “When I am 77 I will only be half way there.” If you keep redrawing the line, taking solace in the fact that you are only at the halfway point you will never, psychologically, reach the end point. Cool reasoning, but we all know that Nozick died at the age of 63. He was gone before he had the opportunity to follow his own advice.


      The West Point RA’s did not subscribe to Nozick’s argument, though they were as grief-stricken as anyone at the loss of a dear friend. One of Walt Pritchard’s classmates said, over and over, “I just don’t understand how something like this could happen to such a fine young man.”


      In preparation for their tours in combat zones most of the West Point RA’s purchased substantial, seven-figure life insurance policies. I don’t know what the premiums were, but they must have been sizeable. While a million dollars is less than it might first appear to be for a widow in her early 30’s with a number of children and another 40-50 years of life expectancy, it would certainly help to cushion the loss. I believe that it was ultimately as important or more important to the officers themselves than to their widows, for they saw it as a way to meet their family responsibilities (in the event that that was necessary) when they could no longer do so personally.


      Compared with the lot of the average enlisted man it was an act available only to those of privilege, but these individuals could also have avoided what they saw as a duty and pursued safe and successful lives in business and the professions instead. One officer from the other side, for example, left the service and took a job just down the river at IBM. His fellow officers’ advice was to learn to walk backwards, since the corporate culture there was reputed to be as hazardous as combat (which he had already survived).


      We watched all of this at a certain distance, but death in combat did happen and it happened to people we cared about deeply, people who were our neighbors and friends, people who had had many, many other options available to them.


      The comments put in Lee’s mouth by Ronald Maxwell (following Michael Shaara’s The Killer Angels) in his script for his film Gettysburg suggest an Army in which we expect an occasional death (‘a vacant chair around the table’) but never the loss of all. It is the fear of the loss of all which impedes us, Lee says. We cannot be tempted by it; we must be able to risk all if we are to have victory.


      That was not the attitude of the individuals with whom I served, for they would have immediately perceived—as Longstreet did—the terrible flaws of Lee’s plan for the third day’s fighting. They would also have seen the tragedy of the loss of a single individual—far more than the existence of an empty chair—and felt it the way that Hancock felt the death of Armistead.


      (I note that Tom Carhart has recently written of the full dimensions of Lee’s plan [Lost Triumph: Lee’s Real Plan at Gettysburg—and Why it Failed. New York: Putnam, 2005]. Far more than a frontal assault on the Union center, Lee—according to Carhart—had planned for a simultaneous attack on that center from the rear by J.E.B. Stuart’s cavalry. This was not to be, for Stuart’s forces were literally struck, head-on, by those of a young Union general, George Armstrong Custer.)


      Whenever the cadets spoke of role models and their dramatic success in battle they included in their calculations the lives that had been preserved. One of their heroes was a man named Martin Howell; his nickname (based on his performance on the football field—a tackle on the undefeated Army teams of 1945, 1946 and 1948) was “Tiger.” In Vietnam he was particularly adept at protecting his men from ambushes and he was in command during a pivotal engagement there, one in which the tactics which he utilized were later adopted for all armor units in theatre. The count for casualties among the troops under his command in his most famous engagement was 0. He had a Ph.D. from NYU, from which he received the Founders Day Medal. He served as the commander of the second regiment of cadets during my time at West Point; he was eventually appointed a fellow at Harvard. This was the sort of individual with whom I had the privilege to serve and the sort of individual who served as a cadet model—a person whose notion of success included as a central construct the concern for the safety of those whose lives had been entrusted to him.


      Years later, when I was serving terms as interim executive vice president at Georgetown, we would regularly receive bomb threats at the Intercultural Center, the facility housing the Center for Contemporary Arab Studies and the Center for Muslim-Christian Understanding. While their presence was the putative reason for the threats, the actual reasons were most likely based on the callers’ desire to avoid exams, since the majority of the threats came during examination periods. Because of that, some urged that the threats be ignored. Regardless of the financial costs I always chose to call in the bomb-sniffing dogs and their full array of human handlers and colleagues. We never lost a single student, staff or faculty member. I learned in the Army that—given the option—the long way is always preferable to the short and easy way; the protection of human life always trumps inconvenience.

    

  


  
    
      


      


      Chapter Eleven

    


    
      Transitioning


      

    

  


  
    ‘Tis said by commentators, when to other worlds we go,
We follow the same handicraft we did in this below;

    If this be true philosophy – the sexton he says “No” –

    What days of song and dance we’ll have at Benny Havens, oh!

  


  
    The press of external events is felt more clearly now with the advent of the internet and the world wide web. We knew, in 1969, that we were living in turbulent and challenging times and we were well aware of the impact on military and diplomatic policy of instantaneous television reportage, but the degree of change that we were undergoing would have been magnified a thousand fold had we had the technology of the 21st century and the com

  


  
    In 1969 alone, we saw the trial and conviction of Sirhan Sirhan, the inauguration of Richard Nixon, the sentencing of James Earl Ray, the election of Golda Meir, indictment of the Chicago Eight, resignation of Charles De Gaulle, the death of Mary Jo Kopechne at Chappaquiddick, the presidency of Ho Chi Minh, and the death of President Eisenhower. Philip Roth published Portnoy’s Complaint and Mario Puzo The Godfather. Judy Garland and Jack Kerouac died. Samuel Beckett received the Nobel prize for literature; Alexander Solzhenitsyn was expelled from the Soviet Writers’ Union; Kurt Vonnegut published Slaughterhouse Five and Michael Crichton The Andromeda Strain. The Pulitzer Prize in nonfiction was awarded to Norman Mailer for Armies of the Night. The Concorde made its first test flight and Neil Armstrong walked on the moon. The government took steps to ban DDTand the gravitational waves first postulated by Einstein in 1916 were actually observed.


    The transitions in our family life were modest in contrast to the changes which surrounded us. What became clear to me in the months that followed was that we were about to move from one of the ground zeroes of our nation to another, from the heart of the military to the heart of the academy, from one center of the war effort to one of the principal centers of its opposition. In each case the culture of one element which each institution shared—a department of English—mirrored the culture of the larger institution in interesting ways.


    When you muster out of the Army the calendar is precise. If your service obligation is two years, as mine was, it ends precisely—to the hour—at two years. You are entitled to a move, at government expense, covering a distance precisely equal to that from your point of entry (for me, Cincinnati) to the location of your final assignment. You are also entitled to your Army pay for any remaining leave days that you have accrued.


    That meant a nice check as a going-away present, one that I would need to get me through the remainder of the summer without pay and the initial month without pay in my teaching job at Wisconsin. It was even worse than that at Wisconsin in those days, since the university paid on the 8th day of the month rather than the first (with even more Byzantine pay patterns for work performed in the summer sessions). Each apartment lease in Madison had to accommodate the university’s curious salary calendar. I wondered at the time if the paychecks were issued under the assumption that university faculty were independently wealthy and did not need their pay on the first of the month (so that the university accountants and counters of beans could benefit from the float), though this interpretation directly conflicted with the political posture associated with the university. I later learned that there were a number of independently-wealthy faculty and that the political posture was embodied very inconsistently, but I did not discover the reason for these odd pay cycles.


    My wife had made the apartment-hunt trip on our behalf and had even thought about purchasing a small house, since she discovered that most Madison landlords were more willing to take a set of tenants with a dog than a family with a child. Fortunately, she found a complex that would take both. It was dubbed Monona Shores. The apartments were of good size and they had carports to protect your vehicle from the severe winter weather (though you might occasionally find a deer carcass hanging next to your space, during hunting season). Madison has four lakes and Monona Shores had, literally, a few scant yards of shoreline on Lake Monona, the lake in which Otis Red-ding drowned on December 10, 1967, his body being found the following day when the lake bed was dragged with a grappling hook. Perhaps that Ft. Knox major had been right; the civilian life could be far more dangerous than the military. The civilian life did not confer any immunity; in fact, some walks of life—that of popular musicians, for example—seemed even more hazardous than that of the combat soldier. A year later, walking through Bascom Hall at a time when the university was still reeling from the bombing of Sterling Hall, I saw a portable bulletin board in a shadowy alcove. Four words were inscribed on it:


    


    Janis Joplin died today


    When I received my final check I realized that there had been a mistake; there was an overpayment. The Army had apparently realized it as well, since my letter to them, apprising them of the fact and asking for instructions as to how to reimburse them for the difference, crossed in the mails with their letter to me. It was a form letter and its bureaucratic nature (as Carl Sullinger would have explained) helped to ground me as I read it.


    The letter informed me that I had been overpaid and it gave me precise instructions as to how I should reimburse the government. This included an NLT (no later than) date along with the additional information that failure to comply with these instructions would result in my being transported, forthwith, to Fort Leavenworth. (It actually said that; it was not weasel-worded, with elaborate circumlocutions hinting at ‘failure to comply resulting in possible penalties . . . ’.) I was not convinced at the time that my actions would have required a sojourn in a maximum security prison, but that was the Army’s view and I was not about to disobey their instructions. Approximately thirty years later I was driving to a research conference in Kansas and passed by the prison at Fort Leavenworth. The sight confirmed the wisdom of my decision to promptly comply with the Army’s directives.


    In my final days in the department I was informed that I was to receive the Army Commendation Medal for my service at the Academy. The ArCom is not a rare medal; you will see them on the chests of most career officers. It was, however, rare to award one to a reserve officer. Carl Sullinger, who nominated me for it, thought that this might have been the first time that one was so awarded. “It was primarily for your work with the Great Film Festival,” Carl said, but the citation was more general, speaking to both instructional and administrative accomplishments.


    This was very, very kind of him to do and a source of great pride to me. It also offered me the opportunity to say, in perpetuity, that very few academics can say that they have received a medal for their work. I had seen a lot of them at West Point. Silver stars (for valor) were uncommon in the Army as a whole, but relatively common at West Point. Colonel Sutherland had been so decorated and a young Infantry captain from Massachusetts (who taught on the other side) had actually received two. One afternoon, walking down the hallway in Thayer Hall, I saw a relatively young man pass by me. I believe he was a major, though he might have been a lieutenant colonel. I did not notice, because my attention was drawn to his chest. Above the rows of other medals was one that was blue, with tiny silver stars. It was the only time I had seen the Medal of Honor in life and not in a television program or magazine.


    The lieutenant colonel who had thought that we were seeking jobs “that weren’t really jobs” also received an ArCom with me. It was his fourth, as I recall. He was moving on to a staff assignment of some sort. His wife had urged him not to go to Vietnam and he had complied with her request. The medal was probably faint consolation for him, since his decision to stay stateside would probably end any hopes that he might have had for promotion to full colonel. For me, on the contrary, whose next station would be the department of English at the University of Wisconsin, it was very, very special. What I did not know at the time was that I would see more military action at Wisconsin than I had seen at West Point.


    My departure was bittersweet. I never felt ‘short’ as Army ‘short-timers’ are expected to feel. I had heard a story to the effect that an entire office in an Army unit in Germany was discovered to have dedicated itself to the making of ‘short-timers’ sticks’—artfully crafted batons that each short-timer might carry as he contemplated his impending separation from the military life.


    At West Point I did see a Spec/4 pushing an A/V cart with another individual curled up tightly on the bottom shelf. When asked (by an RA major) what he was doing, the Spec/4 responded that, “I’m trying to protect him, Sir. He’s so short that we don’t want him to injure himself in any way that might affect his ability to muster out smoothly.” The Spec/4 was promptly directed to confine his protective activities to private offices and to cease and desist from pushing his friend on an A/V cart through the major corridors of Thayer Hall.


    In civilian English departments each individual is, ultimately, a free agent bound only by annual contracts. People come and go each year. Army officers are bound by other forms of contract, but they are each free agents in the sense that each is, ultimately, pursuing a separate career. However, they come together as a unit (albeit an admittedly temporary one) and enjoy a far greater degree of solidarity than those in civilian academic departments. In an academic situation such as that at West Point they are more like a professional athletic team than a civilian academic department. Individuals will come and go, but there is a heightened sense of mutual dependence and a greater focus on teamwork and shared goals. This is one of the comparative advantages which they enjoy, but that advantage makes it more difficult to leave, though leaving is, everyone recognizes, ultimately inevitable.


    One of our final tasks was to have our auto medallion removed. Army posts characteristically issue parking/identification passes of some sort to the individuals who are stationed there. At West Point, however, the staff were issued a metal medallion which was quite handsome. It had been professionally installed and as a result we needed to have it professionally removed. When we did so, the individual responsible for the installation was surprised. “No one usually wants to have these removed,” the young man said. “They see them as special.”


    “Where we’re going it could prove to be a problem,” I said. “We don’t want our car to be vandalized.”


    “Oh my,” he said, “where are you going?” I think he was imagining some place like Moscow or P’yongyang.


    “Wisconsin,” I said.


    “I didn’t think there was anything there but dairy cows,” he said.


    I didn’t think there was either when we first drove across the state, but I would come to learn that there were many other things as well. Now that I am older it would have been more difficult for us to leave New York and West Point. The course of my life is more settled and once I establish a pattern it is more difficult to abandon it. Then, however, our life had been frenetic. In the space of a little more than two years we had lived in Urbana, in Cincinnati, on the outskirts of Louisville, in Cornwall, and in Madison as well as surviving the physical moves that each of those relocations entailed. We had gone through a succession of bad news/good news surprises, made new friends and then, tragically, lost some of them.


    My wife was anxious to return to school, our son would soon be in kindergarten, and I was anxious to return to my scholarly projects. Most of all we were ready for some stability. What awaited us, however, was conflict and a civilian job that I would endlessly compare and contrast with the one that I was leaving.


    The similarities between the two positions may ultimately have outweighed their obvious differences, but those differences were striking. The RA’s had had a taste of the difference (but as fully-funded, busy graduate students, with family obligations and a ticking military clock in the back of their heads). My civilian colleagues had sometimes had military experiences (but in World War II or Korea, not within contemporary memory). The gulf between these two worlds was immense and it was more immense in Madison than it was anywhere else, with the possible exception of Berkeley. I would have to somehow learn to straddle it.

  


  
    
      


      


      Chapter Twelve

    


    
      The War at Home


      Their names shall sacred to us be for deeds done long ago;
For they are graved with gold and red on azure blue you know;
And as on us their mantles fell, our gratitude we’ll show,
By life remembrances of them and Benny Havens, oh!


      The documentary film, The War at Home (1979), focuses on the anti-Vietnam war movement in Madison, Wisconsin, with particular emphasis on the bombing of Sterling Hall. Years later, when some of my Georgetown undergraduates discovered it and were discussing it I fleshed out some of the details. They were astonished to learn that I had actually been there. It was like one of the old Walter Cronkite You Are There shows, which reenacted historical events such as the burning of Joan of Arc. For them, the cultural distance between the early 90’s and the late 60’s/early 70’s was so vast as to rule out the possibility of any currently-living being’s having actually been on earth when the events transpired.


      The events had begun before my arrival. The Dow riots had occurred in October of 1967, with protesters expressing their rage at the company which manufactured napalm. The TAA, the teaching assistants’ union, had been established in the spring of 1966. While its focus was local and more narrow it took some of its energy and inspiration from the antiwar movement. However, it represented only a small handful of the university’s teaching assistants. That changed with the proposed erosion of the teaching assistants’ tuition/benefits package. Focusing on a bread and butter issue, the ranks of the TAA swelled and the association struck in March of 1970.


      The reactions to the strike (and, to a lesser extent, to the antiwar movement) highlighted the already-existing fault lines within the university and, for me, those within the Department of English. Like the charred tapestry inthe Cornwall church, they were emblematic of the times. It had actually been one of the world’s great departments. It literally ruled the Renaissance, with the distinguished Shakespearian Mark Eccles, the Miltonist Merritt Hughes, and three grande dames (their scholarship as unique in that time as their gender presence): Madeleine Doran (the sole departmental member of the American Academy of Arts and Sciences in my time there), Ruth Wallerstein (winner of the first Christian Gauss prize from Phi Beta Kappa—the most coveted academic book prize in literary studies) and Helen C. White, the redoubtable chair of the department. On the Restoration cusp sat Ricardo Quintana, the great Swiftian.


      Professor Quintana (“Q”) was just retiring when I arrived. Merritt Hughes was retired, though I met him once. Miss Doran (as I always called her) and Professor Eccles continued during my time there. Ruth Wallerstein had died in a tragic vehicular accident in London in 1958 and Helen White, for whom the university building housing English, Philosophy and the undergraduate library was to be (and now is) named, died in 1967. These individuals not only produced exceptional scholarship; they also produced textbooks and scholarly editions which were in wide use. The result was departmental fame spread far and wide.


      As these pillars aged, retired, and died they were replaced by younger colleagues and senior faculty brought in from other universities. This brought several results, not all of them positive. The (unelected) chairman who hired me had been appointed by the dean after the department had reached an electoral impasse (or at least what the dean had considered to be an impasse). His diagnosis of the department’s problems focused on (he told me years later, when he served as a member of a site visit team for the Georgetown Government department) their fundamental lack of leadership. I am not sure that that was entirely fair. The two candidates for the chairmanship (both of whom the dean passed on) had each attracted large but split constituencies. One drew all of the support of the senior faculty, the other all of the support of the junior faculty. Both were solid academics and both were good men.


      The individual tapped by the dean to chair the department had come in from another university and was, in effect, a putatively neutral choice. He was not, however, a good choice, for his actions hardened the lines dividing the department, in part because of his personality, in part because he was unable to develop policies or structures that might ameliorate the department’s condition. His preferred solution to all of the department’s many problems was to talk them to death. I was struck by the statement of one colleague to the effect that ‘we should never again have an unmarried chair, for he was lonely, had time on his hands, and thought that we did as well.’


      His personal integrity had been questioned (‘a liar, a cheat and a fraud’ one of my senior colleagues had called him) and while he could express anger and pique he could not project the strong leadership which the dean wished. When, for example, he held special meetings with the junior faculty to allay their collective paranoia by disclosing to them the thoughts and actions of their senior colleagues, the general effect of the meetings was to increase that paranoia by undercutting the junior faculty’s confidence in the senior faculty’s judgment. When the senior faculty wearied of meetings and the junior faculty longed for greater democracy and transparency he articulated his decision, couched in reluctant language which he thought might allay some of the concerns of his senior colleagues. “Meet we must,” he said. In attempting to please everyone he ended up pleasing very few.


      One key problem was financial. The university was chronically lean with regard to faculty salaries, the common statement then being that ‘the lake costs you a thousand dollars a year’. The department had exacerbated this situation by developing a salary policy which gave percentage raises to all faculty but guaranteed raises for junior faculty that would keep them $100 ahead of the salaries of newly-hired assistant professors.


      This sounds nice in the abstract—a concerted effort to protect the senior faculty but simultaneously prevent what is commonly called salary compression. Percentage raises favor senior faculty. Five percent of a large salary is a lot more than five percent of a small one. More socialist departments develop point systems, such that points are awarded for accomplishments, the points then taking on a dollar value based on the size of the merit pool. A senior faculty member with a given number of points then gets the same dollar raise as a junior faculty member with the same number of points. This favors the most gifted junior faculty, who receive large percentage raises. It disincents the senior faculty. That is why many departments use a combination of methods, weighing recent performance as well as lifelong accomplishments.


      The Wisconsin system, however, had dire effects. With ‘percentage’ raises the relatively inactive senior members of the faculty still got large dollar amounts. With their guaranteed raises—$100 above the starting salaries, which always rise faster than the yearly budget increases (or decreases) at public universities—a group of largely untested individuals, the vast majority of whom would never receive tenure—received large raises.


      Since the allocation of the raise pool constituted a zero-sum game, a significant outside offer to a productive senior faculty member could consume a significant portion of that pool, if the department chose to make an aggressive counter offer. One senior individual, for example, had received half of the departmental raise pool (a pool designed to cover 50 some faculty) just before I arrived.


      The result was that the individuals most pinched by the system were the associate professors and junior full professors, the individuals who were in many cases at the height of their powers and emerging as the most mobile free agents on the job market. Literally dozens of these individuals left Wisconsin, taking positions elsewhere, sometimes in better departments, sometimes not. This resulted in a departmental saying to the effect that ‘the best department in the country was that consisting of the assembled individuals who had left Wisconsin.’ This pattern of activity not only erodes morale; it encourages those left behind to test the market the following year. Thus, the situation snowballs.


      The old guard faculty had exhibited far greater loyalty to the university than had the senior newcomers, who had capitalized on their own free agency. In tough budget times in the past the old guard faculty had, in fact, foregone their own raises so that the junior faculty could be retained. They then expected a similar degree of loyalty from them. They were different in kind from the senior faculty who had recently joined (and currently dominated) the department.


      The ‘political’ lines—like the age/longevity lines—were also sharply drawn. Keep in mind that all of these people were relatively homogeneous in terms of electoral politics. All might, from time to time, even vote socialist. Personally and culturally, however, the old guard faculty were far more conservative (actually, moderate) than the sometimes-radical young.


      While an outside observer, for example, might consider the department a model of gender equity, a pioneer in the hiring of distinguished women, the young, departmental feminists saw the senior women faculty as absolutely different in kind. Madeleine Doran’s hero had been Hardin Craig, her legendary Stanford mentor. My feminist office mate’s role model was Emma Gold-man, the Lithuanian anarchist. She saw the senior women of the department as (in the feminist argot of the day) ‘Queen Bees’, individuals who relished their personal power in a world dominated by men and did not concern themselves with actions directed at achieving solidarity with younger women.


      There was something to this (though in my judgment it was more generational than a matter of conscious intent). Helen White had hired a number of men who were perceived to be compliant and relatively non-threatening. They were privately called ‘Helen’s Ganymedes’. It was a common practice, for example, for some of them to meet Miss Doran after her lectures and accompany her back to the department, a form of courtliness which was utterly foreign to the 60’s generation (and, I must say, quite foreign to me, who had grown up in a blue collar section of Cincinnati, my father having put himself through pre-law and law school by doing scut work in a Newport butcher shop).


      So my feminist office mate was in some ways correct. However, she herself did little more than write some book reviews during her time in the department and was turned down for tenure. Miss Doran had produced, literally, world-class scholarship and had, like the other great Wisconsin women, probably engendered some significant envy as a result, envy which manifested itself, to some degree, in political pigeonholing. My office mate’s radical credentials proved very helpful for me, however, because the radical students bypassed our office when they packed the rest of the departmental office locks with epoxy—a Berkeley strategy designed to keep the university from functioning.


      After Willard Straight Hall at Cornell was temporarily taken over by student radicals (brandishing weapons) in the spring of 1969, their Wisconsin counterparts saw them as heroes and hoped to learn more about them. I was able to identify one of the students by name (because of his prior association with West Point). My office mate’s radical student coterie drew the conclusion that I must have been even more radical than them because I knew prominent radicals personally. I didn’t disabuse them of this assumption, because I needed to get into my office in the morning and I didn’t want to have to wait for the university locksmiths to come and first clear the lock of epoxy.


      Another junior faculty member in the Wisconsin department—a friend of my office mate—had been a living/breathing example of the speed and intensity of cultural change in the 60’s. Coming to the university as a starched, committed conservative, he was outraged by the long hair of one of his colleagues’ children. He promptly—without any parental permission—cut the young boy’s hair. This same individual was later dropping heavy amounts of acid, giving all of his students A’s, and walking around in a virtual cloud. He was turned down for tenure, took a job at a community college, and was sometimes seen—years later—sitting on the curb on State Street, his head hung between his knees, reminiscing about the good old days.


      The sexual revolution did not escape us either, though an article in a student newspaper that involved an in-depth survey of faculty sexual practices (much of it, apparently, quite accurate) advised anyone seeking some action to pass by Helen C. White Hall, since there was little, if anything, happening there. The fact that the article had been written and promulgated did, however, point up the cultural divide between the young and the old (or those, like me, who were still young but were beginning to feel much older). In point of fact, there was some action in the department (at least apparent action), since one of the younger members of the senior faculty, a reputed swinger (who later left for a larger salary) had a party at his home, during which he furtively showed each of the couples the bidet that he and his wife had had installed next to their bed. (One wonders what was going through the local plumber’s mind as he installed it.)


      One indicator of the cultural fault lines between junior and senior faculty was represented by the Faculty Club. The senior faculty ate upstairs—bad food but with table cloths, cloth napkins, and heavy silverware. The junior faculty ate on the floor below, with a communal chili pot and salad bowl. For years it was possible to actually live in the Faculty Club. One member of the junior faculty in English (a man coming from UCLA) was invited to talk to a member of the senior faculty about the life that a bachelor might pursue in Madison. The older faculty member touted the Club as a residential option. “I have my room,” he said, “and my victrola . . .” as the younger man tried to keep his eyes from popping and jaw from dropping.


      Wealth created a fault line as well. The man who lived in the Club watched the market regularly, waiting for the moment when his investments would enable him to retire. My office mate, in fact, had come from great wealth. As she was leaving for a European trip she instructed her father to ‘get her into a good graduate school’. He got her into Stanford.


      One independently-wealthy junior faculty member (who had also gone to Stanford) had, it was said, weakened his chances for tenure by purchasing a home in Maple Bluff, an expensive, lakeside section of Madison, one that would be beyond the means of most of the senior faculty.


      We were first introduced to this individual at the English department’s annual reception. His nickname was “Duckie.” My wife encountered him first and he asked her if she was a new faculty member.


      “No,” she said. “I’m Judie Schwartz. My husband is a new faculty member

      in the eighteenth century.”


      “I know who he is,” he said. “He’s an assistant professor. He doesn’t matter; he won’t be voting on my tenure, so I don’t need to talk to you.” He then (as God is my judge) promptly turned and walked away. (He was turned down for tenure.)

    

  


  
    This annual reception was always an excruciating affair. My office mate walked in to one of them once, saying in a stage whisper, “This will be dull; there aren’t many women here.” When my wife was seen talking to the dean at one of them she was later beset by faculty wives, asking, insistently, about what he had said to her.


    The reception was actually so painful that each year a pre-reception reception was held, the purpose of the pre-reception being to enable everyone to get so drunk that they would be able to survive the official reception. This apparently grew out of an earlier tradition in which the official reception was hosted by a teetotaler who served unspiked punch, but it continued later, when the official reception offered alcohol.


    A number of the faculty spouses passed their time by taking courses in calligraphy. Unfortunately, Madison did not enjoy a brisk market for calligraphers’ services. One of the few commissions available was the preparation of the invitations for the annual English department reception. However, the chairman’s decision with regard to the calligrapher to be hired guaranteed the unhappiness of (and potential reprisals from) those he had spurned. This was the sort of personal and cultural conflict for which my life in blue collar Cincinnati, my graduate education and my tour of duty in the military had not prepared me.


    One independently-wealthy junior faculty member was relatively shy in demeanor, but so professionally brash as to host a cocktail party for the (mostly senior-) faculty the night before we were to vote on his tenure. He was ultimately turned down by the dean when it was learned that he had falsified the date of the receipt of his Ph.D. by several years. (This was huge, since an A.B.D. [all but dissertation] would have been hired as an instructor rather than as an assistant professor, would have received lower pay, taught a higher teaching load, and been prohibited from voting at departmental faculty meetings, all of these materially reducing his opportunity to achieve tenure.)


    Thus, there were fault lines based on nearly every human variable—gender, age, income, political and cultural orientation. (At times I felt as if I was on a set for a film version of a nineteenth-century novel of manners; at other times it appeared that I had stumbled into the midst of a series of meetings of feckless political revolutionaries.) There were also divisions based on geographical origin, the southern faculty sometimes resented by those from the northeast, west, and upper Midwest. These were not so much racial divisions, as divisions based on views of race (or, more precisely, sensitivities to aspects of race), since African-American faculty were then essentially nonexistent. (The 50+ member Wisconsin History department, one known for its political radicalism, had only two women.)


    At one meeting a senior, southern member of the faculty was trying to identify the source of a particular problem and unconsciously (I think) used the expression, ‘the nigger in the woodpile’. A junior faculty member was visibly shaken; he jumped to his feet and said, “Don’t you mean the honky in the woodpile?” and stormed out of the room. The senior faculty member was uncomprehending. His literal response was to ask, “What’s wrong with him?”


    This junior faculty member subscribed to his own set of codes, some high-minded, some questionable. One day he was in our office and a person asked him about a creative writing class he was supposed to be teaching. “Don’t you have class now, _____?” “Oh, I never go,” he said. “My presence just inhibits them.”


    Thus, the divisions which were beginning to be felt across American society joined with a set of more traditional academic divisions to create a situation that was about to unravel violently. In March 1970 the TAA went on strike.


    The students were caught in between. Their classes might or might not meet; their spring grades might or might not be posted and thus, they might or might not be able to graduate at the time expected. At the same time, their enthusiastic support for the strike was critical for the TAA’s success. Both the administration and the union measured that support by assessing the level of class attendance. They each issued estimates of those numbers, estimates which, of course, differed significantly. The solution sought by the union was to prove that there was a low rate of attendance by sending uninvited photographers into the classes while they were in session and photographing the students there. This was highly controversial, for many perceived the interruptions to be tantamount to break-ins. Concerns were expressed for those who did not wish to be photographed. There was even talk about the visceral reaction to an unwanted photograph and how it paralleled the beliefs of some that the camera could somehow steal a person’s soul.


    One everpresent individual was Ralph Hanson, the director of the University of Wisconsin Police. A quiet, measured individual, Ralph (all called him by his given name) managed to command the respect of all sides—whether balancing on a fire escape, trying to maintain control of a situation, or sitting across the table from angry students in an effort to seek peace and common ground. His job was made all the more difficult by the fact that he and his officers had never encountered anything of this nature and magnitude. Nor had the faculty.


    Demonstrations proliferated and escalated and suddenly the National Guard were everywhere, bringing with them tear gas. I remember being in the bowels of the Humanities Building, teaching Milton’s great elegy, Lycidas, with tears streaming down my students’ faces (from the CN, not from my lecture or Milton’s poem). There were other forms of violence, some intentional, some accidental.


    Years later when we were having dinner at the home of our friend Ian Loram (a department chair and associate dean, who had had several contretemps with the TAA) my wife commented on a lovely stone that he had on the table. It had been polished and drilled to accommodate tiny stems of individual flowers. “Very Zen,” contemporaries might have said. I had never seen anything quite like it. “It was thrown through our window during the TAA strike,” he said.


    One of my students who was visually impaired but not quite blind had to make her way across Bascom Hill during a demonstration. She had her collapsible, white cane extended but she was jostled badly and she had to sit in my office for several minutes while she calmed herself and began to reclaim her composure.


    The modus operandi of the TAA was to position picketers at different buildings from those that housed the departments in which they were pursuing their degrees. This was to prevent faculty retaliation and increase the opportunity for picketers to be more aggressive with faculty who did not know them personally and had no control over their academic careers. One of their tactics was to single out those who crossed their lines and then follow them around campus ringing cow bells. One of the striking TA’s stood outside the front door to Bascom Hall (the principal academic and administrative building), with a dog that barked at and made threatening motions toward those crossing the picket line, behavior which he encouraged. Obviously, these were not the sorts of actions that they would have been anxious to pursue if the offending faculty members had been directing their dissertations.


    In the face of threats and intimidation there were also conspicuous acts of courage. When Phil Harth, Howard Weinbrot and I walked into Bascom Hall one afternoon one of the picketers yelled at us angrily, “Why are you going in there?” “We’re scabs,” Howard calmly responded, looking into the picketer’s eyes and waiting for a response. There was none.


    Chancellor Young called for a period of ‘concern and involvement’ and invited the departments to hold meetings to discuss the issues. Our chairman, always anxious to hold a meeting, called for a ‘concern and involvement meeting’; it dragged on for hours. A graduate student from the French and Italian department (who did not identify herself as such [and hence might have qualified as a bona fide ‘outside agitator’]) was there and argued that a number of resolutions should be approved and that if demands were not met the faculty should vow to resign their positions. This was actually given some attention, until Dick Ringler stood up and said, “Vote as you wish, but I want you to know that if you vote yes and if the demands are not met and you do not then resign, I will personally hold you in the utmost contempt.”


    One student inveighed against the administration, saying that its policies were frustrating his wish to stop attending classes but also receive passing grades. Bob Baker (only an assistant professor at the time) stood up and informed the student that he could not claim any moral high ground and, at the same time, pursue actions that carried no negative consequences. “My job,” he said to the student, “is to insure the weight of your ‘moral’ stand by failing you when you do not meet the requirements of the course.”


    There was talk of eliminating ROTC on campus. I argued that the military would be served, whether there was a reserve officer training corps or not. “They will simply acquire their officers through Officer Candidate School,” I said. This was awkward, for I wanted to make the point that it was better for the Army to have a leaven of commissioned civilians, who had college educations (perhaps even advanced degrees), rather than commission directly from the enlisted ranks. It was awkward because my friend and senior colleague, Mert Sealts, had been commissioned through Naval OCS during the Second World War. I allowed as how there were few OCS cadets of the likes of Mert Sealts (a Yale Ph.D., sometime Wellesley faculty member and one of the two or three top Melville specialists on the planet).


    The meeting came to a crescendo as members of the senior faculty began to leave. Many had dinner engagements, the time for which had already passed. All had low blood sugar levels and many were exhausted and angry. I accompanied Howard Weinbrot and Mark Eccles into the hallway, whereupon the chairman left his podium and followed us. He was livid and said that we simply could not leave. I told him that I had an appointment that could not be changed. Both Mark and Howard politely but firmly told him, in other terms, that he might consider preparing himself for a trip to the infernal regions. He straightened his back and said angrily, “All right, then. I want you to know that I will report your actions to the chancellor and tell him that you are neither concerned nor involved!” The responses to that were sarcastic, of the order of “Oh, heaven forfend!” They were also deserved.


    The strike eventually ended, the students were able to complete their coursework and graduate and there was momentary calm. We had survived, in part, because of the ongoing support of the state legislature and the leadership of Governor Warren Knowles, whose prime concern was always that the university be kept open, so that students would be able to continue and complete their studies. The summer brought a welcome break from the noise and the violence. Then, in August, Sterling Hall was bombed.


    The public mantra had always been that all of the university’s troubles had been initiated by outside agitators. In more private settings one might hear those troubles attributed to the actions of New York Jews. The public was surprised to learn that, on this occasion (as on most), the radicals were largely home-grown. The ‘New Year’s Gang’ as they termed themselves were Karleton Armstrong (who had been radicalized by the Dow riots), his brother Dwight, David Fine, and Leo Burt (the latter both writers for The Daily Cardinal; Burt had introduced Fine to Karl Armstrong). The first three were caught and imprisoned. Karl and Dwight were later released but frustrated by the fact that there were few opportunities open to them besides ‘shit jobs’ like driving taxis; eventually they opened a deli called the Radical Rye (said to have served excellent BLT’s). When it closed because of the opening of the Overture Center, Dwight went back to driving a cab and Karl went back to operating his campus juice cart: Loose Juice. Fine passed the bar examination in Oregon but was blocked from admission to the bar by the Oregon State Supreme Court which so ruled because of Fine’s lack of remorse for the crimes that he had committed. Leo Burt remains at large, with occasional sightings, one—several years ago—in Oregon.


    When David Fine was released from prison he was readmitted to the university and the general public was shocked. They wondered what sort of action it would take to justify permanent expulsion. When he was put on the student adjudication board (the panel that handles disciplinary charges against students) it was explained that he would make, in effect, a good judge because (as a convicted felon) he had far more experience with the criminal justice system than the average student. The general public was apoplectic at this, an action that underscored the gulf between their views (which would, in Madison, have been well left-of-center) and the views of the students at the university.


    Madison, after all, had elected a radical student—Paul Soglin—as its mayor (I once saw him dining comfortably at Blackhawk Country Club when one of the members took me there for lunch) and was the home of the Progressive magazine, the organ that published directions on the proper construction of a nuclear device. As ‘progressive’ as its editorial policy might be, it did not have a retirement plan for its employees, who were occasionally given sinecures at the university when they were too old to work for the magazine.


    One of the New Year’s Gang’s initial targets was the munitions facility in Baraboo, Wisconsin. This was a small installation staffed by blue collar workers responsible for assembling 7.62 mm NATO rounds. On the level of military and technological sophistication this was one step up from making prehistoric clubs. The facility was, however, nearby. The Gang dropped a Rube Goldberg-type bomb on it from an airplane; fortunately, the bomb failed to detonate.


    They were more successful with Sterling Hall. The building housed the Physics department as well as the Army Math Research Center, the Gang’s actual target. The AMRC did not do classified research, but it did non-classified research that was of particular interest to the Army. The Gang utilized a van loaded with 2,000 pounds of ammonium nitrate (fertilizer), spiked with some jet fuel. The blast was so intense that a considerable time passed before the authorities were able to identify the delivery system used. Parts of the van were later found three blocks away on top of an 8-story building.


    The Gang had called in a warning prior to the detonation, but the warning did not reach a 33 year-old physics postdoc—Robert Fassnacht—who was working in the building at the time. Rescuers found him face down in a foot of water. He was killed in the blast and left behind a wife and three children. He had no connection with the Army Math Research Center. The explosion affected numerous adjoining buildings. At the university hospital some patients were hit by broken glass when windows were shattered by the blast. Members of the physics department lost years of work. The bombing effectively ended their careers.


    Quite apart from the specific results of the bombing it is fair to question the judgment of individuals who would utilize a bomb whose possible effects they had no way of knowing. They were defended, of course, their defenders seeing their actions as targeting a specific enterprise that was disliked or hated by many. One wonders why they did not simply dynamite the AMRC specifically.


    The sheer irrationality of driving what was, in effect, a steel bomb with a core consisting of 2,000 pounds of explosive material into the center of campus was clear. It was, however, only the most devastating of a series of smaller events that struck some observers as fundamentally wrong.


    I was relatively untouched by these events. We were asleep in our apartment in Monona when the bomb exploded. It was, however, loud enough to awaken us. I had also avoided some of the major unpleasantness of the TAA strike by meeting my wife off campus at the end of each day and being dropped off there in the morning. We thus avoided the possibility of our car being damaged by demonstrators.


    As luck would have it, I was assigned at that time to teach one of my courses in one of the classrooms in the ROTC building (classrooms were centrally assigned; there was no hidden agenda involved). I was teaching Faust, something I wouldn’t ordinarily teach, but it had been very popular at West Point and, to my surprise, it was equally popular with my Wisconsin undergraduates. Suddenly, in the middle of class one day, the building was surrounded by a group of demonstrators who began pounding on the exterior walls. This was not a substantial building and the sounds were loud and the walls palpably shaking.


    Nothing else occurred, but my students were very upset by the action. One student in particular, a young woman named Rosenbaum, compared the action with anti-semitic prejudice. “They had no idea who was inside the building. They had no idea what was being taught or what was being said. They didn’t know any of us. They simply assaulted the building because they didn’t like what they thought it represented.” She recounted an experience that she had had on an airplane, an experience which she considered an act of irrational prejudice, an experience which she saw as a miniature version of the ‘demonstration’ to which our class had been subjected.


    I believe that the attitude which most surprised me was the view expressed, years later, that those times had been the best of some academics’ lives. ‘It was so exciting,’ people would say. ‘The campus was alive with energy. Now everyone is so . . . passive.’ It was not so much that they were remembering some aspects of the times to the exclusion of others; after all, many of the more candid undergraduates said that ‘demonstrations were a great place to meet girls.’ What struck me was that these individuals apparently considered their ‘normal’ academic lives to be dull and humdrum and they associated ‘excitement’ and ‘energy’ with student demonstrations rather than with scholarly discoveries or scientific breakthroughs.


    When I was in graduate school we read a book called The Scholar Adventurers by Richard Altick, the Ohio State luminary who taught a memorable series of courses there on research methods. We were regaled with the stories of scholarly discoveries and the methods—often serendipitous—that had led to them. The Victorianist, Donald Smalley, who had discovered an important, previously-overlooked work by Robert Browning, was in fact a member of our own faculty. We were told of how individuals like Harris Fletcher and Gordon Ray had built, almost single-handedly, the university’s superior Milton and 19th-century novel collections. We were taught, in sum, that our work carried the potential of excitement and discovery at every turn. It mattered; it was important, and it could be exhilarating. I knew that that was somewhat exaggerated and that there was always some likelihood that one might never find anything that was truly ‘new’. Still, the attitude was a positive one and it was the polar opposite of the attitude of those who remembered the tear gas and the placards and the chants and the broken glass so fondly.


    Again, years later, when I was at Georgetown, the campus was one day presented with a sudden problem. I received a call from the president’s office, informing me that Maury Povich was on campus to do his local TV show and that his scheduled interviewee’s flight had been held up. His show was live and he had to interview someone; was I available? This was disconcerting for two reasons. First, I did not particularly want to leave what I was doing and be interviewed by Maury Povich. Second, I had a good sense of how far they had worked their way down the list in the president’s office before they had gotten to my name.


    I met with Maury in the green room of Gaston Hall. He was nervous, hoping against hope that I might have something in my personal history that could conceivably be of interest to his audience. He asked me about my background. When I said that I had been at Wisconsin he fixated on that fact. “When?” he asked, “during the student demonstrations?”


    “Yes,” I said. “I was there when Sterling Hall was bombed.”



    “That must have been exciting,” he said. I couldn’t tell whether he was like the aging faculty, bored with their work and longing for the ‘good’ old days or whether he was thinking to himself, ‘At last there’s something that we could talk about that might actually keep my audience awake.’



    “What was it like?” he asked.



    “It was generally very unpleasant,” I said. “I kept thinking that ifstudents really wanted to change the world the best thing that they could do was get a solid education, move to one of the world’s policy centers and apply that education to the causes in which they believed.”

  


  
    His face didn’t drop completely, but it was clear what he was thinking: ‘Bor-r-r-ing.’ Fortunately his scheduled interviewee appeared at the last moment and I was free to return to things that I too considered more exciting.

  


  
    
      

    


    
      Conclusion


      May we never lack a smile for friend, nor sternest heart for foe;
May all our paths be pleasantness wherever we may go;
May our “Muster-rolls” in after years report in status quo,
And goodly samples ever bring from Benny Havens, oh!


      Johnson’s philosophic tale Rasselas ends with a ‘Conclusion in Which Nothing Is Concluded.’ My active duty ended with my tour at West Point and because I had been on delay status for four years I was never obligated to attend reserve meetings thereafter. It all ended, officially, in the summer of 1969. But then, these things never really do end. Years later, at Georgetown, Fr. Tim Healy asked my office to conduct an outside review of the Center for Strategic and International Studies, then a part of the university. Our panel included such individuals as the sometimes controversial Sam Huntington, the distinguished military historian John Keegan and General Andrew Goodpaster (the latter a sometime West Point Supe as well as a NATO commander). Jary Pelikan—an old friend from his days as Yale graduate dean—was thrown in for good intellectual measure. I was never a real soldier, but my experiences many years earlier helped me later to speak with people like General Goodpaster without dissolving in their presence.


      They also provided enough self-confidence to enable me to relate to one of the most distinguished members of the Georgetown faculty. He was a Professor of Government and his name was Jan Karski (a nom de guerre; his original name was Kozielewski). Jan had been a Polish officer whose place in history had been marked by the fact that he was personally responsible for notifying President Roosevelt of the existence of the holocaust. A member of the Polish underground, he was captured by the Russians as well as by the Gestapo. He had been tortured so viciously that his face had to be reconstructed. When hetaught ‘political science’, he did so with a personal knowledge of the subject whose depths one would be hard put to sound.


      No one I have met has projected so much personal dignity, with the possible exception of one of our most memorable honorary degree recipients—Mother Teresa (who also projected infinite modesty). In his formal, European manner, he treated me with the deference he thought was due my office as dean. It embarrassed me, because I had a realistic sense of what he had actually done and how little I had done in comparison. I was moved by his presence whenever I talked to him. The recipient of numerous honorary degrees, he—a Catholic—was made an honorary citizen of Israel. He was eventually honored with the highest civil decoration and the highest military decoration—for valor in combat—awarded by the Polish government. I saw him often in the late afternoons and early evenings when he walked to his bus stop on the edge of campus, always wearing a suit and tie and always greeting (very formally) those he passed.


      When I was appointed A&S dean at Missouri I was responsible for both the Army and Air Force ROTC units (Naval ROTC is part of the College of Engineering). ROTC had changed a great deal in the intervening decades, but my prior experience was still very helpful to me. The military officers also seemed grateful to report to someone who had a dated but still generally-informed sense of what it was that they were attempting to do.


      My wife’s work on behalf of the Churchill Memorial at Westminster College brought us into contact with Fletcher Lamkin, the Westminster President and former West Point Dean and Westminster helped introduce us to Mary Soames, Churchill’s daughter, Celia and Edwina Sandys, his granddaughters, and Mary Eisenhower, the President’s granddaughter. Our fathers did not fight in World War II (though all of our uncles did); my wife’s father had served in the Navy between the wars and my father had been 4-F and served, instead, in the FBI during the war, as an act of public service. Nevertheless, meeting with the relatives of individuals who had played such important roles in that endeavor gave us a feeling of continuity with one of the great military events of the twentieth century.


      It is probably to be expected that my military experience, as limited as it was, would still have some lasting political effect on me, an effect that would be, predictably, one that would make me more conservative. This is really not the case. My political inclinations were shaped by civilian events far more than by military ones. My father’s law firm (which had originally included Supreme Court Justice Potter Stewart’s father), for example, virtually never involved itself with litigation. It represented the major Savings and Loan in Cincinnati (Eagle S&L) and examined real estate titles, closed loans, developed property, and worked in tandem with a realty firm and an insurance company. They provided, in effect, cradle to grave real estate services. I worked construction for several summers, with one of their builders, and then for them for several summers, in the Cincinnati Court House, helping with the recording of deeds and mortgages and the examination of titles.


      My father’s favorite activity was to help people (people who often became lifelong friends) to become able to own their own homes. For example, individuals who were responsible and hard working but had no money available for a down payment could purchase their homes through ‘land contracts’ in which the builder held the title for a few years until the owner could accumulate a small amount of equity which would then be considered the equivalent of the down payment. At that point the individual received title to the property. One person was so grateful for all that had been done for his extended family that he said that ‘he would go to hell’ for my father. From experiences such as this I drew conclusions about what lawyers could do, namely, make things possible for people, rather than drain money from them or from the nation’s economy. Of course, I had already learned a major part of this lesson from reading Dickens’ Bleak House and Swift’s Gulliver’s Travels.


      Another political ‘moment’ came for me at Wisconsin. A local cable-access channel featured two representatives from state government. They noted, on their program, that individuals who were unable to drive cars because of physical conditions (short legs or amputations, for example) could actually have their cars modified (with wooden blocks as extensions of the pedals, for example), so that they could then drive. “This is wonderful,” one of the callers said. “How do I set up an appointment for you to install these devices for me?”


      “Oh, we don’t install them,” the official said.


      “Well, what do you do?”


      “We just inform people of the fact that cars can be modified to accommodate people with certain physical conditions.”


      “Well, anybody knows that,” the caller said. “If you don’t know that you shouldn’t be driving a car.”


      There were some long pauses before he asked his next question.


      “So, what you’re saying is that the Wisconsin taxpayers are paying for a bureau that doesn’t really provide services, a bureau that could be replaced by a pamphlet.”


      The official was angered by this, and responded, “Well, sir, you obviously don’t care about people who are physically incapacitated.”


      “Of course I do,” the man fired back, “I am one.”


      My father-in-law would have shared the caller’s frustration and he was an old union man, one who steered the election of a friend for the presidency of the National Association of Letter Carriers (and vice presidency of the AFL-CIO). He was also the president of the Duckworth Democratic Club—the Democrats’ organization in Hamilton County, which encompasses Cincinnati. I learned a great deal about political organization and political behavior from talking with him and I learned a great deal about blue collar work from my grandfather, who was the foreman of the Newport Rolling Mill, a steel worker all of his life.


      I had black commanders in the Army and had black foremen when I worked construction in the summers. One, Calvin Hoffman, who supervised the assembly and disassembly of forms for pouring foundations, taught me things about life and work that I think about almost daily. Like a good eighteenth-century empiricist I tried to learn about people and politics by talking with them and observing them rather than confining myself to theory and abstraction. I noticed, for example, that Governor Rockefeller was willing to support a SUNY branch campus with the proviso that it would burn the soft coal that was sold by some of his political supporters and I took note of the fact that a representative of a special interest group once told my father that he would see to it that he would be made a judge if my father would agree to hire a bailiff from that interest group’s numbers (he declined). I have had long talks with a dedicated political theorist who reads Plato and Aristotle in Greek but who neglects to vote. After living in Ohio, Indiana, Illinois, Kentucky, Wisconsin, Missouri and upstate New York and spending seventeen years working in Washington I know the distance between the beltway and the rest of the country.


      This (along with my reading of people like Hobbes and Rousseau, whose thought ultimately undergirds much contemporary political thought) is the sort of thing that has shaped my political orientation. It is informed by reading but it is principally anecdotal, the product of an array of different, sometimes conflicting experiences. For that matter, my personal history and beliefs consist largely of a succession of stories, some of which undergird my principles, some of which serve as counter-examples for principles with which I have come to agree or disagree. For me, experience always trumps theory and abstraction. That is why, for me at least, the English eighteenth century (with all its flaws) remains a very comfortable period.


      The lessons that I took from my military experience were more broadly human than narrowly political. I saw that at least at West Point (which, in many ways, was a special case) one’s rank was far less important than it was in the Wisconsin English department. Illinois had been vastly different. The regular faculty and teaching assistant mailboxes, for example, had always been commingled. All of us—with regard to this one bit of symbolism—were considered to be members of a common faculty and treated as such.


      At Wisconsin the junior faculty taught more courses than their senior counterparts and were required to share offices. (Dissertation direction was considered the ‘third course’ for senior faculty, though that work was concentrated in a small number of people.) The line between tenured and nontenured could not have been made more clear. The teaching assistants were treated as lesser life forms, the result being that their activism was facilitated and indirectly encouraged. At one of my first Christmases there the graduate students presented the department with what must have been an expensive gift. They probably obtained it from a teacher’s supply store. It was a large wooden dinosaur; they positioned it directly outside of the department’s main office.


      The Wisconsin English department at that time would have thought that having a ‘sponsor’ for incoming faculty (as we had at West Point) was odd or somehow plebeian. At Georgetown the new faculty were treated to a weekend orientation at a Jesuit retreat house on the Potomac, where they met the president, provost, deans, and chief administrators and were filled with crab cakes and hard drink. At Missouri we have ‘colleague circles’ that greet new faculty and then meet with them throughout their first year, hosting them for a succession of dinners and introducing them to the university’s processes and leadership.


      Walt Pritchard once said that part of our job teaching the humanities at West Point was to give the cadets an appreciation for beautiful things, so that they might find ways to avoid destroying them in times of war and ways of cultivating and enjoying them in times of peace. He reminded me of one of my graduate school teachers, Royal Gettmann, who loved the novel and who loved poetry, but who may have loved music and gardening even more. Short in physical stature and barely capable of seeing (he wore what appeared to be quadrifocal lenses and usually read with a magnifying glass), he once had a contretemps with a prominent Russian official at the Moscow ballet and was subjected to a torrent of propaganda that so tried his patience that he eventually confronted the official with the facts, introducing him, summarily, to what the world knew to be the realities of the subject under discussion. There are soldiers as well as lovers of beauty everywhere, even though they might wear different uniforms.


      The politics really have nothing to do with any of it. Some people stand up when they are needed and some do not. Ian Loram (both Chair of Wisconsin’s top-ranked Department of German and my predecessor as Associate Dean for the Humanities in the Graduate School) faced down the TAA and had a rock thrown through his window. Politically, Ian was much farther to the left than many of the TAA members were. (His father had been a prominent leader in the fight against apartheid in South Africa before he was hired by Yale.) Ian was simply doing what he thought was best for the university and he continued to do so, despite the attempts to intimidate him.


      For that matter a number of the top Yale academics had served as code breakers in England during the second World War. I met one of them once and hoped that he would talk about his experiences there. Characteristically modest (he would not want me to mention his name), he declined to talk about himself and his contributions to the war effort, choosing instead to talk about eighteenth-century critical theory. Service during a war was something that one ‘simply did’; there was no reason to talk about it later.


      My boss in the Graduate School at Wisconsin, the distinguished chemist, Bob Bock, had held a position at the end of the war that a boastful person might have talked about for a lifetime. One evening, in his basement recreation room, I saw a framed sheet of paper hanging inconspicuously on a back wall. It was signed by a number of well-known individuals; the first signature that caught my eye was that of Hermann Göring. “Where did you get this, Bob?” I asked.


      “Oh, I guarded those guys,” he said, tersely (and anxious to return to another subject).


      “You guarded the German general staff?” I asked.


      “Yes,” he said, “I was an MP at the time.” (This was the unit commanded by the then 31 year-old Lieutenant Colonel, Edwin V. V. Sutherland, two of my most memorable bosses’ lives intersecting long before I knew either of them.)


      I continued to ask him questions, drawing stories from him about the Wehrmacht generals’ behaviors, their jokes, and the steps and counter-steps involved in preventing their suicide attempts.


      “Did you ever think about writing about your experiences with them?” I asked.


      “No,” he said, “who would be interested in that?” This was spoken like a true geneticist (he would have first said a ‘chemist’) for whom more mundane things were best kept in their place.


      Marv Ebel, a Wisconsin scientist who had previously served at Los Alamos, took on the two most difficult committee assignments at the university simultaneously—the TAA negotiating committee and the Academic Computer Center committee. The latter was established at a time when computers were just beginning to be an important presence at the university. This committee had to establish policies for utilizing (= metering out) this essential resource. The committee met constantly and was given the acronym ‘the ACC-ACC’ [pron. ack-ack] committee. Marv had other things to do with his time than give such generous and difficult service. He was the Associate Dean for the Physical Sciences in the Graduate School and an active physicist who had studied with Nils Bohr, perhaps the most important 20th-century scientist after Einstein.


      I have seen a succession of department chairs—at every civilian institution in which I have served—take difficult stands that were clearly in the best interests of the department, the college, and the university, even though those stands subjected them personally to years of endless confrontation and, in some cases, harassing litigation. Most of them took those stands after being warned of the likely results of their (certainly virtuous, and sometimes heroic) actions.


      At Georgetown, in the post-Healy years when the tide of red ink at the medical center was bankrupting the university and the members of the upper administration were pursuing a host of policies to salvage their own positions—from gutting fringe benefits to hiring a hatchet man who described himself openly as ‘the president’s son-of-a-bitch’, I saw a number of individuals stand up among the maelstrom of lies and deceptions and speak unvarnished truth to ruthless (if feckless) power.


      I was there when the faculty senate took up the question of the firing of the Georgetown Law School Dean, who had finally drawn a line in the sand, refusing to be further taxed in support of the efforts to heal the self-inflicted wounds of the Medical Center and the central administration. The then-president appeared before the senate and was asked, in passing, about the firing of another vice president. He denied knowledge of it, saying that that individual did not report to him. If a president is not aware that one of his vice presidents has been fired, he is either grossly incompetent or a patent liar. This fact was called to his attention by a member of the senate, who (neither intimidated by the president’s office nor by his Roman collar) defended the Dean and politely but firmly and definitively excoriated the president, highlighting his incompetence, his personal shortcomings as a man and, likely, base motives. The immediate results of this man’s actions were that the Dean was reinstated and the aforementioned ‘president’s son-of-a-bitch’ was instead fired. In the face of these developments the Board of Directors continued to sit on their collective hands, allowing the president to continue in office and the problems to continue to fester.


      Standing up (whether in the military or civilian world) essentially means that one is prepared to do what one believes to be right even when those actions could come at great personal cost. Don Greene was a bona fide soldier—a Canadian paratrooper during the second World War. He was also a great academic soldier. He used the support funds from the Bing Chair (which he held, at USC) to advance the study of Samuel Johnson, even when that meant transferring those funds to colleagues who were pursuing worthwhile projects at other universities. He could have kept those funds for himself and used them to attend conferences in Lausanne or Paris, London or Florence. Instead he supported the work of young colleagues who would not have otherwise been able to complete their work so quickly.


      He founded the American Society for Eighteenth-Century Studies and served for years as the book review editor (a ‘challenging’ job, particularly for someone with significant research commitments) for Eighteenth-Century Studies, the society’s journal. When the Society leadership decided to charge differential dues to its Canadian members (because of rising postage costs) he reminded them that this was the American Society-, not the United States Society for Eighteenth-Century Studies. When they persisted, he resigned the vice-presidency as an act of protest. He would have acceded to the presidency of this society which he had founded and loved, but opposed its actions when he believed that those actions were not in the best interests of its members.


      In the 90’s I directed a conference on the state of eighteenth-century literary studies. I invited Don to speak and he purposely took a circuitous, less attractive flight from California in order to save money that might be used for other purposes at the conference. He submitted his paper (which was excellent); then, after several months, he had some second thoughts and decided to completely rewrite it in the hopes of enhancing the quality of the conference volume which would eventually result.


      His stands on issues of literary, intellectual, and political history were notoriously bold and his defense of them characteristically brave. He was a wonderful polemicist but also enormously learned, with the ability to work in multiple languages and wend his way through the nearly impenetrable thicket of eighteenth-century Whig parliamentary politics. He knew more about Samuel Johnson than anyone else in the world, with the exception (Don himself would have said) of Jim Clifford, who held the Trent Chair at Columbia and whose first book had been reviewed (favorably) by Virginia Woolf. Jim said that Don was his best student and to read a list of Jim’s students was to read a Who’s Who of eighteenth-century scholarship in the second half of the twentieth century.


      Late in his long life Don had multiple bypass surgery. In order to recuperate he took walks, often with his son, Richard. On one of those walks he encountered a man who was abusive and rude to him. Don’s response was to promptly kick the man in the center of his backside—an old school response of the sort that Samuel Johnson might have utilized. My RA colleagues at West Point would have loved him.


      The continuities between academic soldiers and military ones are now far clearer to me than the differences. One might also say (paraphrasing the gospel) that the careerists (in both of these worlds) you will always have with you. While the West Point faculty was, largely, a kind of all star team, so too have the civilian departments of my acquaintance (largely) been and all have had their true soldiers. It was my good fortune to learn the ways of the soldier at the outset of my career from a group of professionals.


      There has been recent talk about West Point and the successes achieved by its graduates. This talk (on the part of John Noonan, for example [“The Thayer System,” The Daily Standard, August 1, 2007]) praises the Academy’s discipline and its ideals. It also praises the success of its curriculum, though it raises a worthwhile point. The West Point graduate is still, for all intents and purposes, an engineer. The Academy grants the degree of Bachelor of Science; it does not yet grant the degree of Bachelor of Arts.


      In these times, it is worth considering whether or not the additional broadening of that curriculum (without the loss of the Academy’s other major attributes) would aid both the country and the Academy’s graduates. The war is now very often, Noonan argues, for individual hearts as much as for physical territory and the access points to those hearts are found in language, in religion, in art, in culture and in political beliefs.


      For some great soldiers, such as Patton and Churchill, the access point lies in poetry and, even more importantly, in history. Both saw history everywhere, and were able to draw on historical example in every step of their experience. There is a wonderful old piece by Kenneth Burke entitled “Literature as Equipment for Living.” Burke argues that literary exempla, like proverbs, constitute a form of language which enable us to understand and conjure with the repeating elements of human experience. In Lear we understand the nature of delusion; in Cordelia we learn the nature of loyalty. The same is true for history, certainly as Patton and Churchill utilized it. Their ability to see current challenges within a succession of historical contexts is one of the key reasons for their success as leaders.


      There is another Pattonian point relevant to West Point’s eminence and effectiveness. In Franklin Schaffner’s award-winning film, Patton arrives at the American headquarters in North Africa, just after the army’s disastrous loss to Rommel (personally commanding) at Kasserine Pass. The army is in disarray; morale is low, discipline is poor. Walking down a hallway in the course of his initial, highly-critical inspection, Patton and his aide trip over a sleeping soldier who jumps to his feet, saluting him. “What were you doing down there, soldier?” Patton’s aide asks. “Trying to get some sleep, Sir,” the soldier responds. “Go on back down there, son,” Patton answers. “You’re the only sumbitch in this headquarters who knows what he’s trying to do.”


      American higher education is studiedly imitative. That is not necessarily a bad thing, for every student should receive a core education, one that requires universities to have departments that represent the foundational disciplines through which humans know and learn. We do not usually stop there, however. Third-line institutions mimic second-line ones, hoping to join their ranks. Public institutions mimic top public institutions; private institutions mimic top private institutions; colleges mimic what are perceived to be top colleges.


      It would be of far greater benefit to the student (and, in my opinion, to the nation) if each institution would also attempt to be, more fully, itself. The advice holds true for students as well. Harold Bloom once said that all of Paul DeMan’s students were like DeMan, while Bloom aspired to help all of his students be (more fully) themselves.


      West Point knows exactly what it is trying to do and that is one of the keys to its success. It is also the key (at any institution) to a faculty’s feeling of accomplishment; it is far better to support a common set of agreed-upon goals, goals which undergird the uniqueness of an institution, than to attempt to be something that you are not (or are not quite . . . ).


      West Point might learn some lessons from the language programs and the regional studies programs, the comparative religion programs and the comparative government programs of civilian institutions. All civilian institutions, however, might learn some lessons from it, principally the notion that fidelity to an agreed-upon set of goals and the strategies for achieving them is one of the keys to academic success, a principle that is more often honored in the breach with the cookie-cutter strategic plans and bromide-ridden mission statements that proliferate throughout academe. I was very lucky to learn this point at the source.


      Whether what it does is worth doing is, of course, the key question. In their book, School for Soldiers, Ellis and Moore are very critical of the Academy and pull no punches in highlighting the differences between it and civilian institutions. The academic board (the dean + department heads, with the Supe and Com each having a vote) comes in for their most severe and, from a certain point of view, justifiable criticism. The academic board had enormous authority and it was authority that could be used to systematically frustrate any and all attempts at change.


      The dean and heads were appointed for ‘life’, i.e. until death or retirement, while the Com and Supe served short-term tours. The heads and dean were, traditionally, heavily invested in the Thayer method. By and large, they were not significant scholars or academic exemplars. They were, rather, guardians who often saw their task as preserving a system whose principal function was not to educate undergraduates in the manner understood by civilian higher education but to shape and graduate Regular Army officers, officers who would be successful in leading soldiers in ground combat.


      In a comparable civilian governance structure, the dean would have very different concerns. For example, s/he would be devoted to increasing the prominence and the resources of the college through the hiring and retention of distinguished faculty, their acquisition of extensive extramural research support and the college’s receipt of the financial support of alumni/ae and friends, while the dean’s department chairs would be dedicated to articulating the importance of the disciplines which they represented and positioning those respective disciplines for greater acclaim within and beyond the university and for additional resources from the college. They would do many other things as well, of course, but the chairs would see themselves, preeminently, as physicists or chemists, sociologists or historians, representing an array of people and subspecialties within their individual fields.


      The West Point heads, however, did not see themselves as leaders within their disciplines because, in all honesty, they were not, by any stretch of the imagination, academic leaders. Moreover, their perception then was that the Academy’s purpose was to deliver ‘general education’ not specialized education, entailing formal majors and minors. They defended a system, rather than the discrete disciplines that were represented by the academic departments of the institution or the unique manner in which those disciplines contributed to the personal development of curious, critical, reflective citizens.


      Formal majors were not offered until much later. The first class permitted to select a discrete major was the class of 1985. Even today 75% of the curriculum is still mandated (30 of 40 courses), though cadets may choose among a series of specialty areas (civil, electrical, nuclear, e.g.) for their 3-course engineering sequence. In a recent interview with Carol Iannone (“Liberal Education at the Academy: A Conversation with West Point Professor David Bedey,” Academic Questions, 21, Winter 2007-08) Colonel David Bedey discusses the current academic requirements of the Academy (including the possibility of pursuing formal majors) but comments (very traditionally), “I do not see myself merely as a professor of physics but rather as a steward of West Point’s core curriculum” (p. 80, my italics).


      The faculty that the Academy hired during my time (and for some time thereafter) were overwhelmingly active duty Army officers and—within that group—largely West Point graduates. They did their graduate work elsewhere, of course, but if, say, 70% of the faculty were West Point alumni, that would still constitute what the civilian academic world might consider to be a significantly (and problematically) inbred group. Ellis and Moore certainly thought it to be radically flawed in this regard.


      To a considerable degree, however, this is a red herring. The inbreeding which they criticize was ‘systemic,’ not specifically academic. There was a commonality of undergraduate experience and professional background but not a commonality of intellectual orientation. For example, a Harvard political scientist is likely to take a more institutional approach to political phenomena, a University of Michigan political scientist more likely to take a statistical approach. West Point, however, was essentially delivering general education and its departments were not known for research emphases or methodological postures. (Most undergraduates, civilian or military, do not choose institutions because of their disciplinary research emphases anyway; they choose them for various reasons, including their array of programs and their traditions. Inbreeding becomes a particular problem when academic specialists are not exposed to varied materials and varied methodological approaches. Hence, most prominent graduate departments do not regularly hire their own Ph.D.’s. When they do they expose themselves to the [appropriate] criticism of Ellis and Moore.)


      The West Point alumni in the classroom would have drawn on the academic emphases and postures of their graduate departments and, hence, brought an appropriate degree of intellectual diversity to the classroom. What they shared in common with the cadets was a set of experiences and developmental approaches that were part of a system of undergraduate education, not a set of discipline-based beliefs that would shape their research and intellectual outlook. Hence, it was both appropriate and important that a West Point department such as English would send its faculty to multiple schools for their graduate education, so that both the faculty and students would be exposed to different approaches to the material under examination.


      The commonality in the West Pointers’ experience did support other aspects of the cadets’ education, broadly considered. They would all have undergone Beast Barracks. As undergraduates they would all have studied within a predominantly engineering curriculum, with a heavy emphasis on mathematics. They would all have studied within a system in which cadets were asked to recite nearly every day, a system in which they were constantly graded and ranked, a system in which there was little time for personal reflection, a system in which physical and military training stood side by side with academic training.


      They would, in short, have studied—as undergraduates—within a system designed to develop members of the officer corps, not curious, reflective English (or Physics or History) majors, a system in which the professoriate was expected to be a set of military role models in addition to being competent instructors in discrete intellectual disciplines.


      A few years ago I was asked to serve as a consultant for the English department at West Point. They were deciding upon candidates for a permanent position there and they asked me to provide an evaluation of the three individuals on their short list. I gave them an honest evaluation, knowing in advance exactly what they would do. They chose the individual who could perform in the classroom at a high level of competence but also serve as an excellent example to the cadets of a combat-experienced military officer. They passed on the merely competent military officer who had the likelihood of attaining real distinction in scholarly research. They traded off the possibility for academic acclaim (within the value system to which civilian institutions subscribe) for the appropriateness of the individual for their specific mission. In fact, they have no real interest in certain elements of academic acclaim that might conflict with their mission. That is who they are and that is what they are trying to do.


      Which returns us to the question—is this something that should be done? I would note, in passing, that Milton’s notions in Of Education—with the attention that Milton accords the inculcation of virtue and civility as well as the significant attention he gives to physical training, including weapons training—suggest that the gulf between the West Point system and its civilian counterparts might be far narrower if Milton had anything to say about it.


      The gulf is, however, great, and while we have things to learn from West Point and West Point from us, there are only a handful of service academies among the 4000+ institutions of higher learning in America. The question is not whether we should learn from one another; we should. However, the distance between civilian education and Thayer-inspired USMA education will continue to be palpable. The question is, does this system of education lead to the successful development of an effective officer corps?


      That is not a question that I am best positioned to answer. Certainly there have been many successful officers who studied at USMA. There have also been successful officers (General Marshall—a VMI graduate—immediately comes to mind) who did not. Ellis and Moore note the success of West Point graduates in corporate America. They attribute that success to their personal discipline, their ability to work hard, their ability to solve problems, their ability to break down large problems so that they can be dealt with individually (sometimes oversimplifying them, in the process, according to Messrs. Ellis and Moore) and their ability to please their superiors. The latter point is presented in such a way as to suggest that pleasing one’s superiors is not often a good thing.


      I am not sure how to respond to this, since their conclusions are based on interview material which is ultimately impressionistic and, for me at least, neither rigorous nor especially convincing. Moreover, I must confess that I have always tried to please my own superiors (and hope that this is not a bad thing), but I have also told my superiors the unvarnished truth, which any superior for whom I would wish to work would want. In the one contrary case—where the superior wanted a lickspittle who would simply serve his own career purposes—I initiated the process of securing a new position immediately. I would expect that all of the USMA officers with whom I served would do the same, though anyone can be trapped, temporarily, by circumstances and must make the best of them.


      If the argument that USMA graduates are adept at pleasing their superiors is meant to suggest that they are, in general, dedicated careerists, I would have to disagree. The arc of an Army career consists of stations or hurdles that one is expected to negotiate, but so too does an academic career. The RA’s with whom I worked recognized those expectations and sought to meet them, but they retained a considerable degree of personal independence. They did so rather easily, in fact, because their willingness to undertake tasks that could involve the ultimate sacrifice underscored their ongoing willingness to give up their careers (and their lives) for a higher purpose.


      When we taught ethics one of the key issues pursued by the RA’s was the question of whether or not your life was worth living if there was nothing for which you were prepared to sacrifice it. The usual example concerned the defense of one’s children in the face of an imminent, lethal threat. The point was that there are things in life far more important than a person’s clinging to that life at all costs. In that context, a ‘career’ was not near the top of their list of possible goods. That is not to say that there are not people (perhaps a large number of people) who are willing to risk much in order to achieve success in a career. What I am saying is that the individuals with whom I worked most closely had a broader, deeper vision of human life. I may have simply been lucky, but if I was, the fact remains that USMA is capable of producing such individuals and in numbers that are not inconsiderable.


      What I can say, with no doubt whatsoever, is that the undergraduate education at USMA did not prevent my Regular Army colleagues from doing superbly well as graduate students and it probably helped them considerably. In that regard, I do not believe that discipline, the ability to work diligently, and the ability to conceptualize and address problems are bad things. Nor do I think that they are trivial things.


      Ellis and Moore believe that the RA’s may have succeeded in graduate school because they were able to please their senior professors. Again, I do not know how to respond to that. Like Ellis and Moore, I did not observe them in graduate school and while I knew some of the English faculty’s professors I did not know all of them. Whether senior members of the civilian professoriate generally court (and offer accommodations to) toadies and sycophants is an interesting question. There was only one senior professor in my graduate department who was commonly thought to be seeking acolytes and there were always a few (civilian) students anxious to please him by telling him what he wanted to hear, i.e., what he himself was most likely to say. I believe that I pleased my own dissertation director, but only after I completely rewrote my dissertation, addressing the structural problems which he (quite correctly) identified.


      Ellis and Moore note (as a criticism of the USMA system) that RA’s can be called back to the Academy in any number of possible departments. That demonstrates the fact that the system is more important than the individual expertise of the faculty. This would be unthinkable in the civilian world. One would never tap a Physics major to go back to graduate school in Sociology or ask an undergraduate major in History to suddenly begin a course of study in Civil Engineering.


      But is it so unthinkable? Graduate students commonly take assistantships in cognate fields when there is no financial aid available in their particular field of study. Sometimes they take other assistantships because the stipends are larger. Dick Knowles, the editor of the new Variorum edition of As You Like It, shocked the Wisconsin English department one day by suggesting that anyone teaching in the college should be capable of teaching any of the general education courses required of our undergraduates. Mouths literally dropped open in palpable horror. The notion that we should know what we expected and required our freshmen and sophomores to know was simply impossible to accept. Dick had worked as an electrician from time to time to support himself and he taught calculus at times to support himself as a graduate student. (Don Greene had considered graduate study in mathematics as well as in English.)


      The departmental response, in short, was one of utter denial. The culture of specialization had so dominated my colleagues’ experience that the college’s general education curriculum was a thing apart—remote from their interests and concerns and largely irrelevant to their intellectual lives. That may be why they paid relatively little attention to its content and the degree of rigor attending its delivery. Perhaps there was some guilt involved here, guilt that led to laxity. Interestingly enough, a (cognate?) attempt had been made (led by one member of the Wisconsin senior faculty) to water down our doctoral language requirements on the grounds that he felt embarrassed requiring such knowledge of students when he himself was no longer able to work in any language beyond English.


      My question would be, does the gulf between USMA and its civilian counterparts point up USMA’s failure to appreciate the importance of specialization (and to some degree, our respect for ‘self-actualization’) or does it instead point up the fact that we no longer give significant attention to general education? Jary Pelikan (who served as the President of the American Academy of Arts and Sciences and Sterling Professor of History at Yale) was a great specialist—the dean of American historians of religion—but he once said that all major breakthroughs in research come when we draw on the knowledge gained from general education. In our research lives we are all in narrow trenches; we break out (this is a Kuhnian point, of course) when we draw on the insights of a different discipline. The only way that we can do this is to be conversant with multiple disciplines and we become conversant with them through general education coursework and reading.


      The striking thing is that USMA graduates who were not trained as majors in specific fields could attend graduate school in unanticipated fields (at very serious universities) and be successful in them. I believe that their ability to do this points up one of their essential strengths rather than a glaring shortcoming. I would note also that some of the most recent and interesting work in cognitive science (that, e.g., of Patrick C. Hogan), stresses the fact that creativity at the highest levels includes common elements which transcend specific fields. As Johnson once said, if Isaac Newton had set out to write an epic poem he could have written a very good one.


      The investment in general education which USMA makes comes at a considerable cost. The limitations on class size then (15, more or less, per class) stood in stark contrast to the overflowing lecture halls of civilian institutions. The latter included distinguished, private institutions, where—as in their public counterparts—the general education classroom is seen as something to be avoided, not the place in which the institution’s foundational work is conducted.


      Once upon a time, in American higher education, the most celebrated members of the professoriate were those who taught notable general education courses. Their names were inextricably associated not just with their institution’s, but with the core experience of their particular college’s students. To study in College A in institution X was to study with professor Y. That tradition is now largely gone, but that does not mean that that method of proceeding was wrong or ineffective. (The importance of that tradition is pointed up by the behavior of development officers, who regularly connect with potential donors by sharing anecdotes regarding a small number of unforgettable general-education professors.)


      We now demand of our major research institutions that they aggressively develop new knowledge, raise significant amounts of extramural support, both through grants and through philanthropy, compete in semi-professional athletics, constitute economic engines for their communities, provide outreach to their cities and states, and—at the student level—serve as teacher, counselor, civic guide, physician, placement officer, landlord, internet provider, cook and entertainer. This is not wrong or evil, but it is very different from the structure and curriculum of an institution with a single, overriding goal.


      Our students consistently say that they want to learn how to write and speak. Their parents want them to as well, probably because all of their children’s potential employers will want them to possess such skills. The USMA graduates may not all be great orators or great writers, but they are nearly all competent ones. They also possess self-confidence, self-confidence grounded in experience. If they could survive Beast Barracks and the endless board work in math, standing before their peers and explaining their methods, they could face any of the routine tasks of business executives with ease.


      I once worked for a university president who could not say the most innocuous things on the most innocuous occasions without shuffling through a handful of 3x5 cards and staring into his hands rather than looking into the eyes of his audience. He had been a Danforth fellow. His provost, with several ‘distinguished’ northeastern degrees, was completely inarticulate and could not write a simple introduction without staff help. Any of our West Point students and any of my RA colleagues would have been nonplussed by their incompetence.


      I am not sure that the USMA students’ manifest success in securing Rhodes and other scholarships can be directly correlated with academic depth and effectiveness, but they have traditionally done very well there. They have also done exceptionally well in the competition for White House fellowships. This all may be due to the fact that they are fundamentally good students who have not been excessively damaged by what strikes some as an outmoded and deeply-flawed system. On the other hand, it may just be that some of the things which Milton very much wished to see inculcated are not without merit. They are certainly not irrelevant when it comes to various forms of human success.


      “I am very simple minded,” Royal Gettmann used to say. “You must explain things to me in a small number of words.” This richly-complex man would then ask a question that forced you to drill down to the very heart of a literary text and then struggle to explain it with economy and precision. Many would not take his classes because he would embarrass them if they were not prepared and he would not wait for hands to go up before calling on one or more students. His examinations were notoriously difficult because they were notoriously simple and (like the mathematics and other instruction at West Point) left you no place in which to hide: “Could Keats read Greek? How do you know?”


      I am simple minded as well when it comes to educational systems and their impact on human development. The first thing I ask myself is whether or not I would want to be in the position of depending on another individual in a period of challenge and stress. That would seem, of course, to be the same question as, ‘would I want to share a foxhole with this individual?’ However, it goes well beyond matters of physical danger. Can I depend on this individual as a friend? Can I depend on this individual to tell the truth, no matter what the consequences? Can I depend on this person to do the right thing rather than the easy thing? The military officers with whom I have worked would not all be clustered near the top of a hierarchical ranking based on my question but, in general, they would do as well as any of the human beings with whom I am sharing my life and they would do far better than most. Whatever we are doing at the United States Military Academy in particular and in the military in general is (as in any human institution) far from perfect, but it continues to command my occasionally-qualified but generally profound respect.

    

  


  
    
      

    


    
      Four Decades Later


      LIEUTENANT ARTHUR ASHE won the Australian Open, the U.S. Open, and Wimbledon and was the top-ranked tennis player in the world in 1968 and 1975. He called attention to South Africa’s apartheid policies when he was denied a visa by the South Africa government and played a leadership role in advancing the cause of civil and human rights. Slowed by heart surgery in 1979 he retired from competition in 1980, but he contracted HIV through the blood transfusions he had received in one of his surgeries. He finished the manuscript of his memoir less than a week before his death in 1993. After his death his body lay in state at the Governor’s Mansion in his home state of Virginia. The last time that that was done it was done for Stonewall Jackson. The city of Richmond honored him with a statue on Monument Avenue, a place traditionally reserved for key figures of the Confederacy. He was elected to the Tennis Hall of Fame in 1985.


      DEAN ROBERT M. BOCK retired from the University of Wisconsin and the graduate deanship in 1989 and died in a tragic drowning accident on his farm outside Madison in 1991. The Biophysics and Molecular Biology Building (the construction committee for which he had chaired and the site of his own active lab for many years) was renamed the Robert M. Bock Laboratories after his death. In the early 1960’s his lab was the first to crystallize a transfer RNA; the process which he developed is now widely adopted by crystallographers throughout the world. In 1997 the Robert M. Bock Professorship of Chemistry was inaugurated and awarded.


      COLONEL JACK CAPPS served as a Visiting Professor at the University of Beirut in 1971-2 and succeeded Colonel Sutherland as Head of the WestPoint English Department in 1977, where he continued to pursue research on Emily Dickinson and William Faulkner. He retired in 1988 as a Brigadier General and currently resides in Kansas with his wife Marie.


      MAJOR PETE DAWKINS continued his graduate studies at Princeton, served as a White House Fellow, rose to the rank of Brigadier General and retired from the Army in 1983. He moved to New York and was asked by the Vietnam Veterans to lead a fund drive to erect a memorial and provide vocational and psychological counseling for veterans. With no organization or staff he completed this task in 14 weeks, raising $1.5M more than the original goal. He ran (unsuccessfully) for the senate from New Jersey in 1988, became a partner at Lehman Brothers, vice-chairman of Bain and Company, and, in 1991, chairman and CEO of Primerica Financial Services, Inc. He went on to hold senior positions at the Travelers Group and Citigroup. He received the Distinguished Graduate Award from West Point in 2002 and currently resides in New Jersey.


      PROFESSOR AND ASSOCIATE DEAN MARV EBEL retired from the Department of Physics at Wisconsin. In 2004 he was honored as a Distinguished Faculty Fellow by the department, in recognition of his outstanding, productive career. At that time, as the department anticipated its move to a new building, the editor of the departmental newsletter, Mary Anne Clarke, solicited special recollections of the bombing of Sterling Hall.


      MAJOR FRED FRANKS went from West Point to Vietnam, where he received a silver star, two purple hearts and other decorations. After other commands, including VII Corps in Operation Desert Shield and Storm, he retired a four-star general in 1994. He now serves as the chairman of the board of the VII Corps Desert Storm Veterans Association, which assists the veterans and next of kin of those who served with him during that engagement. He lectures widely on leadership, serves on corporate boards and is a member of the Board of Trustees of the United States Military Academy. In 2000 he received the Distinguished Graduate Award and has served as the Chair of the American Battle Monuments Commission. He lives in Alexandria, VA.


      MAJOR TOM GARIGAN became the Chief of Public Information for the Army in Vietnam (where he was accredited as a combat correspondent), the Chief of Public Affairs at West Point, and the Chief of Public Relations, U.S. Army Europe. He retired in 1987 at the rank of Colonel and died of a brain tumor on October 18, 1991 at the age of 59. He rests in Arlington National Cemetery.


      PROFESSOR ROYAL GETTMANN of the University of Illinois died on September 29, 1996. Though delicate in health, he enjoyed a life of 92 years. His work on Coleridge, Turgenev, Gissing and H. G. Wells still commands attention from scholars world-wide and his teaching continues to inspire those fortunate enough to have studied with him.


      MAJOR RICHARD GRAVES received a Meritorious Service Medal for his work in career management and went from Washington to Vietnam, where he received a silver star and other decorations. He received a master’s degree in political science from Indiana University and served in multiple capacities before retiring as a Lieutenant General in 1991. From March 1984 until June 1986 he commanded the 3rd Armored Division and, from 1988-91, III Corps. After retiring from the Army he served as a vice president for General Dynamics. He lives in San Antonio, TX.


      PROFESSOR DONALD GREENE retired from the Bing chair at USC in 1985 and died on May 13, 1997 at the age of 82. He received honorary degrees from McMaster University and the University of London and was a fellow of the Royal Society of Canada and a senior fellow of the Canada Council. In 2004 a selection of his most important essays was published by the Bucknell University Press. His landmark works on Samuel Johnson are among the most important of the twentieth century and his work on Evelyn Waugh, Jane Austen and other figures continues to command the attention of scholars throughout the world.


      COLONEL ALEXANDER HAIG retired a four-star general. He served as Secretary of State under President Reagan and White House Chief of Staff under Presidents Nixon and Ford. There was considerable (ultimately unfounded) speculation that he was Woodward and Bernstein’s “Deep Throat” for their reportage on Watergate. He ran, unsuccessfully, for the 1988 Republican presidential nomination. He has hosted a television program, World Business Review, is co-chairman of the American Committee for Peace in the Caucasus, and a founding Board Member of America Online. He received the Distinguished Graduate Award in 1996 and lives in McLean, VA.


      COLONEL MARTIN ‘TIGER’ HOWELL commanded the 14th Armored Cavalry Regiment in Fulda, Germany and then attended the Center for International Affairs at Harvard University, where he was made a Fellow. He retired from the Army in 1974 at the rank of Colonel and served in the Federal Energy Administration as secretary for management. In 1981 he was appointed Director of the Office of U.S. Foreign Disaster Assistance in the Agency for International Development. He lives in Alexandria, VA.


      BRIGADIER GENERAL JOHN R. JANNARONE, the 1936 class valedictorian of Nutley High School (NJ) was first in his class at USMA and served in combat in World War II before serving as Dean at West Point. He retired in 1973 and served as vice president for Consolidated Edison from 1974-9. He died in Montrose, NY on May 14, 1995. He was inducted, posthumously, into the Nutley Hall of Fame, where a scholarship bears his name.


      MAJOR GENERAL SAMUEL W. KOSTER was forced to resign the superintendency of West Point because of the actions at My Lai. The cadets marched in his honor, in part because he had been responsible for ending the excessive hazing that had for many years been a bitter part of cadet experience. He was reduced in rank to Brigadier General and stripped of his Distinguished Service Medal. He retired in 1973 and served as vice president and general manager for Koppers Inc. from 1974-85. He died of renal failure on January 23, 2006 at his home in Annapolis. He was 86.


      BRIGADIER GENERAL FLETCHER LAMKIN served as President of Westminster College in Fulton, MO from 2000-2007. Trained as an engineer, with a Ph.D. from the University of Washington, he now serves as Vice President for Institutional Advancement at Dominican University in San Rafael, California. He has been one of the most successful presidents of small liberal arts colleges in the country. The Churchill Memorial at Westminster, which has recently undergone a multi-million dollar renovation, thrived during his presidency.


      COLONEL GEORGE LINCOLN served as Head of the Social Sciences Department until his retirement in 1969. He then headed the Office of Emergency Preparedness until 1973. He served as professor at the University of Denver in 1973 and died in Colorado Springs, CO on May 24, 1975.


      PROFESSOR IAN LORAM retired from the Wisconsin Department of German and the Humanities associate deanship in the graduate school in 1978. He moved to California and married my former graduate student, Dr. Carolyn Wellauer. After twenty happy years in Santa Monica and Pasadena he passed away on November 17, 2008.


      MAJOR BILL MAY served in the 4th Division in Vietnam, where he received two bronze stars and other decorations. He returned to study at the Command and General Staff College and served in numerous capacities (including a tour at NATO and one in Brazil) before retiring in 1979. He now lives in Orlando, FL.


      MAJOR WALT PRITCHARD left West Point for Vietnam in 1968. With no Armor slots available, he was first assigned as XO of the second Battalion, 1st Infantry, Americal Division. Promoted to Lieutenant Colonel, he was made Commandant of the Americal Combat Center and in March 1969 took command of the third Battalion, 1st Infantry, 11th Infantry Brigade. On April 12 he was killed by ground fire while making a reconnaissance flight. The men of his Battalion constructed a memorial chapel for him from the materials available in their area of operations and the Americal Division Memorial Chapel dedicated a library in his memory. A notation was made on the West Point English Department bulletin board when the news of his death was received. It read: WE KNEW THE BEST.


      BRIGADIER GENERAL BERNARD W. ROGERS retired a four-star general and remains an Honorary Fellow of University College, Oxford, a member of the Council on Foreign Relations and a Patron Councilor of the Atlantic Council of the U.S. He received the Distinguished Graduate Award from USMA in 1995 and the George C. Marshall Medal from the United States Army Association in 1999. He sits on the Association of the United States Army’s Council of Trustees and remains a supporter of the Comprehensive Test Ban Treaty. He lives in McLean, VA.


      MAJOR CARL SULLINGER received a commendation medal for his service at West Point and then returned to Vietnam, where he received three bronze stars (in addition to the one he received there in 1963). He retired from the Army in 1978 and pursued a successful corporate career in Silicon Valley. He and his wife Susan live in Saratoga, CA.


      COLONEL EDWIN V. V. SUTHERLAND stepped down as Head of the English Department in 1977. He retired as a brigadier general and died on January 6, 1997 at the age of 82 in Rochester, NY—the home of his son Alec, his daughter Janet and his grandchildren.


      LTC JAMES ‘SKIP’ WENSYEL retired at the rank of Colonel in 1972 and found another job he loved—serving as an expert guide at Gettysburg. He is now living in Carlisle, PA. A prolific author, his specialty is the American Civil War.


      MAJOR DON WILLIAMS went from West Point to Vietnam, where he received two bronze stars and other decorations. He attended the Command and General Staff College and served in multiple capacities before his retirement in 1979. He is now pursuing a career as producer, director, and actor under the stage name, Donald Neal. Among his many credits is a multi-episode performance in Homicide: Life on the Street. He lives in Alexandria, VA.

    

  


  
    
      

    


    
      Abbreviations, Expressions

      and Acronyms


      AG (The Adjutant General’s Corps)


      Airborne (Jump School trainee or paratroop unit)


      AMRC (Army Math Research Center—University of Wisconsin)


      Angry 3 (The ANGRC 3 radio)


      AOB (Armor Officer Basic Course—for junior officers)


      ArCom (Army Commendation Medal)


      Art (WP Department of Military Art and Engineering)


      Beast Barracks (The initial, summer military training received by WP plebes)


      Benny Havens (Notorious Highland Falls tavern keeper; subject of multi-versed WP song—see epigraphs to the various chapters)


      BG (Brigadier General—1 star)


      Blouse (Army jacket extending below the waist, said to be more forgiving with regard to modern girth than the Eisenhower jacket)


      BOQ (Bachelor Officers’ Quarters)


      Brass (Brass insignia worn on lapels and epaulets)


      Bug Juice (Fruit juice of an undetermined variety)


      Butter bar (The gold bar of a second lieutenant)


      Cadre (Nucleus or core group, as in ‘detachment cadre officers’)


      Cav (Armored Cavalry)


      C&GS (Command and General Staff—school for field grade officers, i.e. majors and above)


      Career Course (Branch course for captains)


      CIB (Combat Infantryman’s Badge)


      CN (Tear gas)


      Com (The WP Commandant of Cadets)


      Commo (Communications—commo training, commo wire, etc.)


      CS (Vomiting agent)


      Combat Branches (Armor, Artillery, Engineers, Infantry, Signal Corps)


      Connie Rod (Pinup icon used in Army technical training)


      Cow (WP junior)


      Defilade (Shielded from enemy fire by natural terrain features or manmadeobjects)


      DMG (Distinguished Military Graduate—ROTC)


      DMS (Distinguished Military Student—ROTC)


      DSC (Distinguished Service Cross)


      ER (Efficiency Report; sometimes OER—Officer Efficiency Report)


      Firstie (WP senior)


      Five percenter (An individual in the top 5% of his/her officer cohort, receiving early promotions)


      Flirtation Walk (‘Flirtie’—secluded site for cadets to use to socialize with their dates)


      Gig line (The line from the shirt edge to the belt buckle edge to the fly edge;to be kept straight in order to avoid being reprimanded, i.e. gigged)


      Gloom Period (Dead of winter at WP; time for the Great Film Festival)


      Gravel agitator (Infantryman, sarcastic)


      Ground pounder (Infantryman, sarcastic)


      Guide-on (The pole and flag on which a unit guides as it marches)


      HEAT (High explosive anti-tank round)


      High Crawl (Crawling on knees and elbows, as opposed to Low Crawl, withbody flat against the ground)


      Hudson High (WP, sarcastic)


      Idiot sticks (Infantryman’s crossed rifles insignia, sarcastic)


      IGMR (Indiantown Gap Military Reservation)


      K-P (Kitchen police=kitchen duty)


      LD (Line of departure)


      LTC (Lieutenant Colonel)


      LTG (Lieutenant General—3 stars)


      MG (Major General—2 stars)


      M-1 (Army rifle; cf. the M-14 and M-16)


      MIE (Military Instructor Education)


      Mil stakes (Military stakes—combined race and examination)


      MOS (Military Occupational Specialty)


      MP&L (WP Department of Military Psychology and Leadership)


      M-60 (Main battle tank, ca. 1960; cf. M-48)


      NLT (No later than) Nongrad (An Army officer who did not graduate from WP)


      Not Head (The Deputy Head of a WP department=not the head)


      OBV (Obligated volunteer=reserve officer) 


      O Club (Officers’ Club)


      OCS (Officer Candidate School)


      Old Man (Commanding officer; said of young captains commanding companies as well)


      Ordnance (Military weaponry and supplies; Army Corps assigned to manage them)


      P (WP professor)


      Pathfinder (Small-team drop zone trooper)


      Picket fence (The row of ones on a perfect physical profile in an officer’s personnel file)


      PIO (Public Information Officer)


      PITS (Acronym for battalion staff officers: Personnel/Intelligence/Training and Operations/Supplies and Logistics)


      Plain, The (WP principal parade ground)


      Plebe (WP first year student)


      PMS&T (Professor of Military Science and Tactics—ROTC)Pogey Bait (junk food)


      Poop (Important information, as in ‘he gives good poop’)


      Prick 6 (The ANPRC 6 walkie-talkie)


      PT (Physical training)


      Punishment Tours (WP cadets marching in full uniform for prescribed amounts of time for disciplinary infractions)


      PX (Post Exchange)


      Quarters 100 (The WP Superintendent’s quarters)


      Quill (To ‘write up’ for a disciplinary infraction)


      RA (Regular Army, as opposed to Reservist or National Guardsman)


      Railroad tracks (The linked, parallel silver bars of a captain’s insignia)


      Ranger (Trooper trained in long range patrolling)


      Resectioning (Reorganizing the individual sections of a WP course, by order of merit)


      RHIP (Rank has its privileges)


      Ring knocker (WP grad, knocking his ring on the commander’s desk as he reports and salutes, in hopes of receiving favorable treatment from a fellow alumnus)


      ROTC (Reserve Officers Training Corps)


      Sally Port(s) (The arched ports in the cadets’ quarters where grades are posted)


      Section (One of approximately 15 4-class units of 15 students each)


      Section marcher (Lead cadet in an individual class; reports attendance)


      Sectioning Period (Approximately one-third of a WP semester)


      Sheridan Tank (Lightly-armored reconnaissance airborne assault vehicle)


      Short (Attitude of a ‘short-timer’—a person about to complete military service who manifests behaviors that would normally be repressed)


      Side (WP English department unit—one teaching composition, one teaching literature)


      Silence (To stop speaking to a cadet, usually because of an honor code violation)


      Smoke (White phosphorous round)


      Snafu (A mess= Situation normal all ‘fouled’ up)


      Sosh (WP Department of Social Sciences)


      SOP (Standard Operating Procedure)


      SOS (Save, oh, save [Morse code]; or ‘shit on a shingle’=creamed chip beef on toast)


      Spec/4 (Specialist 4thclass)


      Spit shine (Technique for polishing shoes, using moisture and one or two fingertips inside a polishing cloth)


      Stagger Desks (WP command to shift position of desks to discourage cheating)


      Supe (The WP Superintendent)


      TAC Officer (Tactical Officer)


      TDY (Temporary Duty; also as verb—“I was TDY’d to Ft. Benning.”)


      Tenths (The portions by which a perfect 3.0 paper or quiz is reduced because of errors)


      Training Aid (Army audio/visual instructional aid)


      Trophy Point (WP promontory with cannon displays and views of the Hudson and the Hudson Highlands)


      Turned back (Required to repeat failed coursework with the members of a class junior to your own)


      TW’s (Tropical worsted, tan uniforms)


      USMA (United States Military Academy)


      Visiting Firemen (Outside observers or visitors, e.g., at WP: High School guidance counselors)


      VMI (Virginia Military Institute)


      WGR (Written General Review—the final exam)


      WPR (Written Partial Review—an exam comparable to a 6 weeks or 12 weeks exam in civilian schools)


      Woo Poo (WP, affectionate)


      Writ (a pop quiz)


      XO (Executive Officer)


      Yearling (WP sophomore)

    

  


  
    
      


      
        

        Books by Richard B. Schwartz

      

    


    
      Novels

      Frozen Stare
The Last Voice You Hear

      Proof of Purchase

      Into the Dark


      


      Memoirs


      


      
        The Biggest City in America: A Fifties Boyhood in Ohio

      


      
        Accidental Soldier: A Reserve Officer at West Point in the Vietnam Era

      


      Criticism


      


      
        Samuel Johnson and the New Science

      


      
        Samuel Johnson and the Problem of Evil
Boswell’s Johnson: A Preface to the LIFE
      


      


      
        Daily Life in Johnson’s London

      


      
        After the Death ofLiterature

      


      
        Nice and Noir: Contemporary American Crime Fiction

      


      
        ed. Theory and Tradition in Eighteenth-Century Studies

      


      
        ed. The Plays of Arthur Murphy, 4 vols.
      

    

  

OEBPS/Images/Front_003.jpg





OEBPS/Images/Chapter_005.jpg





OEBPS/Images/Front_002.jpg
Accidental Soldier

A Reserve Officer at
West Point in the Vietnam Era

Richard B. Schwartz

Hamilion Books
e R ik Pl G,
Lanbam » Bouler + New York « Toranto» Pymeuth, UK





OEBPS/Images/Chapter_003.jpg
A small wiamgh. Courtesy o the Dorme yesrbookiNore Dare.





OEBPS/Images/Chapter_004.jpg
G Company, Summer Camp 1962. R8S-—second fom ef, row 1.





OEBPS/Images/Chapter_008.jpg
The famil, 1965





OEBPS/Images/Chapter_002.jpg





OEBPS/Images/Chapter_007.jpg





OEBPS/Images/Chapter_001.jpg
Standard attire afier Pearl Harbor.





OEBPS/Images/Front_001.jpg
accidental soldier

A RESERVE OFFICER AT
WEST POINT IN THE VIETNAM ERA

RICHARD B. SCHWARTZ





OEBPS/Images/Chapter_006.jpg
The USMA inglish Depirment, 19675, fromthe ke, o 1 1, Wall 2, bill Morgar 5
Wensyel: 6, Colonel Sutherland: 7, LTC Capps: 9, LTC Petrfoe; 10, RBS:row 2 4, Major Al Vardams
& Major Don Wilkams: 5, Mjor Deve MLais row 3 1, Major Tom Garigan 4, Major Ben Beasky, 5, Msor
Waltrichan; 6 Majo Lon Spurock: 7, MaorFod Fanks: ow 4 4, Mjor Bl May: 5, MajorCarl

7, Emary Efos. Phor






