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aturday, December 22, 1962, was a
S gray, overcast day. It was almost

noon and there was snow on the
ground and flurries in the air as the
Air Force Academy bus dropped its load
of Fourth Class (freshman) cadets off in
front of the old Antlers Hotel at the
corner of Pikes Peak and Cascade
avenues in downtown Colorado Springs.

My roommate, Bruce McBride, and I
arrived on that bus. Christmas break at
the academy had begun the evening
before and, although the three upper
classes had returned home for the
holidays, we "Doolies" were not
permitted to do so. Our consolation was
that we could be "at ease" throughout the
cadet areca and were to be granted
frequent "privileges" to leave academy
grounds, something we had not done
since becoming cadets six months earlier
and would not do again before
Recognition the following May. The sar-
castic joke among my classmates was
that the Air Force had taken away all our
God-given rights and were handing them
back to us as "privileges!" So, we were
anticipating six hours of unsupervised
freedom before meeting the bus that
would return us to "The Blue Zoo" that
evening.

Colorado at that time permitted the sale
of 3.2% beer to anyone at least eighteen
years of age and Bruce and 1 were
determined to take advantage of the
generosity of Colorado's legislature.
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Gerald Bruce McBride (left) and
Thomas Wright as First Class
Cadets at the USAFA in 1965.

academy regulations, however, made that
objective somewhat challenging. As
Doolies, we were required to wear our
Class A uniforms while away from the
academy on privileges. Regulations also
stipulated that cadets were not allowed to
consume alcoholic beverages in public
while in uniform, unless we were in a
private home or a private club. Since
neither Bruce nor I knew anyone in
Colorado Springs, our only hope was to
find a private club that would admit us.
Since Bruce had received  his
appointment to the academy with the
help of American Legion members in his
Indiana hometown, they had told him to
"Be sure and visit the American Legion
Post in Colorado Springs." We thought
we had our solution. Having prepared
ourselves in advance by learning the
location of Post #5, we set out to walk
the three blocks north on Cascade
Avenue to the post, just around the
corner on East Platte. We approached the
door and, after finding it locked, Bruce
pressed the button mounted in the door-
frame. Hearing the buzz of the latch
release, he opened the door and we
entered.

Immediately to our right was a barroom,
furnished with a traditional dark wooden
bar with stools in front and booths along
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THE SOMME

Online sources indicate
that the U.S. Army has
exceeded its FY 2024
recruiting goal of 55,000
new soldiers. The Air
Force is “on track” to
achieve its 2024 goal. The
Navy, however, expects to
fall short of its 40,000 new
sailor target by 6,700.

Military recruiting short-
falls are not a new
problem.

In The Somme, historian
Peter Hart notes that Brit
recruiting tactics in WW1
were somewhat elastic.

The minimum eligibility
age was 14. To discourage
fibbing, enlistment center
staffers required applicants
to give their date of birth
instead of merely asking
"How old are you?"

If an eager young man was,
for example, 16, the
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the wall opposite. There was a door at the far end of
the bar that opened into a large meeting room
containing a number of banquet tables, each covered
with a cloth and surrounded by chairs, and a row of
covered serving tables along one wall. The entire
building’s only occupant was a medium-height man
tending bar, probably in his early sixties, balding,
wearing glasses, with a white apron over his white shirt
and dark pants. He invited us to enter, so we took
stools at the bar. He introduced himself as Charlie and
commented on our uniforms. After introducing our-
selves, Bruce told Charlie the story of how he got his
academy appointment. Charlie replied that we were
welcome as guests and asked us what we would like to
drink. Bruce and I smiled slightly at each other
(mission accomplished!) and we both ordered a Coors,
expecting that to be a 3.2% beer. Charlie pulled two
bottles from the cooler and, with a practiced flourish,
removed their caps and planted them firmly on the bar
in front of us. They did taste delicious. After we an-
swered his question about where we were from,
Charlie told us that the post’s annual Christmas party
was being held that afternoon and evening, that it
included a buffet dinner, and we were welcome to stay
for it. We thanked him and, despite concerns about
hanging out with a bunch of “old folks,” we accepted.
Then, Charlie asked our ages. When we told him, he
apologized and said that he couldn’t serve us another
beer because the club’s license didn’t include 3.2%
beer and we had to be 21 to drink there. Well, that was
a turn of events we hadn’t anticipated! But having
accepted Charlie’s invitation to stay for dinner and not
wanting to make it seem that our only purpose for
being there was to drink beer, we switched to
Coca-Cola and moved to one of the booths.

It wasn’t long before people began to arrive for the
Christmas party. The men were dressed in suits and
their wives wore party dresses. Everyone was carrying
covered trays or dishes and, after depositing them on
the serving tables in the large meeting room and
hanging up their coats, the couples came back into the
bar to order drinks. Many stopped by our booth to
introduce themselves, including a beautiful, vivacious
lady in her forties with a delightful Texas drawl who
introduced herself as Barb Baker. She told us that her
husband, Joe, had a vending machine business in town,
and had flown multi-engine aircraft in World War II.
She asked us where we were from. She was only
slightly disappointed that neither of us was from Texas.
When she learned that we had to spend Christmas
away from home, Barb insisted that we come to her
house for Christmas dinner, saying that picking us up
at the academy beforehand and driving us back

afterward was not a problem. Of course, Bruce and I
quickly accepted.

We stayed for dinner, even danced with some of the
women, and had a great time before we had to head
back to the academy.

Christmas Day dawned bitterly cold. Barb arrived
before noon to pick up Bruce and me, and we soon
arrived at her comfortable ranch-style home in what
was then the Springs’ east side. We met their son,
Harry, and Joe’s mother, whom everyone referred to as
Gram. Before long, dinner was served on an elegant
table set with linen, china, silver, and crystal. Of
course, Bruce and I wore our Class A uniforms and
everyone else was wearing their Sunday best. The
turkey smelled absolutely delicious to a couple of
Doolies who never seemed to get enough to eat, and
the side dishes were mouth-watering. Joe said grace
and the dishes began to be passed. Soon, everyone’s
plate was piled with Christmas dinner and we began to
eat. Since our arrival at the academy, we Doolies had
been bombarded with training about the importance of
tradition, manners, and representing the Air Force in
the best possible light. In the dining hall, we had
learned the proper way to eat our food and pass dishes
to those beside us at the table. Naturally, Bruce and I
were on our best behavior, sitting almost at “attention”
with our eyes on our plates, resting our hands in our
laps while we took small bites and chewed our food
with our mouths closed, just as we were required to do
in the academy dining hall. I think everyone felt a little
out of place as we quietly began to eat the delicious
feast in front of us. Then, Joe asked that the butter be
passed to him and Barb responded by handing the
butter dish to me. As we cadets had been taught, I took
it with my right hand, transferred it to my left, and
passed it on to Bruce, who took it with his right hand,
transferred it to his left, and passed it on to Joe.
Somehow, as Joe took the butter dish, Bruce’s thumb
ended up planted firmly in the end of the stick of
butter! Poor Bruce froze, blood draining from his face,
not knowing what to do after committing such a
horrible faux pas. Then, I looked at Joe who was sitting
there with his trademark ear-to-ear grin on his face,
belly shaking with laughter as he watched Bruce
squirm. Then, everyone at the table broke into laughter
and the ice was broken. Bruce took Joe’s laughter with
good grace and everyone relaxed and enjoyed a
wonderful Christmas dinner. Bruce and | ate enough to
let Barb know that her cooking was very much
appreciated and, afterwards, Bruce and I even drank a
beer or two before Barb returned us to the academy in
time to sign in from our privilege.

Throughout our time at the academy, Barb and Joe’s
BAKERS...Continued on Page 4
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GEORGIA
VETERANS

LAW

Courtesy of Georgia Veterans Law LLC, a private law firm.

www.gavetslaw.com

*Pensions for Veterans and Spouses

*Service-Connected Disability

FEBRUARY ALWAYS IS A GOOD TIME TO PREPARE FOR WHAT MIGHT LIE
AHEAD IN THE COMING YEAR. ONE IMPORTANT WAY IN WHICH YOU CAN
PREPARE FOR 2025 IS BY TAKING CARE OF YOUR LEGAL PLANNING.

Make sure that you have a will/trust, advanced
directive for health care, and financial power of
attorney. These documents are the foundation of a good
estate plan. A will or trust directs what you want done with
your property, an advance directive for health care directs
your medical care if you cannot make medical decisions, and a
financial power of attorney allows you to appoint someone to
make decisions about your property, finances, and legal issues.
If you recently have been affected by a major life change, such
as a marriage, birth, divorce, or death of a beneficiary in your
will/trust, then it might be time to get your documents

updated.

Ensure that your estate planning documents are
stored properly and that your family can access
them. Without properly storing your documents, they might
be not worth the paper that they are written on. Make sure
that your documents are stored safely and that your family
can access them, if needed. If are a Georgia resident, then you
may store your will in a fireproof safe at your county’s

probate court for a $15.00 lifetime fee.

Create or update itemized lists of your assets and
debts in order to keep estate administration as easy
as possible. Making lists of your bank accounts, investments,
real estate, and valuable personal property, such as jewelry,
and storing those lists with your estate planning documents
make things easier on your family members if they need to

take charge of your property.

Review your life insurance policies. If a beneficiary of a
life insurance policy has passed away or no longer is the
person whom you want to receive the death benefit, then

changes to your policy should be made as soon as possible.

Swap digital photos and videos with your
family. Accessing digital photos and videos can be difficult, if
not impossible, after death or incapacity. It is always a good
idea to ask family members for high-resolution photos and
videos and to share your own photos and videos with your

family members.

Discuss your desired funeral arrangements with your
family. Reminding your family members about what you want
done with your body and how you want your funeral
conducted can prevent conflict between your relatives. Leave

no doubt as to what you wish your arrangements to be.

Consider taking care of your funeral arrangements
ahead of time through preneed. A preneed contract
allows you to pay for your funeral services, usually through a
whole life insurance policy, making post-death affairs easier
for your family when the time comes. Contact a local funeral

home for more information.

If you are a veteran or the spouse of a veteran, make
sure that you have a DD Form 214 at the ready. A
veteran’s DD Form 214 tells the veteran’s service history and
is necessary for getting many veterans benefits. It can be
ordered from the National Archives, and digital copies can be

distributed to family members.



https://4pphzthbb.cc.rs6.net/tn.jsp?f=001yMAHsA-hVID-3QkMqtN9956Tx-AXJy9AqyRm35Qb3-K6QMWVBJq3TtyVVOo5cUMcthKSQHUkIlfrTy3DB_NSkVMNQ-Ds4XBo74bPLljtBvEO3CVcEcUhQ_c2LHfz69ybRL7cn-1cZr6TMiCjsivM68t3dPQa3GG_P_nrDidKmC6IrcfnMZ1MFZw64TsdGV7Oqv81NvwCFIH0eJReD4UEZv1BZq
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house on Fairmount Avenue became “home away from
home” for Bruce, me, and several other classmates in
our squadron. Bruce and [ were bartenders at
New Year’s football parties, allowing Barb and Joe to
relax and enjoy their guests. We helped Joe on Satur-
day afternoons wrap coins at his vending machine
business; we joined the Bakers at beer and chicken
picnics in their backyard and, once, at a North
Cheyenne Canyon picnic spot; we nailed furring strips
to the concrete basement walls as Joe was finishing
their basement family room. Barb cooked us countless
meals, laundered our “civvies,” and lent us her car for
dates. We were generally treated as though we were
their own kids. Much of the Bakers’ social life
involved the American Legion club where we first met
them and many of their friends whom we met over the
years were also Legion members; all were gracious and
kind members of “The Greatest Generation.”

Our close friendship with the Bakers lasted until they
died in the mid-2000’s. I always made a point of
visiting them and taking them out to dinner whenever I
passed through “The Springs.” I flew to Arizona,
where they wintered for many years, to celebrate their
50th wedding anniversary. My life is richer for
having known and loved these wonderful people and
having been loved by them.

Written by Thomas Wright through the Friends
Journal, Air Force Museum Foundation, Fall 2024,
Vol. 47 No. 4 issue.
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Underage recruits by year 1in 5 underage soldiers discharged within a month

As adult volunteers dropped,
more underage soldiers
got through

Conscription introduced,
underage volunteers
no longer needed \

J’h

1914 1915 1916 1917 1918 They were sent home because they were either too small to fight or they
admitted their real age.

recruiting sergeant would say, "Lad, go outside and
run around the building three times. When you come
back in, you'll feel three years older".

When the would-be soldier reported back, the sarge
slyly wrote “19” on the age line and passed the
candidate along for his physical exam.
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Gary McBride — JVC
stingmcb@comcast.net 678-571-0727
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