Livelong enough yotll think about things way badkere and bw one thing led
to another. Things you couldn’t figure out make sense thirty, forty years Tdtere is an
old three story briclbuilding onmy high school campus, alace of endless acadeami
agony,of tortuousGregg touch typingclass thetap,tap,tapping of the Underwood keys
and the usynchronizedhump of thecarriagesreturning for more pain on the next line.
A,s,df,jk,Isemcolon the teacherpatrolling thelinoleum floorswaiving her steel ruler
ready to pounce on thenfortunateright guardwho daed to drop his weary eyésr a
quick peek athe keys.

During English Literatureclass,therow near the windowheating
radiators clangedoudly emittingdrowsywarmth that tugged aty eyelidsThe
old windows rattling fromhte damp bitingsouthernwinter windawaiting us
across the streets wegrabbeda smokeor a chili dog infront of Charley’sPool
Hall. Mrs. Turner an elderly teachemwith a sand paper voi¢cgraftedto our
sleeyy brains, the awful abstract lessons of some pas$ema Samuel Peeps.

The Principal othe school had a twin brother who visitedsemblyrom
time to time wearing sharpblue andkhakiuniform with sparkling brasbuttons
and webbelt, battleribbonsupon his chesSitting there to the right of the
podium, ared stripe uniquely marked hiduetrouser legs abe heldhis
immaculate whe military cap. | vaguely remember that he wasaptain,a
Marine Corps CaptainBut the imporminceof that wascompletelylost on my
youthful ignorance.A masterful marketer, he never saithing.His presence
telegraphedgreatsubliminal volumes$o usreceptivedisorientedads

Our window on the world beyorite little southern towrwasTheWorld
News Tonight,with Huntley and Brinkleyor Dave Garawayand J. Fred Mugs,
hosting a black and white Today Show as the people of New Yorkv@ipped
in warm overcoatswalkedpast studionvindows to workToo, The Naked City
Stories fromThe New York Heral@ribune, withit's themesongfrom Ein Heldn
Leibenmixed witha steadydiet of World At War, Ed Sullivan, Sergeant Bjlko
Gun Smokand the Nixon Kennedyebate piercing questions dfawrence
Spivakand Martha Roundtreen Meet The Presg all began to fam my reality
of the world. Mom’s aml Dad’s stories to us, my sister andabout their war
years their lives in the Great Depressioweretold again and again likenymes
from someHomeric epicThe year was 1962. Graduation was but a few months
away. And the days of my boyhood dwindlediedepressing, crushing
realizationthat | must do somethingnd soon.



THE FIRST LESSON

“L "Premier Lecon”

“When are the Americans coming?”

Gen. C. de Castries by phone to
Superiors, just befae the fall of
Dienbienphu. Quoted M. Higgins
New York Herald Tribune
May 25, 1954

Experts

1961Lydalia, Georgia: Someone had fartedVance Poplar saltanped
over his desk in the rear of his American History class. Aroundat@shis cadre
of friendsfrom thar long marathorbicycle excursiongo and froma canyon
twenty five miles oubf town. The bikes wereat the feathelight racingcycles
of today with young men and womeipping aboutn colorful tights.They were
heavy, fenderlessusty bikesof grease and stedflachines that took them hear
bursting distances into the Georgia countrysid@a Poplar’sleft satFreddy a
rotundlad with anebullient sensef humor. On a less than rare occaskeneddy
would let slide anastyfart and wait fotheexplosive reaction from his fellow
cadre positioned around hion evenbetter some unsuspecting prom princess
raising her studious head from study in awful discovery.

Seatedon Poplar’s right Paul worked copiously on notes relating to some
inane hisbrical occurrence that would likegppear on aexam. Paul was also a
pianist andlike the entire cadrevas quick witted and a keen observemidst
his intense academaoncentration Pawlould usually be the first to catthe
fog, as they called iHe would not alarm the cadre of the impending attack.
Rather, he would quietlgndureandwatch the others reaction as the reality
overcame themThenhe wouldlaugh uproariously.

Forward ofPoplar sat Awrence a short freckle faced bayhose
emerging alent in addition toquail hunting,was relating the exaog comedy
skits héd seen orRed Button®r The Steve AllemV showsthe night before. As
the boys had advanceghwardthrough their grades tleegular meetings during
schooloccurred athe busstop where irthe snappy southeminter they would
inevitably find a beer can and strike up a spirited game ofdse€potball before
the bus arrived to deliver them to Lydalia Junior Highwtencecould sail the
best spiral pass, hurling an emjhack Labelcan clear across old man Carter’s
front yardright on target for a touch down before the bus pulled“iabel!
Black Label”



At Poplats rearsat Bubbasreen. Bubbahis father a World War two
fighter pilot then working for the governmentas,they all came to accept,
destined to the learning halls &M T or Georgia TechHe had already taken on
the profile of the contemplating, worrying NASA enginegalking down the hall
to classworking hisprizedyellow Keefle and Esser slide rule to saphysics
equatiors with which they all struggledi'hey all ha scrimped and saved to own
the samegrecision yellow metallislide rule which hung from their hips like Colt
45s.

The absolute truth be known, and | would not tell this story with any
decepion in mind, Vance Poplar was not as academically gifted as his fellow
cadre members. If the others required two hours to prepare for a test, Vance
required the entire evening. If the others had to read a book in preparation for a
book report, the couldread the requirement in less than a weelldaisually
took twice as longr longer Emotionalpaingrippedhim ashe glancedt his
buddiesgradedests He noticed seemingleffortless*As” and“Bs’. Hehad
cometo agonizingly ready himself for &first glimpse of his own returned paper
which wouldinevitablybe“Ds’ or“Fs’. A*“C” wouldbea quiet victory for
VanceChristianPoplar.

But along with this debilitatinghortcoming which all ®uls have in one
form or otheryou just have to search Igrand hard for it but you will find it and
don’t let anyone ki you about thiswas a sp&le of salesmanship. He'd denit
from his father, hiomas MaharPoplar a policeman in towrRoplar compensated
for poor academic achievemenith eloquent explan&nsand expansions. With
his provocative questionse woulddefuse higeacher’'s momentuniroubling to
his father, b also ha@n impulsive sense of independenc&roubling to his
teachers Poplar seemed to hasaaide car to hascademic difficultis a keen
sense of intuitionHe knew with certainty when he was about to beedaipon by
the teacher. His name woulthg out; the question would be asked theould
come thdong humiliating pause a sea of silence At that momenhe would
usuallyplay his card.

In studied deliveries of Chet Huntly or David BrinkiJh mam before |
answer the question, | am not clear on something. This vibeurduch more
meaningful if | know exactly what was going on in the other parts of the world at
thatparticubrtime.” Then Vancevould say nothing else. He had become skillful
at the conHe krew when to shut his mouth.

It was the first week his senior year. As old Mrs. Harkins had put it,
“Vance youll make it butby the skin of your teeth young man.” But tew
teacher at the school was not the understanding Mrs. Harkins who had taken a
sabbatical for a tour of Europe. The new teacher of Senior World History was
Miss Louise LedbetteRuby, whom Poplar had sized up as a doddering old biddy
andwhoseclass he’'dexpected to ease through achievihggast aD-plus with
some relief in his academic struggles

Shelooked easyoing and kind enough but was unknown to any of the
other studentsAlso unknown to them,h&e was descendent aficientCicero the
Grammarian And she seized upon the opportunity presented to her by this young
upstart Poplar to souhyddrill the class on the most agoniziagalganof dates



and names. Aftenis skillful pausefollowing such a questiorghesustaied
Vance’s challenge of silen@nd walled casually toward the back of the room
ThenMiss Ruby spoke.

“Ahhh, | see Mr. Poplar, you wish to have a clearer pictugdaifal
collateral events? Is that right? Danderstand/ou correctly?” she said rising on
the balls of her aging feet.

“Yes mam.” Poplar felt discomfort at this sudden shift of inquiry directed
back at him aloneHarkins always took his bate enlarging on the subject and
forgetting the question altogethdre was alsavell aware of the annoyed stares
of his classmates inatling Lawrence Freddyand Paubénd the studious Bbba.

“Then each of you shall have the opportunity to know exactly what was
taking place in.....let me think.....ahhh yes, | reddlé southeastern most
peninsula oBouth EasAsia, Annam. Take precise natd will watch each of
you. If anyone of you so much as drifts from this lecture | will now give, we will
begin again or if time is lacking, | will begin anew tomorrow or the next day and
so on and so on,” she snapped her fist in her open palm rhythnealsure her
point waswell made,“for the rest of the year if necessdrythe great picture,
what is a day or week or month more or l&¥3.you understand me Mr. Poplar?
asked the deceptively grandma like teacher grabbing his ear in a painful pinch

“Yes, yesmam’replied. the shocked student.

The powerful old lady went to the black board which wrapped completely
around the room, the only such room in the entire Lydalia school district. After all
it was the World History room and Mrs. Harkins haketapride in finally
obtaining the installation of the wragyound black board from MKrist, thestern
school Principal. But old lady LedbettRuby neither took notice of the
achievement nor gave lip service to the unusual configuration. She simplyovent
work.

As she wrotéher powerful cursivevith the white chalk the looserinkled
flesh under her arm swung and quivered from the force of her pedagogic
performancePerceiving her threat accurately the class scrambled to notate the
ancient lesson. Sherote as fast as st&poke

“We will begin before the death of Christ with ruling dynast#&snam is
situatdon the China Sea at approximately the same latitu@eaigal America.
Ruling dynasties:De Minh to Lac Long Quan. REVOLUTION! Hong Bang to
Trien Da. REVOLUTION! Han Dynasty to Sisters Trac ard. Nhe year
Twenty Four AD: The sisters fail in revalommitting suiciddeaving the Han in
Power. Again REVOLUTION! Trieu An, Ly Bon, Ly Xuan ahg Phat all
armies against the Chinese. The year ®w&efty Nine AD. In China, the Trang
Dynasty seizes power. REVOLUTION! Ngo Quyen aulke Chinese from
Annam for good. Le Hoan in Nine Eighty AD defending Annam against a
Chinese attempt to regain power. CONFLICT! How does power change hands
class? REVOLUION! In neighboring China the Great Wall is bar early
Fourteen Hundred to keep Islam o@bllateral eventAre you with me Mr.
Poplar? In all, twenty revolutions in one thousand years of history.”



“Now | shall begin to detail the chronology of tRghteenth and
Nineteenth Centuries in like manner.” The front black board was full so Miss
LedbetterRubywalked quickly over to the East wall aodntinued writing.

The class rumbled with desperate sounds of pen on paper. Flipping paper.
Broken pencilsDesperate searches in book bags for replacement pencils. Faces
down to desk tops. Fingers now beginning to ache. The old woman’s chalk broke
on the black board. She found a fresh chalk. Her hand now white with chalk dust.
Her discourse was expert. As girenouncedhe foreign names her thick
Southern accent magically transformed to the tonal dialects of Asia. The boys in
the cadrenow vacant of their usual comedyiftedin their seats for a clearer
look at the board. Poplar the upstart wrote too wigfury of his classmates, his
spectacledace close down to the papbe wadar behind and now copied what
the teacher had already written no longer hearing her discourse. “Dbamn
muttered to himselfThe bell rang signifying the end of the periotiete was a
lurch for the doarThe old woman suddenly slammed her poinjgn a table
near the black board. “WHAMM!

“This class is not dismissédhesaid sharplyStudents sullenly returned
to their desksThen she turned to her black board and contthue

“For about one thousand seven hundred years of revolution and the rise
and fall of these ruling dynasties, the land you now enjoy was wilderness except
for the Cree, MohawkSeminole Pawnee and other natigenericanindian tribes
too numerous to detaliere. At the time of Tay Son rebellicam uprising of
native peoples against exploitive Chinese merchamt¢éand of Annam sold
away its customargurbulent transitionso the French. Nguyen Anh was in due
time converted t&€atholicismby French Jeswgt In time Nguyen Ahn succeeded
to the throne and ruled as Gia Long. The ye&71Mr. Poplar does that year
have a familiar ring?Gia Longs powertransferredo Ming Minh in 1858, the
time of the Lincoln and Douglas Debate on the issue of slaveuytdem French
frigates and twenty five hundred men under admiral Genouilly entered a river in a
place then called Touraine.”

A boy rose to leave the class. “YOU WILL BE SEATED UNTIL |
DISMISS THIS CLASS!!! DO YOUUNDERSTAND?” thunderedhe old
woman sterly. The boy saisullenlydown again. Other students in the hall peered
through thesmall dasswindow of the doorto see what wasrewing

“1884, Nam Nghi! 1886, Dong Kanh!. End afotherturbulent thousand
year period. The year is 1923, Khi Dinh to Haai in 1954 to the present Ngo
Diem. Ancient Annam is noWshe paused and looked aroundpn@ochina.”

She dusted the chalk from her hands and opened her desk drawer.
“Distribute these please, Miss Linds&jass, yu will be expectéto readhis
syllabus on Annani Groanscameagainfrom the classroom. “Each of you will
be required to memorize threections byFriday nextand be ready to discuss

The old teacher finisheak last The eyes of the drained studentsv fixed
on her. Leaning forward andgzing the tipof herwrinkled fingers upon her
desk, her voice was low, nearly a whisper, “You will be tested on this chronology
of Annam.’shesaid over her bifocals. “Class dismissed.”



Vance, the last out of the room still gegpthe remainder of the
teachers black boastript themat lastclosed his notebook and rose to leave the
room. Miss. Ruby was already in her offie@tiroompouring a cup of coffee
from her thermos. Vance walked to the office dodill be working on this until
finals Mrs. Ruby. Be lucky if | finish. I, um | don’t get it. ”

“The more importariesson herdr. Poplar is that you do get What is a
yearor twomore or less in youstruggle? Shestarted towardher new classjow
seated and ready for her next lecture.

Out in the hall a short freckled face girl spoke sharply at Vance Poplar as
she hugged her note books and readied to run to her next class. Lockers banged.

“l didn’ unastan’ any uhlat stuff Vance Poplar! ‘at Teacher’s crazy as a
fruitcake! You see what your sriness got us all into? | ain’t studin’ you Vance
Poplar. | hope you satisfiedShe slammed her locker door and fumed away.

Vance disappeared into they’s roomlaughing, pullingapackof Lucky
Strikes out from under his tee shirt sleeve.

* * * *

“In the resistance the time unit was the month. You see, it took three months for
a Southern Cadre like me to work his way from the maquis in the Mekong Delta to the
Vietminh zone in the North. And after we had undergone four months of special
training up here in Tonkin, we spent another three getting back to the South again
clandestinely, through enemy territory, and on foot. In such circumstances, what is punctuality?
What can an hour or a day more or less mean?

Gaston Pham Ngoc Truan
Vietminh Cadre, 1954
Dennis Bloodworth

Eye for the Dragon1970

By thelate winterof 1961 the final prelude for the Class of '62, the
seniors were buzzing in the hallways about the final paste ups for the school
annual. There was equal chatter about just whereadablam planned to attend
college.

“Hey Poplar | got accepted at Georgia Tech!” yelled his buddy Paul in the
strained gravel voice of emerging adulthood.

“Hell raisingat its best.’mumbledPoplar as he stuffed his jacket into his
wall locker. The yeamhad sped past them, footbsdlasoriransformed to
Basketball seasoending Poplar’s last bouts with theT@am blocking sled, the
fat Coach Gray riding upon it barking, “Come on Poplar! Hit it Poplar! Get up
Poplar! Hit it again Poplar! Get up off theogmd Poplar! What are you doing on
the ground Poplar!”

Paul watched Poplar loading up his books for ctd3s.you know where
your are going yet?” asked Paul

“| applied for a few junior colleges. Haven't heard anything yet.” Poplar
voice was spoken ia tone of disappointmentlothing new for mehe thought.

“Larry got accepted to Cal Poly. Pasgkgoing into the Air Force. He got
into electronics school | think.” said the newsy P&drk was a friend on the
periphery of their cadre. He and Vancélblad in short wave radios.



The hallway was a dirge of students between classdeer noise and the
usual adolescent misbehavior. Then the flow of students and teaches move
down the hallway for one of the last student assemblies before graduation.

“Come on, lets go, Eslgona meet us at the lab door. Opps, damn | almost
forgot. | have to go to Miss Elliot’s room. We're presenting a tribute on President
Kennedy at assembly. I'm supposed to work the $ighd Mr. Elliot wantsti
perfect. See ya latérPaul peeled off down the small passage way to the speech
teacher'sclassoom.

Joinedunceremoniously bifreddy the threeesumed the trek stepping
into the flow of students streaming down the hall that flooded into the enormous
auditorium. Asdid everyonePoplar noticed that MKristy hadagaininvited his
twin brotherto sit beside him on the stage. The lights were on the members of the
faculty as well as the Principal. MKrist a tough disciplinarian sat leaning
slightly to one side, his legs cr@sbhisand headtantedas if listening for
something. His brother sat across the stagerfectlyexcellent posture
symmetrically mirroring his brother. He wore theessBlue uniform of the
United States Marine Corps. The students didn’t know ranklboit them knew
even if only by rumor that MiKrist’s twin brother was a Marine. On the many
times he visited, he nevespoke nor participated in the programs. He simply sat
not moving a muscle, an icon of military presence.

Finally, Mr. Krist signaéda callto order limped to the podium and the
student body quieted.

“This morning, Mrs. Elliot and her speech club will present the program.
But first a wordto ourseniors This is the last assembly before graduatibet
me just say briefly that, fanost ofyou seniors,” hgpaused looking around over
the student body as a swell of laughter arose, “ Most ofiyeprepared taep
into your adult lives, to college, to a trade and some of you | know plan military
service.” He glanced toward his broth#iret me say for the benefit of you
freshmen, sophomores ajushiors thatwe have giva our seniors the toothey
will needto succeed in life. The rest will be up them as it will be up to you as you
moveup the academic ladder. It is up to you. | wdlnturn the program over to
Mrs. Elliot.” There was apitter of applauseas he walked back and took his seat.

The lights dimmed as Paul worked the controls high up ibaleony
Then atall young man walked out on to the stage saisdy hair combedn a full
sweep across his forehead. He was dressed in a black tuxedo, impeccable white
shirt, an uncharacteristiandkerchief irhis breast pocket and his hand was
placed in an unmistakable imitation of the new Presidetite United States,

John F. Kenedy.

Unlike Kennedy, nervousness snaked up fronbthgs adrenal glands
and gripped his laryngausinghis voice of quiver as he began to speak.

“My fellow Americans...” The boy brushed his hair aside in exacting
imitation of his idol. He continued masgng, searching for the right the inflexion
and tonehis imitation of theNew England accenthe elevated gaze to the future
Feeling more confident as he moved into the flow of his rhetorical tinagrwas
the President’s Inaugural Addresssuddeny seemed to salycan do this.



“....and to those people in the huts and villages of half the globe
struggling to break the bonds of mass misery, we pledge our best efforts to help
them help themselves, for whater period is requirediot because the
Communist may be doing it, not because we seek their votes, but because it is
right.” The boy hadbecome solichow in his delivery speaking in a near perfect
imitation of the President, “Ask not what your country can do for you, but what
you can do for youcountry.” When he had finished the student bsidydand
roared in applause. There were whistles and as the cheers diectlene were
other vignettes about the sweet opium of optimism that floated omnipresent in the
air and like most of the studentiare say all of the students, Vance Poplar did not
know what had been said by this surrogate of the new President but he liked the
sound of it, and the cadence of it, and the youth of it, and the panache of it.

Kennedy had gripped the South as he hadhgdphe nation and the
young students of Lydalia High were no exception. Mrs. Elliot had done it again
and in her usual stoicisatknowledged MKrist’s approval of her speech club’s
performance with an icy nod.

Not long after exams, Poplar approachethheRose, his mothgin their
kitchen. Fried chicken sizzled in her frying pan.

Moma | would like to work with Mr. Connar out at Lydalarfield over
the summer.

“How much is hepaying?

“Well, you only get paid in flying time. Me and Eddie wentstee Mr.

Conner and he said we...”

“You mean he won't pay you a nickel?” interrupted Letha Rose.

“Well, he’ll pay us butjt’s like he will give you your pay in flying time.”

“But you don't fly Vance.”

“I know mom.” Poplar moved his feet around on tleoflwhen he got
uncomfortable or nervoults, its forlearningto fly.” He knew he couldn’t con
his father or mother so he never embarked onguslclass room shenanigans at
home.

Letha Rose took a deep breath. “What will your hours be Vance.”

“Me andFreddywould split the week. | would work Sunday.”

“You mean you won'’t be going to church?”

“Sunday is his busiest day momvance wiped thie chromeedged
Formicatable with a dish cloth.

“Well okay, but you will have to bag groceries at PiglygWiwhen
you’re not out at that air field. I've saved some money for when you go off to
college and yowvill add what you can to it. Even if it’s for a few cloths.”

“Go off to college? Have | been accepted?”

“Yes, Vance,you have been accepted!” sheadsaioducing the envelop
marked Middle Southeastern Junior College. “¥ewaccepted at MSIC just
south of Macon!”

Letha Rose beamed at the news. Vance would be the first of all her family
to go to college. She never told Vance but she had pulledstanghis
acceptance, including a personal letter of reference fronkKhgt himself. Vance



had worked so hard only smueakby. Letha Rose Popléwad struggledo the
boneto present this opportunity teer son.

The eveningr.V. line up on their blacknd whitemahoganyMotorola
console television include@un SmokeBonanzaWagon TrainandHave Gun
Will Travel, his father’s favorite. Bt most of all Letha Rose likdéerry Mason
The Poplar's owned a pink and white stick shift Fifty Seven Chevy. Cralset
secretarial and Tom’s police income they owned a mortgage on a two bedroom
house they had buitin a shady streetutsideof town And Letha Rose, a keen
manager of the dolldeeptthem budgeted to the last nickel.

A fellow patrolman ha@nceasked Dm how he had come to afford a
homein a ritzy neighborhoodnd a car while raising two children, Vance and his
little sister Leslie. The patrolman was known as a bit of a @artygambling
man, as much as one could patd gamblen the little Georgidown.

“Buck I'd tell you, but it'd bore you to deathTom had eplied which
they all laughed aboufnd yet to be strappefdr a dollay the days, at least for
Vancehad beerfull of B-team football, dreaming of girls, dismantling and
reassembling hissed EnglislRoyalmaroonbicycle, building ham radios, and
struggling withhis school workln fact hs roomwasso full of ham radio
equipment that the table holding it collapsed one early morning hour rhising
sister Leslie, Letha Rose and Tamsuwrey the disaster before returning to bed
shaking their heads.

The airfield was a small grass landing strip outside of Lyd&hiaie
Connar was a big hard of hearing mass of a man who stuiabded the place
pulling old fabric aircraft around the hangars, toppedwirify tanks of crop
dustes thatconstantly taxiedup to the pumps. He sat oretinont stoop of the
block houseyeferred to asOperations, listeningto country music with an ea
for incoming planes on théHF loud speaker. The crackle on the radio and the
open sky surrounding the desolate field had a magical essence to Vance. There
was a wold outside Lydalia, a big worldyith long summerdays And with good
flying weather at andErniewelcomed some youthful relief for his tired old
bones. Hiring the boy$e thoughtwas a good idea.

“Now, Doctor Hunt will be coming in here in a few minutes. You just go
out there and top him off the way | showed you on the Piper in the hangar.
They're all the same. Put the ladder up there, top him off. Don't forget to say
“That’ll be Nine Dollars and ten cents Doctor.” His cr&slijood And always
check over the plane at the pump. You see anything wikendj showed youtell
the pilot.” yelled Ernie walking back to his block house.

“Oh one othething.” Erniespunaround at mid course. “Be on the look
out for“The Beat. Do you know who The Bear is? “smiled Erhis jeweled
eyeglass retainer glinting in the sun

“No.” Eddie and Vance wereager to get started.



“The Bear comes down the coast every spriram up North somewhere
in an old Stearman biplane to crop dust in South Georgia and Florida. He pays
cashBEFOREyou pump! No credit cards.

The Sundays came and went and Ernie wentontahis business as
Vance and-reddytook care of the gas pumps. A few of the old planes would
need priming ath cranking by hand and after a switch off prime or two, Vance
could be heard yelling.

“Switch on. Contact!” commands echoed by the pilot andc¥amould
leap to jerk the wooden prop down and the engine would thunder and tick while
Vance pulled the chocks and waived off the pilot to all points of the compass.
Then he’d walk back tahe block house and swat fliegth Ernie’sGeorgia
CrackerFly Swatter.

Pace McKenna flew aold yellow PA-18 fabric Piper for the Georgia
ForestryService. Pace would fly in, top off his wing tanks then fly out hours on
end seven days a week. He was a harried, cussed grump of a man who always
answered in monosyllabgrunts. Vance pestered his ears off for a ride up on one
of his tours down the Flint River and around the county.

“God Damit. Don’'t you ever take no for answey Poplar?” yelled Pace
over the noise of the idling engine. “@kget in.”

Vance glanced arodmuickly and saw Ernie nowhere in site and climbed
in the back set of the Piper, reached up and pulled down the side hatch and the
two of them bounced down the run way to windward.

Now Pace had heard Vance dmeéddytalking back at the block house
one norning about how they'd like to take a parachute jump. So as the little
yellow plane climbedo athousand feet, Pace looked back at Vance.

“You buckled inboy?” voice barely audible, his eassll poppinghe
reached back andrked atvance’sseat beltd be sure Vance was indeed
strapped to his seaf hen he threw open the door and rolled the aircraft to its
side. The only way to look was straight down at patches of farmland, green hedge
rows, littleredroads and barns all the time his ears poppirtgealull hum of the
engineand the cool fresh ocean of.adite suddenly felt a pencil and Moon Pie
slip from his shirt pocket anf@ll into space. He held his glasses to his face and
felt the great exhilarating wash of air move over him.

Pace looked backt him and laughed uproariously at the Moon Pie falling
out of the plane.

“You think you still want to do a paracteyjump?” Vance’s grin was his
only reply.

Pace gave another uproarious laugh. “You gona be one crazy son of a
bitch Poplar.” Tha he baked the little plan@aroundfollowing the meandering
Murder Creekback toward_ydalia field. The plane landed an hour or so later and
Vance walked on home to Sunday supper.

Around mid to late summer Vance’s flying career took a critical turn.
Inside thetiny block hous of an office, Ernie had a tin roaster set up on a table
for the pilots Next to it stood an old refrigerator choked with beef burders.
addition to flipping througlErnie’s huge collection of Pups Parts magazines full
of naked womenyanceandFreddycould put away three or four of these burgers



each dayheyworked. A few weekastfter his flight with Pace, Ernie was doing an
inventory of his frozen beef burgers.

“Hey Poplaryou and your cohortome in here.”

“Yes sir?”

“There must be twaty five beef burgers in here | can’t account for.”
Ernigs glasses magnified his eyes as he gazed directly at Poplar. “You boys are
eating me out of business here!” Then he walked over to the slips of paper he’d
taped to the door that marked off the fligime they had accumulated.

“Let’s seefifteen, sixteen, seventeen beef burgerslu Yiave eaten all of
your flight instruction time. If you don’t control yourselves around the roaster,
you just as soon forget abdiyting.” he saidtearingup the slipof credits.

It wasn't long before graduation so Vance jettisonedfaniasief his
heroesGeneral Chemault, Flying Tigerplayed by John Wayn€&€olonel Robert
Scott or Chuck Yaeger and his26. Besides he muttered to himself out on the
desertechighwayin a moment of truth;m blind as a bat without theseHe
cleared off his glasses with his tee shirt and took one finahdd®eon his
bicycle

“Mama can | go to up to Dobbins Field with Lawrence. His brother was
home on leave and is flying his jeidk to Pensacola. Hisather’s going to take
us.”

“When are they going up there?”

“This Sunday.”

“Does that mean you won't be going to Sunday school Vance?

“Yeh, but | think they're going upfter Sunday school but not go to
Church.”

“l guess so Vancesh't Richarda Marine?”

“l guess so0.”

That Sunday the weather was foul. Rain whipped adrigésvay Forty
Oneas the DeSoteased northward toward AtlantRichardand their mother sat
in the front seat talking quietly about the family as Poplar and Lresgrsat in the
back seat peering out the window at the rain. Upon arriving at thegBtebbins
Field, an Air Force guard stepped aftthe guard shaglacknowledgedhe
officer with a salute and waved them past.

Richard directed his mothemearing he Sunday best including white
driving gloves, to a row of dreagrayblock houses on thvery edge of the
tarmac. Q@rtainsof rain drifted across them as Vance and Lawrence got out and
followed Richardwho lugged his flight gear andhelmet intothe buildng.

They all stood at the urinals. Richard and Lawrence had zipped up and
headed to the locker room. Richard turned to notice Vance still at the urinal.

“Lets go Vance.”he saidDouble time. Lets go.”

Vance quickly zippedp ran intothe locker roomRichard was in full
flight suit now holding hisvhite helmet.The emblem of the United States Marine
Corps and the offiaés name was painted on thelmetfront. Quickly moving
outside they saw a pickup truck marked “FollowNvacking up to an FL04, tre
attendant waiting instructions from the pilot to start the engine. The boys climbed
a ladderin the rainto view the cockpit interior then stepped aside while Richard



donned his helmeslipped into his seatnd begin his preflight check. The
attendanmotioned the boys to get into the truck, out of the rain. In seconds the
jet engine came to lifehe odor of fuel in the aithe heat ofts emission swishing
the standing rain from the tarmac. The attendant unplugged the umbilical and ran
to the truck

“The pilot aslked me to take you boys up the runwalia” saidthe
attendant in a deep southern drawl. He whipped the truck around and sped up the
desertedunway.

“He ought’a beairborneabout right hearlie said whipping the truck
around and off th tarmac. The windshield wipers thumped as the bpgsred
out the foggy windovandthe rain poured on the metal cab of the truck. “Here,
get out.Y'all can’t see nothin’ in the truckStay next to the truck. He won't be
long.”

It was Sunday and excefar the jet, the truck the attendaritawrence
and Vance, the base wamspty Then they heard the faint whine of the jet engine.
It grew louder and louder until thesaw the silver 04, MARINE CORPS
lettered on the sidsuddenlyappearscreaminghrough the misbefore them
Richard helmeted in the cockpihowroaredpassed them through the rain, lifting
the nose of the aircraft exactly where the attendant said he Vifourdtb the air.
Then they heard the after burner light ugxplosivepropukion.

“| told ya. Raht here.” The attendant yelled. In a second the place was
silentagainexcept for the rain.

‘| sawRichard wave. | saw him. Did you see him wave.” said Vance.

“Nah. You couldn’t see that Vance. dgoing two hundred miles and
hour.”

“l saw him wave.”

The boys argued abotlte wave until the trucketurned thento the
Desoto. They climbed in the car and rode home in sileRoe Vancetiwas a
religious experience.

* * *

1961: “.....the troops will march
in...then we will be told we have
to send in more troops. It's like
taking a drink, the effect wares
off and you have to take
another.”

Kennedy to aid Arthur
Schlesinger
Davidson, Vietnam _at War
p. 87

* * *



Jazbosin the language ahodern marketingwas a variety store. Like the
variety show on T.V. in those days, Jazbow’s contained anystemactghat
promised th@wnera reasonablesturn on investmenSuch a business plan,
when practiced over a few years would produce a store with an enormous
inventory of, kites, razor blades, razgraper veightswith statues ohaked hula
dancers, lampm the form of a naked hula dansearecord birs loaded withsingle
45s of theKingstonTrio “Clickity Clack, Clickity ClackFreight Train’sgoinand
Never Cane Back,Johnny RayDo not forsake me oh my darlinshaving cream
Boomer Shavehats, magazineS§tag, Playboy, True Detectiy&ife, Saturday
Evening Post, Time, News Well§ New and World ReportNewspapersThe
Atlanta ConstitutionCovers Dixie Lke the DewThe Atlanta Journdtverything
That’s Fit To Print Toward the back of the store, school supplesned goods
and sleeping catlazbow’s office was his pants pockets.

Along the front of the store, Jazbomthe summer months put oait
colorful assortment of vegetablexrn and greens collards, snap peas and butter
beanspkraandin seasorruit, apples, strawberries, plumbs, local grapes and
scuppernongfirooms shovelsandgarden tools. Across the street from Jazbows
stood a theater th&ept the town folk and the college students in touch with
Hollywood USA. The Marque&t one time or otherarriedthe legendary titles,
Thunder Roadstaring Robert MitchepnGGunsof NavaronestaringGregory Peck,
David Niven and Anhony Quin Ben Hurstaing Charlton HestonPaytonPlace
God's Litle Acre Cat On A Hot Tin Roadind High NoonandThe Man Who Shot
Liberty Vdance God Created WomastaringBridget Bardot, to the agonizing
disappointment of many young college mamver made ito town.

Between the theater anllg storefrontay themain highwayNorth and
South highwayForty One A two lanepavementutting througrthe town,
highway 41 was the main artery into Florial962 Cars from all over America
streamed througthe little town bound forthe Georgia Island§,allahassee,
Daytona Tampa, Miami and all in between.It was the same road that went
through Lydalia a hundred miles to the North. Vaadather often wondered
what types of characters, crooksugh guysand salesmefmom up Northhad
passed hinundetected ase directedraffic

“Some times you don’t want to know.” Heceuttered

There were three stop lightstime colleggown Folkstherewentabout
their business whileravelersand truckers from Chicago, Newoik and Montréal
gawkedfrom their windows likeinterstellar visitorobservinglife on astrange
planetarystopover

Middle Southwester@ollegewassouth of town where the curb ran out
and the sand/ashed ovethe roadside to blendh summer monthswith the hot
sticky-black highway tar. It was a neighborhood of strict Baptite white
colonial homesa community of shackor thetown’s Black and thesurrounding
collegiate populationf professors anthose inintellectualpursuit which was a
light percentage of the student botlye rest of which had not identified exactly
the nature of their pursuitt was a town also of business owners, bankers, feed
and seedpaint hardwareandgrocery merchantandat the far end of towa



liquor store andonky-tonk butamong thenall, and probably the richestas
Jazbow himself.

Jazbow was really Hdey D. Candlar a huge truck of a man who spent his
life working hisstore. A master business ndenley, everyone called him
Jazbow spoke in simple carefullshoughtout declarative sentences acaluld
always be spotted peering dus storeat the passing traffiof town citizens, the
college students, and the farmers waving from their trgcostheir strong
women who managed the large surrounding farthke’d wanted to run for
office he could have wonBeyondthe store, the town and teehoolrolled out
thegreat tracts ofvhispering pinescooingdoves,snapping creosoteaailroad
tracks vanishing the distancbarking hounds anendless fields gbroduce,
peanut, soy beaand tobaccaropsand the oldriangle traddands of the
revolutionaryPiedmont

One morning in February 1963 Jazbow climbed in his Chevy pick up.

“Junior!”he yelledinto the storeolling down the windowof the truck.

“Junior! where in the hell...Junior!. Jazbow yelled agdihen atall
African Americanyouthcame out of the store.

“Yes sir Mr. Jazbow.”

“Junior, | got’a go up to Macon to pick up a load of cantaloupe. You think
o’anything elseve need

“Lucky’s. We just aboubut Luckys.” Juniorrepliedlearning on his broom
stick.

“A’right. I'm gone then.Looks like its gona rain. Take’em tools in off the
street.Yell to Ezelleif you got any troubles.” Jazbow rolled up his window to the
chilly air and pulled awayHe’d trainedJunior to run the store when his wife
Ezelle’s arthritis began to impair her mobilityuniorturned andvent back into
the store.

Jazbow drove his truck on through town waving here and there to his
fellow merchants until he passed the Black distgibich most southerners at that
time called simply “nigger town'thenanother wave and do the out skirts of
town. He turned up his radio tistenthe farm news an@eorge Jones whaling a
sad songThelittle dropsof rain on his wind shield vanished whea flipped on
the wipers and noticed a figure up ahead. Adrbes closer he noticed it was a
boy he’d seen around the store. He pulled the truck to a stop.

First he looked at the boy who, uninvited, reached for the door handle.
Then theboy hesitated ploking in though the window. Waiting for an invitation
to climb in. The boy opened the door slightly.

“Hi Mr. Jazbow.” said the boy waiting for a response

“You want’a stand out in the rain or climb in to the truck?”

At that the boy opened the doordaseated himself into the seat of the big
pickup. Jazbow noticed the boy’s cracked leather jacket and soaked jeans. The
boy had removed his glasses and was cleaningwhémthe tail of hisflannel
shirt. His shoes were well worn sneakers. Surveying Iniflypwhile pulling
back on the highway Jazbow turned the radio volume back up a bit and continued
to drive on.

“Where you headed boy?”



“Goin up to Macon sir.”

“Well you picked a fine day to hitch hike to Macgoung mar¥

Jazbow had already establishibd boy was a student. Unlike the local
youth who worked at various jobs around town, the students all seemed a part of
the same carefree fraternity. They spent a lot of money, their mama’s and daddy’s
money at his stordt wasa clientele hénadcarefully analyzed for maximum
return. This boy was no different.

“l seen you around the store. You come into my store quite a bit ain’t that
right?”

“Yes sir.”

“You from the collegeaain’t ya?”

“Yes sir. I'm in Wiggs Hall.'m Vance Poplar.”said the boy extendihis
hand across the cracked and torn seat of the truck.”

“Hendley Candler, but everybody calls me Jazbow, but you know that.”

“Yes sir.”the boy smiled.

“Oh yea. | know wher&Viggs Hallis. | been here since nineteen thirty
eight. | seen that collegesast up from nothing, like my store. You know that
college used to be a barracks for them pilots at Warner Robins. English fellers.
Talk funny.” Jazbow laughed as he took another sideways glance at the boy.

“Hey | think | saw you at the show Sunday?”

“Yes sir You saaw that movie?”

“Yea. Ezelle didn't like it much but I thought it was a good stofhe
two were referring to a movie Atlventures of a Young Mawhich wasroughly
based ortcrnest Hemingway'$amous noveFarewell to Arms

Jazbowthen tunedhis ear tahe local news station announcer reading the
commodity prices as he drove on and listened. The boy stared through the
thumping wipers at the highway ahead. The rainneagheavy and the truck
splashednthrough standing water on the opendway. The farm news ended
and the voice of Farin Young chimed a country song as Jazbow turned the volume
down again“So you headed to Macon.”

“Yes sir.”

They continued on northward passing dense forests of pine and kudzu.
The local AM radio station orné old truck crackled and faded as they moved
farther from the little town. Soon the station faded compleféig. cold rain
continued.

“God damn thing.” Muttered Jazbow as he fiddled with the knob. Then in
disgust he turned it off.

“Where you goin’ in Maon.”

“Uh Post Office sir”

“Uh huh, | see.” Now why is this boy going all the way to Macon to the
post office Jazbow thought.”

“What’'s wrong with the post office in town? They got one out at the
college ain’t they?”

“Yer sir."the boy laughed. “Sir, ’'m@ing to Macon to meet the Marine
Corps Recruiter. He was at the college last week but | missed him.

“Marine Corps? Uh huh. | see.”



Jazbow endured a long moment of silence and clearing his throat, “So you
going to Macon to join the Marine Corps son?”

“Yes sir.”

“Yo mama and daddy know about you doin this. | guess this is none of
my business but | look at you kids as sort of my own if you know what | mean.”

“Yes sir. I'll call them. | just want to meet the recruiter and talk about the
Marine Corps. My dadvas in the Army Air Corps.”

They had by now entered the outskirts of Macon and soon Jazbow’s
Chevy pick up pulled up in front of the Macon post office. The boy opened the
door and looked back at Jazbow.

“Thank you for the ride.”

“You quite welcomeLet megit them cantaloups. You uhh going back
to the college tod&/

“Not sure. I'll probably catch a Grayhound this afternoon”

“Well you take care ya hear?”

“Yes sir.” The boy closed the door and ascended the steps to the post
office. Jazbow curiously watctiéhim disappear into the building.

Sergeant John Clark sat at his desk in immaculate dress blue tnatiser
red stripeand khaki military blouse. His expert shooting badge glistened over his
pocket. The sergeastwhite cover with spit polished bi#indthe gole&nglobe
and anchor emblem of the United States Marine Cegssplaced on a shelf
behind him Hehad beercompleting his final reports for the month when a boy
appeared before him.

The boy was about six foot in height. He had sbarkhair and s facial
skin was adolescent and void of whiskers or, he thought, of contact with a razor.
The boy wore a red and blue flannel shirt jeans and a erankedeather jacket.
They boy also wore glasses and a paimathworn sneakersThe sergeant
noticed that the boy looked him in the eye as he spoke his first words. The
sergeant slowly put his report aside. “Good morning. I'm Sergeant Clark. What
can | do for you?”

The recruiter was a Staff Sergeant. A model Marine he worked his South
Georgia territoy, college to college, high school to high schd@m his
headquarters at the Macon post office. He filled his quota every quarter always
keeping an eye out for just the right candidate. He had heard their stories, listened
to their ambitions, their solern accents and their fathers who had come with
their sons to say they too had servddhe fathers often seemed to offer their sons
to theMarine Corps that would make them men.

When addressg young Poplar,” Whatan | do foryou.” healready knew
thedeal was done. He could size up a recruit in a glance. Perhaps it was the look
of determination as they spoke about communications, flight and transportation
schools, a promise of vocation for a hot rod or Civil Air Patrol enthusiast.

“I tried to catchyou at the college but you'd alreaggne.” saidPoplar.

“Sorry | missed you. I've got a prettpughschedule toward the end of
the quarter.”



Poplar looked around glancing at a large poste model Marine in dress
blues,thesmartly airbrushed image tfe Marine machine, the man of steel. “I've
decided to join the Marines.”

“Well that’s a big decision. You've thought about it, | can tell.”

“Yes sir.”

The recruiter reached into his desk for a folio and a book. Poplar noticed
the Sergeant did not lookrfthe book and folio but reached for it knowing
exactly where tharticleswere kept He placedthemon the desk in front of
Poplar.“There are some photos of basic training and some of the things we do in
the Marine Corpsl have to make a call and Iie back in a minuté.

Poplar flipped through the book. There were black and white photos of
recruits throwing huge medicine balls, lifting huge logs, climbing a hufrae,
and grasping an enormous rope engaging in a fierce tug of war all events @bserve
by highly focusednstructors. He looked at the photos but did not see them. His
mind was racing wildlspinningin a weightless void with odtaction He
desperately sought directioHe did not know the Marine Corps from the Army
really but somethinga thing omnipresent propelled him onward now, onward
into this portal an entry or an exitle did not knowlIt was all the same.

“So what did you think of the book.” The recruiter had returned.

Poplar nodded approvingly without speaking.

The recruiter wa suddenly cautious. He took the book and opened it
again turning to a section that displayed pictures of technical schools, jet engines,
diesel engine school, communications and aircraft maintenance. “How about this
section. Did younoticethese Marine Grps technical schools?”

“No sir.”

“So what part of the Marine Corps do you like most.”

“Infantry sir. Four years.”

The recruiter noticed that the bagainlooked him strait in the eye when
he spoke these words. Why a young boy would titi@ word was myone’s
guessthe subliminal influence of a youthfakposureof movies,to The Sands of
Iwo Jima, Walk In The Surthe shadow o father or uncle or guardian, the lust
for something, anything different from the present. Perhaps it was that morning in
the rain, watching the jet pilot liind dissappeanto the sky But all of this was
of little concern to the recruiter now. He snapped the book shut and opened the
folio. He skillfully contained his glee that at the last day of the quota pehed,
absolute luck thahe had made his qudtéde placed four documents before the
boy.

“I made a call to the college and spoke with the Dean of Students. You
have a good record at the collegeu¥m@ven't knocked up some gal have you?”

Poplar suddenly lookedpuand grinned. “No sir.”

“Well my last concern is your parents. Have you consulted your parents
about this decision?”

“No sir. But | will cal my dad tonight.”

“That’s fine. You will see your life changing very fast in the Corps. | have
served for eight ya&rs. The Marine Corps is my career. | love the Marine Corps. |
think you will make a fine Marin&ance Poplaf



At that the recruiter spread aie forms that would be Vance Christian
Poplar’s first contract. The recruiter reviewed the details of theract with the
boy, much as a car salesman reviews the details of an agreement of sale. Final.
But Poplar was in yes mode. Get it done. Get it on. Get it gone.

In the days the followed the shock wave if what he had done rippled
through the small collegeampus, his friends and his family. Letha Rose wept his
father became stoically lost in his memories of his war and a girl in Lydalia
formed a word with her lovely glossy lips Bsplar sat in thie old teenage
hangoutDick’s Snack ShackFats Domino’Aint That A’shamelayed on the
juke box.

“Why?”

Atlanta Induction Center: February 4, 1963te fluorescentights came
on at five in the morningl'he varietyof young men had completed their head to
toe physicals. The NCO duty, an Air Force etdsTAD to the centeyelled out
for them to roll up the vinyl ticking mattress on which they had slept, without
sheets antb prepare for breakfast in the mess hall.

“Okay. You people will shit shower and shave and meet me here in room
D-135 in one hourYou will take your personals with you wherever you go. Do
not leave your personals on your bunk. You will take morning chow from zero
six hundred to zero seven hundred hours. Then you will return to reb28 Do
complete your forms and ready for diggato your branch assignments.

Room D128: A short Army corporakson a gray desk watching the long
side burns and duck tailexhlistees’parade through the door. He checked his
watch and tersely directed the attendees to take a seat in the scheol desk

“Auh ‘ight listen up. Roll call. Get used to it.” He laughed to him self.

“Smith, RD?”

“‘Here.”

“Kershaw, David?”

“‘Here.”

“Johnson, Rudolph

“‘Here.”

“Rollins, W.D?

“Yo.”

“Whats that supposed to mean Rollins?”

“‘Here.”

“Goldberg, J.R?

“Present.”

“Poplar,V.C?”

“‘Here.”

“Butts, P.H.?'Right heh suh?”

“Whats the P stand for Howard?”

“Phillip uhh sir”



“Okay.Auh’right you people get used to answering with sir. I'm an NCO
you don’t normally say sir to me, but during your basic training you will say sir
before you brush your teeth. Got that?”

A barely audible mumble of sleepy respandée corporal chuckled to
himself again. “Guess you'll learn when the time comes.” He yawned.

“Higgins, Harwood?”

“He’s still in the bathroom.Replied a recruit.

“Okay, les hold up a minute.” The corporal checked his watch again.

“I’'m waiting for your jackets still down in Admin. Who's going where?

Butts, how about you?”

“Army, uh sir.”

“Rollins?”

“Air Force electronics school.”

“Anybody else AirForce?’

Smith and Kershawaised their handsHiggins walked in his complexion
pale his hair ruffled.”

“You feel alright Higgins?” Higgins nodded without speaking. “Where
you headed?”

“Navy.” replied Higgins.

“Not even aboard ship yet and your sea sick, | can tell.”

“’Shit yeh!” sparked Smith laughing.

“Hey recruit, you will watch your language. Understand?”

“Goldberg, Johnson where are you headed?”

“Navy flight maintenance school.” Goldberg spoke for Johnson. They had
joined & buddies.

“Well that's everybody but Poplar. | gseyou're here just to visit? What
branch is waiting for you.”

“Marine Corps.”Poplar relied sternly.”

“Holy fuckin’ shit. You poor fucking bastard.” Replied the corporal
amidst roars of laugher as he passed an endless stream of forms to be read and
signed

On the noon Grayhound Charter, Vance Christian Poplar would be on his
way to Marine Corps Recruit Depot, Parris Island, South Carolina.

| only vaguely remember those few days thrathgiAtlanta InductionCenterl
distinctly remember the vinyl ticlg mattress, no sheets and one army blanksted
and turned in the next mornind.do recall most of the recruiis Atlantawere heavy
smokersvhen ever allowed. More vividasmy meeting with the Marine Corps Recruiter
in MaconPost Office a week @o before some three hours to the south of Atlahi&e
all Marines, | distinctly remember the date. February 3, 1988an odd irony, my
parents delivered me back to Macon for the signing inithadted my four year
enlistment irthe MarineCorps

Years earlierhey had met while my father was assigned to Army Air Corps motor
pool at Warner Robins Field in 1941. My mother was a civilian clerk to an Army Air
Corps officer, a Major Day, who had barnstormed with his wife in the wooly days of



aviation. They had told this story to me and my sister many times, the story always ending
with sitting on a front porch in courtship as a jeep screeched up, the driver yelling for my
father to get back to the base. The Japanese had just bombed Pearl H&bowlrere
was Pearl Harbg?” they would always add signifying the end of the st@nythe
beginning of another.

There was no wise old teacher who knew the history of Asia. But there were good
teachers who drilled the fundamentals of leagjiresearch and readg into us.The
crusty old teacher who drilled me on typing would not believe my achievements on the
keyboard. Once | observed mpther as arand executive secretary for the Anglican
Church Rector, typing a document a lightning spleeding me wondering | would
ever match such expertisehe old teacher gave me a pricelégimegift for which |
will always be grateful.

We really knew nothing about Annam, Southeast Asia, or Indochina for that
matter. We were preoccupied wittovies stock Chevys, d®k and Roll, the issues of
Civil Rights only just then appearing in the daily papers as a result of Dr. Martin Luther
King great movemenBut we would learn in time.

M.Malsbary July 2004






