
they had released the order for birthdays during the fall semester, which 
would determine who they would call first if they re-instituted the draft; 
my number was 352, fourteen away from the end...Jeff the motorcycle  
man, however, was in the top one hundred and had to fill out a form that 
Selective Service sent him to detail his current residence, phone number, 
main squeeze, whether he believed in UFOs, if he was planning a trip to 
Canada soon, and the like. I told him to carbon Henry Kissinger as it  
might be the key to end the deadlock in the Paris negotiations. Of course, 
if I got bored and horny, there was always the duffel bag; I wondered if 
they would let me substitute my duffel bag for their duffel bag if I was 
‘in the Army now’. You know morale would be high in  my unit. “Out-
standing, lieutenant! Your unit is consistently the highest in morale of 
any on the base. How do you do it?” “Sir, it’s not me, sir. It’s that short,  
skinny private over there, sir. He’s a natural born leader!” True.

- page 191
 The B in rhetoric, A in algebra, B in philosophy, and C in soci-

ology were all expected; the D in Spanish was somewhat of a surprise, 
since I half-expected to be anywhere from a C to flunking. My father,  
though, provided the real surprise. He told me that a C in my major was 
not good. “It indicates you’re just average in that study, son,” he said. I  
should seriously consider finding another avenue of study, he further ad-
vised. In other words, we’re in the age of specialization and, if you’re 
just average in your specialty,  well,  then,  you’re not  very special,  are  
you? -  pages 192-193

I met Cindy, the how, when, where, and what happened that first 
meeting forever lost in a shallow, unmarked grave that used to be an act-
ive region of brain cells which have since been  mercifully destroyed or 
overwritten  during  some  past  clutter  removal.  You  can  bet  your  ass, 
though, that I remember why I met her, considering that she was blond – 
I was a sucker for blonds then – and she was incredibly cute, thin as a 
rail, about five feet five inches with an attractively round butt. Yep, that’s 
why...

When I tried to slide my hand under her blouse and up to her 
breast, she suddenly went ballistic. From the resulting tirade I captured 
the words, ‘Why is it that boys,’ and other incomplete and, in all honesty, 
incoherent ramblings from which I could not, no matter what I did, return 
her to a state of functioning reason and communication...absolutely none 
of it made any sense at all. I walked her back to her dorm once she had 
returned to some calm, despite her protests. After that night, though, she 
was consistently busy with her studies – you understand, don’t you? – so 
I only saw her twice, although we did get to kissing, again, but she would 
pull away after a short time. After I returned from spring break and the 
trip to Florida, I never called her and she never called me...

- pages 194-195
Once we got near Daytona, though, it all changed to urban set-

tings and the traffic picked up considerably. It wasn’t long before we en-
countered  college  students  in  their  vehicles;  they  were  easy  to  spot, 
mostly because they were hanging out windows, screaming at each other, 
or waving beers and other alcoholic beverages, all on the roadway...The 
most disturbing distraction, by far, was the bikinis, tens, hundreds, thou-
sands of them. There oughtta be a law about bikinis and those wearing 
them. Yeah, and the law should state that all bikini wearers must be de-
tained in Jeff’s van for an indeterminate period of detention. The van 
would be full in no time so how would we get around? Rent a tow truck 
to haul the van, of course. Problem solved. Now, we just have to get that 
law passed, preferably before sundown. Where the hell is the city council 
when you need them anyway? Those worthless bureaucrats...

- pages 202-203


