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Lackland, ‘Gateway to the Air Force’
Some time later, they passed through the front gate at Lackland and followed the winding base road for a ways. Little did they know that the freedom to look around and watch the unfolding scene outside the bus windows would end in a matter of seconds. They pulled into the parking lot of a small white frame building with a sign stating, Cadet Club over the door. As the bus stopped, they spied another group of freshly starched, khaki-clad aviation cadets standing near the front entrance. They all wore white gloves and stood stiffly erect. As soon as the new arrivals' feet touched the ground, the cadet upper class members who awaited their arrival greeted them with a fusillade of shouts and orders in an effort to render the appropriate welcome to their new charges. "Cage those eyeballs, Mister!" "Stop that gazing!." "Just WHO do you think you are; are you trying to buy this place?" 

This was a new experience for him. He had never heard anything comparable to the condemnation and shouting that was inflicted upon them by these harsh strangers. It was shocking, the transition from the civilian world of an hour ago into this hostile and foreign atmosphere, bereft of any compassion or consideration for its new victims. 

From those first moments until six weeks later, he saw little else, so it seemed, except the back of the head of the guy who sat or marched in front of him. The new arrivals were ordered to gather their bags and whatever small items they had brought. Fortunately, having been forewarned, he had brought a minimal amount of clothing. It can only be imagined how the rag-tag bunch must have looked, with upper classmen shouting at the top of their voices as the green troops attempted to gather in formation. Later on, after advancing to the upper class, he saw other unfortunates called 'rainbows', still in their civilian clothes, struggling along in an attempt to march as they were led away into the hell that awaited. 

There was a problem with their barracks assignment so their flight was temporarily housed in the day room which was located in the middle section of the first level of the two-story barracks. In the midst of the chewing and dressing-down by their upper class, the cadets were ordered to make their beds and prepare their area for inspection. Seldom were there specific instructions in the proper way that things ought to be done. Instead, the learning process was primarily one of mistakes, followed by discipline and correction by an all-too-eager upper class. 

Their tormentors would leave the room just long enough for the cadets to become involved in the many things to be done. Suddenly they would reappear, catching everyone off guard. Failure to call the room to attention, which is what the upper class cadets wanted to occur, resulted in a dressing-down of the offenders. After that one person was then singled out for special treatment. Meanwhile, the rest were kept at attention while the punishment was rendered to the unfortunate victim. Once that afternoon, the group was kept standing at attention for thirty minutes. The constant harassment continued on into the evening. Finally after an interminable first day, they were ordered to prepare for lights-out at ten. Wakeup was scheduled for five o'clock the following morning. 
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