Officer Candidate School

Before graduation from college, I was intending to go to law school but was talked into going into
the U.S. Marine Corps by two college friends. This was done on the premise that we could have
three more years of fun together. Two of the three never made it through Officer Candidate School
(0CN).

OCS was a real trip. I had several friends who had been in the Corps, and they advised that I
run all summer before OCS and get my hair cut shorter. I already had a crew cut. I went to Quantico
with my two “friends” Barry and Jimmy. We had a government ticket from Penn Station to
Quantico. Jimmy decided to exchange his meal tickets for beer. In D.C. we joined up with others
heading to Quantico for OCS.

We arrived late in the day and my life has never been the same since. People did not speak to
us; they YELLED CONSTANTLY.

One of our train mates had been ill informed on his departure for Quantico. He brought his
golf clubs. While we stood in formation on the platform, each of his clubs was ceremoniously
broken. What a terrible start for the day.

OCS was like a dream state for the first two weeks—everything in super speed—pee fast, run
fast, eat fast. Garbage cans flying through the squad bay at ungodly hours. Slowly, some of us got
the gist of what was going on. Keep your eyes straight ahead; listen to the Meritorious NCOs (non-
commissioned officers); run; run fast and always say, “Sir, yes Sir.”

Barry and Jim, my college pals, were having problems. I was in better shape and resigned
myself'to the daily routine. After about two weeks, we were given another more thorough physical.
During the physical, Barry was found to have a curvature of the spine that excluded him from
military duty. Barry was released. Now it was just Jim and me.

After about two months we were given leave and Jim and I met our wives in D.C. On the way
back, Jim said he was getting out! I told him he couldn’t without risking PI (Parris Island). Anyone
dropped from OCS for other than physical reasons went to PI. He said he missed Cathy and
couldn’t go on. He was going to claim his bad knee was the problem. It worked and he was released
about three weeks later. I was all alone, thinking, “How the hell did I get here?”

In October of 1962, the Cuban Missile Crisis was in full swing. We were on the parade field
when our Platoon Sergeant called us to attention, had us face to face and pointed to trains loaded
with tanks and artillery headed for South Florida. He said, “Were going to war. You had better
learn your stuff.”” A scary time to say the least.

November was the loneliest time at Quantico, particularly Thanksgiving. I was used to large
family gatherings and several days of fun with my brothers and sister. Not this year. I had a turkey
sandwich at Diamond Lou’s.

There are always people who you remember for the oddest reason. Candidate Wido; he was
from somewhere in the South, maybe Mississippi. His name fit his body. He was 5-foot-7, 180
pounds, all muscle. One day on the parade field, SSgt. (Staff Sergeant) McGuire got on all our
asses. He had us hold our M-14s straight out, shoulder level. He screamed all the time. Finally, out
of exhaustion, most let the rifle down. Not Wido. SSgt. McGuire was getting angry, so he leaned
on Wido’s rifle and said, “How’s that Wido?”” Wido didn’t say a word. McGuire leaned harder.
When asked again if he would lower the weapon, Wido replied in the smoothest Southern drawl,
“Sir. Please get your f***ing hands off my weapon or I will stick it up the sergeant’s a**, Sir.”
The platoon was immediately dismissed.



Billy Dan Parker, better known as B.D., was a real western hero. B.D. was a bachelor at the
time. He always complained that he needed “time off” to go to town. A lot of us were married, so
we understood. B.D. was from Oklahoma. Most of us were 21 to 23 years old. Billy Dan was 29!
To us, that was old. B.D. had been in the Corps as an enlisted man. He did his tour, got out, went
to college and graduate school, got bored at 29 and decided to become an Officer. He had been
through Parris Island, so he knew the ropes. They tried to break him, but he never bent. Old as he
was, B.D. kept up with the best of them, talking all the while. B.D. did not have many teeth. He
had bridges that would slide in and out as he spoke. He said he lost his teeth playing football. When
he came back to Basic School, he was married! When asked why, he said, “I got a pretty wife and
a tax deduction.” He was married on New Year’s Eve. No one could figure out where he found
that gem in Oklahoma.

John Connor from Massachusetts was a member of our platoon. After commissioning, we
became close as we went through Basic School. The wives banded together as most of the time we
were at school or on maneuvers.

No account of OCS at Quantico would be complete without mentioning SSgt. McGuire, one
of the platoon sergeants. Here was a man who could hyphenate any word and insert the word
“F**k” without blinking an eye. “Un-f**king-believable,” “Un-f**king-clumsy,” etc.

We got used to it, but I remember that Dad and Mom came down for the commissioning
ceremony. I suggested that my Dad meet me at the barracks. I was a little late. He was standing on
the step. We hugged; he looked at me and said, “Who is Sgt. McGuire?” 1 said, “He’s our platoon
sergeant.” Dad, a highly educated man who rarely cursed said, “/ have never heard a man use
F**k in so many different ways.” Dad was a quick study.

Bushong, who would ever keep a last name like that? Poor Bushong! You could tell right away
that he was not destined for “Bars.” He wasn’t an attractive individual. He had a big nose, an
elongated head, and a high voice. Every bad job was assigned to Bushong; just waiting for a
mistake. The Sergeants got their way. They made Bushong 1st Sgt., responsible for the headcount.
As expected, it was wrong and Mother McGuire jumped his butt immediately, “You are f**king
gone O0O0O SONG! You don’t belong in the Corps ‘cause your head’s shaped like a f**king piss-
cutter.” (“Piss-cutter” was the nickname given to the cover we wore). With those words, Bushong
was gone. What a cruel man, that McGuire.

The difficulty of OCS was to blend in and not stand out. If you are too fast, they assign you to
the rear; you carry those who “fallout.”

I never looked back on that except one time in Vietnam. It was my first firefight. Rounds
cracking overhead. Thumps of grenades; the special sound of an AK-47. Was I afraid? No. I
thought, “Wait ‘til I get back and get Jim and Barry.”
| was commissioned in Quantico, VA in December 1962 as a 2d Lt. (Lieutenant) From January to
July 1963, | attended Officer’s Basic School, also at Quantico, VA.



