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Lt. General Alexander Patch
Professor of Military Science and Tactics 1921 – 1936

General Alexander McCarrell “Sandy” Patch (23 November 1889 – 21 November
1945) was an officer in the United States Army, best known for his service in World War II. He
commanded U.S. Army and United States Marine Corps forces during the invasion of Guadalcanal,
and the Seventh Army in Operation Dragoon (the invasion of
southern France).

Early career
Patch was born on Fort Huachuca, a military post in Arizona

where his father commanded a detachment. He never considered
any career other than the army, and received his appointment to
the United States Military Academy at West Point, New York, in
1909. He wanted to follow his father into the cavalry, but realizing
that it was becoming obsolete, he instead chose the infantry, into
which he was commissioned in 1913. In World War I, Patch

served as an infantry officer and as an instructor in the Army’s machine gun school. While he
was commanding troops on the front line in France, his leadership came to the attention of
George C. Marshall, then a member of General John Pershing’s staff.

Between the World Wars
After the war, Patch studied at the Command and General Staff School at Fort Leavenworth,

and as a major, he spent the next 15 years as Professor of Military Science and
Tactics at Staunton Military Academy in Staunton, Virginia.

Assigned to SMA in 1921, Alexander Patch made such a deep impression on the
cadets that they dedicated their 1922 yearbook to him. The dedication read “to
Major Alexander McCarrel Patch, sterling officer and thorough gentleman, whose

devotion to our alma mater
has been untiring, this volume
of the Blue and Gold is
dedicated.”

Leaving SMA in 1936,
he was promoted to colonel
and was placed in charge of
the recruitment camp at
Camp Croft in South
Carolina. During the military
buildup before the United
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Lt. General Patch in 1945

   Major Patch in 1921 Major Patch in 1933

See pages 12, 13 and 14
for  reunion information
and registration form.
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_____ Baseball Caps ........................................................... $7.00
Structured Hats: White with Blue Lettering “Staunton Military Academy”

Blue with Gold Lettering “Staunton Military Academy”
Blue with Gold Hat Shield

_____ Baseball Caps ......................................................... $15.00
Unstructured Hats: Blue, White, OR Tan with Cross Rifles and Lettering
                               “Staunton Military Academy”
T-Shirts:  M-3X

_____ Blue: (Gold Silk Screened Hat Shield) .................... $7.00
_____ Blue: (Gold Embroidered Hat Shield) ....................... $7.00
_____ Gold: (w/ Blue Embroidered Hat Shield on front &

Embroidered SMA Shoulder Patch on sleeve) .......... $18.00
_____ Gold: (with full color hat sheild patch) .................... $20.00
_____ Black: (with full color hat sheild patch) ................... $20.00

T-Shirts:  M-3X - Long sleeve
_____ Gold: (with full color hat sheild patch) .................... $25.00

Sweatshirts:  M-3X
_____ Blue: (Gold Embroidered Hat Shield Patch) ............. $17.00
_____ Gray: (Embroidered Cross Rifles and lettering

“Staunton Military Academy”) ..................................... $17.00
_____ Polo (Golf) Shirts:   M-3X
_____ Solid White or Blue with Blue Embroidered Hat Shield ... $39.00
_____ Solid Black with Gold Embroidered Hat Shield ........ $39.00
_____ Blue (Chevron design on collar and cuff)

Embroidered with cross rifles and lettering
“Staunton Military Academy” ................................. $20.00

_____ Jackets:   $65.00  M-3X
_____ Navy Blue with Gold Embroidered Hat Shield

(3)-2XL (1)XL -  ONLY SIZES LEFT .................... $50.00
_____ Gold with Full color Hat Shield ................................ $75.00
_____ Black with Full Color Hat Shield Patch .................... $75.00
_____ Blue Fleece 1/4 zipper front pullover

Embroidered with Gold Hat Shield ........................... $39.00
_____ Small cooler bright yellow w/black trim: full color

Hat Shield Patch on front ......................................... $24.00
_____ Officer/NCO Belt Buckle ......................................... $30.00
_____ Leather Garrison Belt ............................................... $35.00

(can be cut to sizes up to 50 inches)
_____ Car Window Decal ...................................................... $3.50
_____ Original Post Cards of scenes from SMA ................... $2.00
_____ SMA Shoulder Patches ............................................... $2.00
_____ Blue Book (reprint) .................................................. $10.00
_____ Mug: Black “Barrel” Mug with Gold Hat Shield ....... $5.00
_____ Steins: White with Gold Hat Shield .......................... $10.00
_____ License Plate Holder: Plastic with lettering

“Staunton Military Academy Alumni Association” in gold ................ $10.00
_____ DVD Disc:”A History of the Staunton Military Academy”

Produced and Directed  by Greg Robertson SMA ’70
_____ ................................................................................... $20.00
_____ CD: A collection of items related to the history of SMA

contains ads (1884-1930) catalogs, panorama of campus &
Corps of Cadets, postcards, and 16 Yearbooks including the
first(1906) and last printed (1975) ............................ $20.00

Charges listed below are for United States in-country delivery only.
Shipments to Hawaii, Bahamas, and other distant destinations are
subject to shipper’s charges.

Shipping charges must be added:
    $00.00 to $30.00 ................................................................ $0011.00
    $31.00 to $70.00 .................................................................. $013.15
    $71.00 and above ................................................................ $015.15

Name:___________________________________________________________

Address:_________________________________________________________

City:_______________________________________State:_______ZIP:_______________

Telephone: ( ______) ______________E-mail:__________________________

The Cadet Store is located in the
SMA-VWIL Museum in the former
SMA Supply Room. The form at right
should be completed and mailed, with
your check enclosed, to:

SMA Alumni Association
P. O. Box 958, Woodrum Station
Staunton, Virginia 24401-0958
You can also contact the store by

e-mail at SMAOffice@sma-alumni.org
 or call (540) 885-1309 for informa-
tion, leave a message, and your call
will be returned as soon as possible.

Credit card orders can be pro-
cessed by using the form on page 28.
Your order will be shipped when pay-
ment is received.
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CADET STOREBriefly

SMA Sabre for sale?  Recently, Arlene Nicely was asked by one of
our alumni, if anyone had an SMA sabre for sale.  If you have a sabre
you would consider selling, or if you know anyone who might, please
contact Arlene at our SMA Alumni Association office in Staunton.

P. O. Box 958, Woodrum Station,
Staunton, Virginia 24402-0958

Telephone: (540) 885-1309 / (800) 627-5806

E-mail: SMAOffice@sma-alumni.org
Website: http://www.sma-alumni.org

Dr. Brenda Bryant Memorial Walk-Run.  There will be a new
event at this year’s combined reunion, a Walk-Run event in memory
of Dr. Brenda Bryant.  It is scheduled from 2:00 to 4:00 p.m. on
Saturday, March 23rd.  Registration will be on the asphalt before the
race.

States’ entry into World War II, George Marshall was appointed Chief
of Staff of the United States Army. He promoted Patch to brigadier
general, and sent him to Fort Bragg, North Carolina, to supervise the
training of new soldiers.

World War II, Pacific Theater
Patch was promoted to major general on 10 March 1942. In that

year, he was sent to the Pacific Theater of Operations to organize the
reinforcement and defense of New Caledonia. He took command of
a loose collection of units, and formed them into the Americal Division
(a contraction of “American, New Caledonian Division” adopted as
the division’s name on Patch’s suggestion after it was proposed by a
soldier in the division.)  The Americal Division first saw action in the
Guadalcanal campaign in October 1942, when it relieved the valiant,
but malaria-ridden 1st Marine Division there. In December 1942, Patch
moved up to command of the XIV Corps, and he was given charge of
the entire offensive on Guadalcanal. Patch personally led troops under
his command on a dangerous offensive in the Battle of Mount Austen,
the Galloping Horse, and the Sea Horse to capture several fortified
hills and ridges from Japanese forces. Under his leadership, by February
1943 the Japanese were driven from Guadalcanal.

In May 1943 Patch returned to the United States where he was
placed in charge of the 4th Corps at Fort Lewis, Washington. He was
also given responsibility for the Desert Training Center.

Patch continued

Pass in Review
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Lt. General Alexander PatchLt. General Alexander PatchLt. General Alexander PatchLt. General Alexander PatchLt. General Alexander Patch

World War II, European Theater
Impressed by Patch’s performance on Guadalcanal, General Marshall ordered him to the European Theater of Operations,

where he took over command of the Seventh Army from General Mark Clark. Under Patch, the Seventh Army landed in
southern France in Operation Dragoon on 15 August 1944, after which Patch – who was promoted to lieutenant general on 18
August 1944 – led the Seventh Army in a fast offensive up the Rhone Valley. On 9 September 1944, near Dijon, France, it met
up with elements of Lieutenant General George S. Patton’s Third Army that had driven east from the beaches of Normandy.
Patch suffered personal tragedy when his son, Captain Alexander M. Patch III, was killed in action on 22 October 1944 while
serving as an infantry company commander in the 79th Infantry Division.

In the spring of 1945, Supreme Allied Commander General Dwight D. Eisenhower offered Patch a B-25 Mitchell and pilot
for his personal use, but Patch turned down the offer because he wished to remain in touch with his subordinate commanders
during fast-moving operations and preferred a smaller plane that could land on unimproved fields and pastures.  He narrowly
escaped injury or death on 18 April 1945 when a German Messerschmitt Me 109 intercepted the United States Army Air
Forces 72nd Liaison Squadron Stinson L-5 Sentinel liaison aircraft, Sea Level, which was taking him from Kitzingen to
Öhringen, Germany, to coordinate operations during the Battle of Nuremberg. His pilot, Technical Sergeant Robert F. Stretton,
maneuvered the L-5 so skillfully that Patch arrived safely at Öhringen.  Stretton later received the Distinguished Flying Cross
for the flight.

Patch retained command of the Seventh Army through the end of the war in Europe in May 1945, crossing into Germany
and over the Rhine River, leading the Seventh Army’s attack on the German Siegfried Line, and then moving into southern
Germany.

Awards and decorations
Ribbon bar with the list of General Alexander M. Patch´s decorations:

1st Row
Army Distinguished Service Medal w/ two Oak Leaf Clusters, Navy Distinguished
Service Medal, Bronze Star

2nd Row
World War I Victory Medal with three battle clasps, American Defense Service
Medal, American Campaign Medal, Asiatic-Pacific Campaign Medal w/ two service stars

3rd Row
European-African-Middle Eastern Campaign Medal w/ three service stars, World War II Victory
Medal, Companion of the Order of the Bath (United Kingdom), Commander of the Légion
d’honneur (France)

4th Row
Croix de guerre with palm (France), Order of Leopold II, Grand Cross (Belgium), Croix de guerre with palm (Belgium),
Order of Abdon Calderón (Ecuador)

Continued from page 2
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taps
moved to Bolton Hill. “As a teacher,
he was exacting and made us toe
the mark when studying the
pathology slides,” said Dr. Robert
B. Welch of Baltimore. “He also
had a wonderful sense of humor.”
A 1970 Baltimore Sun article noted
his role in an earlier Hopkins
experiment involving 26 lab rats that
were fed a diet of nothing but yogurt
and developed cataracts.

He wrote that in 1968 he was
“ready for a change of pace” and left Hopkins to begin a
private practice at 14 W. Mount Vernon Place. He retired in
1982 and became a consultant in the Office of Disability
Operations for the Social Security Administration. “The work
load is variable, the hours flexible ... an ideal arrangement for
the physician in retirement,” he wrote.

In his essay for his 50th Princeton reunion, he wrote that
in 1973 he bought the Park Avenue house that
Fitzgerald rented between 1933 and 1936. “During
that time, [Fitzgerald’s wife] Zelda was hospitalized
for mental illness at the Johns Hopkins Hospital and
at the Sheppard Pratt Hospital, where I served as a
consultant. The Fitzgeralds entertained Gertrude Stein
at this home. Scott completed ‘Tender Is the Night’
here and posed for promotional photographs at the
fireplace in the study,” he wrote. He went on to say,
“It was a sad and troubled place for him. My life in
this house, however, has been a pleasant and
rewarding one.” He donated his Fitzgerald holdings
to Princeton several years ago. He was also a benefactor of
the Walters Art Museum and the Baltimore Museum of Art.

Friends said that Dr. Duke was also a collector of
American 19th-century landscape paintings, as well as antique
furniture, rugs and porcelain that he displayed in his residence.
He regularly visited New York and Baltimore auction houses,
galleries and museums. “He lived a wonderful lifestyle,” said
his attorney, Frederick S. Koontz. “He was a Southern
gentleman. He grew up in that world, and it was his world.”
Dr. Duke frequently traveled to Venice. He also enjoyed lengthy
railroad trips.

Survivors include two nieces
Originally posted in the Baltimore Sun.

Heiskell Rea Gray, SMA ‘51

   Heiskell “H.R.” Rea Gray, age
80 of Ocean View, Delaware and
formerly of Suitland, Maryland,
passed away on Tuesday, October
16, 2012 in White Sulphur Springs,
West Virginia.

Dr. James Roncie Duke

He was born on June 5, 1932 son of the late Heiskell and
Cathleen (Dorsey) Gray.  Heiskell attended Staunton Military
Academy for four years, graduating with the class of 1951.
“H.R.” was a licensed attorney in Maryland and D.C. before
his retirement.  Mr. Gray was also the former owner of the
Cedar Hill Inn in Suitland, Maryland which his family owned
since the 1950’s.  Heiskell enjoyed coaching ASA 18 and
under girls’ softball; however, his true enjoyment was his family,
especially his grandchildren.

He is survived by his loving wife of 44 years, Darlene
Ann (Armand) Gray; three children, Tricia Bird and her
husband John of Ocean View, Delaware, John Gray and his
wife Susan of Bethesda, Maryland, and Tracy Gray of Ellicott
City, Maryland; a sister, Eleanor “Sissy” Mangum of Suitland,
Maryland and six grandchildren, Krisula, Joshua, Hanna, Colin,
Wesley, and Wyatt.

Robert K. West, SMA ‘70

Robert West’s passing
was reported by Mario
Martinelli, SMA ‘70.  No other
information is available at this
time.

Warren C. Wood, Jr.,
(SMA Sophomore in 1966)

Warren C.Wood, JR., 58, passed
away on October 21, 2008, from
complications due to pancreatic
cancer. Mr. Wood, a third-generation
Miamian, was born on May 4, 1950.
He attended Redland Elementary and Junior High School,
Staunton Military Academy, and graduated from South Dade
High School. He then attended Georgia Southern College.

Growing up, Mr. Wood farmed potatoes with his brother,
Kermit on the family farm, G.C. Wood & Sons in the Redlands.
Later, he owned Mango Creek Nursery, where he grew palms,
flowering trees and exotic plants. A member of Fairchild
Tropical Gardens, he volunteered many hours replanting after
Hurricane Andrew. After hurricanes destroyed Metro Zoo
and Captiva Island, he also helped renew both properties.

His passions were the natural world, history, literature,
art, music, antiques and photography. He traveled extensively
in Central and South America exploring ancient indigenous
cultures.

He will be greatly missed by his many friends and family.
Warren had a kind, tender, generous heart and was loved by
all who knew him.

Published in The Miami Herald on October 29, 2008Cadet Gray in 1951

Cadet West in 1970

Warren Wood in 2012
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Death and legacy
In August 1945, Patch returned to the United States to take command of the Fourth Army, but he was soon hospitalized with
lung problems. He died of pneumonia on 21 November 1945 at Brooke General Hospital at Fort Sam Houston, Texas. He is
buried at West Point Cemetery on the grounds of the U.S. Military Academy at West Point, New York.  Kurmärker Kaserne,
in Stuttgart-Vaihingen, Germany, was renamed Patch Barracks in his honor on 4 July, 1952.
Patch Barracks is the home of Headquarters, United States European Command (HQ USEUCOM), the supreme American
military command in Europe. Patch Barracks also has an elementary and high school named after General Patch. The United
States Navy transport USNS General Alexander M. Patch (T-AP-122) was also named for General Patch. Patch was
promoted posthumously to General (four stars) on 19 July 1954.

Editor’s Notes:  For more information about General Patch, go to the following books.
• Charles Pfannes and Victor Salamone. The Great Commanders of World War II, Volume III: The Americans.
• Weirather, Larry. “Saving General Patch.” Aviation History, May 2012, pp. 18–19.
• William K. Wyant (1991). Sandy Patch - A Biography of Lt. Gen. Alexander M. Patch. Praeger.

ISBN 0-275-93454-3.

Reprinted from Wikipedia.

letters/e-mails to the editor
LETTERS/EMAIL TO THE EDITOR

September 9, 2012
Dear Arlene and Brock,

Finally, the lazy old guy gets a note off to two wonderful persons.  When I had the beautiful visit with you two, I was at the start of
a “revisit yearbooks” type of trip.  It ended up being 2,300 + miles and took several weeks.  I went to my childhood memories in four
states and loved every minute of the journey.  I came home totally worn out, but full of happiness for the things, people, and events I
encountered.  Today is my 85th birthday; so I figured I should get my memories straight because this could be my last chance.

Before I go on, I want to say that the high light of the entire trip was the luck I had when I found the two of you.  You filled a spot
in my life that was a deep void.  I bonded with both of you at once; so tell me there are no great powers. I love you both and thank you
from the bottom of my heart for your kindness to me.

I am enclosing a couple of papers from school which may have no value except for the signatures.  I hope you find some spot for
them in the museum.

Around 20 years ago, I got the word that Tom Butscher, SMA ’44, was dying.  I drove to Maryland to see him and found he was
in bad shape.  One thing he really wanted was a 1944 Shrapnel, which he failed to get.  So, of course, I gave him mine.  Tom Passed
away shortly thereafter, and I never recovered my yearbook.  If you bump into a bright young alumni that has a 1944 book they would
sell, I would be thrilled to buy it.

Say, Arlene, I got a laugh out of the transcript you ran for me.  When I told my family about my grades at SMA, they really laughed.
When I was there, I was so excited that I forgot to take the transcript with me.  Could you send me a copy?

I hope that I will be able to get to Staunton and see the two of you again.  You are a very bright star in my life, and I’ll never forget
you.
Dave Fisher, SMA ‘44
Editor’s Note: Arlene sent Dave a ’44 yearbook from our museum collection.

VWIL        NEWS
“Nothing,” I said too quickly. Then responded “Maybe some more envelopes.”  Dr. Bryant disappeared upstairs. A few minutes

later she returned with a stack of envelopes and a book of stamps.  A few days later, the letters were all mailed off, and replies soon
made their way to the VWIL Office as an RSVP or a phone call from surprised, but pleased, SMA alumni.

On the day of the parade, held in honor of SMA alumni, I didn’t quite realize the impact that my decision would have on the VWIL
Corps of Cadets, the SMA alumni, and the community.  All I had wanted to do was to reach out and bridge a gap between two entities
that shared immense similarities—two corps of cadets among the ranks of which stood dedicated young dreamers, each with their own
hopes and ambitions.  Both corps marched proudly on the same grounds, which seemed to pass down a legacy of pride and strength
from one generation to the next.  It just made sense to me, and to Dr. Bryant, that SMA and VWIL ought to be connected in some way.

While the event went smoothly, in retrospect it was a bit of a blur to me. It all happened very quickly, and the following week both
Dr. Bryant and General Bissell commented proudly on the impact of my accomplishment.  Later in my college career I was awarded
the first SMA-VWIL scholarship.

In hindsight I see how my dream was but a dream; and while I initiated the relationship between the SMA alumnae and the VWIL
Corps of Cadets, it would not have been possible without Dr. Bryant’s support.  Had she come downstairs that day and said, “Oh, you’re
still working on that?” or had she not thought it was such a good idea from the start, I would have given up long ago.   Instead, with few
words, Dr. Bryant let me know that she was behind me all the way.  She was unique in that way.  It was as if she held a space for me
and said, “Try, and I’ll be here if you fail.  If you don’t fail, I’ll be here to be proud of you.”

Her leadership style was different for me.  No one had ever supported me in that way.  Honestly, no one.  Most other individuals in
leadership roles tend to take the approach of telling subordinates what to do, and following with instructions for how to do it.  What was
most scary about Dr. Bryant’s approach was how much freedom she gave each cadet.  While different, Dr. Bryant’s leadership style
was deeply impactful.  I have met very few people in my life that can lead in the same way, and I have come to believe that it takes a
deep level of personal strength to teach and to lead as she did.

So much about Dr. Brenda Bryant still remains a mystery to me.  In hindsight that list has shrunk just a little bit now, and I will always
be thankful that Dr. Bryant brought her talents and strengths to me and to so many others during her tenure at MBC.

taps

Dr. James Roncie Duke, a
retired ophthalmologist and Johns
Hopkins pathologist who was a
collector of F. Scott Fitzgerald’s
works and lived in what once was
the novelist’s Baltimore home, died
of complications from dementia
Oct. 16 in Bolton Hill. He was 88.
Born in Tampa, Fla., he was
the son of an ophthalmologist.
He attended Plant High
School in Tampa and was a

1942 graduate of Staunton Military Academy in Virginia.
In an autobiographical essay he wrote for a 50th

class reunion at Princeton University, he said, “I wanted
a change of scene from the South” when he applied to
college. He received an application to Harvard, but found
that “the Harvard application form was the more
complex, so I returned only the Princeton form.”

He said that he arrived at Princeton in 1942 and was
interested in the writings of Fitzgerald, who had studied there.
“His literary reputation was then in eclipse,” Dr. Duke wrote.
“I began then to collect his writings and have continued to

collect materials related to his life and work.”  After his
graduation from Princeton, he earned a degree at the Johns
Hopkins School of Medicine. He trained at a pathology
program at Columbia Presbyterian Hospital and returned to
Hopkins in 1949 for a three-year residency at the Wilmer
Ophthalmological Institute.  “During this period I worked
closely under the tutelage of Dr. Jonas Friedenwald, who had
written the first textbook in English on ophthalmic pathology,”

Dr. Duke wrote in an autobiographical sketch.
During the Korean War, he entered military service

and served in the Army at the Armed Forces Institute of
Pathology and at Fitzsimons Army Hospital in Denver.
The hospital also served tuberculosis patients. “After
one year of working there, I traded in my lab coat for
pajamas and began treatment myself for pulmonary
tuberculosis,” Dr. Duke wrote. During his recuperation,
he said, he read classics by Mann, Melville, Proust and
Tolstoy. He remained a reader and kept up a voluminous

correspondence.
He left the Army as a captain and accepted Dr.

Friedenwald’s invitation to return to Hopkins to head the
ophthalmic pathology laboratory in September 1955. He then

Cadet Duke in 1942
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letters/e-mails to the editor
September 19, 2012

We had two visitors in the museum yesterday—Mario Martinelli ’70 and a friend, both from Panama. Mario is the brother of
Ricardo Martinelli ‘69, President of Panama. He had not been back since he graduated, and he visited for quite a while. He told us that
Robert West ’70 had passed away (his classmate and friend).

From what I understand, the “friend from Panama” was the Bank Consultant for Panama (hope I understood correctly). That
gentleman did not write his name in the book...only Mario did. They were staying in Washington D.C. and came for a visit. Mario
stated that his brother would be addressing the United Nations in New York, and he would be attending that. He took a picture of the
display we have on the wall of his brother and sent it to him. He was very pleased with the display.

Arlene Nicely

October  9, 2012

Hello, this is very interesting to me on a personal level. I have heard stories all of my life about SMA. My father Charles S. Allen
Jr. attended this school for several years around 1915. During this time he became lifelong friends with Col Robert Frederick.
Unfortunately we never did get the chance to meet him, but did get to dine with his wife a few times in the early 70’s. He and my father
were the exact age, but he passed away at the age of 94… 11 years ago. My grandparents were from the Shenandoah Valley area
originally, and they had a family farm in that area for many years. I enjoyed reading about the history, etc. of the Academy.  I’m glad it’s
still there.Joanne SowleEditor’s note:  Posted on the SMA/VWIL Facebook.

E-MAIL  ADDRESSES
Mark Orr, SMA ’73, Webmaster

It is currently estimated that 92% of the population in the U.S. has an email address.  It should come as no surprise that
social networking has reached near ubiquity among Internet users here in the U.S.  According to recent comScore data, 98%
of the U.S. online population uses social media, such as Facebook and Twitter.  According to comScore, social networking has
reached 94.7% of users age 55 and older, representing a 12% jump between July 2010 and October 2011.

With these sort of statistics, it becomes obvious that more and more people are spending time online.  The SMA Alumni
Association established its official web presence on the Internet in 2001.  In 2011, in order to control rising costs and a stagnant
dues paying membership, the SMAAA began delivering the Kablegram Newsletter via email notification and posting a PDF
version on the web site.  The cost savings have been dramatic!

The key to making this work, however, is having valid email addresses for our alumni corps.  Whether you are a dues-
paying alumnus or not, we would still like to send you an email notification when a new Kablegram issue is posted on the web
site.  Currently, every time we send an email notice, we get about 33% “bounces” or Internet Service Provider (ISP) rejections
of emails due to bad email addresses.  Help us minimize these bounces – check that we have a good email address for you.

What can you do? Go to the SMA web site and look-up your name in the Online Email Directory at: http://www.sma-
alumni.org/email.htm

If your listing is correct, you need do nothing
If your listing is incorrect, email your corrections to: Registrar@sma-alumni.org
If your name isn’t listed, email your contact information to: Registrar@sma-alumni.org

A word about email addresses. Many choose to use their work email address, which is perfectly fine . . . until the person
changes jobs or retires.  So, you may want to think about the email address you want us to use.  We promise not to share or
sell your email address and we will not spam you either.

We also have a group page on Facebook that is pretty lively with about 235 active members.  Lots of pictures and
funny stories are shared in this group. Check it out at: https://www.facebook.com/#!/groups/97462675774/

from the webmaster

VWIL        NEWS
TRIBUTE TO DR. BRENDA BRYANT

By Iuliana Petre, Counseling Intern
Seattle Therapy Alliance

On Wednesday, August 15, 2012, the community of women and men of the Virginia Women’s Institute for Leadership, Mary
Baldwin College, Staunton Military Academy, and affiliated organizations, bid farewell to Dr. Brenda Bryant, who succumbed to her
third and final bout of breast cancer, one day shy of her 67th birthday.  Dr. Bryant’s death, at so young an age, was an unexpected onset
of sorrow, most especially for someone like me, who, following graduation and commissioning, had not kept up as much as I’d have liked
with the cornerstone individuals of VWIL and MBC.

And Dr. Brenda Bryant was indeed a cornerstone.  I was 17 years old when I first encountered Dr. Bryant.  Our first connection
was nothing more than a brief phone call, which she placed to me from her office in the VWIL house at MBC in Staunton, VA.  I could
hear in her voice that she was smiling when she called to personally welcome me into the VWIL program—an acceptance that came
even before my formal acceptance to Mary Baldwin College.

Months later, on a warm Virginia day, a couple of weeks into my null year (after Wilderness Adventure and Cadre Week), and at the
start of my freshman year at MBC, I walked into my work-study placement job at the former VWIL house on Sycamore Street (behind
Woodson Dorm).  It was there that I began to unravel for myself the mystery of Dr. Brenda Bryant.

The old VWIL house was a dark space filled with heavy pieces of wood furniture and creaking wood floors.  Sometimes, when the
house was empty, I would wander through each of the rooms.  I crept up the stairs quietly, cursing each creaking floorboard that, if
someone had been nestled quietly into an office upstairs, would have given away my presence.  I would walk past Dr. Bryant’s office
and wonder about the woman behind the door.  A consummate professional, she always looked the part, carried herself that way, and
never once darted outside the boundaries of a life that seemed traveled with elegant control.  She was flawless, and in short, I was
intimidated and inspired by her.

A busy woman, Dr. Bryant swept effortlessly between meetings, events, and the classes she taught.  I kept the company of Sue
Williams mostly – the former office manager in the VWIL house.  Sue and I talked about Dr. Bryant a lot since we were both equally
fascinated by that poised woman upstairs.  One day I came upon a photo album brimming with newspaper clippings.  One after another,
they traced the VWIL program to a time before its inception.  As a whole, the album depicted the program in a time-line, from the
conceptualization of the program as an alternative to admitting women into the Virginia Military Institute, into the development and
inception phases.  Almost every article mentioned Dr. Brenda Bryant, the woman selected to nurture the idea of VWIL, like a seedling,
which she brought to fruition.  She had accomplished so much in her time before VWIL, too.  She was rightfully a leader, as the articles
portrayed her, yet she was much more, too.  She was a powerhouse.

In my first few weeks at the VWIL house, I idolized her too much to ever grow too comfortable speaking to her.  This was a factor
a year later, as a sophomore student and second year cadet, while I was still working in the VWIL house, I got to talk to Sue about the
letters “SMA” that were etched into the concrete pillars along the back parts of campus, near Tyson Terrace and Kable Residence Hall.
I grew curious about them.  Sue, who had seen them also, was unable to explain very much to me about them.  So, I took up my own
research.  I read everything I found on online and relayed my findings to Sue.  I wondered aloud if she thought it would be great to honor
the SMA alumni in some way.  Indeed it would be, she said, listening intently to my idea.  Then she said, “You should tell Dr. Bryant about
your idea.”

I froze.  What?  How would I do that?  I still wasn’t completely at ease talking with her.  And what if she thought it was a dumb idea?
While nothing I had ever said to anyone in the VWIL office had ever been treated like a dumb idea, I was still in awe with Dr. Bryant
and feared rejection by her.  One day, not long after, Dr. Bryant came downstairs to ask Sue for some copies.  Sue mentioned to Dr.
Bryant that I had made some headway in my research about SMA.  From the sound of the conversation, they had talked about me quite
a bit already.  “If you put something together,” Dr. Bryant said turning to me, “We’ll support it.”  I was blown away.  But, that was all I
needed to hear in order to dive deep into the idea.

While there were no phone numbers or email addresses on the SMA websites I visited I found one link to a “webmaster,” so I sent
off an email, and within a few days, I received a response from Malcolm Kantzler, the man behind the Webmaster link.  With his help I
developed a mailing list of SMA alumni living either locally or near by within just a few hours.  I mailed personalized letters letting them
know that a parade would be held in their honor, the date of which had been selected by General Michael Bissell and Dr. Brenda Bryant.

One afternoon, as I worked on my letters in the VWIL office, Dr. Bryant, who expressed how impressed she was with my progress,
asked me, “What do you need?”  She wanted to help me in any way that she could.
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LIFE AS A CADET
(Part 2 of 4)

By Bob Horvath, SMA ‘47

MESS AND MISCELLANEOUS
Five hundred hungry, active teen-agers consume a lot of food. For that to be delivered and consumed in a half-hour was a

daunting challenge. Major Joe Taylor (yes the same one) was in charge of the mess hall. I won’t say the food was always the best, but
it was adequate in both quantity and quality. The first few weeks of the year were better, but after that, the routine became predictable.
We ate the same things every Monday and so on for each day. . Breakfast was the same every day. Eggs were scrambled, poached,
or fried with bacon. You could have pancakes, two types of cold cereal, toast, orange juice, milk, or coffee. On occasion, we had
chipped beef that was always burned. Grits were served every morning. All you wanted to eat was the rule, except when the Chief
[Waiter] didn’t have time to get it before mess was over. Three tables by the kitchen door were the choice tables as they were closest
to the kitchen. Pity the poor cadets who sat at tables on the other end of the mess hall.

The photo shows the athletes’ corner of the mess hall as it appeared in the
summer of 1998. Mary Baldwin College purchased the school in the mid
‘70s, and because the mess hall was declared a historic building, it has survived.
It is now used for gatherings and is rented for weddings and other occasions.
The lighted door in the background and another to the left were the entrances
to the kitchen. The stairway led to a smaller upper level for additional seating.
In front of the stairs was a table reserved for the Commandant and some of
the upper echelon administrators. The pathway from the door along the columns
was where the chiefs raced with huge trays filled with food. The chiefs who
had tables behind the photographer literally had to run to keep their tables
serviced.  Approximately one fourth of the areas is shown in the photograph.
Cadets entered through one central door and stood behind their chairs until
the First Captain, standing at the head of the stairs, said Grace and made any
pertinent announcements.

The sight of the mess hall invokes many memories created during two and a half years of eating three meals a day here. I can’t
remember a single instance of anyone getting sick on the food. Although it may not have been gourmet quality, it was substantial and
filling to over five hundred hungry cadets every day.

The chiefs would carry huge round aluminum trays filled with food and they would virtually run to keep up with the demand of the
cadets. Sadder still for the cadets seated a distance from the kitchen was the practice of giving those tables to the new waiters who had
to learn to hustle. Occasionally, a Chief would show off, and run the length of the mess hall with the large aluminum tray spinning on his
finger. The cadets would cheer and take up a collection for him if he made it without dropping the tray. Our Chief, Archie, was a
gentleman who seemed to be well educated and out of place as a waiter. I recently read a story written by a 1966 graduate, and he
mentioned Archie, who was still serving the football tables by the kitchen door, eighteen years later.

Sunday noon we ate fried chicken and ice cream. Sunday evening we had greasy cold cuts and slices of cheese. Yuk! Other meals
were Swiss steak, spaghetti, and meatballs, T-bone steak, fried fish, beef stew, and others I don’t remember. We also had a variety
of vegetables, and bread was always on the table. The worst meal was Sunday evening. If we had seventy-five cents several of us
would enter the mess hall and walk right out the back door. A walk across the football field to woods and a short walk to Marinos
would yield a large plate of Mama Marinos good Spaghetti and meatballs. Over the years, I imagine hundreds of cadets enjoyed
Marinos food and the good looks of Mama Marinos daughter Virginia. Still there, Marinos is a small, wooden, storefront type building
that I visited, in July of 1997 with Herk Wolf. Now, a little shopworn, the beautiful daughter was behind the small bar, no longer the
sweet young thing, but still attractive. Two country boy types in their late forties were drinking beer and playing guitars. They were very
good, too. It appeared they were everyday customers and I got the impression that the guitars were left there for the clientele to use.
Herk Wolf and I enjoyed a beer, talked of old times and left. What fond memories the visit evoked.

GOVERNMENT  INSPECTION  (GI)
By mid spring, the corps was shaping up. We had drilled innumerable hours to perfect our lines. Rifle drill was perfected and

competitions were held for individuals, squads, and companies. The hated Government Inspection was near. The school received

Athletes’ corner of the SMA Mess Hall

VWIL        NEWS
“Editor’s note.  This letter was sent to all VWIL alumni by General Bissell in early November.  Since SMA alumni are “friends
of VWIL”, it seems appropriate to share the letter with you in the Kablegram
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funding from the government.  In addition, the Army supplied several enlisted men that were on staff to instruct us in proper military
activities. The school did not want to lose this funding; so when the Government inspection was at hand, our workload increased. The
drills became more demanding, the school was cleaned, mess hall washed, rooms were inspected more thoroughly. Our regular
Sunday parade was critiqued more rigorously. Cadet officers were instructed to be more demanding, and for a month in advance of
the inspection, we all polished brass, shoes, floors, furniture, and anything that didn’t move with enforced enthusiasm.

The week before the inspection, we had a practice inspection. Practice hell, it was
full blown with the military advisors doing the inspection. They wore white gloves and
woe be on to the cadet who left some dust on his bedspring or on the molding of a
piece of furniture. We had been taking all extra things from our rooms such as extra
clothing, radios, and record players to the storage room in the basement. Virtually all
rooms had a loose floorboard, where things could be hidden at the last minute. Rifles
had been cleaned repeatedly and inspected. Doorknobs polished, and so it went. We
were critiqued after the practice and encouraged to do better. Finally the big day
came. We had been excused from school to prepare for the inspection. Many cadets
made their beds, and slept on the floor to get a jump on the inspectors. Cadet Officers
inspected repeatedly to make sure the areas of their responsibility would pass.

The piece to the rear was known as a clothes press. The press held everything you
owned, including a rifle that was in the slot on the left side. A clothes bag on the left end
held dirty clothes, and one cubbyhole had a mirror on the door. All personal things were kept in that spaces including shaving kit soap
comb ET. An inspection included the room, clothes press, rifle, your person, and anything else the inspector decided he wanted to
inspect.

This all seems rather melodramatic, but that’s the way it was. The inspection started at 10:00 a.m., and with a number of inspectors
working and it was over by one o-clock. As the inspectors left a room, the occupants would collapse on the bed, and take a short rest.
There was more to come. We were inspected on our military activities, and classroom studies, field stripping rifles, Browning Automatic
Rifles, and mortars. After all that, we still had to look forward to a parade the next day. More inspections were on the Asphalt, in
formation with rifles in full dress uniforms. Brass was shined until it looked like silver with spit shines on shoes. Every cadet had gotten
a haircut the previous week. Fingernails trimmed and clean, band instruments were polished, flagstaffs polished, and flags cleaned. The
thousand and one things no ordinary person would think of were reviewed.

Then the parade started, with the band playing loudly, we marched to the football field. The stands were filled with friends, faculty,
town girls, and ladies from Mary Baldwin College who had been alerted to the importance of this parade. We stood at attention while
the GI inspectors looked at our rifles, clothing, and person. Then the corps passed in review saluting as we passed the reviewing
stands, around the track, and back up the drive to the starting place. . As we marched up the drive some of the girls and members of
the audience clapped and said encouraging things. I assure you they were appreciated. Another ten minutes and it was over.
Each week, a company was selected as the best in parade. The Company Commanders were anxious to receive the award, which
entitled the company to carry a special flag in the next parade. How we appreciated hearing that word, DISMISSED. Now we all
breathed a sigh of relief. The next week the Staff would go easy on us for they knew how hard we had worked to pass the
Government inspection and bring pride to our cadet corps.

In these 50 years since leaving SMA I have drilled in the Air Force, watched the West Point Parades, and spoken to many people
about the quality of the military training we received at a military high school. It is my opinion that at Staunton in my years, our parades,
close order drill, and rifle drill, was equal to that at West Point, or very close to equal. I know of some other military schools that were
not up to the standards we maintained, at least during my years, but others were at least equal to SMA. I’m proud of that fact and that
I was able to demonstrate to some regular Air Force officers in the 3725 Air Installations Squadron at Tyndall, AFB in Florida that a
young Military ROTC 2nd Lieutenant could outdo them in close order drill. My expertise was appreciated by the enlisted men and
won me some brownie points with them, Points any 2nd . Lieutenant sorely needs.

COMPANY DEMONSTRATIONS
After the GI inspections were over, things would ease up; so we could concentrate on studies, or just enjoy ourselves. Working

out, swimming, sun bathing with a mixture of iodine and mineral oil rubbed on our skin to hasten the tan, (it didn’t) sleeping, playing
cards and just goofing off occupied our time for several weeks.

A typical room and cadet ready for inspection.
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reunion 2013
Then came the Company demonstrations. This was a fun thing. We had seven companies, A through G. One battalion of three

companies and one of four, a band and headquarters Company comprised the entire Corps. The companies were arranged according
to physical size. “A” Company had the taller cadets, and “G” Company, the smallest. Each company was comprised of two platoons
of approximately 33 cadets. Each company was to put on a demonstration of some kind, in competition with the other companies. The
winner was excused from the Sunday parade for a week or two. That was great incentive, and each company planned, schemed, and
plotted to win the competition. Among the Company Commanders, it was a matter of pride to be among the top finishers. Some
companies did a fancy drill, or drilled blindfolded. Others did a calisthenics routine or a rifle drill. The year I was the Company
Commander of “B” Company, several of us did a tumbling demonstration. I don’t remember whether we won or not, but it was one
of the most original exhibitions that year, and we were good. We practiced during drill time, with the entire company helping and giving
advice. Then those of us involved used our free time for several weeks perfecting the act. Like I said, “It was fun”. Notice the change
in my character and my ambition, the switch to teamwork, and the beginning of leadership qualities in my character. Who said there is
no place for Military schools?

FINALS AND HOME
After Company demonstrations, we had an easy time of drill. Frequently cut short, the drills were left up to the company

commanders, most of whom were West Point candidates. Many of us needed the time to cram for finals. Although I have not
mentioned studies, they were emphasized, and the studies were rigorous. There were no crib courses, and the teachers were very
demanding. No time for study halls, we were expected to study on our own time.

At last, the tests were over, and we had made our travel reservations. The cadets left the school like rats deserting the ship, each
vowing never to return. Those of us from the upper Mid-West caught the “Chessie” and left Staunton in the afternoon. Ten hours later,
we would be home. Looking for the girls heading home from Stewart Hall, Sweetbrier, Mary Baldwin, and other girl schools, we
would try to find a companion for the ride that lasted until morning. Changing trains in Columbus Ohio about five am, we slept until
arriving in Cleveland about seven am.

SUMMER OF 1946
I couldn’t wait to get my uniform off and get into my civvies. The first thing was to look up my old friends and tell them all about

the school. Hey! Where were all my drinking buddies? One of the most profound changes in my life came about when I realized that
I no longer had any friends at home. Some had gone into the service, one was in jail, and others just drifted into friendships with other
guys. Some got married and my best friend, Harry Nordahl had taken off to work in Chicago at the Drake Hotel. He was running from
a girl friend or the police. I never found out which, although when I went to Chicago with Dad and CK to attend a heavy equipment
show that summer, I did find him. Can you imagine finding a person in Chicago with nothing but a name and the idea that he might be
working in a hotel. I found him working at the Drake, and sleeping on a mattress in a bare apartment. After a short visit, I left.

The summer was starting out very lonely for me. I went skating and met a girl I had dated the year before. We dated, but we never
got serious. When I came home At Christmas, she asked me to take her to a New Year’s Eve party at the girl’s school she attended.
I agreed and later was sorry. I spent New Year’s Eve that year in a bar at the corner of Miles and Lee called Fuzzy’s. Harry Nordahl
had returned from Chicago, got married early in the evening, and left on his honeymoon. The two of us who were witnesses retired to
Fuzzy’s. That was the one and only time I ever stood up a date. I have always been sorry for it. In the 1970s I met her older sister and
told her how sorry I was. It was sort of stupid to apologize at that point.

I spent the summer working for Dad. Horvath Landscape Service had begun to grow, and there was some heavy equipment in
addition to the old dump trucks. I was paid 75 cents an hour. My pay was less than the laborers, but more than I got before. The
problem was that I didn’t get the money. My pay was put into the bank, and I got a five-dollar bill when I needed spending money.
That wasn’t very often since most of my buddies were gone. I cut grass, ran a jackhammer, shoveled top soil, and was a general
“gofer” that summer. The 19-acre topsoil field was rapidly being depleted, and a big deal involving it was in the offing. Dad was starting
to feel his oats, getting acquainted with some politicians, joining the 30th Ward Democratic Club, and generally becoming ready for big
things yet to come.

In 1944, Dad was taking care of Burt Kemerling’s yard on the corner of South Woodland and Green Rd. Burt was a Ford dealer,
located on Buckeye Rd. near E. 93 Street. One day Dad said, “Let’s go get a car.” I drove him to the dealership where he picked up
a Maroon Ford two-door sedan. It was one of the first production cars to come off the assembly lines. The cost was $975, at a time
when people, were offering a $500 bonus, for the privilege of buying a car. Dad learned fast that it wasn’t what you knew, but whom

CLASS OF 1973 MARKING 40TH REUNION NEXT YEAR
Mark Orr, SMA ‘73

Charley Angemeer, Peter Birckhead, Mark Orr, and Tim Scheel have mailed the following letter to each 1973 classmate
for which they have been able to find an address, providing information about the reunion.  Members of the Class of 1973 are
asked to contact these class reps to let them know whether your plan to attend and to confirm your contact information and
email address.

Dear Fellow SMA Class of ’73 Alumni,

Your presence is requested in Staunton, Virginia during the SMA Annual Reunion weekend of 22-24 March 2013 to help
celebrate our 40th anniversary since graduating and departing The Hill.  Please block your calendar today with these dates. We
are less than six months away, so you are encouraged to begin making arrangements and plans to join your classmates, former
roommates, friends and even former teachers to mark this special occasion. Make your room reservations at our reunion
headquarters, the totally renovated Stonewall Jackson Hotel (http://www.stonewalljacksonhotel.com/) or at one of the other
nearby hotels or B&B’s.  The rooms at the SJH fill-up fast, so do not delay making these reservations (1-540-885-4848) and
request the SMA Reunion group rate.

Go to the “Reunion” tab on the SMA web site at http://www.sma-alumni.org/reunion.htm to see the schedule of events and
a downloadable registration form. Complete, scan and send the registration form by e-mail to: smaoffice@sma-alumni.org -or-
by fax to: 1-(866) 950-4452! If you’d rather, you can also send the form with your check to the SMAAA Office at: P.O. Box
958, Staunton, VA 24402.

We are enclosing the following materials: Reunion Registration form and Reunion Schedule of Events. We have our class
mailing list if you need help contacting someone.

Please indicate your interest (via return email to the person that sent you this letter) in attending a “Class of 1973 Breakfast”
on Sunday morning, March 24th.  This will be a great opportunity to have more time to catch up with just your classmates and
perhaps hear a few great stories from our era at SMA.  Cost will be provided once we know the level of interest. There will be
a special memento provided for those that attend!!

Contact one of the Class of ’73 coordinators listed below to let us know that you are planning to attend or for
assistance with any questions or issues.

Join us for our 40th and don’t risk the chance by waiting for the 50th.  See you in March!!!

Charley Angemeer Peter Birckhead Mark Orr Tim Scheel
412-687-1556 713-819-1980 757-631-6883 330-725-4505

cangemeer@yahoo.com peterbirckhead@comcast.net markorr1@verizon.net scheel@zoominternet.net

Of the seventy-three graduating seniors, two have unfortunately passed away too soon and are listed on the Taps page on
the web site.  By the time of this newsletter, there should only be a couple classmates that fall in the “lost” category – meaning
an address could not be obtained. Once a “lost” list has been finalized, classmates will be requested to help find them.
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Friday, March 22, 2013 (on former SMA campus)

9:30 - 11:30 am: SMAAA Board of Directors meeting (Mess Hall)

10:00 am – 4:00 pm: SMA/VWIL Museum Open

11:00 am - 3:30 pm: Registration (Mess Hall)

3:30 pm: Honor Ceremony with Howie Rifles Performance (Kable Hall Courtyard)

4:30 pm: Memorial Wall Ceremony (outside of the SMA/VWIL Museum)

6:00 - 8:00 pm: Reception and Dinner (SMA Mess Hall)

8:00 - 11:00 pm: VWIL Military Ball (SJH) (Open to all SMA alumni who wish to attend)

                                       $15.00 per person attending (checks to be made to VWIL)

                                       Dress: Formal, Military or Business

Saturday, March 23, 2013 (on former SMA campus & Stonewall Jackson Hotel)

11:30 - 4:00 pm: SMA/VWIL Museum Open

9:15 - 9:45 am: Registration for those who have not yet registered (SMA Mess Hall)

10:00 - 11:30 am: Annual SMA/VWIL Alumni Membership Meeting (VWIL Club Room)

10:00 - 11:30 am:          SMA/VWIL Alumni Spouses/Guests/Families & VWIL Cadets

                                       An informal breakfast reception with VWIL Cadets presenting a Corps

                                        Briefing.    (SMA Mess Hall)

12:00 pm: SMA/VWIL Parade (in honor of Dr. Bryant)

SMA Alumni will form-up on the asphalt at 11:45 pm to follow the VWIL Corp of Cadets onto
Kable Field.

1:00 – 2:00 pm:VWIL/SMA Lunch (Parade Field)

2:00 - 4:00 pm: Dr. Bryant Memorial Walk-Run (register at site if you wish to participate,

                                       or visit the museum, connect with former classmates, shop/tour the city.)

5:00 - 6:00 pm: Registration for those who have not yet registered (Lobby of SJH)

6:00 - 7:00 pm: Banquet Reception (cash bar) (Lobby of SJH)

7:00 - 10:00 pm: Alumni Banquet (SJH Banquet Room)

10:00 pm: Nostalgia Time

Sunday, March 24, 2013

8:30 am-12:00 pm: SMA/VWIL Museum Open

SSSSSTTTTTAAAAAUNTUNTUNTUNTUNTON MILITON MILITON MILITON MILITON MILITARARARARARY AY AY AY AY ACCCCCADEMY ADEMY ADEMY ADEMY ADEMY andandandandand
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SCHEDULE of EVENTS
you knew. He used that idea all his life. He once told me that a man never got rich working, but rather by profiting from the labor of
others. I agreed, little did I realize that I was included in the “others.”

This was the summer I took guitar lessons, for want of anything else to do. By the end of the summer, I was able to play and sing
a dozen songs. One was The Sweetheart of Sigma Chi. Prophetic, as I was to become an honorary member of that fraternity later. I
have always been sorry that I didn’t continue with the guitar. I have vowed at least a hundred times to start lessons again. Possibly,
when I master the computer, I will.

I made friends with Steve Nehaz, the neighbor down the street. The family had been deserted by the father, I think and the mother
was raising the six children by herself, Steve was about twenty, and had some kind of physical deferment. Eddie, about a year younger
than I, and Elsie his younger sister were the ones I knew best. In addition, there was Teddy, and two younger children. Their rented
home had an outhouse, and a well pump for water. The house was rather decrepit and the occupants, with the exception of Steve,
looked the same. Poor Mrs. Nehaz struggled to keep the family together, and fed. I must say their clothing was well worn, but it was
always clean. I saw her doing the wash once during the winter, boiling the clothes in a wash boiler, over an open fire in the backyard.
The boiler was like the one I described previously in Dad makes Booze. I never said much to her, but as I think of her life, I can’t help
but admire her. What a tough lady she was, but then, many of the European immigrants had it tough, and they survived without
Welfare, ADC, Food Stamps and free Medical Care.

Steve and I would go cruising in his new Chevrolet two door sedan. We went skating and to bars and taverns, with dates, or
alone. Steve generally had money and would pick up the tab if I was broke. I never gave much thought as to why he chummed around
with a kid three years younger than he, but I think it was because he was 4-F during the war and felt odd about not having been in the
service.

So it went, the summer of “46”. This was a time of boredom in my life. I was in transition from boyhood to manhood. No friends
to speak of; and not much direction in my life. There was a giant absence of family life, no rapport with ‘Dad, I was on my own. When
I left SMA in June, I was not sure I wanted to return. However, as the summer wore on, I began to look forward to seeing my
roommates, my teammates, and others at school. They began to take the place of my family. I began to plan what classes I would take.
That was a first in my life, I was planning my future, and it was indicative of changes in my character and thinking. At the time, I didn’t
realize it, but I did later.

1946 1947 SCHOOL YEAR

SEPTEMBER SONG
The trip to Columbus on the train was uneventful. I arrived with a couple of hours to kill. What to do? I saw a theater with

a sign that said Burlesque Show. This must have been the last of the burlesque Shows. At home, we used to go to the Palace
Theater and see a movie, and then a stage show, that, was what I imagined a high-class vaudeville show to be. I saw Duke
Ellington, Mickey Rooney, and my all-time favorite vocalist, Nat Cole with the King Cole trio. On one of my birthdays, Dad
took Tommy Hausser and me to the Palace Theatre to see the stage show. It happened to be Count Bassie that week, and Dad
groaned all the way through the “noise” as he put it. Also, on the bill were about eight other acts of varying talent, but the
headliner was the one we went to see. Usually, we would get ten White Castle hamburgers, sit in the balcony, and eat them
throughout the show. Now these were with grilled onion and they sold for five cents each. Not very large, but they were filling.
White Castle is still in business with the same Hamburgers, and they still taste the same, but they cost a quarter. This was the end
of vaudeville, but I witnessed the end of burlesque in Columbus.

What was the difference? Vaudeville was played to a family audience, burlesque was played to a mainly an adult male
audience. The jokes were not only risqué but could be vulgar. The shows generally had a chorus line of scantily clad ladies, and
frequently had a stripper, as the headliner. Gypsy Rose Lee and Tempest Storm were two of the ladies who gained fame and
fortune as strippers in burlesque. Ed Wynn was a famous comedian who made the transition to movies and later to television
from burlesque. Others were Jack Benny, Fred Allen, Jimmy Durante, and George Burns and Gracie Allen, his wife. Leaving
the burlesque show, I met a man who was also killing time. He was waiting to catch the same train I was. He said he played
electric guitar with a Hillbilly band. I have always wondered what band he played with.

At last, I boarded the C&O train, also known as the Chessie. Their symbol was two kittens, and it appeared on all the ads
for the line. If one asked the porter, you could get a free deck of Chessie playing cards with the kittens on the backs. This was
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a full train, so I hurried through the cars to find the newest car with a classmate in it to share the ride. I had brought a bottle of bourbon,
and, before we went to sleep, the SMA guys had killed it. Arriving at SMA was like old home week and it felt good to see old friends
and trade stories of our summer adventures.

Within two days, we were in the old routine, except, we were now expected to start the training of the rats, who needed discipline,
just as we had been trained the previous year. Now our rat year was not as bad as some rats had it. In our room, our rat year, there
were a starting tackle and a heavyweight boxer. The first day we were in school that year, two old boys came in the room and informed
us that we were their room orderlies and that we should report to their room in fifteen minutes. Now you have to picture two cadets
who weighed about 135 pounds apiece telling over four hundred pounds of muscle to report to them and to clean up their room every
morning. The next morning Tommy and I reported and the lads showed us how to make a bed. We walked out of the room and made
our beds. They got the message and hurried to find other room orderlies before they were all taken. Now don’t get the idea we were
not harassed, but it was by our peers, the athletes, in the school, and at times they were rather tough on us, if, for no other reason than
to show the other cadets that we were subject to the rat system also.

Now, in our second year, we were determined to get some room orderlies, as we were entitled to, as old boys. I must say though
that the four room orderlies we ended up with were very happy. We protected them from other old boys, got them out of sweeping
detail every morning and evening, and saw to it that they had time to take care of their own rooms. In return we rarely made a bed or
swept a floor except for inspections, when we helped clean our own rooms. We had asked to room together, Wood Beasley, Tommy
and I. We were granted our wish, and were assigned two rooms. This was unusual for three cadets, and better yet we had a door
connecting the rooms. The reason was that one room had the Electrical switch box for the barracks in it. It took the three of us all of
ten minutes to decide to make a bedroom out of one room and a sitting room out of the other. What a deal!

Life as a cadet athlete was not all that bad. Recently I got the impression from some of the alumni I communicate with, that there
was some resentment towards the athletes in later years, because they were overbearing. I admit that we received some privileges
during my years, but we also gave up a lot of our free time and worked very hard at being good. All of us on the football team felt
somewhat protective of the younger rats, and saw to it that the more aggressive Old Boys didn’t overdo a good thing.

I had brought a record player to school and we confiscated quite a few records, from the rats. I still have most of them. In the
evening, we studied to Peggy Lee, Nat Cole, Louis Armstrong, Eddie Howard, and all the big band orchestras with the radio turned
very low. After taps the radio was tuned to a Charlotte, North Carolina station that featured a disk jockey called the Night Mayor. His
theme song was Heartaches by Ted Weems with Elmo Tanner doing the whistling. Many nights I fell asleep to that song

As roommates, we got along well enough, and life was rather pleasant. We were busy with studies and football, as Chubby
Simmons was determined that we repeat as State Champions. School was tougher for me since I had signed up for some tough
courses and passing them became a challenge. I enjoyed doing well and proving to myself that I could be a good student. In fact, I
frequently had to pin a blanket over the window to be able to stay up late, to study. My roommates rarely stayed up, but with the
difficult courses I carried, it was necessary, until I graduated. After goofing off for two years at home, it was difficult to catch up.
Algebra 1 and II, plain and solid geometry, chemistry, and fourth year English were a few of my courses during my senior year. The
hardest, was chemistry, as taught by a Col. Brown. One of the finest teachers I ever had, he was demanding, and yet made the college
level course interesting. One day he had us doing an experiment. After warning us of the potential danger of explosion, he suddenly ran
out of the building yelling, “take cover” as the experiments began to fizz and sputter. He made his point and thereafter we were very
cautious when working with chemicals.

TOMMY AND I BECOME ENTREPRENEURS
This was the year Tommy and I became entrepreneurs. It started in January when a fellow Clevelander, named

Wally Morris brought a waffle maker back from home at Christmas. Soon Wally and his roommate were in business selling
toasted cheese sandwiches at break time. When I saw the line at their door waiting to buy a sandwich, I knew we could find a
way to capitalize. Tommy and I decided to sell ice cream. We arranged to have a local candy store operator bring the required
number of pints, usually fifty pints, to the school and leave them outside the barracks just before break time. At a cost of
twenty-five cents, and a selling price of fifty cents, we had spending money galore. Our joy was short lived, when Bob Spears
and his roommates went into competition with us. Demand dropped and a price war started, leading to the demise of both
businesses. The best part of our endeavor was eating the unsold ice cream.

life as a cadet
MILITARY

Tommy and Wood were taller than I and were in “A” Company. I stayed in “B” Company. I was promoted to squad leader. If
I remember correctly, Tommy was also a noncom, but Wood stayed a private. Wood was a happy go lucky fellow who just didn’t
apply himself. He did enough to get him by, but preferred a good time to studies. His mother wrote me a letter and said she was so glad
that we were roommates, and hoped I would have a steadying influence on Wood. That dear, gentle, soul didn’t know her own son,
or, maybe knew him better than I thought. I don’t think Jesus could have had an influence on Wood Beasley. He did what he wanted,
when he wanted, and generally got his way.

“B” Company was a good company, with good officers, and had no problems with military activities. I didn’t particularly like the
military activities, but they were unavoidable as far as I was concerned. I joined the Howie Rifles, an honorary drill team. Major
Howie was a graduate and teacher at SMA who was killed in France during the Normandy invasion. Killed when his company was
taking the village of Saint-Lo, his men carried his body to a church and put it on a pile of stone, so that all of the men would pass it as
they entered the village. He was much admired by his men. SMA had a bust made and put in a place of honor. The Howie Rifles were
created as a part of the dedication, to honor Major Howie. At the dedication, we stood at attention while Mrs. Howie spoke.

All in all, the year went smoothly with respect to military activities. We did well in the Government Inspection, and the cadet corps
had a minimum of disciplinary actions. Only a couple of cadets were sent home. One cadet decided to have some fun with cherry

bombs. He lit the firecrackers in the third floor lavatory of North barracks,
and flushed them down the toilet. Nobody knew of this and two days later,
as we marched up the driveway from the parade field on Sunday we
looked up at the forty-foot high wall in front of us. It was the North Barracks
wall. As we got close to the place where we made a right turn to the
Asphalt, It became obvious that something was wrong in North. Starting
about ten feet from the roof a dark stain appeared and as it got lower it
grew wider and wider. The next day as we went to class a faint odor was
evident. Subsequently, workmen opened the wall to get at the plumbing.
By virtue of his past record at SMA the cadet responsible was discovered,
and on his way home the next week.

We were issued M-1 Garand rifles that year to replace the Enfield, the
British World War One bolt action rifles we had been using. The M-1 was

the rifle used in W.W.II and was state of the art. The firing pins were removed, but that was no problem for an SMA cadet. Several
cadets had obtained firing pins and cartridges. Now the back of North Barracks was about seventy feet high, and looked down a hill
to the football practice field. A road bordered the field and on the other side was a pasture where milk cows were kept. There were
shots taken at those cows and I heard that a cow was killed there. Whether that occurred while I was in school or not, I don’t recall,
but I think it did happen.

Most small high School bands leave a lot to be desired. This was not the case at SMA. The band was not large, I would guess
about forty members, but it sounded much larger. Possibly, because the cadets got so much practice, they were good. The band
played at most formations, with a few exceptions and the bandmaster, a Captain Studney, must have been a good teacher. Now the
Captain was about fifty five or sixty years old, of medium height, and rather rotund with a great handlebar mustache. If you have ever
seen a Prussian General with the helmet with a spike protruding skyward, then you have seen Captain Studney.

We had an enormous bass drum, and a fifteen-year-old giant carried it around and wailed away at it. By the end of his first year,
he was getting tricky with the drumsticks and during his second year “Herk” (short for Hercules I think) was twirling them, doing all
kind of tricks, and he was seemingly, able to make them disappear at times. “Herk” Wolf now lives near Sandusky Ohio where he
owns and runs a large very successful limestone quarry. A football player, at school he was an immature youngster, who didn’t know
his own strength. At least while I was there. There is another story about “Herk” in the football Section.

Editor’s note.  This concludes Part 2 of Bob’s SMA story.  Parts 3 and 4 will appear in the next two issues of the
Kablegram.

Mrs. Howie at the Dedication of the Howie Memorial
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a full train, so I hurried through the cars to find the newest car with a classmate in it to share the ride. I had brought a bottle of bourbon,
and, before we went to sleep, the SMA guys had killed it. Arriving at SMA was like old home week and it felt good to see old friends
and trade stories of our summer adventures.

Within two days, we were in the old routine, except, we were now expected to start the training of the rats, who needed discipline,
just as we had been trained the previous year. Now our rat year was not as bad as some rats had it. In our room, our rat year, there
were a starting tackle and a heavyweight boxer. The first day we were in school that year, two old boys came in the room and informed
us that we were their room orderlies and that we should report to their room in fifteen minutes. Now you have to picture two cadets
who weighed about 135 pounds apiece telling over four hundred pounds of muscle to report to them and to clean up their room every
morning. The next morning Tommy and I reported and the lads showed us how to make a bed. We walked out of the room and made
our beds. They got the message and hurried to find other room orderlies before they were all taken. Now don’t get the idea we were
not harassed, but it was by our peers, the athletes, in the school, and at times they were rather tough on us, if, for no other reason than
to show the other cadets that we were subject to the rat system also.

Now, in our second year, we were determined to get some room orderlies, as we were entitled to, as old boys. I must say though
that the four room orderlies we ended up with were very happy. We protected them from other old boys, got them out of sweeping
detail every morning and evening, and saw to it that they had time to take care of their own rooms. In return we rarely made a bed or
swept a floor except for inspections, when we helped clean our own rooms. We had asked to room together, Wood Beasley, Tommy
and I. We were granted our wish, and were assigned two rooms. This was unusual for three cadets, and better yet we had a door
connecting the rooms. The reason was that one room had the Electrical switch box for the barracks in it. It took the three of us all of
ten minutes to decide to make a bedroom out of one room and a sitting room out of the other. What a deal!

Life as a cadet athlete was not all that bad. Recently I got the impression from some of the alumni I communicate with, that there
was some resentment towards the athletes in later years, because they were overbearing. I admit that we received some privileges
during my years, but we also gave up a lot of our free time and worked very hard at being good. All of us on the football team felt
somewhat protective of the younger rats, and saw to it that the more aggressive Old Boys didn’t overdo a good thing.

I had brought a record player to school and we confiscated quite a few records, from the rats. I still have most of them. In the
evening, we studied to Peggy Lee, Nat Cole, Louis Armstrong, Eddie Howard, and all the big band orchestras with the radio turned
very low. After taps the radio was tuned to a Charlotte, North Carolina station that featured a disk jockey called the Night Mayor. His
theme song was Heartaches by Ted Weems with Elmo Tanner doing the whistling. Many nights I fell asleep to that song

As roommates, we got along well enough, and life was rather pleasant. We were busy with studies and football, as Chubby
Simmons was determined that we repeat as State Champions. School was tougher for me since I had signed up for some tough
courses and passing them became a challenge. I enjoyed doing well and proving to myself that I could be a good student. In fact, I
frequently had to pin a blanket over the window to be able to stay up late, to study. My roommates rarely stayed up, but with the
difficult courses I carried, it was necessary, until I graduated. After goofing off for two years at home, it was difficult to catch up.
Algebra 1 and II, plain and solid geometry, chemistry, and fourth year English were a few of my courses during my senior year. The
hardest, was chemistry, as taught by a Col. Brown. One of the finest teachers I ever had, he was demanding, and yet made the college
level course interesting. One day he had us doing an experiment. After warning us of the potential danger of explosion, he suddenly ran
out of the building yelling, “take cover” as the experiments began to fizz and sputter. He made his point and thereafter we were very
cautious when working with chemicals.

TOMMY AND I BECOME ENTREPRENEURS
This was the year Tommy and I became entrepreneurs. It started in January when a fellow Clevelander, named

Wally Morris brought a waffle maker back from home at Christmas. Soon Wally and his roommate were in business selling
toasted cheese sandwiches at break time. When I saw the line at their door waiting to buy a sandwich, I knew we could find a
way to capitalize. Tommy and I decided to sell ice cream. We arranged to have a local candy store operator bring the required
number of pints, usually fifty pints, to the school and leave them outside the barracks just before break time. At a cost of
twenty-five cents, and a selling price of fifty cents, we had spending money galore. Our joy was short lived, when Bob Spears
and his roommates went into competition with us. Demand dropped and a price war started, leading to the demise of both
businesses. The best part of our endeavor was eating the unsold ice cream.
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Tommy and Wood were taller than I and were in “A” Company. I stayed in “B” Company. I was promoted to squad leader. If
I remember correctly, Tommy was also a noncom, but Wood stayed a private. Wood was a happy go lucky fellow who just didn’t
apply himself. He did enough to get him by, but preferred a good time to studies. His mother wrote me a letter and said she was so glad
that we were roommates, and hoped I would have a steadying influence on Wood. That dear, gentle, soul didn’t know her own son,
or, maybe knew him better than I thought. I don’t think Jesus could have had an influence on Wood Beasley. He did what he wanted,
when he wanted, and generally got his way.

“B” Company was a good company, with good officers, and had no problems with military activities. I didn’t particularly like the
military activities, but they were unavoidable as far as I was concerned. I joined the Howie Rifles, an honorary drill team. Major
Howie was a graduate and teacher at SMA who was killed in France during the Normandy invasion. Killed when his company was
taking the village of Saint-Lo, his men carried his body to a church and put it on a pile of stone, so that all of the men would pass it as
they entered the village. He was much admired by his men. SMA had a bust made and put in a place of honor. The Howie Rifles were
created as a part of the dedication, to honor Major Howie. At the dedication, we stood at attention while Mrs. Howie spoke.

All in all, the year went smoothly with respect to military activities. We did well in the Government Inspection, and the cadet corps
had a minimum of disciplinary actions. Only a couple of cadets were sent home. One cadet decided to have some fun with cherry

bombs. He lit the firecrackers in the third floor lavatory of North barracks,
and flushed them down the toilet. Nobody knew of this and two days later,
as we marched up the driveway from the parade field on Sunday we
looked up at the forty-foot high wall in front of us. It was the North Barracks
wall. As we got close to the place where we made a right turn to the
Asphalt, It became obvious that something was wrong in North. Starting
about ten feet from the roof a dark stain appeared and as it got lower it
grew wider and wider. The next day as we went to class a faint odor was
evident. Subsequently, workmen opened the wall to get at the plumbing.
By virtue of his past record at SMA the cadet responsible was discovered,
and on his way home the next week.

We were issued M-1 Garand rifles that year to replace the Enfield, the
British World War One bolt action rifles we had been using. The M-1 was

the rifle used in W.W.II and was state of the art. The firing pins were removed, but that was no problem for an SMA cadet. Several
cadets had obtained firing pins and cartridges. Now the back of North Barracks was about seventy feet high, and looked down a hill
to the football practice field. A road bordered the field and on the other side was a pasture where milk cows were kept. There were
shots taken at those cows and I heard that a cow was killed there. Whether that occurred while I was in school or not, I don’t recall,
but I think it did happen.

Most small high School bands leave a lot to be desired. This was not the case at SMA. The band was not large, I would guess
about forty members, but it sounded much larger. Possibly, because the cadets got so much practice, they were good. The band
played at most formations, with a few exceptions and the bandmaster, a Captain Studney, must have been a good teacher. Now the
Captain was about fifty five or sixty years old, of medium height, and rather rotund with a great handlebar mustache. If you have ever
seen a Prussian General with the helmet with a spike protruding skyward, then you have seen Captain Studney.

We had an enormous bass drum, and a fifteen-year-old giant carried it around and wailed away at it. By the end of his first year,
he was getting tricky with the drumsticks and during his second year “Herk” (short for Hercules I think) was twirling them, doing all
kind of tricks, and he was seemingly, able to make them disappear at times. “Herk” Wolf now lives near Sandusky Ohio where he
owns and runs a large very successful limestone quarry. A football player, at school he was an immature youngster, who didn’t know
his own strength. At least while I was there. There is another story about “Herk” in the football Section.

Editor’s note.  This concludes Part 2 of Bob’s SMA story.  Parts 3 and 4 will appear in the next two issues of the
Kablegram.

Mrs. Howie at the Dedication of the Howie Memorial
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Friday, March 22, 2013 (on former SMA campus)

9:30 - 11:30 am: SMAAA Board of Directors meeting (Mess Hall)

10:00 am – 4:00 pm: SMA/VWIL Museum Open

11:00 am - 3:30 pm: Registration (Mess Hall)

3:30 pm: Honor Ceremony with Howie Rifles Performance (Kable Hall Courtyard)

4:30 pm: Memorial Wall Ceremony (outside of the SMA/VWIL Museum)

6:00 - 8:00 pm: Reception and Dinner (SMA Mess Hall)

8:00 - 11:00 pm: VWIL Military Ball (SJH) (Open to all SMA alumni who wish to attend)

                                       $15.00 per person attending (checks to be made to VWIL)

                                       Dress: Formal, Military or Business

Saturday, March 23, 2013 (on former SMA campus & Stonewall Jackson Hotel)

11:30 - 4:00 pm: SMA/VWIL Museum Open

9:15 - 9:45 am: Registration for those who have not yet registered (SMA Mess Hall)

10:00 - 11:30 am: Annual SMA/VWIL Alumni Membership Meeting (VWIL Club Room)

10:00 - 11:30 am:          SMA/VWIL Alumni Spouses/Guests/Families & VWIL Cadets

                                       An informal breakfast reception with VWIL Cadets presenting a Corps

                                        Briefing.    (SMA Mess Hall)

12:00 pm: SMA/VWIL Parade (in honor of Dr. Bryant)

SMA Alumni will form-up on the asphalt at 11:45 pm to follow the VWIL Corp of Cadets onto
Kable Field.

1:00 – 2:00 pm:VWIL/SMA Lunch (Parade Field)

2:00 - 4:00 pm: Dr. Bryant Memorial Walk-Run (register at site if you wish to participate,

                                       or visit the museum, connect with former classmates, shop/tour the city.)

5:00 - 6:00 pm: Registration for those who have not yet registered (Lobby of SJH)

6:00 - 7:00 pm: Banquet Reception (cash bar) (Lobby of SJH)

7:00 - 10:00 pm: Alumni Banquet (SJH Banquet Room)

10:00 pm: Nostalgia Time

Sunday, March 24, 2013

8:30 am-12:00 pm: SMA/VWIL Museum Open
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SCHEDULE of EVENTS
you knew. He used that idea all his life. He once told me that a man never got rich working, but rather by profiting from the labor of
others. I agreed, little did I realize that I was included in the “others.”

This was the summer I took guitar lessons, for want of anything else to do. By the end of the summer, I was able to play and sing
a dozen songs. One was The Sweetheart of Sigma Chi. Prophetic, as I was to become an honorary member of that fraternity later. I
have always been sorry that I didn’t continue with the guitar. I have vowed at least a hundred times to start lessons again. Possibly,
when I master the computer, I will.

I made friends with Steve Nehaz, the neighbor down the street. The family had been deserted by the father, I think and the mother
was raising the six children by herself, Steve was about twenty, and had some kind of physical deferment. Eddie, about a year younger
than I, and Elsie his younger sister were the ones I knew best. In addition, there was Teddy, and two younger children. Their rented
home had an outhouse, and a well pump for water. The house was rather decrepit and the occupants, with the exception of Steve,
looked the same. Poor Mrs. Nehaz struggled to keep the family together, and fed. I must say their clothing was well worn, but it was
always clean. I saw her doing the wash once during the winter, boiling the clothes in a wash boiler, over an open fire in the backyard.
The boiler was like the one I described previously in Dad makes Booze. I never said much to her, but as I think of her life, I can’t help
but admire her. What a tough lady she was, but then, many of the European immigrants had it tough, and they survived without
Welfare, ADC, Food Stamps and free Medical Care.

Steve and I would go cruising in his new Chevrolet two door sedan. We went skating and to bars and taverns, with dates, or
alone. Steve generally had money and would pick up the tab if I was broke. I never gave much thought as to why he chummed around
with a kid three years younger than he, but I think it was because he was 4-F during the war and felt odd about not having been in the
service.

So it went, the summer of “46”. This was a time of boredom in my life. I was in transition from boyhood to manhood. No friends
to speak of; and not much direction in my life. There was a giant absence of family life, no rapport with ‘Dad, I was on my own. When
I left SMA in June, I was not sure I wanted to return. However, as the summer wore on, I began to look forward to seeing my
roommates, my teammates, and others at school. They began to take the place of my family. I began to plan what classes I would take.
That was a first in my life, I was planning my future, and it was indicative of changes in my character and thinking. At the time, I didn’t
realize it, but I did later.

1946 1947 SCHOOL YEAR

SEPTEMBER SONG
The trip to Columbus on the train was uneventful. I arrived with a couple of hours to kill. What to do? I saw a theater with

a sign that said Burlesque Show. This must have been the last of the burlesque Shows. At home, we used to go to the Palace
Theater and see a movie, and then a stage show, that, was what I imagined a high-class vaudeville show to be. I saw Duke
Ellington, Mickey Rooney, and my all-time favorite vocalist, Nat Cole with the King Cole trio. On one of my birthdays, Dad
took Tommy Hausser and me to the Palace Theatre to see the stage show. It happened to be Count Bassie that week, and Dad
groaned all the way through the “noise” as he put it. Also, on the bill were about eight other acts of varying talent, but the
headliner was the one we went to see. Usually, we would get ten White Castle hamburgers, sit in the balcony, and eat them
throughout the show. Now these were with grilled onion and they sold for five cents each. Not very large, but they were filling.
White Castle is still in business with the same Hamburgers, and they still taste the same, but they cost a quarter. This was the end
of vaudeville, but I witnessed the end of burlesque in Columbus.

What was the difference? Vaudeville was played to a family audience, burlesque was played to a mainly an adult male
audience. The jokes were not only risqué but could be vulgar. The shows generally had a chorus line of scantily clad ladies, and
frequently had a stripper, as the headliner. Gypsy Rose Lee and Tempest Storm were two of the ladies who gained fame and
fortune as strippers in burlesque. Ed Wynn was a famous comedian who made the transition to movies and later to television
from burlesque. Others were Jack Benny, Fred Allen, Jimmy Durante, and George Burns and Gracie Allen, his wife. Leaving
the burlesque show, I met a man who was also killing time. He was waiting to catch the same train I was. He said he played
electric guitar with a Hillbilly band. I have always wondered what band he played with.

At last, I boarded the C&O train, also known as the Chessie. Their symbol was two kittens, and it appeared on all the ads
for the line. If one asked the porter, you could get a free deck of Chessie playing cards with the kittens on the backs. This was
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reunion 2013
Then came the Company demonstrations. This was a fun thing. We had seven companies, A through G. One battalion of three

companies and one of four, a band and headquarters Company comprised the entire Corps. The companies were arranged according
to physical size. “A” Company had the taller cadets, and “G” Company, the smallest. Each company was comprised of two platoons
of approximately 33 cadets. Each company was to put on a demonstration of some kind, in competition with the other companies. The
winner was excused from the Sunday parade for a week or two. That was great incentive, and each company planned, schemed, and
plotted to win the competition. Among the Company Commanders, it was a matter of pride to be among the top finishers. Some
companies did a fancy drill, or drilled blindfolded. Others did a calisthenics routine or a rifle drill. The year I was the Company
Commander of “B” Company, several of us did a tumbling demonstration. I don’t remember whether we won or not, but it was one
of the most original exhibitions that year, and we were good. We practiced during drill time, with the entire company helping and giving
advice. Then those of us involved used our free time for several weeks perfecting the act. Like I said, “It was fun”. Notice the change
in my character and my ambition, the switch to teamwork, and the beginning of leadership qualities in my character. Who said there is
no place for Military schools?

FINALS AND HOME
After Company demonstrations, we had an easy time of drill. Frequently cut short, the drills were left up to the company

commanders, most of whom were West Point candidates. Many of us needed the time to cram for finals. Although I have not
mentioned studies, they were emphasized, and the studies were rigorous. There were no crib courses, and the teachers were very
demanding. No time for study halls, we were expected to study on our own time.

At last, the tests were over, and we had made our travel reservations. The cadets left the school like rats deserting the ship, each
vowing never to return. Those of us from the upper Mid-West caught the “Chessie” and left Staunton in the afternoon. Ten hours later,
we would be home. Looking for the girls heading home from Stewart Hall, Sweetbrier, Mary Baldwin, and other girl schools, we
would try to find a companion for the ride that lasted until morning. Changing trains in Columbus Ohio about five am, we slept until
arriving in Cleveland about seven am.

SUMMER OF 1946
I couldn’t wait to get my uniform off and get into my civvies. The first thing was to look up my old friends and tell them all about

the school. Hey! Where were all my drinking buddies? One of the most profound changes in my life came about when I realized that
I no longer had any friends at home. Some had gone into the service, one was in jail, and others just drifted into friendships with other
guys. Some got married and my best friend, Harry Nordahl had taken off to work in Chicago at the Drake Hotel. He was running from
a girl friend or the police. I never found out which, although when I went to Chicago with Dad and CK to attend a heavy equipment
show that summer, I did find him. Can you imagine finding a person in Chicago with nothing but a name and the idea that he might be
working in a hotel. I found him working at the Drake, and sleeping on a mattress in a bare apartment. After a short visit, I left.

The summer was starting out very lonely for me. I went skating and met a girl I had dated the year before. We dated, but we never
got serious. When I came home At Christmas, she asked me to take her to a New Year’s Eve party at the girl’s school she attended.
I agreed and later was sorry. I spent New Year’s Eve that year in a bar at the corner of Miles and Lee called Fuzzy’s. Harry Nordahl
had returned from Chicago, got married early in the evening, and left on his honeymoon. The two of us who were witnesses retired to
Fuzzy’s. That was the one and only time I ever stood up a date. I have always been sorry for it. In the 1970s I met her older sister and
told her how sorry I was. It was sort of stupid to apologize at that point.

I spent the summer working for Dad. Horvath Landscape Service had begun to grow, and there was some heavy equipment in
addition to the old dump trucks. I was paid 75 cents an hour. My pay was less than the laborers, but more than I got before. The
problem was that I didn’t get the money. My pay was put into the bank, and I got a five-dollar bill when I needed spending money.
That wasn’t very often since most of my buddies were gone. I cut grass, ran a jackhammer, shoveled top soil, and was a general
“gofer” that summer. The 19-acre topsoil field was rapidly being depleted, and a big deal involving it was in the offing. Dad was starting
to feel his oats, getting acquainted with some politicians, joining the 30th Ward Democratic Club, and generally becoming ready for big
things yet to come.

In 1944, Dad was taking care of Burt Kemerling’s yard on the corner of South Woodland and Green Rd. Burt was a Ford dealer,
located on Buckeye Rd. near E. 93 Street. One day Dad said, “Let’s go get a car.” I drove him to the dealership where he picked up
a Maroon Ford two-door sedan. It was one of the first production cars to come off the assembly lines. The cost was $975, at a time
when people, were offering a $500 bonus, for the privilege of buying a car. Dad learned fast that it wasn’t what you knew, but whom

CLASS OF 1973 MARKING 40TH REUNION NEXT YEAR
Mark Orr, SMA ‘73

Charley Angemeer, Peter Birckhead, Mark Orr, and Tim Scheel have mailed the following letter to each 1973 classmate
for which they have been able to find an address, providing information about the reunion.  Members of the Class of 1973 are
asked to contact these class reps to let them know whether your plan to attend and to confirm your contact information and
email address.

Dear Fellow SMA Class of ’73 Alumni,

Your presence is requested in Staunton, Virginia during the SMA Annual Reunion weekend of 22-24 March 2013 to help
celebrate our 40th anniversary since graduating and departing The Hill.  Please block your calendar today with these dates. We
are less than six months away, so you are encouraged to begin making arrangements and plans to join your classmates, former
roommates, friends and even former teachers to mark this special occasion. Make your room reservations at our reunion
headquarters, the totally renovated Stonewall Jackson Hotel (http://www.stonewalljacksonhotel.com/) or at one of the other
nearby hotels or B&B’s.  The rooms at the SJH fill-up fast, so do not delay making these reservations (1-540-885-4848) and
request the SMA Reunion group rate.

Go to the “Reunion” tab on the SMA web site at http://www.sma-alumni.org/reunion.htm to see the schedule of events and
a downloadable registration form. Complete, scan and send the registration form by e-mail to: smaoffice@sma-alumni.org -or-
by fax to: 1-(866) 950-4452! If you’d rather, you can also send the form with your check to the SMAAA Office at: P.O. Box
958, Staunton, VA 24402.

We are enclosing the following materials: Reunion Registration form and Reunion Schedule of Events. We have our class
mailing list if you need help contacting someone.

Please indicate your interest (via return email to the person that sent you this letter) in attending a “Class of 1973 Breakfast”
on Sunday morning, March 24th.  This will be a great opportunity to have more time to catch up with just your classmates and
perhaps hear a few great stories from our era at SMA.  Cost will be provided once we know the level of interest. There will be
a special memento provided for those that attend!!

Contact one of the Class of ’73 coordinators listed below to let us know that you are planning to attend or for
assistance with any questions or issues.

Join us for our 40th and don’t risk the chance by waiting for the 50th.  See you in March!!!

Charley Angemeer Peter Birckhead Mark Orr Tim Scheel
412-687-1556 713-819-1980 757-631-6883 330-725-4505

cangemeer@yahoo.com peterbirckhead@comcast.net markorr1@verizon.net scheel@zoominternet.net

Of the seventy-three graduating seniors, two have unfortunately passed away too soon and are listed on the Taps page on
the web site.  By the time of this newsletter, there should only be a couple classmates that fall in the “lost” category – meaning
an address could not be obtained. Once a “lost” list has been finalized, classmates will be requested to help find them.
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funding from the government.  In addition, the Army supplied several enlisted men that were on staff to instruct us in proper military
activities. The school did not want to lose this funding; so when the Government inspection was at hand, our workload increased. The
drills became more demanding, the school was cleaned, mess hall washed, rooms were inspected more thoroughly. Our regular
Sunday parade was critiqued more rigorously. Cadet officers were instructed to be more demanding, and for a month in advance of
the inspection, we all polished brass, shoes, floors, furniture, and anything that didn’t move with enforced enthusiasm.

The week before the inspection, we had a practice inspection. Practice hell, it was
full blown with the military advisors doing the inspection. They wore white gloves and
woe be on to the cadet who left some dust on his bedspring or on the molding of a
piece of furniture. We had been taking all extra things from our rooms such as extra
clothing, radios, and record players to the storage room in the basement. Virtually all
rooms had a loose floorboard, where things could be hidden at the last minute. Rifles
had been cleaned repeatedly and inspected. Doorknobs polished, and so it went. We
were critiqued after the practice and encouraged to do better. Finally the big day
came. We had been excused from school to prepare for the inspection. Many cadets
made their beds, and slept on the floor to get a jump on the inspectors. Cadet Officers
inspected repeatedly to make sure the areas of their responsibility would pass.

The piece to the rear was known as a clothes press. The press held everything you
owned, including a rifle that was in the slot on the left side. A clothes bag on the left end
held dirty clothes, and one cubbyhole had a mirror on the door. All personal things were kept in that spaces including shaving kit soap
comb ET. An inspection included the room, clothes press, rifle, your person, and anything else the inspector decided he wanted to
inspect.

This all seems rather melodramatic, but that’s the way it was. The inspection started at 10:00 a.m., and with a number of inspectors
working and it was over by one o-clock. As the inspectors left a room, the occupants would collapse on the bed, and take a short rest.
There was more to come. We were inspected on our military activities, and classroom studies, field stripping rifles, Browning Automatic
Rifles, and mortars. After all that, we still had to look forward to a parade the next day. More inspections were on the Asphalt, in
formation with rifles in full dress uniforms. Brass was shined until it looked like silver with spit shines on shoes. Every cadet had gotten
a haircut the previous week. Fingernails trimmed and clean, band instruments were polished, flagstaffs polished, and flags cleaned. The
thousand and one things no ordinary person would think of were reviewed.

Then the parade started, with the band playing loudly, we marched to the football field. The stands were filled with friends, faculty,
town girls, and ladies from Mary Baldwin College who had been alerted to the importance of this parade. We stood at attention while
the GI inspectors looked at our rifles, clothing, and person. Then the corps passed in review saluting as we passed the reviewing
stands, around the track, and back up the drive to the starting place. . As we marched up the drive some of the girls and members of
the audience clapped and said encouraging things. I assure you they were appreciated. Another ten minutes and it was over.
Each week, a company was selected as the best in parade. The Company Commanders were anxious to receive the award, which
entitled the company to carry a special flag in the next parade. How we appreciated hearing that word, DISMISSED. Now we all
breathed a sigh of relief. The next week the Staff would go easy on us for they knew how hard we had worked to pass the
Government inspection and bring pride to our cadet corps.

In these 50 years since leaving SMA I have drilled in the Air Force, watched the West Point Parades, and spoken to many people
about the quality of the military training we received at a military high school. It is my opinion that at Staunton in my years, our parades,
close order drill, and rifle drill, was equal to that at West Point, or very close to equal. I know of some other military schools that were
not up to the standards we maintained, at least during my years, but others were at least equal to SMA. I’m proud of that fact and that
I was able to demonstrate to some regular Air Force officers in the 3725 Air Installations Squadron at Tyndall, AFB in Florida that a
young Military ROTC 2nd Lieutenant could outdo them in close order drill. My expertise was appreciated by the enlisted men and
won me some brownie points with them, Points any 2nd . Lieutenant sorely needs.

COMPANY DEMONSTRATIONS
After the GI inspections were over, things would ease up; so we could concentrate on studies, or just enjoy ourselves. Working

out, swimming, sun bathing with a mixture of iodine and mineral oil rubbed on our skin to hasten the tan, (it didn’t) sleeping, playing
cards and just goofing off occupied our time for several weeks.

A typical room and cadet ready for inspection.
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LIFE AS A CADET
(Part 2 of 4)

By Bob Horvath, SMA ‘47

MESS AND MISCELLANEOUS
Five hundred hungry, active teen-agers consume a lot of food. For that to be delivered and consumed in a half-hour was a

daunting challenge. Major Joe Taylor (yes the same one) was in charge of the mess hall. I won’t say the food was always the best, but
it was adequate in both quantity and quality. The first few weeks of the year were better, but after that, the routine became predictable.
We ate the same things every Monday and so on for each day. . Breakfast was the same every day. Eggs were scrambled, poached,
or fried with bacon. You could have pancakes, two types of cold cereal, toast, orange juice, milk, or coffee. On occasion, we had
chipped beef that was always burned. Grits were served every morning. All you wanted to eat was the rule, except when the Chief
[Waiter] didn’t have time to get it before mess was over. Three tables by the kitchen door were the choice tables as they were closest
to the kitchen. Pity the poor cadets who sat at tables on the other end of the mess hall.

The photo shows the athletes’ corner of the mess hall as it appeared in the
summer of 1998. Mary Baldwin College purchased the school in the mid
‘70s, and because the mess hall was declared a historic building, it has survived.
It is now used for gatherings and is rented for weddings and other occasions.
The lighted door in the background and another to the left were the entrances
to the kitchen. The stairway led to a smaller upper level for additional seating.
In front of the stairs was a table reserved for the Commandant and some of
the upper echelon administrators. The pathway from the door along the columns
was where the chiefs raced with huge trays filled with food. The chiefs who
had tables behind the photographer literally had to run to keep their tables
serviced.  Approximately one fourth of the areas is shown in the photograph.
Cadets entered through one central door and stood behind their chairs until
the First Captain, standing at the head of the stairs, said Grace and made any
pertinent announcements.

The sight of the mess hall invokes many memories created during two and a half years of eating three meals a day here. I can’t
remember a single instance of anyone getting sick on the food. Although it may not have been gourmet quality, it was substantial and
filling to over five hundred hungry cadets every day.

The chiefs would carry huge round aluminum trays filled with food and they would virtually run to keep up with the demand of the
cadets. Sadder still for the cadets seated a distance from the kitchen was the practice of giving those tables to the new waiters who had
to learn to hustle. Occasionally, a Chief would show off, and run the length of the mess hall with the large aluminum tray spinning on his
finger. The cadets would cheer and take up a collection for him if he made it without dropping the tray. Our Chief, Archie, was a
gentleman who seemed to be well educated and out of place as a waiter. I recently read a story written by a 1966 graduate, and he
mentioned Archie, who was still serving the football tables by the kitchen door, eighteen years later.

Sunday noon we ate fried chicken and ice cream. Sunday evening we had greasy cold cuts and slices of cheese. Yuk! Other meals
were Swiss steak, spaghetti, and meatballs, T-bone steak, fried fish, beef stew, and others I don’t remember. We also had a variety
of vegetables, and bread was always on the table. The worst meal was Sunday evening. If we had seventy-five cents several of us
would enter the mess hall and walk right out the back door. A walk across the football field to woods and a short walk to Marinos
would yield a large plate of Mama Marinos good Spaghetti and meatballs. Over the years, I imagine hundreds of cadets enjoyed
Marinos food and the good looks of Mama Marinos daughter Virginia. Still there, Marinos is a small, wooden, storefront type building
that I visited, in July of 1997 with Herk Wolf. Now, a little shopworn, the beautiful daughter was behind the small bar, no longer the
sweet young thing, but still attractive. Two country boy types in their late forties were drinking beer and playing guitars. They were very
good, too. It appeared they were everyday customers and I got the impression that the guitars were left there for the clientele to use.
Herk Wolf and I enjoyed a beer, talked of old times and left. What fond memories the visit evoked.

GOVERNMENT  INSPECTION  (GI)
By mid spring, the corps was shaping up. We had drilled innumerable hours to perfect our lines. Rifle drill was perfected and

competitions were held for individuals, squads, and companies. The hated Government Inspection was near. The school received

Athletes’ corner of the SMA Mess Hall

VWIL        NEWS
“Editor’s note.  This letter was sent to all VWIL alumni by General Bissell in early November.  Since SMA alumni are “friends
of VWIL”, it seems appropriate to share the letter with you in the Kablegram
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September 19, 2012

We had two visitors in the museum yesterday—Mario Martinelli ’70 and a friend, both from Panama. Mario is the brother of
Ricardo Martinelli ‘69, President of Panama. He had not been back since he graduated, and he visited for quite a while. He told us that
Robert West ’70 had passed away (his classmate and friend).

From what I understand, the “friend from Panama” was the Bank Consultant for Panama (hope I understood correctly). That
gentleman did not write his name in the book...only Mario did. They were staying in Washington D.C. and came for a visit. Mario
stated that his brother would be addressing the United Nations in New York, and he would be attending that. He took a picture of the
display we have on the wall of his brother and sent it to him. He was very pleased with the display.

Arlene Nicely

October  9, 2012

Hello, this is very interesting to me on a personal level. I have heard stories all of my life about SMA. My father Charles S. Allen
Jr. attended this school for several years around 1915. During this time he became lifelong friends with Col Robert Frederick.
Unfortunately we never did get the chance to meet him, but did get to dine with his wife a few times in the early 70’s. He and my father
were the exact age, but he passed away at the age of 94… 11 years ago. My grandparents were from the Shenandoah Valley area
originally, and they had a family farm in that area for many years. I enjoyed reading about the history, etc. of the Academy.  I’m glad it’s
still there.Joanne SowleEditor’s note:  Posted on the SMA/VWIL Facebook.

E-MAIL  ADDRESSES
Mark Orr, SMA ’73, Webmaster

It is currently estimated that 92% of the population in the U.S. has an email address.  It should come as no surprise that
social networking has reached near ubiquity among Internet users here in the U.S.  According to recent comScore data, 98%
of the U.S. online population uses social media, such as Facebook and Twitter.  According to comScore, social networking has
reached 94.7% of users age 55 and older, representing a 12% jump between July 2010 and October 2011.

With these sort of statistics, it becomes obvious that more and more people are spending time online.  The SMA Alumni
Association established its official web presence on the Internet in 2001.  In 2011, in order to control rising costs and a stagnant
dues paying membership, the SMAAA began delivering the Kablegram Newsletter via email notification and posting a PDF
version on the web site.  The cost savings have been dramatic!

The key to making this work, however, is having valid email addresses for our alumni corps.  Whether you are a dues-
paying alumnus or not, we would still like to send you an email notification when a new Kablegram issue is posted on the web
site.  Currently, every time we send an email notice, we get about 33% “bounces” or Internet Service Provider (ISP) rejections
of emails due to bad email addresses.  Help us minimize these bounces – check that we have a good email address for you.

What can you do? Go to the SMA web site and look-up your name in the Online Email Directory at: http://www.sma-
alumni.org/email.htm

If your listing is correct, you need do nothing
If your listing is incorrect, email your corrections to: Registrar@sma-alumni.org
If your name isn’t listed, email your contact information to: Registrar@sma-alumni.org

A word about email addresses. Many choose to use their work email address, which is perfectly fine . . . until the person
changes jobs or retires.  So, you may want to think about the email address you want us to use.  We promise not to share or
sell your email address and we will not spam you either.

We also have a group page on Facebook that is pretty lively with about 235 active members.  Lots of pictures and
funny stories are shared in this group. Check it out at: https://www.facebook.com/#!/groups/97462675774/

from the webmaster

VWIL        NEWS
TRIBUTE TO DR. BRENDA BRYANT

By Iuliana Petre, Counseling Intern
Seattle Therapy Alliance

On Wednesday, August 15, 2012, the community of women and men of the Virginia Women’s Institute for Leadership, Mary
Baldwin College, Staunton Military Academy, and affiliated organizations, bid farewell to Dr. Brenda Bryant, who succumbed to her
third and final bout of breast cancer, one day shy of her 67th birthday.  Dr. Bryant’s death, at so young an age, was an unexpected onset
of sorrow, most especially for someone like me, who, following graduation and commissioning, had not kept up as much as I’d have liked
with the cornerstone individuals of VWIL and MBC.

And Dr. Brenda Bryant was indeed a cornerstone.  I was 17 years old when I first encountered Dr. Bryant.  Our first connection
was nothing more than a brief phone call, which she placed to me from her office in the VWIL house at MBC in Staunton, VA.  I could
hear in her voice that she was smiling when she called to personally welcome me into the VWIL program—an acceptance that came
even before my formal acceptance to Mary Baldwin College.

Months later, on a warm Virginia day, a couple of weeks into my null year (after Wilderness Adventure and Cadre Week), and at the
start of my freshman year at MBC, I walked into my work-study placement job at the former VWIL house on Sycamore Street (behind
Woodson Dorm).  It was there that I began to unravel for myself the mystery of Dr. Brenda Bryant.

The old VWIL house was a dark space filled with heavy pieces of wood furniture and creaking wood floors.  Sometimes, when the
house was empty, I would wander through each of the rooms.  I crept up the stairs quietly, cursing each creaking floorboard that, if
someone had been nestled quietly into an office upstairs, would have given away my presence.  I would walk past Dr. Bryant’s office
and wonder about the woman behind the door.  A consummate professional, she always looked the part, carried herself that way, and
never once darted outside the boundaries of a life that seemed traveled with elegant control.  She was flawless, and in short, I was
intimidated and inspired by her.

A busy woman, Dr. Bryant swept effortlessly between meetings, events, and the classes she taught.  I kept the company of Sue
Williams mostly – the former office manager in the VWIL house.  Sue and I talked about Dr. Bryant a lot since we were both equally
fascinated by that poised woman upstairs.  One day I came upon a photo album brimming with newspaper clippings.  One after another,
they traced the VWIL program to a time before its inception.  As a whole, the album depicted the program in a time-line, from the
conceptualization of the program as an alternative to admitting women into the Virginia Military Institute, into the development and
inception phases.  Almost every article mentioned Dr. Brenda Bryant, the woman selected to nurture the idea of VWIL, like a seedling,
which she brought to fruition.  She had accomplished so much in her time before VWIL, too.  She was rightfully a leader, as the articles
portrayed her, yet she was much more, too.  She was a powerhouse.

In my first few weeks at the VWIL house, I idolized her too much to ever grow too comfortable speaking to her.  This was a factor
a year later, as a sophomore student and second year cadet, while I was still working in the VWIL house, I got to talk to Sue about the
letters “SMA” that were etched into the concrete pillars along the back parts of campus, near Tyson Terrace and Kable Residence Hall.
I grew curious about them.  Sue, who had seen them also, was unable to explain very much to me about them.  So, I took up my own
research.  I read everything I found on online and relayed my findings to Sue.  I wondered aloud if she thought it would be great to honor
the SMA alumni in some way.  Indeed it would be, she said, listening intently to my idea.  Then she said, “You should tell Dr. Bryant about
your idea.”

I froze.  What?  How would I do that?  I still wasn’t completely at ease talking with her.  And what if she thought it was a dumb idea?
While nothing I had ever said to anyone in the VWIL office had ever been treated like a dumb idea, I was still in awe with Dr. Bryant
and feared rejection by her.  One day, not long after, Dr. Bryant came downstairs to ask Sue for some copies.  Sue mentioned to Dr.
Bryant that I had made some headway in my research about SMA.  From the sound of the conversation, they had talked about me quite
a bit already.  “If you put something together,” Dr. Bryant said turning to me, “We’ll support it.”  I was blown away.  But, that was all I
needed to hear in order to dive deep into the idea.

While there were no phone numbers or email addresses on the SMA websites I visited I found one link to a “webmaster,” so I sent
off an email, and within a few days, I received a response from Malcolm Kantzler, the man behind the Webmaster link.  With his help I
developed a mailing list of SMA alumni living either locally or near by within just a few hours.  I mailed personalized letters letting them
know that a parade would be held in their honor, the date of which had been selected by General Michael Bissell and Dr. Brenda Bryant.

One afternoon, as I worked on my letters in the VWIL office, Dr. Bryant, who expressed how impressed she was with my progress,
asked me, “What do you need?”  She wanted to help me in any way that she could.
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Death and legacy
In August 1945, Patch returned to the United States to take command of the Fourth Army, but he was soon hospitalized with
lung problems. He died of pneumonia on 21 November 1945 at Brooke General Hospital at Fort Sam Houston, Texas. He is
buried at West Point Cemetery on the grounds of the U.S. Military Academy at West Point, New York.  Kurmärker Kaserne,
in Stuttgart-Vaihingen, Germany, was renamed Patch Barracks in his honor on 4 July, 1952.
Patch Barracks is the home of Headquarters, United States European Command (HQ USEUCOM), the supreme American
military command in Europe. Patch Barracks also has an elementary and high school named after General Patch. The United
States Navy transport USNS General Alexander M. Patch (T-AP-122) was also named for General Patch. Patch was
promoted posthumously to General (four stars) on 19 July 1954.

Editor’s Notes:  For more information about General Patch, go to the following books.
• Charles Pfannes and Victor Salamone. The Great Commanders of World War II, Volume III: The Americans.
• Weirather, Larry. “Saving General Patch.” Aviation History, May 2012, pp. 18–19.
• William K. Wyant (1991). Sandy Patch - A Biography of Lt. Gen. Alexander M. Patch. Praeger.

ISBN 0-275-93454-3.

Reprinted from Wikipedia.

letters/e-mails to the editor
LETTERS/EMAIL TO THE EDITOR

September 9, 2012
Dear Arlene and Brock,

Finally, the lazy old guy gets a note off to two wonderful persons.  When I had the beautiful visit with you two, I was at the start of
a “revisit yearbooks” type of trip.  It ended up being 2,300 + miles and took several weeks.  I went to my childhood memories in four
states and loved every minute of the journey.  I came home totally worn out, but full of happiness for the things, people, and events I
encountered.  Today is my 85th birthday; so I figured I should get my memories straight because this could be my last chance.

Before I go on, I want to say that the high light of the entire trip was the luck I had when I found the two of you.  You filled a spot
in my life that was a deep void.  I bonded with both of you at once; so tell me there are no great powers. I love you both and thank you
from the bottom of my heart for your kindness to me.

I am enclosing a couple of papers from school which may have no value except for the signatures.  I hope you find some spot for
them in the museum.

Around 20 years ago, I got the word that Tom Butscher, SMA ’44, was dying.  I drove to Maryland to see him and found he was
in bad shape.  One thing he really wanted was a 1944 Shrapnel, which he failed to get.  So, of course, I gave him mine.  Tom Passed
away shortly thereafter, and I never recovered my yearbook.  If you bump into a bright young alumni that has a 1944 book they would
sell, I would be thrilled to buy it.

Say, Arlene, I got a laugh out of the transcript you ran for me.  When I told my family about my grades at SMA, they really laughed.
When I was there, I was so excited that I forgot to take the transcript with me.  Could you send me a copy?

I hope that I will be able to get to Staunton and see the two of you again.  You are a very bright star in my life, and I’ll never forget
you.
Dave Fisher, SMA ‘44
Editor’s Note: Arlene sent Dave a ’44 yearbook from our museum collection.

VWIL        NEWS
“Nothing,” I said too quickly. Then responded “Maybe some more envelopes.”  Dr. Bryant disappeared upstairs. A few minutes

later she returned with a stack of envelopes and a book of stamps.  A few days later, the letters were all mailed off, and replies soon
made their way to the VWIL Office as an RSVP or a phone call from surprised, but pleased, SMA alumni.

On the day of the parade, held in honor of SMA alumni, I didn’t quite realize the impact that my decision would have on the VWIL
Corps of Cadets, the SMA alumni, and the community.  All I had wanted to do was to reach out and bridge a gap between two entities
that shared immense similarities—two corps of cadets among the ranks of which stood dedicated young dreamers, each with their own
hopes and ambitions.  Both corps marched proudly on the same grounds, which seemed to pass down a legacy of pride and strength
from one generation to the next.  It just made sense to me, and to Dr. Bryant, that SMA and VWIL ought to be connected in some way.

While the event went smoothly, in retrospect it was a bit of a blur to me. It all happened very quickly, and the following week both
Dr. Bryant and General Bissell commented proudly on the impact of my accomplishment.  Later in my college career I was awarded
the first SMA-VWIL scholarship.

In hindsight I see how my dream was but a dream; and while I initiated the relationship between the SMA alumnae and the VWIL
Corps of Cadets, it would not have been possible without Dr. Bryant’s support.  Had she come downstairs that day and said, “Oh, you’re
still working on that?” or had she not thought it was such a good idea from the start, I would have given up long ago.   Instead, with few
words, Dr. Bryant let me know that she was behind me all the way.  She was unique in that way.  It was as if she held a space for me
and said, “Try, and I’ll be here if you fail.  If you don’t fail, I’ll be here to be proud of you.”

Her leadership style was different for me.  No one had ever supported me in that way.  Honestly, no one.  Most other individuals in
leadership roles tend to take the approach of telling subordinates what to do, and following with instructions for how to do it.  What was
most scary about Dr. Bryant’s approach was how much freedom she gave each cadet.  While different, Dr. Bryant’s leadership style
was deeply impactful.  I have met very few people in my life that can lead in the same way, and I have come to believe that it takes a
deep level of personal strength to teach and to lead as she did.

So much about Dr. Brenda Bryant still remains a mystery to me.  In hindsight that list has shrunk just a little bit now, and I will always
be thankful that Dr. Bryant brought her talents and strengths to me and to so many others during her tenure at MBC.
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Dr. James Roncie Duke, a
retired ophthalmologist and Johns
Hopkins pathologist who was a
collector of F. Scott Fitzgerald’s
works and lived in what once was
the novelist’s Baltimore home, died
of complications from dementia
Oct. 16 in Bolton Hill. He was 88.
Born in Tampa, Fla., he was
the son of an ophthalmologist.
He attended Plant High
School in Tampa and was a

1942 graduate of Staunton Military Academy in Virginia.
In an autobiographical essay he wrote for a 50th

class reunion at Princeton University, he said, “I wanted
a change of scene from the South” when he applied to
college. He received an application to Harvard, but found
that “the Harvard application form was the more
complex, so I returned only the Princeton form.”

He said that he arrived at Princeton in 1942 and was
interested in the writings of Fitzgerald, who had studied there.
“His literary reputation was then in eclipse,” Dr. Duke wrote.
“I began then to collect his writings and have continued to

collect materials related to his life and work.”  After his
graduation from Princeton, he earned a degree at the Johns
Hopkins School of Medicine. He trained at a pathology
program at Columbia Presbyterian Hospital and returned to
Hopkins in 1949 for a three-year residency at the Wilmer
Ophthalmological Institute.  “During this period I worked
closely under the tutelage of Dr. Jonas Friedenwald, who had
written the first textbook in English on ophthalmic pathology,”

Dr. Duke wrote in an autobiographical sketch.
During the Korean War, he entered military service

and served in the Army at the Armed Forces Institute of
Pathology and at Fitzsimons Army Hospital in Denver.
The hospital also served tuberculosis patients. “After
one year of working there, I traded in my lab coat for
pajamas and began treatment myself for pulmonary
tuberculosis,” Dr. Duke wrote. During his recuperation,
he said, he read classics by Mann, Melville, Proust and
Tolstoy. He remained a reader and kept up a voluminous

correspondence.
He left the Army as a captain and accepted Dr.

Friedenwald’s invitation to return to Hopkins to head the
ophthalmic pathology laboratory in September 1955. He then

Cadet Duke in 1942
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Lt. General Alexander PatchLt. General Alexander PatchLt. General Alexander PatchLt. General Alexander PatchLt. General Alexander Patch

World War II, European Theater
Impressed by Patch’s performance on Guadalcanal, General Marshall ordered him to the European Theater of Operations,

where he took over command of the Seventh Army from General Mark Clark. Under Patch, the Seventh Army landed in
southern France in Operation Dragoon on 15 August 1944, after which Patch – who was promoted to lieutenant general on 18
August 1944 – led the Seventh Army in a fast offensive up the Rhone Valley. On 9 September 1944, near Dijon, France, it met
up with elements of Lieutenant General George S. Patton’s Third Army that had driven east from the beaches of Normandy.
Patch suffered personal tragedy when his son, Captain Alexander M. Patch III, was killed in action on 22 October 1944 while
serving as an infantry company commander in the 79th Infantry Division.

In the spring of 1945, Supreme Allied Commander General Dwight D. Eisenhower offered Patch a B-25 Mitchell and pilot
for his personal use, but Patch turned down the offer because he wished to remain in touch with his subordinate commanders
during fast-moving operations and preferred a smaller plane that could land on unimproved fields and pastures.  He narrowly
escaped injury or death on 18 April 1945 when a German Messerschmitt Me 109 intercepted the United States Army Air
Forces 72nd Liaison Squadron Stinson L-5 Sentinel liaison aircraft, Sea Level, which was taking him from Kitzingen to
Öhringen, Germany, to coordinate operations during the Battle of Nuremberg. His pilot, Technical Sergeant Robert F. Stretton,
maneuvered the L-5 so skillfully that Patch arrived safely at Öhringen.  Stretton later received the Distinguished Flying Cross
for the flight.

Patch retained command of the Seventh Army through the end of the war in Europe in May 1945, crossing into Germany
and over the Rhine River, leading the Seventh Army’s attack on the German Siegfried Line, and then moving into southern
Germany.

Awards and decorations
Ribbon bar with the list of General Alexander M. Patch´s decorations:

1st Row
Army Distinguished Service Medal w/ two Oak Leaf Clusters, Navy Distinguished
Service Medal, Bronze Star

2nd Row
World War I Victory Medal with three battle clasps, American Defense Service
Medal, American Campaign Medal, Asiatic-Pacific Campaign Medal w/ two service stars

3rd Row
European-African-Middle Eastern Campaign Medal w/ three service stars, World War II Victory
Medal, Companion of the Order of the Bath (United Kingdom), Commander of the Légion
d’honneur (France)

4th Row
Croix de guerre with palm (France), Order of Leopold II, Grand Cross (Belgium), Croix de guerre with palm (Belgium),
Order of Abdon Calderón (Ecuador)

Continued from page 2
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moved to Bolton Hill. “As a teacher,
he was exacting and made us toe
the mark when studying the
pathology slides,” said Dr. Robert
B. Welch of Baltimore. “He also
had a wonderful sense of humor.”
A 1970 Baltimore Sun article noted
his role in an earlier Hopkins
experiment involving 26 lab rats that
were fed a diet of nothing but yogurt
and developed cataracts.

He wrote that in 1968 he was
“ready for a change of pace” and left Hopkins to begin a
private practice at 14 W. Mount Vernon Place. He retired in
1982 and became a consultant in the Office of Disability
Operations for the Social Security Administration. “The work
load is variable, the hours flexible ... an ideal arrangement for
the physician in retirement,” he wrote.

In his essay for his 50th Princeton reunion, he wrote that
in 1973 he bought the Park Avenue house that
Fitzgerald rented between 1933 and 1936. “During
that time, [Fitzgerald’s wife] Zelda was hospitalized
for mental illness at the Johns Hopkins Hospital and
at the Sheppard Pratt Hospital, where I served as a
consultant. The Fitzgeralds entertained Gertrude Stein
at this home. Scott completed ‘Tender Is the Night’
here and posed for promotional photographs at the
fireplace in the study,” he wrote. He went on to say,
“It was a sad and troubled place for him. My life in
this house, however, has been a pleasant and
rewarding one.” He donated his Fitzgerald holdings
to Princeton several years ago. He was also a benefactor of
the Walters Art Museum and the Baltimore Museum of Art.

Friends said that Dr. Duke was also a collector of
American 19th-century landscape paintings, as well as antique
furniture, rugs and porcelain that he displayed in his residence.
He regularly visited New York and Baltimore auction houses,
galleries and museums. “He lived a wonderful lifestyle,” said
his attorney, Frederick S. Koontz. “He was a Southern
gentleman. He grew up in that world, and it was his world.”
Dr. Duke frequently traveled to Venice. He also enjoyed lengthy
railroad trips.

Survivors include two nieces
Originally posted in the Baltimore Sun.

Heiskell Rea Gray, SMA ‘51

   Heiskell “H.R.” Rea Gray, age
80 of Ocean View, Delaware and
formerly of Suitland, Maryland,
passed away on Tuesday, October
16, 2012 in White Sulphur Springs,
West Virginia.

Dr. James Roncie Duke

He was born on June 5, 1932 son of the late Heiskell and
Cathleen (Dorsey) Gray.  Heiskell attended Staunton Military
Academy for four years, graduating with the class of 1951.
“H.R.” was a licensed attorney in Maryland and D.C. before
his retirement.  Mr. Gray was also the former owner of the
Cedar Hill Inn in Suitland, Maryland which his family owned
since the 1950’s.  Heiskell enjoyed coaching ASA 18 and
under girls’ softball; however, his true enjoyment was his family,
especially his grandchildren.

He is survived by his loving wife of 44 years, Darlene
Ann (Armand) Gray; three children, Tricia Bird and her
husband John of Ocean View, Delaware, John Gray and his
wife Susan of Bethesda, Maryland, and Tracy Gray of Ellicott
City, Maryland; a sister, Eleanor “Sissy” Mangum of Suitland,
Maryland and six grandchildren, Krisula, Joshua, Hanna, Colin,
Wesley, and Wyatt.

Robert K. West, SMA ‘70

Robert West’s passing
was reported by Mario
Martinelli, SMA ‘70.  No other
information is available at this
time.

Warren C. Wood, Jr.,
(SMA Sophomore in 1966)

Warren C.Wood, JR., 58, passed
away on October 21, 2008, from
complications due to pancreatic
cancer. Mr. Wood, a third-generation
Miamian, was born on May 4, 1950.
He attended Redland Elementary and Junior High School,
Staunton Military Academy, and graduated from South Dade
High School. He then attended Georgia Southern College.

Growing up, Mr. Wood farmed potatoes with his brother,
Kermit on the family farm, G.C. Wood & Sons in the Redlands.
Later, he owned Mango Creek Nursery, where he grew palms,
flowering trees and exotic plants. A member of Fairchild
Tropical Gardens, he volunteered many hours replanting after
Hurricane Andrew. After hurricanes destroyed Metro Zoo
and Captiva Island, he also helped renew both properties.

His passions were the natural world, history, literature,
art, music, antiques and photography. He traveled extensively
in Central and South America exploring ancient indigenous
cultures.

He will be greatly missed by his many friends and family.
Warren had a kind, tender, generous heart and was loved by
all who knew him.

Published in The Miami Herald on October 29, 2008Cadet Gray in 1951

Cadet West in 1970

Warren Wood in 2012
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_____ Baseball Caps ........................................................... $7.00
Structured Hats: White with Blue Lettering “Staunton Military Academy”

Blue with Gold Lettering “Staunton Military Academy”
Blue with Gold Hat Shield

_____ Baseball Caps ......................................................... $15.00
Unstructured Hats: Blue, White, OR Tan with Cross Rifles and Lettering
                               “Staunton Military Academy”
T-Shirts:  M-3X

_____ Blue: (Gold Silk Screened Hat Shield) .................... $7.00
_____ Blue: (Gold Embroidered Hat Shield) ....................... $7.00
_____ Gold: (w/ Blue Embroidered Hat Shield on front &

Embroidered SMA Shoulder Patch on sleeve) .......... $18.00
_____ Gold: (with full color hat sheild patch) .................... $20.00
_____ Black: (with full color hat sheild patch) ................... $20.00

T-Shirts:  M-3X - Long sleeve
_____ Gold: (with full color hat sheild patch) .................... $25.00

Sweatshirts:  M-3X
_____ Blue: (Gold Embroidered Hat Shield Patch) ............. $17.00
_____ Gray: (Embroidered Cross Rifles and lettering

“Staunton Military Academy”) ..................................... $17.00
_____ Polo (Golf) Shirts:   M-3X
_____ Solid White or Blue with Blue Embroidered Hat Shield ... $39.00
_____ Solid Black with Gold Embroidered Hat Shield ........ $39.00
_____ Blue (Chevron design on collar and cuff)

Embroidered with cross rifles and lettering
“Staunton Military Academy” ................................. $20.00

_____ Jackets:   $65.00  M-3X
_____ Navy Blue with Gold Embroidered Hat Shield

(3)-2XL (1)XL -  ONLY SIZES LEFT .................... $50.00
_____ Gold with Full color Hat Shield ................................ $75.00
_____ Black with Full Color Hat Shield Patch .................... $75.00
_____ Blue Fleece 1/4 zipper front pullover

Embroidered with Gold Hat Shield ........................... $39.00
_____ Small cooler bright yellow w/black trim: full color

Hat Shield Patch on front ......................................... $24.00
_____ Officer/NCO Belt Buckle ......................................... $30.00
_____ Leather Garrison Belt ............................................... $35.00

(can be cut to sizes up to 50 inches)
_____ Car Window Decal ...................................................... $3.50
_____ Original Post Cards of scenes from SMA ................... $2.00
_____ SMA Shoulder Patches ............................................... $2.00
_____ Blue Book (reprint) .................................................. $10.00
_____ Mug: Black “Barrel” Mug with Gold Hat Shield ....... $5.00
_____ Steins: White with Gold Hat Shield .......................... $10.00
_____ License Plate Holder: Plastic with lettering

“Staunton Military Academy Alumni Association” in gold ................ $10.00
_____ DVD Disc:”A History of the Staunton Military Academy”

Produced and Directed  by Greg Robertson SMA ’70
_____ ................................................................................... $20.00
_____ CD: A collection of items related to the history of SMA

contains ads (1884-1930) catalogs, panorama of campus &
Corps of Cadets, postcards, and 16 Yearbooks including the
first(1906) and last printed (1975) ............................ $20.00

Charges listed below are for United States in-country delivery only.
Shipments to Hawaii, Bahamas, and other distant destinations are
subject to shipper’s charges.

Shipping charges must be added:
    $00.00 to $30.00 ................................................................ $0011.00
    $31.00 to $70.00 .................................................................. $013.15
    $71.00 and above ................................................................ $015.15

Name:___________________________________________________________

Address:_________________________________________________________

City:_______________________________________State:_______ZIP:_______________

Telephone: ( ______) ______________E-mail:__________________________

The Cadet Store is located in the
SMA-VWIL Museum in the former
SMA Supply Room. The form at right
should be completed and mailed, with
your check enclosed, to:

SMA Alumni Association
P. O. Box 958, Woodrum Station
Staunton, Virginia 24401-0958
You can also contact the store by

e-mail at SMAOffice@sma-alumni.org
 or call (540) 885-1309 for informa-
tion, leave a message, and your call
will be returned as soon as possible.

Credit card orders can be pro-
cessed by using the form on page 28.
Your order will be shipped when pay-
ment is received.

$____________

$____________

$____________
$____________

$____________
$____________
$____________

$____________

$____________

$____________

$____________
$____________

$____________

$____________
$____________
$____________

$____________

$____________
$____________
$____________

$____________
$____________
$____________
$____________
$____________
$____________

$____________

$____________

$____________

$____________
$____________
$____________
$____________Total:

CADET STOREBriefly

SMA Sabre for sale?  Recently, Arlene Nicely was asked by one of
our alumni, if anyone had an SMA sabre for sale.  If you have a sabre
you would consider selling, or if you know anyone who might, please
contact Arlene at our SMA Alumni Association office in Staunton.

P. O. Box 958, Woodrum Station,
Staunton, Virginia 24402-0958

Telephone: (540) 885-1309 / (800) 627-5806

E-mail: SMAOffice@sma-alumni.org
Website: http://www.sma-alumni.org

Dr. Brenda Bryant Memorial Walk-Run.  There will be a new
event at this year’s combined reunion, a Walk-Run event in memory
of Dr. Brenda Bryant.  It is scheduled from 2:00 to 4:00 p.m. on
Saturday, March 23rd.  Registration will be on the asphalt before the
race.

States’ entry into World War II, George Marshall was appointed Chief
of Staff of the United States Army. He promoted Patch to brigadier
general, and sent him to Fort Bragg, North Carolina, to supervise the
training of new soldiers.

World War II, Pacific Theater
Patch was promoted to major general on 10 March 1942. In that

year, he was sent to the Pacific Theater of Operations to organize the
reinforcement and defense of New Caledonia. He took command of
a loose collection of units, and formed them into the Americal Division
(a contraction of “American, New Caledonian Division” adopted as
the division’s name on Patch’s suggestion after it was proposed by a
soldier in the division.)  The Americal Division first saw action in the
Guadalcanal campaign in October 1942, when it relieved the valiant,
but malaria-ridden 1st Marine Division there. In December 1942, Patch
moved up to command of the XIV Corps, and he was given charge of
the entire offensive on Guadalcanal. Patch personally led troops under
his command on a dangerous offensive in the Battle of Mount Austen,
the Galloping Horse, and the Sea Horse to capture several fortified
hills and ridges from Japanese forces. Under his leadership, by February
1943 the Japanese were driven from Guadalcanal.

In May 1943 Patch returned to the United States where he was
placed in charge of the 4th Corps at Fort Lewis, Washington. He was
also given responsibility for the Desert Training Center.

Patch continued

Pass in Review
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Lt. General Alexander Patch
Professor of Military Science and Tactics 1921 – 1936

General Alexander McCarrell “Sandy” Patch (23 November 1889 – 21 November
1945) was an officer in the United States Army, best known for his service in World War II. He
commanded U.S. Army and United States Marine Corps forces during the invasion of Guadalcanal,
and the Seventh Army in Operation Dragoon (the invasion of
southern France).

Early career
Patch was born on Fort Huachuca, a military post in Arizona

where his father commanded a detachment. He never considered
any career other than the army, and received his appointment to
the United States Military Academy at West Point, New York, in
1909. He wanted to follow his father into the cavalry, but realizing
that it was becoming obsolete, he instead chose the infantry, into
which he was commissioned in 1913. In World War I, Patch

served as an infantry officer and as an instructor in the Army’s machine gun school. While he
was commanding troops on the front line in France, his leadership came to the attention of
George C. Marshall, then a member of General John Pershing’s staff.

Between the World Wars
After the war, Patch studied at the Command and General Staff School at Fort Leavenworth,

and as a major, he spent the next 15 years as Professor of Military Science and
Tactics at Staunton Military Academy in Staunton, Virginia.

Assigned to SMA in 1921, Alexander Patch made such a deep impression on the
cadets that they dedicated their 1922 yearbook to him. The dedication read “to
Major Alexander McCarrel Patch, sterling officer and thorough gentleman, whose

devotion to our alma mater
has been untiring, this volume
of the Blue and Gold is
dedicated.”

Leaving SMA in 1936,
he was promoted to colonel
and was placed in charge of
the recruitment camp at
Camp Croft in South
Carolina. During the military
buildup before the United
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Lt. General Patch in 1945

   Major Patch in 1921 Major Patch in 1933

See pages 12, 13 and 14
for  reunion information
and registration form.
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future!
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