AIRMAN
Enlisting in the United States Air Force at 18, I was ready for the new adventure.  Training was really tough but after 3 months, our squadron of recruits made it.  We were scheduled to be honored in a ceremony the next day, to march in unison, showing off our first set of hard-earned Airman stripe chevrons. But tonight were given permission to enjoy some personal time.

Most of the girls wanted to go bowling.  Since I did not, I volunteered to sew the stripes on our blouses for my sisters in blue.  There was a small problem though.  Being raised on a farm, I could run a tractor, make a bookcase or shoe a horse.  Sewing?  I did not have any idea how to sew and the proof was in my trial samples.  

First, I sewed the stripes on the arm of my blouse straight. But when I got up, I discovered that I had sewn the blouse onto my pants as well!  My second attempt made me proud until I realized that I had sewn the stripe clear through the whole sleeve, leaving no opening for my arm.  

Well, I would figure something out.  Hours later the returning girls were impressed to see their blouses pressed and hung with those stripes firmly planted. The next day found us proudly standing at attention as we listened to the dedication speech. Our Training Inspector seems very impressed.  We looked really sharp as we paraded past the Base Commander.

The Texas sun was beating extra hot that day but tall and straight we stood.  Suddenly our Drill Instructor called in an angry voice, "Airman Lucille Ricardo - front and center".  My blood turned to ice.  Our T.I. started calling me after the famous redhead because some of my previous antics were worthy of being her sidekick.  My mind searched quickly for any clues on what I may have done to trigger such a harsh call, especially now during this inspection.  




Ordering me to the front line of the squadron, he asked me what I saw.  I thought I was going to faint!  There on ground, on either side of each and every one of the airmen in my squad, were the curled blue and white remains of my last sewing effort.  My face was as red as my hair as I braced myself for the worse dressing down on the base.  I envisioned myself being 70 and still being assigned to KP or Latrine Duty.  But the T.I. suddenly doubled over with laughter.  He called, "At Ease - Permission to Crack Up." Everyone was laughing at my mistake until our sides hurt.  

Without warning we were immediately called to Attention as the Base Commander stood in front of us.  “Who is responsible for this squad?” his voice boomed fear into our immediate silence.  The drill inspector claimed that role until the Base Commander moved him aside to stand directly in front of me.  I was sure I was about to be discharged for this stunt, so I stood quietly at attention shaking in my polished shoes but ready for my punishment.  “Airman!” the Commander bellowed.  I had no choice to look directly at him and take my reprimand like a solider.  I tried not to flinch when the Base Commander stepped up to me with menacing glee.  His shadow blocked out the sun and I thought for a moment that I saw this stern leader wink at me.  Wink? At me?  I must be having sun stroke.  With a hidden smile on his face he asked, “So where did you get enough glue to tack on all those stripes?  Pretty creative! Good Job! At Ease, Carry On” he ordered as he saluted our squadron, marching back to the stage shaking his head  as he marched away with a chuckle.

Arriving back to our dormitory after the ceremony, the whole squad was busy sewing.  Our T.I. had a surprise for us: 10 large pizzas as a reward for being Number 1 on the blacktop.  Then he laid an extra-large bottle of Elmers glue on the table.  He praised my non sewing smarts and that he was proud of us.  His squad at 3201 Air Base Group had become the talk of the base noted because of our perfect formation maintained through the inspection and blasting sun, but especially during a small litter of melted stripes causing a crisis.
