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My Mother Says...
13I8 “3ER”

Mother love is the fuel that enables a normal hu-
man being to do the impossible.
Marion C. Garretty
FEWMALFTONET L ZZRERIIRE,
Of-C- 3 a4k

After graduating from West Point and gaining a commission in
the United States Army,l spent several weeks of summer on leave at
my family’s farm in Mystic,Connecticut.One day at dinner I spoke
to my parents about my desire to go to Ranger School that coming
winter.

I described Ranger School to my parents.The Army sends only its
best soldiers to undergo the grueling course.There the men receive
just one meal a day,sleep two to three hours a night,and carry ruck-
sacks full of personal and squad equipment on 30-kilometer patrols.
They learn to survive behind enemy lines and to conduct raids,am-
bushes and reconnaissance missions.Usually only one out of three

MR FER G, AR T EH REEX, RETILD
FLFF A B, 101 2 ACBE 7 T IR Pk AR M B 0T s R H IR, — K E IR
i, BE VR T B RLF R ER R,

I MM IR TXPrE e it o, HA B LR A A IS EZI
SRR RN ZR” B URAR  ZEAR B, — K Rz — Wi, e b OB =4k,
HEEWRAD AN F R AMRETI0OT RO R ER LR, ¥ RM1%
e BRI SE R R AR A — RN ESAES B RAA

B



R
&
3
&
)23
o3
E3
%
&

[\

: ranger students graduates.

My mother’s reaction to my intentions surprised me.Instead of

giving me her immediate support and encouragement,she hesitated.
- She wanted to know what the possibility was that I would be injured.
. She asked me to explain again why 1 wanted to go so much.My
mother knew that soldiers had died during ranger training in the past.

I explained that I didn't have to go to Ranger School.lt wasn't

important or necessary for my career as an Army officer.I wanted to
go to see if I could do it.Did I have what it took?My mother listened

quietly.She didn’t ask me any more questions.I knew how she felt.Or
so I thought.

Shortly after that conversation,I left home to attend the Engineer
Officer Basic Course (EOBC) at Fort Leonard Wood,Missouri.After
that course I would go on to a construction battalion in Germany.
During the second week of EOBC,I attended a briefing on Ranger
School.At the conclusion of our brieﬁﬂg,the officer-in-charge broke
some news to us that made the odds of becoming rangers seem
insurmountable.Out of the 60 second-lieutenants in the room,only six
of us would be allowed to attend Ranger School.Over the next three
months we would compete in five areas:physical fitness,land
navigation, knot tying,swimming and academics.At the end,the top six
soldiers would go on to Ranger School.

I called my parents that night. “There’s only a slight chance that
I'll be able to go to Ranger School,” I said,explaining further about
the number of people who wanted to go and how many slots were
available.l was sure the news would come as a relief to my mother.
But it didn’t.In my mother’s eyes,something much more dangerous
than Ranger School was now facing me.My dream was getting out of
my reach.She moved instinctively to put it back within my grasp.

“You can do it,”she told me, “I know how badly you want to go



to Ranger School,and I know you'll go.You'll make it.And you'll grad-
vate.”Her words pushed away my doubts and filled me with strength
and resolution.

Over the next three months,the 60 of us “ranger wannabes”com-
peted aggressively.l filled my parents in on my progress as the weeks

B = gL AT USRI B,

Wr5e R BT 4, BRI N B P B BA T PR — B A
B, R E A B SRR, AR ME R ZGNIILRAZ R BERE
RE—HATAX ABMEWHEER SXENETEGHERETRER
gk,

Ty Vr AR LA, BEMNLGRENRBAETHI L BT
K, RARBHAAKRENERYE  ARAECHBERAGNER, &
ERRITRILEMN T, RABR T £, RTHBHRZ, HF REAL
A

ARRRIEFAA, REEZESE BN IR0 BCE 5
R, ZErEn R EENERER, E¥EIHEEMRENOE A, &
EW T =X Tl RERRIHE, GRS, EUEAmBATERR . /£
#1604 B P L6 AR P E B W B A R HGEATIE, B FRM3A
HE RATEAS T m BT P A RE B S AT 4548 BRIk A R B B
i, %5 BUET64 o

AR L, BASCHRE T g, “HEWWEERMIN SRR,
HEFMNFHE—EBMBTMEEMNPEEN LG L 28%, RN
XHEMEESIESRMBER TRET , ARER, REBAT KR
FREGRAE, BEMUFE— PP ARTE MEEESREFM
FE,

“URBEATAY, T, BB FARA A ERARJL, T E IR AE AR E
LA SBEE @ o LURF o, "8 — ST T RA
RIBEIE Wt & AR LW, RS,

FERETREINTA B 600U K KPR "#AT T N B EIHITE S, R

- MRS



X

b3

3

T

& 4

o

- e

: passed.My mother’s steadfast encouragement continued.She was un-
moved by the odds.She kept saying she knew I would make it.

In late October,I was boarding the bus that was taking our class

- back from a training area.l was running a bit late,so I was the last
one to get on.As I climbed the steps,someone from the back shouted,
- “Hey,Whittle,did you get the word?”

I paused at the front of the bus.A crowd of second lieutenants

. was staring back at me.Somehow I knew it was bad news.And I knew

it was about Ranger School.“What?”] asked.

“The commander says that nobody who's going to a construction
battalion will be going to Ranger School,’came the reply.l was
crushed.All that work,and now I wasn’t going to go.

I kept my head up and faced the bus,which was completely
silent.Everyone was watching to see my reaction.The first thing that
came to my mind was Mom’s words.With a grinI spoke the truth.
“Well I guess the commander hasn’t talked to my mother yet,’ cause
my mother says I'm going to Ranger School.”Everyone on the bus
burst into laughter.

Word of my unlikely comment quickly spread through the rest of
the staff and faculty.A week later,the commander reversed his deci-
sion.Evidently he didn’t want to mess with my mother.

The officer-in-charge announced the results of the competition.I
had placed sixth.My mother was right.On November 30,1990,1 started
Ranger School,and on March 19,1991,1 graduated.

Robert F.Whittie Jr.
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The Smell of Grass
. BERKE

It doesn’t matter who my father was;it matters who
I remember he was.
Anne Sexton
XFEARHAREE, T2HALERCAETY
WAL,
TR - & A

Oh,how cool and tranquil it was,lying in the freshly cut jade
grass.The aroma of wet grass was enough to take Amber back to
when she was four.Spread out in that grass,she gazed into the soft,
blue heavens.She and her father would make clouds into animals,and
her father would always say they looked like elephants.The cicadas
would buzz,a sound of summer.Even though the heat was sweltering,
the cool backyard grass was just the trick to refresh Amber and her
father.

Every time she thinks of her early childhood summers,she re
members grass,melon,popsicles,plastic pools,sprinklers,blue skies,
clear water and green,green grass.Amber snapped out of her memory
and unlocked the front door.Lately,she had been thinking a lot about
her backyard and those summers she spent with her dad.

Amber’s father had died August 24,1990,when she was five years
old.He'd been diagnosed with cancer that summer but kept it a secret
from Amber,not wanting to ruin their last few weeks together.She’d
missed him a lot lately;last Tuesday he would have been forty-five



years old.Even though she was so young when he died,she remem-
bered everything about him.His big smile,tan complexion,his comfort-
ing laugh.She loved every second of the day she spent with him;she
was definitely her father’s daughter.

Amber plopped her stuff down on her mother’s desk and started
her history work.After twenty minutes had passed,she stretched and
looked around.She needed a pencil sharpener.She fumbled through
every drawer of the old oak desk.She came across a ragged blue
book in a pile of others.Her hand trembled as she felt the leather
cover.She took a deep breath.She opened it up and began to read the
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- black scribbly writing:

July 26,1990
I still haven't broken the news to my little angel.Every time I

look into her sweet eyes,I can't find the words to put it lightly.l
- know I will miss her the most.If only I could stay to see her grow;we
- are so much altke.I pray to the Lord every day to keep her strong
and beautiful,and I know I will watch over her,when I no longer ex-
 ist in this world.] will desperately miss all of our fun times playing

in the grass in our yard.l will be waiting for the day she comes to
play with me up in heaven.

Amber put the book down.She did not need to read any more.
She was already sobbing quietly—partly out of sadness,partly out of
happiness,but mostly because four small blades of dried grass fell out
of the book and into her hands.

Adelaide Isaac
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