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WHEN THE CALL COMES 

No. 152 THIS IS THE ARMY 
by Robert L. Fitzpatrick 

Charlotte, N.C. 

The Armed Forces Examining and Entrance Station, or 
AFEES, is an unobtrusive, inconspicuous place. It 
looks like other business office buildings, or perhaps 
a municipal building housing some welfare agency. 
There are two large glass doors at the entrance, but 
they are so heavily tinted that you can't see inside un
less you are almost at the point of entering. 

The best day to go to AFEES is Friday; that's the 
busiest day, so you can see it at full activity. Upon en
tering you are confronted by about 100 young men 
sitting in rows in front of you and on your left. All of 
them are from Charlotte and Mecklenburg county. All 
of them arrived, as directed by their draft board, at 
seven o'clock that morning. They have come to AFEES 
for their Preinduction Physical. 

ROBERT L. FITZPATRICK is a recent graduate of Bel
mont Abbey College and a native of Charlotte. 

At first glance, if you're white, it will seem that 
most of them are black, but if you look a little more 
closely you can see that they are about evenly divided 
racially. The first reaction is probably because, as 
most whites would, you saw all the Negroes as Ne
groes, while you discerned differences among the 
whites. But then you notice something else about the 
whites there. Most of them look poor. I mean they are 
dressed in an out-of-style sort of way. A lot of them 
have white socks on; their hair is rather long but heav
ily greased. They are sitting in a semiscgregated ar
rangement by their own choice. Most of them are 
slouching in their chairs as if they've been there many 
times, even though this is the first or, at best, the sec
ond time they've ever set foot in the place. 

On your immediate right, a small space in the cor
ner is enclosed on the two open sides by counters. A 
microphone and speaker sit on one counter and behind 



YOU'RE A MAN OF THE WOR 
it are two men in military uniforms. Both are ser
geants; one is white, the other, black. The white one 
is short medium built and blond. His face has a look 
about it that will frighten you, or, if you're strong 
enough, anger you. It's not menacing or hostile. It 
simply seems to be devoid of feeling. It's worse than 
the detached stare of a bureaucrat. Underneath you 
know a bureaucrat is like you, doing a job. But this 
guy is for real. This is his look. The black sergeant is 
expressionless but not threatening. 

This is AFEES at about three o'clock in the after
noon. Let's see what has gone on since these young 
men arrived this morning. 

Between seven and nine o'clock they were taken 
upstairs and hustled in and out of three different 
rooms to take mental exams and fill out information 
forms. Each person has his own selective service num
ber; the form differs little from any job application. 
The test is easy for most. But the effect is already be
ginning to take hold. A certain nervousness, an un
easiness, a fear is beginning to touch each man. He 
feels himself shrinking in size; he is getting his first 
real experience, although a preliminary one, of what 
he has heard older people describe so many t i m e s -
being in the Army. 

How can you deal with something as huge as this. 
The high school or the department store where you 
worked were large but they were manageable, and you 
always knew you could drop out or quit. But the size 
of the Army can't be imagined. How can anything be 
so strong that it can order, station and train millions 
of men at the same time. And now you. Man, you 
don't even raise your eyes to something that strong. 

today's Action Army 
develops leadership 

But you're still a civilian, an individual, a human, 
and you're not going to let them push you too far. 
After all, as they say, a man has "got his dignity." 

Back downstairs the young men go into a small 
room filled with metal baskets. 

"Ship down to your shorts," a medic tells them in 
a shrill voice. Each man confronts the others almost 
naked, feeling oddly embarrassed but, oh well, they're 
all in the same boat. 

"Get in a straight line. Touch your toes. Move 
your arms in a circle over your head." This is sup

posed to show up any obviously deformed or crip
pled ones. 

And the fat ones. They're the most pathetic. Rolls 
of fat hanging in folds over the elastic of their under
wear, trying to stand and walk in some way that 
won't draw ridicule. Too late! The trim little medic 
has spotted one. 

"Hurry it up, fatrat!" he shouts. 
Laughter from the others, but their turn is coming. 
Many of the Negro guys have on torn, no longer 

elastic, dirty underwear. They walk in a slow, rhyth
mic manner, but they comply like everybody else. 

today's Action Army 
offers an opportunity 
for more education 

After everyone has been weighed and measured for 
height, they descend to another level, over freezing 
tile into a larger room with rows of benches and two 
doctors sitting at desks. Well, a doctor will treat them 
right. Just the word, "doctor," makes them feel a little 
better. A doctor is someone whose very presence makes 
a person feel important. If a doctor comes when you 
are sick then it must be important that you get well. 
What could be worse than to be really sick and no one 
give a damn? But if a doctor is there with a calm, 
capable hand on your wrist, then baby you count! 

Each man carries his "papers" in his hand and sits 
on the benches, still clad only in his underwear. First 
your blood pressure. An expressionless medic with a 
mustache roughly grabs the left arm and places on the 
strap and gauge. Then the chest x-ray. Now blood 
tests. Each man is told to go up to a window, much 
like a post office window, and give the man his 
right arm. A tatooed arm pulls your arm further in. 
One, two, three times - finally a vein. 

"Don't worry, one guy got stuck five times before 
they found his." 

Many of the men are visibly shaken now. The vein 
at the crux of their arm is swollen. They're walking 
around in their underpants, bewildered, clutching the 
white gauze in the bend of their arms. They shuffle 
into a tiled room containing a long urinal on the wall. 
Each is handed a piece of litmus paper and told to 
"piss on the colored part of the paper." Ah, relief, 
I've been about to bust. 

Next room, the hearing test. But wait, a little comic 
relief! 
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I've been about to bust. 
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One of the guys put his litmus paper right' into the 
medic's hand after urinating on it, instead of just 
showing him the paper. 

"Stupid asshole!" the medic screams. Laughter from 
all sides. 

Into the hearing.room. It's a small enclosure with 
four stools on each side, each separated from the next 
by a partial wall, thus making four tiny stalls on each 
side. The men sit there in silence for five minutes or 
so. Finally the silence is broken. One guy says that 
this is the test wliere a nude girl walks up the aisle 
between them. If you have an erection, you pass. Loud 
laughter. Great bunch of guys. 

There is raucous laughter in another room. There 
one of the medics told a guy that his hands were 
shaking like a little bitch dog getting screwed by a 
German Shepherd. Now a middle-aged medic is ex
plaining the hearing test procedure. He has a harelip 
and it's almost impossible to understand him. 

JL he next part all of them have heard about before. 
From the hearing room they are marched into some
thing like a hallway. Up steps the little medic with the 
mustache. 

"Drop your shorts to your ankles and stand up 
straight with your shoulders touching the wall. With 
your right hand hold your dick out straight for the 
doctor to see it." 

The doctor appears from around the corner and is 
followed by another medic who is carrying a clip
board. The doctor is solemn and says nothing. He 
quickly moves down the line examining each person's 
genitals for a split second. He never once glances up 
into someone's face. At the end of the line he stops 
and the medic now tells them to "turn around, bend 
over and spread your cheeks." Again the doctor makes 
his record-breaking examination. They guess he's 
looking for hemorrhoids. One guy says that the only 
way he would have seen one at the rate he was mov
ing would be for it to hit him in the eye. 

Well that wasn't so bad. 

your son's future 
in today's Action Army 

There is almost no resistance now. Little groups or 
cliques are beginning to form. They were strangers a 
few hours ago, now they are clinging to one another 
as if to life itself. 
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your son's future 
in today's Action Army 

There is almost no resistance now. Little groups or 
cliques are beginning to form. They were strangers a 
few hours ago, now they are clinging to one another 
as if to life itself. 

But a few are still shocked, still believe they really 
are human beings and therefore deserve some respect. 
There's still the doctor to see. God, just to talk per
sonally to a doctor. 

Back into the room full of benches. One fellow 
steps up to the doctor's desk with his papers in his 
hand. He has a letter from his own physician stating 
that he has a deformation in the structure of his ver
tebrae. The medic sees the letter and says loudly to 
the doctor, "Give these bastards a little time and 
they'll bring you a book about themselves." At that 
the doctor breaks into loud, hearty laughter. 

DID YOU SEE THAT? The doctor actually 
LAUGHED at one of his patients being called a bas
tard. RIGHT IN FRONT OF HIM! A BASTARD! 

Oh Christ! 
Another one with a letter. 
The doctor: "You say your knee bothers you oc

casionally?" 
Young man: "Yes sir, it hurts pretty bad sometimes." 
"How much did you pay this sonofabitch to write 

this for you anyway?" 
"What sir?" 
"I said I think it's going to bother you a lot more 

for the next two years. NEXT" 

today's Action Army provides 
fine medical and dental care! 

Back in the room where they left their clothes, the 
men glance at each other shyly as they dress. A few 
jokes about the guy who put the litmus paper into the 
medic's hand. Some are sullen and quiet, but nobody 
appears angry or indignant. A dull, repressed resis
tance has developed. Dignity, defehsiveness, and hor
ror are all combined. The Negro guys, of course, have 
a culture that understands this sort of thing. Yet this 
is something that even they are finding hard to cope 
with. This is even worse than being called a nigger by 
a second-grade teacher or hearing a policeman call 
your father "boy." There isn't even a ghetto to hide 
in when you're in the army. 

Grouped in little cliques, the examinees, as they are 
officially called, drift back into the waiting room to 
learn the results. Their wait turns into two hours, in
terrupted only by a box lunch. It's a bologna sand
wich, an apple and a carton of milk. No one eats en
thusiastically, though it's been at least six hours since 
breakfast, if they ate one. 



IN I NES 
ni« 
MIE A 
BEREI? 
One last assault remains. They have finished eating 

and are now unwinding a bit, quietly talking to one 
another. Suddenly the blond sergeant moves to the 
microphone, places his mouth very close to it and in 
a sharp voice says, "While you guys are just sitting 
there doing NOTHING, get up and start picking up 
the trash and cigarette butts off the floor!" 

It has the effect of a starting gun being fired. 
Everyone of them bolts out of his seat and begins 
going through the motions of cleaning the floor. The 
sergeant, of course, knows he has no authority to 
order the examinees to do janitorial work. He knows 
that if anybody refuses to do it he can do nothing to 
make him. But he is equally sure that no one will re
fuse. The old self wouldn't have jumped out of the 
seat so fast, maybe not at all. But that's been taken 
care of. 

today's Action Army 
offers your son a wide 
variety of educational and 
training opportunities 

914 Pecan Avenue is the address, Charlotte house
wives, businessmen and teachers ride by there every 
day. The sons of Charlotte must go there and do their 
duty. And when they leave, most of them have 
changed, and because of their change, they reinterpret 
the events of the day to fit their new self-definition. 
They accept it, they internalize it, some day they may 
even support it. 
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