Well, here I go, everybody. At 0945 Sunday I'll be pulling up from Logan International Jetport en route to Reagan International, thanks to all of you. I'll be enduring 10 weeks of what some grumpy people have termed "Hell," but which I have maintained is a finishing school for young gentlemen and ladies. Yes, the adventure at Officer Candidate School

(OCS) of the U.S. Marine Corps has begun!

Way back in late November or early December -- I can't remember which -- I asked each of you to help me with my application to the Corps. You provided my recruiters with an evaluation of me. I don't know what you wrote, but it turns out to have been kind enough to have bumped me up on the list of potential Marine Corps officers. I was originally scheduled to participate in the October OCS class, but (due to the overall competitiveness of my application) I was moved to the summer course. Yay! 

You might be asking yourselves why I'm so psyched up. Well, it's this: I've never really experienced life south of the Mason-Dixon line, and I'm looking forward to that first encounter with a copperhead. Hopefully it'll come soon. Also, that creative language of the drill instructors appeals to me. The first time I hear an instructor's own particular idiom yelling an insult in my face, I'll want to burst out laughing. But I won't! To do so would mean instant death, I'll warrant. So I'll just bite my tongue and wait for August 10 to roll around, when I'll hopefully have some time off to come visit and spread the wealth of knowledge our fearless military has to offer.
