We are not prophets nor sons of prophets, but we'll do our
hest 1o hring you a picture ol the future. The time is Thanks-
giving Day, in the year, '73, and the place is Carlisle Military
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As we look in on the nu'fmpu]is of Bamberg, we sce that
Carlisle is observing its 20th annual Homecoming. The sun is
shining down brightly on the magnilicent 9,999-acre campus
which consists of 497 giganlic mansions. Here millions of alumni,

friends, and parents are swarming the grounds.
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Bucl([y i\’]c"‘_]lnurr“l'\', and Donald Jordan, lounging around one

Wandering over the campus we see Henderson,
of the 70 luxurious swimming pools and enjoying the scenery of
this beautitul place which is under the supervision of the care-

taker, Bob l\Il(“LI”\

Our next stop is at one of the numerous I}anquet halls where
we ]uunp into James O_qur-n. the head waiter, who, along with
his |lt‘]p, is trying to serve the thousands of ponpfp, Loo[\"rn;_f
aver this beautilul Hall, we find seated at one of the tables,
Stvp]u-n Miles, Ernest Prosser, and Wade ]\]r(‘mi]ay, who are
eating some of the dclicious food prepared by the chef, Ruggero
Angeli. As we start to leave we hear a tremendous roar down
the street and soon see a sln-mnlint'(l, gﬂ)l([-plnk‘d, limousine
pass. Inside is Charles Huggins, chaulfering multimillionaire
Donald McKeown and his wife. We then take a jet subway
on which we find 'll(‘ r]rivt'r lo I)(‘, none other than William

Tedder. We get ofl the subway at the enormous, modernistic

Armory, where, under the watchful eyes of PMSET., Bill
Green, and the Qunrtr\rmmt(-r, Orlando Brown, (‘\'(‘rylhing is

running smnolhly.

Next we go to one of the most beautiful |lui|([ings on the

campus, the Carlisle Canteen. The two doormen, Cecil Cate
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and Sammy Roysler, open the gigantic bronze doors for wus.
Once inside we take an  clevator to the 34th Floor and step
oul into the pasi(‘l—rulorvd Cocktail Lounge where we see num-
bers of familiar faces. Leading the fine Bop Orchestra is Oliver
Utzinger. In his orchestra are Monty Hallman, Charles Johnson,
and Kenneth Huggins, i)lowing away on the latest Bnp spPL‘ia]s.
Loo]-(ing over at the bar, we see the man who has made millions
at the Cornell Arms, Gene Mixson, now the bartender here.
Seated over at one of the ,qoltHopped tables, Henry Black,
Morris Knight, and Jack Shull, are leisprely sipping their drinks
and enjoying the heautiful music. Out on the dance floor, John
Crawlord and “"White Rat” Melton are giving oul with the
latest steps in dancing. lLeaving the gay-colored lounge, we go
up lo the 55th Hoor to the Snack Bar where Sam Hall and
Joseph Smoak are eating their usual lunch of cornbread and
g

Dmpinp in on the (}amilling Casino. we [in(l H;lrry ’]‘"w”](_“.‘
Bobby Padgett, Cleveland Sanders, and “Monkey” Davis, at
Canasta. Over at the roulette wheel,

their favorite game.

Jerry Miller and George Saxton are losing a fortune.

As it is nearing time of the Great Event, we go out to the
monstrous supersonic airlield to calch a rocket 1o the stadium.
Once almar(l, we learn that the pilot is I'red Ellis. Passing
over the field, we see the new $90,000,000.00, Henry C. Bryan
Stadium, named alter the famous coach of Notre Dame. H. C.
Bryan. From the landing field we take a cab, driven by Arthur
Weber, to the stadium. At one of the many gates, we give our
silver tickets to James Plampin and go inside the enormous
p|a(:c. Alter much r]iﬂitu]iy we locate our ri('l—yr]. line, fur-
lined box, furnished with private ]oudspeakers. Seated next to

us is ]L'vi”y Williams with two good |0(Jl\'inﬁ blondes. We arce




