
My Arrival at the University of California

In the summer of 1959, I drove my ‘49 Ford from Decatur, Georgia to Berkeley to attend the 
university – a trip of 2500 miles and quite an ambitious undertaking for
an eighteen year old student!. I did have help from another driver and my
dad had given me a Gulf credit card for my gas expense. I still have this
credit card (pictured here).

After arriving, my first concern was a place to live. I soon found a house at 2028 Bancroft 
Way. I then began my studies by enrolling in the Summer Session.

When fall finally rolled around, I was surprised to learn
that I was required to take one semester of ROTC. I
wasn’t looking forward to that at all! After the class
began, I was assigned a uniform and an M1 rifle.

The ROTC requirements consisted of classwork and
drill practice. During class, we learned about various
artillery, and other equipment used in combat. We
were also given instruction on the M1 rifle, including
how to take it apart and reassemble it in a given
amount of time. I did not adapt to this class very well
and my first grades were Mostly C’s.

During drill, we had to lineup in March around the field under the command of a cadet officer. 
Our uniforms were to be kept in perfect condition and our shoes were to always appear well 
shined. I soon learned that I could hide the condition of my shoes during drill by stomping a 
few times in the lime markings on the field. This hid the fact that my shoes were not shined at 
all.

One day, my instructor informed me that my hair was too long and had to be cut short in 
military style. I was flabbergasted! I went to the dean of the college and asked him if someone
could really tell me how to style my hair. He then gave me some very practical advice, ““Look, 
just get your hair trimmed a little and don’t wait for him to notice. Instead, go up to him and 
show him that you had followed through on the requirement. I did this did and it worked very 
well The whole issue was finally resolved!

At the end of the semester, final exams took place. I was really worried about my ROTC 
grade. All I wanted was a pass. I remember the test on the assembly  the M1 rifle. As luck 
would have it, I did really well on this task. The instructor informed me, “Tremble, you did very 
well and your final grade Is a C.“

And so, my one semester of ROTC ended with an acceptable conclusion. Later I found out 
that The ROTC requirement was suspended in 1962 and no longer required.






