A Civil Air Patrol cadet is a strange, unique, frightening creature found only in a cadet squadron, composite squadron, or a senior's nightmares.

Most cadets are born normal, but by their 13th birthday, their bodies have become deformed. Their fingers will not extend or join properly; they have two left feet and they cannot keep their eyes to the front when standing at attention. There has never existed a cadet whose body would fit into a standard issue Air Force uniform without some alterations - either to the uniform or to the body.

Cadets are perpetually unsatisfied. Recruits wish they were sergeants; sergeants want to be officers; and the officers can't wait to become seniors. When they finally do become seniors, they are still unhappy because they wish they were cadets again.

Cadets are extremely thick-headed. No matter how often they are told how to behave, they will insist on imitating the example set for them by seniors.

Cadets are old-fashioned and out-of-step with modern times. They still call adults "sir" and "ma'am," carry out orders, are dependable, reliable, trustworthy, and don't become parents until after marriage. A cadet salutes our national flag rather than spitting on it and burning it. They take pride in their patriotism and still think the United States is a pretty good country in which to live.

Cadets are insensitive. They never seem to realize the agony their seniors go through whenever a cadet fails or falls short; or the senior's pride when one of "their" cadets succeeds. Furthermore, they always grow up and move away or go to college, not even knowing that their seniors wish they would remain with the squadron forever.

Cadets are mentally unbalanced. No other human being could be chewed out for 30 minutes for sloppy appearance by a senior who doesn't even have his shoes shined and still respect that senior enough to salute him and call him "sir." Cadets can spend an hour explaining how they got soaking wet during a mid-winter compass course and yet not be able to spell propeller properly. They can execute a hundred different drill movements perfectly, yet fail the Phase I aerospace test five times in a row. They take as much or more pride in their uniform than any military person in history, yet they become a normal teenager just by changing their clothes.

Female cadets are a special breed in themselves. They insist on thinking they are as good as male cadets, and persistently crush the male ego by proving it. They are definitely two-faced: One minute in uniform they are an outstanding sergeant or officer in the best military traditions, the next minute they become lovely feminine young women just by changing into a formal.

Cadets have poor vocabularies. Words like "duty, honor, country" still have real meaning for them. Cadets live by words like "responsibility, obedience," and "maturity," while other teenagers have forgotten those same words. "Parents, God," and "the Bible" are spoken of seriously and not ridiculed or belittled.

To a senior, cadets are a real pain. Cadets expect us to know what we are doing, and are sharp enough to see our shortcomings. Fortunately for us, they are also wise enough and kind enough to forgive us our shortcomings. They thin k that just because we have been given the privilege of wearing an officer's uniform, that we should know how to be an officer. They constantly pester us for information and knowledge and look at us with sad eyes if we don't know everything.

Cadets are fanatics. They have been known to have fire drills in the snow, stay awake for days on end at bivouacs, carry out duty after duty without complaining, march in the rain in a wet uniform for the honor of the squadron, and are constantly giving up evenings and weekends for CAP activities. Cadets are unreasonable, because they even expect their seniors to help arrange and even take part in such activities.

The mind of a cadet is irrational. They expect to be treated like an adult just because they have proven that they 

can act like one. Cadets love to confound and confuse seniors by doing their best. Cadets just don't know when to give up: even after repeated failure they keep trying until finally they succeed where the normal person just quits. The CAP cadet can often be found studying books while the regular teenager is ignoring them. Cadets can be seen practicing leadership and citizenship, when other teenagers practice vandalism, robbery, and arson.

Cadets have a definite lack of judgement. Instead of judging a person by race, religion, how much money the family earns, or what kind of car is driven, the cadet judges a person for what that person is and what they have accomplished. They seek the best in every person they meet rather than the worst. They look at other cadets and really believe that the ribbons on their chest and the rank on their sleeve or shoulder were earned by achievement and not given to them.

Their sense of priorities are warped. They would rather wear their hair according to regulations than look modern. They follow rules and regulations rather than do what they feel like. They bore their seniors because seniors never have to watch them to see that they are doing their jobs. 

Cadets are cross-eyed. They keep one eye on the past, with its traditions, accomplishments, and examples of worth imitation and its goal worth striving for. They keep the other eye on the future in the sure knowledge that they are leaders and that the future assuredly belongs to them. While other teenagers are living only for the moment, these cadets are thinking ahead and planning and working.

But with all their faults and shortcomings, cadets have one wonderful quality. By putting up with us seniors, they have given us the privilege of being a part of their growing up. And maybe, perhaps, if we seniors work hard and long enough, we can look at our former cadets and take pride in the knowledge that we played a small part in helping them become the kind of adults they will surely become.
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