AMERICAN SCENE

EVENING PARADE AT WASHINGTON MARINE BARRACKS

Washington: The Monks at Eighth and |

IKE Shakespearean wraiths, Tiveried
jgures stalk the night-draped bat-
tements, a5 drum. rols and. umpers
ech

he sound of marching below
barks

iary parade in the S, is und
Th

tacle is the w
retreat at the Marine barracks of
ingion, D.C.

AS European morks sought

ve the remmants of Western learhing
Guring the Dark Ages, s0 the Marines

ut the Eighth and 1 arracks,
i e e
midst of the city's black ghetto, insist
naintaining the values thal werg

the U.S. military's before it went mod.
Here the emphasis, indeed the very rai-
son détre, is the preservation of spit-and:
polish discipline. Let the other services

allow beer in the barracks or sideburns
in the field. Not the Marines, where
iough tradiion continuss {0 be served
Since 1957, the sprin ummer pa-

at Eighth and 1 have been an in-
o part O that mystiue

Iy the best in the 212000man
corps are acceped for duty in the.
squad of 200 enlisted men and o

ters, Lean and hard, the Marines

mostly over si feet fall, and this year all
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‘They practice as

much jours a day before the se
0u begios il ehct margiver it

perfect. Ther ctice some more.
il

L by he book
That i what it = all st
An esimated 93,000 spetaiors trn
ch arin

30 Waroncr Jost Ot s the i

are_escorted to special re-
Suddenly, on the parade
bugler sounds assembly; the

forward 1o re
plce him, Wi the command, “Post!
the parad is under way.
T aternating musc rom the Matine
e M

band, at one end of the field -
rine drum and e U
end, the marching companies move in
Suifly, line up and i siker bayonets on

it Thu march inquick 30-
nch steps, et within two
inchatiar m uru\md in a motion they
call “slide and glide.” Momentarily, the
parade deck i cast into darkness. High
on the ramparts of the east barracks, sev.
red-c ters, bathed in 4
floodi e

The musicians of the drum and bu-
gle corps take charge—S0 horns and
drums sounding and_pounding out 4

that fils the quadrangle and

crowd to humming, singing and bang-
ing feet,
T

hen the Marine Silent Drill Team
appears. Ten minutes of movements
ithout commands,  every exercise

counted out; circles, squares. lines

hrough lines and, finaly, one iong line
of 24 Marines ready for inspection. Ser-
‘geant John Marley, the inspector, grabs
whirls i, twists it,

4 presented rifl.

then
gection—also known
Marley cachanges rils vith ‘nother
Marine, and they rep routine.
Tovements perfecily synchronized, ils
Lostr e dia s fied bas
with the same seemingly casual con.
tempt. Marley walks off looking straight
ahead. It is the ultimle i pecision
drill; the it and cannot
stop clapping.

the retiting of colors, and

the enlisted men pre

ight party in their

club. I has al agre, been pefectper-

formance. For another week.

the rcions of he barmack’st Eighth
Tare secure
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