It has been brought to my attention over this semester that this summer I was what some people may have referred to as an “alcoholic”.  While I believe that I don’t “fit the norm” and that I’m not “camera friendly” I will never consider myself and alcoholic until I hit rock bottom and will defend myself to the best of my abilities.  To understand how I am going to justify my actions during Summer ‘05 you will need a little background information.

Upon graduating high school I matriculated to the Virginia Military Institute.  You can find a description in Dante’s Inferno.  You’ll find that it lies in the 8th circle of Hell with Corruption, Hypocrisy, and Fraud.  VMI is quite possibly the worst place in the world.  When asked to comment on VMI, a famous alumnus responded that the only way to improve VMI would be to burn it down (this guy has a courtyard named after him).  Try to imagine having less freedom than your average 3rd grader but being between 18-21 years of age.  Then imagine that your school can and will punish you for things that are both legal outside of VMI and sometimes necessary.  Example: going to Walmart on a Tuesday afternoon because you need toothpaste; sorry my friend but it’s confinement for you.  Next pretend that your superiors are insecure, middle-aged, and single.  The best way to describe the relationship between the officer and the cadet is like a kid with a magnifying glass, we being the ants.  Lastly, pretend that you have just finished your third year at this fine institution.  Here’s a visual aid to help you picture the attitude I have towards my life.
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Now that we’ve gotten the background out of the way it’s time for me to begin the denial process of my alcoholism.  Here are some assumptions that I am using.

1) The average school year for a typical 4 year college runs for 9 months

2) The average college student drinks 2.5 nights a week

3) Fact: I drank, on average, 3 times a month during my junior year of college due to the fact that I was poor and that I was taking 19 hours and 21.5 during fall and spring semesters
4) Fact: Mark, Dan (pictured above although slightly edited), and I are pretty sweet dudes and have earned nicknames existing only in the highest echelon of sweetness, but I digress…
From these assumptions one can deduce that the average college student drinks approximately 90 times in a school year.  

2.5 times a week X 4 weeks a month X 9 months = 90 times a school year

I drank approximately 3 times a month prior to the summer of 2005, yielding a drinking score of 27 times during the 2004-05 school year

3 times a month X 9 months = 27 times that school year 

Being that I am a fair person in nature and felt that it would be unfair to myself if I did not rectify the situation, I felt the need to catch up even though it would be essentially impossible with my cohorts keeping up for the most part, and in the case of Brandon, extending the lead even as I’m writing this rant.  Although I stress the importance of catching up, it really was about stealing back all of the fun that was stolen from me over the previous year; a task that I am proud to say was accomplished.

Now for the final equation, solving for the average times per week I would have to drink over the period of 3 months to reach 90.

90 times a year (you) – 27 times a year (me) = 63 times over a summer

63 times over a summer / 12 weeks = Drinking average of 5.25 times a week.  
There you have it folks, I have mathematically justified why I spent 75% of every week this summer drinking or drunk.  I would like to thank all the people who bought me alcohol over the years including but not limited to Jason Burris, Coleen Brittingham, and all the members of 115 Swedes.  As for my bed sheet, I’ll be falling back on the Mark Nauman philosophy of immune system strengthening.  Dirty sheets in the summer, no cough in the winter.  Those that would like to discuss happenings such as:

“The Night I Almost Got Killed by a Tractor Trailer” 

“The Night I Almost Broke a Girl’s Nose From Slamming the Door in Her Face” 

“The Night I Almost Shot Erin Baker in the Colon” 

“The Night I Got Thrown Out of the Summer House in a Headlock” 

“Blackout Tuesdays: The Ongoing Saga”
Feel free to email me at OliverMJ@vmi.edu
Any questions as to the validity of these stories can be directed to “Hammer”
