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Sound of footsteps approaching:

 

Clep, clep, clep,... BLAMMM!!!

 

The door slams!

 

The frosh arrives at his lair apartment.

 


The lair
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The lair was a student dormitory with three blocks of several apartments. Each apartment had three bedrooms. Each bedroom had two beds, two study desks, and shelves for two residents. The small kitchenette/kitchen, bathroom, and closets, adjacent to the entrance hall, were shared by the six apartment residents.

 

The lair was the meeting point at the end of weekday afternoons.

 

After theoretical classes in the mornings and laboratories in the afternoons, students would remind each other, "All mice go to the hole tonight!"

 

Students from the college in the countryside took refuge in the lair every weeknight. On weekends, some returned to their homes in the capital where they would meet their girlfriends.

 

In addition to studying engineering, students also served mandatory military service at CPOR - Centro de Preparação de Oficiais da Reserva (Center for Reserve Officers Training). The only difference between the students' uniforms and the lieutenants' uniforms were the shoulder lapels. When they walked through the town center, students removed their lapels and everyone saluted them.

 

Five college students drove in a Beetle to a steak restaurant on the outskirts of the countryside town. They enjoyed staying there until late at night, drinking dry red wine sangria with fruit, eating cheese appetizers, and succulent meats served there.

 

They returned to the college dormitory near midnight.

 

There was no other lair like it around the engineering college.

 

One fine day, or rather, one fine night, the students found the lair closed. All the apartments were locked.

 

They didn't understand what was going on. What could have happened?

 

One of the students decided to jump over the wall at the back of the dormitory and saw that the apartments were stuffed with mattresses blocking the doors.

 

One of the five friends said:

"Let's take a spin in the Beetle around town, maybe we'll find a bar open..."

 

After spending almost a quarter tank of gas, the thrifty students returned to the lair hoping it had reopened.

 

And the lair? Who could have done that?

 

Suddenly, they noticed a note stuck to one of the doors saying: "Regards from your veteran colleagues."

 

It was the work of veteran students who wanted to play a prank on the freshmen.

 

How long would the lair remain closed?

 

"No way, let's get to work and remove the mattresses that are blocking the apartments, or else we'll have to sleep out in the open!"

 

 

***

Dear reader, I'm going to tell you some stories from the time I lived in the frosh lair. The arrival, meeting other frosh, gatherings, the beginning of new friendships, studying for exams, long series of exercises, fun moments at the campus cinema, in the Chess room, playing Go, at the pool table, in the TV room, in the photography lab, in the guitar course, swimming, soccer, watching the table tennis matches of brilliant Eastern colleagues, running, books from the academic center library, listening to Eldorado radio, chapel visits, attending theoretical and practical classes at CPOR, the two marches, walks around the city and surroundings, trips to the canteen, the bookstore, the school fund, the academic center, the radio, the road meat restaurant, the theft of our flag, our own generators after they cut the wires of our speakers, the velvet, the altimeter, the compulsory second term, and many other stories from the academic life in the Instituto Tecnológico de Aeronáutica, at São José dos Campos, São Paulo, Brazil, from 1971 till 1975..

 

 


The frosh badge
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On the first day a frosh steps into the lair, they are greeted by some upperclassmen, meet other freshers, and begin new friendships.

Each frosh is given a new "name," and their old name becomes their "nickname."

The frosh's name is written on a cardboard or lightweight wooden plaque, the size of a car plate.

For forty days, the frosh must wear this plaque around their neck.

The "names" of the frosh in the class of 1971 were...

 

Oranguinho, Linn, Ava, Cabeção, Km 49, Ostia, Embratel, Barateia, Ador, Shaina, Xuxu, Lanova, Fria, Surucucu, Jaú, Pinduca, Piranha, Principe Nico, Ebebes, Fialhão, Geniloco, Dodge, Coronel, Rafael Borges, Não Quis, Padre, Expo CTA ITA, Hepta Louca, Alo, Frangote, Mof, Coptero, Meteoro, Presado, Agem, Pequeno Polegar, Tanajura, Pudim, Côco Sêco, Vinicil, As, Pi, Antea, Weisselina, C M C, Suino, Macute, Violentado, Obison Rusoé, Liz Young, Parmezon, A Vida, De Deus, Holinha, Rodolfo Augusto, Severuta, Popoca, Xô, Dade, Rosca Fina, Capitu, Babaovo, Pé de China, Esqueci, Geio, Sutra, Opus 6, Kamikase, Lulu Térmico, Tumucumaque, Carne Sêca, Capoulade, Boi, Des, Borrachudo, Matão, Ipê Lôco, Tutaméia, Cuscus, Cocoboy, Sig, Bat Qua, Doçura, Narcizones, Obtuso, Adenudo, Reco Dose Dupla, Phrilips, Pateta, Plat-Plus, Mandacaru, Maskate, Tarzan, Pentavalente, Necronomicon, Cen, Peixinho, Infinete, Nove Mil, Menucho, Dino, Minado, Anônimo, Korcel, Teobaldo, Lampião, Curvas de, Madeira, Ceará, Enofvblu, Êsta, Eme, Tepordê, Vanusa, Bonzo, Iô-Iô, Maniuc, Conhito.

 

 

 


Wake up, frosh!
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After an intense day of theoretical and practical classes, already very tired, I went to sleep.

In the middle of the night, someone woke me up by shaking the bed and shouting, "Wake up, frosh!"

I shouted back, "I'm not a frosh!"

The guy asked, "What year are you in?"

"First year," I replied.

"Then you're a frosh!"

I got up and joined the other frosh who were in their pajamas in the hallway.

From there, we wandered through the night, taking a campus tour led by senior students.

We returned to the dorm only at daybreak, "ready" for another day...

 

 


Frosh always frosh
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In the first forty days, there were many meetings with the upperclassmen.

The upperclassmen kept repeating that every year a hundred engineers graduate from the school and a hundred frosh enter, which is why the den was filling up with frosh.

An upperclassman is a student from the third to the fifth year.

A jackal is a student in the second year.

A frosh is a student in the first year.

An upperclassman, during the years they are at school and even after graduation, upon meeting a frosh, declares: "Upperclassman, always upperclassman. Frosh, always frosh."

This doesn't build walls between students; on the contrary, it creates bridges. In future business meetings, these stories break the ice.
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