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A Kiss Like Summer Rain

I was just eighteen the first time I stood on a parade ground and felt the world sharpen around me. The uniform was new then — stiffly starched greens that hadn’t yet learned the shape of my shoulders. Boots polished so brightly I could see the sky in my toes. A rifle not yet an extension of my hands. I was young, lean, half reckless and half afraid, but too proud to show either part.

The army didn’t feel like purpose at first — just noise, sweat, early mornings and endless rules. Up at dawn to stand in dew-soaked grass while breath fogged the cold air, and NCOs walked the line like wolves testing a fence. You learn quick to stand straight, to keep your eyes forward, to lock your body into stillness even when every instinct twitches.

The first week at basic felt like a lifetime.

The second felt like I’d never known anything else.

We were boys not yet men pretending to be iron — but there’s a moment you begin to believe. It happens quietly. Not with ceremony, not with a speech or a handshake. It comes the day you realise you no longer need to pretend. Fatigue doesn’t break you anymore — it becomes your baseline. Hunger sharpens you but doesn’t hollow you out. Pain becomes information and not suffering. And somewhere in that process, I stopped being just a boy in boots. I became a soldier in the making.

We lived shoulder-to-shoulder — twenty, thirty of us breathing the same air, wearing the same mud, smelling the same wool, boot black and tobacco. We joked just to stay sane. We argued to release steam. Slept so deeply we never felt the sheets. Woke so suddenly we were moving before we were conscious. Ate like men starved and drank like men trying to outrun sleep. It was crude, raw and honest. No one hid in that environment. You couldn’t — the army habitually stripped you down to your bones and made no apology.

The barracks were a world of their own: four men to a room, canvas beds with steel frames, lockers dented from fists and boots, shelves lined with shaving cream and camo paint. Letters from home were pinned like trophies. And bayonets we cleaned more carefully than our teeth.

We were eighteen-year-olds with lungs full of smoke but our hearts like gunpowder. Even the NCOs smoked at the time, and they could run for kilometres without their breath ever breaking. It seemed impossible then — gods in boots, voices like gravel dragged across steel. You’d wake to their barking and sleep thinking of them. Not admiration. Not fear. Just inevitability. They were the gravity we all trained under.
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