
The “Reject” Club 

 

Hello, my name is George Smith. I am a flight corporal in the Canadian Air Cadet 

Squadron 460 Eagles. I love air cadets. You get to do so much fun stuff! You get to learn about 

planes, shoot air rifles, do drill and play games. I am on the range team and the drill team. I count 

the days impatiently between air cadet events. Yet now I lay stretched out on my bed after a long 

exhausting dream where I was an air force pilot shooting down any plane that crossed my path. 

Unfortunately, my jet crashed and that is why I am lying on my bed awake. I look at my watch. 

It was Wednesday. My heart soared. This evening I would be at air cadets! I leaped out of bed, 

saw my uniform and leaped again. This was going to be a long day.  

The wait time until evening felt like forever. I wolfed down my dinner and rushed 

upstairs to get changed. It is only a five minute drive to cadets, but to me, it felt like hours. 

Finally we got there. Now I felt relaxed. The sign-up sheets were on the entrance desk. It was the 

last chance to sign up for the Hercules flight, but of course I had signed up weeks ago. We had 

been talking about it all month; we even spent a whole class learning about that huge carrier 

plane. As for me, I had never been inside a plane and definitely had never flown in one. I glanced 

back at the sign-up sheet title: “Hercules Flight, no matter what your vaccine status.”  

After the closing drill, Captain G. marched up to the front, saluted the chief warrant 

officer, brought us ‘at ease’ and said, “Not too many announcements for today. Range and drill 

are both on for those who wish to participate. And for those who signed up for the Hercules 

flight, you will wear your FTUs. We would like you to be here at 9:30 am. I’m sure that it will be 

very fun and you are very lucky that you are able to go.” The squadron was dismissed and 

everybody left chattering excitedly about Saturday. The bus ride to London, Ontario was around 

3 hours long but I was thinking about the flight and, before I knew it, we were there. I stepped 

out of the bus and there was the Hercules. It lived up to its name. All I could say was, “It’s 

huge.” As I was gazing at the plane, everybody had lined up single file in front of a desk with a 

nice looking lady behind it. It must be another one of those covid screenings. When it came to 

my turn the lady smiled and said, “Can I see your proof of vaccination, please?” My face fell. 

“W-W-What?” I said, my voice trembling. “I’m not vaccinated.” “That’s fine, you just won’t be 

able to participate in any of the activities,” and she marked my wrist with a sharpie. I was 



shocked. I felt like crying as I walked toward the group of other rejected cadets. But then I heard 

the familiar bellowing voice of the chief warrant officer: “No!!!! If not all of us can go on the 

flight, then none of us will!” Then we all got on the bus and drove 3 hours back to Niagara. As a 

consolation, we went to Sky Zone Trampoline Gym. We had a lot of fun, maybe even more fun 

than we would have had on the flight, but we will never forget the cruelty shown to us that day. 

Thankfully it was not as bad as it could have been. That day could have been remembered as my 

worst, but because of my fellow cadets it was one of my best. We even made a club called the 

reject club and have become lifelong friends.  I do hope that someday I will be able to fly on a 

plane but if we ever get that chance, we will fly all together.  

Just then, the phone rang. “I’ll get it”, I said. I picked up the phone and said  

“Hello.” 

“Hello, this is Veterans4Freedom calling. We would like to know if you would be 

interested in flying in a plane tomorrow at 9:30 am.?”  

“What?” I said in disbelief. 

“Of course I’m interested!!!” I yelled.  

“All right, I ‘m looking forward to meeting you. I’m Samuel, by the way.” 

“Thanks.” 

I put down the phone, threw up my arms and yelled “Hooray!!!” 

 


