LYMAN G. “Jack” WOLLABER 

I first got to know Jackie when he sat behind me in General Science, freshman year. He kept me cracked up with a constant stream of lewd stories and observations delivered in a hoarse whisper. This was 5th period, Mrs. Moreland’s classroom on the 3rd floor. The next period, we both went to the basement for Cadets. He’d say, “I’ll race you,” then he’d leap down those four flights, five stairs at a time, and not paying much attention to folks who happened to get in his way. He was probably in the Armory by the time I got to the second floor.
I was unaware, but Jackie’s reputation for talent in music evidently preceded him. The final period of the final day before Christmas vacation, Colonel Mahoney, instead of preparing a military science lecture in Cadets, “ordered” the battalion, assembled in the school auditorium, to sing Christmas carols. But, it quickly became painfully clear that was a huge miscalculation. There was no chain of command with respect to music; none of the officers were willing to take charge. Instead of song, what was breaking out was chaos. Then, someone shouted over the din that Private Wollaber should lead us. 
When nobody offered a different plan, Jack got up, grinning broadly, and strode onto the stage. A lot of people, myself included, wondered what the heck was going to happen. Jack sat at the grand piano, and laid into O’ Come All Ye Faithful. This was followed by silence from the audience – shock and awe actually. Where had that come from? Then, taking advantage of the spotlight, he quickly followed up with a medley of rock music, leading off with the classic instrumental, Raunchy – a fitting choice for Jack I thought. The Colonel, began a weak protest, but realized he was beaten and let Jack finish out the period with the rest of us now willingly joining in on the choruses.
Even with this introduction to Jack’s other life, or perhaps because of it, years later I was surprised to learn Jack had moved to Germany to perform opera for a living. Therefore, I was more than glad to be invited to Bert Wood’s house in the summer of 1982 for a small reunion gathering with Jack and his family, who were visiting stateside. Everyone was curious about the life of a full-time opera singer, and asked for a demonstration. He declined, saying we “…simply wouldn’t understand the music.”  On prodding, he finally did sing a few notes. When asked if he missed the U.S.A., he said he didn’t plan to return. Not only could he make a good living in opera, which would be impossible here, it was a better situation all around. He said, he liked the orderly society. He didn’t want to raise his children with all the social and educational problems that seemed to him to be rampant in the states.
I wondered from time to time how the life as an opera singer in Europe was working out for Jack. Then, given his stated feelings about life in the states, I was stunned and definitely saddened to hear from his wife, Marian Brown Wollaber Dabbs, that Jack passed away September 17, 2005 of a heart attack while at work in a warehouse in High Point, North Carolina.

Richard Sparks
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