[image: image1.jpg]e Bird is “)‘\
B W a) *
) =

N



  We’re coming up on almost a year since the first of our classmates starting making the real transition from junior to field grade.  I thought we might spend a little time here in the column reflecting on the significance of that before pressing into the news I have for you this time around.
  I’ve shared with you in the past (don’t know how long ago it was, though) that every once in awhile taking time to go through and read the other class columns teaches you some pretty cool things about life, and the sort of experiences we can expect to have, whether corporately or individually.  Enough time has passed, since both our graduation as well as that of the first class, that now the Bold Golders’ column is found exactly ¾ of the way through instead of “near the end”, a fact that many of us have easily allowed to escape our attention.  We don’t want to see ourselves getting older!  We still have wedding pictures to share, right?  But just over ten years from now, and just a few years into our military retirements, we will already be more closely associated with the Class of 1961 than we will be with the incoming doolies of the Class of 2031 (I sure hope they still call them doolies then)! 
  In the same sense that these things are true, we find ourselves (whether active duty or not) entering a powerful stage of our professional lives.  We are often getting to be at or near the top of our game!  With field grade has come the opportunity to hear our commanders ask us “what do you think?” more often than “where are you at with that project?”  More and more evidence appears every day, ready to convict us of the reality that we have (largely) determined our professional path.  Growing in experience and heightened in knowledge, we have hopefully also attained some wisdom along the way.  Sure, from time to time we remember longingly those other, exciting, often exotic dreams from our childhoods; but they are quietly slipping further and further into the unrealistic, if not the downright unattainable, aren’t they? 

  Focus not on these dreamy “maybes” and reflect instead on what has come about in their place; the opportunity to impact the world around us in so many wonderful and powerful ways.  In what ways have we each manifested the promotions and opportunities which have come our way?  Some of us, including my CS-22 roommate, are logging combat time even as we speak.  Others are working on business plans designed to help companies produce a successful economic future in this uncertain market.  Then there are those who have already begun to teach the next generation of Americans; may they pass on a sense of what the Cold War brought our nation: confidence, supremacy, and the knowledge that standing vigilantly in defense of liberty and freedom was not a fruitless battle.  Not only in the often frantic workplace but also in the comfortable environment of a friend’s home, I know I have recently seen and heard the evidence of great work being accomplished, both in technological fields as well as the humanitarian.  Keep up the good work, ’91!  I am honored to be called a member of your graduating class, and I hope you share that same sentiment with me.
  The first news to share with you regarding our classmates, sadly enough, involves another death.  You may remember in September hearing news of an MC-130 that crashed into the side of a mountain in Puerto Rico.  Gregory FRITZ, a major in the 15th Special Operations Squadron, was the navigator.  From Air Force Link News, the crash occurred “about 20 miles south of San Juan, near the town of Caguas, Puerto Rico on Aug. 7. The aircraft was on a training flight from Naval Air Station Roosevelt Roads to Borinquen Air National Guard Base on the west coast of Puerto Rico.”  I never heard any further news regarding his burial, though I hope several of our classmates were able to hear about it and attend in time.
  Let me share with you some pictures I took of Heather PRINGLE, Carlene PERRY and Rob KRAUS during the latest Majors’ Night here in Fairchild Hall.  Heather and Carlene are pictured standing next to a device that tracks the motion of your eyeball and can tell where you’re looking.  That’s pretty cool!  It can even tell where you’re looking while you’re walking forward, apparently.  The device comes in handy for behavioral science classes as well as serious lab work (because we all know that class is never serious, right?).  In case you’re wondering, both Carlene and Heather work in the BS department even though they’re both two of the most honest and straight-forward members of our class.  In this picture they were on their way taking the device down to the 2nd floor where their department (as well as all the others) had set up displays designed to advertise and describe academic majors to the cadets who hadn’t yet declared their field of study.
[Picture 1 – caption: “Heather PRINGLE and Carlene PERRY, getting ready to ask “Tav, this isn’t going to be in Checkpoints, is it?”]

  Once I was downstairs, wandering the area, I bumped into Rob KRAUS.  Actually, I saw him first, snuck up on him, and then bumped into him.  He didn’t mind, though, since he saw that I would soon be putting his smiling mug in Checkpoints.  Rob is a member of the Aeronautics Department, which I’m sure all of you remember fondly.  Check out the picture: USAFA still has that jet engine display (I never did understand how those things work) and the F-16 attached to the west wall.  And yes, the C-141 is still on the east wall, too.  I guess these are examples of USAFA traditions being formed over the years, huh?

[Picture 2 – caption: “Rob says, “Hey, I may not know how to build one, but I still get a kick out of quizzing the cadets on engine design!”]
  I don’t have any other pictures of our other classmates who are stationed here.  I’d like to say that was because I can never find them in their offices at work, but that wouldn’t be entirely true.  Everyone here is hard at work, as is generally the case all over the nation.  I can tell people aren’t getting hardy a single minute to spare beyond work, family, and social responsibilities, because the news sources have really been dry recently.  Here, however, is some news about Dane BLOCK which I had not printed in previous columns but was holding onto in the dark recesses of My Documents.  His wife, Jana, told us “Dane separated from the Air Force after 10 years in January. He has taken a job with Salomon Smith Barney as a financial consultant in Huntsville, Alabama--my home town.  He is loving it and seems to really enjoy wearing a tie to work every day. He will still be flying for the reserves as a T-37 instructor pilot in Columbus, Mississippi and he is happy to have an escape from the desk and ticker tapes once a month.  We also had our second son, Rhett, which Dane named, and he is now 16 months old. He is trying hard to keep up with Dane William junior. And I am loving, after ten years, being back with family and friends.”
  Amen, Jana!  Eight years, eight months to go until retirement, Bold Gold!  Tav, signing out.

