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Could it be age?
15 Aug 1998
I rambled on way too long some time back about how our group has apparently evaded and/or escaped the ravages of time. However, since then three classmates have had heart surgery. That procedure, I understand, isn't exactly a walk in the park, no matter how proficient the surgeon or how many times the operation is performed in a given year in the US. First, Billy Joe Walker, then Alfred Reynolds, and, most recently, Don Mann. Each having some pump rework done. 
Our best wishes to each and all, for a speedy recovery and many more miles on the odometer.

A sure sign of advancing age is when one takes their oldest grandchild to visit a prospective college campus. Accompanied mine and her mother to John Brown University last week. Quite an experience for me, trooping around the various buildings while an erudite young man, a Junior, escorted us and gave a running narrative. I found myself imagining what it would be like to be enrolling for the first time. Lots of choices made in that other life would be altered this time around, I am sure. Kids like this young impressive student seem to know so much more than I ever did at that age.
Evidence the almost-overnight transition from an awkward and naive farm boy to an awkward and naive air force pilot, complete with silver wings and gold second lieutenant's bars and a $300 debt for a set of tailored uniforms from Lautersteins in San Antonio. That was almost more money than my monthly paycheck was, including flying pay. .
I remember vividly the first (mandatory) cocktail party we attended. Had only been married a matter of weeks. Wife didn't have a cocktail dress; in fact, we hardly knew what that meant. We soon learned, a cocktail dress was adjudged to be a necessity by the social elite. But that first time she wore a plain polka-dot dress that looked fine to me but probably raised a few eyebrows among the hoity-toity in attendance that night.
We learned to leave those parties before the noise level reached an ear numbing decibel. In those days, a teetotaler at a cocktail party was looked upon with about the same incredulity as would be shown a drunk back home in Dallas county at a baptizing in Tulip Creek. It is my firm conviction that all of the beneficial things accomplished at all the cocktail parties ever held could be contained in a thimble with room to spare.
But that was only one aspect of that strange new setting where a young country hick and his child bride, both inexperienced in the ways of the world, found themselves amongst the cultured, white-gloved society types.
[image: image2.png]



Will this young couple find happiness at the Officer's Club?


Be sure to stay tuned for the next episode.
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