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Home 

 

Circling the sky on a Cessna, myself and three others, taking the adventure of a lifetime. The 

stomach in a knot similar to the day I left my parents home in Indiana and headed to the Air 

Force. Scared to death, I set flight toward a new, exciting life, yet full of fears of the unknown. 

 

Pack on my back, I walk out to the wing of the plane, the wind screaming past. I hear the 

instructor say, “When I give you the thumbs-up, I want you to let go.” I gave him a thumbs-up 

with uncertainty in my mind. Could I let go? I walked out on the plane’s wings, knuckles 

clenched, and turning white. He throws up his thumb with a smile upon his face.  

 

I let go. I couldn’t even scream, the fear was too intense. After a short time, the static-line that I 

was attached to deployed my parachute. I let out a sigh of relief as life slowed down and I caught 

up to reality. I had arrived now. This was serenity. This was peace. This reminded me of home. 

 

Buddy System 

 

At the recruiter’s office with my friend Damon to show support, I fell into the excitement that the 

heroic life of the armed forces offers a young man. I signed and enlisted with my best friend, and 

we headed to Indianapolis MEPS Center in two weeks. It all happened so quickly. Another of my 

teammates from my tennis team joined the Air Force, and we were now in on the “buddy 

system.”  

 

“The Three Amigos,” as we were named, joined a bond that created a home while so very distant 

fro it. Basic training can be a very lonely place for most of the young men. Separated from their 

loved ones, may for the first times in their lives, was extremely difficult. The Three Amigos, 

Michael, Andy, and Damon, created a lighthearted sense of ease and comfort for the guys. We 

made a lot of friends for life simply by pulling pranks and helping people who wanted to cry, be 

able to laugh and smile.  

 

Upon graduation, many of the other airmen sighed my yearbook and gave credit and sincere love 

for the Three Amigos. The buddy system was home to our entire squadron, thereby changing the 

Three Amigos into a group much larger than life. 


