
““NNaavvyy..  LLeett  tthhee  aaddvveennttuurree  bbeeggiinn..””
TThhiiss  iinnvviittaattiioonn  ssttiirrss  tthhee  hheeaarrttss  ooff
mmaannyy  ppaattrriioottiicc  aanndd  aaddvveennttuurroouuss
yyoouunngg  mmeenn  aanndd  wwoommeenn  wwhhoo  sseeeekk
ppeerrssoonnaall  ggrroowwtthh,,  eexxcciitteemmeenntt  aanndd
tthhee  ooppppoorrttuunniittyy  ttoo  sseerrvvee  tthheeiirr  ccoouunn--
ttrryy  aass  mmeemmbbeerrss  ooff  tthhee  UU..SS..  NNaavvyy..
HHooww  ccaann  tthhee  ppaarreennttss  ooff  tthheessee  yyoouunngg
ppeeooppllee  ccoommmmuunniiccaattee  tthheeiirr  pprriiddee  aanndd
ssuuppppoorrtt,,  sshhaarree  tthheeiirr  SSaaii lloorr’’ ss  eenntthhuu--
ssiiaassmm  aanndd  aaccccoommpplliisshhmmeennttss,,  aanndd
mmaaiinnttaaiinn  tthhee  ccoonnnneeccttiioonn  wwiitthh  hhoommee
aanndd  ffaammiillyy tthhaatt  iiss  ssoo  iimmppoorrttaanntt  ttoo
mmoorraallee??  OOnnee  ffaatthheerr  ddooeess  ssoo  wwii tthh
““ eennvveellooppee  aarrtt””   ddeeppiiccttiinngg  sshhiippbbooaarrdd
aaccttiivvii ttiieess  oonn  tthhee  lleetttteerrss  hhee  sseennddss  ttoo
hhiiss  ssoonn,,  AABBEE33  EEtthhaann  EEddddyy,,  aa
mmeemmbbeerr  ooff   tthhee  VV22  ddiivviissiioonn  oonn
bbooaarrdd AAbbrraahhaamm  LLiinnccoollnn ((CCVVNN
7722))..

When a son or
daughter joins the
Navy, not only

does that individual enlist
but in a sense an entire
family goes Navy. To the
folks at home, a Sailor on
a deployed carrier is
engaged in a poignant
mixture of daily duty, far
away ports and shipborne
international peacekeep-
ing and diplomacy. Even
though the day-by-day
routine while “gray and
underway” may be little
understood by the family,
the experience is shared through
the timeless ability of “mail call”
to bridge the gap.

To my son and his shipmates,

whose job is
to launch, recover and service the
80-plus aircraft on board, an aircraft
carrier is a flight deck—4.5 acres of
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it—the scene of endless activity day
and night, in blistering 120-degree
weather or frigid 40-degree wind
and rain. During launch and recov-
ery of aircraft, the carrier’s flight
deck is one of the most dynamic,
exciting and dangerous environ-
ments on earth. Despite the dangers
and challenges, the “gang on the
roof” transforms flight ops into a
coordinated exercise of awesome
efficiency. Knowing the folks back
home appreciate the commitment
and personal effort such activity
requires makes the interminable 
0-dark-thirty musters, the seeming-
ly endless work cycles, and the Air
Boss’s constant, booming exhorta-
tions over the public address sys-
tem more manageable.

To an artist, the aircraft carrier
flight deck represents a veritable
smorgasbord of artistic opportuni-
ties, an ever-changing scene of
drama and excitement in which

human and machine are locked in a
complex ballet of incredible preci-
sion amidst jet blast, whirling props,
swirling steam and ear-splitting
noise. 

As a father, capturing these
images on envelopes expresses my
pride in a son who proudly serves
his country; celebrates the dedica-
tion, hard work and professionalism

of those who work the flight deck;
portrays the drama of carrier flight
operations; and maintains family ties
across the miles of ocean that define
blue water ops. 

Navy. Let the adventure begin.

Dr. Eddy is an Associate Professor of Obstetrics
and Gynecology at the University of Texas
Health Science Center at San Antonio.
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