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An open letter to All Gator Guardsmen, past and present:

Greetings to all!  Many thanks for your service to our country and your special interest in being one of The Best There Is.

I am Marcy M. "Tig" Dupre, past commander of the Gator Guard, 1970-71.  I graduated from the University of Florida with a degree in Fine Arts (because they wouldn't let me major in Military Science) in 1971 and went to active Army service as an Infantryman.

While I was with the Guard, I had the honor and pleasure of working with many fine men and several wonderful women who became like a second family.  Over the years of military service and moving all over the globe, I unfortunately lost contact with the folks I served with. 

Jim Kilian saw my name in a newsletter to which I make contributions and contacted me.  That started this whole business of resurrecting the alleged dead.  Me.  Thanks, Jim.  He sent a note to Sam Anderson, who sent out an "All Points Bulletin," which generated a flood of e-mail on my computer.

For those who are interested, I include a brief military biographical sketch.  If you're not interested, just skip ahead. <GRIN>

Commissioned Regular Army Infantry in 1971.  Basic Course, Airborne and Ranger schools at Fort Benning, then assigned to 2nd Brigade, 8th Division in Baumholder, Germany.  Served with 1/10 Infantry, 1/39 Infantry, and was a brigade Property Book Officer for a while.

Returned to the states in 1975 to get "re-blued" at the Infantry Advance course, followed by assignment to Fort Jackson for several training commands, special projects staff, and a stint as a Public Affairs Officer.  Went to Defense Information Officer School at Fort Ben Harrison in 1979 and was assigned to Fort Wainwright, Alaska.

Left Alaska in 1981 and went to Fort Ord, California.  Served as Training Officer for installation DPTM, then was tasked to design, form, and command the 7th Infantry Division Sniper School.  Got passed over for major in 1984, tossed by the roadside, and took a commission in the Army Reserves, where I became an instructor.

Signed on as a DoD civilian, working in the Training Aids field.  Had Production Chief jobs at Fort Ord, later Fort Stewart, and then Chief of Training Aids at Fort Wainwright.  Meanwhile, taught Reserve Component Officer Basic, Branch Immaterial Officer Advance, and Command and General Staff Officer courses.  Got contracted out in 1989 at Fort Wainwright, lost my job, and traveled for a while looking for work.

Wound up in Washington state, working for several government contractors on various development projects.  Continued teaching for the Reserves, finally being a Combined Arms and Services Staff School Staff Leader--my favorite military job.  Was caught up with and finally forced to retire as an LTC with maximum years of service (36) last July. 

I am currently attempting to get a position with the newly formed Anti-Terrorism Subcommittee of the Emergency Management Agency here in Washington.  Could and should be interesting.

I have been married twice and divorced twice, three sons by my first wife, one son by my second.  Oldest son graduated from US Naval Academy in 1992 and went into the Marine Corps.  Second son died of cancer in 1995, after earning an engineering degree from University of Virginia.  Third son is a sous-chef for a prestigious restaurant in Columbia, South Carolina and plays bass guitar in a "Funk Band" for grins.  Fourth son is ten years old and wants to a paleontologist.

That's the bare bones for all the folks who want to know.  Mostly, I am a "what-you-see-is-what-you-get" type guy.  Semi-computer nerd, bibliophile, amateur historian, ship model maker, guitar player, and teacher-by-nature.

I am now nearly 54 years old and in reasonably good health, despite all the folks who tried desperately to cash in my life insurance for me.

My memories of the Gator Guard during the turbulent times of the early 1970s are fond and sweet.  The absolute favorite memory of mine is the Gator Guard winning the state-wide drill team competition at Tallahassee in 1971.  That's one to hang on the wall and look at from time to time.  Of course, there are the Mardi Gras trips which I have trouble remembering because of all the beer we drank.  I am told we had a good time.  The Gasparilla parades, the Gator Growls, and all the things we did together.

Another wonderful memory is my surprise birthday party, engineered by my wife and the usual suspects from the Guard.  I was expecting a small party, with some of the guys attending, but no one showed up.  Feeling somewhat disappointed and put out, I resigned myself to having a beer or two on my porch and being a year older.  Across the street, I heard some godawful singing and the heavy tramp of multiples of feet, and here they came.  The entire Gator Guard, carrying a resupply of Class VI, singing off-key at the top of their lungs.  Brought tears to my eyes, and still does, just thinking about it.

To those of you whom I have not have pleasure of meeting, thank you and welcome to a unique band of misfits.  We have a bond not shared by many others.  You are part of that.

To those I knew and loved (and still do), thanks for keeping me in mind and contacting me.

To The Best There Is, ALL THE DAMNED TIME!

Tig Dupre

