One night at a morale-building New Year's Eve AOM...

And so, as the clock strikes midnight,

I wanted tp take this opportunity as
your commanding of ficer, while we're here
in these potentially hostile waters
N\ far from our loved ones, to say
' I think...I think..I think...

What's wrong
with the skipper?

Hold on, gentlemen. As you may remember,
besides being a face in the crowd of first-tour

lieutenants, I also hold a doctorate
in artificial genetics.

Ahal Just as I thought.
The skipper is actually a
vintage 1980s cyborg—and
he's not Y2K compliant!

\

I think...
I think...
I think...

Does somebody in your squadron seem
a bit out of sorts? Check him for
Y2K compliance! And while you're at it
check your computers!




