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the inclusion of even minimal State
preemption action in the final bill is
unfortunate, the final compromise
largely retains the Senate bill’s provi-
sions and allows States 12 to 18 months
to enact tougher regulations through a
waiver process after the EPA formally
announces that it has started the re-
view process for a chemical. There
have been assurances to the Vermont
congressional delegation from the EPA
that Vermont will be able to retain its
more stringent regulation of PFOA. I
will continue to work with both the
State and with the EPA to address
PFOA contamination in Vermont.

I am pleased that the final bill in-
cludes two mercury-specific provisions:
The creation of a mercury inventory
and the expansion of the export ban to
certain mercury compounds. These pro-
visions are sections of the Mercury Use
Reduction Act that I was proud to co-
sponsor in the 112th Congress. Under
the mercury inventory provision, the
EPA will be required to prepare an in-
ventory of mercury supply, use, and
trade in the United States every 3
years. This data will enhance our abil-
ity to reduce the health risks from
mercury exposure. The second mercury
provision builds upon the Mercury Ex-
port Ban Act of 2008, expanding the ex-
port ban currently in effect for ele-
mental mercury to include certain
mercury compounds that could be trad-
ed to produce elemental mercury in
commercial quantities, thus under-
mining the existing export ban.

This reform bill also includes new un-
precedented transparency measures
thanks to new limits imposed on what
can qualify as ‘‘confidential business
information.”” The transparency provi-
sions also ensure that State officials,
medical professionals, and the public
have access to health and safety infor-
mation. In addition, the bill places
time limits and requires justification
for any ‘‘confidential business informa-
tion” claims that must also be fully
justified when made and will expire
after 10 years if they are not re-sub-
stantiated.

Like many Vermonters, I have been
concerned for years about the need to
improve chemical safety standards in
the United States. While I had hope for
more reforms in the bill, overall, the
bill is a significant improvement over
current law. It is a true testament to
the groundwork laid by Senator Lau-
tenberg that we have finally heeded the
calls from the American people to re-
form this outdated law and better pro-
tect our families from dangerous
chemicals.

—————

TRIBUTE TO DR. FREDERICK
BURKLE

Mr. LEAHY. Mr. President, one of
the formative parts of my life was
being a student at Saint Michael’s Col-
lege in Vermont. It was especially so
because of the people I met there. One
of my most memorable classmates is
Dr. Frederick Burkle.
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Skip Burkle was one who cared
greatly about what he was learning and
showed moral leadership even then. As
students, we both lived in dorms that
resembled World War II-era barracks.
Fortunately, the living conditions for
students at Saint Michael’s have im-
proved since then.

Last month, now-Dr. Burkle, spoke
at Saint Michael’s College giving the
commencement address. Everyone who
was there actually listened to a man
who spoke of his own background. He
spoke also to the moral compass he has
developed both in school and since in
the military and in his scientific work.

So much could be said about his ca-
reer. I agree when he said, “My human-
itarian work was the most meaningful
I've ever done.” That makes so much
sense because few people I have ever
known have begun to approach his life
as a humanitarian.

Mr. President, I ask unanimous con-
sent that his speech to the graduating
class be printed in the RECORD because
I want those beyond Saint Michael’s
College to read what an outstanding
person has said.

There being no objection, the mate-
rial was ordered to be printed in the
RECORD, as follows:

SAINT MICHAEL’S COLLEGE COMMENCEMENT

ADDRESS
COLCHESTER, VERMONT: MAY 15, 2016
FREDERICK M. BURKLE, JR., MD, MPH
PHYSICIAN, SCHOLAR, HUMANITARIAN

Greetings to you all!

There are many reasons to celebrate this
day. This graduation is a milestone for you
and your entire family.

Saint Michael’s also needs to be celebrated
and commended. As an academic, I do not
know of any other college or university this
year, or in recent memory, that has shown
both the insight and courage to declare
‘‘Service to Others’ as the theme of gradua-
tion. Only at Saint Mikes! . . . I'm not sur-
prised!

The implications of this decision are many
and must be applauded Most impor-
tantly it brings great hope and wisdom for
the future of this generation and those that
follow . . . .

I have been asked to speak to you on what
in my life and college experiences influenced
my humanitarian career. My first concern
when asked was: How does someone who
graduated in 1961, 55 years ago, tell his story

Let’s give it a try

In truth, if you knew me in high school
you would have voted me the ‘‘least likely
graduate to ever give a commencement ad-
dress.” . . .

I attended an all male Catholic High
School in Southern Connecticut. I was pain-
fully shy, occasionally stuttered, was easily
embarrassed, struggled to be an average stu-
dent, and was hopelessly burdened by what is
known today as severe dyslexia. I only began
to read in the 5th grade.

My Father, emphatically and loudly said
““No” to the idea of college. He had labeled
me a ‘‘lazy dreamer’ . .. so to him college
was a waste of good money. You would agree

. I was certainly not a prize academic
prospect!

So here I am . . . and now I've got to ex-
plain to you how I got onto this stage as a
Commencement speaker.

I would not be here today without the help
of some very unselfish people . . . I call them
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my own personal humanitarians . .
have them.

Not going to college was a serious blow I
could not live with. For years I had held on
to an otherwise quite impossible and secret
dream of being a physician. A dream which
simply arose many years before from viewing
very early Life Magazine photos of doctors
treating starving children in an African jun-
gle hospital.

Having been born 2 years before WWII, all
my life was one war after another with
equally dire photos of both World War II and
Korean War casualties. And soon after, dur-
ing high school, emerged my generation’s
war . . . in a strange and unheard of country
named Viet Nam . . . a war which actually
began to build up as early as 1954.

My story, in great part, is a love story. I
met an equally shy girl when she was 13 and
I was the older man of 14. We went steady
during high school and secretly dreamed of
our future together. With College off the
table the military draft seemed inevitable.
She urged me to plead my case to the High
School Academic Dean, a stern gray haired
Brother of Holy Cross, to both loan me the
application fee and forward a decent rec-
ommendation. I was shaking in my boots. He
silently pondered the circumstances yet
nodded his head and agreed to accept the
personal risk despite the potential anger of
my Father. . .

The very next day there was a check wait-
ing for me!

There were others . . . while working as an
orderly in a local hospital I met two very
caring physicians. They embodied every-
thing I wanted to be. They introduced me to
a small French Catholic Liberal Arts College
named St. Michaels in rural Vermont that I
never heard of. Both were WWII veterans
who attended St. Mike’s and then medical
school on the GI Bill. Despite their busy
schedules they took time to counsel and en-
courage, spoke highly of the quality of the
education but also cautioned that the aca-
demic experience would demand much more.

St. Mike’s was the only place I applied.
With luck, I was accepted. My girl friend’s
parents, not my own, took me to campus . . .
There was no turning back!

Falling in love with St. Mike’s was a little
slower and not nearly as romantic! Matricu-
lation at St. Mike’s was a shock . . . and at
first a disappointment. Maybe my Father
was right . . . Will I fail and embarrass my-
self once again?

From the outset, the St. Mike’s academic
faculty made it clear that everyone on cam-
pus was required to take 4 years of liberal
arts. This included a long list of the world’s
literature, history, arts and philosophy from
the beginning of written time. This included
a comparative study of all religions, and a
compelling semester of logic that forced us
to deliberate the philosophical ‘‘how” and
“why”’ problems that stressed the minds of
every adolescent, like me, whose brain had
not yet matured . . .

It took me 3 trips to the bookstore to carry
all the required reading back to the small
shared room in a former WWII poorly heated
wooden barracks that once stood where we
are today.

We desperately asked why such torture
was necessary. I'm to be a scientist. Why did
I have to study the liberal arts? I pleaded

something must be wrong! With my
reading disability, my anxiety level was pal-
pable to everyone.

The science faculty made it quite clear
that to pass the rigorous requirements for
recommendation to graduate school required
excellent marks in both the sciences and the
liberal arts. They offered us multiple exam-
ples of notable Statesmen and Nobel Laure-
ates alike who, empowered by incorporating

. we all
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the lessons learned from the liberal arts,
made major breakthroughs for mankind . . .
such as human rights, freedom of speech, the
splitting of the atom, penicillin, the Magna
Carta, the Geneva Conventions, and the U.S.
Constitution itself . . .

Slowly, St. Mike’s, without my knowledge,
began to hone, tame and humble me by in-
troducing new ways of thinking and rea-
soning.

I, like all my classmates, had to give up
that concrete black and white thinking of
youth to meet the demands of the outside
world.

Most students incorporated those new con-
cepts to one degree or another over the next
4 years. Confidence was built through testy
debates on what our increasingly complex
world demanded of us. The process re-intro-
duced me to the academic world I thought
was unfriendly . . . and gave me a new love
for books which were once the enemy of
every dyslexic child.

Less than a month into my freshman year
a profound geopolitical event occurred that
no one had anticipated or was ready for. On
October 4, 1957 we huddled around the one
radio available in the barracks to listen to
the faint battery powered beeps of the Rus-
sian satellite Sputnik. The following day the
faculty held an ‘all student assembly’ to dis-
cuss the impact of the satellite launch on
mankind and openly asked if any students
would consider changing their major to the
sciences. The Space war had begun in ear-
nest. Everyone’s sense of security suddenly
changed and with it many Cold War humani-
tarian crises sprang up around the world . . .
many of which, in a short decade, I became
mired in myself.

Every generation has their own Sputnik
moments. Your generation already has more
than your share.

The liberal arts and the comparative reli-
gion courses prepared me for my life as a hu-
manitarian more than I ever realized at the

time.
Yes, we all read the Bible and debated its
meaning . . . but we also found a certain sol-

ace in understanding that similar beliefs
were universal among many other religions
and the cultures they were tied to.

All religions that have survived over the
centuries collectively teach ‘‘social justice”’

. a language all its own that defines the
fair and just relationship between the indi-
vidual and society. It is that shared social
justice that I have in common with my hu-
manitarian and volunteer colleagues on
every continent ... might they be Mus-
lims, Hindus, Christians, Jews, Buddhists,
agnostics or atheists and whether they live
in the Middle East or rural Vermont.

All the major wars and multiple conflicts
that I became engulfed in over my lifetime
were all fought over ‘‘whose god was the true
god!” Unfortunately, these wars continue
today.

Admittedly, and probably somewhat self-
ishly, I fell in love with the challenges of
global health and humanitarian assistance.

And yes, that shy girl friend who supported
my application to St. Mike’s and I were mar-
ried my first year of medical school and we
had 3 children by the time I finished my resi-
dency at the Yale University Medical Center.

Service to one’s country was mandatory
then and the government obliged by
drafting me into the military. In 1968 I was
rapidly trained and rushed, within 20 days,
into the madness of the Viet Nam war as a
Combat physician with the Marines.

Subsequently I was recalled to active duty
as a combat physician in 5 major wars, and
over the years moved up the invisible ladder
of leadership in managing conflicts in over 40
countries. I've worked for and with the
World Health Organization, the Inter-
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national Red Cross and multiple global hu-
manitarian organizations. I found myself ne-
gotiating with numerous African warlords
and despots including Saddam Hussein in
Iraq.

I set up refugee camps, treated horrific war
wounds, severe malnutrition, scurvy, the
death throes of starvation, and cholera, ma-
laria and blackwater fever, to name but a
few . . . When I was only a few years older
than you, I had to manage the largest Bu-
bonic Plague epidemic of the last century.

Eventually, in 2003 I served the State De-
partment as the Senior Health Diplomat and
first Interim Minister of Health in Iraqg
where I was the target of 3 assassination at-
tempts by the same Sunni military that
now, more than a decade later, make up to-
day’s ISIS forces in Iraq and Syria. Yes, it is
madness.

Obviously, my work was often quite dan-
gerous. Making uncomfortable but real deci-
sions over who survives and who doesn’t,
simply because there are scant resources, is
always a nightmare. Over 1,000 fellow hu-
manitarian aid workers have been killed dur-
ing my time . . . many, many more than any
United Nations Peacekeepers.

I have seen more senseless death and suf-
fering than anyone my age should be allowed
to witness. The same ‘“‘how and why’’ issues
that I first struggled with in Logic class at
St. Mike’s were now re-framed in very basic
daily struggles of both ethics and morality.

As such, I moved more and more to care
for the most vulnerable . . . the children,
women, the elderly and disabled who make
up 90% or more of those who flee or become
ill, injured or die in every war. This became
my calling.

While some of this may impress the bud-
ding healthcare professionals in the audi-
ence, everything I experienced in war was
preventable . . . it need not have happened.
War is not the answer.

But, my humanitarian work was the most
meaningful I have ever done. I have no re-
grets. The saving of lives when the victims
themselves have given up . . . and working
with some of the most self-less people in the
world, is addictive . . . and for a physician
the adrenaline rush, intensity of the work
and the diagnostic challenges are com-
parable to nothing else.

As Medical Director of the last Orphan Lift
out of Saigon in 1975, I was secretly slipped
into a refugee crowded, already surrounded
and hostile Saigon during its last days to
find abandoned and ill infants many
alone and starving in dank and dirty orphan-
ages. We airlifted out 310 nameless infants in
file boxes . . . 20 years later, by chance, I
met an attractive and ebullient Asian
woman, now a graduate student who had
been the valedictorian of her college class.
She was one of the infants I rescued . . . Life
comes full circle . .. it was a really good
day.

The scientific research that defines my
academic career has me closely working
with like-minded colleagues in Iran, Israel,
Iraq, China, the European Union and many
others. And Yes, another example of life tak-
ing full circle . . . the Nobel Laureates, once
touted in 1957 as examples for us to emulate
by the St. Mike’s science Professors, selected
a 2013 research study I co-authored to be pre-
sented and debated at their World Summit in
Spain last year. Good people are listening
and reading your work. So for the future
academics and scientists in the audience.
. . . Never give up!

Hopefully, my now fading career allows me
to reflect and offer some parting Grand-Fa-
therly advice:

The essence of volunteerism is found in un-
derstanding the culture of the people we en-
gage with, even within our own commu-
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nities. In my experience, we did not under-
stand the culture of Viet Nam or Iraq, and
when General Petraeus was asked at the 10
year mark in Afghanistan what he would
have done differently he said ‘I would have
learned more about the culture!” . . .

Graduation marks your movement from
the protective culture of the campus to a
culture that is more complex, unforgiving at
times, but also very exciting and worth-
while.

Most young volunteers are understandably
burdened by the non-action they have reluc-
tantly inherited from my generation. . . . .
Burdens that shamelessly stem from world-
wide political neglect of both the health and
science of the planet.

You should be disappointed but also chal-
lenged. . . . However, a very hopeful char-
acteristic of your generation is that you
more often than not see yourselves less as
nationalists . . . and more as global citizens.
This marks a significant shift from my gen-
eration and a hopeful game-changer in the
global landscape.

As your volunteerism matures, use what-
ever bully pulpit you have to expose and
change those inequities that you see in the
world. The risk is worth it.

I spoke up in Iraq over blatant human
rights violations of the Geneva Convention
and was called a ‘‘traitor” in the political
Press. I am most proud I made that choice.

Remember, those who do have the political
power to make change frequently do not
know what they don’t know. Instinctively,
all volunteers are also educators and advo-
cates. . . . It comes with the title.

The MOVE program, run by the Campus
Ministry, and the Fire & Rescue Squad rep-
resent realistic ‘‘real world models” that one
can neither assume nor get from the class-
room alone. I wish I had experienced them
myself. These inspiring volunteer initiatives
have changed the culture of the College and
more broadly and accurately re-defined
‘“‘American exceptionalism.”

Harvard, where I teach today, has recently
taken a page from the St. Mike’s playbook
by placing more emphasis on accepting stu-
dents to College who value caring for the
community over individual extracurricular
achievements. They claim that ‘‘community
service’” and the ethical concern for the
greater public good!”’ is a more sensitive and
true measure of an applicant.

I agree! St. Mike’s, emphasizing ‘‘service
to others’ has owned and promoted this be-
lief for many decades.

Aid to the oppressed has never stood still.
Volunteerism, in general, is increasingly
moving toward prevention, recovery and re-
habilitation. . . . . Your role models must be
those distinguished recipients of the hon-
orary degrees today. I applaud their self-less
commitments to others.

St. Mike’s was an unselfish gift to me. My
class of 1961 was unique in producing many
leaders in science, education, government,
law, the military, industry, the social
sciences, and medicine and dentistry to
name but a few. They are all great citizens
who still argue incessantly over politics . . .
some things never change. . . . nor should
they!

Please promise me that you will see your
classmates often . . . call them, email them
and return to the reunions . . . it’s a great
time to brag and see that everyone is equally
aging and putting on weight. I do miss many
of my friends and colleagues and also the
professors who I tried to model myself on
who passed away before I could thank them.

And yes, . . . as a bonus, there is another
Harvard study this year that shows that
both volunteers and their recipients increase
social connections, reduce stress and
live longer lives!
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I must close now. . .. As a 31 year Navy
and Marine Corp veteran I wish to leave you
with a saying that we, in the service of our
country, always thought was strictly a nau-
tical blessing. . . . In point of fact, it is a
universal phrase of good luck as one departs
on a voyage in life. . . . It reads: ‘“Let me
square the yards . . . while we may . . . and
make a fair wind of it homeward”. I wish
you all in this audience ‘‘Fair Winds and Fol-
lowing Seas’. . .. God speed to you and St.
Mikes . . . and thank you for listening . . .

————

TRIBUTE TO KEVIN PEARCE

Mr. LEAHY. Mr. President, Vermont
athletes are no strangers to the U.S.
Winter Olympic team. In 2009, the
Hartland, VT, raised Kevin Pearce was
readying himself to be a member of
that team when tragedy struck. During
a routine half-pipe training session for
the 2010 Olympics, Kevin suffered a
traumatic brain injury and was nearly
killed when he crashed and struck his
head. Since then, Kevin, with the sup-
port of his family, has worked to re-
cover and heal from that terrible acci-
dent. I have heard firsthand from Kevin
how instrumental his younger brother
David was in providing positive feed-
back and encouragement as he com-
pleted his physical therapy. Together
with his older brother, Adam, Kevin
started the Love Your Brain Founda-
tion, which offers support to survivors
of traumatic brain injuries, their fami-
lies, and their caregivers.

The Love Your Brain Foundation re-
cently held its free annual retreat in
Lincoln, VT. The foundation’s mission
extends beyond simply providing sup-
port to survivors; it also works to raise
broader public awareness about the
condition. Kevin, Adam, and those who
support the mission of the Love Your
Brain Foundation believe that tradi-
tional treatment options, as well as al-
ternative methods of care, can help
survivors of traumatic brain injuries
lead full and healthy lives. The founda-
tion’s annual retreat enables people
from around the country, and some
from Canada, who are dealing with
traumatic brain injuries to share their
own personal stories and to sharpen
skills in workshops focused on music,
yoga, and nutrition education.

Whether the result of sporting acci-
dents or from a vehicle crash, injuries
sustained on the hiking trail or the
battlefield, there is still much to be
learned about traumatic brain injuries
and how best to help those who sustain
them recover. That is why the work of
the Love Your Brain Foundation
makes a real difference.

Kevin Pearce’s life forever changed
the day of his accident. He and his fam-
ily have taken that tragedy and turned
it into an opportunity to advance pub-
lic awareness. His story is one we can
all be inspired by, and his road to re-
covery is one we should all from and
seek to emulate.

Mr. President, I ask unanimous con-
sent that a May 28 article written by
Vermont Associated Press reporter
Lisa Rathke, entitled “Injured
snowboarder helps brain injury sur-
vivors,” be printed in the RECORD.
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There being no objection, the mate-
rial was ordered to be printed in the
RECORD, as follows:

[From the Associated Press, May 28, 2016]
INJURED SNOWBOARDER HELPS BRAIN INJURY
SURVIVORS
(By Lisa Rathke)

LINCOLN—A near-fatal halfpipe crash while
training for the 2010 Olympics ended Kevin
Pearce’s snowboarding career and changed
his life forever. Six years later, Pearce, 28,
continues to cope with his traumatic brain
injury that he will carry with him for the
rest of his life and he’s helping other sur-
vivors do the same.

Pearce, who grew up in Vermont, and his
brother started the Love Your Brain Founda-
tion to support traumatic brain injury sur-
vivors and caregivers. The foundation pro-
vides workshops for yoga teachers to cater
their classes to brain injury survivors. It
also offers a free yearly retreat for those
with traumatic brain injury and their care-
givers that is taking place this week in Lin-
coln, Vermont, and hopes to offer retreats in
other parts of the country.

The foundation raises money to cover
these activities and is working on educating
young athletes about the importance of ‘‘lov-
ing their brains’’ and preventing concus-
sions.

About 50 people from around the country
and Canada are attending the third annual
event that also features nutrition education,
art, music and other mindfulness activities.
Attendees can also share their personal sto-
ries.

“There was a huge missing piece to trau-
matic brain injuries and there’s such an un-
known for so many people of what to do after
they sustain this injury,” said Pearce, fol-
lowing a morning yoga class at the retreat in
a barnlike building on a hillside.

Alternatives such as acupuncture, yoga
and meditation are proving helpful to trau-
matic brain injury survivors in their recov-
eries, said Dr. Roger Knakal, medical direc-
tor of physical medicine and rehabilitation
and the University of Vermont Medical Cen-
ter.

One of the hardest parts about traumatic
brain injuries is that they are invisible inju-
ries, said Pearce’s brother Adam.

The biggest eye-opener was how isolated
people can become from a brain injury, he
said. “When you have a brain injury, you feel
so not normal,” said Pearce. ‘““‘You’re thrown
back into the regular world. You're expected
to be as you were before this. We’re not able
to do that because we’re now a new person.”’

Pearce was considered, along with Shaun
White, to be one of America’s top athletes in
the sport at the time of his crash. On New
Year’s Eve in 2009, he struck his head during
half-pipe training in Utah. He was in critical
care for a month and then acute care for two
weeks before moving to a rehabilitation cen-
ter in Denver. He had to relearn how to walk,
talk, even swallow. The family then moved
back to Vermont where he continued rehab.

Pearce, who now lives in Bend, Oregon,
continues to do cognitive therapy and is see-
ing eye therapists in Chicago to help with vi-
sion problems. He maintains a busy schedule,
speaking to various groups about his story
and the importance of ‘‘loving your brain’’
and showing the 2013 documentary about him
called ‘“Crash Reel.”

Ari Havusha, 20, of Vancouver, returned to
the retreat for the third time this year. He
said he suffered several severe concussions
and an eye injury as a teen soccer player and
another severe concussion later during a col-
lege fall. He lives with a constant headache.

Havusha withdrew from McGill University
in Montreal and returned home, where he be-
came anxious and depressed. His mother
pointed to the Love Your Brain retreat and
right away, Havusha said, he knew he had to
do it. ‘It was a huge turning point for me,”
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he said. ‘I saw other people and their trau-
matic stories and I was able to connect with
other people. Suddenly I was kind of lifted
out of that isolation I felt so heavily.”

————

TRIBUTE TO ADMIRAL BILL
GORTNEY

Mr. MCcCAIN. Mr. President, today I
honor an exceptional leader and avi-
ator. After 39 years, a lifetime of serv-
ice to our Nation, ADM Bill Gortney is
retiring from the U.S. Navy. On this
occasion, I find it fitting to recognize
Admiral Gortney’s many accomplish-
ments and years of uniformed service
to our Nation.

As the son of a U.S. Navy captain and
WWII aviator, Admiral Gortney was no
stranger to the challenges and opportu-
nities of naval aviation. After grad-
uating from Elon College with a bach-
elor of arts in history and political
science, he entered the Aviation Officer
Candidate School and commissioned in
the U.S. Naval Reserve in 1977. He
earned his wings of gold as a naval avi-
ator following his graduation from the
jet strike pilot training pipeline in
1978. He is a 1996 graduate of Naval War
College and earned his master of arts
in international security affairs.

Admiral Gortney moved through the
ranks quickly, moving from com-
mander to four-star admiral in 8 years.
Despite his rapid ascent through the
command naval ranks, Admiral
Gortney still managed to log over 5,360
mishap-free flight hours and completed
over 1,265 carrier-arrested landings pri-
marily in the A-TE Corsair II and the
F/A-18 Hornet. Admiral Gortney has
completed seven tours of command,
starting with the VFA-15 Vallions and
culminating with his third com-
manding tour in U.S. Central Com-
mand, as commander, U.S. Naval
Forces Central Command / U.S. 5th
Fleet, where he provided support to
maritime security operations and com-
bat operations for Operations Enduring
Freedom And Iraqi Freedom.

Admiral Gortney’s first flag tour was
as the deputy chief of staff for Global
Force Management and Joint Oper-
ation, U.S. Fleet Forces Command in
Norfolk. This was followed by assign-
ment as Commander, Carrier Strike
Group 10 onboard the USS Harry S Tru-
man, during which time he was pro-
moted to a two-star rear admiral. After
promotion to his third star, he was as-
signed as Commander, U.S. Naval
Forces Central Command/U.S. 5th
Fleet/Combined Maritime Forces, Bah-
rain. He also served as director, joint
staff, from 2010-2012. In 2012, he became
Commander, U.S. Fleet Forces Com-
mand. His final assignment prior to re-
tirement was that of Commander,
North American Aerospace Defense
Command and U.S. Northern Com-
mand. It is the first and only position
that places a single military com-
mander in charge of the protection of
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