Name:  
Asa Barnard



Address:  
991 Emory Parc Place, Decatur, GA 30033 (still in the hood at the intersection of Clairmont & Mason Mill).

Phone: 

404-636-0056
E-Mail Address: 
tbriand@aol.com



Occupation:  

CPA, Director of Financial Services, Georgia Technology Authority
Family Information that you’d like to share: I’ve been with Brian Drummond, from north Georgia, for 20 years.  Kids include 3 dogs and a cat.  
Hobbies/Special Interests: 
Traveling, oil painting (can do a fairly good forgery now), trying different cars (I’ve had everything from pick up trucks to a couple of Jaguar XJ6’s, now driving—until I get the fever again—a vintage Mercedes 560 SL in mint condition.  People think I crazy, but I enjoy it).


Regarding future reunions, would you like to combine reunions with other DHHS classes such as ’73 or ’75?  Don’t really know many in either of those classes, so it doesn’t matter.

What’s the best thing(s) to happen to you in the last 30 years?   Great family, good job, good home, good friends.

What’s the most significant event to happen to you in the last 10 years (since the 20-year reunion)?   Actually, its been slightly more than 10 years, but it was losing both parents within a couple of years of each other.  On a happier note, touring Egypt was pretty significant.

What’s important to you now?  Making sure I bring value to everything I do, and good cheer to everyone I come in contact with.  

Where do you see yourself in 10 years?  Hopefully, anywhere but Atlanta.  Too big!    

Who are you most looking forward to seeing at this reunion?  
Everybody   And why? I haven’t seen hardly anyone in 30 years.  

If you’d prefer to provide other stuff, that’s great; please do so in this space: 

When I was thinking back on high school, I remember this particular funny thing that happened.  A bunch of people were skipping an assembly of some sort.  It was early spring, I think.  When it was time to return, this huge crowd came back by way of behind the gym.  We peaked around the corner, and none other than Doyle Oran was at the top of the stairs.  So there was this stampede back to the church parking lot.  As we were running, a small kid, probably an eighth grader, couldn’t keep pace.  He was being shoved back and forth as it was every man for himself.  Finally he got tripped up and fell.  People were stomping him, his glasses got smashed, and his large bag of charm suckers exploded and they flew everywhere.  Natually, he got caught.  I was laughing so hard, I almost fell myself.   

