EDITOR’S NOTE
By Adam Pitluk
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As the design of the covers changed over the years, the magazine remained
a consistent reflection of passengers’ travel experiences.
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Eight years and one month ago, when
From then on, when my job as a reporter
I learned I’d be the new editor, Kimberly
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2-year-old daughter blazed a path
before us. When we stopped near the
playground, I squeezed Kimberly’s hand
and pointed to the moon with my other
one. And I smiled.
“Adam, you’ll do a great job,” she said.
“You share a passion for life and travel with
every one of your readers. Just do what
you have always done; listen to their needs,
wants and desires, and enable them to truly enjoy their time on American Airlines.”
I listened to Kimberly. Time marched
on and we added a second daughter to
our family. I’ve been heeding both the
vendor’s and my wife’s advice for all that
time. In the process, I’ve listened to you,
our readers. I’ve listened to you: traveled
among you; learned from you — we’ve
been through a lot together in these eight
years. I am truly blessed to have had the
opportunity to get to know you. You have
been my family, and like my wife and two
daughters (now 7 and 10 years old), you
have enriched my life and made me genuinely happy. Even now, as I write this, the
thought of you is making me smile.
As you read this issue of American Way,
which is full of stories that address your
travel needs, wants and desires, stop for
a moment, won’t you, and look out your
window. Enjoy the moon. Then look at
the person sitting next to you: The moon
is meant to be enjoyed with friends. I am
honored to have been on board with you,
and I wish you well while we continue to
write our life stories and make new friends.
Until the next time we meet …
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