A Well Deserved Standing Ovation
I was checking my email last Thursday night when I noticed one that read, From A Place Far, Far Away. I opened it up and sure enough was. 

All the way from the burning sands of the Middle East where an old friend of mine is, as we speak, standing there smack dab in the middle of harms way serving this country. 


Standing there far, far away from family and friends. Standing in a place so far away from our way of life, that life itself means little if nothing at all. Standing in a place where misguided people blow themselves up because some clown told them that’d buy them a one-way ticket into heaven.


Standing there, while I sit here, safe and secure in the comfort of my very own suburban American home surrounded by family and friends. 


Sitting here on Memorial Day. The day those of us who were never served in the military get the day off to celebrate the military service of veterans past and present. They did all the work and we get the day off.


And I like most other Americans had the chance to join the military. Several good chances if you want to know the truth about it. I spent my 17th birthday at the of the U.S. Marine Corps recruiter trying to join the Marine Corps Reserve. My plan was to graduate high school, join the reserves, and start college in the fall. 


The recruiter had a different plan. It was a 6-year active plan. He made some good points but he won the battle and lost the war. I didn’t join the reserves, all right, but I ended up not joining period. Right after he said that if they found out at Parris Island I was in the reserves, they’d really let me have it. He had already pointed out that people serving time in the penitentiary had it better than the recruits at Parris Island. So I stayed home. 


In the fall of 1983, my senior year of high school, I tried it again. This time I went over to the N.C. Air National Guard in Charlotte and met with their recruiter, Master Sergeant Dick Adair. Master Sgt. Adair filled out all the paper work needed to sign me up as security policeman, got my dad sign the under age waiver, and had me all set for swearing in. I was ready too. 


The last hurdle I had to leap was interview with the base commander, Col. Bundy, a tough, grizzled old veteran of the old school. Master Sgt. Adair escorted me into the Colonel’s office and sat me down in front of him. The colonel began questioning me as he thumbed through my paperwork. 


“So, you want to be a security policeman, huh?


“Yes, sir.”


“You ever been a policeman before?” (Bare in mind I was 17 at the time.)


“No, sir.” 


“How do you know you’ll like being a security policeman?”


“Sir, I…Uh..”


The colonel cut me off and interjected and growled the following, “Do realize you’ll be committed to the United States government until 1992?


No indeed. I actually had not.


And the Saturday morning I was to swear in, I stood the Master Sergeant up.
I missed several other really good opportunities, and of all the things I’ve ever done I have done and accomplished, I’ve never been in the military. I’m not proud of that fact either.


But by God, I am proud of those who have. The rest of America is too.
No matter whether we believe we ought to be in this war or not, everyone single one of us believe in our soldiers, sailors, airmen, Marines, and Coast Guard personnel stationed all over this world.


I saw this demonstrated recently as I attended Award’s day at my children’s elementary school. As one child received his award, the principal recognized the child’s father, who had just returned from duty in Iraq. 


And all in one motion every man, woman, and child in that packed gymnasium rose to their feet, turned to face that soldier, and gave him one of the longest heartfelt standing ovations I’ve ever seen.


So on Memorial Day 2004, here’s to my buddy far, far away, and to every other American service person, past or present, y’all need to hear one thing today loud and clear.


That standing ovation was meant for you too.

