Of Childhood Dreams and Safe, Peaceful Nights 
Last weekend I fulfilled a childhood dream. Not a big dream like marrying my best friend, or becoming a police captain, or a published writer or such. I've done all those and I thank God every day for letting me.

No, this was more of a dream about something I wanted to do when I was a child but never got to.

When I was boy I was actively involved in Scouting and throughout my entire Boy Scout career, every month like clockwork I received Boys Life Magazine in the mail. I loved Boys Life because it was full of the stories about the adventures of boys just like me. My favorite of all were the stories of Scouts who had earned medals for bravely saving someone’s life. I always wanted to do something brave enough to earn one of these medals but somehow I never got around to it. 

But earning a hero’s medal wasn't my real dream.

My real dream was a simple one. It was birthed in back the section of the magazine where they put all the advertisements for military schools and sold kits that let you turn your mommas vacuum cleaner into a hovercraft. I never could figure out what could possibly make my moms Electrolux fly, and I never will know since she had enough sense not to let me buy one.  

But it was the ad with the picture of the U.S.S. Yorktown on it that urged Scouts to come to Charleston, SC to "Spend A Night On A Real Aircraft Carrier" that caught my eye and sparked this particular dream.  I would've loved nothing more than to spend the night on an aircraft carrier since I wanted to be Pappy Boyington when I grew up anyhow. But of all the things we did in Troop 12 Mt. Holly, NC, spending the night on an aircraft carrier wasn't one of them.

And here now, at 38 years of age, I finally got my chance when I along with my wife Laurie, and two children Jacob, Kathleen went with Jacobs Cub Scout Pack 33 of Lowell, NC down to Patriot's Point last weekend. There we spent the weekend with over 500 other Scouts and YMCA Indian Guides living and sleeping on this great historic ship.  

But there was more to this experience than just walking through old ships and sleeping in the crew’s racks. What it really was, was a rare chance for children and parents who live in a society where the term hero can be so loosely applied, to stand and sleep in a place where real live actual heroes did live, and some died, for our freedom. 

It gave us a chance to walk through ships and learn about the men and women who gave there lives so that today you're reading this in English instead of in Japanese or German, and who gave their lives for a freedom that lets you read it in a newspaper produced by a free press and not the propaganda machine of a totalitarian government.

Patriots Point features three ships and one submarine, a Vietnam memorial, and a Cold War submarine memorial and everywhere you go in this place of honor you are vividly reminded of the sacrifices made by the hundreds of thousands of American soldiers, sailors, marines, airmen, and coast guardsmen who from 1776 to this very moment in time have fought to keep this nation free. The folks at Patriots Point have outdone themselves with the static displays they've created to remind us of the real events and of the real people who as one exhibit reminded us, "gave their today, for our tomorrow."

And last Saturday night at the end of an impressive day, I piled up in my rack worn out from chasing 7 children all over what seemed like every ship in the fleet. When the lights finally went out and Taps began to softly sound through a ship now permanently docked in a safe harbor, I couldn't help but think of the men who some 60 years ago went to sleep in these same racks not knowing if their night would be shattered by a Japanese attack. 

Or of the men and women who were in the many giant C-5 Galaxy aircraft I had seen all day long coming and going from the Charleston Air Force Base.   From their flight paths it was plainly evident they were busily carrying men and women to and from harm's way.

The words to Taps also went through my mind as well.  

Day is done,

 Gone the sun, 

From the lakes, 

From the hills, 

From the sky. 

All is well, 

Safely rest, 

God is nigh. 

Every time we hear this mournful refrain as it sounds to signal the end of the day or as its played to sound the end of a brave American's life, Taps should ever remind us all that the price of freedom we all enjoy, the freedom that lets us reach for all of our earthly hopes and dreams was paid for with heavy price. A price that none of us must ever take for granted.

