                                                  15 Minutes of Fame
    They say that we each have our 15 minutes of fame. Well, mine was more like 5 or 6 minutes. While working in the Marine Corps Toys for Tots campaign in 2008, I volunteered (something Marines are taught the hard way never to do) to collect toys at a Kentucky Headhunters concert that they were sponsoring for Toys for Tots. I learned a few things that night. Like what a concrete floor can do to flat feet over a three-hour period. Like paper napkins stuffed in your ears can do little to protect your eardrums or to reduce the pain from a tremendous and constant barrage.   Chairs were not allowed; the music was loud and the crowd of 800 plus was even louder. Two thirds of the crowd were women and many of them bore an uncanny resemblance to the headhunters---aging, needing a shave and haircut, loud, uncurried and so on. 
     Being in our red Marine Corps League uniforms, my only other colleague, John Matheny, and I were warmly received by the group. As the concert mercifully neared its end, it hit a fever pitch and we Marines were notified that the Headhunters wanted us on stage with them. We were escorted to backstage, past security, and up to the stage facing a crowd that brought back memories of my days on the riot control squad in New York City. I sure did miss my M1 rifle and bayonet. Just like in New York, things were being thrown on stage, but unlike New York, I believe there may have been a couple of bras in the debris. We Marines were given microphones but I doubt if any of our speech was heard. John attempted to give a description of our TFT program. I tried to thank the Headhunters and the crowd for their support but I believe I could have given the Gettysburg address and no one would have noticed. Our time on stage was what could best be described as the surreal apex of a hullabaloo.
    While the pain in my ears and feet subsided in a few days, I remain grateful for the assistance to Toys for Tots. I do, however, intend to quit while I have at least some hearing left and to let my fellow league members experience the wonders of any future rock concerts. Volunteers anyone? Fame is fleeting and has its price, I suppose.  Semper Fi

