Only a Dream Once Again
By William Snead

A trip back to Fort Campbell with the Illinois National Guard can bring back many memories.  It was in the Eighties and we pulled into Fort Campbell through the main gate, but there was no MP on duty to wave us on through.

Most of the prairie on the left of Route 141 was all filled up with businesses.  Rumors were that the dependent area might be partially closed.

We go off the bus and were situated in three separate barracks.

Later, when I walked into the snack bar, I saw an old friend sitting in the same chair he’s sat in twenty years ago.  He had on the same good-conduct medal he’d worn twenty years ago.  He said, “I see you have a lot of stripes on you.  The last time I saw you, you were a buck private waving the traffic through the main gate!”

I made no reply.  I took notice that the juke box still had “There is a Moon in Spanish Harlem” on it.  I shook hands with old Sarge Sims and headed for gate #4.  And also, I walked to the main gate.

What a bushel full of memories came into my mind.

Looking south towards Clarksville brought back the good times to my memory banks.  And as I stood near the main gate shack and also near the spot I’d stood twenty years before, I knew I could never buy the time back.

And as a dream must end, as in this world time must also end, I knew I could never really go back to what was once again.

It was only a dream once again.
