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Triumph in the
midst of tragedy

COMMENTARY

Pure evil.
That’s how our commander 

in chief described it last week.
Carefully planned.

That’s how 
police investiga-
tors and news 
pundits described 
it.

Questions con-
tinue to swirl 
around what 
prompted Las 
Vegas Madalay 

Bay Hotel shooter Stephen 
Paddock to kill 58 and wound 
nearly 500 more at the Route 
91 Harvest music festival late 
Oct. 1. He was highly educated, 
a multimillionaire, and, accord-
ing to his girlfriend, a 
kind-hearted, law-abiding citi-
zen with little more than a 
minor traffic citation in his 
record. He didn’t even have a 
history of bashing others on 
social media.

The reality of this historic 
mass murder grieves me, as it 
has many.

Paddock capitalized on a tra-
ditional military tactic — own-
ing the high ground. He capital-
ized on an inhumane tactic, too 
— raining bullets down on 
unarmed, unsuspecting people: 
like shooting fish in a barrel, 
according to one news pundit.

Like 9/11, the Columbine 
High School massacre in 1999 
and the 1966 University of 
Texas tower shooting, Sunday’s 
massacre will mark yet another 
gut wrenching moment when 
extreme violence marred the 
American soil. Another soulless 
act of rage and hatred.

Rage. And hatred.
In the midst of all last week’s 

fear and grief stood a defiant 
voice – a shirtless man who told 
reporters he had given parts of 
his clothing to cover those who 
had died and his full effort to 
help those still alive. He then 
told reporters, “This is not 
America.”

Actually, unfortunately, it is.
Our nation was founded on 

superb ideas about freedom and 
liberty and happiness. 
Thankfully, the bones of the 
American dream haven’t 
changed over the years. We seek 
a land of hope and opportunity 
and prosperity, and that dream 
still exists. Problem is, there are 
realities we must face every 
day: facts about the condition of 
the human heart we sometimes 
want to forget. One of those is 
the ravenous appetite of hatred.

We all harbor anger at times, 
and that anger can boil up 
within us, quicker for some 
than for others. But focused 
anger can fuel us to charge the 
enemy in the heat of battle. It 
can motivate us to stand up 
against tyranny and oppression 
against the odds. When led in 
love, anger is a great motivator. 
It can help us accomplish 
impossible things. Devoid of 
love, no greater evil exists; no 
greater failure follows. And 
unleashed, out-of-control anger 
can feel suffocating.

However, acts of kindness 
free us to thrive in the face of 
hatred. Acts of bravery inspire 
greater hope, greater endur-
ance. Case in point the many 
stories coming out of Vegas  
about the men and women who 
seemingly ignored the bullets 
raining down on them in order 
to help those who were injured. 
Some of these men and women 
were trained first responders 
who do this sort of thing on a 
regular basic. Others were mili-
tary warriors. But many were 
neither – just ordinary U.S. citi-
zens doing extraordinary things 
out of love for others: coming to 
the aid of friends, family mem-
bers and even total strangers.

One thought continues to 
shine bright in the midst of all 
this horrific tragedy: Love con-
quers hate. It always will.

Pure love.
Recklessly poured out. ■
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Army personnel devoted their early morning Sept. 29 to participating in the second annual Suicide 
Prevention Fun Run/Walk. Members of the Fort Knox Army Substance Abuse Program and others 
joined together to promote awareness to this serious nationwide health concern.

By ISADORA EWING
FORT KNOX ARMY SUBSTANCE 
ABUSE PROGRAM

Several Soldiers, civil-
ians and Family mem-
bers gathered at Natcher 
Physical Fitness Center 
Sept. 29 to participate in 
the Fort Knox second 
annual Suicide Preven- 
tion Fun Run/Walk.

All month, mental 
health advocates, pre-
vention organizations, 
survivors and communi-
ty members came 
together to promote sui-
cide prevention aware-
ness. The fun run was a 
culmination of their 
efforts.

Post officials said sui-
cide is a public health 
concern nationwide and 
within the Army and 
must be a priority for 
every community mem-
ber.

“Everyone can make 
a difference,” said 
Angela Williams, Suicide 
Prevention Program 
manager. “The Army 
remains committed to 

educate and equip 
Soldiers and their 
Families with the pro-
grams and resources to 
maintain wellness and a 
healthy lifestyle.” ■

Suicide awareness
fun run/walk unites

Knox community
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Members of the Fort Knox Army Substance Abuse Program and 
other volunteers hand out goodies for those who participated in 
the fun run/walk.

Childhood friends have lasting impact on some kids’ lives

Eric Pilgrim
Editor

When thinking about the 
people who contributed to 
who you are or who you are 

becoming, the list 
begins with par-
ents and 
grandparents. 
For many of 
us, siblings 
and cousins, 

aunts and 
uncles play 
big roles too.

Teachers 
have a huge 

influence in shaping our 
thinking. The community at 
large ranging from neighbors 
to churches have a part.

But sometimes the influ-
ence of friends are not 
appropriately appreciated — 
particularly that posse from 
your early teen years.

That’s a time which 
involves the first hints of 
independence yet, for some 
reason, young boys in my day 
tended to enjoy that freedom 

from parents as a group.
Mine was a gang of six: 

Dick, Pat, Gordie, Red, 
Goldie and me. On occasion, 
we might be joined by the 
Smiths, the Bashams or the 
Barkers. Now and again, the 
oldest of the McCombs kids 
would join. Some of the over-
night campouts might 
attract friends from town.

Generally, it was that core 
of six roaming the quiet 
state highway that connect-
ed our homes outside Vine 
Grove.

Often, we’d play basket-
ball on the concrete pad out-
side Harold Miller’s garage. 
It eventually tore the hide 
off a basketball but it was 
the only place to find a true 
bounce. We’d snap a chalk 
line along one edge to define 
our ABA 3-point line.

In summer months when 
the shallow pond alongside 
the road dried up, it became 
our baseball diamond. 

Playing 3-on-3 basketball is 
fine, but 3-on-3 baseball 
requires special rules. In 
order to keep the ball in 
play, if it landed in the tall 
weeds on the fly, it was an 
out — not a home run. In 
order to keep us alive, the 
same rule existed for any 
ball hit toward the road.

When it too wet or we 
were too tired for sports, 
most days involved playing 
spades or hearts. Sometimes, 
a piece of plywood across a 
table would be set up for 
ping pong.

Camping involved a quick 
hike to an empty pasture 
along an abandoned road 
bed. Most of the experience 
involved tall tales about a 
man who lived in the woods, 
firing bottle rockets into the 
sky and shivering overnight 
when the fire died down.

You can learn a lot from 
good friends.

For example, I discovered 

mastering a left-hand hook 
shot like Artis Gilmore is 
beyond my skill set. I also 
learned you can singe the 
hair off your forearm launch-
ing a bottle rocket while 
holding the bottle.

Most important, for all 
you guys wearing eyeglasses: 
Never sit in front of a win-
dow while playing cards. It 
probably was two years 
before I found out the guys 
steered me toward that seat 
because a reflection off my 
glasses revealed the cards in 
my hand.

In that group of friends, 
you begin to define who you 
will be in life. A leader or a 
follower, quiet or talkative, 
gullible or cagey, inquistive 
or indiffernt.

That’s a part of growing 
up.

I don’t see those guys 
much any more. Dick died a 
few months back. I didn’t 
even recognize Goldie when 

we met at the funeral home. 
Pat’s an important guy at 
Fort Knox and his brother, 
Red, made a career for him-
self in local industry.

Gordie’s retired from the 
U.S. Air Force and lives in 
California. I’m connected 
with him Facebook and all 
these memories popped up 
last week because of the 
massacre in Las Vegas. He 
was with his wife and some 
friends at the Route 91 
Harvest Music Festival. 

They came through it 
safely. You may have read 
our front-page story last 
week about Gordon Allen’s 
experiences in that horrific 
event. Gordie was a quiet 
one in our group.

Just a bunch of boys 
beginning life. Thankfully, 
we’ll have another chance to 
catch up someday.

Ben Sheroan, a Vine 
Grove native, is editor of 
The News-Enterprise. ■
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