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PRELUDE

When Johnny Comes Marching
Home Again

When Johnny comes marching home again,
Hurrah! Hurrah!

We'll give him a hearty welcome then
Hurrah! Hurrah!

The men will cheer and the boys will shout
The ladies they will all turn out

And we’ll all feel gay when Johnny comes
marching home.

The old church bell will peal with joy
Hurrah! Hurrah!

To welcome home our darling boy,
Hurrah! Hurrah!

The village lads and lassies say

With roses they will strew the way,

And we'll all feel gay when Johnny comes
marching home.

OPENING WORDS

From a Speech by Abraham Lincoln to the
One Hundred Sixty-Fourth Ohio Regiment
August 18, 1864

“‘Soldiers -- You are about to return to your
homes and your friends, after having
...performed [your] term of duty in this great
contest.... | am greatly obliged to you, and
to all who have come forward at the call of
their country. ...

When you return to your homes rise up to
the height of a generation of men worthy of
a free Government, and we will carry out
the great work we have commenced. |
return to you my sincere thanks, soldiers,
for the honor you have done [for this great
Republic and to] me this afternoon.”



WORDS FOR REFLECTION HYMN

[By Howard Thurman from our hymnal #498)]

“I'n the qui etsmeusdedby f t LEAVIN%y?ONhn'AB;]n%; PLANE
the allpervasive presence of the Holy, my heart Lib & my favorite performance was by
whispers: Peter, Paul & Mary
Keep fresh before me the momeatsny High All my bags are packed,
Resolve, that in good times or in tempests, I'm ready to go

: o I'm standin' here outside your door

committed. But the dawn is breakin', it's early morn

- The taxi's waitin', he's blowin' his horn
i(eeepsfroesl‘,h \llaegore”me the moments of my high Already I'm so lonesome, | could die.

So kiss me and smile for me

Tell me that you'll wait for me

Hold me like you'll never let me go
'‘Cause I'm leavin' on a jet plane
Don't know when I'll be back again,
Oh babe, | hate to go.



* * *

MESSAGE Episode 1: Night Assault
The time was 11:00 PM, October®0
ONE SOLDIER’S STORY - A BRONZE 1970, and Company D of thé& Battalion, 52¢
STAR FOR VALOR Infantry Regiment, 198Brigade, Americal

D|V|S|on Was E}Olsed to assault a small
Vidthamése vi Iagg of about eight mudglled,
* * * t hatched roofed hut s, or

Fran asked me about I\:;%egognpiﬁ ceth?pvp%tect?d £ Ngrth “keds it

going to maRvel theeeiscr y ? etnamese Army (N unit to be blvouac
definitely room for crying in what | have to say, “Pop” are burst hic

Thisisamessage for—Vete

but because this is a religious service, thereal vi | | e, my radi oman’ s pho

focus will be on its significarphilosophical it!” from the Battalion

aspects. | ine of Company D's GI ' s
hiding positions among rice paddy berms and

In preparing, | started what seemed to be a
book because of all the military recollections
and saved love letters written between Lib & me
during my three years in the Army.

began advanci ng poonp,t hpeo pv
—more flares, then gun firethe highpitched
rapi-rg-r-if”t rof the-18Amesr iaaan

_ _ B responsivelowp i t c he d -Bamlwam™ bafm
Instead, | will relate just several specific the Russiaimade NVA AK-4 7' s . Artil]
episodeshat highlight thoughts which now 109mmhowitzer shells fired from our battalion
form my life as a veteran. firebase onremote L3t i nson’' s hi |l |t

This then, is the story of a Bronze Star for away blasted onto the ground 200 meters
valor in combat. beyond the ville.



About 70 yards beyond me | saw several Company were awarded Bronze Stars for

dark figures in long smoekke dresses heroism in the combat we had apparently shown
scurrying from one hut toward the thickly that night. To tawars day
mudded bunkers common to rural houses at the make me a hero? What did | really do to
time. deserve it?”

Villagers in long dresses usually meant * * *

these dark figures were elderly women or
“Maman’ s as we cal e d. Btrlwynn}e
women typically wore the pajanrtgpe Iegglngs

| raised my M16, took aim and fired off several
bursts of bullets. The dark figes kept running
and eventually disappeared into a bunker.

({(a rV|ce ‘“me s

tarn” | t i s ab

mean to theublic, and what “val or
mean tane while serving as an Infantry officer
in Vietham. It is about morality, honor and

personal selfespector lack thereof, in the face

Did | miss? No | did not miss. | had of war. The events | portray are ones that
deliberately lowered my aim to fire into the required not only fast action but carried
ground near them. | had no desireto killthese f undament al | ssues of *“r
villagers who had little choice of whateverarmy “ yi ng”™ or “ yangralityyof dec.

decided to bivaac among their hootches.

These were unarmed, probably grandmothers,
left behind to care for the very young children of
the village. They were no threat to me. During
the remainder of the night assault | never did see
any of the enemy soldiers. Mosttbeém had

long since managed to escape.

First some backgrourd Libby & | were
recently married just prior to receiving my
orders to ship out to Vietham. During my entire
threeyear military service, we were constantly
saying gooebye to each other as | would be sent
to different Arny training posts and, as an
officer, to various supervisory posts. The words
Two weeks later, on the hilltop at firebase “ Leavi ng on a j et plane,
LZ Stinson, | and four other officers of D be back again” was our s



almost every word of it being truly appropriate  became, Whatever it takes to survive.” AS

to our life at the time. And I thinkding so in though like Spock in Star Trek, | became robotic

love with Lib was one of two factors that got me and devoid of human sensitivity. My personal

through my tour in Vietnam with a semblance of actions and the orders | gave to others were
sanity. The ot her f acbasedonanimpersonalcalculous of survival.r t | vy
Whil e pretendionig ttoo mye

Bi I | Maul din’s famou : : )

: : superiors, | did what | cdd to take actions that
Willie & Joe portray : ) h e
totallyunglamo ous | i fe of th ewould l.armg.my platoon and myself back alive.
Infantry soldiers are }AII my :jntelllt%(_ance and capalcmes becamteI Us e
the mud, heavy backpacks, strenuous physical ocdusgd on this one cause. twas a menta
work and, indeed, our existence being not much android. : :

To this day, | beli eve

different from a herd of cattle. On this Sunday

morning bull et iivingdoe c oV suffered-much- from PTSD as a veteran is

becaise of this mental armor, of this switchingi o

his |l ast pair of dry s : S
In Vietnam,anything dry was highly prized and off of human emotion and sensitivity.
dry socks would have been a great gift for War is not a game, because there are no
saving your buddie’s |ntlees i n war. Making one
minefield, then, requires a person to guide his
* * * mind and body with a purpose that is onfyhs
Episode 2: A Mental Suit of Armor own making.

On what side of this chaos will each
human being come out on?... History has shown
many different outcomes among us humans
resulting from war.

On arriving at my eventual military post in
Vietnam, a mental change in me took place. |
lowered an imaginary steel helmet over my
personality--my mind- and withdrew emotion
from all my actions. My personal motto



| askyou to look back into your own past A Huey HU-1 supply helicopter
to figure how you, your friends and relatives, transported me from the huge northern sector
your community, your nation and, ultimately, Americal Division military base on the eastern
humanity emerges from the mamade conflicts shore of Vietnam to the®*Battalion
you may have known throughout your lifetime. headquarters on a remote hilltop firebase called
| ask you to keep in mind the fundamental LZ (Landing Zone) Stinson located-50

Il ssue of “right” and *“ kilometerg?)westamong rural villages c al
rulesyou might have followed if confronted (“villes”) and rice-padd
with similar situations. loaded 105mm howitzer shells for the large
artillery guns at the LZre-loaded food, medical
What waany moral compass? What supplies, and small arms ammunition, and
guiding principle would take in dealing with headed toward my final assigned destination,

the fear, the hate, the misery, the excitement, the Company D, which was then bivouacked among
potertial for glory, the potential for revenge, the hedgerows and nearby rice paddies somewhere

pressures from authority above, from southwest of LZ Stinson.
subordinates, from family & society? Captain Dooley greeted me, then
_ introduced me to my platoon and my platoon
Where would your moral compass be in sergeant, Sgt. Zak who had been running the
the situations confronted by an average guy and platoon for a month or more since there had not
average soldier like me during an eventful year been enough officers to replace the one no
from 1970 to 19717 longer with the platoon. Sgt Zak was very

experienced, smart and capable ¢edainly
could have been an officer himself). The men
_ _ _ _ obviously respected him a great deal, as | also
Episode 3: My First Day in the Field would soon do. BUT on this first day for me in
the field, the platoon men were not thrilled to

* * *




have some new, dpattle tested officer take especially when faced with the turmoil of

over theirlives. warfare.

While | sat down on the grass to have | jumped up, yanked the two quarreling
lunch (Grations) with Sgt. Zak, two men soldiers apart and angrily yelled at them (so the
proceeded to start a fight right in front of us, rest of the platoon woul
perhaps due to the tension of this supervisory qui t |, | ' d gi ve pafiedg m and
transition, but | think also to see if their new docking of pay for two months and a reduction
“boss” coulisdplire&authbriéy t hi n grade) and, i f that w.
needed to fight in combat. | * d -maotial them!

| might have let Sgt. Zak deal with the To everyone's relief t
fight, and he even s ai theirandmy relief, it seemed | had shownthet h i

made a snhap decision, however, based on my entire group of staring men that bwa ne

own previous of fi cer ' snonsenseleaderand, mostimportantly forthe h av

already been an offir back in the states; and scary business of combat, that order would be

simply having been in the military for a couple  strictly maintained in their platoon.

of years.--In the education & teaching

profession, it is said (D)Now you think to yourself-- Was this

Chr i s-+ mhe rhilitary, it is crucial to the right decision? —What would you have

have obedience and, as a leader, it is betteeto  done?

strict, if perhaps severe, when first taking over a

command. And it is better to take action than After this incident and fiishing lunch, |

indecisively to do nothing. Why? Because we then gathered the platoon together, introduced

humans need parameters; we need boundaries myself more completely and told them my

that we can rely on to keep the potential chaos approach toward dealing with this Vietnam war

of our minds andwgroundings under control, of ours. Relating to them how | had been
through all the same stateside Basic &



Advanced Infantry TrainingAIT) they had, and our “night |l ogger posit
knowing that most of them were drafted with known as -idded lcami@os Walls

little desire to be in this gefbrsaken war, | told with thatched roofs, earthen floors and no bigger
them that one of my primary goalswastobring t han 15’ X165 The res
them all back alive; that we would go after the  were typically a family of an old, senrinkled,

enemy as we needed to, but | wanted todorin whiteh ai r ed man wseanc’alanedd a“

them back from ‘ Nam i nsimilar grayhaired old woman we called n a

body-bag.

(D) Was this the right thing to say? Was
this being a cowardly commander who should
have pushed to conquer the enemy at any cost
like General Patton in W.W. II, or was it a
recognition of the lack of meaning and purpose
the Vietnam war had for these guys even before
they were drafted into its midst.-- What would
you have done?

Mamasans & Pap&ans

While operating in the lowland riee

growing areas among the many small farming

villages of 3— 6 oneroom huts, our troops
woul d simply take

“ Ma ma rprobably gradparents of the one
or two young, skinny blackaired children
living with them. Rarely were there ever
teenagers or young adults male or female.
They' d either Dbeen draft
Vietnamese Army (the ARV
local rebels, the Vie€ong, (who, quite frankly,
were very little different from our own
“Mi nutemen” of the Revol
Warfare had been going on for so long in
Vietnam that the rural peasants had built
attached bunkers to the hooches, and would
move into these dordéke 2-foot thick mud
walled caves sunk low to the ground where they
had to huddle almost on top of each other, but
were protected, at least, from small arms fire.
We moved into their hooches because we
figured the VC would not shoot at us there,

0 V e I since he VC were usually the missing middle € s f



aged and young adults, and either friends with, Therefore, someone of my rank, i.e.

or part of, the village family where we had platoon leader, had an unusualcamt of
bivouacked. authority for the traditional military, both over
How our troops treated these local his own men, the enemy, and the local

villagers varied from company to company and  inhabitants.
platoon to platoon. This treatmig indeed, was

acentral issu¢o the legacy of our troops in What kind ofmoral compass would we
Vietnam and, really, to every army occupying a  platoon leaders bring to the Vietnam field of
foreign land throughout entire history. combat?...
In answering this question my firm
* * * approach in dealing with this damnable war
became to respect human life wherever possible.
The Platoon War The natives, as long as they were not fighting
The Vietnam War was gz,ir:/ivoer:e not to be taken advantage of in my
\ :

War” Dbecause, unli ke
dispersed into small groups to better fight what
was essentially gorillatyle warfare. The

North Vietnamese Army (NVA) and the
Vietcong knew their forces were too small to
take us on with large troop movements, so
they, and we at least with oground troops,
adapted to small scale warfare. Thus, it became
“the Platoon War” for
military command using the smallest group

size (officially 25 men) to be led by an officer.

Throughout history invadingrmies with ©
all their weapons and resources can so easily
take advantage of the unarmed and defenseless.
Warfare is rampant with examples of the sadism

perfect environment to let this destructive desire
to manifest itself. The advantage | had as
officer of my platoon was thatwould have

none of it(!) and would have cournartialed any
soldier who treated the villagers and captive
enemy in this way.

10

| urking i n our human psy



| told my men that by treating the villagers
well, even hose who might otherwise be VC but
now were helping their family get food or were
taking care of children, we in turn were much
less likely to be targeted by the enemy.

(D) How would you have handled dealing
with the local peasants?

*

A Dinner Invitation

the elderly gentleman wishd

one”, (i1 .e.

a s

*

On one occasion, upon entering a small
ville, an elderly pap&an approached me after
talking with my Vietnamese translator and

gui de,
assigned to our platoon. Qui informed me that

c hi

CQui T,

e f

a

me

of f i
his family for dinner at their hooch. | was
surprised, and questioning thoughts raced
through my mind—Was this a set up for an
ambush, a way to bump off a prized military
target (i.e. amfficer); or was this elderly man a
chief of the local ville and wished to honor me

of

my

| oc al

as
cer of

troopP
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of fering a peace pipe”
would not hurt his people and destroy his ville?

| chose the loffeting®r “ pe
be his motive, and with some anxiety, said to
Qui that | accepted this kind offer.

An hour later after the villagers had time
to prepare a special meal, a young barefooted,
smudgefaced little child came up to me and
very seriously said,\Dén” d a“¢ome here”.
| was ushered into a very small earthen floor
hooch with a small kindled fire burning on the
ground at its center. Over the fire hung a
blackened steel pot with fish and rice stewing in
itt. Thepapsan had me “sit” op]
(actally, squat in the custom of Vietnamese
peasants) while Qui, some maans and young, 4
children stood nearby. Together, pggn & |
ate from small rough bowls with chop sticks,
nodding every novandthen to each other. | n hi
was still nervous, however, wonieg how
clean the utensils were and how well the body
guard | "d posted outside
up in an attack. Eventually, papan & |
concluded that the meal was over, we both stood
and bowed to each other, and | returned to my
Iatognl.

e

VvV L 9 LI B 2 1 IIIPI ]



was to otherwise stick with hassigned squad.

(D) What would you have done in this —This was not taken well by him. When we
situation? —It might have been a trap. eventually entered a village, he again wanted

free rein to go from hoo.
Al t hough definiteloyuto’petrhadsi en gv 3G nhee nseanyd we

territory, our platoon was neither ambushed there. By then | knew what he really meant was
anywhere near that ville, nor were we subjected to randomlykill, maim, rape, maybe torture any
t o “ s ni-paevery chnamorn tifme at dusk of the local inhabitants he came across. |
in which the VC could hide their escape route  ordered him again to stay with his squad and to
and yet take some closange shots at us. leave the natives the hell alone, since | knew
there would be no enemy in the ville by the time
* * * we got there—only elderly mamaé& papasans,

_ some mothers and young children (which is
A RottenApplé Joins My PlateeBbably what he knew as

One day when operating back in the rice
paddies & villesseveral new soldiers were

(D) How would you have dealt with such

a soldier?
flown to my platoon as replacements for those N N N
rotatingoutApparentl y, one
“new”, since hhleudeditdhber m
a shargshooter (i.e. sniper) for his previous Zippo Cigarette Lighters & the Lt. Caley Affair
company. He also informed me that he, _ o
thereforewanted to be given free rein to go ..As summarized by Wi kipe
separately from our platoon and pick off “The My Lai Massacre was

whatever persons he deemed to be the enemy. lthe vietnam War mass killing of between
responded telling hirhwould decide when and 347 and 504 unarmed civilians in South

where we would snipe at the enemy, and that he v/ietnam on March 16, 1968. It was
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https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Vietnam_War
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/South_Vietnam
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/South_Vietnam

committed by U.S. Army soldiers from

the Company C of the 1st Battalion, 20th
Infantry Regiment, 11th Brigade of the 23rd
Americal Infantry Division. Victims included
men, women, children, and infants. Some of
the women were gang-raped and their
bodies mutilated. Twenty-six soldiers were
charged with criminal offenses, but only
Lieutenant William Calley Jr., a platoon
leader in C Company, was convicted.”

...Well!-- Both Lt. Calley and | were
platoon leaderdjoth Lt. Calley and | served in
the same Americal Division; armbth Lt. Calley
| operated in the same general region. The big
difference was that Lt. Calley was there 2 years
before me.

While he served, upper levels of US
military command needed to prove to the
American public that we were really winning
this war and tat we were wiping out the enemy.
They demanded officers in the field to produce a
hi gher “body count
“enemy” villages (typi
lighters igniting thatch roofs of the hooches),

”
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a n ghforthrkate icel Ko Wolildly&uthdve® N

and to bring back to base physipabof of this
“body count ” . Lt . Cal |
nearly all platoon leaders in my division at the
time who had this pressure put on them by
higher command. Th&he MYV Lai Massacre
may have been the worst of its kind, but every
other platoon waandoubtedly scrambling to
produce “body count and
years earlier, | would have been under the same
pressure from battalion, brigade and division
officers to bring back demonstrable bits of the
enemy ..

| am convinced that Lt. Calleyag used as
a scapeyoat (albeit a wacrazed one) by the
upper command to cover t
an uproar of American popular opinion after this
event became public. Because of Lt. Calley,
however, the pressure
count ” Iwdngnisiged @and Itdid not
have to face the terrible moral dilemma that so
many of my predecessor platoon leaders must
have struggled with.

e

on

(D) If you were a contemporary of this f
0

Raftiled! suéh héaly-hahdedRderion frdmg @ r et t e
superiors you were trained to obey?


https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Company_(military_unit)
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/Battalion
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/20th_Infantry_Regiment_(United_States)
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/20th_Infantry_Regiment_(United_States)
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/11th_Infantry_Brigade_(United_States)
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/23rd_Infantry_Division_(United_States)
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/23rd_Infantry_Division_(United_States)
https://en.wikipedia.org/wiki/William_Calley

order; the Captain with his supporting staff of

* * * two or three; and thethe other two platoons.
_ _ _ “Babambam” came the dea;
Fear in My Last Day in the Field from an AK-47 just in front and up to the left of
The time came when | was due to rotate ~ Me among trees and bushes. There was an
out of the field and become executive officer opening in the trail my point man had entered
(XO) for our Company back at the giant seaside and where now grass turf spat up in the air from
Division base at Chu Lai. This, trulyas a where the AK47 rounds were hitting. Steven

significant day in my life. It meant that | might  dropped to the ground and started rolling as fast
actually survive this war in one piece and the  as he could toward the bushes &wird where

stress of imminent attack would be considerably the enemy was shooting! | watchigdzen at
reduced.. the edge of the clearing as the bullets followed
Steven closer and closer to the brush and nearer

...It was midmorning and our entire to the enemy.

company was spread out along a rough oxen

path, hiking towad a rendezvous with Immediately, | should have returned fire at
helicopters that were to fly the company to LZ this invisible adversary and distracted him from
Stinson where they could protect the firebase ~ aiming at Steven. My position was not well

and recuperate for a couple weeks while on its  protected and |, instead, stood there

fortified hilltop. And | would then be flown to immobilized in place, just watching. Steven, by
Chu Lai. The ™ p|atoon was in the lead Wlth, his own unbelievable wits had taken evasive
first my point mar-Private First Class Steven action in his rolling actually toward the rifle fire,
then me, then my radioman, then carefully because soon the enemy soldier could no longer
strung out twenty feet apart, the rest of my get a bead on where Steveas since Steven

platoon. Then came the next platoon in similar had rolled under an embankment almost below
the NVA sniper.
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This event brought our entire Company to As suddenly as it started, the mortar
a halt and, while | was still riveted by inaction barrage stopped and, with thaventually our

and unsure whether PFC Stevenwas aliveor return fire sl owed to a
dead, t-thenkt“htuhnukn’k of momtear x” became the call s
sounded, apparently being fired from about 100 wounded men, while our Captain called in

yards behind me and 50 yards off the trail in the medivac helicopters for our wounded and

jungle. Explosions tore up a small field nextto artillery fire on the retreating enemy,

the trail where our company was now stalled, wherever(?) they might be.

with mortar shells raining down near the My platoon was the lucky one since,
Captainandtwomiddle | at oons. A appaseptly,tweé lead Been singled out to bring the
for the enemy guided the mortar rounds, entire Company to a standstill by simply

“wal king” them ont o t hshooting aur doint anancanddhert leaving the rest
platoons who had tried to take cover there. of the Company vulnerable to a mortar attack.
Many of our men started to return fire, but our PFC Steven had gotten up unscathed,lan
light-weight M1 6 s bul | et s c¢ o ualwake autotmy feaadenddrstate te shoot,

the jungé to where these mortar guns were however belatedly, back at where that first-AK
located. Shrapnel zinged through the air and 47 had sounded.

screams from our soldiers as they got hit joined Could Steven have been killed? Yes, most
the pandemonium. Our M0 machine gunners certainly, and | had don®thing to save his life.

set up their weapons and began blasting Forever, to this day, | am spooked by my

t housands of round-s b aokardceocofntzar mbmdntraed, if‘there 8 a ®od,
thunkt hunki ng” sounds of canonlytthank Blim tha Stevgn whs so quidk

from within the jungle. Men pulled pins from witted and the NVA soldier such a lousy shot.
their hand grenades, counted desperately to 3 _
and hurled them through the trees toward the (D) How do you think you may have acted

enemy. under those tumultuous circumstances?
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Conclusion

My Bronze Star is taished when |
remember the hollow, essentially undeserving
reason for receiving such distinguished medal
for that first night assaulAnd when |
remember thambush on my last day in the
field in which myheroismtruly failed and
which, to this daystill haunts me.

Yet | would also like to think there is some
glitter shining from that star. More than
representing heroism physical combat, there
exists in this star a silent, personal symbol to me
of one soldier’”s attem
dignity, decency and morality in the face of war.

* * *

May your own personal decisions on how
you would have addressed those difficult, split
second moments |’
your own star of valor as you celebrate, perhaps
yourself as a veteran, and/or the many other
veterans whom you have known throughout
your lifetime
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CLOSING HYMN

ETERNAL FATHER STRONG TO SAVE
Words adapted by Donald Sensing 2007

& Revised by Henry Howell 2016

Eternal Spirit, strong to save,

Whose arm hath bound the restless wave,

Who bidd'st the mighty ocean deep
Its own appointed limits keep;

Oh, hear us when we cry to Thee,
For those in peril on the sea!

O soul of life, to you we turn

To give us grace weannot earn.
Our soldiers guard our way of life;
Be with them all in times of strife.

1a n

Let courage flow from your command;
For those who must fight to save our land.

protect us e'er from doing wrong.
We prayto alwaysdawh at ' s
for justice only be our fight.

v e d e Eternal spirit, whose arm is strofgC 0 me

right,

Let peace now reign across our land,
brought to us by your gracious hand.



CLOSING WORDS

By Carl T. Solberg, Vietnam Veteran, given as part of a
sermon at Madison Avenue Baptist Church in NYC.

“ _.When | came home in 1970 from my combat 'atér theydid thank me] [cheers that were]
tour in Vietnam, we got off a transport plane at however flawed, and to not worry about my

an air force base outside Seattle and walked&dually flawed self. After all, we're only
under a big sign that human. And maybe that'the answer: even, o

soldier America is proud ofGod doesnt expect us to match Jesus's ’

_ idealistic teachings just to do our best.
[But] America was not proud of me

America was ashamed of meDefinitely a And that's what our veterans did, all of

Veteran's Day contradiction. them, in every war: we did our beSb let's do
Like most American veterans, | consider  our best for them, take care of our veterans,

myself a religious man (there's a famous and maybe at laplast, we can all believe in

saying in the military: there are no atheistsin t hat si gn: * Wel Amemoa h o me
foxholes) -- and so | am conflicted about | s proud of you!"”

Veteran's Day. I'm conflicted about the

Vietham War, torn between pride in my

service, shame at my country's reaction, regret

that my country saw fit to spend my service in

SO poor a cause, guilt at surviving the war when

somanydid not..

Maybe | just ought to bask in the cheers
and thanks of my countrymen [when years
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