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The day was cool and windy
onMilwaukee’s lakefront, though
the sun was shining brightly. But
there was plenty of warmth gener-
ated by over one thousand veter-

Vietnamese traditional dance performed at 25th Anniversary

Milwaukee Celebrates
25th Anniversary of War's End

JoHN Zutz

ans, their families and friends who
came out tocommemorate the 25th
anniversary of the end of the war
in Vietnam.

Striving for the goals of heal-

ing, education, and outreach, the
program was the first in the nation
to involve a coalition of Ameri-
can, Vietnamese, Laotian, and
Hmong veterans’ groups and to
invite the active partici-
pation of their commu-
nities.

“The healing has
been painfully slow and
difficult,” Milwaukee
County Veteran Ser-
vice officer and Purple
Heart recipient Ted
Fetting said in his wel-
coming address, inter-
preted into three lan-
guages.

Veterans, many.in
uniform, embraced,
greeted old friends and

celebration in Milwaukee.

met new comrades. Hundreds of
Hmong in camouflage combat fa-
tigues stood in ranks while their
national anthem was played.

One of the last active Na-
tional Guard hueys made a pin-
pointlanding yards from the stage,
crewed by Vietnam veterans,
while rock music blared. As
wreaths delivered by the chopper
joined others placed at
Milwaukee’s Vietnam Veterans
Memorial, a “living statue” dupli-
cating the “Three Fighting Men”
appeared as if from nowhere.

There was optimism in the
appreciative crowd that veterans
and their families could finally
bury the past.

“Americans have finally
separated the Vietnam War from

continued on page 17

Last fall, the VVAW
Clarence Fitch Chapter became
involved in the movement to end
bombing in Vieques after learn-
ing about it from Puerto Rican
members and friends. In Novem-
ber, several of us went to a dem-
onstrationinJersey City. We noted
similarities with the plight of
Agent Orange, Gulf War and
atomic veterans. We also knew
that many Puerto Rican veterans
were involved in the movement
and felt a duty to stand with them
for peace just as we had been
together in war.

We decided to start an effort
to rally veterans of all nationali-
ties in support of Vieques, draft-
ing a statement called “Veterans
Support Vieques” and getting
leaders of the veterans’ commu-
nity to sign on. The original ver-
sion was issued with thirteen sig-
natures, and the number of names
continued to grow as we circu-
lated it at VA hospitals, vet cen-
ters, online and at meetings. It
was also printed in several news-
papers, including The Stars &

Stripes.

We were in-
vited to attend a
meeting called by
Todo Nueva York
con Vieques, Todo El
Barrio con Vieques,
the Vieques Support
Campaign and other
groups. People at the
meeting welcomed
our initiative and
askedustoconducta
press conference on
December 7 (Pearl g
Harbor Day) to highlight the fact
that Americans still remember that
“day that will live in infamy,” yet
the bombing of Vieques, which
also began in 1941, has never
ended. That press conference was
covered on Spanish-language tele-
vision and in the New York Daily
News.

We participated in several
demonstrations at the Federal
Building and circulated aresponse
to the American Legion national

continued on page 20

Veterans Support Vieques

DavE CLINE

US and Puerto Rican veterans together at a civil disobedience camp, Cayo La

located on the Navy bombing range in Vieques.
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Welcome to another issue of
The Veteran! We’'re in the middle
of another “anniversary” year.
Twenty-five years since the end
of the Vietnam war, thirty years
since the American invasion of
Cambodia and the killings of stu-
dents at Kent and Jackson State
by National Guard troops and
police, fifty years since the start of
the Korean war, and ten years
since the build-up of Desert Shield
to what would become the Gulf
war — Desert Storm.

This issue includes material
related to many of these events
and the various commemorations
that have taken place. VVAW,
Inc. helped to organize and par-
ticipated in many events recog-
nizing the twenty-fifth anniver-
sary of the end of “our” war. From
New York, to Chicago, to Mil-
waukee, to Champaign-Urbana,
VVAW members and friends cel-
ebrated Vietnam’s success in her
war fornational independence and
reunification. We also recalled
sadly the extreme price paid for
that independence in Indochinese
lives, and in the lives of Ameri-
cans and others who were sent to
fight against the Vietnamese
people. Plus we have recollec-
tions from a carrier sailor and a
report from a Milwaukee VVAW
member about the people of Viet-
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nam today.

This issue also presents our
readers with a “new look” at the
Korean war, written by VVAW
member John Kim. This is an
impressive overview and new
analysis of events leading up to
the war that has been in the head-
lines recently with the No Gun Ri
revelations.

Of course, VVAW members
are involved in more than just
looking back. Members from the
Clarence Fitch Chapter in NY/NJ
have been deeply involved in the
protests against the Navy bomb-
ing practice on the island of
Vieques, and national coordina-
tor Dave Cline provides us with a
detailed overview of the situation
there. We have an update on
Chiapas from one of our Chicago
members. A member from Rock-
ford, Illinois reports on a prdtest
against gun violence in our streets.
Veterans’ health issues have al-
ways been at the forefront of
VVAW work, and one of our
Champaign-Urbana members re-
counts his experiences with hepa-
titis C and the VA, reminding us
that we must always be vigilant
about the hidden health hazards of
military service. In this connec-
tion, we remember our fallen
brother, Walter Klim.

Two reviews of the new film

“Regret to Inform” bring home
the long-term costs of war to those
who survived, the widows and
families of those killed on all sides.
VVAW worked closely with the
producers of this film, and we
recommend it to educators and to
community organizers.

We expect to have articles
on the Gulf war in our next issue
(Fall/Winter 2000) written by
VVAW members who are veter-
ans of that war. April 2001 is the
thirtieth anniversary of Dewey
Canyon III, so we’d like to send
out a call for any recollections
from those events for possible
publication.

Finally, the National Office
wants to recognize and praise the
work of the most important mem-
bers of the editorial staff, Jeff
Machotaand LisaBoucher. Lisa’s
editorial pencil makes sometimes
unfathomable writings read
smoothly. Jeff’s layout expertise
provides our readers with clear
and eye-pleasing presentation.
Without such dedicated volunteer
staff (both Jeff and Lisa work other
Jjobs and receive no compensation
for VVAW work), The Veteran
would be back to real cut-and-
paste production on Barry Romo’s
dining room table. Thanks, Lisa

and Jeff!

Where We Came From,
Who We Are, Who Can Join

Vietnam Veterans Against
the War, Inc. (VVAW) is a na-
tional veterans' organization that
was founded in New York City in
1967 after six Vietnam vets
marched together in a peace dem-
onstration. It was organized to
voice the growing opposition
among returning servicemen and
women to the still-raging war in
Indochina, and grew rapidly to a
membership of over 30,000
throughout the United States as
well as active duty GIs stationed
in Vietnam. Through ongoing
actions and grassroots organiza-
tion, VVAW exposed the ugly
truth about US involvement in
Southeast Asia and our first-hand
experiences helped many other
Americans to see the unjust na-
ture of that war.

VVAW quickly took up the
struggle for the rights and needs
of veterans. In 1970, we started
the first rap groups to deal with

traumatic after-effects of war, set-
ting the example for readjustment
counselling at Vet Centers now.
We exposed the shameful neglect
of many disabled vets in VA Hos-
pitals and helped draft legislation
to improve educational benefits
and create job programs. VVAW
fought for amnesty for war resist-
ers, including vets with bad dis-
charges. We helped make known
the negative health effects of ex-
posure to chemical defoliants and
the VA's attempts to cover-up
these conditions as well as their
continued refusal to provide treat-
ment and compensation for many
Agent Orange Victims.

Today our government is still
financing and arming undemo-
cratic and repressive regimes
around the world. Recently,
American troops have been sent
into combat in the Middle East
and Central America, for many of
the same misguided reasons that

were used to send us to Southeast
Asia. Meanwhile, many veterans
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are still denied justice - facing
unemployment, discrimination,

[see page 19 for membership info)

homelessness, post-traumatic
stress disorder and other health |
problems, while already inad- I
equate services are being cut back I
or eliminated.

We believe that service to
our country and communities did
notend when we were discharged. |
We remain committed to the |
struggle for peace and for social |
and economic justice for all |
people. We will continue to op-
pose senseless military adventures
and to teach the real lessons of the
Vietnam War. We will do all we |
can to prevent another generation |

Submission Guidelines for |
The Veteran |
 We prefer to recieve articles vial

I e-mail, but will also take mailed I
| diskettes (3 1/4", ASCII files, PC

or Mac) and paper (least prefer- I
able).

* To submit your article for pos- |
sible inclusion in the next issue, |
email <vvaw @prairienet.org> |

| with "Attn: Veteran Editor" in the=

subject line or mail to: i
VVAW, C-U Chapter I
PO Box 2065, Station A 1
Champaign, IL 61825-2065 |

from being put through a similar b == mm = = = = ——————

tragedy and we will continue to
demand dignity and respect for
veterans of all eras. This is real
patriotism and we remain true to
our mission. JOIN US!

Editorial Collective
Barry Romo
Joe Miller
Jeff Machota - layout
Lisa Boucher - editing
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Maybe it was touring Africa
that put Secretary of State
Madeline Albright in the
Casablancamode. Just like Claude
Rains was shocked, just shocked
that some capitalist was doing
business with a repressive gov-
ernment.

Albright toured Africa last
year, and she had some comments
on the civil war in the Sudan.
There the government forces have
been involved in suppressing the
people of the southern part of the
country. Most of the two million
dead were from the South. Offi-
cially, Washington condemns the
Sudanese government, and Ms.
Albright expressed her shock in
finding that a corporation of one
of our allies — Canada — had
invested $400 million in an oil
pipeline venture with the
Sudanese.

Some countries have the mis-
taken view that foreign invest-
ment in nations under dictatorial
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rule will somehow help ordinary
people, said the Secretary of State.
That was last year. Helping ordi-
nary people was one of the rea-
sons Albright and the Clintonians
gave in support of trading with
China in the recent debates. It’s
not like American companies
never invested indictatorships like
Saudi Arabia or Guatemala or
Burma, or in countries run by
Saddam Hussein, the Shah of Iran
or Manuel Noriega. I know it’s
confusing to figure out if trading
will help poor people. I guess
sometimes it does and sometimes
itdoesn’t. I guess trade helps when
your company is profiting from
the trade, and itdoesn’thelp when
someone else is profiting.
¥ %k k k k %k

Here at home we have an-
other election coming up— Gush
against Bore. I doubtif any of you
who read The Veteran will vote
for Dubya “There are no poor
people in Texas” Bush. You’ll

probably fall into one of three cat-
egories: vote for Gore as the lesser
of two evils, vote for a third party,
or not vote at all.

Both of them have been
bought by big money, but Bush is
more obvious about it than Gore.
Maybe that’s the difference be-
tween Republicans and Demo-
crats. Republicans are proud of
who they represent, while Demo-
crats try to keep it quiet. Wealthy
people, corporations and Wall
Street outfits are contributing
heavily toboth sides. Forinstance,
everyone knows that Bush has a
kindly feeling toward Big Oil com-
panies. Guess what? So does Al.

To be more specific, Al Gore
is tied to Occidental Petroleum.
That has to do with family history.
Al Gore, Senior (a senator from
Tennessee) was friends with
Armand Hammer, chairman of
Occidental. Deals were made in-
volving a farm in Tennessee that
had a zinc ore deposit. The farm

was bought by Occidental, and
sold to Gores Senior and Junior
and to a third party. Through all
these deals, the Gore family has
been receiving $20,000 a year
from Occidental for the zinc. And
after his senatorial days Gore,
Senior went to work for Occiden-
tal at $500,000 a year. When he
died, presidential candidate Al
Gore, Junior became executor to
his father’s estate, which includes
alarge amount of Occidental stock
and continues toreceive the twenty
thou each year.

Occidental Petroleum’s oil
reserves became dangerously low
a few years back, and the com-
pany was in danger of folding.
Then the government decided to
sell off the Elk Hills oil fields near
Bakersfield, California, which
were intended to be the Navy’s
reserve. President Harding tried

continued on page 7

The astute reader will have
noticed that most of VVAW’s
leadership hails from the more
cosmopolitan parts of America.
We have Barry from Chicago, Joe
in Champaign-Urbana, John in
Milwaukee, and Elton in Georgia.
(Wait a minute, I was stationed at
Fort Gordon; that may be the ex-
ception that proves the rule.) Any-
way, way down the ranks among
the FNGs still pulling pots-and-
pans KP duty, we got this guy
whose Veteran column has been
entitled (by the editors) “Notes
from the Boonies.” Truth to tell,
that’s not that inaccurate. If Dou-
glas County males could vote on
renaming this place, I'd be living
in Nascar County, Illinois. Be-
sides, Stephen A. Douglas was a
Democrat, and thatdon’tfloat very
well in this neck of the woods
either.

Okay, so we don’t have the
Metropolitan Museum of Modern
Art. We don’t wear shoes six
months out of the year. And some-

~ times we get a little more friendly
with our daughters than the law
prefers. ButI'll tell you this. Right
here in Douglas County, we have
something Barry and Joe and John
and Elton don’t have, and some-
thing they don’teven have in Ber-
keley. What we have, about one
hundred and sixty miles south of

Notes From the Boonies
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the town that hasn’t won a World
Series since Christ was a corporal
(as our drill sergeants used to tell
us), is America’s one and only
Hippie Memorial.

If you will pardon me, I will
now get a little more serious.

The Hippie Memorial was
constructed several years ago by
a gentleman from Arcola, Illinois
named Bob Moomaw. Bob passed
away a couple of years go, in his
early sixties, and in 1999 the
Arcola City Council elected to
place his Memorial on City prop-
erty. From what I can tell, Bob
was considered a bit of a local
flake, he being a pretty left-wing
guy in a right-wing world, but he
was nevertheless very much liked
inhis hometown. (I guarantee you,
I couldn’t have gotten away with
it.)

I will now reproduce for you
the dedication speech for this me-
morial, given last year by his
widow upon that occasion. It will
say a lot more about Bob’s mag-
num opus than I ever could.

“Bob explained that the Me-
morial is made of iron rods, junk
parts and crafted metal. Each foot
represents one year of his life.
The short portion on the left is the
first 26 years of his life, which
included the Depression, World
War II, the Red Scare and the

hypocrisies.of the 1950s. Bob said
it was like living in a coal mine
with a three-foot ceiling. The tall-
est man he ever met was three feet
tall, because society forced people
to stoop.

“The memorial rises to six
feet representing the 60s to the
80s, when the Hippies hit and
raised the ceiling off everything.
Everyone got to stand up against
repression and oppression. Bob
said it was like growing up. They
broke free from small-town mo-
rality during the Kennedy Camelot
and the Hippie Movement. The
metal shapes are brightly colored,
showing love and peace symbols
and individuality. In 1980, Ronald
Reagan necked society down into
small-mindedness again.

“The crossbars are the ‘webs
of his life.” As his life passed
through time, other people’s junk
stuck to him and made him what
he was — the product of leftovers
from a previous existence. He said
he never got to determine a thing
in his life; it was all determined for
him. He said he left the pieces raw
so they could rust, the way life is,
junk collecting rust.

“Was Bob Moomaw a hip-
pie? No. He did have a beard and
aponytail while attending Eastern
Illinois University. He was there
at the same time and place as hip-

pies were, but was raising his chil-
dren then to use the freedom of
their minds to search for knowl-
edge and education as he did. As
he said: to his shame, he was no
hippie. Hippies, he said, gave us
freedom to appreciate individual
artistic creativeness. That is what
aspect of their existence he is hon-
oring.”

That’s it. That’s the dedica-
tion speech, and a kind of loose
explanation of how this ungainly
and unlikely edifice ever came
into being. Like Mrs. Moomaw
said, most of it is junk, but it’s the
“non-junk” parts — the years
when the hippies burst upon the
scene — that the artist wanted to
memorialize.

Maybe this is one of those
“you had to be there” columns. I
mean, it’s not like busloads of
tourists stop in Arcola every day
to see this thing. We do have tour-
ists here, but they’re usually more
interested in the Amish craft stores
and our new golf course. Douglas
County has one of the few origi-
nal Grand Army of the Republic
rooms still in existence, and we're
in the process of building a Na-
tional Korean War Museum and
Library, which is a pretty big deal

continued on page 7



“We in VVAW have always
taken Mother Jones’s saying to
heart: ‘Remember the dead and
fight like hell for the living.” So
we also want to remind folks of
the continuing social costs of war.
Wars don’t end with treaties.”

It was this sentiment, ex-
pressed by VVAW National Co-
ordinator Joe Miller, that set the
tone for this year’'s VVAW Me-
morial Day action at the Vietnam
Veterans Memorial Fountain in
Chicago. We gathered on May 29
to commemorate the 25th anni-
versary of the end of the war and
to remember people who fell on
both sides of the war. We also
came to remember those who are
still falling because of service-
related illnesses and lack of af-
fordable health care, as well as
those who continue to fall as a
result of American intervention
abroad. This year we were blessed
with beautiful weather, a large

crowd, extensive mediacoverage,
and truly inspiring speakers.
' Our first speaker was Bill
Davis, a Vietnam Air Force vet-
eran who spoke about the “Elec-
tronic Battlefield,” which he
helped implement. He also dis-
cussed the continuing costs of the
war and the steady decline in vet-
erans’ benefits since the end of
the war twenty-five years ago.
Bill noted how the United
States government originally de-
nied the existence of post-trau-
matic stress disorder (PTSD), the
health hazards caused by expo-
sure to Agent Orange, the use of
veterans (“‘atomic vets”) for ra-
diation experiments, and the ex-
istence of the Gulf War Syndrome.
As he reminded us, this govern-
mental abuse and neglect of veter-
ans is inconsistent with the
government’s attempt to glorify

THE VETERAN

Memorial Day 2000, Chicago

BROOKE ANDERSON

veterans and thereby glorify war.
“Inthe same breath, they talk about
the great sacrifices people have
made, but on the other hand, they
treat veterans so poorly.”

Joan Davis, now a high
school teacher, was active in the
anti-war movement at the Univer-
sity of Wisconsin at Madison from
1968 to 1974 while her future
husband, Bill Davis, was fighting
in Vietnam. “Something we
learned from that struggle is that
people can effect change.”

Joan spoke about both the
anti-war movement and why it is
important to educate today’s
young people about the reality of
the war and the power of anti-war
movements. “The stories need to
be told to young people... but I'm
wondering what it takes to mdke
sure young people understand the
enormity of what it means to go
and fight and kill, as a young
person, people you have nothing

against. There’s no excuse any
more. You’ve got to make a com-
mitment to stand for truth and to
stand for justice.”

Maude De Victor, a Navy
veteran and former Veterans Ad-
ministration worker who went
public about the effects of Agent
Orange on Vietnam veterans,
spoke about how veterans are still
dying of Agent Orange poison-
ing. Maude told us that she con-
tinues to get calls from Agent
Orange victims seeking her assis-
tance. That Agent Orange is con-
tinuing to devastate the lives of
veterans and that congressional
representatives know about the
issue, but refuse to take action, is
reason for VVAW and others to
continue the struggle.

“To those of you who have
kept this issue alive, those of you
who have fought on behalf of your
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loved ones and your comrades,
and those of you who are teaching
the next generation... I'm telling
you: it’s not over. I can see us
coming out of our nursing homes
thirty years from now trying to
sensitize people!”

Jeanne Douglas, a Depart-
ment of Veterans Affairs (VA)
team leader and Co-Coordinator
of the Homeless Veterans Stand
Down, spoke about health care.
She told us “stories that might
give us some hope” in an era in
which, as more World War II vet-
erans die and the population the
VA serves declines, so does VA
funding

The stories she told were
about people at the VA who are
committed to giving quality health
care to veterans. She spoke of a
nurse who organized after-hours
rap groups for veterans diagnosed
with hepatitis C, about a patient
representative who advocated for
veterans, about a psychiatrist who
gave out his personal pager num-
ber on weekends to veterans suf-
fering from PTSD, about a social
worker who scoured the city’s
shelters at night in search of veter-
ans, and about a dentist who pro-
vided dental care for homeless

veterans.

After telling us these stories
of VA workers who recognized
the needs of veterans and stepped
uptoserve, Jeanne asked, “If these
people are for us, how can the
veteran lose? There are simply
too many people working too hard
at their jobs for the system to fail
completely.”

Joe Miller, a Navy veteran
during the Gulf of Tonkin inci-
dents, professor at the University
of Illinois, and VVAW National
Coordinator, spoke about the so-
called “recentdiscovery” of hepa-
titis C infections in Vietnam vet-
erans. He also called for the elimi-
nation of anthrax vaccine testing
on service personnel.

Joe told us that least 7% of
American veterans are infected
with the hepatitis C virus. There is
no real cure yet and the current
treatment is much like chemo-
therapy, with painful side effects.
Joe then reminded us that 6,700
“atomic vets” were exposed to
radiation experiments, received no
medical outreach or follow-up,
and now suffer from increased
illness.

“And now the government
asks us and asks GIs to trust them
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on anthrax vaccines. Bullshit! If
they want to test things on people,
why don’t they test them on them-
selves and quit using GIs as can-
non fodder? There should be no
forced use of this vaccine.”
Barry Romo, an Army infan-
try officer in Vietnam (1967-68),
Administrative Vice President of
the National Postal Mail Handlers
Union, and VVAW National Co-
ordinator, spoke against military
aid and personnel from the United
States being used in Colombia.
Barry reminded us that for
twelve years, VVAW and others
have worked in solidarity with the
people of Colombia to end the
“drug war.” Barry discussed the
similarity between the massacres
— and subsequent government
cover-ups—at My Lai, during the
Gulf War, and now as a result of
American intervention in Colom-
bia. “And now we look into the
future. The My Lais, the Persian
Gulf, Colombia. Will our kids be
there with Agent Orange? Will
ourkids be there with anthrax vac-
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cines? Will our kids be dying for
another worthless cause? Not if
we’re active.”

Together these voices articu-
lated the possibility of change
through organizing. If we came
away from Memorial Day with
one thing, it was the testimony of
our speakers that the best way to
honor the sisters and brothers
we’ve lost in struggle is to con-
tinue to organize for justice. As
Bill Davis reminded us in his
speech: “On the 25th anniversary
of the U.S. withdrawal from Viet-
nam, VVAW’s focus has not
changed. VVAW feels as strongly
today about U.S. military inter-
vention and decent benefits for
all veterans.”

BROOKE ANDERSON IS A RECENT
GRADUATE OF THE UNIVERSITY OF
ILLINOIS, AN ORGANIZER FOR THE
GRADUATE EMPLOYEES
ORGANIZATION AND A MEMBER OF
THE CHAMPAIGN-URBANA CHAPTER
orF VVAW.

Chicago Memorial Day 2000 photos by Bill Branson.



I was sitting on a bench in
sick bay at the USNCBC in Port
Hueneme, California, having felt
really run down and crappy for
several months. When I was
EXCONUS the doctors had told
me I was merely suffering from
dysentery, and I was treated for
this illness at every duty station
since my first return from over-
seas. The outcome was always the
same: no change, no results ex-
cept for the usual explosive ab-
dominal ones associated with dys-
entery. But on this particular visit,
the gynecologist (the battalion MD
assigned to treat 850 males) de-
cided to do some different blood
work. A few days later I was told
toreturn to sick bay, where he told
me I had a form of hepatitis, at
first thought to be type B. I was
given a “shot of super
gammaglobulin and was told that
in a few days everything would
be fine. Well, for a while every-
thing did improve. It may or may
not have been the shot.

The next time I was suffer-
ing enough to gotoadoctorabout
my general health was while I

was working at the VA hospital
in Madison, Wisconsin as a new

patient screener. The doctor did
another blood test and this time
he told me I definitely had hepa-
titis. But in those days it was clas-
sified as non-A/non-B hepatitis. I
was not given a shot. After a few
weeks the symptoms slacked off,
soIjustletit go— afterall, it was
a VA diagnosis. From the first
“diagnosis” by the battalion doc-
torin 1972 to the VA assessment,
almost 10 years had passed. I was
31 years old, and other than occa-
sional spells of prolonged general
weakness and tiring easily, I felt
pretty normal considering my
lifestyle.

To say that I have lead a
saintly life before or after the mili-
tary would be more than slightly
fictitious: it would be a big fat lie.
I had vast experience with intra-
venous drug use, many different
sex partners, and LOTS of heavy
drinking. Over time I gave up
most of my vices, except the
widely-accepted alcohol abuse,
which I pursued with a vengeance
for many more years. Sure, after
enough days of heavy drinking I
would feel like shit, but who
doesn’t feel that way after a
bender?

After a prolonged hospital
stay — and many trips to emer-
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gency rooms — it finally
dawned onme thathad a
chronicillness and needed
more detailed medical
help. I got that help by
default three years ago
when anemergency room
doctor took another blood
test on a hunch based on
something he had recently
read. A few days later my
personal physician called
me for an appointment.
He told me that I had hepa-
titis C and that I needed to
see a gastroenterologist
about potential liver dam-
age. So, as you may already have
guessed, when I heard “potential
liver damage” the red light went
on and I cut down my alcohol
intake to maybe two to three quarts
of bourbon a week — a big im-

seem happy to tell me that for
some damn reason my liver was
in relatively good shape and I
would probably live to be ninety.
Just my luck: my life was only

half over and I'd already con-

VA hospitals have been
reporting that veterans have
been found to be at least five

times more likely to have hep-
C than the general population.

provement.

The specialist took my his-
tory (such a peculiar word, “his-
tory”). After hearing about some
of the places I had been and the
lifestyle I had lived, he deter-
mined that if I cut my drinking
down to a glass or two of wine
now and then I could live maybe
two more years. He said I should
start getting my affairs in order.
Then he said he wanted to do a
liver biopsy to determine how
sick I really was and how much
time was really left. (I think the
Jim Beam stock took a major hit
in the market that week from
which it still may not have recov-
ered.) Then came the results of
the biopsy and a special DNA
test, with very mixed results. The
DNA test is done to determine the
level of infection in your entire
system. Mine read atover 500,000
parts per million. Or, in more
realistic terms, one of every two
cells in my body was carrying the
virus. Yikes! I was certain that
two years was asking fortoo much
luck. When the biopsy results
came in I had one pissed-off spe-
cialist on my hands. He didn’t

sumed my allotment of bourbon.

I have made many lifestyle
changes as a result of this diagno-
sis. I still drink, only I limit my
intake very carefully (unless I'm
with Jeff Machota). I altered my
diet by reducing fat and eating
more fresh fruits and vegetables. I
have a regular exercise routine of
both aerobic and weight training.
As aresult of better diet and exer-
cise, [ now get decent sleep every
night. I have good and bad days
(so does any other former junky
or alcoholic), but more good than
bad lately.

I’'m telling you this because
prior to 1992, no one was screen-
ing blood donations for the hepa-
titis C virus. Also, between the
early 60s and the mid-70s the gov-
ernment was paying junkies and
derelicts to donate blood, which
was then widely used by the mili-
tary to transfuse GIs. VA hospi-
tals have been reporting that vet-
erans have been found to be at
least five times more likely to
have hep-C than the general popu-
lation. If you were in the military
between about 1964 and 1992,
and you shared blood for what-
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ever reason, you are in REAL
DANGER of having beenexposed
to hep-C. The danger could come
not only from sharing needles or
‘getting a transfusion for a wound,
but even something as innocuous
as helping a wounded comrade if
youhad any open sores or wounds.
If you may have come in contact
with anyone else’s blood YOU
SHOULD BE TESTED.

The kicker is: there is no real
cure for hep-C. The current treat-
ment is much like chemotherapy
with loss of appetite, loss of hair,
and other side effects. Powerful
anti-viral drugs are successful at
lowering the virus level — not
getting rid of it — in only 30% of
cases. Not very good ddds. And
this treatment is not a cure; it only
lessens the effects of the virus.
Hepatitis C can take thirty years
or more to manifestobvious symp-
toms. In the meantime, it is si-
lently taking years off your life. In
many cases you may not even
know you have it until you need a
liver transplant or are dying from
liver disease.

So get tested! It is a simple
blood test and you can at least
know if you are a carrier or if you
can continue your life as normally
as you think you do now.

Pauvr WIENKE IS A MEMBER OF THE

CHAMPAIGN-URBANA CHAPTER OF
VVAW.

On the Internet, My WebMD pro-
vides links and current informa-
tion on hepatitis C and other liver
diseases. The site is continually
updated about new treatments;
most are experimental. You can
find answers to almost any ques-
tions you have about hepatitis C
and other liver diseases from this
| sute. < http://my.webmd.com>
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VVAW Collecting Funds for
Colombian Nun’s Bulletproof Vest

ALYNNE Romo

One of the most dangerous
things that Colombians can do is
todecide to work forhumanrights.
For the last year, the Colombian
government agreed to provide pro-
tection — guards, bulletproof

vests, safe transport — for these
human rights workers, but these
have been nothing but empty
promises.

VVAW recently met a
humble and diminutive nun, Sr.

Sister Carolina with Barry Romo in Chicago.

Carolina Pardo, whois doing some
very dangerous work investigat-
ing the 1998 bombing of civilians
in Santo Domingo, an area near
where British Petroleum is drill-
ing its new oil well on land dear to
the U"Wa people. Nearly twenty
people, including children, were
killed when government helicop-
ters fired rockets into civilians.
The case will take on international
ramifications.

Sr. Carolina’s important
work will put her in the front line
of the fight for human rights and it
will put herright in the line of fire.
So VVAW will raise the funds to
get Sr. Carolina her bulletproof
vest. There is no guarantee that it
will keep her safe. But we do
know that the Colombian govern-
ment will be justifiably embar-
rassed by our gift. As well they

should!

You can help by sending a
donation, care of VVAW, with a
note that you want your money
used TO SEND A VEST TO A
NUN who surely needs it!
ALYNNE ROMO WORKS FOR
COLOMBIAN HUMAN RIGHTS.

Fraggin'

continued from page 3

to sell the fields, and that resulted
in the Teapot Dome scandal.
Nixon tried, and so did Reagan,
but there was too much public
pressure against it. It didn’t hap-
penuntil the Clinton-Gore admin-
istration.

A lot of companies wanted
this oil, but Occidental Petroleum
walked off with 78% of it. Then,
after the contract was awarded to
Occidental, the price Occidental
had to pay magically dropped from
$4.50 a barrel to $1.50.

Normally the Department of
Energy would oversee this type of
deal, but this time it was arranged
for ICF Kaiser, a private consult-
ing firm, to be the watchdog. And
that completes the circle started
by the Gore zinc farm, because
the chairman of ICF Kaiseris Tony
Coelho, Gore’s campaign guru.
And you thought that the only
problem with Gore was that he’s
dull. He’s just as skilled as Bush.

In case you missed it, a new
Army policy took effect in March.

Officers and enlisted personnel
are no longer supposed to be dat-
ing, letalone getting married. This
is the result of action the Army
took in March 1999.1 guess it was
an attempt to prohibit the improper
use of rank to compromise au-
thority or impartial treatment or
for personal gain. Itincludes things
such as making loans or business
deals. The Army in its wisdom
decided to include dating. Any
relationship between officer and
enlisted in March 1999 was to be
concluded by March 2000, either
by a breakup or by marriage.

Right. I wonder if the Army
forgot about hormones. Is this
don’t ask, don’t tell? Maybe
they’re right. Maybe fraterniza-

tion is too difficult. I never dated
an officer, so I don’t know. Do
you have to salute?

BiLL SHUNAS 1S A VIETNAM VETERAN,
AUTHOR AND EDITOR OF THE
NEWSPAPER FOR THE AMERICAN
PostaL Workers UNION AT AMC-
O'HARE. HE'S A MEMBER OF
VVAW's CHICAGO CHAPTER.

Notes From the Boonies

continued from page 3

in its own right. The Douglas
County Tourism Council regularly
trumpets these attractions to any-
one who will listen, which of
course it should.

But you know what? I just
love this goddamn Hippie Memo-

rial. It sits there with all the fan-
fare of a latter-day Ozymandias,
and is very much a stranger in a
strange land. I should like to in-
vite all of our enlightened readers
to come on down to Douglas
County, Illinois some day, in be-

tween the otherwise serious things
you’re doing in your lives, and,
well, just dig it. My friend Mary
Dilliner and I will give you the
cook’s tour, and then we’ll take
you across the railroad tracks to
Snoopy’s 45 tavern for a few cold
cans of Pabst Blue Ribbon.

You just can’t get any closer
to the heart of America than that.

D

Paur WisovATY IS A MEMBER OF
VVAW's C-U CHAPTER. HE LIVES
IN TuscoLA, IL WHERE HE WORKS
FOR THE PROBATION DEPARTMENT.
HE was IN VIETNAM wiTH THE U.S.
Army 91H Division IN 1968.




A Patriot After All: The Story of
a Chicano Vietnam Vet,by Juan
Ramirez (University of New
Mexico Press, 1999)

The path to peace, and peace
work, is often long, twisting, and
hard. ’

Surviving Vietnam battle-
fields, he struggled to find peace
of mind. By his own account, he
drank too much, took drugs, went
AWOL. Drummed out of the
Marines with an undesirable dis-
charge, he robbed fast-food joints
with a toy gun, high on the addic-
tive rush of living dangerously.
Realizing someone could get hurt,
he gave up the bizarre sprees, en-
rolled in college and volunteered
with the United Farm Workers
grape boycott campaign.

“I'waslooking forsomething
far removed from the war and the
violence that I had committed on
my heartand soul,” Ramirez writes
in a frank, unflinching memoir
telling a redemptive tale of how a
macho Chicano GIbecame a peace
advocate. His searing account of-
fers insightful lessons for peace
organizers looking to encourage
such transformations in hot-tem-
pered youngsters and adults.

Ramirez tells a classic story
of how hard it is to be raised in a
violent society and become a
peaceful person. His career as a
boycott activist, for instance, was
cut short when he punched a cop
who stopped him for drunk driv-
ing. He spent time in jail, raging
until beaten senseless by guards.
He asked a friend to lie in court
about his less-than-sober condi-
tion. “I was ashamed of myself,”
Ramirez recalled of his botched
sally into civic activism. “Besides
my drinking, my temper started to
interfere with my UFW work, an
obvious problem given the
organization’s commitment to
nonviolence.”

Intent on self-improvement,
he worked to gain a college de-
gree. Ina politics course on South-
east Asia, a fellow student chal-
lenged his brooding silence on the
war. Ramirez stormed out of the
room and dropped out of college.
“The blasting I had gotten from
that woman brought all my guilt
and shame about the war to the
fore of my consciousness. I could
not bear the thought of being con-
fronted again,” he writes, describ-
ing an all-too-typical reaction by
war veterans when pressed to talk

THE VETERAN

A Rocky Road to Peace

A REVIEW BY JAN BARRY

about themselves.

That incident happened in
1975, the year the war ended. By
that time, he says, “I had been
convicted of drunk driving twice,
assault on police officers, and re-
sisting arrest during barroom

lems stemmed more from dis-
criminatory treatment as a Mexi-
can-American, as well as from
drinking and drugs, than from
engaging in combat.

Eventually, aided by a num-
ber of friends, acquaintances and

“What I have to say, and I’ll say

it the day I die,

Is that we were

wrong, and it is wrong to kill
other people in the name of

religion and ideologies . . .

brawls twice.” In subsequent
years, he held and lost various
jobs and underwent treatment for
alcoholism and group therapy for
veterans. “When confronted by
the rest of the group,” he admit-
ted, “Ilashed out: ‘Idon’thave the
same problems as the rest of you
guys in here.”” He felt his prob-

3

lovers, Ramirez confronted his
nightmarish war memories and
worked on healing long-festering
emotional wounds he had been
self-medicating with booze, the
buzz of street drugs, and bluster.
He won an appeal for an honor-
able discharge, returned to col-
lege, and began speaking to high
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school classes on his views on
war. At last, he writes, “I found a
way to use a terrible life experi-
ence constructively.” He had
found his voice, rough-and-tumble
butarticulate, to describe the battle
many ex-soldiers wage to become
productive citizens.

“What I have to say, and I'll
say it the day I die, is that we were
wrong, and itis wrong to kill other
people in the name of religion and
ideologies,” writes Ramirez, who
now runs a landscaping business
in California. “As a veteran, I feel
that what 1 can contribute, is to
help heal the country, not just for
my own sake but for all the lives
that were sacrificed — Vietnam-
ese and American.”

JAN BARrY CRUMB wAS VVAW’S
FOUNDING NATIONAL PRESIDENT,
1967-71. A coepitor oF WINNING
HEARTS & MINDS, HE IS A
JOURNALIST BASED IN NEW JERSEY.

“A powerful, sensitive, and deeply compassionate reflection from one of the most
important and bravest nonviolent revolutionaries of the twentieth century.”

— Martin Sheen
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From Yale to Jail: The Life Story of a Moral Dissenter

David Dellinger

Z|

The Life

Story of a Moral Dissenter

DAVID DELLINGER

done

seasoned -

Additional praise for From Yale to Jail

“... There can be few peopie in the world who have crafted
their lives into something truly inspiring. This autobiogra-
Phy introduces us 10 one of them, with the simplicity and
integrity that have characterized everything Dave has

“Dave Dellinger s life is as American as apple pie wildly
the life of an active, endlessly inventive
peacemaker — resisting, determined, positive....”

“... Dave Dellinger, the oldest of the Conspiracy Eighi,
turns out io be the most obstinate. This book tells us why.”

The son of a well-to-do Boston
lawyer, David Dellinger scemed cut
out for a distinguished career in law
or government. But rcjecting his
comfortable background, he walked
out of Yale onc afternoon during the
Great Depression, in his oldest
clothes and without any moncy, lo
ride the freight trains, sleep at mis-
sions, and stand in bread lines.
Dave lived among the poor in New-
ark, was bloodied in the freedom
marches through the South, and led
countless hunger strikes in jail

Dave’s memoirs shed new light
on manv of thc most crucial cvents
of the 1960s. His inside account of
what happened in those years, and
of the people who shaped that de-
cade — Martin Luther King, Jr,
Abbie Hoffman, Bavard Rustin,
A_J. Muste, Dorothy Day. Jerry
Rubin, Joan Bacz. and many morc
— is an indispensable chapter in the
story of our time.

— Noam Chomsky

— Grace Paley

— Studs Terkel

From Yale to Jall
Rose Hill Books
508 pages,
photos

$19.50

$ 3.00 shipping

Avsilable from
The Catholic
Worker Bookstore:
1-800-43-PEACE

———— . R R e s oy
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Regret to Inform, Barbara
Sonneborn (Artistic License
Films)

“Itstarts when itends,” film-
maker Barbara Sonneborn has said
about war.

We think war is macho —
and male. Anditis. Butmenaren’t
the only ones it touches. We think
of American suffering and ignore
that of Vietnamese — ally or foe,
those in the middle — and other
Asians. Or that of women. It’s as
if the Wall and 58,000 American
KIA blot out memory or consider-
ation of all pain, suffering and
loss not American, not male.

As we all learned, in war it’s
best not to be acivilian. We forget
to remember that more civilians
than GIs — and women in par-
ticular — are KIAs and MIAs of a
different and lingering sort.

For instance, we’ve heard

It Starts When It Ends

A ReviEw BY HORACE COLEMAN

stories about vets being spit on,
though no one we know actually
had that happen to them. But poet/
nurse/vet Dusty was slapped for
being a ‘Nam vet. Regret to In-
Jorm examines war’s effects on
women wounded in another way.

PBS (who else?) aired Re-
gret, a beautifully shot, deeply
felt, haunting odyssey through
‘Nam. Sonneborn travels to the
place where her young husband
died, widowing her at 24. Her
Vietnamese refugee friend and
guide, silent for years, finally tells
what she saw and what she did to
survive. Regret is a bittersweet
travelogue, a journey through soul
and time to meet one particular
ghost and do an odd reconcilia-
tion and acceptance. As
Sonneborn travels, other women

= American and from the former

North Vietnam — tell slivers of
their stories. They, and she, re-

visit twisted pasts while looking
at tangled presents.

Sonneborn probes her own
trampled love and stifled youth,
eloquently airing her suppressed
and repressed feelings. Other
women do the same. Something
as bright and illuminating as a
parachute flare on a stark, dark,
deadly night slowly falls over us.

In some locales, Arkansas
for instance, a little righteous act-
ing up had to be done to have this
film shown. The moving and quiet
pain of woman after woman, fi-
nally breaking the surface of in-
difference, was evidently too
much for some to consider.
Sonneborn doesn’t deal with Big
Causes or Important Ideas. “Little”
things (atoms of regret, paths of
revelation, roads of remembrance
leading to rivers of tears, certain
looks, sighs and heaves) show us:
war is not good and stays in the

heart and mind.

One American woman
speaks of her husband who sur-
vived ‘Nam but died of cancer,
probably caused by Agent Orange.

Regret isn’t flashy, splashy
or preachy. It’s well made, sin-
cere, searching and searing.
Sonneborn has created awork that
took years to finance and to finish.
She did a masterful job at both
tasks. Catch a PBS rerun. Rent it
for a group showing from Artistic
License Films (250 West 57th
Street, New York,NY 10107 (212)
265-9124). Spread the word. Re-
gret to Inform is well worth see-
ing. It shows the Vietnam experi-
ence from a previously unseen

perspective.

Horace COLEMAN IS A VETERAN,
POET AND WRITER LIVING IN
CALIFORNIA.

Regret to Inform, Barbara
Sonneborn (Artistic License
Films)

There seem to be certain
people and projects of which it is
distasteful to be critical. War wid-
ows figure prominently in this
category, so the position of those
of us who do not admire the film
Regret to Inform by Barbara
Sonneborn is fraught with social
hazard.

In her documentary,
Sonneborn journeys to Vietnam
in an effort to forge meaning from
her loss of her first husband, Jeff
Gurvitz. She interviews war wid-
ows from both Vietnam and the
United States, interspersing these
interviews with images of con-
temporary Vietnam and powerful
archival footage of American mili-
tarism. PBS promoted the work as
a cry against the evils of war and
— since it is funded in part by the
president’s initiative on race — as
aneducational film about the ways
we “create” enemies. In the end,
Sonneborn’s artistry overwhelms
the subject matter to keep us still
at a comfortable distance from
America’s militarism, no closer
to the unique suffering of war
widows and nowhere near a full
discussion of issues of class and
race within a war context. What
might have been an opportunity
for a detailed look at catastrophe

A Comfortable Distance

A REVIEW BY EDITH SHILLUE

is a mere collage of the beautiful
and the horrifying. Sonneborn has,
however inadvertently, allowed
us to again view war as a mysteri-
ous poison for which individuals,
societies and governments are not
responsible. This is not a film
anti-war educators can fruitfully
utilize in the classroom.
Journeying back to Vietnam
to generatereconciliationis clearly
a challenge. In her narration
Sonneborn tells us that she is
plagued by questions about Jeff’s
death, but does not tell us what
they are or even what they are
related to, thereby raising expec-
tations that the film does not ful-

fill. Sonneborn relies too heavily

on images to reveal both question
and answer for the viewer. Her
aloof stance as narrator is confus-
ing for those who may be less
informed about Vietnam and the
war. Trying to work critically and
creatively in a society as solici-
tous of your comfort as Vietnam
is a challenge with which military
veterans are painfully familiar, but
Sonneborn fails to pursue
reconciliation’s harsh realities.
Opening the PBS broadcast with
a monologue explaining the
project, she states that it was most
difficult because she had to relive
her grief, then adds that she had a
hard time talking with Vietnam-
ese women because she “had to
ask them questions that made them

cry more.” Truthfully, she’s one
of along line of Americans (and I
was one of them) who walk into
the lives of the Vietnamese
clumsy, grieving, naive and stu-
pid about the reality of their cul-
ture and the aftermath of our
government’s violence. Their pub-
lic expressions of grief and our
requests for them to relive trauma
are so grossly voyeuristic that I
find it akin to pornography.

As the PBS press kit tries to
get us to examine issues of race
and enemy-making in its
“facilitator’s guide,” it reveals
Sonneborn’s idealism but also the
film’s many missed opportunities.
In it she writes, “My hope in mak-

ing Regret to Inform is that by
hearing these women’s stories
from both sides, viewers will be-
gin to see that the enemy is war
itself.” Such popular mythology
ignores militarist conditions that
lead to war. Further into the narra-
tive of the film there are virtually
no comments about race, loyalty,
nationalism, or divided loyalties,
only the clipped presence of a
diversity of American women.
Worse still is the anonymity
of the Vietnamese women.
Nguyen Ngoc Xuan, Sonneborn’s
translator, gives extensive, heart-
wrenching testimony, but women

continued on page 22
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My View: The 25th Anniversary
JOHN ZuTtz

The twenty-fifth anniversary
of the end of our war in Vietnam
has come and gone. Our society
became aware of that fact, and
since we haven’t resolved it yet,
we wondered just what to think
about it.

First we examined the

present. We got to see and read

about the celebrations in Vietnam.
We heard about the veterans re-
turning to assist their former en-
emies.

Then, as April 30 got closer,
we got torelive the past. We got to
experience the tragic crash of the
cargo plane loaded with babies
and medical personnel as the
evacuation of the south acceler-
ated. We got to see once again
those famous images of choppers
lifting desperate refugees fromthe
roofs of Saigon. Finally, we saw
the tank bursting through the gates
of the Presidential Palace.

Most of all we got to listen to
important people tell us what it all
means twenty-five years later.
Some even went so far as to use
the opportunity to advise veterans
that since the war has been over
for so long that we should put it
behind us. Of course that’s the
same thing they wanted twenty-
five years ago.

Veterans have been examin-
ing the war’s meanings and ef-
fects for all those years. They ex-
pect us to forget what we have
learned, so they won’t have to be
reminded of how many of today’s
decisions grow out of the effects
of that senseless war.

Like it or not, the way the
United States executes military
strategy, and even how it picks
which wars to fight, is influenced
by Vietnam.

Like it or not, our economy
is still paying the debts incurred
during the Vietnam War. The
American budget was balanced
until Lyndon Johnson decided he
wanted guns and butter. We've
still got five years to pay on the
thirty-year T-bills issued during
the war.

But the biggest effects most
veterans see are the human ef-
fects. The human problems were
created by the war and reinforced
by staggering debt. Over those
twenty-five years veterans have
begged, pleaded, and protested,
attempting to solve those prob-
lems to no avail.

Though we know the num-
ber of names on the wall, we can
only estimate the number of vet-

erans who are daily turned away
from VA hospitals. If that number
were one, it would be one too
many, but veterans are getting
health care by the lowest bidder.

Though we know the num-
ber of those who came home with
purple hearts, we can only esti-

der.

Though we kept track of the
number of barrels of herbicides
shipped to Vietnam, we can only
estimate the number of veterans
and their children who have had
health problems caused by living
in a chemical soup. If that number

. .. the way the United States
executes military strategy,

and even how it picks which
wars to fight, is influenced
by Vietnam.

mate the number of veterans who
are homeless on the streets. If that
number were one, it would be one
too many, but veterans are getting
social services by the lowest bid-

were one, it would be one too
many, but veterans are getting
treatment by the lowest bidder.
Though we have records of
the tons of bombs dropped, shells

fired, and rifle rounds expended,
we can only estimate the number
of veterans who are incapacitated
to some degree by post-traumatic
stress. If that number were one, it
would be one too many, but vet-
erans are getting therapy by the
lowest bidder.

Meanwhile, our government
continues to stonewall and deny
the existence of any problems,
including problems indicated by
its own studies. If Congress re-
ally cares for veterans, as each
congressman will attest, why do
these problems persist after
twenty-five years?

The real problem is that vet-
erans are getting government by
the highest bidder.

« JOHN ZUTZ IS A MEMBER OF THE

MILWAUKEE CHAPTER AND A VVAW
NATIONAL COORDINATOR.
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A New Look at the Korean War
Joun H. Kim

Starting this June and con-
tinuing for the next three years,
the Pentagon will be celebrating
the 50th anniversary of the out-
break of the Korean War with
special commemorative events in
the United States and South Ko-
rea, spending several million dol-
lars of our tax money. At the same
time, the Pentagon faces the daunt-
ing task of reinvestigating the
Associated Press report concern-
ing the U. S. killing of several
hundreds of South Korean civil-
ians at No-Gun-Ri in late July
1950.

It’s about time that we,
American people, take another
look at the ‘Forgotten War’ (a.k.a.
‘Unknown War’) and try to un-
derstand the real nature of the war

so that we can do something to -

bring the war to an end. Many
Americans erroneously believe
that the war was over a long time
ago. In fact, the war continues
there in less obvious ways, such
as military build-up, the propa-
ganda war, and economic sanc-
tions. The sad truth is that our
government has been fighting the
longest, most ferocious, unautho-
rized war in its history.

Even after a half century, the
U.S. maintains about 37,000
troops at dozens of military bases
in South Korea today. What we
have in Korea is merely a precari-
ous cease-fire agreement. We
came very close to reigniting the
war in 1994 and 1999. How long
are we going to stay in Korea, and
at what cost? When are we going
to bring our boys home at last?
How long are we going to ignore
our responsibility for the tragic
division of Korea and the Korean
War?

For a full understanding of
the Korean War, it is necessary to
understand something about the
history of U.S. policy toward
Korea prior to the outbreak of
war. Korea first emerged as a uni-
fied country in 668 A.D. when
Silla annexed Paekche and
Koguryo, ending the Three King-
doms period. The U.S. first estab-
lished diplomatic relations with
Korea when it signed the Treaty
of Amity and Commerce with the
Kingdom of Choson in 1882.
However, the U.S. government
soon proved not to be a real friend
to the Korean people when Japan
attempted to colonize Korea. In-
stead of restraining Japan’s impe-
rialist ambitions, President
Theodore Roosevelt entered into

a secret deal with Japan in 1905
(a.k.a. ‘Taft-Katsura Memoran-
dum’) by recognizing Japan’s
domination of Korea in return for
Japanese recognition of Ameri-
can hegemony in the Philippines.

This tendency of the Ameri-
can government to betray Korean
interests again shows itself at the
end of World War II. To halt the
southward march of Soviet troops
and secure U.S. influence on the
Korean peninsula, the U.S. State-
War-Navy Coordinating Commit-
tee drew an arbitrary line across
the 38th Parallel in Korea, asking
the Soviet forces to stop there.
Although American forces were

in Okinawa at the time, the Soviet
Union meekly accepted the de-
mand, thus paving the way for the
establishment of two separate gov-
ernments in Korea as the cold war
intensified.

In addition to the tragic divi-
sion of Korea, the U.S. also re-
fused to recognize the Korean
People’s Republic (KPR), a na-
tionwide, progressive government
organized by anti-Japanese nation-
alist Koreans before the arrival of
American troops in South Korea
in September 1945. Instead of
cooperating with the KPR, the
U.S. created a military govern-
ment in its zone of occupation,
outlawing the KPR and the popu-
lar People’s Committees underthe
control of KPR.

Official American history
has it that the Korean War started
on June 25, 1950 when North
Korean forces suddenly attacked
the South under Stalin’s orders.
This is a gross misrepresentation
of the origin of the war. Accord-
ing to declassified Russian docu-
ments, Stalin did not order Kim Il
Sung to start the war. On the con-
trary, it was Kim Il Sung who

sought permission to attack the
South in case the North was at-
tacked. The truth is that the Ko-
rean War started in 1945 when the
U.S. suppressed the KPR govern-
ment and imposed its military rule
in the southern part of Korea.
During the American Mili-
tary Government (1945-1948) and
the period from the establishment
of the Republic of Korea (ROK)
in the South in August 1948 to the
full-scale war in June 1950, the
U.S. military and the fascist Rhee
regime, allied with pro-Japanese
Koreans, imprisoned or killed
hundreds of thousands of Korean
nationalists and socialists in order

toestablishaseparate, pro-Ameri-
can government in South Korea.
This savage repression resulted in
bloody armed struggle by angry
Korean peasants, workers, stu-
dents, and soldiers all over the
South. Majorarmed uprisings took
place in Daegu, Cheju island,
Yosu, and Sunchon. In Cheju is-
land alone from 1948 to 1949,
more than 30,000 Koreans were
killed — ten percent of the popu-
lation — by South Korean police
and military forces and right-wing
youth gangs under the direction of
American military officers.

In addition to widespread
guerrilla warfare in the South,
major battles broke out between
the North Korean (DPRK) and
South Korean (ROK) armies along
the 38th parallel in 1949. The first
major battle, initiated by the ROK
troops near the border city of
Kaesong, began on May 4, 1949
and lasted four days, causing hun-
dreds of casualties. Fighting also
occurred in June 1949 on the
Ongjin peninsula, the same area
where the official Korean War
would ‘begin’ one year later. An-
other major battle ensued in Au-

gust 1949.

When the armed clash arose
in June 1950, it was more or less a
continuation of past conflicts. It
was certainly not a surprise at-
tack. Anti-communist dictator
Syngman Rhee openly preached
military unification of Korea by
force. At the same time, the North
Korean leader Kim Il Sung was
preparing for a military counter-
attack against the South. The
United States was fully aware of
the tense situation and took ad-
vantage of it, justifying the rapid
and gigantic military build-up plan
officially adopted in April 1950
(National Security Council reso-
lution #68). When the fighting
began on June 25, each side ac-
cused the other of starting the
war. Despite this murky picture,
President Truman labeled the civil
war as the naked aggression of
the communist world against a
free nation, and intervened under
the UN flag to avoid an official
declaration of war in Congress.
Truman characterized his deci-
sion as a ‘police action,’ setting a
bad precedent forother U.S. mili-
tary adventures, including the
Vietnam War.

To American people of to-
day, itdoesn’t matter much which
side started the American Civil
War. The important thing we re-
member is that the war was fought
over the issues of slavery and the
preservation of national union.
Likewise, the Korean War was
mainly a civil war of Korean
people over the question of na-
tional reunification, which turned
into an international military con-
flict upon the intervention of out-
side forces. Professor Bruce
Cumings of the University of
Chicago, the author of two monu-
mental books on the origins of the
Korean War, sums it up the best:

“The Nogun massacre can
help Americans understand what
this ‘forgotten war’ was really
about. It was a civil and uncon-
ventional war that had its origins
long before June 1950, and the
official repositories of historical
truth in Washington and Seoul
have been lying about its basic
nature for half a century.”*

JoHN H. KIM 1S A MEMBER OF
VVAW, Crarence Firca CHAPTER,
AND PRESIDENT OF VETERANS FOR
Peace, NYC CHAPTER. HE SERVED
IN THE U.S. ArRMY IN SouTH KOREA.

*Bruce Cumings, “Korean My Lai,” The
Nation, Oct. 25, 1999
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In ‘Nam a technically supe-
rior force, mostly composed of
and lead by Caucasians, was de-
feated by a backward (but not
primitive) Asian society that was
superior in will, purpose, political
focus and cultural sophistication.

Americans have grown men-
tally flabby and spiritually weak
and insincere. We suspect we’re
too good to die and heaven
couldn’t possibly be as much fun
as Disneyland, let alone the rest of
America. Besides, we have more
stuff. None of this is to imply that
the Vietnamese are living saints,
or that communism is a superior
system, rather that communism
(for a short time) can be a better
system in some instances than
what some people currently have.
Vietnam was one of those times
and places. Eventually, all forms
of government dissolve and de-
generate into cliques, oligarchies
and corruption. Sic semper or
something....

Democracy turns into mob
rule or rule by whoever has the
most cash/clout. It needs an in-
formed, intelligent and involved
electorate, so you know it’s going

to be sporadic.
Americans first went along

with the war in Vietnam because
they’'re greedy sheep and anti-
communist, even though the vast
majority of the population has no
knowledge of or experience with
actual communism or socialism
(except for “entitlement pro-
grams”). They eventually opposed
the war because we weren’t win-
ning it quickly enough and it re-
quired personal sacrifice. The

THE VETERAN

Twenty-Five Years Ago Today

HoRrACE COLEMAN

country can’t (won’t) sustain
long-term efforts — gotta have
instant progress/gratification.
We basically ignored Ko-
rean war vets. ‘Nam was too big
to ignore and too complex and
visually ugly forasoundbite men-
tality that wants quick, easily-
absorbed knowledge and has no
desire for insight or wisdom. So,

is the need for some to justly and
satisfactorily explain things,
mostly to themselves. To make
sense of the experience. Thing is,
‘Nam is basically irrational. ‘Nam
is over; the next time it will get
another fifteen minutes of fame
will be on the 50th anniversary of
the war’s end. Except for Henry
Kissinger, all the “significant play-

‘Nam was too big to ignore
and too complex and visually
ugly for a soundbite mentality

that wants quick, easily-ab-
sorbed knowledge and has no
desire for insight or wisdom.

“blame” the vets. I think a num-
ber of ‘Nam vets are secretly (and
justifiably) contemptuous of and
disdainful toward a society that
made unnecessary and excessive
demands on them.

So, the home team lost, even
though it was favored by the po-

litical Las Vegas line, which
wasn’t necessarily based on real-

ity. The home team not only lost,
but didn’t cover the point spread.
And, even more devastating, all
the dire things predicted and ex-
pecteddidn’tcometo pass. Makes
you want to ask, “Was this trip
really necessary?” This makes
many people automatically doup-
beat post-game analyses to cover
their tracks.

The real Vietnam syndrome

ers” and most of the vets will be
dead by then. Another generation
of political troglodytes, militarists
and grad students needing disser-
tation fodder will be interested.
Maybe. More than likely, Viet-
nam will end up in the same limbo
as the War of 1812: a war we
didn’t “lose™ (in our minds), but
don’t talk about. Let alone under-
stand.

If you really want to under-
stand America’s Vietnam vets,
check out whathappened in France
before and after Vietnam and Al-
geria. Or study the two Koreas.
Youcan probably make more sense
of another country’s misadventures
than ours. You're too close to this
one. And, an honest ‘Nam vet
might tell you something about the
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collective you-and-us you really
wouldn’t want to hear. But it is
kind of funny about pissants who
never served in ‘Nam pretending
to be ‘Nam vets. I bet talking to
some outed ones of that type would
give you some good insights. How
come you did that?

Many vets don’t talk about
‘Nam because, although they can
easily give you physical details, it
was a mystical, lost, youthful “re-
ligious” experience no one wanted
to hear about for so long that it’s’
lost some precious and precise
meaning.

It was Dickens: The best of
times; the worst of times. A rite of
passage. A science-fiction war. It
was an adventure, a mistake. A
“patriotic duty,” a quasi-colonial
war, a civil war, an anti-commu-
nist holy crusade and FUBAR —
all at the same time. Society pinned
ascarlet “N” on our foreheads and
treated us as if we were former
street whores. It was as if Vietnam
made us the winners in Shirley
Jackson’s lottery. All we were
was spouse, lover, father, mother,
sister, brother, uncle, aunt, cousin,
friend, classmate. The person from
around the corner or up the street.
The roles we played before and
after we got blooded or bloody.

After being outcast for so
long, you just might decide to
keep your memories, dreams,
nightmares and hard-earned
knowledge to yourself.

Horace COLEMAN IS A VETERAN,
POET AND WRITER LIVING IN
CALIFORNIA.
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* People will do whatever it takes
to survive.

* Americacan be humbled (though
it won’t admit it can be or that it
has happened)

* American blacks don’t have the
wherewithal, culture or tempera-
ment to have a revolution — just
prayin’ ain’t gonna get it, though
people overestimate “progress”
and its consequences all the time.
* People of color basically want
the same thing as white Ameri-
cans: more stuff.

* A white society never really
respects a non-white one — even
if (especially if) that society can
kick its ass.

.

I learned a lot in ‘Nam.
Namely, that:

* Americans tend to be very igno-
rant about history, recent history

.and current events, as well as

xenophobic. _

* People of color aren’t inher-
ently any more moral than any
other people.

* Americans, like the citizens of
most countries, are good atjiving
themselves.

" *The communist/Stalinist phrase

that goes “the capitalists will sell
us the rope with which to hang
them” is an overstatement — and
wrong. We’ll hang ourselves with
our own behavior and mentality.
* We know most of our rights but
few of our responsibilities nor

how overprivileged we are.

* It takes a long time to do things
right — and then they don’t stay
that way long.

* Moral courage is even rarer than
physical bravery.

* Very few learn from their mis-
takes, or even want to. We just
prefer a different outcome.

* Racism — and the other isms —
are so ingrained in most individu-
als that they can’t recognize their
true form and extent in themselves.
* A lifetime is as long as you live,
however long that is.

* Tomorrow isn’t promised.

* There are few obvious, fixed,
permanent or easily understand-

able truths.

* God — assuming there is a sen-
tient being with a gender and an
agenda — ain’t on no one’s side
but its own.

* You're capable of more than you
think you are, positively and nega-
tively.

*Nooneistoo good to suffer—or
die — for no good reason, even if
it doesn’t say that in the Constitu-
tion.

* Eventually you have to “write
your own orders™ and to accept
the consequences of fate and your
own actions with grace.

* The best things in life are free
but rarely come without effort.
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Four Dead in Ohio: Thirty Years Later

MARK WEISBROT

May 4 will mark thirty years
since four students protesting the
Vietnam War at Kent State Uni-
versity were murdered by Ohio
National Guardsmen. It is no ex-
aggeration to call it murder, since
the students were unarmed and —
given how far they were from the
troops — could not have posed
any threat. The closest of those
killed, Jeffrey Miller, was shot at
a distance of 265 feet.

The photo of Mary Ann
Vecchiokneeling beside his body,
arms outstretched and screaming
in anguish, was etched into the
national consciousness as a sear-
ing image of the war at home.

The campuses responded
with an explosion of protest, with
five million students taking part
in America’s largest student strike.
Kent State was a turning point in
the history of the war — “a shock
wave that brought the nation and
its leadership close to the point of
physical exhaustion..,” as Henry

Kissinger would later write in his
memoirs.

The war dragged on for five
more years, and so we have re-
cently been treated to a series of
ruminations on the twenty-fifth
anniversary of its conclusion. But
not enough space has been given
to those who got it right three
decades ago: the anti-war move-
ment.

The protesters put forth an
alternative analysis of the war. It
was not a war to save the world
from a “Communist threat,” as
our leaders told us, but a colonial
war. We took over the war from
the French, who were trying to
regain control of their former
colony after World War II. We
refused toallow elections in 1956,
as provided for by the Geneva

Space in parking lot where Willaim Schroeder fell.

accords of 1954 — because (as
President Eisenhower noted) we
knew that our adversaries, led by
Ho Chi Minh, would win over-
whelmingly.

Instead we poured in arms
and money, and then troops to
support a corrupt, dictatorial cli-
ent state in South Vietnam. We
could never “win” the war, be-
cause most Vietnamese saw the
United States as a hostile invader
trying to take over their country.
And the South Vietnamese army
was understandably demoralized.
Soourinvolvementescalated, and
we resorted to increasingly brutal
methods — including the bomb-
ing of civilians and defoliation of
large areas of land. Two million
Vietnamese civilians were killed,
mostly in the South, in addition to
more than one million fighters.
As Nixon spread the war to Cam-
bodia — his invasion of which
brought the Kent State protesters
into the streets — our bombing

probably killed as many Cambo-
dians as Pol Pot did, and helped
create the conditions for the holo-
caust that ensued there.

The anti-war movement ar-
gued that these were heinous
crimes that could never be justi-
fied. “We have de-
stroyed their land and
theircrops,” said Mar-
tin Luther King, Jr.
“We have supported
the enemies of the
peasants. . . we have
corrupted theirwomen
and childrenandkilled
their men. What lib-
erators!”

A 1990 poll by
the Chicago Council
on Foreign relations
found that 71% of

Peoples monument to the four students - near the parking lot.
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Kent State 2000.

Americans thought the Vietnam
war was “more than a mistake; it
was fundamentally wrong and
immoral.”

Yet the 25th anniversary has
seen numerous attempts to find
some middle ground, so that we
may “put the warbehind us.” Fifty-
eight thousand American soldiers
died in Vietnam, and more com-
mitted suicide after
returning home.
Some say it is a dis-
service to the mil-
lions of veterans who
fought there.to talk
about the evils of the
war.

But many vet-
erans do not feel that
way. Barry Romo,
national coordinator
of the Vietnam Vet-
erans Against the
War, reminds us that
his was the only or-
ganization of Viet-
nam veterans thatex-
isted thirty years ago — and the
only veterans who took to the
streets were those protesting the
war. “It’s unfair to those who lost
their lives, and their arms and
legs, to pretend that the war had
some value. We were lied to by
the government and the media —

B

Kent State, May 4, 2000.

we should never have been there.
The most important thing now is
for people to know the truth so
that it never happens again.”

It’s a compelling argument.
Our government’s support for the
mass atrocities in Central America
in the 1980s, which included arm-
ing thekillers of tens of thousands
of innocents, might well have been
avoided if we had owned up to the
truth after the Vietnam war. And
since this more recent history, too,
has been swept under the rug, we

are currently going down the same
road in Colombia.

To forgive is a virtue, but
forgetting is anindulgence we can
ill afford. Our foreign policy es-
tablishment remains addicted to
empire, and is possessed by a hu-
bris that is arguably even greater
than the one that got us into Viet-
nam. Until they learn the lessons
that the anti-war movement tried
to teach them, we can expect more
Vietnams ahead of us.

Mark WEISBROT 1S CO-DIRECTOR OF
THE CENTER FOR ECcONOMIC AND
Poricy RESEARCH IN WASHINGTON,
D.C. THIS ARTICLE ORIGINALLY
APPEARED IN THE MAy 4, 2000
ISSUE OF THE CLEAVELAND PLAIN
DEALER.
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Part 1 of this interview appeared
in the Fall/Winter 1999 issue.

We got up, shook hands, and
headed back to the main campus.
Bao Ninh stopped to view Boston
Harbor and light a cigarette. I took
the opportunity to show him a
small photo of my platoon, taken
on LZ Compton, near An Loc. He
held it firmly, for several minutes
surveying the young Americans
with their heavy steel helmets,
brindled nylon and leather boots,
grenades at the hips, machine
guns, bandoliers and M-16s
draped like metal flags across their
chests. How many were killed? he
asked. Just a few, I said. Most
were wounded. Except for Cam-
bodia, 1970 had been a compara-
tively light year for the 1st Cav-
alry Division.

Near the end of my stay in
Boston, several American and
Vietnamese veteran writers held
an impromptu gathering at a local
Boston pub. I sat katty corner to
Ninh, who sat pensively, occa-
sionally sipping whiskey from a
shot glass and casually chain-
smoking Camel cigarettes. I off-

handedly asked him what he
thought of the standard issue M-
16, an icon of the War Against

The Americans, as the Vietnam

War is known to the Vietnamese.

He slapped my knee and smiled.

His response was swift and direct,

expressed without passing judg-

ment on what remains a contro-

versial weapon. The M-16 often

Jjammed, he said. It was prone to
malfunctioning if submerged un-
derwater or fouled by dust, dirt or
mud. The NV A had difficulty find-
ing the lubricant used to maintain
it. In contrast, Bao Ninh described
the legendary qualities of the AK-
47. Submerged, soaked or cov-
ered in mud, this emblematic
weapon of the NVA and VC per-
formed without fail. In all ways
save one it was a superior weapon.
Where the trusty AK-47 hardly
ever misfired its larger caliber
bullet, the smaller 5.56 M-16
round tumbled after entry into the
human body, causing flesh
wounds and trauma to internal
organs disproportionate to its size.
However, Bao Ninh was quick to
point out the NVA coveted the
now discontinued M-79 grenade
launcher since it was simple to
operate and very easy to maintain.
Another American vet asked
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Ninh what was his saddest
memory. Ninh looked into the
curling blue smoke from his ciga-
rette, then answered the question
matter of factly, with little appar-
ent display of feeling. It was the
task of burying his friends, he
said. After combat the able-bod-
ied were required to collect the
remains of the dead. There was a
brief and respectful silence, after
which the mood changed, the
group returning to lighter topics
of conversation, free-flowing beer
further working its way into each
man. Bao Ninh, however, re-
mained pensive and silent, and I

coordinated and accompanied the
present NVA delegation to
America, she was of a different
opinion.

Although cloth dog tags may
have been used by the NVA, she
felt they would be useless after
two or three days, as the bodies
and fabric decomposed under the
heat and organic processes of the
jungle. Whatever the case, the at-
tentive reader will recall the open-
ing chapter of Bao Ninh’s book,
where the main character has been
assigned to burial detail. Itis 1976,
several years after the Americans
have left, a year after the libera-

felt it best to say nothing, though
from talking earlier with a Marine
combat vet, now a teacher and
war poet, I had learned about the
NVA poor man’s version of the
American cleft metal dog tag
(which all grunts will recall as
noisy unless taped or otherwise
noise-suppressed, often strung
into boot laces, there to collect
dirt and mud). It was likely that
Bao Ninh and the soldiers in his
unit sewed their names directly
into their shirt collars and wore
body hooks when going into battle.
Strung around the legs or ankles,
these wooden hooks, snared by
poles, enabled the NVA to drag
dead and wounded soldiers
quickly out of battle. The cloth
dog tags helped to identify KIA
notimmediately recovered, orwho
were blasted beyond recognition
by heavy artillery or air bombard-
ments. However, when I later
mentioned this to Lady Borton,
the well-known Quaker and writer
who provided medical aid to ca-
sualties during the war, and who

tion of Saigon. An NVA burial
detail is scavenging for the re-
mains of those killed in the Forest
of Screaming Souls, where a great
battle had taken place. According
to Vietnamese culture, the spirit
will not rest until the body is bur-
ied whole. Whether or not one
assumes Bao Ninh here represents
himself, one is compelled to re-
call his personal losses. In his six
years with the 514th Glorious
Youth Brigade, Bao Ninhsurvived
the vast and murderous American
arsenal of napalm, heavy artil-
lery, Arc Light, and what the Viet-
namese called “lazy dogs,” an
aerial-dropped hybrid of the
Bouncing Betty and Firecracker
rounds which had a killing radius
of three hundred yards. Where the
Americans designated GR Point
to assemble the remains of the
dead prior to shipment back to the
United States (often recovered at
great risk by regular grunts or
elite teams), it is reasonable to
assume Bao Ninh helped to re-
cover and bury several score of
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his comrades each year, six years
on end. Perhaps this is the reason
he maintained silence, having
briefly answered a most painful
question.

Midway through the
evening, when the beer and liquor
had begun to work their fermented
magic on the now lively crew,
Bao Ninh remained quiet and som-
ber, only occasionally speaking.
At that point I excused myself,
made my way to a liquor store,
returned unnoticed to the table
and waited for the right moment
to hand out the bottles I had pur-
chased. Three seats to my right,
Larry Heinemann, author of the
award-winning Paco’s Story, and
the highly acclaimed Close Quar-
ters, had mentioned in passing
BaoNinh’s acquired taste for Jack
Daniels. He enjoyed the crisp taste
and distinctive slow burn once
gulped down. I handed a bottle of
scotch to Mr. Mau, a ten-year
NVA veteran and distinguished
poet, who unwrapped the paper
and smiled. Heinemann encour-
aged me to make an appropriate
speech, and with his adept coach-
ing, the right words were ex-
changed. Another bottle, this time
to our patient translator of the
evening, Mr. Chung, and finally
Bao Ninh, who simply bowed his
head, until I gestured to him to
open the wrapping. What followed
was completely unexpected. Ninh
undid the wrapping, and seeing
the coveted label, his eyes wide in
wonder and disbelief, shouted
“Jack Daniels” at the top of his
voice, thenembraced me hard and
strong and close, not once, but
three times, each time slapping
me on the back. What, in fact, had
I done?

- Just as it is helpful to gain
some perspective on the NVA in
war, it is instructive to learn how
the NVA and VC veterans handle
war stress, or Post-Traumatic
Stress Disorder. Larry Heinemann
and two other vets who know Ninh
were quick to point out that many
Vietnamese combat veterans
drink, and that drinking, and per-
haps drinking heavily, unlike in
the Western point of view, is cul-
turally and socially accepted in
Vietnam as a way to tolerate or
dull the war stress, although since
an entire generation suffers, it is
more a fact of life than an excep-

continued on next page
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tion to it. Unlike our Veterans
Administration, perhaps only too
willing to prescribe from its well-
stocked pharmaceutical cache, the
Vietnamese government does not
or cannot as yet provide sufficient
relief to civilians and combatants
who suffer from PTSD. Bao
Ninh’s surprise and deep expres-
sion of thanks might then be seen
as measures of war trauma and
what works to relieve it. And be-
sides, it’s American and tastes
good.

Near the end of the confer-
ence, Ninh was slated to give a
public reading from his book.
Since prose writing is relatively
new to Vietnam and prose writers
do not often read in public, I was
curious to see how Ninh would
approach reading at length to an
assembled group at Yenghing Li-
brary in Harvard University.

When his turn arrived, Bao

Ninh took the stage almost diffi-
dently, bowed slightly, then be-
gan reading. Slowly, in an unhur-
ried atypical Vietnamese voice,
the atonal and glottal stops notice-
ably diminished, he read as if im-
parting a child’s lullaby, soft and
gently, the tone incantatory, al-
most hypnotic. Ninh rocked im-
perceptibly back and forth, his
voice never faltering inits rhythm.
When finished, he smartly closed
the book shut, bowed humbly to
modest applause, then waited as
Larry Heinemann, who would
read the same passage in English,
stepped on stage.

There is no distinguishing
between Heinemann the writerand
the man. He is unswerving in pur-
pose: every bold word and
partnered action arrives at pre-
cisely the right place and time. He
is a master raconteur. Direct and
solid, at all times elegant yet ordi-

nary, he embodies the craftand art
of storytelling. Opening the En-
glish translation of The Sorrow of

* War, heread, in his signature crisp

and booming voice, the same ex-
tended passage, the slaughter of
an entire NVA unit amidst the
Forest of Screaming Souls, a pas-
sage so terrifying, so astoundingly
read, no one in the audience
moved, no one, and-those who
had not known the book would
not soon forget it. When he fin-
ished, stunned silence followed
by thunderous applause,
Heinemann graciously gestured
to Bao Ninh, who bowed mod-
estly.

Where the ideologues on
both sides will continue debating
the sore points of the war, Bao
Ninh, an ordinary (or perhaps elite)
grunt, has written of its great and
overarching sorrow. His reluc-
tance to talk about combat sug-
gests the enormity of his suffer-
ing, his extraordinary resilience
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and his great literary accomplish-
ment.

In a brief correspondence
with Bao Ninh regarding this ar-
ticle, he reiterated his difficulty in
talking about the combat experi-
ence of NVA soldiers. Indeed,
Ninh preferred not to discuss the
matter at all. Instead, he asked
that I be truthful in recollecting
our interview and again empha-
sized the humanity of the NVA.
He hoped an article such as this
might further improve relations
between the Americans and the
Vietnamese. His letters are com-
pelling for their wisdom and un-
derstated reference to suffering,
eloquently translated by Long, his
son, now the same age as his fa-
ther when he went to war.

Marc LEvy IS A VIETNAM VET WHO
PARTICIPATED IN THE CAMBODIAN
INVASION IN 1970.

From April 15 to 22 I was
part of a seventeen-member del-
egation to Chiapas. The purpose
of the trip was threefold. We in-
tended to deepen our understand-
ing of the impact of global eco-
nomic measures implemented
through U.S. government policy
and the International Monetary
Fund. We strived to deepen the
relationships within the group that
had come together for the trip. We
hoped to begin cultivating rela-
tionships with a group in Chiapas
toward the development of an
ongoing relationship.

In most of the input ses-
sions we had with representa-
tives of a variety of organiza-
tions, we heard of the devasta-
tion that international policies
had on the rural populations in
the state of Chiapas. Many of the
people most severely impacted
are those who live in indigenous
communities. Thanks to a pre-
sentation from Cloud Forest Ini-
tiative, we learned that we could
take some positive action by pro-
moting and selling their organic
coffee. Some sixty communities
are growing and producing the
coffee, and they are able to avoid
the charges from various “coy-
otes” who charge the various
mark-ups that go with purchasing
coffee from conventional coffee
companies. Also, the profits go
directly to the people who live in
areas supported by the Zapatistas.

We put ourselves through

Chiapas Update

JoHN PoOLE

some nonviolence training, and
we shared informally at meals and
side trips in San Cristobal de Las
Casas. We had a brief chat with
Bishop Ruiz one morning. Both
the more structured training ses-
sions and the informal sharings
contributed to the significant
closeness that we developed as a

 group. This factor became impor-

tant when we passed through two
military checkpoints on our way

to visiting two indigenous com-
munities in remote rural settings
in the mountains. We had confi-
dence inour brothers from Mexico
City — both natural leaders —to
be our spokespeople when speak-
ing with the soldiers at the check-
points. When we arrived in the
community of Tzajalchen, we met
wi.!. founding members of Las
Abejas (The Bees). They are the
quintessence of nonviolentliving.
They do not allow arms in their

community, and they have stood
up to the military with people
power. After they had shared their
history with us, we shared some
of what we are-about in the
States.Their faces lit up when we
told them about the 12,000 people
who had demonstrated at Ft.
Benning last November. They had

heard of the struggle to close the

School of the Americas, and they
thanked us for our efforts.

Our last visit in the campo
was with a group of North Ameri-
cans from the Christian Peace-
makers Team and another group
from a Bees community called
Xoyep. There was an encamp-
ment at the entrance to a military
camp. The people fasted on juice
and water during Lent and talked
with soldiers as often as possible
about leaving the area. A few of us
spoke with two majors and a lieu-
tenant from the Mexican Army.

While there was no instant con-
version of anyone, there was a
spirit of openness in our dialogue.
We left them thinking more than
they would likely have imagined,
as our group was able to approach
them from a variety of perspec-
tives. In our group was a Presby-
terian minister and a university,
professor from Mexico City and
myself, a Vietnam veteran. The
combination of our credentials and
sincerity in what we shared with
them seemed to have some im-
pact on them.

The net result of the trip
was decisively positive. Learn-
ing directly from people who
live in the reality of what we
hear about fromadistance gave
us stronger convictions about
following through with action
on our return to the States. The
growth we experienced in work-
ing, playing, and travelling to-
gether improves the probabil-
ity that we will follow through
on our promises that we made
to people there. We are planning
to support a project from mem-
bers of The Bees community and
staying in contact with them to
continue to cultivate a relation-
ship between them and our group.

Iwould strongly recommend
such a trip to all who read or hear
about this article.

JOHN POOLE IS A MEMBER OF
VVAW’s CHICAGO CHAPTER.
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Walter J. Klim, Jr., of Mil-
waukee, Wisconsin, died Satur-
day, March 25, 2000 at the VA
Medical Center in Milwaukee af-
ter a long illness. He was 48.

Walter was born August 23,
1951 in Milwaukee. He served in
the U.S. Army and received the
National Defense Service Medal,
the Vietnam Campaign Medal, the
Vietnam Service Medal, the Com-
bat Infantryman’s Badge, the
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Walter Klim 1952-2000

Army Commendation Medal, and
the Vietnamese Cross of Gal-
lantry.

Shortly after discharge from
the military, he joined Vietnam
Veterans Against the War. A tal-
ented orator and organizer, he
worked on issues of peace, veter-
ans’ benefits, and compensation
for Agent Orange exposure. On
behalf of the Washtenaw Com-
mittee Against Registration and

the Draft he spoke to Ann Arbor
area high schools and college stu-
dents, sharing his experiences and
his hope for peace.

Walter was preceded indeath
by his sister, Debra Barczak. He is
survived by his parents, Walter
and Florence (Brzezinski) Klim
Sr.; by his sons, Walter J. Klim III
of Milwaukee and Casimir C.
Klim of Ann Arbor; his sisters,
Linda Dorna, Donna Budzinkski,
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and Bobbi Kern; as well as nu-
merous nieces and nephews.
Walter spoke emphatically
about his desire that his sons will
never have to go to war, and ef-
forts on behalf of peace will honor
his memory. Send memorial con-
tributions to Vietnam Veterans
Against the War, P.O. Box
408594, Chicago, IL 60640.

Not many of us had seen
much of Walter lately. We all
knew he was sick, struggling with
AIDS and its many side effects.
So when Christy called us to say
he wasnearing theend, we weren’t
surprised, but the news sent us all
scampering to the VA to say
goodbye. For this opportunity, we
are eternally grateful for the “heads

"

up.
Allmembers of VVAW, past
and present, aware or not, have
been affected by Walter’s influ-
ence on the organization and on
every one of us who knew him.
Walter contributed a focused en-
ergy that was contagious. He was
as crazy as the next guy, from all
the chaotic effects of the Vietnam
experience, but despite the crush-
ing pressures of economic and
social crisis, Walter always kept
his “eyes on the prize.” Imagina-
tive, open-minded and childlike,
Walter would do anything crazy,
dangerous, or even illegal, if it
meant getting our point across in

Remembering

ANNIE BAILEY

a big way. Consequently, Walter
always had the best adventures —
like taking over the Statue of Lib-
erty!

Takeovers were a popular
VVAW tactic, and we did lots in
Milwaukee. Walter was one of
the “Bee-Boop Squad” that mas-
terminded an election day fifteen-
minute takeover of the Commit-
tee to RE-Elect the President
(CREEP) offices in November
1972. They took over the phone
bank, and they were telling people
what Richard Nixon was really
about — criminal mass-murderer
of the Vietnam War. The “Bee-
Boop Squad” was in and out of
there before any authorities ar-
rived! It was non-violent and fun,
and it certainly got the point
across! John has always said that
Walter was a quick study. He
wasn’t in town for our first VA
takeover; he had missed all the
strategy meetings and logistical
planning, so we sort of had to
bring him up to speed. It took

twenty minutes, and he succeeded
each time he planned something
like that after that.

Scrounge?! Man, could that
guy scrounge. Even if he had the
money, he would try to squeeze it
out of some poor liberal sympa-
thizer and we’d be able to use the
money for something else. He
believed in justice, and we set up
many a defense committee office
based on a steadfast belief in jus-
tice and his uncanny ability to
scrounge an entire office.

Walter was a total history
buff, which helped us a lot. And
hey — he could cook. He actually
went to chef’s school. He was
good at so much, and he was a
genuinely kind person. As you

_can see, he influenced us in im-

measurable ways. We’ll miss him.
Bye, Walter. We love you.

ANNIE BAILEY IS A MEMBER OF THE
MiLwAUKEE cHAPTER oF VVAW.

@alter Klim left two sons when
he died March 25, 2000. His
younger son Caz is now 12 years
old. Caz had no contact with
Walter for the last five years, so
his memories of his father are
limited. I would like to put to-
gethera package of material about
Walter for Caz, so he will have
something concrete to hang onto
over the years. Anything people
could send — articles, written
memories, letters, photos —about
Walter would be appreciated. I
hope this will give Caz a better
idea of who his father was and
what he accomplished.

Thanks,
Christy Klim

Send information to:
Walter Klim Memorial
c/o VVAW
P.O. Box 408594

Chicago, IL 60640
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Drive-By Gun Protest, Rockford,

STANLEY CAMPBELL

I was standing next to the
mother of Rockford murder vic-
tim number fourteen when more
than twenty cars showed up and
letout 130 demonstrators on April
15,2000. The mother was amazed.
She shed a tear; the sister said,
“Wow! That’s a lot of people.”

The people, mostly Unitar-
ian Universalist senior high youth,
brought readings, flowers and
songs to the Orton Keyes housing
project in memory of Randall
“Chip” Jones. The 16-year-old had
been gunned down across the
street from his yard and was found
by his sister on December 17,
1999. He was the 14th gun murder
victim that year.

His mother was visibly
moved by the ceremony. The kids
had come from across the Mid-
west to a youth conference and
volunteered to join this “drive-
by.” They read from Gandhi and
Martin Luther King and laid flow-
ers at the spot where Randall fell.
They hugged the mother and sis-
ter and sang “We Shall Over-
come.”

The family then joined us for
the second leg of our drive-by to
the worst gun shop in the city, the
Shootin’ Shack on Harrison and
South Alpine. The owner was
dinged three years ago for selling
guns to straw purchasers who then
sold them to criminals and kids.

More than 93 guns hit the streets
before federal agents caught up
with him. He, of course, was
slapped on the wrist with a fine
and continues to sell to this day.

The procession emptied out
into his parking lot, where the
kids drew outlines of murder vic-
tims and wrote slogans on the
ground like We Want More Gun
Control. The owner was kind
enough to come out and yell at the
kids, who shouted back, “No more
guns!” He was armed, so we
moved the kids back and pro-
ceeded to the third and final leg of
the drive-by: United States Con-
gressman Donald Manzullo’s of-
fice on South Mulford.

Illinois

The office was locked, but
we taped petitions to the
congressman’s door. The petitions
will hopefully be forwarded to
other congressmen’s offices, be-
cause the kids came from all across
the Midwest.

After an impromptu joining
of hands, we returned to the Rock-
ford UU Church. Youth advisor
Larry Hughes said, “The kids and
adults were extremely moved by
the action. It was a worthwhile
event, if nothing else to express
emotion against guns and in sup-
port of more control on weaponry
and violence.”

continued on page 18
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I arrived in the middle of the
war in Vietnam the day after my
twenty-first birthday, so I decided
to turn that milestone into a
memory by celebrating my fifti-
eth birthday there. Many people
asked, and I asked myself, Why in
the hell would you want to go back
there? To the place that generated
national and international ten-
sions; the place that brought pain,
suffering, chaos and death to
people from almost every corner
of the earth?

I wanted to do what was not
really possible on that first visit:
to get out amongst the people and
mingle, converse, eat and social-
ize. When I started to plan my trip
I thought of returning to the area I
knew from the war, Da Nang,
with possible side trips to Hue and
My Lai. However, I realized that
concentrated too much on the past.
I felt it was time to move on, to
think in terms of healing, friend-
ship and compassion.

I decided to go-to an area I
would never have thought about
visiting during the war. Upon ex-
amining tour literature  came upon
a tour of the northern hill tribes of
Vietnam, which seemed like the
most interesting tour of the bunch.
No one I knew had visited the area
since the war, and it was the only
tour that fit the number of vaca-
tion days I had available. I was
ready to take the plunge, and I
thought Vietnam was ready for
me. [ went on the birthday trip of

First Return

BoB RIGGLE

a lifetime and made my first re-
turn to Vietnam.

My revised mission was to
begin at Hanoi and travel through
northern Vietnam for seven days.
My tour left Hanoi on a night trip
by train. This was hardly first-
class accommodation, with six
cots per sleeping compartment. It
was a milk run with many stops.
The train was full of people who
apparently worked in the city dur-
ing the week and then traveled to
small hometowns for the week-
ends. My guide and I left the train
at Lao Cai, a decent-sized city
across the river from mainland
China. From there we turned west
to make our way by car with an
overnight stop in Sa Pa.

After early-morning shop-
ping Iwas guided on to Phong To,
a sleepy little burg with hill tribe
villages scattered along the way.
The next stop was Lai Chau for
lunch. Then came a 160-kilome-
ter hump to Dien Bien Phu, which
is roughly 34 kilometers from the
Laos border. There are still occa-
sional skirmishes, and the Viet-
namese have armed troops
present. The next morning we vis-
ited the famous battlefield, as well
as General DeCastre’s bunker. We
took a short side trip to visit Gen-
eral Giap’s bunker as well.

Then we traveled on to Son
La. From there it was a 360-kilo-
meter haul back to Hanoi for shop-
ping and my birthday celebra-
tion. While Idid accomplish much

\

John Lindquist, Bob Riggle and Mike Goetsch

at the 25th Anniversary in Milwaukee.

of the agenda I had laid out, I
never really planned on the dis-
tances to be traveled on inadequate
roads and through switchback
mountain passes. There were
many stops that had to be by-
passed. A word to the wise: plan
for double the necessary time for
whatever tour you want to make.
It will still feel like it was too
short, but don’t they all?
Vietnam appears to be enter-
ing a period of strong and rapid
economic growth. New construc-
tion is occurring in even some of
the smallest villages and hamlets
along the highway. Most of these
new structures are made from lo-
cally-manufactured brick. Infla-
tion is still a problem, and the rate
of exchange is about half that of
five years ago. However, a rough
translation of the current national
slogan is “economy now.” The

sad part is that they might be on
the way toward pricing themselves
out of the tourist trade for people
of moderate income. The millions
of Honda motorcycles and the
growing numbers of imported
autos all had to be purchased with
“hard” currency.

As other vets told me, the
Vietnamese people are very re-
ceptive to us as Americans and as
veterans. They have gone so far
beyond the war, even after having
experienced two smallér incidents
since 1975. I was welcomed ev-
erywhere I went and the welcome
seemed warm and very sincere. It
is well worth going back. If you
have ever even remotely dreamed
of making areturn, doit! You will

not regret it. @

BoB RIGGLE IS A MEMBER OF THE
MILWAUKEE CHAPTER oF VVAW.

Milwaukee Celebrates 25th Anniversary

continued from page 1

those who served init,” according
to speaker John Kuehl, a VA re-
gional office employee. “Those
who served in Vietnam have be-
gun to be held in the same esteem
asthose who served in prior wars.”

Andy Tran, the head of the
Milwaukee Vietnamese commu-
nity, thanked American veterans
“from the bottom of our hearts for
giving our families freedom and
protecting us.”

Steve Schofield, a. former
Special Forces major who later
served as a civilian health care
worker in Laos described how
Hmong farmers and hunters were
recruited into guerrilla warfare on
behalf of the United States, only
to be driven from their homes and
their native land after the North
triumphed. He described how
Hmong children as young as eight

were conscripted with tacit Ameri-
can approval into secret attacks in
the supposedly neutral country.
Schofield also recalled how the
United States abandoned the
Hmong, leaving them to become
refugees or to be hunted down by
the Pathet Lao regime.

Retired colonel Xay Dang
Xiong stated, “Some Americans
question why the Hmong are in
the U.S.” He then explained how
he and his men rescued American
pilots downed in Laos.

Milwaukee County Supervi-
sor Roger Quindel, who served

- two combat tours, in a rapid-fire

burst of memories recalled the
mud and the blood, the snakes and
the rats. “It wasn’t a war for ev-
eryone. No senators’ sons fought.
Only the sons of the poor and
working people (served in Viet-

nam).”

At the end of the ceremony,
Vietnam Veterans Against the
War distributed buttons to veter-
ans i the crowd, to recognize
their service.

Following the ceremony the
crowd proceeded to the Milwau-
kee County War Memorial build-
ing where information tables were
set up, and where the ethnic com-

munities performed traditional
music and dance.

Toconclude theday’sevents,
Mayor John Norquist arrived to
read the names of the 204 boys
from Milwaukee whodied in Viet-

- 6

JOHN ZUTZ IS A MEMBER OF THE
MILWAUKEE CHAPTER AND A VVAW
NATIONAL COORDINATOR.
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Potential of Our Forever War

S. BRIAN WILLSON

As we reflect on the 25th
anniversary of the end of the tragic
U.S. war against the Vietnamese,
Laotian, and Cambodian peoples,
it is time to accept responsibility
for the horrific harms we caused
the Southeast Asian peoples and
ourselves. The U.S. obsession with
Cold War ideology blinded us to
authentic struggles of common
peoples to be free of external op-
pression.

This war, as with virtually
all wars, was born in and sus-
tained by incredible lies. The U.S.
initially was complicit in obstruc-
tion of the mandated unifying
Vietnamese elections scheduled
for 1956 according to the 1954
Geneva Agreement which was
signed after defeat of the French
by the Vietnamese. Before con-
clusion of the Agreement the U.S.
had already covertly introduced
paramilitary sabotage teams into
Vietnam and began dispatching
hundreds, eventually thousands,
of military advisers, activities
clearly in violation of the Agree-
ment. The pretext for overtly in-

vading Vietnam (the 1964 Gulf of
Tonkin “incident’”) was fabricated

and the subsequent brutal air and
ground war was politically re-
ported by exaggerating enemy
dead while undercounting civil-
ian murders. As part of the 1973
Paris Peace Accords President
Nixon promised Vietnam more
than $4 billion for postwar recon-
struction which the U.S. quickly

refused to acknowledge. Again,
the first casualty in this war was
the truth.

Ironically, we as a nation
behaved in a manner far more
demonic than the worst that we
alleged of our purported enemies.
The catastrophic results of our
blinding arrogance is nearly in-
calculable. U.S. air powerdropped
more than 6.5 million tons of
bombs on these nations, more than
three times the tonnage dropped
in all World War II theaters. At
least ten thousand hamlets were
destroyed in the south, as well as
countless civilian areas in the
north. Ancient societies in north-
eastern Laos were totally de-
stroyed by aerial bombings alone.
Four hundred thousand tons of
“improved” napalm and nearly 20
million gallons of chemical war-
fare killed and poisoned countless
civilians in villages and farming
areas. In the process we poisoned
our own military forces. Veterans
in the United States continue to
experience a myriad of unantici-
pated illnesses and deaths as well
as increased rates of birth defects
among their offspring. '

And then there was the lethal
ground war.

Human casualties were al-
most unimaginable. Mostly civil-
ians, somewhere between four to
six million were killed, with count-
less wounded, maimed, and dis-
placed. Somewhere between
300,000 and 500,000 are still miss-

ing from that war, including about
2,000 Americans. Though more
than 58,000 U.S. troops were di-
rectly killed in the war (and sev-
eral thousand from Australia, S.
Korea, Thailand and the Philip-
pines), many others after return-
ing home have prematurely died
from suicide, alcoholism, drug
addiction, chronic wounds, and
other unexplained causes.

An opportunity to genuinely
begin a national healing was
missed when U.S. Secretary -of
Defense William Cohen explic-
itly refused to apologize on his
recent historic visit to Vietnam.
Chronic patterns of U.S. violence
and arrogance are historically
rooted in racism and ethnocen-
trism that earlier manifested in
rationalizing genocides against
Indigenous Americans and ancient
African cultures, enabling “free”
development of the “American
civilization.” During the 20th
Century, termed by some histori-
ans “the American Century,” U.S.
policy justified hundreds of overt
and thousands of covert actions
interfering with the sovereignty
of over one hundred nations by
self-righteously asserting the
“need” to secure (unjustly) the
disproportionately consumptive
American Way Of Life (AWOL).

If we continue to believe that
Vietnam was a noble cause, then
efforts to conceal our humiliating
loss will continue to manifest in
belligerent activities and their ac-

companying lies. We pretend to
have overcome the “Vietnam Syn-
drome” with a combination of
high-tech weapons and proxy
forces that assure few or no U.S.
casualties. Our “forever war,”
however, clearly revealed a dark
psyche which continues to show
inlawless, imperial behavior. The
darkness that resides deeply in
our cultural soul needs to be
pierced, then healed. Genuine
apologies create a psychological
and emotional basis for repara-
tions and reconciliation. If we are
able to genuinely acknowledge
the harms we have caused, asking
forgiveness while offering appro-
priate reparations that evidence a
profound transformation in our
hearts, then space opens for genu-
ine peace. In so doing our “for-
ever war’ can be an experience
that transforms our dark psyche to
a global spirit committed to jus-
tice, which is the foundation for
enduring peace, as we come to
comprehend that all life is sacred
and interconnected.

Some of us Vietnam veter-
ans have chosen, out of necessity,
to pursue our own healing in this
manner. We anxiously await an
authentic healing and transforma-
tion of our national heart and soul.

S. BrIAN WILLSON WAS AN AIR
Force CAPTAIN IN VIETNAM WHO
LOST HIS LEGS FIGHTING AGAINST
U.S. miLirarism IN THE U.S.

Drive-By
Gun Protest

continued from page 17

The neighborhoods remind
me of my days in Vietnam. You
never know where the shots will
come from. There’s too many guns
flooding the inner city. But I'm
very proud of the kids and the way
they acted, especially with the gun
victim’s family. There was much
love expressed at that moment,
and the family seemed to appreci-
ate the prayers of concern. I can’t
say the same about the gun dealer.

STANLEY CAMPBELL IS THE DIRECTOR
oF RockrForD URBAN MINISTRIES,
THE LEADER OF THE “DRIVE-BY,”
AND A VIETNAM VET.

Wearing Faces

Dave CoNNoOLLY

Stand down on the bunker line,
Weed-rapping about the last operation.

And someone said: Ya memba
That little dude got blown away
In that shitstorm of RPGs?

Then someone cried
And none of us could hold it

For a while afterwards
It seemed easier for us
To act like we were men.

N
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Dave Cline, Greg Payton and Jan Barry accepting the Ackelsberg Peace Award for the

VVAW Clarence Fitch (NY-NJ) chapter. The award was presented by New Jersey Peace

Action at their 43rd Annual Dinner "for courage and determination in the pursuit of
peace and justice for all."

Milwaukee Beer Fest, 2000

Once again John Zutz and the Milwaukee chapter hosted the Milwaukee Blessing
of the Bock Beer Fest. Hard work and beer drinking once again resulted in funds
for VVAW and the My Lai Peace Park in Vietnam,

Bt Fs &
Members of the Milwaukee, Champaign-Urbana and Chicago chapters pause for a minute
in between unloading kegs of beer for the Beer Fest.

Hank Emerle mastering the art of pouring a beer.

T
Buzz Doyle mastering the art of drinking a beer.
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Veterans Support Vieques

continued from page 1

commander’s public demand that
the President order a resumption
of bombing to ensure “national
security.” Our response pointed
out that the Pacific fleet has no
comparable training site, yet no
one claimed a threat to national
security there. The statement con-
cluded: “As the Legion’s national
commander, you should be stand-
ing up for veterans’ rights. The
people of Vieques are fighting
against the same problems that
too many vets face, and they
should be supported in their just
struggle. Instead, you are walking
point for the Pentagon.”

We learned thata PuertoRico
chapter of Veterans For Peace had
been organized, so we contacted
them and proposed sending a vet-
erans’ delegationto Vieques. They
agreed to host our visit. Carlos
Zayas, Luis Mendez, Wanda Co-
lon and others put together the
itinerary, and the trip was on for
March 15-20.

The delegation, mainly from
the New York-New Jersey area,
included Steve Williams from
Black Vets for Social Justice;

Jaime Vazquez, a Vietnam Ma-
rine vet and former Jersey City

councilman; Gideon
Rosenbluth, a WW2 vet and
long-time labor activist; Carlos
Vazquez, a Vietnam-era vet
who is vice-president of his
municipal workers’ union;
Anthony Guarisco, director of
the Alliance of Atomic Veter-
ans (AAV); and myself, a na-
tional coordinator for VVAW
and the delegation leader. Ac-
companying us were photogra-
pher Dan Steiger and filmmaker
John Nastasi.

When we arrived in Puerto
Rico, we spent several days in San
Juan. A press conference about
our visit received extensive me-
diacoverage. We met with anum-
ber of officials from the Popular
Democratic Party including Sila
Calderon, mayor of San Juan and
their candidate for governor. The
mayor of Carolina provided us
with a van for transportation.

On the third day, while wait-
ing for the ferry to Vieques we
were recognized and greeted by
many people. A number of vetson
their way to the San Juan VA
hospital came up to talk to us
about the problems they had with
the VA or to thank us for support-
ing them. We met Carlos Zenon, a

leader of the fishermen, who has
been involved in this fight since
the Seventies, along with his fa-
ther and his sons — three genera-
tions fighting to defend their is-
land.

Uponourarrival on Vieques,
we were met by New York City
Councilman Jose Rivera. We met
many others including Ramon
Rodriguez, a senior citizen who
showed usaNavy documentdated
1943 giving him 48 hours to va-
cate his home when his land was
confiscated. In 1950 he was
drafted and sent to fight in Korea
with the segregated all-Puerto
Rican 65th Infantry Regiment.

We stopped at the home of
Rolando Garcia, a 28-year-old
man who had worked on Camp
Garcia for three weeks, painting
near a depleted uranium dump. A
few months later, his hair began to
fall out until there was no hair left
on hisbody. Medical testsrevealed
that there was uranium in his stool.
Anthony Guarisco told him about
the atomic vets’ experiences with
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Veterans delegation members Steve Williams and Carlos Vasquez hold

inert rounds in the Live Impact Area at Camp Garcia, Vieques. -

toring the number of people in the
camps.

We traveled to most of the
camps and saw the destruction of
the earth. The area looked like a
war zone, with bomb craters ev-
erywhere full of filthy, discolored

Hundreds of people have been
arrested, charged with trespass-
ing and ordered not to return.

The number of arrests will
continue to grow as more and
more people put their bodies on
the line for peace.

the health effects of radiation ex-
posure and promised to ask the
AAV to provide assistance.

We met with leaders of the
Committee for the Rescue and
Development of Vieques, includ-
ing Ismael Guadalupe, Robert
Rabin, Doctors Rivera and Soto
and others. That night we went to
the Peace and Justice Camp at the
gates of Camp Garcia where we
were welcomed at a community
rally and given the honor of chang-
ing the sign recording the number
of days there had been no bomb-
ing. That night the number was
334.

The next morning we took
fishing boats to the camps. Min-
utes after we were ashore, a Navy
helicopter flew over the area, re-
cording our presence and moni-

water. One hill used for napalm
strikes was completely charred.
Unexploded live ordnance lay ev-
erywhere.

Freddie Toledo, who had
been with the 82nd Airborne in
Vietnam, told me that he and sev-
eral others had made it their mis-
sionto mark live bombs and mines
for the protection of others in the
camps. He also proudly showed
us a deuce-and-a-half they had
assembled from four trucks for-
merly used as targets — now the
primary means of transportation
between the camps.

Many people stayed at the
camps for extended periods, and
others came on weekends. At the
Independence Party camp on the
Carribean side of the island, we
sat down with Reuben Berrios,

the party’s candidate for governor
whoresigned his seat in the Puerto
Rican senate to stay in their camp.
When asked why the Navy seemed
so adamant to stay, he said it had
nothing to do with national secu-
rity, but instead imperial arro-
gance.

We stayed that night at Cayo
La Yayi. Hector Oliveri made us
members of the collective, and
Jaime Vazquez presented them
with a small replica of the Statue
of Liberty in the hope that
America’s ideals of liberty and
justice for all would prevail. That
night we went to sleep on the
beach, listening to waves wash up
under the moonlit sky. It was hard
to imagine that such a tropical
paradise was the site of so many
years of naval bombardment and
devastation.

After two days in the camps,
we returned to the main island
where we met with Dr. Jose “Che”
Paralitici, a leader of Todo Puerto
Rico con Vieques; and Don
Ricardo Alegria, director of the
Center for the Advanced Study of
Puerto Rico and the Caribbean,
who at 82 is a legend for his many
years of work to defend and pre-
serve Puerto Rico’s culture and
history. Both encouraged us to
continue our efforts.

Seeing the civil disobedience
camps were the center of the re-
sistance blocking the Navy’s re-
turn, the Justice Department gave
orders to end the occupation after
381 days. On May 4, armed FBI
agents and U.S. marshals con-

continued on next page
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ducted pre-dawn amphibious
raids. Over 200 people were hand-
cuffed, removed and detained but
notcharged with any crime. Coast
Guard ships and helicopters pa-
trolled the surrounding waters
while the camps were destroyed.
A Navy spokesman immediately
announced they would resume
bombing as soon as possible.

The response throughout
Puerto Rico was immediate. There
were massive demonstrations at
Fort Buchanan and other military
bases. Students shut down the
schools. Utility workers went on a
one-day strike and the governor
responded by calling out the Na-
tional Guard. Picket lines went up
in front of government buildings
and workplaces. People were dem-
onstrating everywhere.

Since then, a new civil dis-
obedience campaign has devel-
oped. Every week there are more
arrests as groups slip through the
fences to return to the bombing
ranges. Hundreds of people have
been arrested, charged with tres-
passing and ordered not to return.
The number of arrests will con-
tinue to grow as more and more
people put their bodies on the line
for peace.

Robert F. Kennedy Jr. has
joined in the fight. As an environ-
mental lawyer, he has gone to
Vieques several times to gather
evidence for lawsuits against the
Navy by the Natural Resources
Defense Council. Support has
come from people in Korea,
Okinawa and the Philippines who
are also fighting against Ameri-
can military bases, and from
Tibet’s Dalai Lama.

At a Memorial Day cer-
emony in San Juan, over 250 vet-
erans returned military medals
with a signed statement that said
in part, “We are sending our Na-
tional Defense Medals back to
you, Mister President, com-
mander-in-chief of the armed
forces. From the perspective of
common defense, that medal
doesn’t mean anything to us any-
more. How can we otherwise re-
spond to the absurdity of this
mutual defense agreement when
at this moment of aggression and
belligerence, our ally has become
the hostile aggressor?” The med-
als were delivered to Illinois Con-
gressman Luis Gutierrez, who
agreed to present them to Presi-
dent Clinton.

In New York City, the Na-

Vietnam veteran Ruben Lind reads a statement to President Clinton opposing the U.S. Navy's bombing

on Vieques and announcing the return of military medals at the Monumento De La Recordacion which
bears the names of Puerto Ricans who have died in all U.S. wars since World War L.

tional Puerto Rican Day Parade
was dedicated tonationalist Albizu
Campos and the people of
Vieques. Itbecame a popular dem-
onstration of support for that be-
leaguered island, with a large del-
egation of Viequeses leading,
many pro-Vieques contingents,
and thousands of signs among the
spectators declaring Peace For
Vieques and Navy Out Now. Un-
fortunately, a group of young men
sexually assaulted women in Cen-
tral Park after the parade. These
attacks have become the focus of
most press coverage, obscuring
the pro-Vieques message.
Although the Spanish-speak-

Photo by Eric Toledo.

ing media have provided fairly
consistent coverage, English-lan-
guage reporting has been virtu-
ally non-existent until recently.
Most North Americans still don’t
know the difference between
Vieques and Viagra. The Ameri-
can media’s dismal failure to in-
form the public has left many pro-
gressive people unaware of an
important movement that needs
and deserves their sympathy and
support.

Puerto Rico has been an
American colony since it was
seized during the Spanish-Ameri-
can War of 1898. Puerto Ricans
were granted citizenship in 1917

and have had to fight in all this
country’s wars since then, but in-
stead of the respect and rights that
other Americans expect, they con-
tinue to be treated as second-class
citizens, and their land remains a
military colony. They are taking a
stand against this oppression. We
have aresponsibility to assist their
struggle for justice, dignity and
peace. NAVY OUT OF
VIEQUES!NOMOREBOMBS!

Dave CLINE IS A MEMBER OF THE
CLARENCE FITCH CHAPTER OF
VVAW AND A NATIONAL
COORDINATOR.

Checkout www.viequeslibre.org for more information.

Veterans Support Vieques
PO Box 7053
Jersey City, NJ 07307
(201) 876-0430

VVAW member Carlos Zayas presents a wreath at the Veterans for Peace Memorial Day ceremony in
San Juan. After the wreath was laid and a dove released, veterans sent their medals to Washington, DC
to protest the "re-invasion"” of Puerto Rico on May 4, 2000.

Photo by Eric Toldeo.
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""Regret To Inform"’

continued from page 9

still in Vietnam appear and disap-
pear without the recurrence of their
names. While it seems natural that
as a visual artist Sonneborn would
rely on images to convey her mes-
sage, the result of her choice is a
collage of nameless faces and no
genuine expression of the many
layers of conflict that were brought
to the surface of our societies by
war. This keeps us at a comfort-
able distance from both American
militarism and the divisive nature
of Vietnamese nationalism.
Sonneborn also gives the

impression that she never experi-
enced the painful, awkward con-
versations that many of us have
seen and experienced as we con-
tinue to interact with the Viet-
namese population. Friends in
Hanoi gave me no such room for
avoidance; why does Sonneborn
give it to us? Was she never
scorned by the southern Vietnam-
ese for her liberal stance? Never
rejected? Did she never receive e-
mail like this from a Vietnamese
Journalist who complained: “I'm
sick of Americans returning here

with their ‘war sickness’ and I'm
supposed to make them feel bet-
ter.” War reconciliation is all of
these ugly and awkward conver-
sations.

“Regretto Inform”is atouch-
ing film in many ways, but we
must not allow its merits to shore
up what is clearly American com-
placency on notions of reconcilia-
tion. In short, the movie is good
but it is not the vehicle for educa-
tion and dialogue PBS hopes.
We’velooked at Vietnam for years
and years as our own private war
zone, but we're still not listening.
Despite the personal testimony,
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we see the war as an uncontrolled
poison when it was no such thing.
The war destroyed hundreds of
thousands of lives with grotesque
violence. We have to say that this
was done in OUR name and ex-
press not bewilderment and grief,
but dissent.

€D

EDITH SHILLUE TEACHES ENGLISH
AT THE UNIVERSITY OF
MASSACHUSETTS/BOSTON. SHE IS
THE AUTHOR OF EARTH AND
WATER: ENCOUNTERS IN VIET
NAM (UNIVERSITY OF
MASSACHUSETTS PRESS).

-

Gloria Green-McKay, Jackson State graduate and sister of the late James Green - killed at

Jackson State, May 14, 1970. Speaking at rally at Kent State, May 4, 2000.

Peace with Justice,
Don Bristow-Carrico

Letter to VVAW

You may be interested to know that Gary Jarvis has written the history
of the 1st Btln 27th Marines. It is called Youngblood, The History of 1/27th
Marines. Gary Jarvis can be reached at GEJARVIS @ AOL.com.

I would like to thank you for printing my article that you ran in The
Veteran last year on my experience in the Statue of Liberty called “Three
Days With a Lady.” I am curious if you heard from any of the brothers that
were part of that protest? I would love to hear from them.

B Co. 1st Bn. 27th Marines, VN 68, 1st MarDiv 68-69
PO Box 2099, York Beach ME 03910

Carrier “On the Line”

continued from page 24

quarters...” On one occasion GQ
is called because our E2A
Hawkeye “spy in the sky” detects
five MIGs on a direct approach
from Hainan, at about 60,000 feet.
Like previous MIG probes, how-
ever, this attack is understood only
by “those personnel concerned”
which include some airedale fire
controlmen.

There is still a “barrier” of
two Phantom IIs at 20,000 feet
above our ship, and a third inter-
ceptor sitting armed and fueled on
the catapult, the “cat bird,” ready
to launch in a last-ditch emer-
gency. The very few Marine Corps

interceptors still operational for
fire control at the airbases at Da
Nang and Chu Lai take off to help
us but they are far away, in a fight
that is happening within seconds
and at speeds around Mach 2. We
launch the cat bird, but it has a
long way to climb. Our lead
fighter, at 40,000 feet, launches
two Sparrow radar-guided mis-
siles in a head-on “snap-up” at-
tack, but both missiles are sent
astray by enemy electronic coun-
termeasures. The second of our
two fighters turns out to have a
semi-qualified civilian tech-rep
joy-riding in the radar intercept

officer’s back seat, and the pilot
decides to turn tail and run. Four of
the attacking MIGs break away as
well, possibly upon detecting the
Marine reinforcement coming up
from the south. The remaining
MIG decides, however, to con-
tinue the attack. In the last sec-
onds, the cat bird comes up behind
himand fires Sidewinder heat seek-
ers. The enemy pilot ejects sec-
onds before his MIG is destroyed.

The cat bird comes scream-
ing in almost at wavetop level and
shoots suddenly up into the sky
doing victory rolls. There are, how-
ever, civilian war correspondents
aboard who wantto know just why
he is doing this. The pilot gets a
severe reprimand when he lands

instead of an award, and is as-
sured that his victory did not hap-
pen.

In the dawn following this
three day round-the-clock effort I
am way beyond exhaustion. It is
a very rough sea, there are no
aircraft on the flight deck, and
alone on the catwalk I look up
over my shoulder to see our little
underway United States flag high
on amast above the “island.” It is
sooty, torn, and fluttering with
incredible speed against the scud-
ding, roiling, storm clouds.

SFC James May, FormerLY AQF 3
James May
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. Vietnam Veterans Against the War, Inc..
VVAW Membership
PO Box 2065, Station A

Champaign, IL 61825-2065
Membership Application

MACY Insignia

US Military Assistance Command (MACV) [official design by the
institute of Heraldry, US Army]. Under this insignia 60,000 Americans
and 3 million Vietnamese died.

Yellow and red are the Vietnam colors. The red
ground alludes to the infiltration and aggression
from beyond the embattled yellow "wall" (i.e.
The Great Wall of China). The opening in the
wall through which this infiltration and aggres-

Name sion flow is blocked by the white sword repre-
Address senting United States military aid and support.
City State Zip The wall is arched and the sword pointed upward
Phone in reference to the offensive action pushing the

aggression back.
It was first issued to the 12,000 "advisors" in Vietnam in March of 1963.

E-mail address

Dates of Service (if applicable)

Branch
Unit
Overseas Duty

Dates

Military Occupation
Rank
[:] Yes, add me to the VVAW e-mail list

Insignia of
Vietnam Veterans)|
Against the War

We took the MACV patch as our own,

Membership in VVAW is open to all people who want to build a
veterans' movement that fights for peace and justice. Most of our
members are veterans of the Vietnam era, but we welcome veterans of

all eras, as well as family members and friends to our ranks. The annual

membership fee is $20.00 (not required of homeless, unemployed or
incarcerated vets).

VVAW is a democratic organization. Chapters decide on local pro-
grams and projects under the general guidelines of the national program.
Chapters elect local leadership and representatives to annual national
meetings where major organizational decisions are made and national
coordinators elected. These coordinators are responsible for the day to
day organizational leadership of VVAW and issuing national publica-
tions.

Signature

Date

(Make checks payable to VVAW. Contributions are tax-deductible.)
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replacing the sword with the upside-down rifle
with helmet, the international symbol of soldiers killed in action.
This was done to expose the lies and hypocrisy of US aggression in
Vietnam as well as its cost in human lives. As with all the
propaganda put out by the government to justify US intervention in
Indochina, the MACV insignia also put forward lies. The US
military was not protecting the Vietnamese from invasion from the
People's Republic of China, but was instead trying to "save" Viet-
nam from itself.

Our insignia has come to represent veterans fighting against
new "adventures" like the Vietnam War, while at the same time
fighting for a decent way of life for veterans and their families.

Our insignia is 30 years old. It belongs to VVAW and no
other organization or group may use it for any reason without
permission. '

Beware of VVAW Al

This notice is to alert you to a handful of individuals calling
themselves “Vietnam Veterans Against the War Anti-Imperialist.”
Though few in number, they are highly mobile and may show up at
meetings or demonstrations representing themselves as VVAW.,

“VVAW AI” is not a faction, caucus or part of VVAW, Inc.
They are not affiliated with us in any way. “VVAW AI” is actually
the creation of an obscure ultra-left sect known as the Revolutionary

Communist Party and is designed to pimp off VVAW’s long history
of struggle. Their objective is to create confusion and deception in
order to promote themselves.

We urge all people and organizations to beware of this bogus
outfit. Don’t be fooled. They are not what they claim. Forewarned
is forearmed!

Vietnam Veterans Against the War, Inc.

For more information and to make donations:

 773-327-5756

b

* VVAW, PO Box 408594, Chicago , IL 60640

e vvaw @prairienet.org

* http://www.prairienet.org/vvaw/
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Fromthe sea, other ships like
ours look like high, flat black is-
lands. Our ship cruises above and
below Vietnam’s Demilitarized
Zone, ironically perhaps the most
heavily-militarized zone in his-
tory. Every night, those of us on
the flight deck can see strings of
bright flares in the sky, drifting
slowly down over Vietnam to
illuminate targets. The ord-
nance we bring flows through
our great ship like blood. It is
pumped into the ship from out
of the night in underway re-
plenishment operations, in
swinging cargo nets and on
forklift pallets. Like steel cor-
puscles, a stream of bombs and
explosives courses through our
ship night and day, rolled on
low-slung, yellow carts. Olive
green two-fifties and five-hun-
dred pounders, and rusted,
squat, round thousand-pound-
ers, are trundled along passage-
ways to bomb assembly areas

on the mess deck, where we
dine to the rrrrrrap-rrrap of air

toolsmannedby ceaselessly work-
ing sailors and marines.
Ordnancemen in blood-red shirts
manhandle the load up and into
place on white pylons under wings.
A constant stream of “birds”
screams on the flight deck, vibrat-
ing the ribs in one’s body. They
lift the iron in spurt after spurt up
off the catapults, to spatter it on
sunny fields or rainy hills and at
the vaguely dreadful nightly
strings of falling flares. All tospill
the blood of unknown Vietnam-
ese.

Many of the air wing or
“airedale” sailors slave away for
this great destruction machine
whenever there are flight opera-
tions, nineteen to twenty hours a
day. On the line, those of us with-
out much rank also work every
fourth day around the clock, on
“working parties” slinging the
endless ordnance, heavy bomb
straps round our necks like horse
harness. On the line it is mission
first and safety second; the work
1s dangerous, the more so when
one is exhausted, and one is al-
ways exhausted. To survive one
must stay hyperalert and cultivate
a certain level of fear. On the line
there is always that “acceptable”
level of casualties, dismissed by
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Carrier ““On the Line”’

JAMES May

those who are not themselves sub-
jecttothislifestyle as “accidents.”
Our first merely loses a leg below
the knee. Another man is sucked
into the prop of a Skyraider,
flipped into the air, and lands ten
meters away. He loses one shoul-
der and all of his face but for one
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eye. “Corpsman on the flight
deck!” again.

Twice I watch other ships
like ours, other flat black islands,
seem to explode. The flight deck
of a carrier at war is wall to wall
with fused ordnance, cluster
bombs, rockets, napalm, tanks of
jet fuel and aviation gas, and lig-
uid oxygen. Twice I see all of it
explode in a hellish chain reac-
tion, throwing up a great, greasy
black column of smoke like a vol-
cano, a long black streak across
the sky. Our captain brings us
close beside these sister ships, why
I do not know, as we can only
watch helplessly as our tiny
brother sailors dance and burn
among the continuing detonations.
Twice. The Forrestal and the
Saratoga. There is no effort to
save those who leap into the sea.

Ourshipreturns to Subic base
in the Philippines every six to
eight weeks for repairs and resup-
ply, and the crew goes “liberty”
for a few hours. Outside the gate
(and across “Shit River”), Subic
becomes Olongapo town, where
we are restricted to one long street
lined mainly by bar/whorehouses
run by ruthless gangs, the middle
class. A ten year old boy was shot
dead with a .45 in this muddy
street for pickpocketing forty

bucks in Military Payment Cer-
tificates. Another shooting, by a
sailor so young his helmet made
him look like a mushroom, was of
a very old man who charged our
aircraft carrier clutching a poorly-
crafted satchel charge. What was
there in his life that would make a

very old man do this?

On liberty in Manila, I acci-
dentally direct my taxi into a sub-
urb where asea of little doghouses
made of trash stretches — as it
does still — all the way to the
horizonin all directions. Crooked,
flyblown paths glisten gray with
sewage. The driver and I have to
keep the children at bay by lean-
ing out the doors and thwacking
them with broomsticks, as some
try to thrust a nail or a shard ot
glass under a tire of the moving
car, in the hope of getting a small
tip for fixing a flat. A small boy
wearing only the ragged last ves-
tige of a T shirt stares up at me
through the flies. A shipmate in-
forms me that at the posh hotel
downtown, where the whores are
beautiful and officers enjoy por-
terhouse steaks and Mateus wine,
the chief pimp drives a white
Lamborghini.

Back at the pier there is a
huge steel cage into which some
gentlemen returning from liberty
are violently pitched, some cov-
ered in blood and vomit and roar-
ing unintelligibly. In Japan some
sailors set a row of folding chairs
on one of the elevators overlook-
ing a similar cage, to laugh at the
staggering drunks. Japanese
dockworkers began to laugh con-
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temptuously at the spectators, and
our officers furiously ordered the
chairs taken away.

Back on the line, after many
months of go-for-broke ground-
support missions, many of our
Phantom II fighter interceptors no
longer have operational missile
control systems. Maintenance
cannot keep up. Curiously, I
find that maintenance of the
PhantomII’s fire control com-
puter is utterly dependent
upon the availability of a tiny
number 4 Bristol wrench, the
size of asewing needle. Icarry
our only remaining one stuck
in the business card of aHong
Kong gangster named Lee
Fat. All efforts fail to procure
another, either through sup-
ply, or from friends in low
places at the Phantom II
squadrons at Da Nang. My
girlfriend in Arkansas gets
her father to drive seventy
miles to purchase another, and
sends it in a letter. It seems
incredible that effective fighter
air cover for our whole sector
should depend upon that letter.

Atone pointour losses are so
great that we take the test bench
that we use to repair all others and
put it into an aircraft and mail it
into the sky. Now our ship has no
fire control maintenance capabil-
ity left at all for the fighter inter-
ceptors — the most desperate situ-
ation possible. A sailor from New
York and myself, working round-
the-clock for three days, manage
to cobble together another test
bench for the Phantom II comput-
ers by modifying an antique fire
control system (from a Korean
Warera Demon) that we find long
abandonded in a cabinet. We use
handfuls of variable components
and test and modify, over and
over, until we get a functioning
Jury rig. Here we are working
with 500 volts instead of the usual
40, and I come literally within a
hair’s breadth of getting killed,
“by accident.”

On the line increasingly of-
ten all five thousand crew mem-
bers race to battle stations when
the bosun’s pipe shrills attention
to “general quarters, general

continued on page 22



