If we love War how can we make Peace?

#1°
l

I+

L

n !+

%ll



! I+ !

## ! !
o "
I ! "
# o1 2 ) !
#
% +
ot !
! oo 1+
o
. : .
1 " _ 1
1 }
# 2 1 g
i
COET A !
! g
% +
O 1 30 !
! #

# 130 -

b

b

3 4



n _ ! n ! mn 6 n
37 ! " " [
! mn # l n l
n !
n #
8 o " ! hooo+ "
n m '
% n n
l mn 9 :
h 95 + #
*n * ] * ] — / +
* <
= ) " Beyond Vietnam: A Time to
Break Silence. % !
) >

Somehow this madness must cease. We must stop now. I speak
as a child of God and brother to the suffering poor of Vietnam. |
speak for those whose land is being laid waste, whose homes are
being destroyed, whose culture is being subverted. I speak for the
poor of America who are paying the double price of smashed hopes
at home and death and corruption in Vietnam. I speak as a citizen

of the world, for the world as it stands aghast at the path we have



taken. I speak as an American to the leaders of my own nation. The
great initiative in this war is ours. The initiative to stop it must be
ours. This is the message of the great Buddhist leaders of Vietnam.

Recently one of them wrote these words:

"Each day the war goes on the hatred increases in the heart of
the Vietnamese and in the hearts of those of humanitarian instinct.
The Americans are forcing even their friends into becoming their
enemies. It is curious that the Americans, who calculate so
carefully on the possibilities of military victory, do not realize that
in the process they are incurring deep psychological and political
defeat. The image of America will never again be the image of
revolution, freedom and democracy, but the image of violence and

militarism."
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1 o 6a world-wide fellowship that lifts
neighborly concern beyond one's tribe, race, class and nation. 4
L that force which all of the great religions have
seen as the supreme unifying principle of life. Love is somehow the
key that unlocks the door which leads to ultimate reality. 4 # +
this Hindu-Moslem-Christian-Jewish-Buddhist belief about

ultimate reality.
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Patton sums up what this book is about. The general walks the field
after a battle. The earth is churned up, tanks burned and dead men
are everywhere. Patton takes up a dying officer, kisses him, surveys
the havoc and says: I love it. God help me I love it so. I love it

more than my own life. . + # #

We can never prevent war or speak sensible of peace and
disarmament unless we enter this love of war. We cannot

comprehend its pull. We must understand the madness of this love.
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Mine eyes have seen the glory of the coming of the Lord: He is
trampling out the vintage where the grapes of wrath are stored; He

hath loosed the fateful lightning of His terrible swift sword.



His truth is marching on. I have seen Him in the watch-fires of a
hundred circling camps, They have builded Him an altar in the
evening dews and damps; I can read His righteous sentence by the
dim and flaring lamps: His day is marching on. I have read a fiery

gospel writ in burnished rows of steel...

If the biblical God is a war God then war represents the

ultimate truth of the cosmos. AM™ B2 h # C)
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1 talk to a lot of the guys, and it's hard for us to adapt. The noises
scare us. The nightmares we have problems with. We have anger
issues. For me, it's hard to hold a job. It's hard on your family. My
dad says he can look into a GI's eyes, and he can tell who's been

over there." ) ! ! # # 8
O 8 I "DF I >)

As I sit here listening to the rain my mind wanders back to the
jungle and Southeast Asia, Cambodia, Laos and Vietnam and the
rains that came to that place. I was younger then and stronger.

I was Airborne, Ranger, Special Forces, and a member of the
Special Operation Group Command. I became a killer of my fellow
man. I am older now and regret this at times and then I think of the
wall and my dead friends that were so young and I grow cold again

... evil ... just for a moment, and then it all goes as it has now.



I remember the rain that refreshes the earth and sounds so
peaceful. [ remember how the blood would run from the blade in
the rain forming little rivers, as I would clean it.

I remember the rain and the blood that left its stain on my soul
and mind. I remember withdrawing into the night as silent as the
mist in the jungle returning to meet with the members of the team,
the quite sure hands as we loaded our gear to leave this place, the
looks that passed between us the member of the un-people, the grim
faces that looked out from under the bush hats or berets, the silence
as we walked, the plants that would brush us as we passed, the way
the rain splattered on our hats and shoulders, the coldness of it, the
shivers that would come as your heartbeat slowed and your breath
came easy, we had killed again and had lived again. With each
step we took back towards the border, maybe we walked away from
some special part of our selves, some part that died there with all
this, some part that awaits for our return.

1 sometimes feel that part calling me back, back to the rain and
the blood, sometimes that part of me returns in the rain, in the dark

to shake my memory.
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Dear Mr. President,
Your decision to increase the US military forces in Iraq by

21,500 additional troops stunningly disregards the wishes of the



American people, the advice of the Joint Chiefs of Staff, and the
recommendations of the Iraq Study Group...

Your policies have betrayed the trust of thousands of
patriotic Americans who volunteered in good faith to serve our
country. Four years of a failed war has robbed us of beloved
brothers, wives, sons, and daughters. And yet you ask us to order
our troops to endure more bloodshed and to inflict more harm on a
broken country. My son served honorably as a soldier in
Afghanistan during the early stages of that war, and so I know how
much courage and dedication our troops embody.

If we ask them to risk death daily, we had better have a just and
sound reason for that request. Their willingness to lay down their
lives is a sacred trust. I implore you not to betray that trust any
further.

Yes, Mr. President, we do need a change of policy in Iraq. But
do we need to escalate our troop levels? The Iraq Study Group
says No. Do we need to put more troops in harm's way? Three out
of four of Americans say No. Do we need to spend more, fight
harder, sacrifice more American lives, and kill more Iraqi citizens
in order to secure peace in their country and in our own? People
of conscience the world over say No!

I cannot lend my support as more brave and loyal Americans

are sent down a failed path with failed tactics.



As you risk the lives of our men and women in uniform on a
mission that is completely contrary to the will of the American
people, it is our democratic duty to make our voices heard. It is

time to say NO!
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