[P

As a public senrvice,
THE LAUCKS FOUNDATION

from time to time calls attention o published material
that might contribute towand clarigication or understand-
ing of 4ssues affecting wornkd peace. The acco ying
neprints constitute Reprint Mailing No. 67.

(Mns.) Eulah C. Laucks \ Presdident
Post Ofgdice Box 5012
Decembenr 14, 1984 Santa Barbara, Ca. 93150-5012

The 6ouomng 48 quoted grom "Overnture" grom The Haunted
Fifties by 1.F. Stone (Random House, 1963) p. 3

"This is a breed which has changed little in thousands of
years. The cave dweller who wielded a stone club and the man
who will soon wield an interstellar missile are terribly alike.
Earth's creatures feed upon each other, but this is the only one
which kills on a large scale, for pleasure, adventure and even—
so perverse is the species—for supposed reasons of morality.

"Should you start a secret mission of inquiry, you will find
that the sacred books on which the young of the various tribes
have been brought up for thousands of years giorify bloodshed.
Whether one looks in Homer, or the Sagas, or the Bible, or the
Koran, the hero is a warrior. Someone is always kllllng someone
else for what is called the greater glory of God.'!
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‘Men

LoveWar

- byWilliam BroylesJr.

1 last saw Hiers in a rice paddy
in Vietnam. He was nineteen
then—my wonderfully skilled
and maddeningly insubordinate
radio operator. For months we
were seldom more than three
feet apart. Then one day he
went home; and fifteen years
passed before we met by
accident last winter at the
Vietnam Veterans Memorial in
Washington. A few months later
[ visited Hiers and his wife,
Susan, in Vermont, where they
run a bed-and-breakfast place.
The first morning we were

up at dawn trying to save

five newborn rabbits. Hiers
built a nest of rabbit fur and
straw in his barn and
positioned a lamp to provide
warmth. against the bitter coid.

*“What people can’t understand,”
Hiers said, gently picking up
each tiny rabbit and placing it
in the nest, “is how much fun
Vietnam was. [ loved it. I loved
it, and I can't tell anybody.”

“Hiers loved war. And as | drove

back from Vermont in a blizzard,
my children asleep in the back
of the car, [ had to admit that for
all these years I aiso had loved
it, and more than [ knew. | hated
war, too. Ask me, ask any

man who has been to war about
his experience, and chances are
we'll say we don't want to

talk about it—implying that

we hated it so much, it was so
terrible, that we would rather
leave it buried. And it is no
mystery why men hate war. War

William Broyles Jr. is the
Jounding editor of Texas Monthly
and a past edstor of Newsweek.

is ugly, horrible, evil, and it is
reasonable for men to hate
all that. But I believe that most
men who have been to war
would have to admit, if they are
hone'st, that somewhere inside
themselves they loved it too,
loved it as much as anything that
has happened to them before or
since. And how do you explain
that to your wife, your children,
your parents, or your friends?
That’s why men in their
sixties and seventies sit in their
dens and recreation rooms
around America and know that
nothing in their life will equal the
day they parachuted into St.
L6 or charged the bunker on
Okinawa. That’s why veterans’
reunions are invariably filled
with boozy awkwardness, forced
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camaraderie ending in sadness and tears:
you are together again, these are the men
who were your brothers, but it's not the

. same, can never be the same. That's why

when we returned from Vietnam we
moped around, listless, not interested in
anything or anyone. Something had gone
out of our lives forever, and our behavior
on returning was inexplicable except as the
behavior of men who had lost a great—
perhaps the great—love of their lives, and
had no way to tell anyone about it.

In part we couldn’t describe our feelings
because the language failed us: the civil-
ian-issue adjectives and nouns, verbs and
adverbs, seemed made for a different uni-
verse. There were no metaphors that con-
nected the war to everyday life. But we
were also mute, [ suspect, out of shame.
Nothing in the way we are raised admits
the possibility of loving war. It is at best a
necessary evil, a patriotic duty to be dis-
charged and. then put behind us. To love
war is to mock the very values we sup-
posedly fight for. It is to be insensitive,
reactionary, a brute.

But it may be more dangerous, both for
men and nations, to suppress the reasons
men love war than to admit them. In Apoc-
alypse Now Robert Duvall, playing a bri-
gade commander, surveys a particularly
horrific combat scene and says, with great
sadness, “You know, someday this war’s
gonna be over.” He is clearly meant to be a
psychopath, decorating enemy bodies
with playing cards, riding to war with
Wagner blaring. We laugh at him—Hey!
nobody’s like that! And last year in Gre-
nada American boys charged into battle
playing Wagner, a new generation aping
the mowvies of Vietnam the way we aped
the movies of World War II, learning noth-
ing, remembering nothing.

Alfred Kazin wrote that war is the en-
during condition of twentieth-century
man. He was only partly right War is the
enduring condition of man, period. Men
have gone to war over everything from
Helen of Troy to Jenkins's ear. Two million
Frenchmen and Englishmen died in muddy
trenches in World War I because a student
shot an archduke. The truth is, the rea-
sons don't matter. There is a reason for
every war and a war for every reason.

For centuries men have hoped that with
history would come progress, and with
progress, peace. But progress has simply
given man the means to make war even
more horrible; no wars in our savage past
can begin to match the brutality of the wars
spawned in this century, in the beautifully
ordered, civilized landscape of Europe,
where everyone is literate and classical
music plays in every village café. War is
not an aberration; it is part of the family,

locked in the basement.
Consider my own example. I am not a
violent person. I have not been in a fight

since grade school. Aside from being a

the crazy uncle we try—in vain—to keep

fairly happy-go-lucky carnivore, I have no
lust for blood, nor do I enjoy killing ani-
mals, fish, or even insects. My days are
passedinreasonable contentment, filled with
the details of work and everyday life. Iamalso
a father now, and a man who has helped
create life is war’s natural enemy. I have
seen what war does to children, makes
them killers or victims, robs them of their
parents, their homes, and their inno-
cence—steals their childhood and leaves
them marked in body, mind, and spirit.

1 spent most of my combat tour in Viet-
nam trudging through its jungles and rice
paddies without incident, but I have seen
enough of war to know that I never want to
fight again, and that | would do everything
in my power to keep my son from fighting.
Then why, at the oddest times—when |

WAR IS THE
ENDURING
CONDITION OF
MAN. IT IS PART OF
THE FAMILY, THE
CRAZY UNCLE
WE TRY—IN
VAIN-TO KEEP
LOCKED IN
THE BASEMENT.

am in a meeting or running errands, or on
beautiful summer evenings, with the light
fading and children playing around me—do
my thoughts turn back fifteen years to a
war [ didn’t believe in and never wanted to
fight? Why do I miss it?

| miss it because [ loved it, loved it in
strange and troubling ways. When [ talk
about loving war I don’t mean the romantic
notion of war that once mesmerized gener-
ations raised on Walter Scott. What little
was left of that was ground into the mud at
Verdun and Passchendaele; honor and glo-
ry do not survive the machine gun. Andit’s
not the mindless bliss of martyrdom that
sends Iranian teenagers armed with sticks
against Iraqi tanks. Nor do I mean the sort
of hysteria that can grip a whole country,
the way during the Falklands war the En-
glish press inflamed the lust that lurks be-
neath the cool exterior of Britain. That is
vicarious war, the thrill of participation
without risk, the lust of the audience for
blood. It is easily fanned, that lust; even

the invasion of a tiny isiand like Grenada
can doit. Like all lust, for as long as it lasts
it dominates everything else; a nation’s
other problems are seared away, a phe-
nomenon exploited by kings, dictators,
and presidents since civilization began.

And [ don't mean war as an addiction,
the constant rush that war junkies get, the
crazies mailing ears home to their
girlfriends, the zoomies who couldn’t get
an erection unless they were cutting in the
afterburners on their F-4s. And, finally,
I'm not talking about how some men my
age feel today, men who didn't go to war
but now have a sort of nostalgic longing for
something they missed, some classic maie
experience, the way some women who
didn't have children worry they missed
something basic about being a woman,
something they didn’t value when they
could have done it. _

I'm talking about why thoughtful, loving
men can love war even while knowing and
hating it. Like any love, the love of war is
built on a complex of often contradictory
reasons. Some of them are fairly painless
to discuss; others go almost too deep, stir
the caldron too much. I'll give the more
respectable reasons first.

Part of the love of war stems from its
being an experience of great intensity; its
lure 1s the fundamental human passion to
witness, to see things, what the Bible calls
the lust of the eye and the Marines in
Vietnam called eye fucking. War stops
time, intensifies experience to the point of
aterrible ecstasy. It is the dark opposite of
that moment of passion caught in “Ode on a
Grecian Urn”: “For ever warm and still to
be enjoy’d/ For ever panting, and for ever
young.” War offers endless exotic experi-
ences, enough “I couldn’t fucking believe
it!"’s to last a lifetime. »

Most people fear freedom; war removes
that fear. And like a stern father, it pro-
vides with its order and discipline both
security and an irresistible urge to rebel
against it, a constant yearning to fiy over
the cuckoo’s nest. The midnight requisi-
tion is an honored example. I remember
one elaborately planned and meticulously
executed raid on our principal enemy—
the U.S. Army, not the North Vietnam-
ese—to get lightweight blankets and
cleaning fluid for our rifles, repeated later
in my tour, as a mark of my changed
status, to obtain a refrigerator and an air-
conditioner for our office. To escape the
Viethamese police we tied sheets together
and let ourselves down from the top floor of
whorehouses, and on one memorable oc-
casion a friend who is now a respectable
member of our diplomatic corps hid him-
self inside a rolled-up Oriental rug while
the rest of us careered off in the truck,
leaving him to make his way back stark
naked to our base six miles away. War,
since it steals our youth, offers a sanction
to play boys’ games.

War replaces the difficult gray areas of
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daxly life with an. eerie, serene clarity. In
war you usually know who is your enemy
and who is your friend, and are given means
. of dealing with both. (That was, incidentally,
- one of the great problems with Vietnam: it
was hard to tell friend from foe—it was too
much like ordinary life.)
. Waris an escape from the everyday into

a special world where the bonds that hold !
. us to our duties in daily life—the bonds of

- family, community, work—disappear. In
" war, all bets are off. It's the frontier
. beyond the last settlement, it's Las Vegas.
- The men who do well in peace do not
- necessarily do well at war, while those
who were misfits and failures may find
- themselves touched with fire. U. S. Grant,
. selling firewood on the streets of St. Louis
and then four years later commanding the
. Union armies, is the best example, al-
: though I knew many Marines who were
. great warriors but whose ability to adapt to
. civilian life was minimal.

I remember Kirby, a skinny kid with

. JUST YOU AND ME LORD.tattooed on his !

shoulder. Kirby had extended his tour in

Vietnam twice. He had long since ended

his attachment to any known organization

. and lived alone out in the most dangerous :
" areas, where he wandered about night and
day, dressed only in his battered fatigue .
trousers with a .45 automatic tucked into °

- OF SOMETHING, AS

the waistband, his skinny shoulders and
arms as dark as a Montagnard’s.

One day while out on patrol we found l

* him on the floor of a hut, being tended by
a girl in black pajamas, a bullet wound in
* his arm.

. He asked me for a cigarette, then eyed '

me, deciding if I was worth telling his story :
_ to. “I stopped in for a mango, broad day- -
light, and there bigger'n hell were three |

- NVA officers, real pretty tan uniforms.
- They got this map spread out on a table,
. just eyeballin’ it, makin’ themselves right

" at home. They looked at me. I looked at °
" them. Then they went for their nine milli- :
. Rumor of War, “unlike marriage, a bond
*“Yeah?”1 answered. “So what happened?” -
“] wasted 'em,” he said, then puffed on
* than death,” Despite its extreme right-
. wing image, war is the only utopian ex-
“How are you ever going to go back to .

- meters and | went for my .45.”

his cigarette. Just another day at work, kili-
ing three men on the way to eat a mango.

- the world?” | asked him. (He didn't. A few

months later a ten-year-old Vietcong girl
. blew him up with a command-detonated :

booby trap.)

War is a brutal, deadly game, but a .
. game, the best there is. And men love |
games. You can come back from war

broken in mind or body, or not come back !

at all. But if you come back whole you bring
- with you the knowledge that you have

. explored regions of your soul that in

. most men will always remain uncharted.
" Nothing I had ever studied was as com-
plex or as creative as the small-unit tactics
' of Vietnam. No sport I had ever played
. brought me to such deep awareness of :
my physical and emotional limits.

|
i
|
|
|
!
i

One night not long after I had arrived in
Vietnam, one of my platoon’s observation
posts heard enemy movement. I imme-
diately lost all saliva in my mouth. I could
not talk; not a sound would pass my lips.
My brain erased as if the plug had been
pulled—1I felt only a dull hum throughout
my body, a low-grade current coursing
through me like electricity through a
power line. After a minute I could at least

grunt, which I did as Hiers gave orders to !
the squad leaders, called in artillery and air |

support, and threw back the probe. I was
terrified, I was ashamed, and couldnt
wait for it to happen again.

The enduring emotion of war, when every-
thing else has faded, is comradeship. A
comrade in war is 2 man you can trust with

THE ONLY MEN
WHO KEPT THEIR
HEADS FELT
CONNECTED TO
OTHER MEN,A PART

IF COMRADESHIP
WERE SOME
COLLECTIVE
LIFE-FORCE.

anything, because you trust him with your
life. “It is,” Philip Caputo wrote in A

that cannot be broken by a word, by
boredom or divorce, or by anything other

perience most of us ever have. Individual
possessions and advantage count for noth-
mng; the group is everything. What you have
is shared with your friends. It isn’t a par-
ticularly selective process, but a love that
needs no reasons, that transcends race
and personality and education—all those
things that would make a difference in
peace. It is, simply, brotherly love.

What made this love so intense was that
it had no limits, not even death. John
Wheeler, in Touched with Fire, quotes the
Congressional Medal of Honor citation of
Hector Santiago-Colon: “Due to the heavy
volume of enemy fire and exploding gre-
nades around them, a North Vietnamese
soldier was able to crawl, undetected, to

. their position. Suddenly, the enerny sol-

dier lobbed a hand grenade into Sp4c. San-
tiago-Colon’s foxhole. Realizing that there
was no time to throw the grenade out of his |
position, Sp4c. Santiago-Colon retrieved :

i the grenade, tucked it into his stomach,

and, turning away from his comrades, ab- .
sorbed the full impact of the blast.” This is
classic heroism, the final evidence of how .
much comrades can depend on each other.
What went through Santiago-Colon’s mind .
for that split second when he could just as !
easily have dived to safety? It had to be .
this: my comrades are more important to |
me than my most valuable possession— |
my own life. l
Isolation is the greatest fear in war. The
military historian S.L.A. Marshall con- |
ducted intensive studies of combat inci- i
dents during World War II and Korea and '
discovered that at most, only 25 percent of |
the men who were under fire actually fired |
their own weapons. The rest cowered be-
hind cover, terrified and helpless—all sys- .
tems off. Invariably, those men had felt |
alone, and to feel alone in combat is to |
cease to function; it is the terrifying pre- :
lude to the final loneliness of death. The
only men who kept their heads felt con-
nected to other men, a part of something,
as if comradeship were some sort of collec- :
tive life-force, the power to face death and :
stay conscious. But when those men came
home from war, that fear ofisolation stayed :
with many of them, a tiny mustard seed !
fallen on fertile soil
When | came back from Vietnam I tried
to keep up with my buddies. We wrote
letters, made plans to meet, but some- :
thing always came up and we never :
seemed to get together. For a few years
we exchanged Christmas cards, then noth- -
ing. The special world that had sustained '
our intense comradeship was gone. Every- -
day life—our work, family, friends, re-
ciaimed us, and we grew up. }
But there was something not right about
that. In Vietnam [ had been closer to :
Hiers, for exampie, than to anyone before '~
or since. We were connected by the radio;
our lives depended on it, and on each :
other. We ate, slept, laughed, and were
terrified together. When | first arrived in
Vietnam I tried to get Hiers to salute me,
but he simply wouldn't do it, mustering at
most a “Howdy, Lieutenant, how's it hang-
ing?” as we passed. For every time that he
didn't salute I told him he would have to fill
a hundred sandbags. .
We'd reached several thousand sand-
bags when Hiers took me aside and said, :
“Look. Lieutenant, I'll be happy to salute
you, really. But if I get in the habit back .
here in the rear | may salute you when -
we're out in the bush. And those gooks are
just waiting for us to salute, tell 'em who
the lieutenant is. You'd be the first one
blown away.” We forgot the sandbags— -
and the salutes. Months later, when Hiers
left the piatoon to go home, he turned to
me as | stood on our hilltop position, and
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; gave me the smartest salute I'd ever seen.

[ shot him the finger, and that was the last [

saw of him for fifteen years. When we met
by accident at the Vietham memorial it was
like a sign; enough time had passed—we
were old enough to say goodbye to who
we had been and become friends as who
we had become.

For us and for thousands of veterans
the memorial was special ground. War is
theater, and Vietnam had been fought
without a third act. It was a set that hadn't
been struck; its characters were lost

there, with no way to get off and no more |-

lines to say. And so when we came to the
Vietnam memorial in Washington we wrote
our own endings as we stared at the names
on the wall, reached out and touched
them, washed them with our tears, said
goodbye. We are older now, some of us

grandfathers, some quite successful, but.

the memorial touched some part of us that
is still out there, under fire, alone. When
we came to that wall and met the memo-
ries of our buddies and gave them their
due, pulled them up from their buried
places and laid our love to rest, we were
home at last. ,

For all these reasons, men love war. But
these are the easy reasons, the first circle,
the ones we can talk about without risk of
disapproval, without plunging too far into
the truth or ourselves. But there are
other, more troubling reasons why men
love war. The love of war stems from the
union, deep in the core of our being, be-
tween sex and destruction, beauty and
horror, love and death. War may be the
only way in which most men touch the
mythic domains in our soul. Itis, for men,

" at some terrible level the closest thing to
what childbirth is for women: the initiation
into the power of life and death. It is like
lifting off the corner of the universe and
looking at what's underneath. To see war
is to see into the dark heart of things, that
no-man’s-land between life and death, or
even beyond.

And that explains a central fact about the
stories men tell about war. Every good
war story is, in at least some of its crucial
elements, false. The better the war story,
the less of it is likely to be true. Robert
Graves wrote that his main legacy from
World War I was “a difficulty in telling the
truth. ” I have never once heard a grunt tell
areporter a war story that wasn't a lie, just
as some of the stories that I tell about the
war are lies. Not that even the lies aren’t
true, ona certain level. They have a moral,
even a mythic, truth, rather than a literal
one. They reach out and remind the tellers
and listeners of their place in the world.
They are the primitive stories told around
the fire in smoky teepees after the pipe has
been passed. They are all, at bottom, the
same.

Some of the best war stories out of Viet-
nam are in Michael Herr’s Dispatches. One

of Herr’'s most quoted stories goes like
this: “But what a story he told me, as one-
pointed and resonant as any war story [
ever heard, it took me a year to under-
stand it:

“‘Patrol went up the mountain. One man
came back. He died before he could tell us
what happened.’

“I waited for the rest, but it seemed not
to be that kind of story; when I asked him
what had happened he just looked like he
feit sorry for me, fucked if he'd waste time
telling stories to anyone as dumb as I was.”

It is a great story, a combat haiku, all
negative space and darkness humming
with portent. It seems rich, unique to Viet-
nam. But listen, now, to this:

“We ail went up-to Gettysburg, the
summer of '63: and some of us came back

WAR IS, FOR MEN,
| AT SOME
TERRIBLE LEVEL
THE CLOSEST
THING TO WHAT
CHILDBIRTH IS
FOR WOMEN: THE
INITIATION INTO
THE POWER OF
LIFE AND DEATH.

from there: and that’s ail except the de-
tails.” That is the account of Gettysburg by
one Praxiteles Swan, onetime captain in |
the Confederate States Army. The lan-
guage is different, but it is the same story.
And it is a story that | would imagine has
been told for as long as men have gone to
war. Its purpose is not to enlighten but to
exclude; its message is not its content but
putting the listener in his place. I suffered, I
was there. You were not. Only those facts
matter. Everything else is beyond words |
to tell. As was said after the worst trag-
edies in Vietnam: “Don’t mean nothin’.”
Which meant, “It means everything, it
means too much.” Language overload.
War stories inhabit the realm of myth |
because every war story is about death.
And one of the most troubling reasons men
love war is the love of destruction, the
thrill of killing. In his superb book on World |
War ll, The Warriors, J. Glenn Gray wrote
that “thousands of youths who never sus- §
pected the presence of such an impulse in |
themselves have learned in military life the |

mad excitement of destroying.” It's what
Hemingway meant when he wrote, “Admit
that you have liked to kill as all who are
soldiers by choice have enjoyed it at some
time whether they lie about it or not.”

My platoon and [ went through Vietnam -

burning hooches (note how language liber-
ated us—we didn’t burn houses and shoot
people; we burned hooches and shot
gooks), killing dogs and pigs and chickens,
destroying, -because, as my friend Hiers
put it, “We thought it was fun at the time.”
As anyone who has fired a bazooka or an
M-60 machine gun knows, there is some-
thing to that power in your finger, the soft,
seductive touch of the trigger. It's like the
magic sword, a grunt’s Excalibur: all you
do is move that finger so imperceptibly,
just a wish flashing across your mind like a

: shadow, not even a full brain synapse, and
boof! in a blast of sound and energy and

light a truck or a house or even people
disappear, everything flying and settling
back into dust.

There is a connection between this thrill
and the games we played as children, the
endless games of cowboys and Indians and
war, the games that ended with “Bang
bang you're dead,” and everyone who was

; “dead” got up and began another game.

That’s war as fantasy, and it's the same
emotion that touches us in war movies and
books, where death is something without
consequence, and not something that ends
with terrible finality as blood from our fa-
tally fragile bodies flows out onto the mud.
Boys aren’t the only ones prone to this

! fantasy; it possesses the old men who have

never been to war and who preside over

. our burials with the same tears they shed

when soldiers die in the movies—tears of
fantasy, cheap tears. The love of destruc-
tion and killing in war stems from that fan-
tasy of war as a game, but it is the more
seductive for bemng indulged at terrible
nsk. It is the game survivors play, after
they have seen death up close and learned
in their hearts how common, how ordi-
nary, and how inescapable it is.

I don’t know if I killed anyone in Viet-
nam, but [ tried as hard as I could. I fired at
muzzie flashes in the night, threw gre-
nades during ambushes, ordered artillery
and bombing where I thought the enemy
was. Whenever another platoon got a high-
er body count, [ was disappointed: it was
like suiting up for the football game and
then not getting to piay. After one ambush
my men brought back the body of a North
Vietnamese soldier. I later found the dead

! man propped against some C-ration

boxes. He had on sunglasses, and a Play-
boy magazine lay open in his lap; a cigarette
dangled jauntily from his mouth, and on his
head was perched a large and perfectly
formed piece of shit.

[ pretended to be outraged, since dese-
crating bodies was frowned on as un-
American and counterproductive. But it
Wwasn't outrage [ felt. I kept my officer’s
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face on, but inside I was...laughing. I
laughed—I believe now—in part because
of some subconscious appreciation of this
. obscene linkage of sex and excrement and
. death; and in part because of the exultant
realization that he—whoever he had
been—was dead and |—special, unique
me-—was alive. He was my brother, but [
; knew him not. In war the line between life
and death is gossamer thin; there is joy,
true joy, in being alive when so many
around you are not. And from the joy of
being alive in death’s presence to the joy of
causing death is, unfortunately, not that
great a step.

A lieutenant colonel I knew, a true intel-
lectual, was put in charge of civil affairs,
the work we did helping the Vietnamese
grow rice and otherwise improve their
lives. He was a sensitive man who kept a

winning hearts and minds than for a com-
bat command. But he got one, and I re-
member flying out to visit his fire base the
night after it had been attacked by an NVA
sapper unit. Most of the combat troops
had been out on an operation, so this colo-
nel mustered a motley crew of clerks and
. cooks and drove the sappers off, chasing

them across the rice paddies and killing
. dozens of these elite enemy troops by the
- light of flares. That morning, as they were
. surveying what they had done and loading
; the dead NVA—all naked and covered
. with grease and mud so they could pene-
! trate the barbed wire—on mechanical
. mules like so much garbage, there was a
look of beatific contentment on the colo-
nel’s face that | had not seen except in
charismatic churches. It was the look of a
person transported into ecstasy.

And I—what did I do, confronted with
this beastly scene? I smiled back, as filled
with bliss as he was. That was another of
the times [ stood on the edge of my hu-

I saw, there. I had surrendered to an aes-
" thetic that was divorced from that crucial
quality of empathy that lets us feel the
sufferings of others. And I saw a terrible
beauty there. War is not simply the spirit of
ugliness, although it is certainly that, the
devil's work. But to give the devil his due,
" it is also an affair of great and seductive
beauty.
Art and war were for ages as linked as
" art and religion. Medieval and Renaissance
artists gave us cathedrals, but they also
gave us armor, sculptures of war, swords
and muskets and cannons of great beauty,
art offered to the god of war as reverently
. as the carved altars were offered to the god
. of love. War was a public ritual of the high-
est order, as the beautifully decorated can-
nons in the Invalides in Paris and the
. chariots with their depictions of the gods in
- the Metropolitan Museum of Art so elo-
" quently attest. Men love their weapons,
not simply for helping to keep them alive,

* but for a deeper reason. They love their | all civilized values, but beauty still.

manity, looked into the pit, and loved what .

journai and seemed far better equipped for |

would do when He was really ticked off.

rifles and their knives for the same reason
that the medieval warriors loved their ar-
mor and their swords: they are instru-
ments of beauty.

War is beautiful. There is something
about a firefight at night, something about
the mechanical elegance of an M-60
machine gun. They are everything they
should be, perfect examples of their form.
When you are firing out at night, the red
tracers go out into the blackness as if you
were drawing with a light pen. Then little
dots of light start winking back, and green
tracers from the AK-47s begin to weave in
with the red to form brilliant patterns that
seem, given their great speeds, oddly
timeless, as if they had been etched on the
night. And then perhaps the gunships
called Spooky come in and fire their in-

NO MATTER WHAT
OUR WEAPONS ON
THE BATTLEFIELD,
LOVEISOUR
ONLY WEAPON
AGAINST DEATH.
SEX ENDS OUR
ISOLATION,
MAKESUSONE
WITH LIFE AGAIN.

credible guns like huge hoses washing
down from the sky, like something God

And then the flares pop, casting eerie
shadows as they float down on their little
parachutes, swinging in the breeze, and
anyone who moves in their light seems a
ghost escaped from hell.

Daytime offers nothing so spectacuiar,
but it also has its charms. Many men
loved napaim, loved its silent power, the
way it could make tree lines or houses
explode as if by spontaneous combustion.
But I always thought napalm was
greatly overrated, unless you enjoy
watching tires burn.. | preferred white
phosphorus, which exploded with a fulsome
elegance, wreathing its target in intense
and billowing white smoke, throwing out
glowing red comets trailing brilliant
white plumes. I loved it more—not less—
because of its function: to destroy, to kill
The seduction of war is in its offering
such intense beauty—divorced from |

Most men who have been to war, and most
women who have been around it, re-
member that never in their lives did they
have so heightened a sexuality. War is, in
short, a turn-on. War cloaks men in a cos-
tume that conceals the limits and inade-
quacies of their separate natures. It gives
them an aura, a collective power, an al-
most animal force. They aren’t just Billy or
Johnny or Bobby, they are soldiers! But

there’s a price for all that: the agonizing |
loneliness of war, the way a soldier is cut

off from everything that defines him as an
individual—he is the true rootless man.
The uniform did that, too, and all that
heightened sexuality is not much solace
late at night when the emptiness comes.
There were many men for whom this
condition led to great decisions. I knew a
Marine in Vietnam who was a great rarity,
an vy League graduate. He also had an Ivy
League wife, but he managed to fall in love
with a Vietnamese bar girl who could bare-
ly speak English. She was not particularly
attractive, a peasant girl trying to support
her family. He spent all his time with
her, he fell in love with her—awkwardly,
formally, but totally. At the end of his
twelve months in Vietnam he went

home, divorced his beautiful, intelli- |

gent, and socially correct wife, and then
went back to Vietnam and proposed to the

bar girl, who accepted. It was a marriage
across a vast divide of language, culture, !

race, and class that could only have been
made in war. I am not sure that it lasted,
but it would not surprise me if, despite
great difficulties, it did.

Of course, for every such story there !
are hundreds, thousands, of stories of :
passing contacts, a man and a woman hold- |

ing each other tight for one moment, find-
ing in sex some escape from the terrible
reality of the war. The intensity that war
brings to sex, the “let us love now because
there may be no tomorrow,” is based on
death. No matter what our weapons on the
battlefield, love is finally our only weapon
against death. Sex is the weapon of life,
the shooting sperm sent like an army of

guerrilias to penetrate the egg’s defenses—
the only victory that really matters. War :

thrusts you into the well of loneliness,
death breathing in your ear. Sex is a grap-
pling hook that pulls you out, ends your
isolation, makes you one with life again.
Not that such thoughts were anywhere

near conscious. | remember going off to :
war with a copy of War and Peace and The 1

Charterhouse of Parma stuffed into my
pack. They were soon replaced with The
Story of O. War heightens all appetites. |
cannot describe the ache for candy, for
taste; I wanted a Mars bar more than I had
wanted anything in my life. And that hun-
ger paled beside the force that pushed us
toward women, any women; women we
would not even have looked at in peace

floated into our fantasies and lodged there. !
Too often we made our fantasies real, al-
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ways to be disappointed, our hunger only
greater. The ugliest prostitutes special-
ized in group affairs, passed among severai
men or even whole squads, in communion
almost, a sharing more than sexual. In sex
even more than in killing I could see the
beast, crouched drooling on its haunches,
could see it mocking me for my frailties,
knowing [ hated myself for them but that [
could not get enough, that I would keep
coming back again and again.

After [ ended my tour in combat [ came
back to work at division headquarters and
volunteered one night a week teaching En-
glish to Vietnamese adults. One of my stu-
dents was a beautiful girl whose parents
had been killed in Hué during the Tet Of-
fensive of 1968. She had fallen in love with
an American civilian who worked at the
consulate in Da Nang. He had left for his

IWASN'T GOING TO
BETRAY HER
THE WAY THE

OTHER AMERICAN

HAD, THE WAY
~ ALLMEN
BETRAYEDTHE
WOMEN WHO
HELPED THEM
THROUGH THE WAR.

next duty station and promised he would

again. She had a seductive sadness about
her. [ found myself seeing her after class,
then [ was sneaking into the motor pool
and commandeering a deuce-and-a-half
truck and driving into Da Nang at night to
visit her. She lived in a small house near

|

me into the same strong current that had -
swallowed my friend who married the bar
girl. I could see it happening, but [ seemed
powerless to stop it. I wrote her long !
poems, made inquiries about staying onin
Da Nang, built a fantasy future for the two
of us. [ wasn’t going to betray her the way
the other American had, the way all Amer-
icans had, the way all men betrayed the
women who helped them through the war.
I wasn't like that. But then I received or-
ders sending me home two weeks early. 1
drove into Da Nang to talk to her, and to -
make definite plans. Halfway there, I :
turned back.

At the airport I threw the poems into a
trash can. When the wheels of the plane
lifted off the soil of Vietnam, I cheered like
everyone else. And as | pressed my face
against the window and watched Vietnam
shrink to a distant green blur and finally
disappear, ! felt sad and guilty—for her,
for my comrades who had been killed and .
wounded, for everything. But that feeling .
was overwhelmed by my vast sense of re-
lief. I had survived. And I was going home.
I wouid be myself again, or so I thought.

But some fifteen years later she and the
war are still on my mind, all those memo-

; ries, each with its secret passages and

¢ cutbacks, hundreds of labyrinths, all lead-
¢ ing back to a truth not safe but essential. It
i is about why we can love and hate, why we

the consulate with her grandparents and !
brothers and sisters. It had one room di-

vided by a curtain. When [ arrived, the rest :

of the family would retire behind the cur-

tain. Amid their hushed voices and the '
smells of cooking oil and rotted fish we

would talk and fumble toward each other,

i my need greater than hers.

I wanted her desperately. But her ten- |
derness and vulnerability, the torn flower

of her beauty, frustrated my death-ob-
sessed lust. [ didn't see her as one Viet-
namese, | saw her as all Vietnamese. She

was the suffering soul of war, and I was the |

soldier who had wounded it but would

f make it whole. My loneliness was pulling

can bring forth life and snuff it out, why
each of us is a battleground where good
and evil are always at war for our souis.
The power. of war, like the power of
love, springs from man’s heart. The one

! yields death, the other life. But life without

death has no meaning; nor, at its deepest
level, does love without war. Without war

i we could not know from what depths love

rises, or what power it must have to over-
come such evil and redeem us. It is no
accident that men love war, as love and war
are at the core of man. [t is not only that we

' must love one another or die. We must
send for her. She never heard from him :

love one another and die. War, like death,
is always with us, a constant companion, a
secret sharer. To deny its seduction, to
overcome death, our love for peace, for life
itself, must be greater than we think possi-
ble, greater even than we can imagine.

Hiers and | were skiing down a mountain in
Vermont, flying effortlessly over a world
cloaked in white, beautiful, innocent,
peaceful. On the ski lift up we had been
talking about a different world, hot, green,
smelling of decay and death, where each
step out of the mud took all our strength.
We stopped and looked back, the air pure
and cold, our breath coming in puffs of
vapor. Our children were following us
down the hill, bent over, little balls of life
racing on the edge of danger.

Hiers turned to me with a smile and
said, “It’s a long way from Nam, isn't it?”

Yes. :

Andno. @
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CONCERNS CAN OVERWHELM — by Harold L. Thornton, Santa Barbara, CA. :

Everybody, if semi-alert, has concerns. | tend to collect the unsolvable kind. They usu-
ally sprout before there is popular recognition, and by the time there's a bandwagon, I'm too
weary to catch it. |It's rather lonely being out-of-the-mainstream and out-of-sync most of the
time; and consequently out-of-sorts. Since | have more concerns than energy, | am forced to
identify only the ones that | dare engage, and my huff-and-puff is feeble at best. The human
tragedies in society, ranging all the way from world hunger to abused children to battered women
to the homeless under our local fig tree—give me a heartache. | would like to reform the elect-
oral system and harness the money that corrupts government, but to accomplish that would require
changing human nature. So many of the aberrations in our world systems are out of reach because
they defy rational approach: apartheid in South Africa, rightwing and leftwing suppressions of
freedom...and terrorism for whatever reasons.

All of the foregoing Illustrations of pressing needs belong on the back burner, however,
when we are confronted with the nightmare of potential war. One needs only a glimpse of history
to conclude that past wars have usually exacted a price in carnage and wrecked lives and dis~-
figured societies that had meager relevance to the goals that triggered the wars. More often
than not a madman burned the barn in order to roast the pig. Every week, the news confirms to us
that the world's tribal leaders have learned nothing from the mistakes of the past. National=-
istic and religious fervor embraces our new high-tech weaponry as though tragedy were the best
option. And for the ultimate terror, we can now look forward to a nuclear showdown as antagon-
ists with stone-age concepts gamble with space-age booby traps. Every minute, civilization's
future is on the line with a high-stakes gamble that an idiot or a madman won't make a mistake.
Why? |If war is so devastating, why do we court it? Why do the industrialized nations sponsor
the sale of guns, planes and missiles to unstable countries all over the world? When our govern-
mert has a hundredfold more nuclear warheads than needed to punish our purported enemy, why do we
keep the assembly line rolling? When we are facing a $200 billion deficit, why don't we curtail
that part of our military procurement that is waste or is unrelated to defense? Where is the
protest that prevents sinking one billion dollars into restoring obsolete battleships when their
only purpose can be offense? Where is the outrage that says, "This is stupid, so stop it!!'"?

It seems probable that the answer to our militaristic behavior is that a sizable number of
our citizens—mainly men—Iike war! And probably for some in key positions, the emotion is even
stronger: they love war! It may be a closet secret, but the evidence is apparent. Too many
people in our power structure seem to like the arms race. It's profitable! Not only does our
country seem to like military hardware—apparently we are addicted to it and would have economic
D~Ts if it were withdrawn. We've become hi-tech military hardware junkies. Big industry is the
pusher, the Pentagon is the ''connection'', and as regularly as our government hears the buy word,
it funds another fix. The goad we need to keep us high: THE RUSSIANS ARE COMING!

This is a painful accusation. To admit as much is akin to confessing that our nationalistic

- -family has a mental disorder. | would not be so brash as to voice this if | did not have a note-
worthy ''second opinion'. Albert Einstein and Sigmund Freud, in letters exchanged in 1932, agon-
ized over the same questions. Einstein posed this to Freud: 'Is there any way of delivering

mankind from the menace of war? ...How is it possible for a small clique to bend the will of the
majority who stand to lose and suffer by a state of war?', adding, 'How is it these devices suc-
ceed so well in arousing men to such wild enthusiasm, even to sacrifice their lives?" Answering
his own question, Einstein commented, ''Only one answer is possible. Because man has within him
a lust for hatred and destruction. In normal times this passion exists in a latent state; it
emerges only in unusual circumstances; but it is a comparatively easy task to call it into play
and raise it to the power of a collective psychosis.'" Freud's answer from Vienna was almost a
resignation: '"Why do we, you and | and many another, protest so vehemently against war, instead
of just accepting it as another of life's odious importunities? ...Because every man has a right
over his own life and war destroys lives that were full of promise; it forces the individual into
situations that shame his manhood, obliging him to murder fellow men against his will; it rav-
ages material amenities, the fruits of human toil, and much besides...'" (much in 1932 translates

to 'everything'' in 1984).

Einstein and Freud seem to have confirmed my worst fears. Yet the human instinct for sur-
vival may be strong enough to enforce a transformation. As TV preachers put it: The first step

toward salvation is to confess that we're sinners. If we can admit what's really causing the
the arms race, we may be able to cure it.



The §ollowing is quoted from "The Moral Equivalent of War"
grom The Wil to Believe and Other Essays in Popular
Philosophy by WiLE{am James (T897): '

""Patriotism no one thinks discreditable; nor does any one
deny that war is the romance of history. But inordinate ambitions
are the soul of every patriotism, and the possibility of violent
death the soul of all romance. The militarily patriotic and
romantic-minded everywhere, and especially the professional military
class, refuse to admit for a moment that war may be a transitory
phenomenon in social evolution. The notion of a sheep's paradise
like that revolts, they say, our higher imagination. Where then
would be the steeps of life? |f war had ever stopped, we should
have to re-invent it, on this view, to redeem life from flat
degeneration.'

The gollouing <8 quoted grom "The Wish for War" §rom Ends
and Means by Aldous Huxley (Harper & Brothens 1937):

"The ethics of international politics are precisely those
of the gangster, the pirate, the swindler, the bad bold baron.
The exemplary citizen can indulge in vicarious criminality, not
only on the films, but also in the field of international rela-
tions. The divine nation of whom he is mystically a part bullies
and cheats, blusters and threatens in a way which many people find
profoundly satisfying to their sedulously repressed lower natures.
Submissive to the wife, kind to the children, courteous to the
neighbours, the soul of honesty in business, the good citizens
feels a thrill of delight when his country 'takes a strong line,'
'enhances its prestige,' 'scores a diplomatic victory,' 'increases
its territory'—in other words when it bluffs, bullies, swindles
and steals. The nation is a strange deity. It imposes difficult
duties and demands the greatest sacrifices and, because it does
this and because human beings have a hunger and thirst for righteous-
ness, it is loved. But it is also loved because it panders to the
lowest elements in human nature and because men and women like to
have excuses to feel pride and hatred, because they long to taste
even at second hand the joys of criminality."

e

The gollowing 4is quoted from "War, Property &
Peace" by Codman McCarthy, The Washington Post,
Novemben 11, 1984, p. F12:

""Martin Luther King, when asked whether his civil
disobedience was efficient or politically shrewd,
answered that efficiency or shrewdness wasn't the
point. The issue is, is it right or wrong?

"If King is unpersuasive, there is the Buddhist
tale of the spiritual master who went to the town square
every day to cry out against war and injustice. Disciples,
seeing that he was having no effect, said that no one was
listening, everyone's insane. It's time to stop. No,
said the master. | will keep crying out so | won't go
insane,"
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