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The Gro\ving Horrors of V i tnarn 
Danie l J crcrn y S il v r 

Apr il 2, 1967 

I a m h e artsick at th e bloo dy and tragic hi story w hich we ar e h e lping to 

vrite in Vi tnam. L a st \>ve e k the re were over 7,500 c a sua lties, d a d an d wound d, soldiers , ' 

civilians , adults , c h i ld r n. T h e w ar grows a pa c e , the fury, the viol e nce, its murd rou s 

qua li t y. Seer ta ry G nera l O uph on t sa id W ednesday l as t a t his press con fer nee tha t 

_a ch \v cek the \.va r 1noves ahea d ind ath and destruction ;"lnd con sc 1 ·· nt 11is r y c1n ] tha t 

the ace seem s to be inc rea sin g \.Veek b y wee k. What wa s onc e c alle d a nas ty lit t le va r 

h as b e com e the most horrible of a ll wa rs, a w ar of attrition. V.ie tna1n h as become ah in t 

an d ther e i s no lim it to the hum an bag. Afte r e ve ry skirm i s h a nd e v e ry b a t t le n1 n r y 

car - fu lly ta 1 eon the ghast ly gho u lish ta s k of counting the c or p se s beca u se the inim ita ble 

s tandard of our succ ss in V ietnarn lS what is call e d th e k ill rat io, the nurn.be r of enemy 

dea d to our own. Tha t ratio stands now at 5. 6 to 1. It s e ems that we h a ve r e ve r te d to 

t e rirnitivis1n of the fr ntier \ ·here rnen notch d their vic tim s on the butt of th e ir pi sto ls 

an d vhen th e appro pria t eness and the rightnes s o f an y act ion wa s m asur d by the spee d 

of your draw an d the accur a cy of y o ur sho ot ing. Vi tnam has come a shoot e.>,..ce pt tha t 

the pre y, the ga1ne , is n ot the pa rtridge or gr ou s e or rabbits but rn :. n , and the y can shoo t 

ack , not ith the same j t planes an d techni ca l ea ponry that yo u have , but ver y ff ctive ly 

vi.th a machirie gun , n1ortars and and t o han d combat w ith their ma che t e s. It's a dan-

g rous spor t an d a rnurder o u s on e. 

I r a d r ecently the r e port of a s m all t ow n n ewspape r d i.t o r f r om L ew is-

burg, Pennsylvania and in this vignette which he entitled 1'Winning Hearts in Vietnam" 

we catch the flavor and the folly and the immorality of that battle. 

Reconaissance planes skimmed across the village at tree top level. 
Standing knee deep in the rice fields the farmers looked up from 
their work, tipped their white conical hats forward, reflecting 
angry surprise at the small silver plane roaring by just above them. 
Then a shot sounded from behind the plane, a loud crack easily 
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heard through the wind rushing by the open windows. Pressing 
the intercom button I called to the pilot, somebody's shooting 
at us. 

He too had heard the shot and was pulling back on the stick, sending 
the single-engine plane into a steep climb. You see where that came 
from? 11 he asked. "No idea. 11 It was indeed impossible to tell where 
the sniper was located. He might have fired from one of the small 
thatched huts in the village or he might have been concealed in one 
of the many tree lines which had flashed by as we buzzed the area. 

"I sure don't like getting shot at," the pilot muttered. Then, almost 
as an afterthought, "I'm wondering whether to call an air strike on 
that village. 11 

Until the shot was fired, it had been a routine mission. We had 
flown down the coast, looking for enemy troop movements or sus
picious constructions that might signal a new Vietcong bunker or 
trench system. Many of the villages had recently been burned out 
by the troops operating in the area. The huts were little more than 
black skeletons of bamboo sticks protruding lifelessly into the sky; 
the trees and shrubbery were scorched brown and gray. Endless 
parallel tra::ks, interlaced among the fields and into the villages, 
showed where tanks and armored personnel carriers had smashed 
and ploughed their way through the area. 

The green rice stalks, ready for harvesting, rippled in the breeze 
like a field of rich Iowa wheat. However, the fields were not being 
harvested. The peasants had scattered for the mountains or to the 
teeming refugee camps miles to the north. The area had been desig
nated a "fire free zone II where anything that moved was fair game 
for troops, artillery and airplanes. 

But the village below had somehow been spared. Either it was not 
''hard-core VC II or the enemy had dee ided not to fight from the 
nearby trenches and bunkers, so the troops had not bothered to de
stroy it. The fields were being worked and the people were moving 
back and forth along the paths to the long rows of huts. As we swept 
overhead, I had noticed that whole families were busy shelling and 
drying rice in front of the small mud and thatch houses. 

This is a familiar sight in Vietnam during the rice-harvesting season. 
Everyone pitches in. Men, women and children help pour the brown 
rice kernels from one round basket to another as they squat on the 
hard, dirt patio in front of the huts. Old women, with teeth stained 
red from betel nut, quck like ducks in their high-pitched voices 
as their gnarled fingers rub the shells from the small grains of rice. 
The smaller children run in and out of the huts, sometimes playing 
hide-and-seek behind the tress, then running down to the paddies to 
splash about naked in the cool water. 
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The plane circled two more times and then the pilot's voice sounded 
over the intercom. 

"You know, I'm going to teach those folks a lesson. I'm calling 
for an air strike. 11 

Having rrB. de the decision, he began calling for his radio operator, 
stationed back at the air base and ready to relay information to the 
central control headquarters. 

"This is Green Marker to Alpha. " 

A young tense voice acknowledged the message. 

"This is Alpha, go ahead Green Marker, over. 11 

"This is Green Marker, I am calling air strike in a village down 
where someone just shot at me. It was probably a . 30 or . 50 
caliber weapon. Here are the coordinates of the village. " 

The pilot read off the exact location of the area below. Then 
there were a few moments of silence as the operator cleared the 
strike through higher channels. 
"I sure don't like hitting villages, but they gotta learn to quit 
shooting at us, 11 the pilot said over the intercom. Then the 
radio operator came back on. The strike had been cleared 
through American and Vietnamese authorities. A call for jet 
bombers had been placed. 
"Probably take fifteen to twenty minutes before we can get the 
planes, " the operator said. 

Below, the villagers were unaware of the fate being organized for 
them. The jets would surprise them. They would appear on the 
horizon, dark and slim against the blue sky. There would be a 
primary pass for observation. Before the roar of the engines had 
settled across the village, the planes would do a climbing turn. 
Then they would level out and swoop in a neat arc toward the vil-
lage. As they reached the bottom of the dive, two bright silver cy
linders would drop from the planes I wings and drift toward the 
village. There would be a flash of brilliant orange and red fire, 
then a billow of smoke. Seconds later, the low "whrmmp" of the 
explosion would echo through the air. Then, as the planes straightened 
for a second pass, the rubble of the huts would still be smoking. 

When it was over, only twisted trees and smoldering sticks would 
mark the spot where the village had stood. I had been through vil
lages where this had happened. It was easy to imagine what it would 
be like in those huts below after the air strike. 

After the wounded had been sorted out and placed in litters for the 
long hike to either a Vietcong camp or an American base, the 
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dead would be prepared for burial. They would be placed in rough 
coffins and the women would wail and cry, clawing at the coffins 
and spreading tears across the white, unpainted boards. 

The radio crackled again. It was a small stroke of luck for the 
village. 

"Sir, 11 said Alpha, "there don't seem to be any planes available 
right now. However, there is an ARVN artillery battery within 
range. 11 

The pilot checked the map and located the Vietnamese artillery 
unit which was located at the base of a small mountain only 3 
miles away. 

"I guess we'll go ahead with that. Not the same as an air strike, 11 

he muttered over the intercom. 

The pilot told the operator that he would call the artillery. Then, 
switching the frequency of the radio, he called the American adviser 
to the battery. The plane moved slightly to the north to avoid the 
incoming shells as the artillery unit lined up its dire ct ion of fire. 

Suddenly, the artillery officer half whispered over the radio. "On 
the way, over. 11 

The first round was short of the village. A spout of water leaped 
skyward as the shell exploded in a rice field. By now, the villagers 
realized what was happening. They had disappeared from the paths 
and the fields. The village was as deserted as the burned-out ham
lets we had seen earlier in the afternoon. What was a bustling vil
lage only twenty minutes before was now an empty series of brown 
huts and green fields. 

The pilot radioed corrections and a few minutes later the artillery 
officer said again: "On the way, over." 

The second time, four shells landed simultaneously as the entire 
battery fired from the mountain base. Two rounds scored directly. 
A flash of fire and cloud of smoke rose up from the spot where a 
hut had stood. The other two shells burst in a nearby field. 

In the next ten minutes, the artillery unit poured thirty-five rounds 
of the high explosive 105mm. shells into the village. Many of the 
shells exploded in nearby fields and only three or four huts were 
destroyed. 

F • 11 th ·1 t 11 d th a· "Okay, that w·111 do ·1t. " 1na y e p1 o ca e over e ra 10. 
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On the intercom, he muttered, "Th is AR VN artillery isn 1t worth 
a damn. With an air strike I could have put bombs within 20 feet 
of any spot in the village. " 

When the artillery had finished, the pilot circled once more over 
the village. Then in a final dive to 1, 000 feet, he released two small 
rockets attached to the plane's wings. 

The small plane shuddered from the shock as the rockets were fired 
then climbed steeply. 

"Hey, I got a haystack; no, two of them. "Sure enough, each rocket 
had hit a stack of dry, brown grass and both were burning brightly 
a few yards from a hut. 

As he started back toward the airfield, the sun was beginning to 
settle across the distant mountain. The pilot called his radio oper
ator. "How about running over to the mess hall and tell them to 
hold up something to eat. We'll be back in about fifteen minutes." 

111 sure am hungry, "he added over the intercom. 

I am heartsick at the tragic, black history which we are helping to write Ln Vietnam, and 

I am terrified at the prospect that this brush fire war as it's called, this nasty little 

war, is in real danger of becoming the most destructive and devastating war in all of our 

history. The Secretary-General added in his comments to the press just this week about 

the danger of the war spilling over its present boundaries. The last eighteen months 

have been a chronicle of escalation. Bit by bit we have drawn the rest of southeast Asia 

into this conflict. Bit by bit we have drawn the world into this mass of destruction. 

Eighteen months ago we began to bomb North Viet Nam and the North Vietnamese responded 

by increasing the rate of infiltration of supplies and men. About eighteen months ago we 

began to bomb North and South Viet Nam from air fields in Thailand and the Asians re

sponded by increasing guerrilla activity against the Thai oligarchy. We have begun now 

to send in our military advisers to the Thai army, to ferry their patrols and to battle 

with our helicopters and our pilots, a program which is all too efanescent of our program 

in Viet Nam just five-six years ago. 
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More recently, we bombed the Ho Chi Minh trail in Laos, breaking the 

fragile truce which held between the neutralists, the rightists and the communists in 

the little country and the plain of Jarles today is alight with gunfire, much as it was ten 

years ago when it almost plunged the world into war. We have begun labbing 105 mm 

artillery across the demilitarized zone. We have begun shelling the coast of north Viet-

Nam from our destroyers and our cruisers. We have bombed closer and closer to the 

population centers of Hanoi and Haiphong. We have mined some of the rivers and some of 

the harbors of North Viet Nam and the North Vietnamese have responded by increasing 

their mortar fire on the congested cities of South Viet Nam. There is talk now of an in

vasion in North Viet Nam, of search and kill activity into Cambodia and, of course, the 

ever present talk of the entrance of 800 million Chinese into "this nasty little war". 

There is very real danger that from the eastern border of Burma to the South China Se~ 

a distance of 1200 miles, an area eighteen times the size of South Viet Nam, there will 

be war, the real war, dirty jungle war, a hapless, hopeless war of the United States. 

There are nearly a million men under American in South Viet Nam today. We 

and 
have accepted almost ten thousand casualties of South Vietnamese, military, civilians 

some 300,000 dead and we control today less than one-half of that little country. hnagine 

the man power, imagine the cost of men and materials that we require. We find ourselves 

in a war across the entirety of southeast Asia, against an Asian people which will be 

united in opposition to the white man, to the westerner, to the imperialist, and all this 

without imagining the cost to us if we manage to draw China into the conflict. Yet, bit 

by bit, piece by piece, that non-policy, that anti-policy which we call escalation, which 

is simply a frustrated response, bit by bit and piece by piece escalation is making this 

land war across the breadth of southeast Asia inevitable. The tragedy of south Viet Nam 

is that it's pointless. Never, never from the very beginning has a vital interest in the 

! 

I 
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United States been at stake. We got into South Viet Nam because we like to meddle around 

the world, we like to police the world, but none of the basic vital interests of the United 

States are at stake in Southeast Asia. We've said it in our white papers and in our State 

Department pronouncements. The tragedy of South Viet Nam is that it's aimless. We 

have no policy. Escalation is not a policy, it's a response. If I were asked why are we 

fighting in Southeast Asia I'm afraid the only answer I can give is that we 're fighting becaus 

we don't know what else to do but fight. 

Remember some six years ago when the State Department was explaining 

to us why we ought to send the first men and the first materials to Southeast Asia? We 

were told that we had to protect a brave little people from Communist subversion, we 

had to protect their freedom. What freedom were we protecting? Were the South Viet-

namese people ever free of their oligarchs, their feudal overlords. All that we were really 

protecting in South Viet Nam was the freedom of this feudal group, that of people who 

had been exiled from the north because they had been the quislings, they had been the 

patriarchs of the French, was to allow them to continue in power over the peasantry, over 

the people, the freedom to run landed estates and collect feudal taxes. The freedom of 

the South Vietnamese people as opposed to the freedom of the clique in Saigon has never 

been in question, and we are still fighting for the freedom of the little clique that runs 

South Viet Nam. I give you as evidence the report of the last several weeks, the report 

which comes out of the Mikahn Delta Region where our troops are entering for the first 

time and one report after another indicates that right behind our tanks and armoured 

carriers and men come the landed gentility of Viet Nam, the reclaim estates which had 

been cut up in Viet Cong land reform, to try and get back taxes which the peasants had 

not paid now for several years, And this Communist subversion that we were in South 

Viet Nam to stop, history has shown and research has made us understand, that this 

Viet Cong was not only a Communist instrumentality, but it was an instrument of the Viet-
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namese people, seeking to strike at the feudal hierarchy which imposed its heavy weight 

upon them. Oh, I know there was a great Communist cadre among the Viet Cong from 

the very beginning, but I will remind you that the Viet Cong, the nationalists of Viet Nam 

of 
had no place else to turn but to the Chinese and to the Russians. In the last ten rules the 

French rule in Viet Nam the United States had supported the French to the tune of 80% 

of their war budget against the nationalists. And I know that the Viet Cong used terror 

would 
and murder in order to win its point, but I __ remind you that civil wars are notorously 

the most cruel of all wars. Our own Civil War is a classic example,where you are fighting 

for the control of your nation there can be no retreat. Civil war is bloody and it is brutal 

and there is no gain saying that and I suspect that the United States would not want to be 

in the position of pulling apart all brutal adversaries wherever they are opposed across 

the world. Nor had we lacked political naivete and moral cant and we came up with a 

package which excused our involvement in Viet Nam. We were theE to protect a people's 

freedom, a people had never asked us to protect that freedom. We were there to protect 

them from Communist subversion, a subversion they feared much less than the continued 

rule of the Diems. We were there, really, because of our own naive fear, our hypnotic 

fear, of Communist subversion around this world. We were still then, and many are still 

today, hypnotized at the idea that there is a united organized Communist conspiracy and 

that every peasant rebellion which the Communists manage to support around the world 

is part of that conspiracy quite as much as the tanks and the planes of the Soviet Union. 

We forgot that Russia has its nationalist desires and China has its nationalistic desires. 

We forgot that the Russians and the Chinese can be at one another's throats quite as 

much as the east and the west. We forgot that for a thousand years the Vietnamese have 

opposed and feared a Chinese suzerenti; that Ho Chi Minh had requested in 1954 that ob

servers be put on his northern boundary with China even as we demanded observers be 
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put on the 17th parallel between the two parts of Viet Nam. We forgot, we overlooked the 

possibility that Viet Nam might become an Asian Yugoslavia, a Communist front state 

opposed to the great power block which is, after all, that which United States fears. 

Our policy was born in fear, misguided from the beginning, it has been magnified by 

frustration and miscalculation to this day. 

And there is, of course, no reason to rehearse this well-known history. I 

believe that the vast majority of Americans are sick, sick to death, of this war. I be

lieve that most of us would want to be out of it, the question is how, the question how. 

I rehearse this history because I believe that it's important to recognize that our com

mitments in Viet Nam were born of folly, and made not between the American people 

and the Vietnamese people, but between an administration and a little click. I believe 

that a foolish consistency is the hobgoblin of little minds and that commitments which 

are not basic commitments, vital commitments to a nation, are not commitments which 

one must hold on to with his every breath, as a bull dog holds on to the stick. I reject 

the president's argument of recent weeks that barring negotiations, successful negotia 

tions, we must honor our commitments in Viet Nam, The basic commitments of the 

United States must be to its own people, and our commitlnent in Viet Nam is destructive, 

corrosive, to the commitments of our wealth and of our strength to our own people. 

The war on poverty has been curtailed, The war on pollution, the war on urban blight, 

the war on congestion, all these have been pushed aside because of this stupid little war, 

growing bigger. I reject the thought that military commitments made by a few in one 

administration to a few in another country must become the basic viceral life and death 

commitments of an entire nation, until death do them part. 

America is frustrated, We do not want the war. The administration has talked 

of negotiation from the very beginning, but no negotiations seem on the horizon. Why not? 
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In largest part because all of our talk about negotiations was pious, self-serving cant. 

We didn't mean what we said. We meant that if the enemy surrendered we would go to a 

bargaining table and agree to allow them to work out the time table of withdrawal for 

their troops and a withdrawal of our troops from South Viet Nam. As long as we achieve 

our objectives, an independent South Viet Nam under the present government of Saigon, 

the removal of the Viet Cong as an alien force in South Viet Nam, as long as we achieve 

at the Conference table what we cannot achieve on the battlefield, then we will go and 

we will negotiate and we will make peace. And the world rejected this profer of nego

tiation and Hanoi rejected it curtly. 

More recently we seem to have become more eager for negotiation. This 

past week we announced that we had immediately accepted Secretary General Ou Thant's 

proposal for initial negotiations. We seem to have broadened the base of our willingness 

to compromise, but there were some qualifications not spelled out because of Hanoi's 

rejection and the speed of our acceptance of the Secretary General's proposal is in 

measure our confidence that it would be rejected by Hanoi. We were trying to gain a 

political victory rather than a significant negotiatory preliminary step. 

Why is there no peace? The answer lies in pride. We're a proud nation. 

We've been on the victorious side of the two great holocaustal wars of this century. 

We believe ourselves above defeat. We believe that our military might can conquer all. 

We believe in what Senator Fulbright has called the arrogance of power. We believe 

that if we twist Ho Chi Minh 1s arm far enough he will finally yell uncle. We believe that 

if we kill enough Vietnamese we will finally have our way and the Vietnamese have pride, 

pride in their nation, pride in their desire for independence of all imperialistic powers 

of the west, the pride of the oriental against the white man who has abused him and 

held him in contempt all these centuries, the pride of a people whose homes have been 
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all that we are seeking to achieve there and here because if we really mean that our 

aim is the social reconstruction of Southeast Asia you do not begin it by destroying this 

generation of Southeast Asians. And if we really mean that we want to improve the stand

ard of life in the United States and make war on poverty we do not succeed in that by 

pouring your wealth into a jungle quagmire. Victory in Southeast Asia, I submit, LS 

defeat, possible technically, politically impossible. All that we will achieve LS an endless 

war, endless bloodletting, endless bloodshed. 

What's for it then? Shall we twist the arm until it twists off? What do we 

have but a stump, a bloody limb. I submit that the only way to peace is for the United 

States to eat humble pie, to do that which we like least to do, to admit that we cannot 

have our way, that we cannot achieve militarily with all of our power some objective 

which was set out in the Pentagon some years ago. I mean by this that we will have to be 

the first to call off the air strike, to pull back our troops into certain defensible readouts, 

to bargain from weakness rather than from strength, to plead with the Vietnamese to 

come to the negotiating table rather than to insist they must come. It's not a pleasing 

prospect, but it's the only one which I know which offers us the opportunity for 

peace. We cannot make our way by force. A great nation finds it very difficult to humble 

itself before a small, oriental, relatively insignificant people, but what other alternative 

do we have? Is the battle worth the and is not the measure of greatness in a 

nation its ability to take a look at itself and to pull back, to realize that the pride of 

the Vietnamese now is born out of a viceral need to maintain their very lives, and 

American pride is only a matter of vanity. We made a mistake, a bad one, let's admit 

it. We wasted American lives needlessly, let's admit it. Everyone makes mistakes. 

Every nation makes mistakes, but let us not keep pouring men and materials, mistake 

after mistake, miscalculation after miscalculation, in the vain hope that we will somehow, 
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destroyed by bombs, whose sons have been killed in war, whose children have been 

martyred, whose land has been scarred, the pride of a people who have nothing to lose 

but life itself. We're like two oxen, running heads, neither will give. The one will ac

cept death, the other refuses to accept a humbling. Hanoi insists that the hawk must 

eat crow. Hanoi ins is ts that th is great nation of ours must bend the knee, to make the 

first step towards disengagement and we, frankly, cannot conceive of ourselves in such 

an awkward posture, hence, escalation, a mounting rate of death and devastation, the 

sense that all of us we have that we are caught in the vice of history, that a magnet draws 

on again agairrst our will to the precipice. 

What's for it then? I asked myself what military victory would mean. What 

would we achieve if the United States went ahead with all of our sophisticated weapons 

and won a military victory in South Viet Nam, r believe it to be possible. I believe that 

ultimately we can kill every able-bodied male among the Viet Cong above the age of 13. 

It's technically possible. What would we have achieved? How many men would it require 

to patrol the long borders of South Viet Nam against the Asians who are united in their 

hatred for the West? They will not let us have peace. How many millions would it re

quire to take away the noxious chemicals we have spilled upon the fields and the forests 

and the trees, how many millions will it take to heal the broken bones and the wounded 

limbs,to educate the uneducated, to bring all of the advantages of life into this nation? 

How many men? How much money? How long? Victory in South Viet Nam will mean, 

surely, an Asian war. The Asians will not allo~ this victory. North Viet Nam will 

not be crushed. They will continue to infiltrate, to battle. Now, of course, we can bomb 

North Viet Nam to the grounds and presumably with a few millions of men destroy every 

North Vietnamese male above the age of 13. But what of the Cambodians and what of the 

people of Laos, what of all the peasants of Southeast Asia? What of 800 million Chinese? 

Victory in Southeast Asia, I submit, means defeat. Military victory means an end to 
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by sheer power, achieve the objective, the limited objective, which we say is ours from 

the very beginning. We can devastate Southeast Asia. We can bomb it. We can even, 1n 

time, destroy it with atomic bombs, but will China sit idly by? Will Russia? And is it 

really worth all of this. No one is quite sure why we are in this little nation. What are 

we doing there in the first place? Why not simply get out? 

I suppose that if the President of the United States were to make such a pro

posal he would be defeated for reelection. I think most in the United States have not come 

to that point where they are willing to recognize that we cannot always have it our way, 

but if Mr. Johnson would be defeated at the polls, and perhaps he would not be, he would 

have achieved immortality for he would have brought this world to the brink of peace. 

He would have brought us from a war which is stupid and unnecessary to a peace which 

is full of potential and hopeful, and hopefully, in the process, all Americans would have 

recognized that we cannot police the world, we cannot make the world dance to our tune. 

Much that will happen in this world will not be pleasing to us. This world is not a 

place where there are blacks and whites, communists and those who love freedom; it's 

a world of many colors and many shapes and many varieties of hopes and program. 

We're going to have to learn to live in that world as one nation among many, a great 

nation, but not the only nation. We're going to have to learn that that the oriental has 

pride, that he has hopes, that he has dreams that he will achieve his future in his own 

way with his own philosophy, not with ours, and not in our own way, and that all the guns 

and all the planes of this nation can make him tow our line. Whether it be war or whether 

it be peace, whether we continue in our pride or we swallow our pride, these next years 

are going to be difficult years for the nation for Viet Nam has divided this nation as 

I think this nation has never been divided before. It has brought confusion and uncertainty 

and doubt. There are those who are determined to persevere, who call a traitor anyone 

who talks of peace. There are those who talk of peace, who cannot see th is flaunting 
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of power. There will be bitterness and anger, slander and libel, name-calling, political 

parties will be split apart and during such a time each of us is going to have to be stead

fast and democratic awareness. He is going to have to recognize that whatever his views 

there is another view, that whatever be the decision ultimately, he must have sympathy 

with that decision, that we cannot allow this war to be divisive and fragment this nation 

to such a degree that it ceases to be one nation. If men wish to call the doves traitors 

so be it. A dove is a sturdy little bird, it's a bird that likes its freedom, it's a bird 

that will be heard. I only pray that we will find in the weeks ahead the strength to be 

the great nation, by great I mean the great spirit of the nation, that America wants itself 

to be, that we will eschew the easy solution, the solutions of escalation, that we will 

seek that solution which can bring peace, and when we talk of peace we mean peace, 

and not simply scoring points in some battle of international propaganda, that we will 

think of the boys dying in a war which no one can really justify to them, that we'll think 

of the orientals, the Asians, dying in a war that they did not ask for, that we will think 

of a nation being destroyed, its fields, its forests, its lands, its cities and its people, 

destroyed by a great power using this war as a convenient battleground, that we will 

not set morality aside when we make our political decisions because America, if it is to 

be the nation that we love, is at base a moral nation and our power is limited as much 

by the size of the world as by the spirit in which we were founded. 

Such a sermon as this is not easy to preach. One does not like to think of 

one I s natbn as backing down, being wrong, humbling itself, but I know of no other alter

native and I pray desperately for peace. 
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.·lba11/ a year ur;a T p11blislicd a study 
OJI the MaiJJloJ1idcaJ1 Criticism aJ1d !h r 
J f aillloJ1idca JI Co II I rover sy, 1180-1240 . 
T?ccc11t/_\'. the dca11 of Ic7.i.•ish historians 
nr. So/0111011 Z citli11, 7.1, '0S J,,i11d ('JIOll[jli to 
rc7.•ic7.,' 111y book i11 the 1110s! rcccnl isslfr 
of I c7.vis11 Q 1wrterl_\' Rcz•ic7.i.'. J t l,011ght 
\'Olf 7.c•a11ld l]c iJ1tcrcslcd in 7.c•liat hr lwd t o 

SQ\'. 

T 111 ◄: :\ I:\ 1 '.\ l O~ 1 DEA:\' 

CO:\'TRO\ El{SY 

Xo writings in the history of lhc Jews 
haYe evoked such controYersy as 
,1aimonides· JI is/JJ1 ch Torah and his 
.A;J arch ,\' cbuclt i 111. The cont rov 'rsy was 
bitter on both side·. Both the 
:\I a i m o n i d c a n s a n cl t h e 
anti-~Iaimonidca11s fought each other 
zealously. The J cwish comnmnities in 
Provence and northern Spain were divickd 
into two hostile camps. 'I. he JI orrh 
l\T cbuchi111, "The Gnide to th' Perplexed'', 
was hurnecl hy th<: Dominicans. 'The Jews 
argued about the JI orch i\ clmclii111, hut 
the actual condemnation and burning of 
the book was done by the Church. 

The \\Tilings of ~Iaimonid ·s. and 
particularly the .J [ orch .,V elm ch i111) w 're 
the main contention of the hitter strif c. 
The Af orch cl)llc/Ji111 wa~ considered a 
source of heresy hy its oppo·nents. 
1-Jowever i\ laimonidcs was not the first 
Jew to write a theological. hook in which 
faith was idcnti lied with knowledge aml 
rationalism. and .\ ristotelian thought wa.' 
brought into harmony with J ucbism . 
Before 1,f aimonidcs. , \hraham ibn IJaucl 
in his book E 1111uwli Ra111ah cnclcavored 

FROM THE RABBI'S DESK 

SUNDAY MORNING SERVICE 
_·\pril 2. 1967 

10 :30 o'c lock 

RABBI DANIEL JEREMY SII.,VER 
·will speak on 

THE GROWING HORROR Of VIETNAM 

FRIDAY EVENING SERVICES 

5:30 to 6: 10 

to dc111011~trate the incorporcality of Cod 
hy making use of th· .A ristotclian 
principles. . \ hraham ihn Daud had also 
cncka\·orcd to harmonize Aristotelian 
rationalistic ideas with J uclaism. \ \ ' hy. 
then, was such hitter ire aroused against 
JJ ore/, ,\ · cl)/(ch i 111. and why did the 
Chri!-itians consign the hook lo th ' fire? 

Furthcr111orc the .Jf i ·/rncli Torah, which 
is a collection of halakot, was also opposed 
I)\· man\· rabbis. There had h T11 a numhcr . -
of compilations of halakol before 
~lai111011idc:-;' time. For example. that of 
I saac .-\lfa si, who Jiv ,d bc(orc 
.. \] aimonides and called his cornpilai ion 

f Co11ti11ucd 011 Paye .J) 

SATURDAY MORNING SERVICES 

11 :00 fo 12:00 

MUSIC FOR SUNDAY 
l'r l' lnd t·: ('hornk Joseph Jongcn 

Darius Milhaud 

Bur'c hn Heinrich Schalit 

Sh'111a Schalit 

\ ' 'oha,·to Lazar Weiner 

:\I i-Cho1110cho Schalit 

Tzur Yisrod Schalit 

Ovm, from tradition. 
setting by David Gooding 

K'dusha (;l'rshon Ephros 

Yihi11 l .'rntzon '\lilha11<1 

Solo: \ " li -rusholayim I r'cho Abraham Ell stein 
Charles Smith, cantoria l tenor 

.1\d ora ti o11 : Olenu • Vaanachuu from tradition, 
arrang 0 d by ~I orris Goldstei11 
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THIS SUNDAY 
~I rs. Le )narcl Bialosk,· and :\Irs. 

\rthur I ◄ riedman will he ho. t .-. s for 
the Social I lall coffe hour preceding
the worship service. They are members 
of the Board of Trust es . 

ALTAR FLOWERS 
Flowers gracing th" Pulpit Sunda,·. 

April 2, are contribut d in m mo1·y of 
:\hraham Cohen hv his wif . n atrice. 
and children .. etti F rte!. . ]ice 
( ;oodman and I )a ,·id Cohen. 

~n ~emoriam 
The Temple n t ~s with deep 

sorrow the pa, sing of 

IRWIN A. ADLER 

and extends heartfelt ·yn1pathy to 
member.- of the h rea,·ed familY. 

THE TEMPLE 

FOUNDATION FUND 
The Temple Foundation }-1und 1s in 

receipt of a bequest frotn th I~, tate oi 
l\f rs. David Fischgrun<l. lthoug·h l\l r.-. 
Fischgrund had for • 111 time b en a 
resident of South Bend, l ndiana, h 
had r tained her member hip a a 
Temple tn m b r. 

Leo ~ ,. . um ark, 
Foundation Fund 

hairman 
omrnitte 

PRELUDE TO PASSOVER 

MR. AND MRS. CLUB 
F1·iclay. \pril 14th 

:30 p.m.- .'ocial llal\ 

On Friday. April 14th. at H:30 p.m. the :\fr. and }\lrs. ' luh will pres nt 
"Prelude to Passo,·er". an exciting· n-ening- declicatecl to the understanclin!..!_ 
and enj yment of one of our most nwaningiul and joyful holidays. 

Through song. dance. cliscus:ion and th, pr ·sentation ,f a traditional 
mocl ,1 seder. geared to mod rn times. with c 111111 ntary and narratiYe. \\'<.' 

shall explor th spirit and the siµnificance of this f '. tiYal of fr eclom. with 
the h p that your holiday will h per. nally nriched. 

Chairm 11 Lat EYening . nark 
. tan and R n K ller- 291-3023 
l~oh and Judy 1ordon- 091-8R 3 

"f a <l 11r lub ::\femh r.- Onh· ., r. c n . . 

, 1.25 p r p rscm 

TEMPLE WOMEN'S ASSOCIATION 
Tu sday, April 11. 19 )/ 

11 a.rn. to .i p.m.- Social l lall 

BOUTIQUE 

av . pr i I 11 th for a d a,· of . h pp i n g at Th , Temp I e \ \' 111 en \ ; 
Association noutiqu •. ,ift.- for ev ·ry occasion , ill he a,·ailahle. 
There i. alwa,·s a need for weddinp- gifts. and it isn't too earh· to 
. hop for graduation and ·onfirmati n . 

l ◄.xciting ] )oor Prizes Chairman: ::\Tr.' . Char1c. S. ,\delstein 

• 

• 
ANNUAL MEETING 

\ ecln . dav niav 10. 1967 . . 
T .uncheon- 12 :30 p.m . 

ur g-n, ·t ·peak r \\'ill he th• n t d 
Clevelancl author. 1 an Tyl r ,1oore. 

p .. ·ial l~l ction :\I eeting 

TEMPLE YOUNG ADULTS 
. unclav ~\pril 2, 19 7 

Louno-e I"', 

• . ocial I le ur- R ·fre.-hm nt.-



SECOND SESSION ADULT SUNDAY SCHOOL 

Rabbi Daniel J ercn1y . ih er 

will speak on 

\Vhat We Teach Your 'hilcl About Li,·ing 
In a on-Jewi h \ orld 

pen to all parent of children in The Temple ReligiotL 
School and other intere. ted n1embcr of the congregation. 

Question-and-Answer Period , Coffee T r OU r 

ar pool s are available. 

Call .'.\ 1 rs. Sanford Berg111an. +42-9~ 11. 

CONGREGATIONAL SEDER 

.'.\lonclay, pril 2-l 1967 

THE TEMPLE 
: 15 p.m.-.._ ocial If all 

\ ednesday. April 5. 1967 

THE TEMPLE 
6 :30 p.111.- Social 11 al 1 

Heservations must be made through The Temple OA1ce no later 

than Frida,·, pril 21. 1967- $6.00 for adults and $-Li0 for children . 

• 
rLag!;·aclah's may he purchased at 

The Temple ( )ftice for 1.3~. 

BLOOD BANK 

'fhc Red ross Bloodmobile will be at The Ten1ple on Monday, pril 17. 

from 1 :00 to 7 :00 p.n1. Please call The Temple ffice for vour appointment 

reservation. 

"The Memory of the Righteous is a Blessing" 

The Ten1pl :\lemorial Book is a perpetual Yahrzeit, keeping- alive the names of our dear departed. 
Their names are read annuallv at the s rvice . which occur on the anniversary date of death. 

LEONORE SPERO BASSICHIS 
Inscribed by her husband, Jack, 

and children, Mr. and Mrs. Elliott B. Bassichis 
and Mr. and Mrs. Bernard Grossman. 

SHELDON WOHLWERTH 
Inscribed by his wife, Geraldine; 

children Debra, Lee and Russel; and 
parents, Mr. and Mrs. E. F. Wohlwerth. 

SADIE R. PAUNTEL 
Inscribed by her husband, Harold. 

GERTRUDE 0. HOLLANDER 
Inscribed by her daughter and son-in-Jaw, 

Dr. and Mrs. Harold Segall. 

JULIUS D. WEITZ 
Inscribed by his wife, Ida, 

and children, E. Richard Weitz and 
Mrs. Sylvan H. Bank. 



O!l{Q 'pUt?[JAJ(J 

1e P!l?d J.8e1sod sse1:::> puo:>JS 

Sunday, 

Tuesday, 

·wnuue .JJd SlUJ:> AlJ! .:-1 

·uo! 11::H?.\ .1;nuwns Jl{l .8u!JnP ld;:,:>xJ A(>FJ J t.\ p ;:, 11 . !l<t n,1 

SSLL- I M 
90tt,t, OIHO 'a V73A3'1 

)i"HVcT "H3:A'lIS J,V 37:::HIIJ A.LTS1I3 .\ l.\! 

:~I'IdW:ffi 3Hi 

unannli! a1dma'.ID all'.© 

DATES TO REMEMBER 

April 2 _ Sunday Morning Service 
Temple Young Adults Meeting 

April 4 - Temple Women's Association-Tuesday Activities 

Wednesday, April 5 - The Temple-Adult Sunday School 

Sunday, April 9 - Sunday Morning Service 
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KARL H. PURNELL 
Mr. Purnell is a former member of the Pennsylvania legis.la• 
ture and publisher of The Union County Journal of Lewir
burg, Pa. 

Saigon 
The reconnaissance plane skimmed across the vjllage at 
treetop level. Standing knee deep in the rice fields. the 
farmers looked up from their work. tipping their white 
conical hats forward and reflecting angry surprise at the 
small silver plane roaring by just above them. Then a 
shot sounded from behind the plane. a loud crack easily 
heard through the wind rushing by the open windows of 
the plane. Pressing the small intercom button, I called to 
the pilot. "Somebodfs shooting at us." 

He too had heard the shot and was pu1ling back on the 
stick. sending the single-engine plane into a steep climb. 

"You see where that came from?" he asked. 
" Jo idea." It was indeed impossible to tell where the 

sniper was located. He might have fired from one of the 
small, thatched huts in the village or he mi2:ht have been - ...... 
~oncealed in one of the many tree lines which had flashed 

~ ~· ~' as we buzzed the area. 
"'T sure don't like getting shot at." the pilot muttered. 

Then. almost as an afterthought. "I'm wondering \\thether - ~ to call an air strike on that village:· 

~ i
·i1 aw s still -~lo¥:v· g t11r-~gtl: thi't·· dots of ~he 

plan as 'e rcid ih oe· th Vl ag • ar ff!?. )he 
east th So th _hi a a list ne Ii e a sil er towl 
un er t e \ rm atte no 1 s n. 

Until the shot was fired. it had been a routine mi ·sion. 
,ve had flown down the coast. looking for enemy troop 
mo\·ements or su pil:ious constructions that might si!rnal 
a new Vietcong bunker or trench svstem. -1a~v of- the 
Yi]lages had recently been burned o~t by the tr~ops o~
erating in the area. The huts were little more than black 
skeletons of bamboo sticks protruding lifelessly into the 
skv~ the trees and shrubberv were scorched brown and - -
gray. Endless parallel trad;:.s. interlaced among the fields 
and into the villages. showed where tanks and armored 
personnel carriers -had smashed and ploughed their way 
through the area. _ 

The green rice stalks. ready for harvtsting, rippled in 
the breeze like a field of rich Iowa wheat. However. 
the fields were not being harvested. The peasants had 
scattered for the mountains or to the teeming refugee 
camps miles to the north. The area had been designated 
a "fire free zone" where anything that moved wa fair 
game £Gr troops. artillery and airplanes. 

But the village below had somehow been spared. 
ither it was not "hard-core VC" or the enemy had de

cided not to fight from the nearby trenches and bunkers, 
o the troop had not bothered to destroy it. The field 

were b~ing worked and the people were moving ba~k 
. and forth along the paths to lthe long rows of huts. As 

434 , • 
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we swept overhead, I had noticed that whole families 
were busy shelling and drying rice in front of the small 
mud and thatch houses. ' 

This is a familiar sight in Vietnam during the ricc
harvesti ng season. Everyone pitches in. Men, women 
and children help pour the brown rice kernels from 
one round basket to another as they squat on the hard. 
dirt patio in front of the huts. Old women, with teeth 
stained red from bt:tel nut, quack like ducks in their 

. 
' 

----
------ . 

/ ' ,, 

high-pitched voices as their gnarled fingers rub the 
shells from the small grain of rice. The smaller children 
run in and out of the huts. ometimes playing hide-and
seek behind the trees, then running down to the paddies 
to splash about naked in the cool water. 

The plane circkd two more times and then. the 
pilot's voice sounded over the intercom. 

"You know, rm going to teach those folks a lesson. 
I'm calling for an air strike." 

Having made the decision, he began calling .for bis 
radio operator. stationed back at the air base and re_ady 
to re\ay information to the central control headquarters. 

"This is Green ~larker to Alpha." 
A young, tense voice acknowledged the message . 
"This is Alpha, go ahead Green Marker, over." 
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• •'Thi fi .- Oreen M . 
village down here •here ·~m;eone jmt ahoC at ~ 
probably a .30 or' .SO caliber ·weapon. Here are ·the ~ 
ordinates of the village.,. , 

The pilot read off the exact location of the atea belbw-. 
Then there were a few moments of silence as the operator 
cleared the strike through higher channels. 

"I sure don't like hitting villages, but they gotta learn 
to quit shooting at us,'' the pilot said over the intercom. 

Then the radio operator came back on. The strike had 
been cleared through American and Vietnamese · authori
ties. A call for jet bombers had been placed. 

"Probably take fifteen to twenty minutes before we 
can get the planes," the operator said. 

Below, the villagers were unaware of the fate be
ing organized for them. The jets would surprise them. 
They would appear on the horizon, dark and slim against 
the blue sky. There would be a primary pass for observa
tion. Before the roar of the engines had settled across the 
village, the planes would do a climbing tum. Then they 
would level out and swoop in a neat arc toward the vil
lage. As they reached the bottom of the dive, two bright 
silver cylinders would drop from the planes's wings and 
drift toward the village. There would be a flash of bril
liant orange and red fire, then a billow of smoke. Sec
onds later, the low "whrmmp" of the explosion would 
echo through the air. Then. as the planes straightened 
for a second pass, the rubble of the huts would still be 
smoking. 

\,\,'hen it ,,·as over. only twisted trees and smoldering 
sticks \Vould mark the spot where the village had stood. 
I had been through villages where this had happened. It 
was easv to imagine what it would be like in those huts - .... 
below after the air strike. 

After the wounded had been sorted out and placed in 
litters for the long hike to either a Vietcong camp or 
an American base. the dead would be prepared for 
burial. They would be placed in rough coffins and the 
women would wail and cry, clawing at the coffins and 
spreading tears across the white, unpainted boards. 

The radio crackled again. It was a small stroke of 
luck for the village. 

'•Sir.'' said Alpha, "there don't seem to be any planes 
available right now. However, there is an ARYN artil
lery battery within range." 

The pilot checked the map and located the Viet
namese artillery unit which was located at the base of a 
small mountain only 3 miles away. 

"I guess we'll go ahead with that. Not the same as 
an air strike,,, he muttered over the intercom. 

The pilot told the operator that he would call the 
artillery. Then, switching the frequency of the radio, he 
called the American adviser to the battery. The plane 
moved slightly to the north to avoid the incoming shells 
as the artillery unit lined up its direction of fire. 

Suddenly, the artillery officer half whispered over 
the radio "On the way, over." 

The first round was short of the village. A spout of 
water leaped s yward as the shell exploded in a rice 
field. By no , the villagers realized what was happen
i_ng. They had disappeared from the paths and the fields. 
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. w . ~ ieen • ea,Her in the atternooo. Whaf was a 
village only twenty minutes before was now ail 
seties of brown huts and gree fields. . 

The pilot radioed correction and a. few minutes 
the artillery officer said again: "On the way, over/• . 

The second time, four shells landed simultaneously 
as the entire battery fired from the mountain base. Two 
rounds .. scored directly. A flash of fire and cloud .of 
smoke rose up from the spot where a hut had stood. 1 ~· . 

The other two shells burst in a nearby field. ' 
In the next ten minutes, th·e artillery unit poured .' ,. 

thirty-five rounds of the high explosive 105mm. shells into 
the village. Many of the shells exploded in nearby fields 
and only three or four huts were destroyed. 

finally the pilot called over the radio. "Okay, that 
will do it." 

On the intercom, he muttered, "This ARVN artil
lery isn't worth a damn. With an air strike I could have 
put bombs within 20 feet of any spot in the village." 

When the artillery had finished, the pilot circled once 
more over the village. Then in a final dive to 1,000 feet, 
he released two small rockets attached to the plane's 
wmgs. ,, 

The small plane shuddered from the shock as the 
rockets were fired, then climbed steeply. 

"Hey, I got a haystack; no, two of them." Sure enough, 
each rocket had hit a stack of dry, brown grass and 
both were burning brightly a few yards from a hut. 

As he tarted back toward the airfield, the sun was 
beginning to ettle across the distant mountain. The pilot 
called his radio operator. "How about running over to 
the me s hall and tell them to hold up something to eat. 
We'll be back in about fifteen minutes." ,. 

"I sure am hungry," he added over the intercqm. 

Country Fair 
EDWARD LAMB . 
Mr. Lamb is the Toledo industrialist and author of No Lamb 
for Slaughter (Harcourt Brace & World). 

Saigon 
The United States Army, First Division, has a giant mili
tary base at Lai Khe, some hundred miles north of Saigon. _ 
It was from this heavily armed position that the Big Red 
Division cleared and flattened the Iron Triangle. And 
when I was there it was the scene of operations described 
as Country Fairs..;.....a Madison A venue approach to the 
conversion of the Vietcong in several hostile neighboring 
villages. 

Just 8 miles north, we moved in with the American 
troops as they staged the spectacle for the hamlet of ~ 
Loi. It is a typical town of some 500 inhabitants who 
had lived under the VC for many years. U.S. and South 
Vietnamese troops surrounded the village at four in the , 
morning-a cordon of mortars,' tanks an~ more than • a 
battalion of heavily armed troops. The town having been 
" 435 ,: 




