"My Country, Right or Wrong"
This saying has been transcended into history for many years now. Your parents or other elders may recall this saying being popular during the Vietnam Era. Many people held the feeling that they should fight for their country because their country asked, regardless of what they personally felt. As you know, antiwar protesters disagreed.

Today, your task is to respond to that quote. Do you agree or disagree, and more importantly, why?

Requirements of Response:
· That you answer whether or not you agree

· That you explain why you agree or disagree in detail (support your answers)

· At least 1 page typed, double-spaced 

This assignment is worth 25 points (weighted as essay).
25 points: adequate job

15 points: some areas need improvement--lacking detail

1 point: mere attempt

For more information or to gather ideas on this issue, you might want to read the following articles. 
Be sure not to plagiarize!
John Wear, Vietnam veteran
New Hope, PA, USA 

(The below letter appeared in the Philadelphia Inquirer on Sunday, April 23, 2000. A few weeks before it was published, the editor of the paper's Community Voices section had asked the readers: What did Vietnam teach you about America ... its values and its people? This is what I wrote deep from within my heart.) 

I grew up as an Air Force "brat." My father (may he rest in peace) was a 30-year career US Air Force officer. I was raised as an "America, love it or leave it," right-wing, conservative Republican. I graduated from a military preparatory high school with the "America, my country, right or wrong, my country" attitude. President John F Kennedy's words, "Ask not what your country can do for you, ask what can you do for your country" still rang in my ears as I joined the US Marine Corps in mid-1966. After completing Bootcamp, I was practically rabid in my belief that America could do no wrong. During my enlistment (in 1967), Time magazine published a letter that I had written to the editor where I chastised (then) Cassias Clay for saying that he had no quarrel with the Viet Cong and for his not submitting to the draft. In that letter, I wrote the we should "fight now and love later." Not much later, I spent twelve months and twenty-nine days inside a flame-thrower tank "playing hide and seek" with the North Vietnamese Army in and around the Demilitarized Zone (DMZ) in Vietnam. I saw a lot of unpleasantness (to say the least) but I came home physically unscathed. I arrived in Vietnam a proud "gung-ho" American fighting man, I came home a disillusioned and ashamed "old" man. 

Luckily I was never was spat upon nor was I called a "baby killer." For years I perceived that due to the lack of interest by the general public, I avoided any and all confrontations and conversations about "Nam." What did they know anyway? They weren't there. I did not join the Veterans of Foreign Wars, the American Legion, the Marine Corps League or any other of the veterans groups. Why? I imagine that my inner conflict of a proud warrior versus an ashamed loser could not be resolved. Killing the enemy was practically a mechanical thing. You see them, you point and you shoot. The Marine Corps trained us to do this, it was our job. But seeing brave American fighting men killed and/or horribly wounded in battle was one of the most traumatic things anyone can imagine. I also had a very good friend killed during my tour. I believe to this day that if my tank had been accompanying his tank during that bloody operation back in May of 1968 that I could have somehow keep him from the needless death that occurred. I visit his name on The Wall (in Washington, DC) often. It's a very small consolation. 

What did Vietnam teach me? I taught me that I was young, stupid and way too gullible back in the 1960's. Then in the 1970's it taught me that the American people have deeper feelings for American embassy non-combatant civilians who have been held hostage by Iranian militants than they do for the American fighting man who shed blood in Vietnam. Who got the ticker-tape parade down 5th Avenue? In the 1980's the Vietnam War's legacy taught me that during and after the conflict we were lied to by everyone from the military leaders all the way up to the President about what we did and why we did it. Who recalls "the light at the end of the tunnel'? During the 1980's it taught me that we Vietnam Veterans could put our money where our mouths were and collected enough money (without the US Government's involvement) to build a most awesome memorial to our fallen comrades-at-arms..."The Wall." Finally in the 1990's, thank God, I located a group of USMC Vietnam tankers who after 30 years have reached out and found one another. I am now no longer afraid, ashamed or angry. I am proud of what I did in the past and proud once again of my country, the United States of America.

Regarding the flag, again

By Pamela S. Turner 

The American flag has never brought tears to my eyes. 

They say that people are most deeply affected by events they are old enough to remember, but too young to have any impact upon. I graduated from high school the year the last lonely helicopter lifted off the roof of the United States Embassy in Saigon. 

Before me, the flag soaked up, indelibly, subtly, the stains of Vietnam. Antiwar protesters adopted the peace sign. As patriotic as their motives might have been, they abandoned the very symbol that stands for the freedom to ask: "Are we doing the right thing?"

Those who supported the war brandished the flag as they proclaimed that most chilling of political sentiments, "My country, right or wrong." Flag-burning by antiwar demonstrators, and overreactions by conservatives, seemed to bring out the worst of both sides.

During the first week of September, I was cleaning out the garage when I discovered a small cardboard box. An American flag lay neatly folded inside. I considered throwing it away or putting it into the Goodwill pile; certainly, I had no thought of displaying it. Then I found a certificate at the bottom of the box.

Years ago, as an idealistic, newly minted college graduate, I had worked on Capitol Hill as a congressional aide. I had gone to Washington for purely patriotic reasons, I suppose, though at the time I would never have described it that way. "Patriotic" had a vaguely red-necked tinge.

Through my boss, I had arranged for a special flag for my grandparents. According to the certificate, the flag in the box "was flown over the United States Capitol on July 24, 1981."

My grandmother was the kind of dear lady who would thank me profusely for gifts, then give them back to me years later, untouched. So it was with the flag. Not at all fond of flags, but very fond of my grandmother, I decided to keep it.

In the days following Sept. 11, flags have sprouted everywhere. A leather-clad, tattooed Hell's Angel passed me on the freeway, an enormous flag somehow mounted to the back of his Harley. A garden of tiny flags has blossomed in front of our local fire station.

My daughter, to whom the Vietnam War is as distant as the Peloponnesian, made a flag out of paper and glued it to her T-shirt.

Most houses on our street display a United States flag. Some are old and tattered, some are new, and some are no more than a newsprint flag that arrived inside the Sunday paper.

Now I think I know what it must have been like in the dark days of World War II, when flags flew because Americans clearly understood we were the last, best hope of the entire world. So few of the issues we confront are truly black and white, with no shades of gray. Stem-cell research? School vouchers? Tax cuts?

If we are honest, we can always find some wisdom in the other guy's position. But Nazism, apartheid, terrorism - they have no redeeming arguments. It is a wonderful thing, a noble thing, to unite against evil.

To Americans who had lived through World War II, the flag-burnings of the Vietnam era must have felt like a dagger in the heart. Memories as well as fabric were attacked, turned dark, and crumpled.

This week I took the flag out of its box and carefully nailed it up across the garage door, crying all the while. It was so clean, its colors still so bright. I hope, in the days and months and years to come, it will continue to be both a symbol of unity against evil - and the freedom to keep asking, "Are we doing the right thing?"

