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   We stopped to chat for a moment with the houseless “riverfront coffee group.”  They gather and 

sit in the doorway of a fancy restaurant. It’s the place they go after the shelter shoos them out at 7 and 

before the Christian Church warming room welcomes them at 9:00. 

   “Happy Veteran’s Day” one called out, and saluted. I saluted back. I asked “how many of you are 

veterans?” Two of the five proudly spoke up. Usually there are more than two veterans. 

    I don’t know what percent of veterans are homeless, or addicted in some way. I know that more than 

10% are unemployed. They have a high suicide rate. 

    None of these will be marching in the nation’s biggest Veteran’s parade in Albany, Oregon this 

afternoon. The variety of able and disabled veterans is endless. I salute them all. I do not forget to salute 

those veterans who live on the streets of our cities still fighting enemies we do not see. 

 

  A peace vigil group will gather at 5 pm this evening in front of our county courthouse. They’ve been 

doing this for about 12 years ever since “shock and awe” and the whole Middle East conflict and “war on 

terror” began. The faithful few peace vigal are all kinds of people. Some are Veterans too. People 

sometimes drive by and treat those who stand for peace as if they were traitors. It is uncomfortable to 

have people reminding us every day that our country is at war. I salute them on Veteran’s Day as well. 

 

  A book review I’ve been carefully reading is “Breach of Trust: How Americans Failed Their Soldiers 

and Their Country” by Andrew Bacevich. He’s a 23 year veteran Army officer and Professor of History 

and International Relations at Boston University.  He points out what any of us who remember Pearl 

Harbor, or even Vietnam, already know—that every war from Vietnam and before, the whole nation was 

invested in the outcome. Every citizen was expected to sacrifice personally, but not now. 

  $40.8 billion has been awarded in defense contracts since 9/11. No rationing, no price control, no war 

bond drives to fund the wars, no sacrifice, except by those front line veterans we honor today. The debt of 

war is carried in their minds and bodies and will be carried by the next generation of Americans.  

   Happy Veteran’s Day. 

 

  Another book review is “Kill Anything That Moves: The Real American War in Vietnam” by Nick 

Turse. I fear to read more than I’ve already heard from some Vietnam veterans. 

 

  One of my favorite veteran friend’s birthdays was on Veteran’s Day. I would sometimes put on my 

red-white-blue sweater and take a bottle of champagne to his place for a toast. He was touched. He was a 

veteran of naval action in the Battle of Normandy and in the South Pacific. He even survived a stint in the 

Pentagon. I toast the memory of the Commander again today. 

 

  My dad was a lieutenant in the Cavalry reserve who lamented that there was no Cavalry during 

WWII. He finally enlisted, though past draft age. In the Navy! He went from being a horseman to a radar 

operator in the South Pacific His ship was hit by a suicide bomber and a torpedo. Neither went off. It was 

a short war by modern standards. It just seemed long. We toast the survivors. But it was hell. It was the 

same war that produced saturation bombing of German citizens and atomic bombing of Hiroshima and 

Nagasaki.  

  

  Grandson, Max has been deployed overseas in the service of our country’s scientific research in the 

Antarctic. He serves as a mechanic at the South Pole. In my Veteran’s Day search I came upon this 

version of a Naval Hymn verse. Such prayers have gone out for every veteran of every war or great cause: 

Creator, Father, who dost show Thy splendor in the ice and snow, 

Bless those who toil in summer light, And through the cold Antarctic night, 

As they Thy frozen wonders learn; bless those who wait for their return. 

 

 A Prayer for Veteran’s Day…(Harry Emerson Fosdick) 

   “Cure thy children’s warring madness, bend our pride to thy control; shame our wanton, selfish 

     gladness, rich in things and poor in soul…” For Christ’s sake! Amen  
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