Vietnam In Our Classroom

There's only one truth about war: people die.  

— Gen. Sheridan

I was a freshman at Blackfoot High School in 1966. Although my memory is hazy, I will try to recount a timeless tragedy from the fragmented corners of my mind.

The course and the teacher's name are not important, but the event itself is notable. Our teacher seemed different that day—more subdued and less spirited. She began the lesson with her usual introduction but soon struggled to continue. Finally, she stopped, closed her book, and became deeply contemplative; she looked at us with sad, distant eyes, as if she were seeing someone from another time.

That moment felt like an eternity. Then, she broke down in tears. Slowly, she regained her composure, apologized, and whispered, "Why are we over there? Why are our boys dying so far away? Why?" At that moment, the bell rang, almost as if to rescue her from the tragedy, allowing her to reclaim her professionalism and dignity.

At the time, no one in the class understood why she was crying. Years later, some of us who remember that day now comprehend her sorrow. I realized that her eyes reflected on a former student who was no longer alive. For her, that day marked the moment when the reality of war entered our classroom. And while tears flowed in the room, blood continued to flow thousands of miles away.

Amando Alvarez, Vietnam Veteran
