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RECLAIM OUR SCHOOLS

Parents, teachers, students, citizens 

of Oregon, please speak up in defense of 

public education. Our schools need small 

classes with innovative teachers who have 

the freedom to create authentic assessments 

to thrive. What they don’t need is one-size-

fi ts-all, high-stakes standardized testing. 

Supporters of corporate-driven high-

stakes standardized testing claim that we 

need these standardized tests because we 

must address the achievement gap that 

exists between white students and students 

of color and also between higher income 

students and lower income students. 

How will they address it? They will use 

this “rigorous data” from high-stakes 

standardized tests to evaluate teacher and 

school performance based on student test 

scores. 

For example, if a student gets extremely 

anxious before he takes the Smarter 

Balanced test and doesn’t receive a high 

score, this test score will be used against his 

teacher. To assign all blame for low scores 

to teachers is simplistic and insulting to 

educators, parents and students. There are 

many reasons for student success, or lack 

of it. Additionally, these tests are only one, 

narrow measure of a student’s capabilities. 

Rather than spending billions of dollars 

on high-stakes standardized testing and 

large amounts of instruction time on these 

tests, we should trust our teachers to create 

authentic, performance-based assessments. 

We should also demand funding to reduce 

class sizes, so students can get more 

individualized attention that focuses on 

their needs and passions. 

Please go to oregoncape.org for 

information on how to reclaim public 

education. 

Laura Farrelly

Eugene

FRESH LOOK NEEDED

Thanks to the Weekly for your continued 

coverage of the rezoning issue in south 

Eugene. Edward Russo’s often prescient 

summaries of the workings of the Eugene 

City Council strangely missed the mark in 

the Oct. 27 Register-Guard.

Councilor Clark’s strong motion that 

the SW-SAZ plan be remanded to planning 

staff to better protect existing residential 

neighborhoods was approved on Oct. 

21. At that work session both City Manager 

Jon Ruiz and City Attorney Glenn Klein 

stated that Jan. 19 was too soon to “revise 

80 pages of code.” 

So that Monday night the council 

merely extended the timeline to March 

19 for staff to come back with a revised 

SW-SAZ for public hearing. The approved 

motion stayed approved. Russo should 

have known that being approved, it also 

remains “adopted.” 

Ruiz, planning staff and the involved 

neighborhoods now have a clear directive 

on their to-do list: The SW-SAZ needs to 

be revised according to the motion to better 

protect privacy, solar access, easements, 

etc. for existing residential neighborhoods. 

 The best route to accomplish that goal 

is not outreach to the public with the old 

plan — i.e. obfuscation and re-branding. 

The best route to accomplish that goal is 

to listen to the neighbors and businesses in 

the impacted areas through neighborhood 

organizations and a citizen planning team 

that can work with the city and take an 

actual fresh look through the previous 

“redevelopment centric” rezoning.

 Ralph McDonald

Eugene

RELENTLESS NOISE

Leo Harris Parkway divides Autzen 

Stadium from Alton Baker Park and so 

divides Oregon Ducks from mallard 

ducks. But even when it’s not game day, 

the sound volume from Autzen respects no 

boundary and invades Alton Baker, often 

drowning out the birdsong, riversong and 

windsong that people rightly expect to 

hear in the park. Long practice sessions 

at the stadium are generally accompanied 

by a soundtrack as booming as one might 

expect for a violent sport that lends itself to 

war metaphors.

L E T T ER S

I
t seems like only yesterday, and not 20 years ago. And 

I don’t know why or how, but Lewis Puller’s suicide 

“got” to me. But, what I wrote 20-plus years ago still 

stands: Another Vietnam vet has committed suicide. I 

do not know the particular demons which fi nally drove 

Lewis Puller to kill himself. I do know I have a few of my own 

that propelled me to the edge in 1975. 

Vietnam must be the craziest war in history: more veterans 

— at least twice as many — have committed suicide after the 

war as died in the war. And that does not include single-car 

accidents or drug or alcohol overdoses. It is as if we Vietnam 

vets are being damned for our sins.

What are our “sins” that push us to act on what the Catholics 

call a mortal sin?

Lewis Puller Jr., son of the legendary Marine General Lewis 

“Chesty” Puller, was in a lot of pain because of his loss of 

both legs, his terrible addiction to drugs, perhaps mistakenly 

prescribed, and, worst of all, a failing marriage to a wife 

whose past support had been vital. In my own case, I felt guilt 

over having inadvertently walked our patrol into an ambush 

of “friendly fi re.” But I believe those may be superfi cial 

demons. Something more fundamental is going on. 

I think that one of the biggest demons is what I will call 

justifi able guilt. Everyone likes to say, “That’s war. It’s not your 

fault.” Yet other veterans of other wars have handled worse and 

not blown themselves away.

In her seminal book, Long Time Passing, Myra MacPherson noted the parallels between 

Vietnam veterans  and German veterans of World War II, particularly the high rates of 

suicides in both groups. I believe she was on to something that we as veterans and Americans 

have missed or, worse, denied and repressed: the sin of participating in a bad war, and the 

very real need to atone for that sin as a psychologically healing act.

I am not speaking in terms of religious or spiritual mumbo-jumbo. No matter how noble 

our intentions, Vietnam was a very bad thing. There was an almost cosmic level of damage 

infl icted between two societies. Damage to them, damage to us; the statistics are so often 

recalled. But look at them again through the prism of humanity and dwell on the pain behind 

the sterile numbers.

Fifty-six thousand Americans were killed. More than 2,500 are missing. At least 1.4 million 

Vietnamese were killed. Two million were wounded in a country 

with no medical facilities to care for them. Ten million were driven 

from their homes. Thirty million gallons of Agent Orange poisoned 

the soil of Vietnam and 14 million tons of explosives, not counting 

napalm and phosphorous, ripped the land apart.

In the south of Vietnam, the land of our supposed allies, 9,000 

of 15,000 hamlets were uprooted or destroyed; more than 20 

million acres of cultivable land were bombed, and the soil ruined 

by the resulting compaction of bomb impact craters. Over 10 

million acres of forests were defoliated. The result was perhaps 

the most environmentally destructive war ever waged. America 

did all that. We did all that. And when we veterans juxtapose that 

waste with our suffering and that of our buddies, we face the 

chasm of madness and yes, evil.

How do we bridge that chasm? What good is to be found in a 

world so full of evil, especially if we see it in ourselves? I can’t 

speak for Puller or anyone else but myself, and I hope it can help. 

I am not overly religious, but after my own near-suicide, I forced 

myself to believe that it is a mortal sin, if you will, and that self-

imposed hang-up has clicked in as a useful devise when I am hit 

with despair. It helps me to get past the immediate crisis.

I am not saying suicide is a mortal sin, or that I found the 

Lord, but I can assure fellow sufferers that help and comfort can 

be derived by behaving “as if it were so.” And when the crisis 

passes, I usually fi nd that life is worth going on after all. Then I 

can address the meaning of what happened and, more important, transcend it.

I was very lucky. I not only found a “trick” in coping with my despair, I’ve had a loving 

wife and family. As important, I was able to meet with and found a lot of forgiveness from 

those whom I victimized, the Vietnamese.

After all the spiritual talk, it also comes down to a sense of maturity in facing up to ones 

errors or “sins,” and to realize — truly understand — that we can forgive and be forgiven; 

the victim and the victimizer can fi nd atonement. 

Lewis, may you fi nd peace.

 Michael Peterson of Eugene holds a master’s degree in international studies from UO. He is 
the author of The Combined Action Platoons: The U.S. Marines’ Other War in Vietnam. He 
is retired and collects disability from the Veterans Administration for PTSD. A version of this 
column appeared in The Register-Guard May 20, 1994.
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