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Ms. Ciuperca
THE THINGS THEY CARRIED

Quotes “The Ghost Soldiers”

2. “Getting shot should be an experience from which you can draw some small pride. I don’t mean the macho stuff. All I mean is that you should be able to talk about it: the stiff thump of the bullet, like a fist, the way it knocks the air out of you and makes you cough, how the sound of the gunshot arrives about ten years later, and the dizzy feeling, the smell of yourself, the things you think about and say and do right afterward, the way your eyes focus on a tiny white pebble or a blade of grass and how you start thinking, Oh man, that’s the last thing I’ll ever see, that pebble, that blade of grass, which makes you want to cry” (191).
3. “And dog tags. In a way, I envied him- all of them. Their deep bush tans, the sores and blisters, the stories, the in-it-togetherness. I felt close to them, yes, but also felt a new sense of separation. My fatigues were starched; I had a neat haircut and the clean, sterile smell of the rear. They were still my buddies, at least on one level, but once you leave the boonies, the whole comrade business gets turned around. You become a civilian. You forfeit membership in the family, the blood fraternity, and no matter how hard you try, you can’t pretend to be part of it” (194)
4. “Something had gone wrong. I’d come to this war a quiet, thoughtful sort of person, a college grad, Phi Beta Kappa and summa cum lade, all the credentials, but after seven months in the bush I realized that those high, civilized trappings had somehow been crushed under the weight of the simple daily realities. I’d turned mean inside. Even a little cruel at times. For all my education, all my fine liberal values, I now felt a deep coldness inside me, something dark and beyond reason. It’s a hard thing to admit, even to myself, but I was capable of evil. I wanted to hurt Bobby Jorgenson the way he’d hurt me. For weeks it had been a vow-I’ll get him, I’ll get him-it was down inside me like a rock. Granted, I didn’t hate him anymore, and I’d lost some of the outrage and passion, but the need for revenge kept eating at me. At night I sometimes drank too much. I’d remember getting shot and yelling out for medic and then waiting and waiting and waiting, passing out once, then waking up and screaming some more, and how the screaming seemed to make new pain, the awful stink of myself, the sweat and fear, Bobby Jorgenson’s clumsy fingers when he finally got around to working on me. I kept going over it all, every detail. I remembered the soft, fluid heat of my own blood. Shock, I thought, and I tried to tell him that, but my tongue wouldn’t make the connection. I wanted to yell. “you jerk, it’s shock- I’m dying!” but all I could do was whinny and squeal. I remembered that, and the hospital, and the nurses. I even remembered the rage. But I couldn’t feel it anymore. In the end, all I felt was that coldness down inside my chest. Number one: the guy had almost killed me. Number two: there had to be consequences” (200).
Quotes “Night Life”
5. “All around you, everywhere, the whole dark countryside came alive. You’d hear a strange hum in your ears. Nothing specific, nothing you could put a name on. Tree frogs, maybe, or snakes or flying squirrels or who-knew-what. Like the night had its own voice- that hum in your ears- and in the hours after midnight you’d swear you were walking trough some kind of soft black protoplasm. Vietnam, the blood and the flesh” (221)

Quotes “The Lives of the Dead”

6. “For three hours we carried the bodies down the mountains to a clearing alongside a narrow dirt road. We had lunch there, then a truck pulled up, and we worked in two-men teams to load the truck. I remember swinging the bodies up. Mitchell Sanders took a man’s feet, I took the arms, and we counted to three, working up the momentum, and then we tossed the body high and watched it bounce and come to rest among the other bodies. The dead had been dead for more than one day. They were all badly bloated, Their clothing was stretched tight like sausage skins, and when we picked them up, some made sharp burping sounds as the gases were released. They were heavy. Their feet were bluish green and cold. The smeel was terrible. At one point Mitchell Sanders looked at me and said, ‘Hey, man, I just realized something.’

‘What’

He wiped his eyes and spoke very quietly, as if awed by his own wisdom.

‘Death sucks,’ he said”. (243)

7. “But she didn’t. The room was silent. When I looked back at the casket, I felt dizzy again. In my heart, I’m sure, I knew this was Linda, but even so I couldn’t find much to recognize. I tried to pretend she was taking a nap, her hands folded at her stomach, just sleeping away the afternoon. Except she didn’t look asleep. She looked dead. She looked heavy and totally dead”(242).
