


























n one MEDCAP mission to the Son Tinh district,
Lieutenant Wahner found herself the center of

attention. “Most of the patients had never seen an
American woman before,” she relates, “and were
suffering from a case of curiosity.” The treatment
prescribed was a combination of ingredients—a warm
smile to ease shyness, and a friendly greeting to
promote comfort.

The womanly understanding that the nurses show
on these MEDCAP missions does much to let the
Vietnamese civilians know that many Americans care
enough to help.

The 23rd Medical Battalion not only runs weekly
MEDCAP's, but they help the Vietnamese pecple to
care for their own medical needs.

For the past several months the battalion has been
assisting the 2nd ARVN Division with on-the-job
training for medical personnel. One of these
programs involved training Vietnamese girls to
become nurses. This program began at the request
of the Village Chief of Ky Xuan Island.

Four young girls, ages eighteen to nineteen, from
the Island began a ten week course of intensive
study.

he nurses soon got a chance to utilize their newly
learned skills. Doctor (Maj.) Bruce Usher from
the 91st Evacuation Hospital combined the four
Vietnamese nurses with his MEDCAP team during a
visit to Ky Xuan island.

The village headquarters located in the center of
the island was used as an out-patient clinic. Three
shots were fired into the air to signal that the
MEDCAP was underway.

By noon Doctor Usher and his medical assistants
had seen more than 200 patients, most of whom
were women and children.

“You get a very good idea of what it’s like to be a
country doctor out here. Treating so many people
for so many different things is a unique experience,”
the doctor remarked.

different kind of MEDCAP is also underway in
the Americal. A medical team of Army
personnel live with the Vietnamese people in the
community of Son Hoa. The team serves the
community as a permanent medical station.

Ever since this 196th Infantry Brigade MEDCAP
lisison team moved into the village courthouse, they
have offered daily check-ups to 1,500 Son Hea
inhabitants.

Cut to the bone on supplies because of field
requirements, these medics treat cuts, boils, jungle
rot and a number of other minor ailments. Medical
aid is a premium that few of these Vietnamese
families can afford. A splash of hydrogen peroxide,

salve and a bandage can mean the difference between
a shallow flesh wound and crippling gangrene.

“It's almost impossible to reach a Vietnamese
doctor from here,” said medic Specialist Four
Roderick Tolbert, {(St. Louis). The nearest doctor is
in Tam Ky, 18 miles southwest of this mountain
valley.

he most tangible services of the team have helped
to make Son Hoa a healthier, more prosperous
settlement. Before the team arrived the villagers
could barely support themselves.

“Viet Cong attacks drove several families in here
for safety,” said Sergeant John Duque,
NCO-in-charge of the medical team. “We had to
help them find room. Some were hurt and needed a
‘bacsi'—a doctor.”

Sergeant Dugue notified First Lieutenant Michael
Donohoe, his supervisor across the valley on fire base
West. Donohoe consulted with battalion medical
officers. A week later, Sgt. Dugue was the busiest
man in Son Hoa; Lt. Donohoe was sending in a
MEDCAP team and Duque had to alert the village.

A thatched hut—a mini-dispensary—was scrubbed
down and the medics filed in and arranged bandages
and bottles on the table provided. About 35 women
and children were watching. The village chief was
there, and the American battalion commander. The
crowd held back, but not for long.

14 Bring your sick here every day,” a Vietnamese

spokesman told the crowd. A tiny mother
with discolored sores pitting her leg moved in under
the hut. A little boy pulled at the medic’s sleeve,
wanting candy. As the days passed, the medics
added to their clientele. When they heard about the
American “bacsi,” mothers treked in from afar
bringing their sick and ailing to visit the live-in
MEDCAP at Son Hoa.

Whether it's a once a week outing to some remote
village, or a team living with the people, friendliness
and understanding are the keynotes fora MEDCAP
mission. The medical civic action program not only
provides a much needed medical service to the
Vietnamese people, but also opens new channels of
friendship between Americans and Vietnamese. {§
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o a degree that would astound the

saciologist, the Pacification program in Quang Ngai Province kas created unigque

bybrid societies of Vietnamese villagers and American soldiers. It is not a matter af one

culture assimilating the other, or even of mere coexistence. It is best described in the very personal

context of genuine friendship. It is a world where idealism meets reality, and one of the few

places where you can have nuoc mam sauce with your C-rations.[JThe men of Company B, 15t
Battalion, 20th Infantry, of the 11th Infantry Brigade have lived with the people of Van Troung village
since October of last year. Many have been imvited to live in the villagers homes and in a very real sense
have become members of the family. These soldiers take a very persomal interest in the security and
continued prosperity of Van Troung.[[“Harpo’s Funeral Dinner” displays but a small isolated facer of

this relationship, but it is a valid microcosm of a land where two cultures live, frght and sometimes grieve

together.[ It is also a true story.

P

he translucent orange flame
leapt from side to side within the globe of the ail
lamp like a viper in a glass cage. Its brighter
flickerings illuminated the faces of seven Viet-
namese villagers and five American soldiers eating
at a large wooden table.

The scene is quiet as a tableau. The occasional
clicking of chopsticks does not disturb the obvious
tone of gravity but rather adds a ritualistic fla-
voring to the dinner. Thete is a common grief
here, a dignified sorrow tempered by Oriental sto-
icism and war.

The aroma of fish, pork and steamed vegetables
mingles strangely with the other-worldly scent of
incense which smolders before the photograph of
a young Vietnamese man.

Specialist Four Ken Yuravich deftly balances a
morsel of local perch on his chopsticks and recalls
the day he first met the man in the picture, It
was nearly nine months ago. Bravo Company had
just moved into Van Troung on a permanent
pacification mission.

They were both curious and apprehensive about
the prospect of actually living with the villagers.
Mostly apprehensive, Yuravich remembered.

As he glanced again at the photograph,
Yuravich could almost feel the chill and sting of
the early monsocon rain that lashed at the patrol
as they began moving out of the village that day.
This was a daily chore for the eightman squad —a
search and clear mission east toward the South
China Sea.

Suddenly this guy comes running up, He says
nothing but tugs at sleeves and points fearfully

to a treeline in the distance. Gurgling gutteral
sounds escape from his throat—but no words in-
telligible to any man. Nor does he hear the words
of any man. “Harpo”—as he was henceforth
known to the men of Bravo Company was born
deaf and dumb.

He then drew the crude outline of a rifle in
the mud and added six stick figures. Again he
pointed to the woodline. Suddenly his message
took on an unmistakable clarity and urgency—
“Six armed VC await you in the woodline.”

Harpo was only off by one. The patrol's feint
found five VC unprepared to spring their planned
ambush and left three of them dead. No,
Yuravich would not likely forget his first encoun-
ter with the man in the picture.

The young soldier sitting next to Yuravich at
the talsale holds a special position of prestige in the
village. He is the healer-—the Bai Si—in effect
the village doctor. As with any resident physician,
Private First Class Ken Jones, B Co. medic, is on
24 hour call.

He politely motions away Harpo’s father’s offer-
ing of a second helping of rice and thinks about
the small parcel in his pocket. If the doctor’s
prognosis had been correct, this little device could
have brought an entire new dimension to the deaf-
mute’s life. The hearing aid had arrived too late,

Jones mused over Harpo’s probable reaction to
the first sounds of his life. More than likely he
would have smile broadly and then laughed in his
voiceless way. A strange sound, Harpo's laugh.
Harpo’s ability to be cheerful despite his affliction
was great therapy for the men of Brave Co,
especially when things got discouraging.

HARPO'S FUNERAL
DINNER


































Cautiously approaching  and

sniffing the can, “Panther”

sat down, clue to his handler that
the can may be booby-irapped.
An explosive charge was prepared
to destroy the can and its con-
tents. There was the initial deto-
nation then a secondary explosion.
Once again the Army’s four-legged
soldier had made the
right decision.

“Panther” is a mine
and tunnel dog assigned
to the 63rd Infantry

Platoon {combat tracker’s).
He came to the Amerieal Divi-
gion from Fort Gordon, Georgia,
where mixed breed German She-
pards are trained to detect by smell
the presence of mines and tunnels.
The tunnel dog is utilized in
areas suspected to contain under-
ground passages, or when a unit
finds an opening inte a hunker
complex and wants to seal off all
other entrances.

Mine dogs locate enemy devices,
above and below ground. They
can see a trip wire that is invigible
to a man’s eye, sometimes smell it,
and even hear it as it vibrates in
the wind.
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