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Summary of Vietnam Tour, March 31 to June 1, 1967

My trip to Vietnam started many years ago with the hunger
for what I have termed life's great adventures. The opportunity
to travel, to meet new and interesting people, to be exposed to a
modicum of danger in the performance of a worthwhile task, to see
tangibly the things about this war that have bothered me as an
American, all these facets of experience were offered.

For one of minimal world travel experience the trip across
the Pacific was a long unfolding of vistas about which I had only
read. From Saigon I traveled to Kontum in the Central Highlands
where I was assigned to the local Province Hospital and to Dr.
Pat Smith's Ming Quy Hospital. The work here was demanding, but
not overwhelming. I found it <challenging and refreshing to
practice medicine in a situation where the ancient art of
physical diagnosis was the primary diagnostic tool due to the
absence or scarcity of ancillary diagnostic services. There are
no criteria for determining what one American Doctor accomplished
in two months in Vietnam. Suffice it to say I personally felt
the program eminently worthwhile.

I returned home by way of Europe. Judging on the basis of
my limited experience I conclude that the program is well handled
by the AMA and USAID, that America can be proud of its effort in
Vietnam and that I am a fuller and more complete person for
having been there. It was in truth one of 1life's great
adventures.



:;officn is provision for privacy. Here 1n Vietn;m»this is ‘not apgictor.‘ Excopt uhoro .xtgi*fk
»fjgordinary means are taken.I have: ynt to examine or treat ‘a‘“patient. hers without bning watéhed &
‘by .interested on lookers. In my little office at the outpatient ‘elinic- thpre s a large
"-window" uhich is always open. . It is’ ‘about ‘four feet from the ground 8o that m;ny times as'I
: ﬂlook to the window.sill I see a row of interested Oriental eyes surmounted»by a variety of"
‘plcturesqus hats., With our toc common lack of tact Orientals are sometimes referred to as - .
_8lant ‘eyed. This term is not only objectionable, it is also I belisve not anatomically corrcci
The orbit, by definition being round, cannot be tilted and the slani ‘we refer to is the moft:
tissues about the eyes and the marked epicanthal fold characteristic of Orientals. At first*
glance this row of eyes whiclr greet me over the window 8ill all appear the same.’: Fut closer
inspection reveals the bright eye of a youth sesking to learn. lNext may be the eyes of age, -
scarred by injury and disease and dulled by the site of too much suffering., YNext may be ths . -
rischievous sparkling eyes which could only belong to a child being held up to the window by -
a compatriot. Some of these syes are observing the foreign doctor and the beholder may leave
the window and gc to the waiting room, others will leave and go to their native practioner
who behaves in a way with which they are more familiar.
The headgear is also interesting and gives some clue to the thoughts of the wearer. The
conical woven grass hat, so efficient for shade is very comron. Next one may see a cloth RS
visored cap copied from the military. It is not uncommon to see a head covered with a towel,
for this is the traditional garb to denote illness. Variations of campaign hats, reminiscent
of the prospedtors with sagging burns, are in my experience, often worn by Vietnamese, who
present themselves with long dramatic tales of their aches and pains. Vietnamese youths with'
Western type narrow brim hats often have vague corplaints whose recital freaquently with a
request for excuse frox work. A beret may indicate a Montagnard, influenzed by the French, -
Eyes and hats may be mundane objects for observation, but one begins to get the feel of
a country when the stimulus of the obvious becomes less and we note the smaller and more suttle
indications of the life of a people.

13 ¥ay 1967---- A Child Dies
Dr. Smith told me of a conversation with a Vietnamese Physician who expressed surprise that
Western Physicians.and Nurses 'are emotionally disturbed when a cnild dies. This 1s a reflectio
; of the native acceptance of death and illness ad inevitable and is perhaps easier to understand
i when one considers that it is estimated that more than half of the babies do not live thru
Y ChildhOOd .

This morning at four thirty I was called to s=ze a child in extremis., This little girl was
admitted some thirty six hours previously, her body bearing the physical stiginata of mal-
nutrition. Last night her condition seemed slightly improved, but durlng the night hours the
flame began to quiver. Her father, a VC returnee, is rather large in physical stature and -
dressed in other clothes he might wtll pass as an American truck driver. Dressed in his black
pajamas, he had scarcely left his child's bed and lovingly cared for her every need in the best
way he could.

A photograph of the scene would show a small group gathered around this bed. A kerosene

: lantern at the nurses station penetrates the darkness with rays of insufficient light inter-

: spersed with long black shadows. The father is squatted on the head of the bed, gently

§ supporting the child. The American Doctor and Nurse stand at the side, futily thinking of what

§ might be done. The native nurse, a catachist, comes with a small paper cup of water and aoftly

§ intones in foreign tongue the words of baptisu.

: The scene fades away. Outside the dawn is breaking, the roosters crow, the monkeys stretc
and the Montagnards are starting their morning fires. There is a bigger and more dlfflcult A
battle to be fought here than that which is waged with guns and mortars. : f;*

I‘J

: -3"4’--

15 May 1967

With Dr. Srith away this has been an extremely busy time. We have admitted a number of .
seriously i1l patients including three children with meningitis and a number of adults with wha“-
is locally called troa hac by the natives and cholerine by the French. This ‘conditicn is markei
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VIETNAM JOURNAL II
28 November 1968

Seattle - Portland - Random thoughts =--

The incongruity of leaving our familiar kitchen filled with the
odor of roassting turkey end baked ples. -~ The unreality of the reali-
zation that when my loved ones sit down to this Thanksgiving meal I
will be in Hawaii. -« The angulsh of psrting. -- The acute conflict
between the intangible reascns for goling and the very tangible rea-
sons for staying.

Above a8 thin cloud layer primarily covering the river valleys
we flew at 14,000 feet, and I was treated to s besutiful panorama
of the Cascade Mountains, highlighted by Mt. Rainier, Mt. St. Helens
and Mt. Adems. As we flew by, even these dim eyes could perceive on
the top of eacii peak & group of familiar and well-loved faces.

The flight to Hawail was smooth and uneventful. We flew at
28,000 feet and for five hours there was nothing to see below but an
unbroken field of white clouds until we descended and below was Dla-
mond Head and Pearl Harbor. En route the steward, from Guatemals,
sat and talked. He has been flying for 23 years snd was the threatened
victim in the first Cuban hijecking incldent. He was very talkative,
8o much so I could hardly get a word in about mountaln climbing.

It was hot and humid at the airport, and by the time I arrived =at
the hotel a drenching rainstorm which was to last twelve hours started.
- Desplite the rain I enjJoyed & swim on Walkiki Beach. Further out I
could see graceful surfriders and then in the distance thefe appeared
a long Hewailan outrigger canoe propelled by paddles. You can imagine
the disillusionment of discovering it manned by tourists and constructed
of flbreglass.

Later in the evening I toured Honolulu by bus. A typically
friendly, elderly Hawalian engaged me in conversation. He told of
his boyhood on wWaeiklki Beach when there were no hotels, they beach-
walked every day to salvage what treasures the sea hed brought in,
and instead of plastic surfooards rented for 75¢ e day, they built
their own of wood and weighing about 80 pounds.

29 November An eerly morning run on the veach, & delightful swim
and noWw I must pack. On to Tokyo and Hong Kong. James Michener has
made popular the history of these islands, and certainly they have
witnessed their share of dramatic moments. Currently Hawail is re-
peatedly the scene of great human pathos, for this is the site of

R and R reunlions of our fighting men aend their wives. Riding on the
bus to the hotel there was & young wife, encumbered by luggege and a
fretful infant of perhaps three months. At the R and R center she
quitted the bus with great difficulty end there was greeted by her
army sergeatit husband. The intense happiness of their meeting could
not dim the vision of thelr soon parting, he to return to the wars
and she to her struggling existence without him.

On boarding the plane I cerefully scrutinlized the other passen=-
gers and picked out two men who looked like physicians, and they
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proved to be part of our contingent. Altogether there are five of us
on the plane, a pedlatrician, an ophthalmologist, 8 pathologist and
one other general practitioner beslides myself. We range in age from
sbout 30 to 60 and come from widely separated p arts of the country.

1 December 1968 The flight to Tokyo and on to Hong Kong was rou-
tine. There is something about the configuration of an airplane
seat which allows me to elmost but not quite get to sleep. Neverthe-
less time passed quickly encugh since in Dr. John Mulloy I found a
chess player of sbout equal development, and we had some excellent
games. The routine of debarkation, immigration end traensportation
was quickly accomplished by excited, hurrying and voluble Chinese
attendants, and soon we were ensconced at the Penninsula Hotel. By
Hawaii time it was 5:00 A.M. and I waes tired, by Hong Kong time it
was 11:00 P.M. and I wasn't guite ready for bed. Dr. Mulloy and I
walked down the main street for about an hour, and thence I was off
to bed. My sleep was disturbed only once by the yowls of a nearby
cat fight which made me feel right at twome.

As usual I awakened early, and after some coffee and juice
walked the few blocks to the water front. Wwarmed by the welcoms
early morning sun I beheld a fascinating panorama. In the back-
ground were the apartment studded hills of Hong Kong made luminescent
by the rising sun. In the bay there was constant motion of ocean-
going traffic ranging from sncient to most modern. Immediately in
front of me there was a constant parade of small graceful motor-
driven junks which were being continually skillfully maneuvered to
the dock to pick up passengers. These were apparently laborers who
seemed to face the day ehead with an air of hsppiness and camaraderie
not always seen at home. Surrounding me were hundreds of Chinese
young people who to judge by their parcels of athletic equipment,
hot dog roasting sticks, pack sacks and Boy Scout uniforms were off
somewhere on a Sunday holiday.

The balance of the day was spent 1n going to Church, purchase of
a camera and a short ferry boat ride. By 4:30 in the afternoon both
Dr. Mulloy end I were filled by an acute case of "jet lag". I lay
down for a short nap and awakened five hours later.

2 December 1968 Flying in to Saigon this time was a unique ex-
perience for me. Our group, now enlerged by the addition of Dr.
Hennemen from Seattle and a 72 year old radiologist from Caelifornis,
was selzed by a feeling of excitement and anticipation, all except me.
Despite the shortness of my previous experience here a year and a half
ago, I felt like I had Jjust bpeen away for a few days and that nothing
had changed. The coolness of Hong Kong had not prepared us for the
blast of heat as we debarked. At the airport we were met by Mr. John
Miller and Dr. Larry Wilson, USAID administrative aids who very effi-
clently got us through the airport maize. The balance of the after-
noon was spent in getting settled at our querters in the Miramonde
Hotel and filling out endless forms which are a part of 1life here.

A good chess game (I was beaten), an excellent dinner, and then off

to bed.

3 December 1968 It is 3:00 A.M. as I write this. Having slept
soundly for six hours I awakened refreshed and mosqulito bitten. In




the distance there is a distant roll of artillery. A nearby dog barks
and is soon joined by his friends in a short chorus. As background
music there is the steady hum of fan and air conditioner. Our little
group which gradually gathered from a variety of origins in the United
States will soon disperse into widely separated parts of South Vietnam.
These are interesting people. All but one have spent time in previous
volunteer service such as the Hope and verious missions. Dr. Mulloy,
whom I know the best, is about 50, a bachelér:-and & qualified patholo-
gist. He has spent his professional 1life alternating between a few
years of hospital work in the States and then off to some far flung
post of service. He speaks fluent French and already I feel my faci-
lity with that elusive language coming back.

4 December 1968 We are riding in a WWw II vintage C-47 transport

ag this is written. Stripped of all nonessentials, equipped with pipe-
rail and canvas seats and crowded with a mixture of the humanity of
egst and west, it 1s a far cry from the relative luxury of Pan Am.

Yesterday was spent primarily in briefing. Ve were taken on a
tour of the srmy medical school where we were addressed by a young
colonel who in very excellent English expressed his appreciation for
the sacrifices America has made in this land. Later during lunch we
were paired off with other military doctors. My partner for the meal
was about my age. With my broken French and his broken English we
conversed and he told of his flight from Hanoi in 1954 rather than
live under communism. Hearing such experliences first band lends some
substance to some of the idealistic explesnations of why we wer here.
The lunch they served us was genuline Vietnamese. There were a varlety
of rice dishes prepared in various ways and delicately flavored with
chicken or shrimp. These nuances of flavor were quickly dispelled
with the addition of a sauce called "nukmom". This is prepared from
rotted fish and a variety of peppers. Like many such things in smell
amounts it is tolerable but in large amounts tastes like a combination
of fuel oil and hydrochloric acid. This was quite a test for our
stomachs.

Whoops-~ In our hot, crowded little cocoon there are no view
windows. We became aware of landing shortly after take~off and to our
surprise found ourselves back at Salgon -- engline trouble, you know.
We walt now while & second plane is readied.

Following the second take-off the trip was without incident save
being long, hot and noisy. We were met at the Neh.Trang eirport and
there followed the inevitable briefing. Dr. Henneman and I are now
together, he awalting transportation to Qui Nhon and I to Pleiku. We
are temporarily quartered in the Nah Trang Hotel and were able to get
in a short swim at the nearby beautiful beach. Later we encountered
a young GI infentrymen who, being slightly inebriated, gave us a vivid
description of 1life on a long range reconnasance unit. The disturbing
thing was what these months appeasr to have done to this young man.
Fortunately I do not believe he represents the majority of the GI's here.
It's early to bed tonight and more briefing tomorrow. I will be glad
when I reach my duty station.
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5 December 1960 Today I made rounds at tho Nhs Trang Hospital
with Dr. Barbara Kenyon. Sho 13 & pedistrician from Buckley, Wash-
ington, whom I had met on my previous tour and she 1s now here on a
long renge contract with USAID. Seeing these 1ittle children, of
serious mien, with their sunken faces, protruberant bellies and
pipestem arms gave rise to that famillar feeling of the urgency of
doing something. Even in a fairly well equipped hospital the pro-
blem 1s all but overwhelming es many of these children do not appear
for treatment until thelr disease has progressed to the polnt they
have sustained irreversible chsnges. There are some victories,

some suffering is alleviasted, concerned parents are comforted. With-
out these I doubt that persons such as Doctor Kenyon and the others
who have come from all over the Free World could go one.

6 December 1968 My assignment is Pleiku, in the Central Highlands,
about 30 miles from Kontum. This is a msjor militery center and the
landing at the alrport was accented by the roar of jet fighters tak-
Ing off and Wurld war II ilght bombers losded with rocksts taxiing.

My assignment 1s with the Ll}7th Medical Detachment, and 1 was very
favorably impressed with the personnel who met me. Capt. Duﬂangton

13 a young medical officer who has one year of surgical residency Gﬂﬁ}WJM
and will soon start his speclelty residency in urology. Dr. Gelze- '
man with whom I will work for the most part is an internist. The
weather here is great -~ two blenkets at night they tell me. Our
quarters are an old Vietnamese Villa and quite comfortable. I'm
ready to go to work.

7 December 1968 Sitting down to write tonight my mind 1s filled
with thoughts of the veriety of exporiencos of the day, of startling
sights, of chellenges, of minor victories and defeats, of interest-
ing conversations. One of the frustrations of the men who work and
sacrifice here for long periods of time 1s the difficulty of communi-
cating the whole picture to the people at home. This morning I went
with a smell group to & nearby Montagnard villaege to help effect trans-
fer of a young seriously 111 mother to the hospital. This afternoon,
being Saturdey there was no professional work so I Jjolned & group of
officers end men in carrying sandbags to reinforce & nesrby bunker.
It is part of the unique situstion here that as we worked at this
rather menisl task, members of the local Vietnamese military group,
dressed in U. 8. uniforms and bearing U. S. wespons and equipment
stood by and watched. Perhaps of greater significance 1s the fact
that under these circumstences the camaraderle between officers and
men of our forces revealed none of the chasm which formerly separated
these groups on the basis of rank.

8 December 1968 The young mother we admltted yesterday is im-
proved. Along with her to the hospltel came her mother and also her
one month old baby who eppeared to be dehydrated and in malnutriticn
due to the illness of the mother. Since there are no food or nursing
services in the hospltal we have made several trips to the hosplital
to provide fresh milk in a nursing bottle which we had to teach and
persuade the grandmother to glve. Such is medical practice in Viet-
name,

9 December 1968 Lt. Col. Bauer appears to be sbout 45 years old.
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Slim and athletic in build, hc is attractive in appearance and very
personable in spoech and bohavior. As I sat in hls office along
with an officer end a non-com and listecned to his briefing I thought
how similar this was to & situation in tho States where an executive
of a large company might be briefing his new employoes. The differ-
ence here 1s that this man's company is spreed out over primitive
provinces populated by people characterized by the whole gamut from
ignorance to extreme intellligence, from friend to deadly enemy, from
dependency to indifference to violent opposition. His mission is to
kill some and to make friends with others. He 1 backed by a great
nation whose people are divided into those for and those against,
the vast majority having very little concopt of the situation here.

10 December 1968
- Mission: Immunization of Montagnards et village Pleil Do

Personnel: Two doctors - 1 civilian
1 Puerto Rican Army Captéiln
One nurse - Americen civilian
Four enlisted men - white and negro, ell experienced
In similar missions, somo veterans
of considerable military action

Equipment: Two open trucks, immunization equipmont, small arms for
socurity.

The villsge appeared empty as we drove In, but shortly small
black haired heads with bright curiocus eyos peaked out from the front
doors. 1In & few momonts we were surroundod by the sttractive Montag-
nard children. In tho background stood the mothers, many cuddling
their latest born. Gradually young men appeared and finally the few
sncients of this villego. Tho villagers wore lined up and with ad-
mirable discipline were recorded and then received their injections.
Like children the world over, some woro stoical and others resisted
manfully. All this transpired in the hot sunshine. After our work
was done we broke out C rations and ate picnic fashion surrounded by
our friendly Montegnards who shared in tho sbundance.
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11 December 1968 Suroly tho Vietnomese language must be the most
difficult in the world. ©Not only are the letter arrangements diffi-
cult, as in the common name Nguyen, but there seem to be an infinite
variety in tonal inflection which totally alter the meaning. A doc-
tor frequently asks a patient to breath€deeply. The Vietnamese words
are tau mclne (?) which doesn't appear too difficult. However, only
sbout one half of the patients understand me when I attempt these
simple words but respond promptly when the Interpreter utters them in
what sounds to me es only & very minor variation. Such are the smaller
prcolems of American life in Vietnam.

12 December 1968 This afternoon we drove out to the site of a new
Montegnard resettlement village. Here on & hot dusty fleld some forty
cf an expected 500 families were in army tents end graduslly pecoming
accustomed to a new way of life. For meny their first truck ride wes
from their jungle village to this new plece by the side of & obusy
highway, never long free of the roar and dust of armored convoys on
thelr way to and from Kontum.

Driving home, we Americans were somewhat depressed and unsure

that this policy of trensplentation wes a humane action. Wwe asked our
Vietnamese interpreter what he thought of it. He paused for several
minutes and then, his limited American vocabulary falling him, sald,
"It is un sction humenitaire." He went on to tell us that for as long
as he can rememuver there has been war and that five close members of
his family have died in the flghting. Ke expressed his appreclation of

the help America has glven in this struggle sgeinst communism and hls
continued determinaticn that despite the cost we cannot yleld.

Was
. %p“XKIB December 1968 Coming back to Kontum was almost like a home-
(C coming. As we apprcached in the chopper femiliar landmarks appeared.

MACV compound seemsd little changed, end I looked In veln for familiar
faces amongst the mllitary personnel. The Ming Quy Hospltal is now
locsted in a former Catholic School within the city of Kontum. The
large front yard is e troplcal garden with banane trees and lush ver-
c¢ant plants typical of this area. We found Dr. Smith working in her
out-patient clinic. A few moments of greeting and there I was, hap-

“plly working along with her. The people here have done an excellent
job solving the physical problems brought on by the enforced nmove of
the hospltel st the time of Tet. Even more remarkable is the emo-
tional and nervous adjustment they have accomplishied. A year and a
helf absence glves me & different perspective, and one can sense that
in place of the previous feellng of reletive immunity, there 1s the
realizetion that no one is immune to indescriminate rockets, mortars
and unaimed rifle fire. Desplte these problems Dr. Smith hss assembled
a remarkeble staff of dedicated helpers, and the long line of Montag-
nards and Vietnamese continue to file in and out of the hospital with
the hope, and for meny the realization of healing.

1l, December 1968 My arrival in Kontum yesterday wes fortuitous, for
knowing only that her birthday was sometime in December, Dr. Smith's
co~workers had planned a surprise birthday dinner for her. The living
room of the Vietnamese villa where this group lives makes me think of

a Spenish haclenda. It is lerge with white plaster walls, timbered
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ceiling and tile floor.. Plcture us gathered sround e long, flower

- decked dining table. The soft light from the kerosene lamps 1s re-
flected from the freshly scrubbed suntanned faces. It is a happy
group, the only incongruous factor is the background noise of artil-
lery and occasional crack of smell arms fire. Humor 1s provided by
the nurse who very seriously asks us each how we would like out steak
done and then is embarrassed when the Montagnard cook brings in slices
of canned beef.

Today literally flew by. In the morning I made rounds with the
Milphap (Military Public Health Advisory Program) doctor at Province
Hospital. At noon Dr. Smith took me sightseeing, and this afternoon
I helped her with outpatient clinic. I had pleanned to take the group
to the steak cookout at MACV, but our plans were disrupted first by
the arrival of two traffic sccident victims and then by five lncoming
VC rockets which I am told struck various military instellations in
town but did little damage and caused no casualties. This was nmy
first taste of incoming fire, and while it was only sufficient to
shake the windows & little, It wasn't the seme as the more familiar
sound of outgoing shells. wWith the military on the alert there was
no cookout, and we made do with C rations.

15 December 1968 Perhaps the most cherished experiences of a tour
like this are the opportunities to meet such interesting people in
unusual circumstances.

Kathy, 22 gear old nurse with Ming Quy performs her nursing chores
like a8 vetersn, but othorwise alternstes between risky Honda rides in
VC country and huddling in the bunker when she dlagnoses incoming from
outgoing.

The chaplain in the helicopter, armed with a carbine and express-
ing his satisfaction with Spooky, the plane which can deliver 6,000
rounds per minute.

Sister Rosemary who refused to leave her seat beneath the hair
drier when the rockets landed on the airfield a few hundred yerds away.

Sister klizgbeth, nonplussed by the words of the public safety
officer who explaeined that VC are indistinguishable from other Viet-
namese and are not necessarily malevolent in appesrance.

The young Vietnamese woman interpreter replies to the question
"What does Christmas mean?" with "baby Gesu comes at 2400."




The People In Between

In the Mission st Kontum, all is quiet; 1t 1is night;
Then the guns bshind the house begin to pound, and in thelr
light
The many huts of straw, the frightened faces can be seen
The faces of the People In Betwseen.

They have left thelr mountain dwellings where they could no
longer stay;

They are sick, and they are weary, and their children die
each day,

For there's little rice to eat, and no way of keeplng clean =~

No confort for the People In Between.

These people are not flghtling men, they're lsborers by birth.
They only wished for peace, to share the good things on the
Earth.
But thelr cattle dlsappeared, and their crops were brown,
not green --
No living for the People In Between.

What do they know of politics, the clash of East and West,
Both promising the people that 'Our slde can serve you best!
But while the war drags on, it seems that nelther side 1s keen
To stop and help the People In Between.

The hospltal 1s crowded, and the orderlies are few;

They carry on because they know they have a Jjob to do,

Lest week another priest was killed, a Man of God's who'd been
Just trying to help the People In Between.

When fighting 1s the order, then the money's always there.
But those who offer comfort find that Government don't care.
It's up to you and me to help, and show them that we mean
Our pity for the People In Between.
Have plty on the People In Between.

(Written by an undergraduate of (Clare College, Ceambridge
University)
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17 December 1968 Frequently in the past few years I have read
accounts in the papers of an outpost being hit or overrun. I had
little concept of what an outpost is until today when we visited
Pleido Lin, immortalized in the Ballad of the Green Berets. Physi-
cally this little fortress from a distance looks like the stockaded
settlements of pioneer days in our country. Situated on rolling
plains this outpost i1s the blocking force between VC valley and
Pleiku. Our host was Major FPastrano, an officer who typifies the
qualities which this conflict requires. His staff is made up of
one other officer and three to five enlisted men. These Americans
serve as advisors to their Vietnamese or lMontagnard counterparts.
Four companies of Montagnards are stationed here. Several times sa
week groups cf these soldlers deploy from this fortress on search
and destroy missions which may last for several days and lead them
over many miles, through rugged hilly country, across rivers snd
over hills. The wells of the little mess in this outpost of America
haves heard meny teles of velor snd with men like Melor Pastranc,
there will be more.

18 December 19¢8 We are disturbed today. Two representatives of
the Committee of Responsibility have visited us. Ostensibly this
committee hes concluded that trasnsporting severely injured Vietna-
mese chlildren requiring prolonged reconstructive surgery is 8 worth-
while endeavor. There are others in the medical field here, who ad-
mit that compareble sophisticeted treatment is not evailable here,
but nevertheless believe that locsl care is preferable. They polnt
out the traumatic effect on the child of such a major environmental
change, and elso maintain thet our mission 1is not only to treat the
child but also to help the Vietnemese to develop a medical facility
which will be here when we leave. Up to this point there is merit
to each position, and it resolves itself to a matter of opinion.

The thing that upsets health workers here is an added factor of
propaganda. These repregentatives blatently declare they are only
interested in war injured children who can be used as propaganda
ammunition. They were taken tc our surgical ward and shown & four
year old girl suffering from severe burns of chest, neck and face.
Swathed in bandages with only ner puffed cheeks and dulled eyes
showing, there was no question that her wounds would provide suit-
able challenge to the sophisticated medical care and paraphanalia.
These two men were properly interested and sympethetic until they
were told the cause was an accident with a mundene kerosene lamp.
Their interest ceassed at this point. All of us have difficulty in
unders tanding the oriental mind &t times. I may not fully under-
stand this Americen situation, I can only say that as an Americsan
physician I am ashamed. The emotional impact of this experlence
already 1s passing, for as I made rounds with Captaln Dunipgton

and ocserved 4is compassionate struggle with all of the besetting
difficulties I once again began to feel pride in being an Ameérican
physician.

19 December 1968 Captain Dunington is on R and R to Bangkok
for one week, and durling his absence I am filling in on the surgery
ward. This 1s the buglest section of the hospitel. The majority of

B
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the patients are injured in traffic accidents. I suppose that each
country has its own traffic personality. Here extreme congestion-
made up of many small, low-powered vehicles interspersed with the
occasional huge machine of war 1s characteristic. The pedestrien
never has the right of way. As a result of the low power the speed
and acceleration is lows We see many injured, but relatively few
die. Fractured femurs, relatively rarely seen at home, are common.
Soft tissue lacerations abound and compliceting i1t all is the ten-
dency for infection.

20 December 1968 Last night I joined with the Barbershop Chorus
in their Christmas concert which was held in an outdoor theatre. 1In
the fading tropical night we seng "I'm Dreaming of a White Christmas"
snd "Jingle Bells". This paradox wess exceeded only by the distant
thunder of bombs falling from B-52s which accompanied our rendition
of "Silent Night."

21 Decembtcr 1968: The members of this MILPHAP obteined a 200 pound
pilg in trade from & local Montegnard Village and a&s our contribution
to Christmas observance invited all of Advisory Team 36 and their VN
helpers and counterparts to & plg roast Puerto Rican style under the
direction of Dr. Guzmsn (corrected spelling, I think). The plg roast
went off very well, anc all the guests seemed to have & good time.
One of the interesting eplsodes was to hear a big negro sergeant tell
e group of us what 1t i1s 1ike to be a negro in the South. He made
several significant conclusions. Despite 1ts problems, the United
States 1s still the greatest country in which to live. He spoke of
his conviction that things sre changing, the past generation grew up
considering the negro es a form of life intended for servitude, the
present generation considers negroes as a group who will burn the
cities if they don't get thelr way; but, he looks forwaerd to & soon
coming generation which will consider the negro ss s human being.
Lastly he admitted that prejudice is not confined to the white race,
most negroes are also prejudiced agalnst the white rece. He spoke of
his determinstion to try not to hate the man but rather the circum-
stances which have led to hate and prejudice. My words do not ade-
quately convey the Impact of the message he brought. Perhaps the
greatest significance is that here is a man who believes in his coun-
try sufficiently to extend his service here and who I am told hasving
only a high school education is helping to see that brothers end sis-
ters have & college educatioun,

22 December 1968 From the vantage point of my corner chalr in the
back row of the cholr I surveyed the congregation and beheld as in the
sinple little Sunday School song "Red and yellow, black and white."
The conformity of military clothing wes broken here and there by
civilian attire, a few women from the local missionary groups and in
the back row a young GI turbaned in the stark white of a head bandage.
Desplte the contradition between the Frince of Peace and the Prole of
the military the presence of these supplicents reassured me that there
is hope.

23 December 1968 The human specles 1s certeinly adaptable. Lvery
night I easily go to sleep to the sound of distant srtillery and the

occasional crump of B 52 bombing in the distance. Last night at 2:00
A.M. a different sound brought me to instant wakefullness, and in the




darkness of my room I wes madly struggling into my laid out clothes by

the time Capt. Goodspeed geave the slerm and the siren went off. It is

reported that five rcckets struck the Plelku erea, ell at some distance
from us. The major damage was to en Alr Force hobby shop end happily

there were no casualties. Such 1s life hero.

2l December 1968 This morning I found & new patlient on the surgical
ward. Hls chert bore skctchy deteils in mixed French and Vietnamese
which poorly prepaercd me for the sight which greeted me when I pulled
aside the thin woolen blankot which covered him. He had apperently
been struck by fragments from a grenade, and tho front of his abdomen
and chest was speckled with the ugly landmarks of thls explosion. He
had & major surgicel wound badly in need of dressing change. This
young man of slight build characteristic of hls race and with pallor
and weakness showing in his okin wes still eble to master a most en-
gaging smile. I spent considerable time and effort through my inter-
preter trying to help tho VN nurses to understand tho noeds and chal-
lengos of this cese. It will be intoresting to seo the results.

25 December 1968 Tc write about Christmas in Vietnam with origin-
ality would require more ability than I possess. The commanders and
the Public Relstions services attempted to speak the words which would
soothe. Greetings of "Morry Christmas"™ were general, but it was ob-
vious in moments of quiet our minds were far away.

26 December 1968 Today we went on & field trip to immunize one of
the nearby villages. During one of the now femiliar roadside walts I
hunkered down by the slide of tho road and reveled in tho pleasant
warmth of the morning sunshine. Then along the road in front of me
came a long line of Army trucks loaded with Vietnemese troops bearing
all tho accoutrements of war. Thego moen on the way to a noarby opor-
etion end some probably soon to place tholr lives in balenco waved and
smiled as they passed. It reminded me of a few lincs from a famous
poem of World war I: "We are the dead, short days ago

We loved, folt dawn, saw sunset glow"

27 December 1968 By helicopter Sgt. Mitchell and I have flown to
Phu Nhon about 40 miles from Plelku snd ncar the Cambodian bordear.
This fortress with its perimeter of sandbags and barbed wire is manned
by about ten Americans and two companies of Vietnamese trcops. Largely
dus to an eunergetic and capsble district chief thls outpost in the
middle of Chsarlie 2and is one of the most secure in Vietnam. It has
not received enemy fire since November 1967. Tomorrow morning we will
try to immunize the troops and all their depondents ageinst plague and
cholera. An example of this peculiar war was provided by the Lleuten-
ant with whom I ate dinner tonight. He had spent the afternoon flying
in a small single engined Birddog eirpland trying to drop grenades on
fish traps operated by the VC in nearby rivers.,
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28 pecember 1968 Learning |
sbout a foreign country 1s often
galned through humble 1little ,
experiences like my trip to the
villege barbershop today. There |}
being nobody else needing a ] -
haircut I walked by myself to @
this little shop recommended by
the Major. Unlike stateslde
establishments of glass and :
gleaming chrome and cleanlineas
this shop was open to the street
on three sides. Measuring aoout
ten feet square it held two
tubular steel petio type chsirs.:
when I srrived the two barbers
were already occupied. One
spoke some American end without X&ig

losing @ stroke with uis

stralght edge razor kept turn- Friend (not barber) not identified

ing to talk to me. I was glad -

I wasn't there for a shave. When 1t came my turn I thought I could detect
8 gleam of challenge in the barber's eyes as he confronted my near bald
pate with its graying edge, so much in contrast to the sbundant black

hair of his usual customers. The neck towel bore the soll of many pre-
-vious ‘uses, the clippers were hsnd powered and the scissors employed

with typlcal Oriental patience and artistry. When he had finished cut-
ting to hls satisfaction he stood bpack to survey, and I made a move to

get up. But I wasn't to get away that easily. With hands clasped in

a fashlon that gave off an odd clecking sound with each blow he began

to pummel me about the neck and head. Not wishing to offend locsl cus-
tom I tolerated this treatment. Next he grasped my hesd in & chiro-
practor's grasp and slowly turned it to right and to left. Suddenly he
geve it 8 sharp twist to right whici 1. seemed tc me bid fair *o separ-
eate my cervical vertebra. At this point my concessions to local custom
ended, and I stood up prepared tc Ilee. All of this was watched wiih

good humor by the other customers. I am sure they hed a good laugh
watching me as I left with my head slightly askew, for I'm sure I should
have let him glve me the opposite twist in order to baleance things up.

29 December 1968 Today I went with a small group to a small outpost
to pick up a suspect VC prisoner. This typical Montagnard man hasd been
picked up carrying about 60 pounds of salt in hls back pack basket, en
unusually large amount for a native to have in his possession. Riding
back in the jeep thls primitivé man hunkered on the floor of the jeep
loosing the occaslional grunt as we bounced from rut to rut. The pri-
soner confessed to transporting for the VC but denied any other signi-
ficant information. A young Lieutenent explained to me that st this
point it was impossible to tell whether thls man had simply been im-
pressed by the VC to carry his load from point A to point B or whether
behind his aboriginal facade there exists a hard core VC.

a
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2 9 pecember 1968 Major Foster is Bh years old, born and raised

in Georgis, has spent 16 years in the srmy and is typical of 8 long

- line of men from the South who have contributed so much to our mili-

tary efforts in this and previous eras. Lt. Gosset, in his early
twenties, 1s soon to leave for home and civilian life. He and his
wife will move from the East to the Seattle area where he will do

‘mansgement work for Boeing. Sgt. Johnson st 55 1s nearing retire-

ment. He has been s medic since before world War II and can srend
hours telling of his experiences. HBruce, a young noncom, grew up

in the crowded streets of an Eestern city, 1s slowly fitting the
necessary mold of the militsry 1life although his sronx eccent clear-
ly identifies his origin. Lt. Mills, a serious officer, is making
the most of his tour here. Twelve weeks in language study and two
hours study every night have given him a speaking knowledge of Vict-
namese not often encountered in Americans here. These men and others
are the American complement in this outpost, what is sometimes referred
toc as the fighting edge. No matter whet our feelings svout the nmoral
rightness of this war sre we must admire thesz men for several tiues
a week they sally forth on operations where they lay it on the line.

30 December 1968 At first there is no sign of life, and then you
seo thdse bright eyes peeking out of a dark door of a little grass
hut or hiding vehind a vine covered fence. Wwe stand by our jeep and
prepare our needles and syringes, A4 sucden turn to look and this
little Montagnard scempers back to his haven. Curlosity is strong
and gradually he inches closer. Finally when we turn to look at him

- he no. longer runs, but rather stands there with serious look on hils

face. He has dark hair, our little friend, and most times his face
and body ere dirty beyond Western understanding. He msy be dressed

in only & loin cloth or perhaps iIn some ragged and dirty remnents of
clothes which some kind women has sent from a far off spot in Americs.
Up until about six years of age he has & protuberant belly suggestive
of malnutrition and parasitism. If he survives beyond that age he
will likely develop a most admirable musculsture with broad shoulders.
If we are patient he will slowly approach closer and finally his gshy-
ness overcome will respond to our beckonlng. Most of these children
sustain the momentary prick of the needle stoically end then proudly
run to tell family and friends. Soon others are coming and then our
great reward. We pause in our work end survey the large circle of
our little friends. A smile is answered with the most engaging re-
turning smile that needs no lnterpreter nor common language to convey
its meaning. Desplte the apparent squalor and poverty of the life
these people lead one must wonder 1f in exchange for the benefits of
modern civilization these people may not lose the spirit thet shines
through those smiling faces.

31 December 1968 The French have an exrpression that fits -- "pled
a terre", each person must have one. In the short time I havs been
in Pleiku my littlc room there has temporarily pecome my home, and I
was glad to return from Phu Nhon. It is the custom here, perhaps at
all such wmilitary posts, to welcome home esach traveler with a warm
handshake as if we nad been lifetime frienas.

1 January 1969 The New Year here was ushered in with small arms
fire, mechine gun stacceato and tracers lacing the sky. Had this oc-
curred st any time other than at midrnight it could have mesnt nothing
but combat. As it was the riring was almost solely by Vietnamese

e




gﬁﬁrds.‘ Chaflie certainly missed anibppoftunitj. The men here _
greeted the New Year with surprising reserve and quiet; perhaps the. .
most common remark wes, "At last I can say I am golng home this year."

2 Jsnusry 1969 Dr. Guzman is off to Kontum for two weeks and 1
now have the medical wards. We heve a number of interesting cases _
including cerebral malaria, possible typhoid fever, pulmonary tuber-
culosis and a variety of intestinal parasite infestastion. My Viet-
namese interpreter gets a little miffed when we make rounds In ward 2
for the male nurse there speaks French and irn order to practice I try
to carry on our conversation in that language.

3 January 1969 Some days, says Capt. Dunington, are filled with
satisfaction and a feeling of progress. Other days are quite the
opposite. And such was today for our team. All of us in our various
assignments seem to have run into a frustrating brick wall of Vliet-
namese passive imperturpabpllity. As we prepared tc leave the hospital
tonight our mood was "what's the use." Anc then I had to run back to
the surgical ward, and there I saw the charming young Vietnamese sol-
dier so gravely 111 a few days ago, now up and walking. Thst warm
smile on hls face erased the negative feelings which had plagued me.

-1
L4 January 1969 The scene is e Montagnard Villaue south of Pleiku.
The MILPHAP team is holding 8 Medcep. Using the toods of their two
jeeps as counter tops to hold their supplies, they are surrounded vy a
semicircle of standing and squetting natives who watch the proceedings
with Interest. Occasionslly one of them leaves his cohorts and stands
in line.to get his plague shot or if he Is sick to see the RBac Si.
Conversation 1s carried out between patient through a Montagnard inter-
preter who hes a restricted vocabulary including considerable GI idiom.
The doctor has just exemined & seriously 111 three year old boy and
speaks to the interpreter:

Bac Si: "Tell them their boy is very sick. He has pneuronia and
should go back with us to the hospital."
Interpreter: "The father says they cannot go."
Bac Si: "why?" _
Interpreter: "They have another very small babLy in their hut whom
the mother cannot leave. The father cannot take the
boy because the boy does not like him."
Bac Si: "Tell the father the boy is very sick and we can do more
for him at the hospital.”
Interpreter: "I told him, he says no, cannot go."
Bac Si: "Tell him that the boy is very sick, and If he does not
g0 to the hospitel he will probsvly die."
Interpreter: "Father says no sweat, If he dieg st home."

S January 1969 Sunday morning and church service at the Air Force
Travel. I'm afrald my mind wes sent far afield when the minister read
the scripture from Isaiah -- "Go ye up into the high mounteins."

6 January 1969 Dr. Harold wilson, interanist end in country super-
visor of the VPN progrem was our guest today. He made rounds with me
enc ooserved the outpatient clinic. It wss like being in medical
school agaln snd most enjoyable.,

/4
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7 January 1969 Meking a house call in this country is somewhat like
at home only more difficult. Word of the problem usually arrives
through several communications, word of mouth to radio to telephone.
Identifying the locality is often done by map coordinates. 3Sesides
the usual equipment one must sssemble an interpreter and often a se-
curity guard. The drive may be short over hard top roads or long,
bumpy and dusty. By prearrangement there 1s ususlly someone at the
edge of the village to guide us to the hut. Arriving there we climb
up & narrow chinked log that serves as a step and stoop to squeezs
our way through a narrow door. In the pungent smoky semidarkness of
the hut we detect someone lying still. The history 1s taken through
the interpreter. Despite the difficulties an examination is done.
The patient may well have & serious or even terminsl disease in which
case we try to persuade the patient to go tc the hospitel. The patient
may turn out to have a minor condition and all the effort for naught.

8 January 1969 any times I am asked about the strange diseases we
see here. Today amongst the more routine I saw anthrax, malaria,
leprosy and a variety of fungel infections of the skin. I myself am
suffering from a8 slight sore throat, nasal congestion and running
eyes. I think the proper neme for it is a cold.

9 January 1969 Today we held a lMedcap outpatient clinic in & Viet-
namese Village. 1In contrast to the Montagnards the vast majority of
the petients had multiple functionzl complsints snd very few positive
findings. One of the political problems here is the tendency of the
Americans to befriend the lMontagnards in preference to the Vietnamese.
The simple appeal of these mountain people is obvious, however, we
must remember that the tendency for the Vietnamese to develcp such
complaints ss tiredness, dizziness, hecadache, backache seems to be in
direct relation to their contsct with us Westerners.

10 January 1969 One of the problems in dealing with the Montagnards
has to do with the conflict between modern medicine and their tribal
beliefs. They believe there is some merit in dying in their own wil-
.Jlage. As a result when we find & seriously 11l native and seek to
encourage him to come to the hospital we dare not stress the serious-
ness of his aisease for if he thinks he masy die he will stay at home.
A fow days ago we succeeded in bringing one of these seriously ill
into the hospital. Unfortunately his far advanced tuberculosis re-
pidly claimed him. It will be difficult to do any werk in that village
for a while. In contrast, tocday it was my privilege to bring & grand
0ld man back to hisg village, happy and smiling. We had found him a
few days ago practicmlly moribund in the dark recesses of his little
hut. His lobar pneumonia responded dramaticelly to eantiblotics and
his malaria to chloroquin. He will be a good advertisement for us 1in
his village.

11 January 1969 Surgical rounds today with visiting surgeons from
the 7lst Evacuation Hospital were very interesting. Evacuation Hos-
pltals are strategically located throughout Vietnam to provide initial
life saving treatment for Americen servicemen borne there by heli-
copter. When o push is on they are overwhelmed, but during the merci-
ful calms many of the medicel personnel have time on their hands. It
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'-1s‘dur1ng9these times that many.bf:thsmadevote;their skillé'to care.: ;m;/
of pastients in the Province Hospitels. :

12 Jenuary 1969 for the first time this tour tonight it is hot and
humia. Even just sitting ones skin feels as though 1t were aivout to
shed great drops of perspiration. In the mornings 1t often gets
down to 607, and I still am amezed to see Vietnamese all outtoned up -
in woolen sweaters and obviously suffering with the cold. This is
quite a contrest to what I hear from Seattle.

13 January 1969 After being here for a few weeks one developes &
vocabulary thet should be left here when we go. Home is called back
in the world. Our table waiters, who are young Montagnard men are
greeted at meal time with "Eat now, eat now" and we frequently indi-
cate our choice by pointing at what someone else is esting and saying
"Seme, seme."

1, January 1969 This afternoon Dr. Guzman and I drove to a nesrby
village to check on one of our recently discharged petients. This
woman required maximum persuasion to come to the Hospltal despite
the seV?rity of her illness. Her melaria ylelded to chloroguin, her
hookworms were eradicsted with tetrachlorethylene, and her blood re-
stored with several transfusions. we founc¢ her in her hut heppily
weaving the besutiful cloth which identifies tne Montagnards. Her
little baby who was nurtured with milk scrounged from our mess hall
looked like & suitsble advertising symbol for infant formula. The
patlent's mother, obviously the matriarch during the hospitsl stay,
greeted us with wsrm sffection. This experience has some significance
in view of the fact tnat this is 8 Cheu Koi (sp?) village, one that
has recently transferred lts allegiance from the Viet Cong.

15 Januasry 1969 Often I get up early in the morning. &kxcept for the
hum of our generator, the occesional thump of distant artillery and

the occasionsl bark cf e dog, all 1s quiet. This is in sharp contrast
to the day tirme anc evening nolse of men who are busy with tasks at
hend or perchance pursulng some sctivity which makes the day pass more
rapidly. Through the window I see the csrkness repidly change through
velvety shades of cawn. Tnis is thinking time, end often I try to pre-
view the day ahead, an impossible task. The war, the army and this
intrigulng country make every day unigue.

16 Janusry 1969 A busy day. Several of our team members are 11l with
minor respiratory and intestinel problems. We lost a little boy todsy.
Multiple shrapnel wounds hsed caused a fracturea femur, compound frac-
tured humerus &nd nmultiple intestinal perforations requiring a pasrtial
bowel resection sand colostomy.  One of our ald men who had particlpated
in our struggle for thnis boy's life asked mne why he died. 3cience
answers some technical failure in his opsrative procedure or in his
postoperative care, but perhaps there is s philosophical answer clos:zr
to the truth, for thils boy's first words on adnission to the ward were,
"I'm golng to dle.”
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17 Jenuary 1969 I saw too much of the war yesterday. KLarly in the
morning I went to the 7lst Evacustion Hospital to plck up four units
of blood. In the pathology depsrtment there I csgrie across a litter
pearing the broken and bloody remnants of a serviceman shot by a
sniper during the night. Later I spent four hours in the weliting
rcom of a Dust Off Company trying to get a chorrer ride to Kontum.
Dust Off signifies the helicopter transfer of wounded from mskeshift
landing zones on the front llnes to modern stesteside type surgical
facilities at the hospital in & very few minutes., The waiting room
was immeaiately adjacent to the radio room, and as I sat patiently
waiting I vicariously participated in what to me was a most moving
auditcry experience. The cold factual voice over the radio reported
en operation some 20 K. awasy in which there were three KIA and twenty
WIA. £ helicopter wes dispatched and shortly racioed thet it had sus=-
talned damsge from a round through the transmissicn and made s forced
landing. #nother flurry of activity and another group of young Ameri-
cans manned & second chopper to meet their moment of testing. It wss
quiet for a short time, ana then the young radicmen's voice came
through loud and tense "we're taking enemy fire from Z0 meters arounc
the L2, Charlie's been hit, head injury, we can't land, we're still
flying and headed back to the hospital." Another flurry of activity
and a third chopper dispatched to escort i1ts wounded colleague home.
There was now no chance of & ctriopper to Kontum, so I left, wondering
about thouse wounded on the ground and the bravery of these American
youths who without hesitaticn had ridden fortn te try to tuelp them.,

o
%;w%ulB January 1969  Yosterday I flew to Kontum via Special Forces Chop-

per. For two hours I sat gt the landing zone, and before me was &
constant parade of tough anc competent appearing ireen Berets, the
occesional Montagnard counterpart who with similar dress snd armsment
appeared to be a dark miniature replica. Arriving in Xontum I found
Pat Smitu end her staff in gooa healtn anu spirits and working as hard
&8s ever, One of the valued sdcitions to this group of fine people 1is
Geoffrey Zulley, & young, jclly man as bknglist in speech as his name.
He now handles maintenance and new construction end hes such an appesl-
ing perscnality thet he 1s alresdy s great faverite with troops and
natives alike. This accounts for his success In scrounging, one of nis
most impcrtant jobs.

19 January 1569 My two days in Kentum were filled with making rounds
at the Province Hospital anc at Minh-Quy. There is a lot of good work
being dene here. FPat Smith's fame has spread thirough the country, snd
as & result many westerners make it & point to visit her hospitel dur-
ing their tour in Vietnam. As a result Dr. Clark, a young English sur-
geon will take over the hospital for two weeks while Pat gets some well
dessrved rest, if catching up with corresponcence, trips for supplies
and tencing cther unfinished business cen be called rest. There are
many plans for additional equipment and buildings here, but her prime
need is additional personnel.

20 January 1969 Capt. Case 1s typical of the young officers who play
such an important part in our military effort here. After two years
service as an airborne enlisted man he returned to school only to find
an Impelling desire for further service in Vietnam. He lived in
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qusrters immediately adjacent to ours and was a frequent and welcome
guest at Milphap house. Two weeks ago he enthusiastically packed his
gear for a three week operation with his ARVN troops for whom he was
an advisor. A few days ago he developed a sore throat which required
hie medical evacuation. A day or two of trestment here, and he was
pleading for transportation back to his troops in the field. Last
night he shook my hand in pasrting, for arrangements had been made for
his return, and I would not see him before my departure. Tonight
comes wWord that late this efternoon as his chopped settled at the
landirg zone an enemy mortsr shell exploded close. Activities go on
much the seme in our house, but the usual sounds are muted for we
gnow at this moment that surgeons at the 7lst Evacuation Hospital are
striving not only for his 1ife but for maximum return of function to
his rendered body. This is my first experience of military acquain-
tance loss, and though I know it has occurred thousands of times over
it's different under these circumstances. This shakes my usual opti-
mistic contémplation of man's future.

21 January 1969 Our newspaper, the "Stars and Stripes'" reports peace
moves In Yaris, but Loth peace and Paris seem a long distance off. I
visited Caspt. Csse today. He suffered severe injuries to the side of
hie face including lcss of ons eye. He will soon be flown to the U.S.
where probably a year of reconstructive surgery awaits him. On return
from the hospital I learned that Capt. Case's C.0., Major Johnson, was

wounded today, fortunastely less seriously. These are grim times.

2¢ January 1969 A visit to another outpost and over the C.0.'s desk
the following poem which expresses well part of the frustration of
this war.

"ADVISOR'S LAMELT"

It's not my place to run this train
The whistle I cannot blow;

It's not my plece to say how far
This train is allowed to go.

It's not my place to shoot off steam,
Not even clang the bell;

But let this train jump off the track,
And see who catches hell.

23 Jenuary 1969 A hamlet 1s the smallest civic division of Viet-
namese soclety. A group of hamlets makes up a village. Several weeks
ggo we cdischarged a five year old girl from the hospital after s below
the knee asmputation of her right leg injured by & grenade. Recently

we received word that reservation was made for her at the prosthetic
center in Ssigon. Yesterday, knowing only her name and the name of her
village we set out to find this little girl. There is a certain pethos
in going from hamlet to hamlet asking if they knew a little girl named
Mi, & girl with only one leg. After several hours our gueries drew
response, and finally in a little group of thatched huts we saw the
little girl making her way on crutches. She cried when she recognized
us ag people wlth whom pain was associated, but I will long remember
the smile of gratitude and the warm handclasp of the parents.



3

2y January 1969 A great deal of conversation here deals with the
number of days left of one's tour. Those who serve a year call them-
gselves "short" when they have less than 100 days remaining. wWhen they
get down to about 30 days they greet each day with the magic number.
Only if they have, say 20 days to do, they use the term 19 days and a
wake up. All I have left is a wake up. Tonight we had a team party
consisting of a pizza feed thanks to my wife and daughter and the U. S.
mail. There is no denying my eagerness to leave, nevertheless as I
stood before these men of the MILPHAP Team I felt a real bond to them.
For each of them at various times has rendered extra service freely

to see to the comfort and security of the "0le Doc" in their midst.

25 January 1969 After quick early morning rounds at the hospital and
goodbyes all around Dale Mea%rschmidt and I boarded the courier plane
for Nha Trang. This city on the shore of the China Sea has one of the
world's besutiful beaches. All afternoon we alternated baking in the
sun with swimming in the werm green water which broke in nice body
surfing waves. Gradually we could senss the dust and the tension cf
Pleiku being washed away. This evening we hed a very fine dinner at a
French restaurant. OQur host was Mr. Lee Gibson who entertained us with
tales of Vietnam in 195€¢ when he did the engineering reconaissance for
what are the mejor highland highweys. He was the first American in
Kontum and Fleiku, and the entire trip wes made on foot, carrying their
provisions in back packs. It was reassuring to hear this capable and
experienced man speak with hope and enthusiaeasm about our effort here.

26 January 1969 Another enjoyable swim, a delightful breakfast with a
group of Dale's USAID friends and then another plane trip. In just a
few hours one moves from the dust and dry heat of the highlands to the
humid warmth of the low lands. Two months in the little town of Pleiku
and I feel like a country boy comiagz to the city. The packed humenity
of Saigon seems a far cry from the distent blue hills where dwell the
Montagnards.

27 Jenuary 1969 After nearly two months of intense activity there was
nothing scheduled for me to do today. This morning I accompanied Dale
Megserschmidt on his red tape rounds in preparation for departure to
Australia on two weeks of lecave. Dsle, who is iIn his early thirties
has a PhD in industrial education. He 1s certainly one of the nicest
persons 1 have had the privilege of knowing. Beslides his work in New
Life Tevelogment he cousclously or unconsciously has undertaken the job
of helping PVN physicians in Pleiku. Whether 1it's advice, transporta-
tion, convergsation or competition, Dale was always there. In making
the rounds today we met many of his friends, and I could see reflected
in their faces the same high regard I have developed for him, He is a
credit to our effort here.
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30 January 1969 Cnce again the receding roar of the jet and below
me the penarama becomes a checker board. The smudge of Saigon dis-
appears, &snd in the far distance an irregular blue line denctes the
highlands. Good-bye Vietnam, it's time to go back to the world.

It's glso time to try to summarize this tour. 1In things material

it appears to me there has been some progress, for in comperison to
my previous tour both city dweller and peasant seemed to be living
generally a little better. An amateur's assessment of the milltary
situatlon is worthless. I'll nevertheless hazard a guess that South
Vietnam is slightly more secure. Comrunication with the netives
ebout nebulous ideas as freedom and democracy ls obviously difficult.
Nevertheless one galns the impression that there 1s & broader under-
standing of these values. The future? who knows? The only definite
conclusion I can arrive et 1s that it 1s better to heal then to hurt
and that misguided though our military efforts may be Americes can
take pride in its concomitant efforts to help.

-%
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A sdfe flight across the Pacific 1s no small thing, but aside from
safety Flight #7 seemed to have been ill fated from the start. The plane was
changed from a 747 to 8 320 3 and consequently waes crowded to capscity. The
departure was almost an hour late. The caoin attendsnts appeared harried.
Despite such complaints my first class accommodations arranged by a kind air-
port friend made it quite essy to pbear. The food wes deliclous, one might say
thet luxury is eating good plickled herring from the hors d'oevre tray whlle
traveling at 31,000 feet in soft cresture comfort,

Enroute I managed to find a chess competlitor just slightly more skilled
then I, end together we whiled the time asway in 8 series of interesting gemes.

We arrived at the Tokyo airfield in time to witness the ascending roer
of our departing plane for Hong Xong. Northweat airlines provided us with
vouchers for trsnsportation, hotel snd & mesl, but there was no escaping the
red tape of customs and ticket transfer which this deley caused.

Already my blological chronometer was diserrenged, and despite the very
nice room in the Hilton Hotel and its comfortable bed, I wesn't ready to sleep;
this in spite of my Seattle based wrist watch which seid 3:30 AM.r

I proceeded to the restesurant in the :otel and there observed one of the
vignettes which sre part of the delight of travellng. This restaurant, very
fancy, features & very cosmopoliten menu, and except for the Japanese festures
of all the personnel, one might imaegine oneself in & very posh ruropean res-
taurant. As I ate my little snack I observed a couple across from me. Of
middle age, their dress snd manner exuded wealth, culture and elegance, what
my friend, Cale, would call class. They had apparently ordered a meal suit-
eble to their status, snd with each course were attended by one to three Jap-
anese weiters who in their llverled zarb, hovered around them snticipating
their every need. Finally the grand moment had come and the entre made its
appesrance. The walter wheeled up a serving cert, the top of which was @
copper grill heated by burning charcoal beneath. In the center of this grill
were two stesks, no douot of :plcurean pedigree and appellation. Wwith what
flourish did the walter trensfer these morsels to the prewarmed plates. DIut
our gentleman of culturs wes worthy of this encoumter, for with the first
taste he firmly put hlis implements down and called the waiter to him. I wish
i could have heart what hls compleint was. I only know our Jspanese walter
took ooth the plates and turned and walked away stiffly. Ae he passed me I
longed for a csmers to capture that look of psllor, mouth agape, of total un-
belief that thls could be happeniAg. On the way from the airport our bus hed
passed through Tokyo type ghettos. Through the grimy and poorly curtsined
windows one could catch glimpses of 8 life where thers are other types of
problems.

SATUEBAY 8 JAK. 72

Today started eerly with e weke up call on the phone at 5:00 o'clock.
Bleary eyed from a few hours sleep I made my way back to the eirport and went
through the reverse procedure of red tape necessary to departing & countrye.
Our plane rose to clearing skies, end we were soon treated to s beautiful
view of Mt. Fuji. As we approached OJkineswa we could see numerous atolls,
shoals and coral reefs and gsined new insight into the proclems of sesmanship
in these waters. we stopped at Neha airfield on Okinawa for s short time and
then off to LEong Xong.

Enroute I fell into conversation with Sgt. Forter, sn infantry squsad
leasder on his way back after a compsssionate leave. rerhsps because his fa-
ther 18 a doctor and he sn interrupted pre-med student we developed an empathy
which allowed us to discuss the deep philosophical gquestions which are rerely
a psrt of casuel acquaintance. Hever have I talked with & person who more
clearly demonstrated Lincoln's phra se, "devoid of faith, but terrified of
skepticlsm". It was my privilege to hear him speak from personal experience
of how & young men on the fighting edge feels, and who knows, perhaps a few
of my words may help him & little. e are now in the approsch to Hong Kong.
It 1s & besutiful clegqr day, and below the water is smooth and veginning to
show the mXaX colors of troplical seas.
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9 JANUARY 1972 !

It i1s Sundey evening svout 10:00 P.!4. 82 1 take pen in hand, and I am '

sitting in my room in the Penthsuls tiotel in Selgon. Some 64 hours have
pessed since I left Seattle, snd I have made the transition from west to east.

This beling my fourth trip here, 1 &sm less susceptible to what is termed
cultural shock. Nevertheless, there have peen some experiences worthy of
note. Hong Kong was the ususl busy crossroeds of the esst. OJnce again 1
jolned the teemling masses of Chinese riding the Ster Ferries scross hHong Xong
Herbor. The opulence of the western hotels still contrests wlth the extremes
of poverty e few feet from the door. Sunday buffet luncheon in the reninsula
dining room reatured the obese, sged, Jewel bedecked Lnglish women who with
imperisl aplomb ordered the hovering Chinese waiters about, &n ugly American
whose loud brooklyn volce coulc be hesrd in loud complsint sdout some assumed
glight.

After lunch I at last encountered the other VPVN physiclisus ss we gath-
ered for transportation to the office. This group of six doctors formed the
ususl interesting ssmple of Americen medlcine., ~Rengling in estimated age from
30 to 60, it includes a wide bresdth of practice. Surgery, psychistry, ear,
nose, throat, rehabllitstive medicine and genersl practice sre asll represented.
One 1ls tempted to describe this group as & cross section of American medicine,
but this is false, for past experlience has revealed to me thst only s small
unique segment of Americen physiclans are attracted to this type of service.
The most common denominstor I heve found 1s previous experience in some for-
elgn service. In the next few daeys [ shall cerefully ovserve them for indi-
cations of motives, of capebllities, of ability to responé to the chsllenge.
No doubt they too will oe curiously observing thet aging doctor from Seattle
and wondering what brings him beck here for yet enother tour.




pa'ge 3 VIZTNAM IV
11 Jenusry 1972

Yesterday was spent primsrily in accomplishing the detalls of
red tape necessary to functioning ln this country. +e &re stlll
not persons for we cdo not have our IL cerds yet. That little plece
of imprinted cardboard is the key to entrence to many bulldings,
offices end services hars.

Dr. Schmidt is 8 Mennonlte. lLils craggy 0ld Testament face sur-
mounted by & plentitude of flowlng graylng halr bespeaxs rugged ex-
perience and integrity. In keeping with his faith he told the draft
officlals in the early days of world -er II they could send him to
any plece of danger but he would on no sccount ralse hls arm in an
oath of loyalty. wlsely they ellowed him to go to Psraguay where
for 20 years he lsbored in missions, becoming an expert on leprosy.

Ir. Isaih Jackson ls & public health officiel here. Tell and
bleck he easily dominetes the attentlon as he appears at our informel
reception. This dominstion scon eases when one apesks to hls wife,

A lovely black woman, her melodious diction 1s a most sultable vehicle
for her wise words as she discusses her experiences snd observations
in Asle. Here their blackness may well be an edvantage in their ser-
vice to our country.

Dr. Gerrits 1s not impressive when you first geet him. Later on
one learns some interesting things about him. He 18 not only e gen-
eral practitioner but slso en anesthesioclogist. In his little town
in Michligan he 1s the mayor. The father of elght chlldren he solved
some of modern day parents! problems by developing sn old fashlon

ice cream parlor as & very successful enterprise. He 1s 8 dedicated
Democrat who may run for Congress. All this end 8 Vietnam tour too?

l2 Jenuary 1972

The sophlsticated life of Zalgon is fading fast and with every
throb of 1ts snclent englnes this plsne 1s taeking us to s more primi-
tive and simple life. Jeatsd in thls eluminum cylindrical cocoon I
am surrounded by 8 mix of GIs, Amerlcen civilians snd the occeaional
Vietnemesae. There 1s gulte & contrast between this airline and Norsh-
west Orient. The scats are canves strung pipe racks, four of them
running the length of the plane. There 1is no sound insulation. The
temperature is hot on the ground and c¢old in the elr. The ceblin at-
tendant rether than a short skirted American besuty 1s a jumper suited
Vietnamese, mustsched & la Xy. Soon we shall land at Kontum. Despite
the ease and luxury of most of this trevel 1t seems like the end of &

very long pilgrinage, R B
gon "

I wes most happy to step aground at ths Zontum alr strip and
managed to promote a ride to the iinh-Cuy compound. It being noon
time the team of the Minh-Luy Hospltsl arrived in ones and twos et the
dining room, end it wss my pleasure to greet these fine people, some
for the first time and some as old friends. Dr. Smith was the latest
to arrive, and as usual I considered it e privilege to clasp her hend
in friendship.
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After a nice lunch we passed up the usuel siesta and proceeded
to the hosplital. How nlce 1t was to once agaln see the warm but shy
smile of greeting from the diminutlive Montagnard nuns and male nurses.
ve were soon involved in the long line of patients who comprise the
afternoon clinic. 1In a short time & few words of Montegnard dlalect
were coming to me and by the end of the efternoon I felt gulte at home.
In the course of the afterncon mixed in with a variety of lesser dis-
eases ] saw one new case of plague snd two casea of sdvanced pulmonary
tuberculosis.

svening dinner was 8 Jjolly affair and was followed by the monthly
steff meeting of the hosplital. 5y eleven otclock I was ready for bed.

14 Jenuery

Yesterdsy morning Dr. Smith and I spent meking rounds and in sur-
gery. we did skin grefts on two children. It wes 8 great thrill to
see Sister Gabriel, her bright eyes flsshing sbove her surglical mask,
expertly glving the anesthetic. There are many signs of progress here.

Cn Thursdey efternoon, perhaps copying the custom of doctors in
the Stetes, no c¢linic 1s held. I spent the afternoon running errands
and seeing several patlents too sick to cbserve the doctort!s afternoon

off,

Lest evening there waes plng pong end chess; I was beaten at both.
16 January

Friday ls a blur 1n my memory. Morning ward rounds were fairly
routine, but afternoon clinic with 176 patients was bedlam. Dr. Snith
wes away for the first pert of the efternoon. The patients begin er=
riving for clinic 1n the morning asnd walt pstiently for the 3 o'clock
sterting time. with surprising efficiency the Montagnerd ettendants
register eachpatient and give them a numbered tag which establishes
their place in the line, Those with fevers or other evidence of se-
vere disesse are put through first. As & result one ils initielly met
with s dogzen or so very 11l patients, most of them children. Mindful
of the crowded atatus of the hospital, one must try to decide which
ones muat be hospitalized and which ones can be treated ss out patients.
An error here can be lethal., We are currently seeing considerable res-
piretory disesse, perhaps relsted to the current cold weather spell.
Since plegue and tuberculosis is also common many of these patientes
must be hospitslized for further work up. Mixed in this long line of
patients on krlday I found one child with diphtheria. This disease,
once a scourge in our country, I hed nsever seen before.
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Yesterday wes Sundey. After minimel emcergency hospitel dutles
I was ssked to sccompany three vislting USAID rublic Pealth officisle
on & tour of health faclilitles anorth of here. we drove to Lak To,
about 30 klilometers from here. 7n previcusa tours driviang to Lak To
wes not possible but now ls commonly doie. In thls sree we visgslted a
smell Catholic dispenseary. <Constructed lergely of the remslns of
smmunition packing boxes 1t wasr nevertheless qulte serviceevle.
Staffed oy Montagnard nuns with only the occesional deoctor vieltation
1t is the primery heelth fscllity for probebly seversl thousend ion-
tegnards.,

Following thie visit we proceeded to encther pert of Dak To where
in & crude tin roofed home four (athollc fsthers were relaxing play-
ing cerds. would that I were a iiemmi thy end sule to describe thelr
warm welcome In this setting. -ether Dijon was hers. I first met tim
in 1967 when he was brought to Xinh-Luy suffering from severe chest
injuries ceused by & rosd mine. We discussed the prevallling rumors
and the recent statement by & high up milltery man that the KVA could
do no more than run over {ontum and Plelku. 1 asged the fethor whst
he believed. wWith eyes flestlny out ol hls beerded fece he repllied,
"As for me, I believe In Jod." Leaving the fathsrs we proceeded on
our search for snothsr reported hecelth center. This led us along e
road out of Dek To to the fighting edge and within sight of Laos. I
was relleved when our rubllc iHselth officials decided to go no further.

18 January 1972

Today Dr. Smith accompanied some UZAIL officials on 8 chopper
born tour of 1sclated Montagnerd villages. The not unexpected result
of thls was transportation by chopper of about flfteen slck Montag~-
nards to the hospltsl. They descended on us Just et dusk colnclding
with the time the generator for the hospltal lights wes found to be
out of operation. The whole sltustion was further complicsted by the
fect that these patients are of the Jeral tribe and very few of our
Montagnard interpreters cen speak thelr lengusge. 1t was bedlam as
we tried to estaplish thelr medical sltusticon, find beds and feed them,
81l oy flsshlight and kerocsene lamp. Nevertheless 1t was done and not
one worc of grumbling did I hear. The people on thls tesam are wonderful.

19 Jenuary 1972

i young srmy ceptein with two yeers of surglecel treining hes been
helping us with out patient clinlc this week. It 1ls always & joy and
privilege to see goodness in people. Thls young man could esslly hide
behind hls speclelty trainling end claim he could not hendle the general
medicine which comprises most of thls clinic. He could very easily
spend these afternoons lezying In hls room or pessing the time 1n some
officers!' club. Instead he has come of his own free will to give us a
hand. Such sctions are very encouraging to the staff, & blessing to
the patients and ] heve no doubt will in some wsy be rewarded 1n this
young man's 1life. Another little pert of the answer to that oft asked
questicn "«hy go to Vietnem?"
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This 17 yeer old Hontagnard youth lies quietly on hls Stycker
frame, bhls only movement 8 brillisnt smlle sccentusted by his bright
flashing dark eyes when he sses you aprroach. w#hat does he think
when from his perpetusl supine position he looks down his body. His
mid section, furrowed by multiple operating wounds, the yeswning foul
draining sbscesses, form &8 miniature replica of the battlefield where
he susteined the wounds which now confine him. Looking past thils
ares, what dces he think when he seses those now immobile legs which
once cerried him up mountain trails.

The bullet entered his flank and exittec¢ from hls chest, dsmeg-
ing his spinsl cord and causing the removel of a kidney and & large
segment of bowel. His chnart reveasls thet for over & month he recelved
the best scientific cere that America could offer through its army
hospitals. One wonders 1f our world leacders were to atand In the
presence of this blijghted body thst peesce might come sooner,

22 Janusry 1972

Today for a short time I sat on 8 bench in the warm sunashine eand
watched ontagnards. 1t wes as 1 thess urown skinned people were
putting on a pageant of world history snd geometry. On my right a
group had set up & crude camp under the palm trees. Like &ll campers
their little fire was the center of their camp snd of their stteaticno.
Dressed in their aimple native costume this isolated acene has pro-
oably besn repeated through the centuries here. {irectly in front of
me was the dirt road which comprises the entrance to the hospital
grounds, and on 1t wsre constent streams of Montagnards in other veri-
eties of dress. One goung lade in rose colored blouse and long black
skirt remindea me of Indla. £ Montagnesrd young man in checkered shirt,
tight fitting jeans and square. toed shoes would fit into 8 U. S. high
school. Little toddlers were in the most naturel dress of all.
Anongst this crowd wandered e Vietnemsse peddler carrying over his
shoulder a selection of sleeping msts for sele. It 1s interesting to
ponder the fect that while many Montagnards ere seeking to rise to a
state where they cen encese the trall herdened feet in leathsr, many
Americans ere striving to harden thelr fest so they can enjoy golng
barefooted.

23 January 1972

There 18 an intangible and mystical force, femiliar to all clini-
cal health workers that psriodicelly dictates a sudden increase in the
number of patients seeking succor from thelr ills. Like 8 gtorm, such
& flood came to us yesterdsy. There waes & constant flow of sick and
injured from morning to night. Amongst them wers several for whom we
had nelther the physical or mentel, the courage or the wisdom to handle
effectively. Today, like the calm after a storm 1t was peaceful with
only a trickle. Nost of our patients of yesterdsy ere doing quite well,
Given thils day of respite we are prepsred for whst tomerrow may bring.
idllsry Smith, capeble head nurse of the iinh-uy Lospital, bore the
brunt of this onslaught. After & week of day and night duty, culmin-
ating in yesterday's demands, she was capable of supervialng the pre-
peration and serving as the grecious hostess et Sunday dinner today.

We had two of the Montagnard staff familles for dinner. Frerhaps it was
worth {t for in the custom of his people one of the Yontagnard men gave
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8 speech of thanks sfter the meal. ot & word did I understand, but
the smile upon his face, the besutiful tone of his words and the dig-
nity of his besring needed no translstion.

2y Jenusry 1972

tionol 18 8n x-ray technlclan st the hospitsl. Lerly Fridsy morn-
ing he brought his three ysar old boy to the hospitel suffering from
dierrhea. It was immediastely epparent that the little boy was gravely
slck. A temporary improvement gave us hope, but after a few hours he
lapsed into come and has lingered thus for the past three days. Des-
pite 8ll the testz and sxeminstions we hsve done we are unable to 1-
dentify his illness, and our only success thus far has peen to support
the flictyering flacme. His family have shown thet devotion to his care
which characterizes Montagnsrd femily life. At a certaln stage In the
finel illness these people seem to recognlze a mysticsel signael and
will come to us and say, "so and so wants to dle." They ars rerely
wrong in thelr prognesis. Thus far ionol hes not approached us with
these fateful words.

25 January 1972

Greg 1s an interestling member of this tesm. This young men came
to Vietnam on his own. After trevellng esround the country for aome
time he stopped in et Minh-quy Hospital, llked whet he saw and stayed..
They ssy when he arrlived hls long black halr reached to hls shoulders.
Obtaining a vise demanded the sacrifice cf those locks and now he
sports @ orew cut., His mein joo here 1s supervision of the Montagnard
laborers st the Minh-tuy Hospltel site, but like everyone here he Is
called upon for endless taske. The enforced close conflnement ia
which thls teem lives tends to glive rlese to the occaslionsl inter-
personal tenslon, but Greg's personality 1s such that he never is par-
ty to this,

2 6 Jsnusry 1972

At nine-thirty ienning, the German male nurae, excitedly delivered
to us the news that Tom Coles wes not bacxk yet. Tom, young, bearded,
good locking smericesn, has been here & yeer and in 8 moat admiraeble
fagshlion hes developed a village heslth worker program that vids falr
to expand the influence of the !llnh-iuy Hospital menifold. His work
requires many trips to distant villeges. Such trevel 1s dlscouraged
efter 4 o'clock and at 5 otclock the nighwey closes. Heretofore,
whenever Tom was delayed he menagsea to get word to us, anc this time,
even worge he had thres German guests wilth him, two of them doctors
from the hospital ship Helgolsnd. With Henning's snnouncement, those
of us at the compound held s hurried consultsticn. Information was
that he hed headed for some of the villages north of pakto. Barbars
Silvs took the lesd in pointing out that Tom wee very experienced in
meking his way Iin this country and thst the Jeep he was c¢riving is
known to be unrelisvle. Berbaras went to MACV to report the situstion,
end the emergency radlo wes put into operstlon. e sat Iln the living
room thinking sombre thoughts, but uttering reassurances. While this
sad scane wes going on Tom, who with his German colleagues had actually
been visiting In & lontegnsrd village immecistely on the periphery of
Kontum hed gone to the hospital for his night cduty. It being a qgulet
night he went to bed, and somehow htis presence wss not noted or re-
ported to ua keeping our viglil., You can well imsgine the sxclamations
which greeted his sppearance at Jreakfast.
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Tonight we had sn intelligence briefing by a colonel from MACV.
Some 30-40 K away the NVA ias reported to be ameasing two divislions of
troops W th some armor. HBetween Xontum and the NVA 1s a force of ARVN
troops reported to be well eguipped with ertillery. There sare very few
U.S. Army troops in the area, snd most of them serve as advisora. The
skiea during the dasy belong to the U.%. and ARVN eircraft. The hope 1s
that the battle if it comes will be jolned outside of Xontum. The colo=-
nel is guite optimistic. He also i{s genuinely concerned about the ¥inhe
Cuy Kospitsl &nd its steff. The plans sre if danger developes for us
to be moved to the ¥ACV compound. Thls compound once manned by well over
100 troops now is manned by sbout 30. If the situastion becomes desperate
i1t 1s planned to evacuate everyone by chopper. The crux of the problem
for us is an individusl decision as to where our duty lies. Some of our
staff feel that their duty lies with the Montagnards. Those who have exp
perienced combat situations before tell us that no matter what we decide
now, at the time of action we will meke decisions besed on the immediate
situation. For me the situation is simpler. I am due to leave on the
Tth of Februery. I will stay here until thet time unless I am otherwise
ordered. These people on the team, most of them Iin the young age group
have faced privationa, hard work and exposure to disease with courage.
They also face this threat with courasge and commendable cocl consideration.

28 Jenuary 1972

I often try to imegine what.goes on in the mind of the Montagnard
native who on his bed of paln and weakness for the first time experiences
western medicine. Coming from & background culture of primitive animism
some of our accoutrements and sctions muat sppeal to his belief in spirits
and megic. I'm sure thset many times he 18 not aware of the difference
between diagnostic efforts and therapy. For instance, one of the com-
mon methods of chest dlegnosies ia percussion. In thla procedure the
physician lays his hend on the patient!s chest end with a finger on the
other hand tepe smartly on the middle finger of the hand lying on the
chest. The result is & alightly resonant tone. Having employed this
method on a woman pstient the other dsy I wes interested to later find
her sttentive husband goling through the ssame procedure, no doudt feel-
ing that he could call down the spirits as well as the doctor could. No
doubt the bright varisd colored pllls of pharmaceutical elegance that
we dole out in such great numbers alzo hesve mysticel significance. And
the charts that we study so cerefully every day and periodically inscribe
on, no doubt they sre strong medicine. But eventually sophlaticetion
comes to the Montagnard, snd he like his western cousins, decides that
the shot is the resl maglc.

29 Jenusry 1972

Today Dre. Smith held the once & month Montaghard Staff Meeting.
Dr. Smith would decry sny reference to her as royalty, but flanked by
her western steflf seated on esch sids of her sand with the Montagnards
seated or squatted on the floor in front, it did have a regasl eurs.
The maeln subject for discussion wss the contemplated evscustion of Minh=-
Guy Hospital if the militery situation demends it. The Montagnards!
normelly cheerful facer becsme quite grave ss they reported VC incidents
in their villages closer snd closer to Kontum. They were united in pleed-
ing with Ya Te to leave with 8ll the western stsff 1f dsnger is imminent.
I personally belleve this would be the wisest decision and will do the
best I can to persusds all the team members to leave on the seventh.
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Of what shell I write tonight? Meny an aspirling writer 1s
thwarted for want of a subject, but such is not my problem. I could
write sbout the besutiful moonlight night and the breathtaking beauty
of the Vietnemese formal archltecture at the Bishop?s. The 1little
courtyard with its 11ly pond was literally bathed in moonlight as we
made our way to our rooms last night. Perhaps I should write a bout
the chopped ride today to primitive Dak Pec. Here there 1s & group
of native villages each at the top of its own private mountain. The
beauty of this scene 1s marred by the surrounding rings of barbed wire
and punj)ie stakes and the presence of modern "civilized" weapons of war.
Perheps our make-shift clinic by the road at the foot of these hamlet
topped mountains is worthy of writing effort. Word of our presence
seemed to pass by magic, and the circle of health seekers surrounding
us seemed to have a never ending source of supply of dreadful 1llness.
Perhaps the reeder would like to hear about the strange bug that just
crossed this paper. Automatically my finger went to crush 1t only to
find its shell hard like a turtle. With pressure on the shell this
bug draws in its limbs and remains perfectly qulet for several mlnutes
and then scurries away with great speed. It drew my sympathy, and I
didn't pursue 1t. A description of the several hours' work which
greeted me on return from this expedition might seem repetitious. A
prominent politician no doubt regrets his words "you heve seen one,
you have seen them all." The personal dignity of these people which
shines through the crust of their poverty and the scars of their af-
flictions makes such an observation impossible.

The murmur of the night staff, the melodious singing of Montag-
nards camped outside, the gentle flicker of my kerosene lamp and the
distant rumble of artillery fire remind me that my bed in the hospital
linen room is waiting. And now I find there is nothing further to write
about save my gratitude for the opportunity to partake of these ex-
periences.

31 Jenuary 1972

There 18 no denying the aura of anxiety and tension whichp ervades
our situation. The VC are known for clever use of propaganda, and many
of the Montagnards can be seen with tenseness replacing their usually
happy faces. A local misslionary family who survived Tet in Xontum
left two days ago. The moon has been full these past few nights, and
the most beautiful dawns have heralded the bright sunshiny days of the
pest week. It 1s depressing to reslize that in the presence of all
this beauty there are great groups of men planning how to hurt and kill
one another.

1l February 1972

Promoted by Henning, the German male nurse, the night staff of
the Minh-Quy Hospital had a 1little party this evening. 1In back of the
hospital, thelr favorite dff-duty gathering place, was the scene. A
bright glowlng charcoal fire over which they grilled veal stesk was the
center of attraction. Two of the boys were excellent gultarists, and
we westerners were royally entertained with beautiful Montagnard sing-
ing and some dancing. Henning sang some German songs. The highlight
was singing "Frere Jacques" as a round. This was sung in French, German,
English and several Montagnard dialects. The words were unintelligible
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but the sound was good. The happiness of the singling, the star studded
sky sbove, and the bright smilling faces around the fire reminded me of
meny similar experiences at home.

2 February 1972

Tension is felt and vislble on thls Minh-Quy team. &Lvery day we
are reminded in various ways of the probabllity of wer coming to the
city. The Vietnamese who live near the hospital can be seen loadling
sandbags. One of the team members has enlisted the help of patients
In teping across the windows. Desplte this aurs, the long lines of
sick and injured continue to form and work goes on.

6 February 1972

It has been several days since I took pen in hand to record what
has been happening on this tour. Tonight I willl complete my lest week
of night call duty here at Minh-Guy and tomorrow I will get on the
plane for the first section of the Jjourney home. Night csll here 1is
a unique experience partly due to the varled disease seen and partly
due to the necessary sdaptations tc the culture of these delightful
Montagnards. Overshadowing both of these factors 1s the sinister pre-
sence of war. It 1s necessary for one of the doctors to sleep in the
hospital, because night time travel 1s dangerous. Thus far there have
been no VG Incidents, but the ARVN military who patrol the streets at
night are qulite aprrehensive and are apt to shoot first.

The night call doctor reports in by 8 o'clock. The male iMontag-
nerd nurses have & list of IV flulds which require adjustments and also
present the doctor with the charts of those patlents running fevers.

As one works over these detalls the electric lights flicker in warning
that the power will soon be out. Kerosene lamps are 1lit, flashlights
are made resdy, and in s few minutes the harsh features of pain and
suffering are softened by the gentle light of lamps.

At about this bime two or three of the Montagnard nursing sisters
make their appearance. These attractive, petite women, always neatly
garbed in their hablits, are a real testimony of their faith. They
work and pray for long hours, their living conditions and food are de-
void of luxury. Yet despite the present asura of impending doom, their
faces are almost always alight with smlles end their bright eyes be-
speak & contentment of soul. Sister Gabrielle 18 in g way the boos of
this group, and she tends to mother the visiting doctors here. A few
nights ago I was sitting up writing, and she came to me very apolo-
getically and suggested I go to my little secluded bedroom. It seems
that & group of AEVN soldiers was patrolling the grounds, and she
thought 1t would be safer for me.

My bed 1s in what is called the linen room, actually a storage
room lined with shelves and at least half filled wil th cardboard boxes
containing a variety of hospitel supplies. In the center space is nmy
little bed with its overhanging mosquito netting. Immediately sd-
jacent they have devised a somewhat hidden tunnel through the boxes
to a space large enough to contain a sleeping pad. On Friday night
shortly after I retired there was s burst of small arms fire very near
the hospitel. Most such occurrences are short but this persisted with
the varled sounds of many guns Jjoining in. I had just decided to get
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out of bed when my door burst open and Hennlng, the German male nurse,
excitedly said, "Dr. Brasile, something terrible 1s avout to happen,
you vetter hide." All thoughts of courege and selmaess fled as I
scurried through the tunnel and 1nto the black vault of my hiding
place. There only muffled sounds reached.me, Trying to decipher
these soon drove me from my cranny, but as I emerged all became quliet,
we never did find out what had heppened.

It 1s well known that custom dictates when a Montsgnard becomes
111 and goes to the hospltal one or more of his family goes with him.
The present hospltal is mainly comprised of two large long and narrow
rooms. The floor space is covered to capeclty with smsll iron beds
boasting only 2 thin grass woven pad over the springs in the way of com=-
fort for the patient. At night the petlent and often one or more of
his family occupy this bed, and the remaeinder of the famlly sleep on
the floor between and under the beds. Makling rounds on sick patients
at night requlires many a tentative step to be sure you are not stepplng
on some sleeplng relative. One night in rapidly shifting my feet to
avold stepping on a child I stepped on thelr dog who yelped mightily.
Such occurrences are unfortunate for they are usually followed by a
period of coughing, moaning and children crying as these sick and
wounded agein seek to sleep.

7 February 1972

At night the VC come to the outlylng Montagnard villages with
loud speakers and deliver their measages of propeganda and threats.
They promlise they will cut off the heads of all the men, women and
children living in villages which oppose them. During the day the
Montagnerd nursing sisters help in the cere of the bullet and shrapnel
wounded natlives who come to the hospitasl., Many of them are relatives
or friends of the sisters. If the VC win there is little hope for
these little saints, and 1f the ARVN triumph there is likewise consi-
derable doubt about their future. Wwith this dismsl prospect, how does
one reply to Sister Vincent's goodbye when with courageous smiling face
she says "Go in peace.”

Hilary Smith and I left Kontum yesterdsy with mixed emotions,
Hilary to safe haven in Nah Trang and I to start the long journey home.
(Other members of the team, Glen Booth, Greg Thompson, Shirley Chu,
Barbara Silva, Det (Pat's adopted son) and Deick (edopted son of Tom
Coles) were evacuated l February to lNash Trang for the duration.) Dr.
Smith is determined to remein with her Montagnards. Nothing is sure in
this land, but all of the indications are that within the next two weeks
Kontum will experience another convulsion of ztrife. The probability
of this wes emphasized by the two rockets which landed today killing
one Vietnamese and injuring three. Dr. Taylor, Susan Little and Tom
Coles have pledged themselves to stay until Dr. Smith leaves, This is
real courage for the chances of evacuation and escape once action starts
ere not great. There is courage too in the lives of the ones in Nah
Trang. 1 hed dinner with them tonight, and I was impressed with thelr
courage admixed with common sense. For them to stay would be to further
complicate the safe extraction of all of the personnel from Mlnh-quy.

In the face of the dangers they have experlenced and temporarlily es-
caped, they speak of nothing but thelr sure return to Kontum and the
work they will do there.
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8 Februsry 1972

An early morning flight from Nah Trang brought me to Saigon
where I was quickly and efficiently ushered through the formalities of
leaving Vietnam. There was some urgency to thls since my visa expires
today, and apparently there would be great commotlion If I falled to get
away. Now I am seated in the quiet comfort of e Cathay Pacific airliner
headed for Hong Kong. A visit to the Project Concern Clinic there to-
morrow and then 1t's on to Rome, Switzerland, Paris and home. Already
the heat and the dirt, the pressure of demands and the sense of poten-
tisl cataclysm has left my being, as if washed off by my long hot shower
in Seigon. Sitting on the starboard side of the plane I can barely
make out the mountains of the highlands. But in my heart I can hear
the last zreetings of the Montegnards, "Bok ma lung", May you go well,
in response to my "Oel me lung", May you stay well.

Louls k., Braile, M. D.




